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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
No Takers !

il ONT go!™
D * Fathead 1
“ (0h, really, Wharton—""

il ﬁsﬁ !F.l‘
~ Billy Buoter, sithin
armchair before the
Cavandale A'I_\lmg, turned his big spee-

in his favourite
re in his room at

tacles on the IFamous Five, with a
frowning brow and a severe blink.

“1 say, you followgm—="

“Rats ! said Johnny Bull.

“The ratfulness 15 terrific,” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“When T zay don't po,” said Bunter
severcly, 1 mean don’t ro! What the
thump o ypn want to go out for, any-
how? We've had a jolly good lunch—
a tip-top lunch! I told vou men that
the grub weuld be good here, when 1
asked vou to come and stay with me
and my friend Lord Cavandale. I'll bet
vou nuever had such ub in your own
humble homes! Well, now I've had a
wood lunch, T want a nap! Why can't
van fellows sit down and take m rost?
What do von always want to be hopping
about for?"

“We've only had one lunch cach,” ex-
plained Bob Cherry. *If we'd had :ix,
one after another, like you. old fat-man,
we might want to sleep it off like boa-
constrictors. Dut—"

“Oh, reaily, Charry—"

“"We're going on the ice.” =aid Harry
Wharton. ™'The lake's frozen . hard.
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Buck up_ snd come along with us,
Bunter. It will do you good—much
beiter than Erowsting in front of a fire.”

Snort, from Bunter.

Exertion on the ice, or anywhere else,
did not appeal to William George
Bunter just then. )
_At lunch, Bunter, as usual, had dis-
tinguished himself. With his usual
disregard of the Plimsoll line, he had
packed away the foodstuffs. There was
no doubt that, as Bunter said, the grub
at Cavandale Abbey was good. ere
was still less doubt that Bunter did it
ample justice. Bunter had been just
able to crawl to hia room after lunch.
Now he wanted to sleep!

*Make an effort, old .iat bean,” said
Bob ~Cherry  encouragingly. * Look
here, wo'll roll you . downsiairs, if you

like, like a barrel—"
“ Beast IV -
“Conle on, DBunter,” said Frank

Nugent. “You don't want to stay in
alone.”

“I'm jolly well not going to stay in
alone!” hooted Bunter. "% asked you
fellows here for Christmas, becauss I
am't safo here. I want my pals to stay
with me. Sit down and be guiet! P1I
come out presently—say in a couple of
hours, Just sit down quietly £ill then.”

* Look here——" _

“And don’t talk!™ said Bunter. 3
want to go to sleep ! Just sit down and
shut up.” :

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at
Bunter. The Owl of the Remove settled
himself confortably in the armchair,

By Frank Richards.

apparently in the expectation that his
behebts would be obeyed. .
“You frabjous, foozling, footling fat-

head ¥ said Johnny Bully, in measured

tones. “Do vyou think we're going’

squat around and listen to your enoriug ¥

Nice way to spend an afterncon.’’
“The nicefulness would be terrific.”
Bunter waved & fat hand.,

“Don’t talk ! he said. “How can 2

fellow get off to sleep with you chaps

talking all the time¥ Just dry up and
keep quiet. Don't po!*

“You fat idiot—"

“0h, really, Wharton!
here,” said Bunter. “I don't want any
jaw. If you fellows can’t do as you're
told. I shall have to rescind my generous
invitation. We've had a ripping Christ-
mas—house full of guests, everything tip-
top, as you naturally expected when
you come to stay wilth one of titled
friends. But there's the rest of the vac:
and if you want to stay on, I can only
say—— ¥ arooooop ¥

“Ha, lia, ha '

Bunter roared as a cushion droppod
from somewhere on his head. Tt seemed
to interrnpt the flow of his cloguence..

"Whoop! What beast chucked that
cushion?” he roared. " Look here——"

" zood-bye, Bunter.”

1 say, you fellows, voulre not to go.)

“Fathead !"answered Harry Wharton,
from the door. *“If you want company,
you can go down., Ferrers Locke is in
the hall—*

* Bhan't ™

“Well, go and eat coke, then !

“Iook here,  you chﬂek}:;t rotter 1™
rogred Bunter., “I've said what I mean,
and I mean what I've said, and I
vopeat Yarooooooh 1

it was & hassock this that

MNow, look

timo
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—HARRY WHARTON & (0. of GREYFRIARS. By FRANK RICHARDS,

e o ge Batar, 1ikq that ot the
illiam G ike that of the
turtle of old, was heard in the land. It
was heard on its top note. ’

The Famous Five, heedless of the voica
of the charmer, cleared out of tho room
and went down with their skatea.

Somehow, the prospect of sittin
round ]]unhtfr for & co cila of Jtl:v:.amrﬂ a:;ﬂ
watching him snore did nof seem
appeal to the chums of Greyiriars.

*Of all the cheeky rotters—" gasped
Bunter, blinking at the deorway through
his big spectacles. “I say, you fellows!”

But answer there came none. The
Famous Five were gons.

“ Beastst” ;

ndﬂilljr Bunter fairly
indignation.

He was tired; no fellow could have
poeked away such & lunch  without
gotting tired. He waa sleepy; it came
natural to Bunter to slesp after a meal
if he had a chance. And those beasts,
after all he had done for them, bad
basely deserted him. Bunter did not
want to stay slone; above all, he did
not want to sleep in solitary state. The

sterious happeningas at Cavandale
ilghay during Christmastide were fresh
in Bunter’s mind. He had’ specially
asked the Famous Five to the asbbey for
Christmas in order that they might form
a sort of bodyguard for him. And now
they were going out skating on the lake
in the park, just as if Bunter didn't
matter. And he had only wanted them
to sit down quietly for a couple of houzs
while he had an afternoon nap t.

The Owl of the Ramove rang the bell
at last.

Harry Wharton & Co. were gone, nn;:i
that was that! But Albert, Bunter's
own special footman at Cavandale
Abbey, wae available. =

Albert entered with his silent tread.

“You rang uir?" :

Bunter blinked at him.

snorted with

“Yes, Frederick! By the way, is ==

your pname Frederick, or George ™

“ Albert, eir,"

“Qh, yeal I never can remember
foolmen’s names,” said Bunter. “We
have such a crowd of them at home, at
Bunter Court.” . i

“Indeed, sir!™ said Albert, with an
unmoved face. Albert’s opinion of
Bunter was never stated in Bunter's
presence, It wns stated below stairs
with considerable emphasis.

“Well, shut the door,” said Bunter.

f!.ﬂ}}ert shut the t-du.mri;] - tatnd

I'm oipg . explaine
Bunter. "FT'nu may. sitwgnwn, iplhe:-t,"
i added condescendingly. I want you
mﬂr{;@n!m“ ]

ery good, sir.

“Of gmfn;a I'm not afraid of ghosts,*
ssid Bunter hastily. “YTm not thinkiug
of the ghost of the abbot, William.”

“ Mo, sir.” ;

“ As a matter of fact, I don’t beliove
that that ghost that I saw was a real

host at all, but some beast playing

ricks.” :

“Indeed, sir.” .

« And the fact is, I'd jolly well like to

ges him again, and jolly well punch him
n the eye,” said 'huntar. “I'd teach
him to u?h;] tricks on me! Iit's dis-

:e&;%g:t s{r.‘*b“h"

"Eti]i, you may stayl’ said Bunter.
“Keap guiet! Don’t move! Just sit
down and keep guiét while I snooze.”

“Yeary goo-d? esr.” 5 -

Banter m-rmiud hia ocushions to his
satisfaction, and reclined more or less

racefully in the big chair. HHe shut
Eia eves, opened his mouth, and slid
into slumber. .

Albert gazed at him.

Bnore |

Bunter was not really a rthing of
beauty as he sprawled and snered.
Neither was his snore precisely musical.

For ten minutes Albert remsined
motionless, Then he stirred.

“8Bir!"” said Albert,

Bnore | i

“Mr. Bunter, sir ™

Bnore |

Billy Bunter was safe in the arms
of Morpheus. Albert rose quistly to
his_feet, stepped gquietly to the door,
retired from the room, and quietly
olosed the door after him. Albert was
& patient and long-suffering young
man, but sitting out Bunter's map was
rather too much for him. Albert, like
the Arab who folded his tent in the
poem, stole silently a ,

An tlhu Owl of Greyfriars snored on,
ubconsciona. '

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Under the Shadow !

ORD CAVANDALE and Ferrers

I Locke wers standing before the
crackling log fre in the great,
onk-panelled hall of Cavandale

Abbey when Harry Wharton & Co..

camo down, In the glow of the fire.
light there was an odd resemblance
between the two men as they stood
there. Both were tall, lean, sinewy,
supple. Dut the 1csemblance was oniy
in figure. Locke's clear-cut, clean-
shaven faco was nothing ke the peer's.
Cavandale’s fzee, once handsome; wos

Famous Ghost Serves a Long
Sentence in ** Chokey * !
Sensations and Revelations at
Cavandale Abbey !

S

ecamed with soars, left by a bursting
ghell in Flanders in the War days.
-Afdd he wore a thick moustache and
beard, which hid other scars from sight.

In spite of the scars that scamed both
cheeks, it was a pleasant face, kindly
in  expression, full of geniai good-
nature. Lord Cavandale was liked by
all his friends, liked by all the
numerous househeold steff at the abbey,
from the stately butler, Pilkingham, fo
the youngest footman ; lp-upu[u-.r on tho
Turf, where he was celebrated as the

B
ful horse, Maharajah., Harry Wharton
& Co, liked him, and, in spite of Billy
Bunter and his Bunterish ways, they
were glad that they hed come to the
abbey for the Christmas holidays..

The peer %;va the juniors a kindly
smile as he ohserved them.

“8kating?" he asked.

“¥Yes, mr,” answered Harry, “'It's
ripping on the lake!® .

“Ten’t Bunter going with you?"

#“No; he wanta a nap.”

“The mnapfulness of the esteomed
Bunter is frequent and terrific, honour-
able sahib,” explained Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh. g

Lord. Cavandals smiled.

His glance followed the juniors as
they went on their way,

“Splendid lads, Mr. Locke!™ he
rematked when they were gone. * (Good

my  old

specimens ftwrned out by
gchool.” _ .

“Y agree with you,” said Locke.
"1 am glad to ses them here,” went
en Lord Cavandale, *though in the
strange circumstances I doubt whether
it 1s wiee for them to stay, I should

rting peer,” owner of the wonder-

nerga forgive myself if anything hap-
I-I L7 ]
P They are not afraid, at all events,”
said the Baker BStreet detective, with
a smile, “and so far as I am concerned,
I am_ ﬁlad that Lthey are here. Bunter,
certainly, is neither wseful nor orna-
mental, but the others—"

“Bunter has been very useful, Me,
Locke, though perhaps inadvertently,
1 cannot forget that ho saved my life
when I .was attacked in tho Lantham
train, and several times since he has
been here he has been quite a mascot.”

“True " assented Ferrers Locke.

Lord Cavandale dropped into a chair.
Ferrers Locke remained standing, lean-
g on a corner of the munt-::zipiecﬂ.,
There was o thoughtiul shade on the
Baker Strect detective’s brow,

A less keen eye than Locke's would
have. observed. the signs of troubled
thought in Lord Cavandale’s scarred
face. The soldier-peer had a nerve of
iron, but the mystery of Cavandale
Abbey had told on Mim—the constant
danger from. an unknown source,

“LChristizas  is  over," said Lord
Cavandale after s pause. “I suppose
while the house waes crowded it was
natural that I should have a respite
from my unknown friend the cnemy.”

“Quite 1” said Locke.

“But now,” said tho peer—"now
that the only guests in the house are
the Groririars schoolboys and yourself,
I suppose I may look for a rocurrence
of the attempts on my life.”

“1 fear it.”

“And so fat™®"”

Locke %knitted his browa.

“Bo far, Lord Cavandale, we have
had one success at lcast. Captain
Lankester, the traitor in the house, has
been. exposed, and you. are now safe

fromn the machinations of a false
friend.”
Cavandale’s lip guivered.

“Thut woas a heavy blow to me,™ he

spid. ‘1 trusted the man. I never
dreamed But=but I am glad you
left his fate in my hands and ho was

nllowed to go free. I understand that
he has leit England, and it iz very
unlikely that he will return.”

“We are done with him at all
events,” said Ferrers Locke, “and the
thug who was hired to attack you 13
in & prison cell awaiting trinl. But—"

“PBut that is not the endi”

“1 [ear not”

“And yet,” said Lord Cavandale, *'it
iz difficnlt to believe thnt snother des-
perato man is seeking my life.”

“It may be difficult, but the facts
sdmit of no dispute,” said Ferrers
Locke. *““One of the attempts on your
life. was made in the picture gallery—
a shot fired from some hidden recess.
That shot could not have been fired by
the man now in custody. All the cir-
cumstances disprove it; and Captain
Lankester, who was in league with that
dastard, assured us that- he knew
nothing of the picture gallery incident,
nmihl am sure that he was telling the
truth.*

“Yot—"" said the peer slowly,

“It is not, after all, swrprising,” saiil
Locke, *“I have told you why you are
in dapger. You ars the owner ¢
Maharajah, who is practically certain
to win the Lontham Thousand when 1t
is run next week.  Immense sums
were staked on Black Prinee before
Mnharajah's form was known. Your
trainor; Boone, gusrds the horss too
cnrcfnli:.f for anyone to get at him, The
group of unscrupulous rocing men, of
whom Lankester was one, got at the
owner instead of the horse. There are

Tue Miaxer Lipaey.—No. 1,184,
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others, that is all. Unknown to Lan-
hester and his associates, another party
was playing the some pgame.”

“It would appear so0,"” gaid Lord
Cavandale, with reluctant asscut.

“Whoever he 35, he 18 & more
dangerous man than the rascals we
have already defeated,”” said Ferrers
Locke,

“In what way?"

“Ha is closely mecquainted with the
interior of your residence. The shot
in the picture gallery was fired from
some secret recess which has never beon
discovered, which cannot be discovered
without dismantling the whole place.
Neither Lankesier nor his associates
had any such knowledge. It 15 a for-
tunate circumstance that your bed-room
13 1n the more modern part of the
building, out of reuch of secret passages
with which this ancient place seems to
ba honeycombed. But for that——"

The peer shivered alightly.

“Wa have to find & man,” resumed
the detective, “who is acquainted with
the secrets of the abbey—secrets un-
known to you, the proprietor. Ob-
viously, it must be someone who has
lived here and who made the discovery
either by search or by chance. He may
be o presemt resident in the house, or
a past resident, using knowledge gained
at some former time. QOur clues to
him are slight.” _

“1 see none at alll” asaid ihe peer,
with a faint smile,

“The fact that he is closely ae-
quainted with Cavandale Abbey is to
& certain extent a cluew It narrows
down the field of search, though it
leaves it, unfortunately, still very wide.
Ang—-"

“ And i” repeated Lord Cavandale, as
the Baker Street detective paused.

“There is the ghost of the Abbot of
Cavandale, which has r&n}ipm_red this
Christmas after & very long retires
ment,” said Locke.

" You do not thick that was a school-
boy's imagination 7"

“I do not, Bunter might be fright-
ened by & shadow; buot Wharton 1s
assured that one might the light in his
room was turned out by an unknown
hand, and Wharton is not a boy to be
anhtane:L 1 have no doubt that some

unknown person has been playing
E—hﬂﬁt-“
“ But why?"

“In the first place, to frighten awaxw
gour guests. Bunter, fatuous as he 1s,
wved you from the shot in the picture
zallery, and he iz exactly the fellow to
be scared away by a ghost. The others,
certoinly, are not so easily frightened.
But the unknown ra May Very
probably count on making them glad to
go. Ho does mot want a crowd of
schoolboys about the place, especially as
schoolboys are mnaturally attracted by
the idea of secret passages end likely
to search for such interesting places.”

“True}”

“Wharton and his frienda have
already made several such searches,”
said Locke, with a smile. “They have
had no luck; but at any time chanee
might favour them, and a discovery of
the villain's secret would make his task
immensely more diffcult. He, and he
alone, as it appears, knows all the
geerets of Cavandale Abbey., If the
whole network of zecret passages was
laid bare, he could not use them again;
ha might even be run down and
captured in the act of using them.”

rd Cavandale nodded.

“So you eonclude that the ghost of the
abbot iz in reality the man who is
secking my lifo i

" Provisionally, at least,” said Ferrers
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Locke. “He may have some otier
motive for glﬂying ghost—1I think it very
probable; but at the present moment it
escapes me, At all events, his know-
ledge of the hidden passages and
recesses make it possible to him, and
apparently to no one else.”

“It iz extraordinary that he should
possess  guch knowledge,” said Lord
Cavandale. “The plan of the whele of
the secret passages 1n the ﬂ.bhe%wus Onee
in extstence, but it has not been seen
in my hfetime.”

“It must be found!™ said Ferrers
Locke.

“T have asked Mr. Parker, my
gecretary, to make a very special search
for it,” said Lord Cavandale., “There
are, as you know, masses of ancient
documents and plans, deeds and all sorts
of old leﬁal papers, atored in the library.
Mr. Parker has been engaged for weeks
on examining them and cataloguing
them.” He smiled. “I should hardly
hive cared to ask lhwm to undertake a
task that scems to me dry and dreary;
but Mr. Parker has natural tastes that
way—a keen interest in &rchﬁeniﬂglj‘ and
all ancient records. If the old plan of
the abbey is still in existence, I have no
doubt that Parker will find it sooner or
later.™

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“Once it is found, we have a better
chance at the villain who seeks your
life,” ho said.

“But,” seid the peer, “we must not
lose might of the possibility that it has
already, in some way, fallen into tha
hands of the very man we want, and
that from it hé learned the secreta he is
now taking adventage of.”

“T have not forgotten that possibility,”

seid Locke. *“Indeed, I think it more
than & possibility—a very strong
probability.”

“In that case, Parker's scarch among
the ancient records will be futile.”

* No doubt.”

“Parker iz a painstaking and
industrious man,” said Lord Cavandale.
“I eannot help thinking that if the plan
were still in existence here, he wounld
have found i1t by thia time.”

“We must hope for the best,” said
Locke.

“In the 11'1em:tti].'nim,r I remain under
the shadow of death,” gaid the peer.

"HHIEHE I

“Unless what 1

“Unless you seratch Maharajah,” said
Locke. “1f you withdraw your horse
from the Lantham race, the attempts on
vour life will cease. You are marked
out a2 8 victim because the horse's
engagements are automatically cancelled
on the death of the owner. If he were
withdrawn——"

Lord Cavandale coloured.

“You would not advise me, Mr.
Locke, to make such ® surrender to a
skulking scoundrel?” he exzclaimed.

“MNot in the least.”

“1 could not honourably withdraw my
horse, even if I were cowardly encugh
to yield to a miserable assassin. Pegple
whe have backed him cannct be let
down. Also, to seratch my horse from
the race would mean that the assassin
gscapes, That, I think, must be avoided
at all costs. My horse must run to
defeat the scoundrel |

“I do not advise scratching Maha-
rajah, Lord Cavandale. But until the
Lantham Thousand is run, you are in
danger night and day; and—"

Ferrers Locke was interrupted.

'There was a sudden yell in the
distance.
“Yaroooh! Help! Help! Whaoop!

Help ! Help |l Help

THE MAGNET

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
A Narrow Escape !

1 ELFP [*
H It was the woica of Bill

Distant as his rcom was
from the hall, his frenzied &atl rang
clearly to the ears of Lord Cavandsle
and Ferrers Locke.

“Help! ¥arooogh! Help!”

Lord Cavandale leaped to his feet.

“That is Bunter I he exclaimed.

Pilkingham appeared in the hall.

“My lord—-"

Lord Cawvandale ran to the stairs
Ferrers Locke was at his heels in a
twinkhng. '

More slowly the portly Pilkingham
oy WAREE v ssid
2 ghost agam, | suppose,” Bsal
Lord Cavandale, es he ascended the
stairs two at a time. " The foolish boy

seems frightened out of his wita”

* Help ! Bunter was shrieking wildly.
“Help! Keep off! Help 1”

The peer and the detective ren along
the oaken gallery sbove the hall, and up
the =zecond staircase that led to the
corridor on which Billy Bunter's room
opened.

They reached it swiftly.

Bunter’'s door was closed, but pot
locked as was usual when Bunter hap-
ened to be alene. Om this occasion ha
ad not been—so far as he knew—alone
while he slumbered. Albert had
naturally left the door umlocked when

he softly departed. Lord Cavendals
flung the door wide open and rushed
into the room.

“ Bunter I

“"Yarooh! Help!®

“Calm yourself, Bunter!” exclaimed
Ferrers Locke impatiently.

“0Owl He touched me—help 1” yelled
Bunter. '

The fat junior was still in the arm-
chair. He was sprawling in it in a state
of terrified collapse, shrieking,

Jord Cavandale dropped a hand on
hlﬁ. Ehuﬂ::‘tid&r' s .
T, My Doy-—

“Owl f(aep him off I

“MNo one is here—nothing .is here,
Pull gﬂumlf together | gaid Lord
Cavandale. *“What do you think you
saw I :

“Ow 1” Bunter ghuddered with horror.
“J—I saw him! He woke me up—

touching me—finger cold as ice! Owl
Ow | woke up and—and saw himl
Oh dear!”

“What did you see?” aaked Ferrers
Locka quietly.

“Ow! The ghost!” groaned Bunter,
quavering. “The abbot! Standing just
thera! Ow! I—T1 say, don't leave mel

Thosze beasta went out and left mel

Owl!l I told Albert to st nd he's
gone!] Owl!l 1 won't stey here alonal
I won't stay here at all! Oh crikey |

L]

Im yourself,” said Ferrers Locke.
“Whatever it was, it was gone when we
arrived here. What was it like 7™

“The—the sbbot—cowl and robe—just
like the print that Mr. Parker showed
me in the library!” groaned Bunter.
“Oh dear |"

The Owl of the Remove staggered out
of the chair. He cast a terrified blink
round him through his big spectacles.

Only Lord Cavandale and Forrers
Locke were in the room with him. Tha
portly form of Pilkingham was in the
doorway; behind him, Albert and
several other foofmen staring in. Billy
Bunter recovered a little.

*1=—1 waen’t frightened, you know ™
he gasped. " But—but—hbut N

He blinked round uneasily.

Ferrers Locke was gla.ncmg round at
the polisbed oak walls that glimmered
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in the light of the log fire.
Cavandale touched his arm.

“Is it possible, Mr. Locke, that a
sccret paseage exists behind those walla?
That zomeonae—-"

“I suppose go,"” said Locke. “The boy
has evidently peen something.”

“A dream gerhaps—.a nightmare—"

"1 tell you I saw him 1” yelled Bunter,
“Hé was standing just there—and he
touched me| Owi® ;

“Where did he go, Bunter ?”
hf:; I—1 nilitdn’tdaegl Il—&I iuat velled for

p, and—and he glided away and—
end vanished! Oh dear!™ d

“If this is true, Mr. Locke, the man
cannot be far away!” breathed Lord
Cavandale. “He may be watching us at
this moment—-="

Lord

L LS &1
Aho report of a firearm filled th
with sudden din. | T‘r:ern -.&TEHQ

sharp cry from Lord Cavandale, and ha
staggered.
Forrers Locke caught him as he fell.
An exclamation broke from the Baker
Btreet detective—a ery of rage! He
had suspected that the hidden enemy
had some other motive for playing

Crack ! There ola
firearm filled the room
with sudden din. The
next moment thera was
8 sharp cry from Lord
Cavandale, and he
stagpgered !

?hﬂ-ﬁt; ng well az that of seeking to
righten tho schoolboys away. And now
he knew!

Bunter's terrified cries had brought
Lord Cavandale to tho room—under tho
fire of the wretech who was hidden from
sight !

Locke grasped the falling man, and
almeost in tho twinkling of an ¢ve bore
him out of the room, knocking aside the
startied servants who stood clustered at
the deorway. The hidden enemy had
no time for a second shot.

“My lord !" stutterced Pilkingham.

U 0w ! Help! Keep him  off ¥
shrieked Bunter.

The fat junior rolled out of the room
ns fast as his little fai legs would carcy
him.

Bunter's one idea was to get away
from the haunts of the mysterious

asgassin, In his blind haste the fat
junior hardly heeded where he was

going. | 4 aie 3
A particularly bighly polished piece of

flooring near the main stairesse ?mvﬂd
Bunter's undoing, He slipped violently,
gkidded, and collided wit
sk of armour.

Crash!

Over went the pedestal figure, with
Bunter’s arma wrapped round it in a
closs embrace,

“Oh crikey! Yarooooh!™

At the top of the stairs DBunter
sweyed dizzily, then the law of gravi-
tation insisted that he should descend.
With s serics of bumps and wild howls
both Bunter and the suit of armour
clanged down the stairs.

A startled footman, hastening to the
sceno, almost collapsed at the strange
pight. But Bunter wasted neo time 1n
explanation. He scrambled to his feet,

& dignified

panting, bestowed a wrathinl glare and
a still more wrathful kick on the 1a-
offogsive suit of armour and tore out ot
the house.

Meantime, unaware of this comic
interlude, Ferrers Locko laid the peer
down in the corridor.

Hiz first thought had been to take
him out of reach of a sccond shot.

A trickle of crimson was oozing from
Lord Cavandale's coat. He had been
struck in the shoulder.

But he was still quite econsclous.
There was oven a faint zmile on his
scarred face as he looked up at Ferrers
Locke.

“A closer thing this time, Locke," he
breathed.

Locke made no replv.

"Teia%hnna for Lord Cavandale's
doctor, Pilkingham !" he said, over his
shoulder.

The butler hurried away.

Bwiftly the detective tore open the

3

peer’s coat and shirt, and examined the
wound. Mo breathed more freely.

The bullet hed gone close, but not
close enough. Y& had torn its way
along the shoulder, intead of penetra-
ting. The wound bled profusely: but ot
o glanco Locke saw that it wns not
dangerous:

“Thank Heaven!" ha breathed.

Ho .rap%eri out ordera sharply, and
lint and bandages were brought, and
with mgisi!led hands Locke bound up the
wound.

“I can walk!” said Lord. Cavandulo
quictly.

And Locke assisted him to his fect
and helped him away to his room.

As he lay in his bandages, with a

'.'
=i
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set, but calm face, the peer

le,
smiled faintly at Ferrers Locke.

Hazris, his valet, was in the room,
and at a word from Locke a footman

had posted himsclf in the adjoining
dressing-roon.

“You were right, Loocke,” ssid Lord
Cavandale, im a low woice. “I have
another enemy—as well as the onas you
ran to carth. The same game, I sup-
pose—some  scoundrel who will lose
money if BMabarajah runs in  the
Lantham race.”

“Undoubtedly 1"

“Ho easme near success this time,”
said the peer. * Nearer than the tiwe
in the picture gallery! That shot cama
from ohe of the wnlﬂ in Bunter's room,
Locke; there is some secret recess—"

“That 18 certaini end it is the way
the ghost apﬂom and disappears,’ sanid
Fervera Locke, "When we find the
ghost of Cavondale Abbey, we shall

Tee Magxer Liseiny,—No. 1,184,
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F::f]d Jha villain who has attempted vour
B HLL

He compressed his lips.

“You ars hurt, Coavandale;
rest quietly till the doctor comes—

“Y am not badly hurt,” answered the
peer calmly, “I shall be on my feet

again to-morrow. Probably the sniper
found it difficult to take accurate aim
through some small orifice in o sliding
panel, or whatever it was."

“ Probably !" agreed Locke. “ But
our escape has been narrow, and
ortunete. If you are on your feet to-
morrow, as you expect, you must take
care not to approach any {ﬁtl where
an alarm is given that the gho¥ is seen.
That is the villain’s game, Cavandale,
He drew you under his fire by alarm-
ing Bunter in that room.”

“J understand that,"” assented Lord
Cavandale, A cunning rascal. I did

not think of anything of that kind.”

“ Neither did 1,” ssid Ferrers Locke,
through his sot fipu. “But we are on
our guard now, and you must not be
caught again. I shall leave you when
the doctor comes, snd make a search;
but I have little expectation of making
a discovery.”

“You have, of u:*:a:mu'ma-ZE oarte blanche,”
paid the peer, *though I should be mrrz
1o zes damage dope to the ancient oa
of Cavandale.”

“Tt would bo useless, I think, to tear
down the panelled walls,” answered
Locke, © ind them is stone. I have
already, since the appearance of the

host, tested the walls in that room and
the adjoining rooms, in no spot is
there a trace of a hollow behind the
oak, My ear would not deceive me if
there were o space bebind a panel when
I tapped it. There is solid stone, and
gome section of the stone, evidently, 1a
movable at the will of the man who
knows the secret. It will be closed now
and fastened on the hidden side, and 1
doubt whether the entire stpppm% of
the walls would tell us anything. That
is not the way we shall find the dastard;
it is not so simple as that. But here
is the doctor.”

And Ferrers Locke left Lord Cavan-
dale’'s reom, leaving the peer in the
doctor’s hands.

better

[ —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Doea Noi Matter!

6 BAY, vou fellows!”
I : I‘farrjr Wharton & Co, were
gliding merrily on the frozen
- surfaco of the fnka in Cavandale
Ar

It was a bitterly cold day, with a hard
froet; but they were feeling warm
enough aa they circled on the ice. Even
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was not feel-

m% the cold.

he juniors glanced round as they
heard the voice of William G&nrgﬁ
Bunter, bawling through the frosty air.

But they did not otherwise heed.

They were enjoying skating on the
frozen lake; and the society and con-
versation of W. G. Bunter were net so
enjoyable—in fact, not enjovable at all,

80, though they heard, they under-
studied the ancient gladiator, and
heeded not.

5 a&gl; you fellows !" valled Bunter.

Btill the Famous Five did not heed.

Billy Bunter stood on the margin of
the lake, snd glared at them with a
glare that almost cracked his spectacles,

::Z%auta I* ho roared.
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“1 say, vou fellows! Come heral I
want you !

Still the fellows did not come, If
Bunter wanted them, it was ohbvious
that the want was all on Bunter's side:
they did not want him. They skated
on merrily.

But Bi?’f}' Bunter was not to be
denied. He had scudded out of the
house after the alurming incident in his
rmin, scarcely stopping for hat and
coat.

Bunter was in a state of alarm and
funk. Ghosts were bad enough, hut
pistol-shots at eclose guarters were alto-
gether too thick.

Billy Bunter had *“planted * himself
on Lord Cavandale for a Christmas
holiday at his lordship’s magnificent
mansion in the most unserupulous way,
and he had been a pig in clover at that
palatial establishment. He had felt
extremely clever and satisfied with
himself. Now he was feeling neither
so clever nor so satizfied,

“Will you beasta come?' he roared.
"1 want you! Do you hear me? I'm
telling you to come !

"Ha-‘ ]'.'Iﬂ, hﬂ-lu

Mi KE
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“Come on!” said Harry abruptly,
“Let's get back to the house.™ Py

“] gay—*

"Go snd eat coke |V

Skates in hand, the Famous TFive
started at a run for the abbey, Billy
Bunter rolled after them breathlessly.

“II a-.;jr, you fellows,” he gasped, hul{i
ﬂn E 15

Bat the chums of Greyirjare were too
anxious to heed Bunter. They tore
away ag if they were on the cinder-
ath, and the Owl of the Remove was
eft hopelessly behind.

“Boasta1” gasped Bunter,

And he plugged on breathlessly in the
rear.

It was a good distance to the house;
'Eut the junmiors covered it in recopd
EIVTE, -

Filkingham was in the hall when they
came breathlessly in; and the portly
butler's face was less impassive thaa
usual. Tt was easy to see that the
stately Pilkingham had had a shock,

“What's happoned i ssked Wharton,
panting,

Pilkingham explained.

“Thank goodness it's no worse!™

ﬁﬁed Bob Cherry. “Where's Mr.
e, Pilkingham 1"

“Mr. 2 ia in the library, sir,
with Mr. Parker.”

“Oh! We'd better not intesrupt him
I suppose,” said Harry. “Let's go lnci
hs.veua. look round Bunter's room, you
nien.

""Let's,” agreed Frank Nugent,

The Famous Five went up to the
handsome apartment assigned te Billy
Bunter, i1m Cavandale Abbey. The
early winter dusk was falling now, and

Harry Wharton switched on the electrio
Ilghiha. ; s

“ Yt's tti rett thick,
fellows,” ?‘.:mar Edpﬂnh.? "Iﬁﬁt mﬁgﬂ

doubt now that Bunter really saw a
ghoet, as he told us. It was the jolly
old host that potted at Lurd
Cavandale,”

“I was sure that there was some
secret way of getting into this room,”
answered Harry, One of thoss old
caken panels moves, 1 su It's not
uncommeon in old places El’tﬂe this,”

“We ought to be able to find it 1™ s2id
Johnny Bull.

“I'va tapped over every blessed panel

in the room,” said Wharton, *“ And so
B" Ib.anrd Cavandale’s been shot ! yelled :l;::a:m:]lfrﬂ nl]:}wkﬁ' I believe. Not one
?‘nw;lt-il" “The t-npfulne:as has been tﬁl‘l’iﬁﬂ, but

In an instant Harry Wharton & Co.
were sctudding towards Bunter.

Wharton had his skates off almost in
s twinkling, and was grasping the Owl
of the Remove by a fat ﬂhuuhfer.

“What's that?” he exclaimed.

“0Oh, you couldn't come when I told
ou 1 wanted you,"” cneared Bunter;
‘but you can come when—— Yarcooh !

Leave oftf shaking me, you beast I

Wharton shock him savagely.

“Is Lord Cavandale hurt?"” he
snapped.

“ Oy ! go! Yes, he jolly well
is I* aplut-]t:,‘:id Bunter, “Ha’; jolly
well been shot—"

“Not killed 1™
horror. _

“Well, not exactly killed—"

“You fut fool!" said Wharton, with
a gasp of relief,

“ Oh, roally, Wharton—"

“Tell us what's happened, you
foceling frump!” growled Johnny Bull.

“1 came hera to tell vou, didn't IT#”
grunted PBunter. “I can tell you, I
jolly well don’t fecl safe in the place—
you fellows going out and deserting me,
and that beast Albert snesking off after
I told him t0 stayee——'?

gasped Nugent, in

there was no esteemed hollowfulness,”
agreed Hurres Jamset Rem Singh.

“Well, let's have another jolly old
se?fcl&ﬂ‘; }::;E-:IF Bob. 5 o

n amous Five proceed 10
search along the high, Eakan walls
of the room, tepping one panel after
another. But no hollow sound rewarded
them; so far as they oould ascertain
by hearing, the walls hehind the osk
were zolid and unbroken,

"1 gay, you fellowsg—"

Billy Bunter rolled in. He was
breathless, gasping, and evidently not in
a good temper. The state of Bunter's
temper, however, important as_it was
to Bunter, did not worry the Famous

Five.

“Look here, you rotters,” said
Bunter, blinking wrathfully "at the
juniors. "I want to have tﬁiﬂ out."

“Oh, dry up!” said Johnay Bull

“Bhap't [’ roared Bunter. ™1 asked
vou fellows here, and gave you a magni-
ficent Christmas holiday—"

“Cheesa 1t 1Y

“In the magnificent meansion of my
titled friend !” pursued Bunter indig-
nantly. “And what is my reward?”

“ Bathead 1™

“You desert me, and leave me to ba
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murderaed in my bed—at least, in my
armohai

“The man wasa't after Jmi, fathemi'i
Heo was after Lord Cavan
a rest!™ .

“The bullet might have hit me!”
roared Bunter. “I expect my friends
to rally round me when I give them a
mapgnificent Christmas holiday. I expect
them to stand by me, I ex

“The cheesafulness is the proper
caper, my esteemed Bunter.™

“Well, I'm . fed-up with this!” said
Bunter, “A fallow isn’t sufe hers, Not
thet I caro for danger, of course. Aas
you know, I'm as brave as a—"

“Rabbit "’ asked Johnoy Bull.

“Beast! As o lionl I vou fellowa
had a tenth of J:gf pluck, whacked
out among the lot :r.*nn’d do.
Bill, I'm fﬁdrupl i:m ;nlijr well not

A

ﬁgmg to be can tell you.
k hers, w&urt.ﬂn--ﬂ-

“Oh, dey up ™

“Vour unele and aunt were away
over Christmas, looking afb&r some gilly
sick rolation or other,” said Bunter.
“But I understand that they'ro back at
Wharton Lodge now.” -

(4] Yeﬂ d.r? up t'u

“Weﬂ, it will be rather 8 rotten
changa from my friend Cavandale's
house to your humble home, Wharton ;
from the suhlimo to the udmulmm, m:ui
all that,” said Buntm' “Btill, a fellow
can have a nap in pence there. I've
gnﬂ-ﬂ vou a splendid Christmos. There
won't be much doing hers now—so my

idea is to clear out and go to Wharton
e’
“After all I've ﬂﬂne for vwou,
Wharton——"'
“Tdiat t"?
“Look here | roared Bunter. *“Vou

fullows are here on my invitation, sec?
Well, I withdraw it] Now then !

- Billy Bunter endent!j' &:.[?:actud that
announcement to have a crushing effect.
But the Famous Five did not seem
crushed.

“Do you hear me, Wharton 1™

":Y el d“i:na.t- 3 t to "

W ave you got to eay
“Ehut up |
“Wha—uaah?”
“Shut up [*

ow we'rs
this matter i3 cleared u
dale has asked us; and [r. Locke wants
us here. That settles 1E; and you don't
matter at alll”

“T don’t matter?” gasped Bunter.

#Not the least littls bit in  the
world 1"

“The matterfulness of your estecmed
and execrable self ig terrifically infinj-

§ Wharton.
here, we're staying till
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tesimal, my idiotie Bunter 1
“Why, you—you—you—" gasped
Bunter.

It seemed that William George Bunter
was not, ni'tmr all important as he
had sup Ho blinked st the
Famous iva in almost gpeechléss indjg-
nation.

“(Fot it olear ¥ snapped Johnny Bell
“Wb camo hers to protoct vou becauso
vou were in & funk. We're staying
becpuse wa want to help to nail the
scoundrel who's after Lord Cavandale.
Now shut up [

“Beastl" roared Bunter., I can
]ﬂﬂj well !;-l:}i quw—-—-""

“If you're frightomed, you can get
auk 1" ad&e& Johnay. ol obody wanls

igu here th.ﬁtt I know of. Get ouf, and
nrwe to youl”
Why, you—you—-" I:nsped Bunter,

“Huw shut up [*

“I—I—I say, you fellows—"

“Look out, Bunter,” said Bob
Cherry fravel;gr. “1f that sniper is still
ﬁﬂ iﬁ'tlln? R |

L3 Al 1 ¥ L

Lord Caven-.
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"He may take another pot-shot—"
“Wha-a-at "

Hunt-ar made a wild leap for
ﬂm gor and vanished. And the
Famous Fiva -::-cruhnued their search
without further interruption from the
fat and fatuwous Owl of the Lemove.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.,
Help from My, Parker !
MR P&RKER was snabed at A

desk, in an alcove of reat
library of Gaw-.udnla A
On the dosk before him w;w 3

heap of papers—m them ancicnt
parchments in black-letter.
Lord * Cavandale’s seerctary and

librarian waa busily occupied, in an
occupation that had slways seomed con-
genial to him.

That alcove in the library was Mr.
Parker's own special domain; he had
hia own desk there, and his m'un rvatr-d-
ing-lamp, and thero were h&anrr an
that he could pull across. w.a
when be liked, to shut it r.aﬂ' Erﬂm the
rest of tho hhrarf Ho used jt as a
study, and he was ﬁmnﬂy busy there,
porting over nr.u::l doouments, and
working on cetalogue of the in-
numerable vulumﬂs in the bookshelves.

S0 far as Lord Cavandala or any
other occupant of the abbey know, Mr,
Parker lived, and movoed, and had his
boing in’ booka and musty old documents.
His work as the peer's secretary was
light; but it was slways well and
mat:mlluusljr done, while his work as
librarian was at his own discretion, an&
he could have takon it as easily as he

(Continued on next page.)
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liked. But be scemed to like putting
in plenty of time at a congenial task,

He seldom left the abbey more than
once a week, when it woas unders
that he visited some elderly relatives
who lived at & distance.

Apart from thoss weekly excursions,
My, Parker took all his exercize in the
grounds, generally walking no farther
than the terrace; and often when he
was walking on the terrace he bad a
book or soine black-letter document in
his hand.

In the servants’ hall he was regarded
with some respect as a man of great
book knowledge, and with some derision
us an absent-minded book-worm. So far
as anyone had ever observed, he had
absolutely no interests in life outside
Lbooks and rmoanuscripts.
~ He was busy at his table now, peer-
ing threugh his gold-rimmed glasses at
an ancient sheepskin inscribed in monkish
Latin, when Ferrers Locke entered the
library. Mr. Parker glanced round
with his watery eves bebhind his rather
large glasses.

Ho laid down the sheepskin and rose
to his feet as the Baker Street detective
came along to the alcove. The library
was dusky, but in the alcove the read-
ing-lamp glowed on Mr. Parker's desk.

“I am interrupting you, I fear,”’ said
Ferrers Locke, ss he stepped into Mr.
Parker's little domain,

The secrotary smiled politely. .

“Perhape it is good :ll;: me to be in-
terrupted, Mr. Locke,” he answered.
“] am somewhat given to forgettin
time and space W I find myse
among my papers. Plesse sit down.”

sat down, Mr. Perker resumed
his seat, leaning an elbow on his desk
and blinking at the Baker Btreet de-
tective. He took off his glasses, wi
them, and replaced them on his rather
nose, ;

“Tenth century Latin tries my eyes

somewhat,” he remarked. *“One ia apt

to forget such things when deeply im-
mersed in an in ng tesk. is is
a wonderful place, Mr. Locke., There

are records here from the foundation of
the monastry of Cavandale in the
reign of Edward the Confessor. Many
of these old manuscripts are of inestim-
able value—I do not mean market value,
of eourse, but from an antiquary’s point
of view."

He picked up the illuminated parch-
ment he had li?d down,

“This, for instance, iz an sccount of
a visit paid to Cavandale by Edward
the Gongglmnr himszelf,” he esid. “It
tells we—-" Mr. Parker broke off,
with & smile. “But there I go again—
forgetting that others are not as inter-
ested as myself in these matters. To
you, with your busy life among wholly
modern things, such lore as this must
seern very musty and fusty.”

“"Not at alll” answered Ferrers
Locke. ™1 understand your interest in

such things, Mr. Parker, and shere it

to o great extent. But I admit that at
the present moment my thoughts are in
the twentieth century,: not the
eleventh.” He paused. “You are not
aware that there has been another
attempt on Lord Cavandale’s lifei”

Mr. Parker started.

“J2 it possible!" he exclaimed.

Locke described briefly what had oc-
curred in Bunter's room. The secretary
listened with & distressed expression on
hizs face.

“This is terrible, Mr. Locke![” he
paid. “I eertainly thought—and hoped
—that after the arrest of the man who
attacked Lord Cavandale ip his room,
and the exposure of Captain Lankester,
that the dreadful affsir was at an end.”
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"It 3a eclear that Lord Cavandale
has unother enemy—a still more deter-
mined and ruthless one,” said Locke.
“Captain Lankester was littla more
than a tool—a man desperately in debt,
reckless, and unscrupulous, but quite
incapeble of lifting a hand against
Cavandale’s life himself, But the man
wa have to deal with now is a very
difficrent sorb of character.”

Mr. Parker nodded.

"I quite understand that,” he said.
“But 1 am convinead that, whoever he
15, he has met hig match in you, Mr.
Locke.”  He smiled. “I san not so
much of a bookworm that I have not
heard of your fame, you know.”

“I am afraid you Hatter me,” said
Forrers Locke gravely. * With Captain
Lankester and his associates 1 was able
to deal, but this man Is more cunning
and wary, I had hopes of assistance
from you.”

“Anything in my power would be
gladly done, I need not .zay, sir. In
what way can I help you?"” Mr. Parker
geere::] curiously at the Baker Street
etcetive over his gold-rimmed glasses,

“¥ou have henrd, of course, of the
appearances of the phantom abbot of
Cavandale during Christmas.”

Mr. Parker coughed.

“I have heard of them, of course,” he
saeid, “But I have atiriboted them
rather to imagination—""

“I have not the slightest doubt that
there were such appearances,” eaid
Ferrers Locke. “The object was to
frighten the schoolboys away——"

But who—why—"

“The man who has played ghost, Mr.
Parker, is obviously the man who has
dttempted the life of Lord Cavandale."

“If you think so, Mr. Locke, 1 have
no doubt that it is the case,”’ said the
socretary.

“He would prefer- the schoolboys to

be out of the place. But he had
another motive—which has tr ired
to-day. Lord Cavandale was drawn
upon the scene by the alarm of the
f ost—as  was, indeed, cortain to
1appen sooner or later. That gave the
villain hia chance.™

Mr. Parker nodded.

“Whoever the man is, he is
thoroughly acquainted with tfm interior
of this ancient building,'' said Ferrers
Locke, " He knows secrets that aro un-
known to any other occupant of the

house.””
“It would a r so0," eaid Mr.
Parker. "For instance, the shot that

waa fired in the picture gallery more
than a week 2

. "Exactly! Now, Mr, Parker, there
is only one way in which the scoundrel
can have acquired such knowledge, in
my opinion.”

“And thati™

By the discovery of the ancient plan
of Cavandale Abbey, which existed
somewhere among the accumulation of
ancient doenments here,’’ said Fearrers
Locke, “How thiz parchment came
into the man's hands 1t 15, of course,
impossible to guess at present; but that,
I think, iz what has oocurred."

“The same thought bas occurred to
me,” confessed Mr. Parker; “for if
the document is still in existence here
it is very remarkable that my thorough
gearch has failed to unearth 1t.”

He pursed his lips thoughtfully.

“I have already suspected,’” he went
on, “that the n_l& Eamhmant had been
found and purloined by someone who is
now making lawless use of it.”

*If you have the remotest suspicion
of his identity—"" said Ferrers Locke.

Mr. Parker shook hiz head.

“That is where I am absolutely at a
loes,'” he answered. *“Lord Cavandale
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has frequently allowed antiguaries and
others to examine the documents in the
library, Any one of thcm may have
extracted a single paper.”

" During your time as librariap——"

“Not during my time, I think,” said
Mr. Parker. “Although all the docu-
menta aro not yet catalogued, I am a
very careful man—very careful indeed.
But I have been with bis lordship only
2 few monthe,"

“It is in this matter that you may
be able to help me, Mr. Parker,’”” said
1:]1& Baker Street detective earnestly.
‘I may tell you that my belief is that
the theft of this ancient plan is quite
recent,”

The seeretary started a little,

* Indeed | Whiq s

“Because until recently it possessed
absolutely no interest or value to anyone
outside this house,’" answered Locke.

It is useless now, excopt to the man
who is seeking Lord Cavandale's life.”

“That is certainly true,” said the
secretary slowly,

“It iz only a few weeks since it
became known that Lord Cavandale's
horse, Maharajah, was a certainty for
the Lantham Thousand,” went on
Ferrers Locke. *“Until then no one in
the kingdom had the remotest desire or
reason to harm hiz lordship. No one
could have anticipated anything of the
kind. Until the beginning of Decem.
ber, in fact, that ancient plan of the
secret passages in the ﬂbl?ﬂjl‘ had no
imaginable interest to the man who is
now using it for his own dastardly
purposes,”

“ Perfectly correct, Mr. Locke. Then

u mnc};t!:l&dthat thfh plan has l:bn:ﬁ

een purloined since the beginning
December 1™ ¢

**That seems certain to me.™
i'ML Parker nodded and pursed his
ips.

“The theft, therefore, must have
taken place Juring Yyour time here as
librarian, 1f I am correct,” said Ferrers
Locke; “and I want you to search your
memory, Mr. Parker, and give me a
complete list of every person who has
had access to the documents of Cavan-
dale Abbey since December lst,”

“And among them——"

“"Among them I may find my man.”
“My dear Mr. I«:-t:]';r I will losa no
time 1n preparing the list you require.

mory ;
moreover, 1 have a habit of maki
notes,. The complete list of pames w?ﬁ
be guite easy to furnish."

Ferrers Locke rose.

“Thank you, Mr. Parker! I am
gwmig you & good deal of trouble, 1 am
afraia.”

“That is nothing—less than nothing,”
snswered Mr. Parker. " Anything I
can do will be done with my whole
heart. 1f I can help to preserve my

I have an excellent me and,

kind employer from a niiserable assassin
I shall thank you for having given me
the chance. art,"” ho a with a

emile, “from the homour of acting, in
some elight degree, as the assistant of so
famous a detective as Ferrors Looke 1*

Locke mmiled, too. .
- "I wea sure you would be willing to
help Mr. Parker,” he said “"Now I
will interrupt you no further.”

And Ferrers Lookns left the library.

His face was very thp'q?htful as he
went. There waa a possibility, at least,
of a clug in the list of nemes that the
pecratary had undertaken to furnish.
That the plan of the secrel passages at
Cavandale Abbey had ‘been abstracted
poe cortain; that it had been
abstracted recontly seemed practically a
certainty. The librarian was aﬁuamtud
with every person who had had acoess
to the Cavandale documients, There was
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“You heasis! ™ roared Bunfer.

A

- -
p—— I —

“ Arg you ecoming or not? Lord Cavandale’s been shoi ™ “‘What? ** Harry

Wharton made an instant rush towards the fat Removite.

liked,

After Ferrers Locke had left him the
secretaty sab down at his desk again; but
he did not immediately resume his

erusal of the lhﬂagakm in dog-Latin,
E[a remained buried in thought for a
long time before bie resumed his labours,

ﬁ doubt that Mr. Parker could help i

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
In the Night!

6 ILEINGHAM |
P “Sir1* said Pilkingham,
Tha sedate and polished
mﬁtg of Pilkingham’s manner
did not desert him, even in dealing with
William George Bunter, But there was
& faintly tired note in Pilkingham's
fruity voice. It was only by kmﬁn? a
strict eye on the traditions of butler-
hood that Pilkingham was able to treat
William George withh the respect due to
s guest of Lord Cavandale. _
it been ible, or even imagin-
shle, for a butler to kick a guest of &
peer of the reakm, ]}]‘ﬂbﬂh[ﬁ Pilkingham
would have kicked Billy Bunter across
the extensive hall of Cavandale Abbey.

But great as were the pomps and
privileges of a nobleman’s butler, joys
of that sort were demed to him: and

Bunter never knew how Pilkingham's
toa twitched when he caome into the

ﬂﬂl;‘? ] _ ) .
“Yea, sir, I await your instructions,
gir,” #aid Pilkingham.

“I'm changin uarters,” said

E_uni‘h}qr, hlinﬁnfgntriﬁa %utie:r tj:rnuglh
is big » olee,

; "Iugm.“

, 8 |
fHee to it, Pilkingham!* added

Bunter, in his best “Bee to it, Tigel-

linus ™ tone. .

“Very good, sirl I will order the
SAL——

“Eh?"‘ .

“If you will inform me, siz, of the
train

Buntoer stared at him.

“You silly chump I he ejaculated.

[11 si.: FI‘

“I'm not going away, you fathead,”
B s

“In B1r tn sorry—

"Whﬂ.t‘lh .

Borry I secem to have misunderstood,
sir; but as yvou remarked, sir, that you

weare cha nEg your quarters—"
“QCh, don't be an ass, Pilking-
ham 1" psid Bunter, “I mean

uarbers in the house. I'm fed-up wit
them. I'm not going fto sleep another
night in my old room. Find me a new
ropm, Pilkingham, and see that my

things are transferred. My friends’

things, too! Don’t forget.”

“Veary , sir.M

Pilkingham looked after Bunter as he
rolled aw ex miva‘g. If the
hantom t of Cavandale was try-

ing to frighten Bunter away there wns
im doubt that Pilkingham wished him
unk.

Bunter's latest experience would
probably have fed him up with Cavan-
dale Abbey, magnificent ns that palatial
residence was, but for the fact that the
alternative was Bunter villa, alias
Bunter Court. .

Bunter was prepared. to migrate to
Wharton Lodge, or to Cherry Flace, or
to Nugent's or Johnny Bull’s home, and
he had suggested each in turm.

Greatly to hia indignation, his sug-
gostions had been passed over by the

Famous TFive, like the idle wind which
they regarded not.

here was no doubt that it was Bunter
who, in the first place, had asked the
chums of the Remove to Cavandale
Abbey, and they had come io protect
him from resl or imaginary dangers
But now they were there, made warmly
walcome by Lord ﬂavancia!a, thoy were
staying with or without Bunter. To his
immensa indignation, Bunter did not

matter. )
e only alternative to Cavandale

Abbey, thorefore, being home Bunter

was sticking to Cavandale Ehb;f, in
spite of ghosts and pistol-shots. Home,
?:yaet home, had no strong appesl for

im.

Hence his change of quarters. In the
modern wing of the abbey there were
nonie of the ancient rooms, none of tha
ancient oak-panelling and stone walls,
and even Bunter's obtuse brain had
rezlised by this time that the *“ghost
was some trickster who must have
entered his room by a secret wa._%.

By that change of quarters the Owl
of the Remove hoped to put “paid”
to the activities of the phantom abbot.

That night, therefors, Harry Wharton
& Co. found themselves in new quarters,

ning on_the same wide corridor in
which Lord Cavandale’s own private
apartments were situated.

There were six beds in a long, lofty
room, for Bunter still insisted on the
company of the Famous Five by night.
Ho ?;ﬁ- safer thus, and as Bunier was
tho -:mi[v.r fellow that really mattered, that
was all right.

“ Lat of rot 1" growled Johnny Bull, as
he kicked hin boots off. “We ought to
have stuck to our old guarters and

Taz Miayer r.—No, 1,184



10

bngged that sportsman who's playing
ghost, next time he camo.™

“(0h, really, Bull—"

“You fat funky fethead!” grunted
Johnny.

“If you think I've chnnFeﬂ my
m‘g.::rmrs becanse I'm afraid of the ghost,
Buil—*

" Well, what have you chanped them
for, then i

" You sce, I wanted to be nearer my
{ricnd, Lord Cavandale, {0 protect him,”
ex plained Bunter,

**(Oh, my hat !

“My titled friend being in danger
naturaily I want to be near him,"” sai
Bunter with diguity. *“If you fellows
are afroid—"

*{(h crumbs ™

“Not that there’s anything for you to
be afraid of" added Dunter. “I'm
here to protect you. If you wake up
frightened in the night, remember that.”

“The rememberfulness will  he
tervific,” chuokled Hurree Jamset Ram

1n =

"%Ia, ha, ha

“Blessed if I ses anythinp
at. Shut up and let a ftﬁl
gleep.””

_Billy Bunter had placed hiz ample
circumference outside an  ensormous
rupper, and he was ready for slumber.
Hiy Gargantuan snore was gcon avaken-
ing the echoes of his new quarters,

The others fellows dropped off to sleep
onc by one. But Harry Wharton lay
walkeful. He was thinking of the start.
ling events of the afternoon—end of the
poer who lay in his room farther along
the corridor, bandaged, probably sleep-
less, wounded, and still in the shadow
of incessant d’an ar.

Ferrers Locke, he knew, had taken up
his quarters in Lord Cavandale’s
dressing-room, and Harris was watching

to cackle
oW go to

e ] g i i i o 5 e S e g i

THE MAGNET

by the peer's bedside. 1u Jid not secem
likely t
owner of Maharajsh, so well watched
and guarded.

Yet it was certain that the —seccret

enemy might be at work. Whether he
waa an occupant -of the houvse or not,
it was certain that he had casy access
to the place, and could enter and leave
as he hked. In Wharton's mind there
was a picture of the unknown enemy,
.Eteal_ing through the silence by dark
corridora.
- He turned again and again, but ~ould
not sleep. There was a faint sound of
the winter wind wailing among ancient
-:hilxlnnej's; otherwise the night was very
still.

The light was burning in the room;
Bunter had made it a rule that the
light should burn all night. B%Ferrera

ke's order the light had been left
burnmg in the corridor outside.

Wharton closed his eyes and opened
them again, and at last turned out of
Lael.

He looked st his watch. It was one
o'clock. Ho opened the door, and
looked out into the corridor., Half a
dozen shaded eleciric lights were burn-
ing there, and he could see the whole
length of the ¢orvidor, from the ocak
gallery over tho hall, to the tall window
at the other end. He fully expected to
find the corridor vecant; 1t was only to
banish the uneasiness in his mind that
he was looking out of his room. But
us he glanced up the corridor, he gave
a sudden start, and his heart thumped
violently. : ’

At a distance, meotionless outside a
door a dozen yards away, was a strange,
silent figure,

Wharton's stertled eves Gxed on 1t.

The dark, flowing robe, the cowl that
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t danger could threaten: the
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hid the head and faoe, told him whas
1t was,

Wharton stood rooted to the floor,
staring along the corridor, at the
phantom abbot of Cavandale

e —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

At Close Quarters |

ARRY WHARTON did not stir.

H For some moments he almost

doubted the evidence of his

eyes, and wondered whether it

was not his disturbed, uneasy fancy

E}mt bad conjured up thet strange
gura.

His teeth came hard together. It was

no fancy. A dozen yards away. from

him, clear in the light, stood the
Ehm;ﬂ:.' figura that had terrified .Billy
unfor that day.

A creeping  thrill through
Wharton's Flﬁﬁla_

Strange, eerie, umearthly, looked the
ghostly figure of the phantom abbot. It
staod mntmu]eea,m cne of the doors.

Wharton watched.

The door by which the figure stood
was that of Lord Cavandale’s bed-room.
That door, Wharton "Imew, must be
Jocked.

The figure was still, the head slight!
bent, in o listening attitude, %’?it
thamping hesrt, Wharton watched.

The figure suddenly stirred.

It approached closer to the door,-and
bent. ¥rom under the flowing robe, &
hand groped over the lock of the door.

No sound came to Wharton’s ears.
But he knew what was happening, He
knew that the door would -open under
thet cunning hand; and then—

Harris, the valet, was a2t Lord
Cavandale's bedside. Ferrers Locke
was - in the dressing-room adjoining.
But neither could save the sleeping peer
from a sudden, ruthless bullet.

As if he could read the thoughts of

the man in the abbot’s robe, Harry
Wharton ktiew what was intended.
. Who the man was, what he was like,
it was jmpossible even to ess. The
robe and ecowl were a complete disguise.
But Harry Wharton knew that he was
looking at Lord Cavandale’s secrst
enemy. He knew thet there was no
time to lose; and he knew, too, the
terrible danger of intervening. But ke
did not stop to think of that.

He stepped out of the doorway, and
raced up the corrider. His bare feet
made little or no sound; and he was
close on the ghostly re before the
man in the abbot's robe locked suddenly
swiftly round.

The ghostly figure started violeatly,
g:nﬂ_ﬂﬂpun round towards the G!‘ﬁj’fﬂﬂi‘rﬂ
junior,

“"You scoundrel!” pented Wharton.
“Help| Help P

His shout rang along the corridor.

From the slits in the cow! gleaming
eyes burned at him, for a second:; then
a hand flashed up, with = revolver in
it, from wnder the robe. But the
tr%Egr was not pulled.

1 ghmﬂ%bfnrm leaped at the
junior, and axton, for a second,
clutched at the sweeping robe. Then
the barrel of the revelver struck hia
head, and he reeled and fell

The dressing-room door was flung
open, and Ferrers Locke leaped out into
the corridor.

There was an automatio in the hand
of the Baker Strect detective,

“Wharten I he panted, in amsze-
ment. :

Wharton, half-stunned, sprawled on
the floor. But he raised himsolf on sm
slbow and pointed. '

(Contéinved on poge 12}

Ian



THE ALL-IMPORTANT GOAL AVERAGE.

TAKE it for tad that you have made yvour resolutions
for the New %ﬁ&l‘ I have made mine. Egmanf them are
seoret resolutions, but there is one whioch I oan tell you
sbout, I made np my mind to start with a new page

80 far a3 my correspondence is concorned : to rub off all arrears,
4s I have been getting a bit behind-hand with my * snaswers
to ?n?mnﬁllladéa;ﬂafh’ Ih:m going to work off several thiz weel,
rep who have written to me u inte concerni
fmtﬁrﬂgwhinh I think will ba of general iM; =

Firat of all there is Jack Loe, who has been atudying the Leagus
tables and is & bit worried as to how the positions are determined
when two colubs have the same number of points. The first
answer is on goal-average, of course, but Jack wants to know
bhow this goal-average is worked out,

He sends me two actunl cases which, on the face of them at
any rate, are the same. He citos the goal records of two clubs
in the Southern Third Division, One has scored 34 goals and had
33 goals soored against them, The other toam have scoped 40
gDELE)um‘l Lad 30 seored sgainst them. In each ocase, a3 you wiil
noties, there iz & difference of one goal only in the for-and-
apzinat eolumn,

This, however, does not mean that their goal-average is the
saroe. It ian’t. If wou will adopt the method by which thess
things are worked out—

that is, divide the goals scored by the goals
against, wyou will see that the teanm scoring 4
and heving 33 against has a betler a e than
the one hoving scored 40 gools ond had 38 scorcd
against them.

The differsnce as I work it out, and I hﬂﬁﬂmy arithmetie is

good—ia 1.03 in the firet case, and 1.02 in second instance,
Now you know how to find out which team has s better goal.

averags when tho figures suggest that they are the same.

T thiz mid-season period, of courss, goal-averapge dossn™.

A matter a groat deal, but it often dﬂgzﬂ msttergwirlwn thin

final reckoning comes st the ond of the season. I

recall & very important case of a fow years back whick

directly concerned Portsmouth—a feam surprisingly suocessful
this season——and Manchester City.

Thess sides were fighting a neck-and-neck race for promotion
from the Becond Divieion. When the last match had been
played they had an equal number of points, and their goal-
BYETARS WAS similar, too. When the two a had been
P% out, however, it was discovered that Ports-
mouth 1.230th part of & m& the better average.

The fignres were so close t at least one big ne per,
baving worked it out, but also having made s mistake in
erithmetio somewhere, announced that Manchester City and
not Portsmouth hed geined promotion to the First Division,
Apart from the interest in the way thess things are worked out,
there in a moral in this gosl-average business, too, for the players
of all teams, The moral is

to go on irying for every possible goal even
though a maolch 5 well tron, and alicrnalively,
xr

not to give away goals wohew on the face
of it a goal against won't offect the issue.
Clubs out for promotion, or a ling to avoid relegation, may
find one goal all important &t?rﬂufaguﬂﬁ of the turm.ga
REINGBEURY (London) reader, who signs himsself
*Jim,” haa a “ throw-in " query. He says that in a
recént match he saw a player penalised for a * throw.
in ¥ because tho player raised his heols when he was
throwing the baell Ian’t a player throwing allowed to
do this ¥ The answor is that the player throwing the ball ia
allowed to raige hig hoeels, and I &Em{: it poasible that thers
may have gome other infrin t ‘which canssd the
roferes to give a free kiock for & foul throw in the mateh whioh
M Jim  was watohing. |

“Old Rel's” at the disposal ol
all soccor anthusiasis, What he dosan™
know about feotar isn't worth knowing.
Try him on any intrioats problem you like.
The bigger the posar, the batter hallkes It,

In an official explanation issued to reforees of the * throw-in
ruole, these words appear :

“ K’ is an improper throw ¥ thrower had not
some part of both feet on the ground outside the

touchline at the moment of throwing."

I have undoriined the worde which matter in connection with
the situation of the feet, and those words olearly show that

the player throwing the ball may, if he se pleascs, raise his
hoaols 3‘} long as he keeps a part of both feet "E;.ttmhad * to the
ur

_ There is also & query which reaches me as to whether I think
it is fair for a referee io be * booed ™ during & mateh because
of the way ho oontrols it or beceuse of certain decisions. Of
oourse, it jan't fair, this booing and barracking of the referee.
He is doing his best with a difficult job, and, moreover, the beoing
is often unfair because the referes, from his position in the middle
of the field, may frequently sce things whiom watohers cannot

BED,

I sm afraid, however, that this eriticiem of the referee will
go on 80 long az human nature remains what it is. of the
watohers of foothall are partisans. They want to ses their
favourite team win, and with this feeling gﬁtt.initha batter of
them they do mot always view incidents impartially. If you
are watching a maich between your own school and another
school you cheer a bit louder when your own pals do something
good than when the other fellows do the same thing, don't
youl And that, strietly spenking, ia not fair. But it is very
natural,

OW for on answor to a lettor on how to improve at tha
game; and I trust this answer, though it is specislly
meant for F. O, of Newport, Mon., will ba a help
to others. This young reader, concerning whose foot-

ball exploits I am wvery much intersated in, ia worried because
he has & foeling that he is too slow to get the maximupm result
from his football akill,

I am not g fazt rurmer,” writes my friend,
“ g0 will you pleaxe tell e how 1 can work up
speed.”

Actually there i much misconveption over the value of apeed
in football. Actually, I don™ belisvs it matters & great deal ng
to the length of ftime in which a footballor—a forward par-
ticularly—can do & hundred yarde, What really matters is the
length of time a footballer takes over the firet ten yards or so
of his run ; that is, how guickly he gets off the mark.

For an inside forward—and it is in this poaition that my
correapendent plays—the quick burst is very important, for a
sudden jump to top espesd will enable the player fo slip. paat
the defenders before they can get across to stop him, go tha
thing to practise is not long-distanss running, but quick starting.
A o part of your training I should cortainly advise eprinta of a
few yards length. The long runs round the track are not done
with a view to inoreasing pace at all, but with a view to getting
the wind right.

y &Tg the

HORT sprints, with concentration on astarting, 1
§ things which affect the much more. Asa gyplﬂal
inatance to illusirate this point I should take Jimmy
sZeed, the captein aod inside.-right of Sheffield Wednes.
day. There are scores of footbaliers—indeed, the vast majority
—who could give Sooed a fow yarda and beat him before he had
done s bundred. On the other hand Seed can beat the majnrltg
of them in the first six vards. He is quick off the mark, and
repeat that this is what tolls,

Short Answer to G. W., of Conning Town., Portamouth beat
West Ham 3—2 at Portemouth in the F.A, Sixth Round of
1928-p. Arsenal beat West Ham 3—0 at Weet Ham in the F.A,
Cup Sixth Round of 1820.30.

“ QLD BREF.”
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THE SECRET SNIPER!

Wontinued from paoe 10.)

In the distance, flceing swiftly, almost
at the oak gallery, the Baker Strect
detective’s eyes picked up the ghostly
figure, in full fight.

Crack }

The automatic barked eharply.

But at the same moment, the flecing
figure vanisired round the end of the
corridor into the gallery ever the hall,

Ferrers Locke rushed in swift pursuit.

Harry Wharton staggered to his feet.
His head was reeling, and be lecaned on
the wall and gasped, his hand to hiz
forchead. There was a broise on his
head, and the blood was running down
under his hair.

“Hallo, hallo, halle |”

Bob Cherry, 1o his pyjamas, ran out
mmta the ecorridor. Toe eveck of the
gutomatic bad awakened the Groyiriars
fellows,

“'What the thump——"
Wharton—>".

“My esteemed chum——"

In o moment the four juniors had
imnﬂ& the captain of the Removo.
rom Lord Cavandale's doorway,
Harris' startled face looked out.

“What on earth *  gxclaimed
Johnny Bull,

*You'ra hurf-—->"

Y f—it's nothing ™ gasped Wharton.
“He was here—"

“He! Who?”

“The abbot—the ghost—I mean the
rotter- who pl?a ghost, at Lord Cavan-

dale’s door. spotted him. Focke's h
followed him, Come on!” panted
Wharton.

He ran dewn the eorridor. Ilis com-
rades fol'lowed at lLiz heels. As they

pussed the open doorway of thetr own
room, there wae a terrified sgueal from
within.

“1 say, you fellows-ee—"

They rushed on unheeding.

“¥arcoh! Helpl I zay, you fellows!
Ch erikey 1™

The juniora reached the cek gallery
over the hall, Frorrers Locke was there

—alone |

“"He'a gone, sir!” panted Wharton.
Ttl;;e Baker Btreet detective gritted his
toeth.

“Ho is gona ! he answered quiotly.

“He must be in the house!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry.

“Posaibly; but he will not be found,”
said Ferrers Locke. He stared along
the wall of the gallery, panelled in
ancient oak blackened by age. His faco
was seb, and his eyes gleaming. “The

allery was emply when I reached if,

ut he had not had time to get anway
by the stairs—there iz a secrot way,
unknown to ug——-»"

Tocke compressed his lips.

“Como with me,” ha eaid.

He hurried up the corridor to Loxd
Cavandale's room. Harry Wharton &
Co. followed him.

Lord Cavandale was sitting up in

» His pale face was calm; and he
ﬁi:m::qd inquiringly at the Baker Street
octective,

“Ho has been here?” asked the peer
quietly.

Fervers Locke nodded.

“Tell us what happened, Wharton,
when you gave the alarm,” he =aid,

Hazry arton told briefly what he
had seen. The Baker Btrect detective
bent over the lock of tho door, and
examined it with intent oyes, He gave
a nod as he roso again.

“Whartan interrupted the seoundrel,”
he suid. “But for that, the lock would
have been picked. And then—*

“Then a shot from tho corridor ™
gaid Lord Cavandale quietly., “By
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gad! The man means business|” He
gave the captain of the Remove a faint
smile. “Thank you, YWharton *

“You saw nothing of the man,
Wharton, except—->"

“Only his disguise, gir,” answered
Harry, “ He looked exactly like the old
abbot of Cavandale, in the picture in
tne librarv. I haven't the fammtest idea
what ho locked like under the cowl.”

Ferrers Locke nodded. ]

“We have to deal with a cunning
seoundrel,” he eaid.  “He could not
have sdopted a more complete disguise,
(o back to your room, my boy—you
must attend at once to that bruise on
vour head.”

The Famous Five returmed to their
room. Billy Bunter was not in sight
when they entered.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Where's that
fat bounder ! exclaimed Bob Cherry,
staring at Bunter's empty bed.

L1 ﬂw :H-

“What the thum *

“Oh dear! I—I =ay, you fellows, is
—ig=—ig it you 7"

“Where the dickens—"

“0Oh, my hat!”

A fat fece and a large pair of spec-
tacles were pushed out from under
Bunter's bed. Ewidently the fat junior
had taken refuge there when the other
follows rushed in pursuit of the phan-
tom abbot. Buoter blinked up @t them
with a terrified blink.

“Yon fat chump!” roared Johnny
Bull. *Roll out, you footling funk!
H;; an. There's ne danger, you fat-
*J—1 saw, you fellows,"” basped Bunter,
“wvou're g-8-sure he's g-g-gone’i”

“Yes, you howling ass!”

“Oh dear!* . _

Billy Banter crawled cut from under

2],
¥ I—1 say, you fellows, shui the door,
Lock it! JI—I suy, wes it the gig-gig-
ghost? I say, what ars you bathing
your napper for, Wharton?"

" The gig-gig-ghost gave me & rap on
it,"” answered Harry.

“Well, why dJdidu't you call me?”
asked Bunter, fecling better now that
he was in company once more, with the
door safely locked. ‘“‘Mean to say you
let him get away?"

“{Cheesa 1t 1"

“Well, I think you might have col-
lared him,” said Bunter. “If you'd
called me, I shouldn't have let the beast
get away. I'd have bﬂ%ged him.™

“Were you looking for him under the
bed 1" asked Johnny Bull sarcastically.

“ Beast A

Billy Bunter rolled into hed again.

“Ton’t you fellows make & row,” he
eatd, “‘T want to go to sleep. Don’t
make a lot of fuss about s crack on the
napper, Wharton, Xi's really nnthmq.
vou kwow. I shonldn’t make & fussi™

“You fat wdiot ¥

“ Vel

Billy Bunter leid his bullet head on
the pillow and olosed his eyes. There
was Llittle sleep for the other fellows

during the remainder of the night, but
they hed the plessure—or otherwise—
of hearing the unending melody of theo

snore 21 william George Bunter.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
No Surrender |

ERRERS LOCEE stepped into
F the car In the clear, frosty
moarning, geve a nod to the
Greyfriars juniors grouped on

tho terrace, and shot awey down the
avenue, Harry Wharton & Co. watched
Lim dizappear. wondering a little

- iz likely
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Lord Cavandale was keeping his bed
that day, by doctor’s orders. His
wound was- not daengerous, but it re-
quired care. Harris was with him, and
o police constable from Ashwood was on
duty in the corridor, to remain there
till Locke returned, It seemed, there-
fore, that the peer would be secure
enough. ¥Yet the juniors wero o little
surprised to see Ferrers Locke go out
i the car.

Of the man who had lurked at Lord
Cavandale’s door the previous night,
his identity hidden under the garb of
the Abbot of Cavondale, no trace had
been dizcovercd. Ha bhad vanished from
sight and knowledge as if he had been,
indeed, a spectre from another world.
Somewhere, in the great ocak gallery
that surrounded the old hall nn_threa
aides]i there was a secrot opening in tho
panelled walls, and by that secret way
the unknown villain had disappeared
when Ferrers Locke, automatic in hand,
was almost at hiz heels, And that
morning Ha Wharton & Co. rambled
about the nli?uuk gallery, exumining
the walls, tapping the panels, searching
for the sccret thoy knew must be there,
but searching in vain.

Mr. Parker came along while the
Famouz Five were at their task, and
he paused on the landing to glance ot
themy with a blink of his watery eyea
through his gold-rimmed glaszes. Bob
Cherry was tapping at an caken panel
with & rather emphatic tap that
sounded & good deal like a pistol shot.
But thers was no hollow ring to reward
Iu:la:. Solid stone was behind the ancient
oak.

“Dear me!” said Mr. Parker
“What ever are you boys doing !

The juniors glanced round.

“ Loo inﬁ for the ’inlly old gecret
passage, . Mr. Parker,” answered Bob.
“We don't secm to be having a lot of

“luek.”

“Tha esteemed luckfulness is far
from terrific,” remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur ruefully, :

Mr. Parker smiled faintly.

“There’'s an opening soméwhere,”
said Harry; “that’s a certainty; and
there’s another in Bunter's old room,
and another in thé picture gallery, We
know of these three for certain, and
therea may be a lot more, ¥ wish you
could find that old plan of the abbey,

Mr. Parker.®

“I am afraid there is no longer an
doubt that it hasz been abstracted,” sai
tha secretary. ““That is Mr. Locke's
opinion, and I agree with him.*

“You mean that scoundrel who knows
all about the secret passages must have
bagged the plan some time agoi™

“Mr. Locke thinks so,™ answered Mr,
Parker. *“It seema to admit of no
doubt. I am afraid that no discovery
tc bhe made by chance,
Probably there is =& moving stone
behind the moving panel, and once it
ia replaced by the man who knows the
gecret, it 13 as solid as the rest of the
wall.”

“Looks like it," agreed Wharton.
“3till, the rotter was scooting in a
hurry last night, snd he might have left
it unfastened.”

Mr. Parker laughed.

“ Not likelv, I admit,” added Harry,
"‘mﬁtill,"we may be lucky and epot some-

ing.

“Thaere Is-a certain element of risl,”
said tho secretary. “If yow should by
some strange chatee find the secret, you
migitt find the unkmown scoundrel in
th;*:’ sceret passagoe when you entorod
it.
“That's what we jolly well want,”
said Bob Cherry.

“You pust remember that he is an
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armed and rako
man, and would think
little of firing on you,”
paid Mr, Parker. “' Hi
conduct shows that be is
not a man to be trifled
with,” _

“We'll chanoe that if
we can get ab him,”
gaid Johony

o he's not

Anyhow,
likely to be on the spot
now,” saaid Frank
Nugent. “He's got some
way of getting into the
Eum ufﬂ nfter *ﬂmi‘:
ppened t mgnt,
fancy he would clear
r!ghfl: off for a time.”

“1 don't sce that™
said Johnny Bull, sha.
king his head. “1 don't
belisve that he comes
from outside the house.”

Mr. Parker glanced ot

jd 8

“That iz =& curiols
suggestion, Master Bull,”
he eaid. “It appears
to me quite clear that
there 15 some secret
entrance to the howe
by way of the unknown
passages, and that the
villain uses it."”
_“That's what it looks
like,” said Nugent.

Johnny Bull shook his

head again, -
1 jolly well believe
he's in the house all
the time,” he answered.
belonge to the household, though good-
ness knows who he is'

“I can hardly imagine s0,"” said Mr.
Parker, with a smile. *“There is no
one emploved in the house who is not
devoted to Lord Cevandale.”

“All the same, that's my belief,” said
Johnny Bull. “If the man came from
outside he’d have been spotted before
this, with the police patrolling the

rounds, all the &eepers on the alert.
ff he only came hﬂ&:ﬂ it would ba
different; but he shown up in the
daylight several times. There may be
a secret way in and out of the house, but
he couldn't use it in the daylight over
and over again without haing; spotted.
I'll bet it turne out that he's in the
houze all the time when Mr. Locke gets
him."

Mr. Parker smiled, and went on his
way to Lord Cavandale’s room. The
juniora resumed ta.ppiu%' snd searching
elong the panslled wall,

The secretary t.nﬂupnd at the peer's
door and entered. Lord Cavandale was
littinﬁ up in bed reading a newspaper,
and Marris was in the room. He gave
the pecretary & kind smile.

b | l:::rip-s you feel bettor this morning,
my lord?" aaid Mr. Parker.

“Thank you, Parker, quite as well
g3 dan be expected,” ssid Lord Cavan-
dale, “but not quite equal to dealing
with business matters.”

“I was not thinking of troubling your
lordship with business matters,” said
Mr. Parker. “To-day iz Wednesdsy,
my lord.”

U Quite so. Your little holiday.” zaid
the peor, with a smils, “J am glad you
have a very fine day, Parker.”

“1 should be very glad to give up my
little holiday, my lord, if % could he
of any use to vou,” said Mr. Parker.
“The fact is, I foel some uneasiness in
going away even for a day in the
presant circumstances. '

“Nok at all, - dear fellow,” aaid
Lord Elnndafn.mz'I am well guarded,

*“The man

As Wharton clutehed at the ghostly

figure the barrel of a revolver
flashed in the afr and deseended on
his head !

and there 1s no ocecasion for uneasiness,
though T assure you that I fully appre-
ciate your solicitude.™

“Then I will go as usual, my lord,”

said the secretary. “"May I beg to have
a fow words with your {I}Idﬂihlp before
I leave i

“ Certainly I

Lord Cavandale made a sign to tha
valet, who retired to the window out of
hearing. o

“8it down, Parker. What i3 it?"

*“ According to the theory formed by
Mr. Locke, my lord, these dastardly
attacks upon you are due to some peraon
who stands to lose money if Maharajah
runs in the Lantham Race next week.”

“Thera is little doubt of it,” =aid
Lord Cawvandale, *It certainly did not
ocour to mej -but now that Mr. Locke
has pointed it out, I have no doubt on
the subject. The dastard must have &
motive, and that is the only imaginable
motive any man can have for desiring
to destroy me."

“Y am mlzo of Mr. Locke's opinion,”
said the secretary, Ha coughed. “ Lo
Cavsandale, if I sppear to be taking a

li!:art;; in what I am about to say, will
you please attribute it to my devoetion
t0 & very kind and econsiderate em-

ployer, and excuse mol”
“Bay anything you like, Parker,”
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answerad Lord Cavandale, looking at
the secretary in some surprise.

“8o far, sir, you have escoped the
attempts of this unknown dastard,” eaid
Mr. Parker. “But you bave had
narrow escapea——'"'

“That ia certainly true,”

“Yet the danger, which haunts you
night and day, my lord, would disap-

pear &t once if—

“If wha% Parker?” asked Lord
Cavandale, frowning slightly.

“If Maharajah were scratched for the
Lantham Race, air.”

“ Parker " L

“1 am aware, my lord, that it 18 not
my place to venture to offer counsel,”
said Mr. Parker, “"but I do not share
your lordship’s courage and iron nerve,
and what you refuse to fear for your-
self, those who wish you well, my lord,
fear for you" 1

Lord Cavandale smiled.

“] am sure you mean well, Parker,"
he said. “ But such a resource for m::aﬁx-
ing the attentions of my friend the
enemy is quite impossible.”

“ After all, my lord, Maharajah has a
Iing career before him, and & single
race caa matter little—"

“Many of my friends bave backed
Maharajah, Parker, and I could hardly
{Tontinued on page 16.)
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antimed Jrom page 13.)

let them down, if I desired. But you
do not seem to realise that 1f I scratched
my horse for the Lantham Thousand, 1
should be yielding to & scoundrel—sur-
rendering to a base rascal! If his= pistol
were of my head et this moment,
Parker, I should refuss to do anything
of the kind.”

The watery eyes behind the gold-
rimmed glasses soanned the scarred face
of the peer. Thers was no doubting the
determination in that face,

Mr. Parker rose.

“You will forgive me, my lozd, for
having made the suggestion. My un-
easiness on your aocount——"

“Oh, quite!” said Lord Cavandale.
bout it. Such a

“But say no more a
And the secretary took his leave.

thing is rot to be thought of."

| E—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Shadow of a Clae |

HE car jolted over the ruts of the
NArrow powdered with
spow. Ferrera Locke drove
swiftly, but with his usual care,

It was an hour sinoe the Baker Street
detective had loft Cavandale Abbey; but
the narrow lane into which the car had
now turned was soarcely more than a
mile from Lord Cavandale's residence.
Locke had covered many e long mile
by a roundabout route, and was ap-
p;'i:mﬂhmg his destination from the other
E100. L

If watohing eyes had been on him
when he left the abbey they were on
him no longer—the car had not been
followed. drove up the narrow lane
through an o gateway, into & yard
beside & small cottage, and jurmped out.
Leaving the car in the yard, the Baker
Street detective walked guickly round
Ehnam;mtt.ngu, snd entered by the back

“Mr. Locke!”

“Well, Drake?”

Jack Drake, the famous detective's
boy assistant, rose from a chair bafora
the firo as Locke emtered. Locke shook
?ﬂﬂnda with him, his eyesa om Drake's

ml'

“Nothing, eir!” said Drake, in & tons
of discouragement, :

Yoche sat down.

“I need not ask if you have carried
out my instructions " he aaid.

“To the very lettor, sir " said Drake,
®There are six of the keencst pairs of
eyes in London on the wateh round
Cavandsle Abbey—without counting my
ﬂwn‘i‘l'i:hhﬁ ndda:lﬂ w;:th a smile.

o ic!ﬂ are the keenest of nll "™
Ferrors . i

“Ever since the watch was taken up
no one haas left Caveandale Abbey with-
out being shadowed,” said Drake. “In
avery case but one the shadowing has
been complotely micoessful, the person
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concerned traced to his destination, and

: ﬁzwed to be perfectly unsuspigious and

rmless.”
Forrers Locke smiled. ]
“But there iz one exception?” ha

asked.

“One, sir,” said Jack Drake. “That
was last Wednesdsy, and I have
already reported it to you. The man
was missed at Ashwood Railway Station

by en accident, but—-"

“You refer to the man with wate
eyes and gold-rimmed glasses—hpis lord-
sitip s secretary, Parker ™

“That iz the man, sir.”

Ferrers Locke nodded. :

“You had the impression at the time,
Drake, that you missed the man by
accident #'' he asked.

“Well, ves, sir. Heo secms to be
rather an  absent-minded sort of
johnnie,” said Drake. " He got nto a
train, and I got into the next carriage.
Af the very last moment he stepped out,
and the train carried me on before I
could follow his exagmple.”

“The man iz & scholar and a book- poss

worm,” said Locke., “He is, in fsct,
exactly the man to get into the wrong
train.”

“Of course, I did not leave it at that,”
gaid Drake. “I ﬁﬂt baok to Ashwood
a3 soon as I could; but he had taken
another train—the train for Beigate.
got into talk with @ porter, and found
that he genecally, if not always, takes
the Reigate train. I went on to
Reigate, but of course thers was Do
sign of him there. But T have already
reported this to you, eir.” ]
ch.].};akﬁ looked rather anxicusly at his

ief,

“If the man is of any importance in
the ocase, sie—"

Ferrers Looke smaled.

“ Every occupant of Cavandale Abbey
iz of equal importancc, Drake. I am
at & loose end.”

“You, sir?” .

*3, my boy,” said Locke gravely.
“The earlier caze was child's play to
this. Captain Lankester was no maich
for me. But we are dealing now with &
very different kind of character.”

“ Mot & match for you, sir, in the long
run,” said Drake confidently.

“I hope not! But he has the advun-
tage of me in every way,” gaid Locke,
compressing his lips. His knowledge
of the secret passages in the ramblin
old abbey gives him the upper hand.
Even yet I cannot be assured whether
he iz an ooccupant of the house, or
whether he entoers secretly by some un-
known point of ingress. So careful a
watch s been kept that the latter
theory seems almost inadmissible. Yet,
in all the household there is no one upon
whom suspicion can reasonably fall™

Drake was silant.

“Obviously,” went on Locke, “he haa
mocess to the interior of the mansion at
all hours of the day end night. If he
comes from without, he haz on many
pocazions run the gauntlet of my men,
who aro on the watch, of the police who

atrol the grounds, and of more than a

ozen keepers, who are on the alort.
He may, of course, enter by night, and
epond the whola day lurking in hiding,
watching for his opportunity. Vet even
at’ night I doubt whother he eould
escape the surveillance again and agein.
1 nm drivea to the conclusion, Dmke,
that he 18 & member of the household.
But—" :

:‘Eut—i—;aaid Edra.kﬁ. iv of

"Buk ve made a study of every
member of the houschold in turn, my
boy, and there iz not a single man upon
whom to faston the faintest suspioion. I
had & hope that, by shadowing every

I Abbey durin
eaddt
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membor of the houschold who might
leave, something might be discovered.
It 13 some man with a deep stake in the
Lantham Race who is seeking Lord
Cavandale’s life. There is not a single
man in the boyse who appears to have
any undue interest n racing matters.
Many of the ms and other servants
have hacked their master’s horse for the
Lantham Thousand, mnaturally; but,
apart from such trifles, nothing has come
to lilg'hl:.."’ . .

“1t looks like an inside job, eir,” said
Drake,

“It does. And yet it may be that the
plan of the abbey was purloined by somae
man who had access to the Cavendale
documents, and that there is a sec
mode of ingress now being used by him.
But, as you say, it looks like an inside
job. are wero a mingle man inside
upon whom to lay one's finger. Tha
watch that has been kept has had the
result, so far, of clearing all the occu-
panta of the imuae_r of suspicion.”

“That is so, sir—except that it is
1ble—m-1"F"

“What is poasible 1"

“Well, that man Parker,” soid Drake.
“It's poesible that his mistake in the
train ot Ashwood last Wednesday was
not & mistake, What I mean is, he's
the only man who has left Cavandale
the last week, and has
not been & wed to his destination.”

“1 have not forgotten that” aaid
Ferrers Locke, " He leaves the sbbey
again to-day, Drake. He has a weekly
holiday, an dg;a-ae away for the greater

vk of the day to visi relatives who
ive at a distance.” .

“MName and address known, sir 1"

Locke amiled. )

“Mr. Parker makes no secret of it,
Drake. He has talked to me about his
relatives at Btreatham, London. He
visited them last Wednesday.”

“¥ou know that, sir—although I
missed him at Ashwood " ;

“Yes, my boy; I made it a point to
ascerbain that he really did wvisit has
relatives there. I have received certnin
information on that point, and they are
perfectly respectable people, living in &
very respectable suburban street.”

“Then my missing him at Ashwood
doesn’t matter a lot, sir¥"

“Probably not,"” said Locke. “But
vou must not miss him again, Drake.
That he had tea with his relatives at
Streatham last Wednesday iz certain:
but what he may have dene with his
time earlior in the day I do mot, of
course, know, ag you failed to shadow
him., You will not fail sgain.”

* Mo fear, sir.” :

“You will make some little chnnga in
your appearance, Drake, and wait at
Ashwood Btation,” said Ferrers Locke,
“At the present moment I am groping
in absolute darkness, and T have nothing
to go upon except the bare possibility
that Parker may have suspected that he
was shadowed, and made that mistake
with the train to throw a possible
shadower off the scent. You will shadow
him, Drake, and ascertain where he goes
and what he does. Yf his timoe is spont
innocently, that will eliminate him.*

Locke rose to his feet.

“You will telephone me to-night,
Drake—my private number at Cavan-
dalaﬂ.ﬂ-bb-a:;, he said. “That is all, my

A few minutes Iater Ferrers Locke
was in the car agein, and speeding by a
roundabouf route back to Cavandale
Abbey.

When he arrived there another car
passad h&m on the evenue s he drove
up to the house. It contsined Mr.
Perker, eovidently on his way to the
station. Theo secretary sat hunched in a
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corner of the car, with a
ancient volume in his hand, at w

-eared,
ich he

do you remember which day it was thae
the mysterious shot was fred in tho

was blinking with his watery eyes picture gallery7”
through his old-rimmed  glasses, “Certainly—a Thursday.”
Locka g!anﬁ&d at him, but the secretary “You are suro that it was not a
did not look up, Wednesday 1"
The Baker Street detective smiled ' Quite. .
fain Tcecke went to his own room. Twice
If Mr. Parker was not & born book- Lord Cavandale had been fired at in the

worm, living, breathing, and having his
whula being in musty documents and
a.umant volumes, he was certainly play-

the part exceedingly w Yot
thera was the fact that he alone of the
occupants of Cavandale Abbey had
been missed by the shadower on his
excursion outside the building, by
chanee or dosign.

Looke shook hiz head.

He was, a3 he had told Drake, groping
in utter darkness. hidden, unknown
enemy had the upper hand; ‘and for o
wholé week yet, until the Lantham race
was run, Lord Cavandale’s life had to
be defended apainst a desperado who
could choose his awn time for striking.

Feorrers Locke spoke to Pilkingham

when he camo in.

“Mr. Parker iz in the library,
Pilkingham ?”" he asked.

“No, sir,” answered Pilkingham.

“He drove to the station only a few
minutea ago, air.”
“Tndeed! Ho has changed the day

{or hia weekly excursion, then?™ said
the detective, with a smile.

“0Oh, no, sir| Mr. Parker always has
W ua&usr-ava; sinco he has been in

his lordship’s service, sir."
TAhY! My mmtal:e then,” said Farrera
ILocke, and he want on to Lord

Cavandale’s room.

“3till safe and sound, Mr. Locke,”™
paid tha peer, with a srm]n as tha Baker
Street detective cama in.

“Good I* zaid Locke. "By the way,

day-time by the hidden lurker in secret
g&ssﬂgea and on neither occasion had it

a-.ppe-ned on & Wedneeday, the day of

the week when Mr. Parker was always
absent from the abbey. And Mr. Parker
was the only man in the abbey who had,
whether by chance or not, elnded the
shadowera when he left the building.
Was it even the shadow of a clua?

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Secrot Measures !
g MPOSSIBLE!™ eid Lord
l Cavandale,
“Inevitable!™ answered

Ferrers Locke.
It wae the following morning
Lord Cavandsle hug hrmkfaat«e& in hia
room. The poer Was in & somewhat
restive mood.

Close and pressing as was the peril
that threatened his hife, it irked him to

be guarded, watched, continually cared
far.

In the old War days he had known
danger, hourly danger by day and
night; long weeks and months at & time
in the shadow of death. Rut that had
bean open peril that a man could face,
Tha haunting danger of a blow from a
hidden hand was a different matter, and
it was hitterly irksome to the soldier-
peer to be ing incessant precautions
against an enemy whom he despized.

17

" Impoasible |” he repeated. “In the
first place, Locke, I will not run away
from the enemy. In the second place,
pothing would induce mo to allow
;nnl;hﬂr man to face danger in my

Ferrers Locke smiled. .
“Thess qu uestions do not arize, Lord

Cavandale,” he anawemd “It is =
mni:l;-ar of strategy. £&]I:n in with
my plans Fﬂl.l mfl, m , €nable me to
brin ‘s successful

cnﬂ%:amm :
“Yon have placed gg:rmlf in my
hands,” said Ferrers ke. ™1 must

insist upon your keeping to that, Lord
Envandale It is essential,”

“But—" muttered Lord Cavandale
uneasily.

“In another week,” ssid Ferreru
Locke, * the Lantham d will be
run. Admitting that your life may ba
guarded till the date has passed. The
attempta will then cease—~the motive
having lapsed. But tha scoundrel we
want 'm]l then be seourg=-unpunizhed !
That must not be, Lord Cavandele!
Even moroe important than saving your
life, sir, is the duty of bringing that
villain to justice.”

“If such a plan. as you su
really enable you to iﬂ-? hands
scoundrel, Mr. Loc

“1 answer for nothing, but I hare
evary hope,” said the detective gravely.
- T]m man we are deali with is as
cunning & scoundrel as hive ever
encountered in the course of my careor
ga o detective.”

“And when this plan is carried out,
nothing is to be said "

esb will
on the
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" Or Pilkinghamg—e—""

“Not & word.” ]

“There ate certain business mattera in
the hands of my sccretary., A word to
Mr. Parker—"

“Not a syliable.”

The peer smiled again.

“You are a hard taskmaster, Mr.
Locke. But I have said that I place
myself in your hands, and you have a
ri%l[lt to insist. It shall be as you aay.”

¢ glanced at the Baker BStreet
detective very curiously,

“You eount on this plan to draw the
enemy "

H'I dﬂh” .

“We are much alike in build,” said
the peer. “But in feature *—he passed
his hand over his scarred face and
smiled slightly—"“in looks, Mr. Locke,
we are extremely dissimilar. But the
eucecss of your plan depends upon’ such
a close resomblance——* :

“You may leave thet in ey hands,
gir,” said Ferrers Locke. “That is
merely a matter of professional skill, in
which I do not think I am wanting. It
is a settled thing, then "

“Quite! It iz for you to arrange
debai]s.”

" To-night,” said Ferrers Locke, " vou
will send your man Harris to bed early.
He has watohed a good deal of late, and
there is reason to give him a rest.
shall be occupying your dressing-room
as usual. Counting on your consent, sir,
I bave already given instructions for
preparations to be made. But once
more, sir, let me cauticn you. Not a
word, not a csyllable, to any living
human being. Your valet, your secretary,
your butler, your doctor—all must
remain in the dark.”

“Rely upon me, Mr. Locke,”

After a few more words, Ferrers
Locke left the peer, Harris ¢coming in
again to take his place, In the
corridor, Locke passed the Ashwood
constable, pacing slowly,

The Baker Street detective descended
the stairs, with a thoughtful shade on
his brow. Harry Wharton & Co. wers
in the hall, and he gave them a kind
nod and smile in passing.

Ho entered the library, ;
.. The great apartment was dusky, for
it was & misty winter moming. But

from the alcove occupied by Mz,
Farker, came & gleam nﬁ:right ight.
Ferrers ko crossed to the zleove.

Mr. Parker was seated at hie desk,
which a5 usual was covered with papers
and documents. Fla was enga in

transcribing an  old parchment, on

which the monkish ZLatin hal
obliterated by age. With h?;a?.#nteﬂr;
eyes keen behind his glasses, the

secrotary was so engrossed in his task
that he did not observe the detective
!u%kmg in at him,
‘'or some moments TFer

watched him in silence. K Fees
_ Perhaps he had a momentar ImMpres-
sion thpt Mr. Parker was pi'aging a
Erﬁ;&{—aﬂ’ectmg the deep interest in that

-letter document, aware of the eves
that were upon him, i

But if so, the impression
passed. The man's intercst in h
was gonuine—obviously
Whather thers was more in Mr. Parker
than raet the eye, or not, there was no
doubt that he was a keenm and
enthusiastic scholar and entiquarian,
His task at Cavandale Abbey was a con-
genial one, and he liked it.

Ferrars Locks coughed,

r. Parker gave e little start and
#ul:?d tup Then he smiled, and rose to
in feet,

b:g}eﬂgélfr:pming, Mr. Locke? Pleasa
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quickly
is worlk

genuine,

"You are busy, I'm afraid.”

“1I am always busy,” .said X\
FParker. “The fact is, I am something
of an cnthusiast, But I dare say you
have noticed that.” :

“I could hardly fail to do so,” said

e, with & smile, as he sad down.
“You must find your life here very con-
genial, Mr, Parker, Tor a man’ of
your tastog—--" . '

“You are right! I could not be
mora ha Jﬁll;,f placed,” said the secre-
tary. “ When one cannot possess what
one desires, it is a2 great thing to have
access” to such possessions. I should be
sorry- to leeve Cavandale Abbey.”

“Lastes  differ - strangely,” remarked
the detective. “Lord Cavandale, the
possessor of these ancient parchments,
seldom, I suppose, gives them & thought
or a glance”

“ Never is & more correct word, Mr.
Locke! There are treasures here—
absclute tressures,” The walery eyes
shone behind the glasses. “I do not
mean n a monetary sense. Neverthe-
less, many muscums would be glad to

some of these old documents,
and would give a good price. But
Lord Cavandale's thoughts are fixed on
much more modern things—horses
chiefly, I belicve,” ‘There was a faint,
involuntary sneer in the secretary’a
tone. “His lordship is not a scholar.
I have sometimes attempted to interest
him in the ancient records of his own
family—generally with the result that
his lordship has fallen asleep.”

ke smiled. :

“That is a little discouraging,” he
remarked.

“His lordship is & man of action,”
sald Mr. Parker. “Tastes differ
strangely, as you salv."

H¥ou are, after all, far from shari
his  lordship’s interests,” remark
Ferrers Locke. "I doubt whether vou
have given a second thought to the
Lantham Thousand or the chances of
Maharajah and Black Prince.”

“I confess that ¥ should find it diffi-
cult to cultivate an interest in such
things,” admitted Mr. Parker, laugh-
ing. *'I have never betted on a horse
race 1n my life ™

“You have probably saved a pood
deal of money, then, though, amr%jn
to all asccounts, those who hackeg
Maharajah in time ara on 8 goud
thing. Until a short time ago, nobody
fancied Mahsrajeh; and Immense
sums wero laid on Bleck Prince. That,
as you know, is the cause of his lord.
ship’s present danger.”

he secretary nodded.
“It iz a state of affairs of which I

do not approve,” he said. “My own
opinion 13 that gambling on races
should be prohibited by law.”

“I agree " gaid Forrera Locke, “But

Lord Cavandale is one of those rare
characters, a genuine sportemsn, Ha
races for the sake of the race, and
makes no bets. Bus I think most of the
household have plunged a little on
Maharajah, from what I have heard.”

“Very likely,” said Mr. Parker. “I
was, in fact, tem _to depart from
my own usual rule, in this instance.
But with me it is a matter of principle,
If I won money on & race, I could not
conscientiously regard it as my own.
A prejudice, perhaps, but thers it il
A matter of far deeper interest to mo
in the document I hold in my hand,
Mr. Locke, pre to be surprised.”

“¥ou have tound the plan of the
abbey for which you have bieen search-
ing so long 7" asked Locke,

*Not at alll No, no! This docu-
ment, Mr. Locke, 1 suspect to have
been insoribed by the hand of the
Venerable Bede himself,”

“You don't sny so0 "
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“I do, Mr. Lockal I am not cerfain
yet; but I shall make certain!” The
watery eyes shone agein through the

ld-rimmed glasses. “Think of it,

r. Locke—Bede's own hand!” Then
he shrugged his shoulders, "If I find
that this is correct, and report this
amazing discovery to Cavandale,
what do you thmi his lordship’s answer
will be? Probably he will ask me who
was the Vencrable Bede I”

Mr., Parker laid the parchment
down.

“But. you did not come to discuss
horse races or monkish documents with
me, Mr, Locke.”

“That is true,” assented the Baker
Btreet detective, smiling. "I want the
list you promised me, of all the persons
who have had access to the Cavandals
documents in your time—among whom
there is a possibility, at le of dis-
covering the man who purloined the
plan of the abbey,”

“I have prgimred it for you, Mr.
pcke. ¥ou will find every name there,
with the date of the man’s visit.”

Mr. Parker drew a folded paper from
a pigeon-hole in the desk, and passed 1t
to the detective,

“Thank you,” said Ferrers Locke.
“This will, of course, necessitate my
leaving the abbey for a time.”

“No doubt.”

“1 leave to-night,” said Locke. “But
I leave Lord Cavandale well guarded.
I am very much obliged to you, Mr,
Parker, believe that your assistance
may enable me to lay my hands on the
man I want.”

“L can only hope s0,” said Mr,
Parker. “Anything else that I can do,
at any time——"

“Onoa more, thanks,” ssid Ferrors
Locke.

And he slipped the folded paper into
his pocket and rose.

Mr. Parker looked after him through
his gold-rimmed glesses, as he went
down the long library. Thero was s
smile on his face as he turned to the
documents on the desk before him.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Gone !

RAY, you fellows("
* Bow-wow |

B

“I eay, that man Locke's
going 1"
“ Rats 1™

“The ratfulnees is terrific.”

“Xou fellows never know anything "
said Billy Bunter contemptuously.
“Locke's leaving to-night.”

Harry Whaiton & ave Billy
Bunter their attention. '%he_? WErs
stmliinﬁann the terrace, when the Owl

of the Remove rolled cut with his start-
ling_news. ) )

“Locke leaving!” exclaimed Bob
Charry.

“Yes; and I can't say I'm sorry!”
sald Bunter, shaking his head. “That
fellow's never been really respoctful to
mﬂ_.u

“Hg, ha, ha ™

“Blessed if I gee anything to cackls
at. The ma1 doesn’t seem to under-
stand the difference between s common
detective and & FPublic school man [*
sald Bunter. "I've tried to make him
ur.derstand—-"

“You fat as=t" .

“"But he's obtuse,” said Bunter.
“That's the wora—obluse. I'm rather
glad he's going. When I consented to
come here to pass the school vacation
with my titled friend, Lord Cavandale,
I never expected to find & common
detective in the party. I was rather
purprised at Lord Cavandale. It's nok
the sort of thing I should do EI!\FE-HH-"
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“My  estesmed,
""“EEEE“‘“E‘”
w 3
:-ng." said ﬁnnm e
“How do ¥you
know, fathead?™
“*0Oh, he told me—
he would, naturally,
tell me Grat,” said
Bunter. “He knows
what 1= due to my
pmitmn hera, to that
extent.”
“0Oh, my hat !”

“Well, he's going
h:l-llg'ht' said
unter, “I heard
h:m tell Pﬂhﬂghm
at ten o'clock.” He's
ing up to London
car. Like his
eck, reslty—usin
my titled friend's
cars ag if they be-
longed to him. But
some fellows have a
neck 1" :
“Qomae fallows
have, certainly ! said
Jnhm]y Bull, with a
glare at the fat
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Mr. Robloson, allas Jack
Drake, casi the lght of the

elecirie toreh on the siroggling
pear and the ﬁmﬁﬂa
[ ) Ehm rr l

%uumr, “eapecially
;t-. crawl mg snails

fallows.

: “ﬂ!}, really, Bull.

“Blessed if I
understand it, if Mr.
‘Locke’s really go-
ing,” m=aid Harry
Wharton. “T.ord
Cavandale will ba in
&nngﬂr when he's
EEIEE

“] ahall be hers”
said Bunter.

“ Fathead 17

“] ¢ame here,
really, to protect
Cavandale,” sa:
Bunter, “I've done it, so far. I really
don't quite know what he called
Fﬂl‘l‘ﬂl‘ﬂ Locke in at all fnr Too

gpoil the broth. Besides,
'n'.hlt has Locke done? Hnthm% Hea's
an overrated mnn, youn know
hau ﬂimmg‘ nﬁw because ho Imnws
ary likely m frmml
Guvami u hus t iad -up with

sacked irge

“{Jheeau 1t., fathead |

“If ba thinks I'm going to stay up
to say good-bye to him, he's mistaken,
went on Bunter, “¥ regard the man
wéah nlgmtajt;mt. I § ahsll mrtmnlj- be in
bed when he

“ Ha will f&a thﬂ:t an awful lot 1* said

Ch SALCEEI.
B?'hé[ dnﬁ?ﬁ‘r ho will ; g}ut. 1 don’t care.

Ha has never treated me with proper
ra&mt«, and I refuse to take any notice

“Ha, ha, hal?

Harry "i'ifharrmn & Co. went into the
house, ocurious to ascertain whether
Bunter's news was well founded. It was

mplete surprise to them tp hear that
i‘glrer% Lﬂﬂhﬁmﬁm leaving Cavandale

A

'fht?a?;' found the Baker Street detec-
tive in the haell with Lord Cavandale.
His lordship was downstairs again, look-
ing pale, but otherwise his usual self.

ave s smile,

A | e-hufi not_ nea g;m ho]-a when I
laave—you will bed,” he
remarked. “Bo I will aa:ir pood h:_ra as

1l as good-night 1*
v We %mmnt&fmhn of ntl.ymg up to
'{nu off, sir,” Harey. “II you're

real
Iguls atrall,” said Locke. “You must
not stay by any means.”

dp--l L

gl |
i jqnll!l'f |lff||Hlill. m

|'I 14E
r:,l

L“‘fp]‘l

LI

H

1
i L

(uu "'f fm ! ”!
i S
; “. ..; 1 ‘if | | :; I| L

r 1o
| I".'-ﬁ[* ', i 1

“You'll be coming back, sir?” asked crackling log fire in the bed-room,
enveloped m the ample folds of a
o Uartmnir. You will see me again dressing-gown. The scarred, bearded
before you go back to Greyiriars for the fan-e turned towards the butler.
n-aw f.a:rm * gaid Looke, with a smile. “Yes, Pilkingham 1"
tbat the juniors had to be ¢con-  His lordship's voice was busky.

Lfg h they were rather puzzled. Pilkingham looked gravely and
]mﬁ if 1 underﬂtand it,"” aaid Bob pr Iy concerned.

Cherry, when the Famous Five and trust that Jyour lordship is not
Bunter went to their room at half-past c:t-nh:ng a cold," he said.

nine, “Locke must jolly well know that w4 rifle—a mere trifle, Pilkingham 1”
Lord ﬂﬂ.'i:l-'ﬂl;*&lﬁ won't ba safe here The voice was unduubteﬂig husky, “1
without him, am nursing myself a little, as you see.

“Rot 1" said Buafer. hat it Pilkin ham ?*

“J1 dare say Mr. Locke knows best,” w“ E{ranﬁékaa eu.rg is at the door, my
gaid Wharton. “But I'm blessaed if I j5p4.%
can understand i, either,” “Very well, Pilkingham. You need

“The understandfulness is not not wait,” .
tﬁl’ﬂh ﬁc,ﬂhngreadlmkﬂurm E:ﬁm “B:int ih&f butler rﬂtgﬂrﬂlim il figure
the wo e 18 A& pre ously aw minu & & In
brainy S age, and perhapsiully mutgeﬂ from the door of Lord Cavan-
knows what he 1s about.™ dale’s dressing-room on the corridor,

“Yaory likely,” said Harry, laughing. The night was bitterly cold, and the
.ﬂ.nd the ]umr.:-ra, atill pu:ﬂeﬂ iurned traveller was well protected aﬁmmh tha
weather, ur ca
th A f p, with

It wes half an hoar later that the car drawn down over his head ﬂnra,
came round for Ferrers Locke. "It did and the collar of a thick fur cuut was
not belong to Cavandale Abbey. It was turned up round hia neck and over hia

F ke s own car, which had face, covering it to the eyes.
ﬁﬁ?ﬂﬁ‘ from London, dnw,n by Locke's  The muffled man descended the stairs
own chauffeur, early in the evening. quickly and passed out to the car.

Ferrers Locke’s suitosse was brought . Pilkingham hovered; but the duparb-
down and placed in the car. Locke was ing guest was gone in & mnmemi iha
wrth Lord Cavendale; and Pilkingham door of the car slammed, and it glided
proceeded to his lordship’s apartment to aWa down the dusky avenue.
snoounce that the car was at the door. allo, hallo, halle!” murmured
There was & constable pacing the mrr:- Bob ﬂherr% dmwsﬂm as he lifted lus

dor, w]:m hu:l relieved the man on duty hoad from pillow. *That's Fariem

&u.l'mg' the day. - Imkus car gmng', you men! Locke's
Il.ﬂ

Pﬂ i hﬂm tﬂPPﬂd onc ente Eﬂl ‘he uuum'i of the car died away in the

Th waﬂ Imnwn, tall, lean figure was mntar ni
rauiu?mg in s big armchair before the fdmnﬂ Limary.~No. 1,194
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THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER.
Mysterious I

] X loxd ™
M Mr. Parker coughed.

It was morning; a olear,

bright, frosty  morning.

Harry Wharton & Co. were skating on

the frozen lake. RBilly Bunter had not
yebt finished breakiast.

Mr. Parker had come up the corridor
te Lord Cavandale’s reom, blinking
through his gold-runmed glasses, ex-
changing & ned and a word with the
Ashwood constable who was pacing
there. Harriz let him into the peer's
room, and a scent of cssence of cinna-
mon greeted Mr. Parker as he entered.
Apparently his lordship was using that
mild and sweet-smelling disinfectant for
his slight cold.

The tall, lean figure was in & setles
before the fire. The bearded face, with
the cheeks seamed with scars, turned for
a moment to the secretary.

s Gn-ndvumming;, my lord! I fear that
you have a cold.’

“Very slight, very slight, Parker [

“The doctor—"

“Yes, ves, I have seen the doctor. 1
shall have to be careful for a day or
two—it 13 pnothing.”

“But your wound, my lord—"

“A mere scratch, Parker—a flesh

wound, my friend the enemy
intended it to be serious enough. But
he does not the skill of the

snipers I once m deal with. But I
sent for you, FParker, to ask you n
favour.”

“1I need not say that ¥ am wholly at

vour lordship's orders,” said r.
Parker.
“You know that Mr. TLocke has
loft——*

“He informed me of his intention
?ﬁt&rdn{, my lord,” answered the secre-
ta 7 “I understend that he left last
mg Tl

A chance for my friend the enempy,
now that he is pone, Parker: bul the

nighk was quite uneventful. I wonder
whether the rascsl has given up the
ame, now that he has 80 TMANY

ailures.”

=

“I think it very probable, my lord,”
answered the secretary. “G&rtagnly &w
villain has had little to encourage him.
But what is it that your lordship
desires me to do!™

“] require to send someone to London
this morning, Parker, to see Ferrers
Locke—someone upon whom I can abso-

lutely rely. I thought of you.”
“You Hatter me, my lord,” said the
secretary, '*Needless to say, I shall be

vory plesszed.” I
The peer made & sign to Harris, who

retired out of hearing. The lean figure

bent a little towards the secretary.

“] can rely upon you, Parkerl ¥ou
are & man able to keep fng own counsel.
You are, in fact, descration itself, 1
understand from Mr. Locke that you
are, to & certain extent, im his coof-
dence, and that you are awarb of the
line of inveati%atmn he iz npw follow-
ing in London.

'%‘ha secretary bowed.

“That is the case, my lord™ _

“1 understand that you furnished him
with a list of all the persons who have
had acoess to the Cavandale documents
since the first of December lasth™

“Exactly, Mr. Locke's opinion is that
one of these persons may have abstracted

the plan of the sbbey, showing the
ii.manf.. passages. I think be is right, my
ord.

“You have seen nothing of the plan,
Parker ¥

“Nothing, my lord.” ;

“Then it is fairly certain that 1t must
have been abstr 7

“1 think s0.” _

“Mr. Locke certasinly seemed ho
ful,” said the peer musingly. *“I have
every faith in him; he has a great
reputation. Baut there is an ﬂlﬂ_u}ru}ﬁ
that while the cat iz awax the mice wi
lay.” A faint smile fitted over the

arded, scarred face. “The fact 18,
Parker, that I feel & good deal easier
in my mind when Ferrers Locke is here,

on the spob.™

*] imagine 8o m{. lord. ™

“1 ecannot hefp thinking that when
my secret enemy loarna that Locke is
gone he will take advantage of his
absence to make another desperate
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attempt on my life. I have had two
very narrow escapes, Parker, and thoungh
I am not, Ihopeln.narmua man, it 18
telling on me a little.”

“That is only to be expected,” said
Mr, Parker, blinking ouriously at the
Er thraugil his glasses. *“You desire

. Locke to returni”

Thatgper coughed.

1 think of suggesting to him that
hisg Eﬁunt investigations might bly
ba in other hands,” he mid slowly.
“If Mr. Locke assents to this he w:ﬁi
return with you. But,” added the peer
hastily, “I leave the decision entirely
to Mr. Locke. I do not desire to dictate
his actions in any way. You will make
that perfectly olear to him.”

“1 quite understand.”

“You will sim l{l place xy
before him," said the peer, “
little lsst night, Parker—"

“That is not surprising, my lord, in
the circumstanoces.™

“But I was thinking s great deal
And, in a word, I have told you the
outoome of my reflections. You will tell
Mr. Looke recisaly what I bave said,
and leave the decizion to him.”

“ Very good, my lord.”

1t is poasible, of course, thet you may
not find him at Baker Street. In that
case, you may leave a message—but I
hope that you will see him personally.”
A slightly troubled look came over the
scarred faoe. " I hope, at all eventa, that
you will be sble to sea him. The fact
13, Parker, that Mr. Looke's departure
has somewhat disturbed and I shail
be very glad to ses him k at the

views

I slept

Pe  abhey.’

“1 quite understand, my lord.”

After a few more words the seorstary
took his leave. There was a faint smile,
sli htlg contemptuous, on his face, as he
walked down tﬂe corridor.

Half an hour later a oar was gliding
down the avenue, to take Mr. Parker
to Ashwood Station.

From a window of Lord Cevandszle’s
room » scarred and bearded face
looked down on the car as it went.

The peer smiled as the car disappeared
in the distance. )

He emerged from hiz room, and the
constable in the corridor ealuted him as
ho passed.

e tall, lean gentloman reached the
oak gallery over the hall; but he did
not go downstairs. He remained for
some moments in the gallery, and then
turned into a passage which led to a
short staircase. . _

Ho ascended the staircaze and stopped
on & little landing, on which & mingle
door opened.

Anyone who had observed the peer
just then would eertainly have been
surprised by the actions of the master of
Cavandalsa Abbey.

He turned the handle of the door
silently, and smiled as he found that
it was locked. .

His hand went into his
something was in his han
withdrew 1t

The fsintest of clicks, and the locked
door was open.

The peer stepped inside the room, and
closed the door behind him softly.

He was in _a room 'in one of the
oldest parts of the ancient bul]dﬂlf—'-ﬂ.
room with walls panelled in oak black
with age. It was the private room of
Mr. Farker, the secretary. A com-
municating door gave admittance to the
bed-room beyond.

Mr. Parker, in the Tondon express,
assuredly had no suspicion of how his
noble employer was cocupied during his
absencea. :

Having secured the door, the lean
gentleman proceeded to make =

kﬂl:, and
when he
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thorough investigation of Mr. Parker's
apartment, *

Doors and drawers were all locked;
but no lock seemed to present any diffis
culiies to the scarred gentleman.

And thorough as his secarch was, every
article was replaced exactly as he found
it, leaving mot the slightest trace of
his visit,

uA‘th .

A low, soft ejaculation fell from the
- bearded lips as the peer gazed into o
drawer of a bureaw, which, although
locked, had opened to his touch.

In ti:llE:'t drawer lay a revolver. .

He picked it up and examined it
closely. It waa lo in every chamber.

The eyes under the dark, heavy brows
were gleaming. A peculiar smile glided
over the bearded face.

The revolver remaimned in his hands for
several minutes, Then it was replaced,
and the drawer locked.

In ancther drawer, also locked, and
also opened by s touch, were several
paifara which he examined carefully.

n hour had passed when the lean

g'ent!emnn, apparently finished in Mr. |

dm-ker‘s quarters, moved quietly to the
oor.

He opened it a few inches and listened
and glanced out. No one was in sight,
and he left the room guickly, and the
door was locked behind him.

With an air of casual carelessness he
strolled back to the oak gallery.
descended the stairs and went out on
the terrace,

There he remained mauntering #ill |

lunch was announced.

— —

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

In the Haunted Room !
g SAY, you fellowe—" '
" Nothing doing | grioned Bob
Cherry. . )
“Now, lock here,” said Billy

Bunter, inking severely at th
chums of the Remove through his big
spectacles. “I'm going to bave a

r Thank ness. ™

“ And I want you to stay with me—"
* Bow-wow [

“Not all of you,” ssid Bunter. “But ]

I'm not going to be left alome. You
‘ean take 1t in turns, see? 1 don’t mind
50 long as you don’t wake me up, of
oourse. I mever was selfish |

*0Oh, my hat "

“Come on, ‘

The Famous Five did not come on.
The pleasure and priviloge of sittin
by Bunter while he snored and slept o
the effocts of a Gargantuan lu did
not seem to appeal to them.

“You hear me i enorted Bunter,

“The hearfulness is not the obeyful-
ness, my esteemed fat Bunter,” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Perhaps-

* said Bunter.

fully you had better rely on the esteemed %keen to help the Baker Street detective

and ridiculous Albert.’

“We're going to explore for that jolly
old secret age this
explained Bob Cherry. *Come end he
us, Bunter.®
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keep the Owl of the Remove company befors them, The peer was in the
while he snored for the mext couple of room.
houra, : “Qh, you, sirl™ ejaculated Harry

Méanwhile, Harry Wharion & Co. Wharton.

The peer smiled.

“¥Yea. I was making a little investi-
gotion here,” he said. “But pleaso
coma in, my boys. You may help me
in search, if that 1z your object.”

“Well, we thought of having another
look for the secrot age, sir,” said
Harry Wharion, * But-—"

“But what, my boy?"

“Well, iz it safe for you to be here,
pir?” asked Harry, ''This is the room
whera Iymt were fired on from behind
the wall.”

proceeded to Bunter’s old guarters—the
room in which the phantom abbot of
Cavandale had made his mysterious
appoarance, and where. the treacherous
shoé had been fired which had wounded
Lord Cavandale.

Their keenness to discover the seeret
of the abbey waz not at all abated.
Apart from the natural attraction of
seorol passages in an ancient building,
the discovery, if made, would have been
of the greatest service to Ferrers Locke:
and the chums of the Remove were very

Ha |

GREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS.

—

No. 25.

e r——

This week our long-
haired poet gives you
& pen-pieture in verse
of a fellow swoi—to

wit, Mark Linley, the

scholarship boy ol the
Remove.

EAR MATER,~TIve worked lke Billy Bunter has looked in to mention
D @ nigger That he will be eeriain to score;
To pull off the Founders’ This causes se no ehiension—
Exam; Foe heard i from er before!
My chums ere amazsd at my vigour; On the siréngth of his great expeciations
They say I've done nothing but cram.  He wants me o lend him some bobs;
When dawn filtered in at the skylight  The result will bring loud lamentations
I jumped from my béd wilh g will, nd many Bunierian sobal
And swolted awoy till the twilight
My study with shadows did fill,

I saerificed frolic and pleaspre,
And daily and nightly was seen
D?rnfing the iﬁk&ﬂf ?‘E{ hifinr.gg
L] Hufzy, = E=fRersE {Hn &n. ¥ 4 [ *
And now that the struggle is over, Lol Soudi fheanionl 2R G pouiiing
And the papers have gone to the’ mow wildly ezcited I'm feeling!

I're wondering, * Am I in cloverl The oritical moment draws near!
¥
Or have I been beaten, instead?”

Fhe papers have all been ingpected,
The vérdict will shorily E:Fimwn;
And few will remain unaffécted—
One will dance—the remainder will
groanf

Hurrah, mater dear! Ioe pucceeded!)
My nome's at the top of the list!)

I Enow how the cash will be needed
Your strugple in life (o assinl,

I'm elated, and proud, and enraptured,
My spirits have soared like o lark
Te FEnow that the prize has been

captured
By—Yours most devotedly, MARK,

Fou see, there is fieree compelition,
And anotheér more brawny than I
May -:-::grmra the premier position,
And blow my fond fancies sky-high,
Dick Penfold s guile a good student,
And Wharton and Teddy are “hot ¥;
8o it would be rather imprudent
To bomet I con venguish the lotl

afternoon,” Cherry, as he turned the
fl'.} door.

“The safefulness does not seem ter-
rific, honoured sghib,” remarked the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

The peer regarded the juniors
thoughtfully. ere was & glimmer in
his eyes, as if he was slightly amused.

if they could. i
“ Heallo, halle, hallo (" ejaculated Bob
andle of the

-H'What i

*And very likely get potted by that  “I's locked. “Perhaps you are right,” he said
skulking beast hﬂgiﬂd the wall ?* gaid “(Oh, I supposs Pilkingham, or the gravely., “I will leave you to your
Bunter mdigna.uﬂgr. “Cateh ma! Be- jolly old groom of the ﬁmmmm, has mmvestigations, my boys. ou willi let

sides, I'm gleepy.” )
" Heo blinked indignantly at the smiling

Ve,

“0f all the ungrataful rotters, yom
fllors ks et mid B

you here for Chr as, in the mag-

nificent mansion of my titled friend—"

“(xive us & reat ™

Ej '“'H-""'-"""

I say, you fello
But tﬁa fellows dtfsrmd unkeeding. were gpeakin

“ Boasts 1 roarad Bunter,

And it fell to Albert, the footman, to foce of Lord Cavand

¥ said Bunter. “I Rob.

me know immediately if you make any
dizscovery.™

Y Certainly, mir t”

The peer quitted tha room. Tha
chums of the Remova immediately pro-
cceded with their search, tapping and
rapping the old panelled walls, as they
had dons so often before. But on this
oceasion, a3 on all previous occasions,
they had no luck, That the secret open-
ing was there was a cortainty, but it
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ocked the rooms up, now they're not
used,” said Johnn

ull,

the key all right.” :

“There's somebody in the room,” said
“I heard somebody move.”

“0Oh, my hat! The jolly old ghest,
pechaps 1

o what—" .
The door was opened while the juniors
ﬁ. o their astonishment

, lean Fgure and bearded
that appeared

“We can got

1

it waa the ta
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was beyond the powers of the eager
juniors t0 discover ik,

The peer walked slowly back to-his
owh quarters. found Harris in hig
dressing-room, and dismissed the valet,

After Harris was gone the peer locked
the dressing-room door on the corridor,
and then the bed-room door. Then he
went to the telephone in the dressing-
Iﬂﬂlﬂ+

He removed th> receiver from the
hooks, and asked for & number. The
voice that came through a minute later
was -8 voice Harry Wharton & Co,
would have known, for Jack Drake had
cnce beem & Greyfriars follow, and it
was the voice of Ferrers Locke's assist-
ant that answered.

“Hera, sirl"

The peer spoke in a low but clear
voice into 'the trancmitter. There was
no trace of huskiness in his voice now.
For several minutes he spoke in that
low, quiet voice, Drake listenming atten-
tive']j' at the other end.

“You understnnd?” he asked at last.

“guit‘ﬂr gie "

“Yery well.
eight o'clock.” .

,;_ﬂl be on Imucl,ﬁau:.

r rang off. :

He 15:31: to the door and unlocked it,
and rang for Pilkingham. The stately
butler of Cavandale Abbey appeared 1
a few moments.

“You rang, my lord?” oo

“Yes, Pi!rkinghnm;:’l_ The peer's voice
was husky again, "I am expecting &
visitor—a Mr. Robinson—this eveming.
Please have a ropm prepared for him,
The room formerly occupied by Master
Bunter.” o

“ Very good, my lord.

Pilkinghatn retired.

At dinner that evening Lord Cavan.
dale did not appear. Pilkingham ex-
plained to the Greyiriars fellows that
his lordship’s cold was keeping his

1 shall expect you at

lordship to his lordship's room,

Neithor was Mr. Parker present, The
gecreiary, apparently, had not yet
returned from Loodon,

Harry Wharton & Co. were gathered
in & cheery group round the log fire in
the hall, after dinner, when there were
whoels on the drive, and a taxi stopped.
Pilkingham admitted Mr. Robinson,

The sthool glanced at him care-
lessly es he followed the butler. They
gay & young man in horn-ri

lasses, with p thick, dark moustache,
E:r-:rk' ahout thirty.

He disappenred with the butler, and
they gave him no further thought. But
preseutly Bjilila.{: Bunter joined them, with

1R ey .
* 1 muyg. ~you fellows!” chuckled
Bunter.

“Well, what's the- jolly old news?™
asked Bob Cherry.

“Heo, he, hal Did you see a fellow—
I've asked Pilkingham, 'and he says
nﬁm]l: ;ﬂ R:uhinsl;i;i.F W‘re.l.l, where do you

in Ve im
t "Bleategfg l?nuw, or cars very much,”

awned Bob.
F “In old room,” said Bunter. ™ Ha,
he, he! If the ghost walks to-night,
we shall hear him squonling. I don't
suppose he would face it with iron
nerve, as I did.” ; i

“As you didl” ejaculated Nugent

“Dh, my hati"”
“Ha, ha, hal”
“As ¥ didl"” roared Bunter. “1

wasn't frightened, like you fellows, as
vou jolly well know. And I can ﬁnliy
well tell you that if he yells for Lelp,
1 jnlh.'-r well shan’t go!"

*You neédn’t tell us that1"” chuckled
Bob Cherry. “We could bhava guessed
that one.”
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“Ha, ha hat” _ o

And when Billy Bunter went to bed
that night it was with a fized doter-
wmination not to turn out if there was
any alarm from the new occupant of
the haunted room.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Al Last!

ILKINGHAM helped Mr. Parker
off with his coat. The secretary
took off his gold-rimmed gl
wiped the mist from them, an

ﬁ!am&. them: on his nose. It was a
d, misty winter's night.
“A cold journey, sir{" eaid Pilking-
ham, with rospectful interest,
"1”:&1" answored Me. Parker. " Has
hig 1 hip retired yet, Pilkihgham!?"
“MNo, sir. His lordship is with Mr.
Robinson, in his rooms.’
ta“ Mr. Robinson?” repeated the secre-
ry.

o

SMILE, LADS!

"~ At this amusing joke which has
won for L. Levenstart, of 66,
Amhburst Park, Stamford Hill,

i-]ﬁl i—

DANDY POCKET KNIFE.

THE TRUTH ABOUT WAR!

" Btrategy," ®aid Bergeant
Murphy,; to one of his raw recrults,
#is a great thing in war.” He

aused A moment and then con=
nusd : * For example, H you
run out of ammunition, and you

I don’t want the snamy to know,
jJust keep on firing. That’s

strategy 1 '

You'd be delighted with one
of these to_ii:_m' prizes, Send
in your ri hl:l:sicr to~-day—you
may scofe a bullseye first time !
J

- "A_gerlhiﬂﬁrp;% :i:r!i;ﬂ Inirrived ‘I.'-ES EVCns
g, sir,” sa1id Pilongham. A youn
otleman connected, 1 think, with hiﬁ
ordship’'s wacing stable at Lantham,
gir. Ho I judged by a remark of his

ke lordship’s, sir.”

has happened

“Y trust that nut’hinﬁ_ ! e
ingham—to his

during my absence, Pil
lordskip, I mean?”

“Nothing, sir. Thers has been no
alarm of any kind, sir,” said the butler.
*“His lordship desired me to request you
to go to him immediately on your
return, sir.”

"Quite 50, You say he is with Mr,
Robinson 1" LS

"Yes, sir. The frst suite in the enst
corridor, sir. The rooms lately occupied
by Master Bunter, sjr. who has recently
cl{anged his gquarters.”

The watery eves glimmered behind
the gold-rimmed glasses. -

“Yery well, Pilkingham."

o Ehuﬁ I order supper, sir?”

“Thank yoir, no. I dined just before
leaving town,” answered Mr, Parker,

THE MAGNET

*1 am tired, and shall
diately I have seen his
mght, Pilkingham |"
Good-night, sir|®
Mr. Parker ascended the atairs, moved
along the ook gallery and into the
corridor, where Bunter's former quarters
wore situated.
He tapped at the door of the hand-
Eoma apartment that had been Bunter's
gif room but was now occupied by

fg;ﬁu bed imme-
dship. Good-

Mr. Robinson, and entered.
On the wide hezrth a cheery log fire
biazed and crackled, and in two arm-

chairs, one on either side of it, two men
wore seated.

One of them, at whom Mr. Parker cast
a fleeting glance, was a young man of
apparently about . thirty, with horn-
rim glasses that caughf and re-
Bected the gleam of the fire. The other

was a tall, lean gentleman with & beard

and & scarred face. The latter rose to
his feet at once.

“Ahi Come in, Parker! 1 am glad
to see you I His voice was husky, and
he coughed slightly. *'Mr. Robinson,
you wil? axcuse me a moment.”

Mr. Robinson, who had risen to lhus
feet, bowed and sat down again, The
peer came over to Me, Parker and
spoke in a low voice.

“You saw Ferrers Locke?”

“No, my lorid. He was absent from

r Street. I waited in the hope that
he would return, as your lordship
desired. but he did not coms back.”

A sheda crossed the scarred [ace.

“That is unfortunate, Parker! Per-
hapa vou saw his assistant—a wyoung
man named Drake——"

“No, my lord: I was informed that he
aleo was absent."

“But you left s message—"

“Yea, my lord; a written message to
be handed to Ferrera Locke as soon as
ho returned.” :

“Well, in the circumstances, you could
do no mora, Parker. I have littla doubt
that Mr. Locke will be bere to-morrow,”
gaid the peer. “I trust you did not
have a disagreeable journey, Parker.’

“Not at all, my lord; it waas a little
cold, that 13 sll. But I am somewhat

fatigued, and if your lordship has no
further need of me this evening, I will
go to bed."

“By all means, Parker." The peer
glanced at his watch. * It is nearly ten |
Time I thought of bed myself. Perhaps
you will gpeak to Harriz and tell him
that ]; shall go to bed in a guarter of an

DT,

*Certainly, my lord I”

“Good-night, Parker !”

" GGood-night, my lord 1"

The peer turnad back towards Mr.
Robinson as Parker let himself out of
the ‘room. Parker's movements were
leisyrely, and he heard the next remark
of ths peer before he closed the door.

"I raust not stay up, Robinson; as
]ﬂ:-u know, I am not in my ususl
walth. But please finish what you were
telling me. I have no doubt that Boone
is taking every care of Maharajah; I
have every confidence in him. DBut it's
imposatble te be too careful. I have a
strong suspicion that the rascal who has
been giving me his attention: may
tranafer his. attention to the horse.”

Mr. Parker closed the door silently.

He. walked away, a strange expres-
sion on his face, & strange gleam in
his eyes behind the gold-rimmed
glasses. )

Having delivered his lordship's mes-
sage to ﬁia lordship's valet, Mr. Parker
sulﬁht his own room. .
sanwhile, the conversation weas
continuing in Mr, Robinson’s room.,

The lean fpgure of the t‘Ii'.-elzr reclined
in an easy attitude in the armchair,
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and he held s cigareite between Boger
and thumb sz he talked.

His talk ran entirely on the subject
of the horse Maharajah, and the talk
of Mr. Robinson kept to the same
subject.

Had it been tgoaaihla that a . listenar
lurked behind the polished ocak walls
that listener could only have mnc!udetf
that Mr. Robinszon hed come up from
the racing stable at Lantham, to give
the sporting peer information concern-
ing a recent attempt that had been
made to “get at' the famous race-
horse.

Under his heavy brows the peer's eves
cast at times a glance towa the oak
wall, from which the shot had come on
the oooasion when Lord Cavandale’s
escape had been so narrow.

Five minutes after Mr. Parker's de-
perture the lean fgure rose from the
armchair and paced
to and fro, hands
in pockets, while
continuing the von-
vorsation with Mr,
Robinson, who re-
mained seated.

Mr. Robinson,
however, shifted his
chair a little, per-
haps to keep his
face towards the
pecr, but that shift-
ing position enabled
him also to keap his
eyes on the wall
where the hidden
opening existed,

That the two men,
or either of m,
waited snd watched
for anything to
ot gt

ave n sup

anyone who had
observed their
lacid faces =nd
istened to their
t’nlkl

Crack!

The sudden re-
port of a firearm
came with an effect
of thunder in the
quiet room.

It interrupted the
peer, who was
spesking, echoing

most I':!Elfﬂniﬂglj'
through the room.

Scarcely had the
report <rashed oui

when the scarred r made ring
to this Gakat el ol

As if he knew the secret of the moving
ﬁﬂ]’, 80 long hidden and unknown, his
d glided over the cak; and a section

of the panelling shot open..
was an opening in the solid

stone wall, where a great stone had th

rolled back on a pivot.

The stome was closing sz the peer
cpened the panel, and in the darkness
there was a glimpse of a dark ra,

A sharp, startled ory was heard.

Crack !

A second shot rang, ss the peer drove
E.nk Ea closing stone and pushed

rough.

Mr. Hobinson was at his heels in =
moment, fashing the light of an electrio
toerch in the opening.

“Quick ! breathed the ,

He deshed through, a amgwy figure
Eleumthaium ‘him. Fast behind him
camne Mr. Robinson, showing light with
the broad beam from hiz pocket torch.

ot =t

ice a revolver rang from the dark-
ness ahead; but the secret suiper fired

* Hare's your ghost, In handenfls 1 ** said Fegrers

in vain. Four schots in all had bheen
firnd, but not & bullet had found a
billet.

In the darkness of a winding, twisting
stone passage there were sounds of
rustling footsteps, (Fantin braath, of a
man in hurried and terrifiad Bight.

the

“Look out—steps!” muttered
peer.

“What-ho I chuckled Mr. Rolbinson,
behind.

They raced on.

The passage, evidently built in the
thickness of the ancient massive walls,
waa narrow—too narrow for two to
move abreast. Ahead of the purauers
flitted the flesing figure. Down a short
flight of staf?s, then round a sharp
angle, then along snother long, narrow

assage the flitting figure went, the
gaspernba panting coming back to the
ears of the pursuers. They were not

aining on him, BLut they were not
“The 8 fig ped suddenly
eel ure sto suddenly.
Crack, c];%ll:! ¥
. Twice more the six-shooter rang: and
in the narrow passage it im-
possible that the man could miss. Yet
e peer and his companion dsshed on
unhurt; and the fugitive, with a
desperate, paoting ery, turned once
more, end fumbled at the stone that
-:}one& the end of the secret passage.
];.jw“h a tiger's leap tho peor was upon
I

The man went down in his grasp,
struggling like a madman, panting snd
gasping hoarsely. :

. Mr. Robinson halted, and cast the
light of the electrio torch on the strug-

ling pair. It was clear that the peer
ad easily the upper hand.
The struggling fugitive crumpled

under him, and it was unnecessary for
Mr. Rabinson to assist.
Eﬁﬂk] th .[ handeuff
was the snap of handeuffs on wrists
dragged together,
Even in his terror and despair the

lrﬂﬁxdnnthuppﬂldlm&lﬂlnnmp.:lplndmtﬁh. It was Parker !

to the erouching figure In the
Drake hurried back along the pas.
sage. Ferrers Locke gro aver the
stone wall, and there weas a faint whir
as & great stone slid back, disclesing tha

4

wrotcn gAve B OTy astonishment as
the handeuffs sna ;

What was Lord Cavandale doing with
a detective's handeuffa in hie pockett

“You've got him, ejir[” said Mr.
Rohbinson.

“1 hava him, Drake!™ answered the
geer and the shrinking wretch in the

andeufls gave & strangled cry. For
tho peer’s voice was not husky now; it
was & clear and ringing voice, a voics
recognisable, now that it was no longer
disguised, ss that of Ferrers Locke, the
Baker Btrect detective.

One word fell from the man’s writh-

ing lipa:

"TIBP]J-E:IZI L

“Trapped, you scoundrel " answered
Ferrers ke. “Drake, go and tele-

Ehﬂﬂﬂ to Lord Cavandale, and request
im to return at once. I will take care
of this scoundrel”

oak panel within. A moment more, and
the panel waa open, and Locke lifted
his prisoner through into Mr. Parker's
room.

The Sniper Snared [
“H ALLO, hallo, hallo!”

_ _ chatting round the fire before
turning in. Billy Bunter, already in
awaken William George Bunter when
he waa going strong.
door and tore it open.

anthri from atar, as if muffled by

THE FIETEENTH CHAPTER,
“That was a shot——"

Harry Wharton & Co. were

bed, was snoring. More than a distant

pistol-shot would have been reguired to

The chums of Greyfriars leaped to

their feet. Harry Wharton ran to the
thick walls, yet clearly distinguishabl

Tez Magrer Lisginy.—No, Lmﬂ'
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came shet after shot. The Ashwood
constabio came at a run down the
gorridor, with a startled face, beohind
bim Harris, vath starting eyes

"Wherg's Lord Cavandale?™
claimed Wharton.

“He's with Mr, BRobinson, sir,” stam-
mered Harris,

Bob gave a yell

"In Bunter's old room—they've got
at him asgainl Come on ™

Bob Onerry dashed away, aond the
other fellows follewod hinx fast, the con-
stable and Harris after them. Pilking-
hm::;’l: atuﬂi:éiavﬂce “Hﬁd fmin theilléall
as they ra ong the oak gallery,
bithey did not haeg.

Harry Wharton & Co. reached the
door of Mr. Hobinson's room, and tore
it open. They dreaded to sea Lord
Coavandale- lying death-stricken. DBut
the peer was not there.

b k1” yelled Nugent. ;

He pointed to tho panelled wallk A
large panel was wide open, and beyond
1t was a gap in the stone wall. And
from the gap was emerging o figure—
that of Mr. Robinson. He started a
little at the sight of the Greyfriars
uniors, blinked at them through the

orn-rimmed glasses, then jerked off the
big glasses, and grinned.

“You fellows!” he ejaculated in a

-

voice that was strangely familiar to the.

ears of the Famous Five.

“Who—what—->" gusﬁud Wharton.

Mr. Robinson placed his spectacles on
a table and took off his moustache, and
Jaid it beside thom. Tho juniors
watched him dumbfounded. In spite of
skilful make-up on the face it was
familiar now. -

'he Ashwood constable came breoth-
It.:sﬁig.‘jrr into the room.

Who you?

SWhat's this?
Wihat——" he gasped.

“My name i3 Drake.” answered BMr.
Robinson cheerily, *“I am Ierrers
Locke's assistant.”

*Jack Drake!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Your old pal!” grinaed Drake.

“The Drakefulness ia terrifiol”
cluckled Hurreo Jomset Bom Singh.
“The estcemed Robinsonfulness was a
delusion and a ridiculois snare”
*But—but what—" gaaped Nugent.
LR i

jolly _old sniper!” answered

Deake. “Mr. Locke's ggf- him—and got
the bracelets on him. He's all right1”

“Ferrers Locke herel” gasped
Wharton.

u‘f:IJus:- a few I” agreed Drake, with a
nod.
“But where is Lord Cavandale!”
demanded the astounded constable.

“About a mile away,"” answered
Drake. "Excuse me, I've got to phone
to him—Mr. Looke's ordors.”

are

THE MAGNET

“My esteemed snd absurd Droke——-"

“But—but what does it all mean?”
exclaimed Jo Bull, “Wasn's
Cavandale here? What—"" :

*Mr. Locko will explain,™ said Drake,
with a smile. “Excuse me, while I
clean up, This make-up on my chivey
1sn't wanted any mora”

“But whers's Mr. Locke®"

“1 fancey he's keeping Mr. Parker
cﬂm"iranr iz his room for a bit. But
Lord Cavandale will be here soon—and
then 1t will be all elear,”

In a few minutes Jack Drake had
cleaned off all tracos of Mr. Robinson,
and was seen again as the handsome
lad the Greyiriars fellows had always
konown bhim. - The Ashwood constable
watched him with gogpling eyes; the
mﬂﬂ”,mth E;T;:Eng interest.

t'a go n, you fellows,” said
D_mkei and the Fnufnus Five followed
him down to the hall. The Ashwood
constable, however, stepped through the
opened panel and disappeared olobg the
secret passage.

Pilkingham, in the hall, blinked st
Drake like & man in a drcam, Harry
Wharton  hastily explained Drake's

resence—an  explanation  that made

ilkingham blink still more. Pilking-
ham was in & dazed and almost dizzy
state by the time a car was heard to
%gmd u]n:; the avenue and come to & halt,
hen he opened the door to Lord
Cavandale Pilkingham almost fell down,
My lord 1" he stuttered. “My lord 1"

Lord. Cavandale smiled, .

“It 13 I, Pilkingham,” he said.

* But—but—" The butler's cyes
almost started from his head — All
Pilkingham's prolessional reposs had
deserted him. “My lord! You—yow
are mdq::_:-rs—-—]! mean, you were indoors !

“You will understand soon, my fﬂd
fellow,” said Lord Cavandale. “Where

1z Mr. Locke?™

“In Mr. Parker’s room, sir,”:
answered Jack Drake. “ o is waiting
for you”

“ And the prisoncr?”

“He i5 theve, also™

“Why in Mr. Parker's room ¥ nsked
Lord Cavandale in astonishment. * How-
ever, I suppose Mr. Locke will explain.”

He bhurricd away te the sccretary’s
room. Jack Drake glanced at the chums
of the Hemove with a grin.

“¥ou fellows want to be in at the
death 7* he asked.

“What-ho I grid Bob Cherry.

“Come on, thenl™

And Harry Wharton & Co. followed
Drake, at the heels of Lord Cavandale.
They reached the sceretary’'s room, and
the door was opened zt their approech
by the Ashwood constable. '

“Ar. Locke—"

He picked up the receiver from the  “Grent pip!” gasped Bob.
tclephone and called for & number. The  Beyond the comstable, a tall, lean
juntora watched him hlnnk‘[ig. They figure was visible in the room. 1t was
could not even begin to understand. —or seemed to be—the figure of Lord
Is that Lord Cavandale?” Drake Cavandale himself,
was ?l.‘:_uklng into the instrument. “It's The juniors stared from one to the
the finish, my lord. Mr, Locke has other—the newly-returned peer and his

hnfgad the man-——"
cod padt” came an ejaculation
over the wires; and the juniors caugls
it, and in Llank wonder recognised the
voice of Lord Cavandale.

“Will you return, sir, as soon as

ible?” went on Drake. “The coast

18 ﬂuhinr now, and the sniper in hond.
cufts.™

He turned from the telephone with
a smile,

“¥You men a bit fogged " he asked.

"The fogfulness ia terrific.”

Jack Drake chuckled.
" “Good old !nl:y“’ h? gaid. *Bame old
ingo—seems a Jolly long time since I
heard it last. © T
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doutle !

From the latter cama a laugh,

Ferrers Locke lifted his hand, and
the beard and moustache cameo away
from his face. The cleanshaven chin
and olear-cut lips of the Balker Street
detective were revealed. A jork, and
the heary eyebrows came off. Vet the
face, with the checks seamed with great
sears, soemed still strangely that of inrd
Cavandale’s. But the juniors could
rialiae now that the scars were skilful
make-up; indeed, 1t waos only the faet
that Lord Cavandale's foco was deeply
scarred that had enabled the Baker
Street detective to assume his identity.

“ Ferrers Locke I pasped Bob.

“Quite I” said the detective, amiling.
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“My only hat!” ejaculated Harry
Wharton in amazement. * It—it—it was
vou, Mr. Locke—all day——*

“All day!” agreed the Baker Street
detective, “Lord Cavandule was kind
enough to allow me to borrow his
identity in order fo run. his enemy to
eorth. It was, of course, his lordship
who left last night in the car, uander
my name."

“I—1—1 zeel” stuttered Wharton.

“And your plan has been successful,
Mr. Looke 1" asked Lord Cavandale,

“Perfcctly.”

“ And the man—-~"

“He is here—in hapdeufis I

Ferrers Locke waved his hand to a
crouching figure crumpled in an arm-
chair, half hidden by the high back
There was a8 general movemoeont forward
and all cyes were fixred on the pallid
face of the crumpled wretch. And a
name dropped from every lip:

“Parker [

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Man Who was Trapped !

65 R. PARKER I"
Lord Cavandale gasped out
the name,
“ Parker " sald Harey

Wharton blankly,

“ My eecretacy ! said the peer. “Mr.
Locke, is—is—is it possible—"

“Quite M

“(zood heavens ™

“My only hati"
Cherry. .

The- wretch in the chair raised his
eyes. He pgave one stare of deadly
rage round at the circle of amazed
faces, and dropped them sgain.

“Good heavens!’ gsepeated Lord
Cavendale, aghast. “Parker! TIs it
possible that you—ryou What have
I done to you? Why—"

The baleful eyes were lifted again,
E!nammg with hatred. But the wretch
id not speak.

“His motive you elready know, Lord
Cavandale,” said Ferrers Locke quietly,
“though - you would scarcely bLave sus-
fwted hims of it—and 1 confess that

was equally unsuspecting at frst. [
was beaten by tho fact that the man
was evidently not playing 2 part here—
that he was a genuine boockworm; a
man who was obviously what he
sppeared to be; and so far from sus-

Eslcting him at first, I even cogaged his

murmured Dob

L]
gBut. whyr—how—" stammered the
peer.,

“Only one circumstance directed my
sttention to him—and that was that,
being in charge of the Cavandale
documents, it would have been easy
for him to obtain possession of the old
plan of the Abbey, and make sorrep-
titious use of it. For that reason I
observed him; and had he been playing
a part here, I should very quickly
havo placed my finger on him. But
he was playing no part—the man s
a scholar and an antiquarian, with &
genuine enthusiasm for the subject:
the last man one would suspect of
reckless plunging  on horse  races,
Indeed, I suspect that it was probably
from a desire to obtain resources to
expend on hiz favourite hobby that be
lennfg'?ﬂ into reckless gamblipg on the

uri.

Parker made a2 movement, but he did
not speale.

“A careful watch was kept," resumed
Locke, “on all the occupants of the
abbey when stirred abroad. As
it happened, r. Parker, who was

{Continued on page 28.)
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OUR THOUSAND THRILLS SOCCER SERIAL I
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Handenffed thongh he

| “ Sign, Or—*'
EFORE the masked erook could
B strike again, however, the
leader !:-ur:ged on tha table
“Peaca!" he snarled. " Now,

cu yvoung fool, we haven't brought you
re for fun—nor do we intend waatinj

time, Weo mean business, and if yon
give trouble—you’ll be hurd 1™

[ L] Yﬂ?:u

“¥Yes. Are you geoing to do what

you're told or do we have to make you ™

“That depends on what it is!"” re-
torted Jimmy coolly, and the man on
his right growled again. Blowly the
leader took from an imside pocket a
garefully-folded document, which he
opened and pushed aeross the tabla to-
wards the wary youngster.

“We want you to sign this]”

A grim, ecrie stillness followed the
words : three hooded
shapes bent forward as one,
watching . whila Jimmy, after

a lo searching stare at
each, dropped his eyes to the
aper. 13; was a parchment
00 i loia!h—wqr&ﬂd in
neat, orabby handwriting and

liberally dotted with red séals and a
stamp. One glance, and Jimmy received
the shock of hia life.

Amid silence so intense as to lend
added weirdness to the scens, he read
through the paper to the end. Even
then he could not get the sense of it—
the idea was too monetrous., As far es
ha could make it ¢ut, the dooument was
an agreement whereby for the sum of
twenty thousand pounnds, he, James
Alan Brennan, agreed to sell every yard
of the land known as Railton Rovers
Football Ground, with the stands,
buildings and turf thereon—to the
Dalmeny Land Society—John Harris
and R. W. Rogers, directors!

When at last the full me-aning of the

words did dawn uvpon Jimmy Brennan,
the whole room and the three men glar-

Philip Brennan bounded for
the window and went ezashing through it !

ing .at him so bOxedly seemed to spin

giddily,. He was to sign away the
Rovers’' ground-——his ground—for twenty
thuuundg::-uunds. And to the Dalmeny
Land Socicty, the company to whom
Henry Sylvester, the Railton selicifor,
had so strongly urged him to sell just
after his father's death. This, then, was
the reasen bhe had been kidnapped and
brought to this lonaly house; the reason
for all the risks thess masked men had
run. But why—why?

The surprisea almost stunned him.
Was this, too, why his father bad been
deliberately ruined-—w the main
stend had been destroyed and his own
life threatened? And why was the pur-
chaze-prica in this Agresment such a
rromendous advance on the offer made in
the company’s first letter, which H&nu;
Sylvester had shown him weeks ago

Twenty thousand pﬂmiﬂs offered for Railion
Rovers® ground. But Jimmy won't sell, not
even under threat of diabolieal toriure !

Two-thousand pounds they had offerad
then; now, after all this, theso men were
trying to force him to sell for ten times
that amount!

Jimmy's ﬁnhering senses began to see

some glimmer of daylight. re must
be something in the Hovers' g'il;pund'—
soma really colossal value of which he

was ignﬂra.nt. For surely no business men
would taske such oo sppaslling pamble
involving manslaughter, forgery, and
other hideous erirmes, just to obtain pos-
pesgion of an ordinary piece of land.
Amid el! the whirling confusion, there
came suddenly into the young owner's
mind one orystal-clear thought. What
lay at the back of all this persecution he
could only \'ag:&]}r guess as yet. DBut,
now that he had seen this agreement,
strange little incidents during the past

{Introduction on next
pago.)

three months came back fo
him. And gradually a cast-
iron eertainty grip]i.ed him
that now, st least, he could
identify one of his foes!

Raising his head, after &
pause that had lasted ten ach-
img minutes, ha looked the
leader of the mesked men
squarely in the eyes.

“And you really expect me
to mign—this?" he asked
quietly.

The black head nodded,

“Then you're unlucky, As
I told you before, I'm not sell-

ing the Rovers' ground—Mz.
Henry Sylvester |"

» . .
A Devil’s Plot!

BOMBBHELL could not have

created greater consternation.

- Plucking st hin hood with

; ahaﬁnwagem the leader of

the trio fell hmply, while tha

other two half rose from their seats like

men In the grip of panicky amazement.

_Watching them, Jimmy saw their
slit-oyes questioning each other fur-
tively, He waa positive now that his
chance shot had hit the mark; and if
the man facing him was Sylvester, then
the other two were probably the men
tioned in the ament, Smith and
Rogers. He wondered if be would know
them by sipht.

No word was spoken for several
seconds until, after an obvious struggle,
the chief pulled himself together.

“Who—who did you say ?” he blurted,

“¥ou heard!” growled
Jimmy. “¥You dirty hound,
so this is why vou've pestered
me and got g0 sore because I
always refused to scll. I've
supected for mome time {’ou

ut

were up o some game,

“That'll do!™ To the lad's surprlse
a curt laugh oama from hehind the
man’s cowl. ‘8o you've discovered I'm
Sylvester, have youl Well, much good
may it do you. Now we're going to
untie your right erm. And you're going
to sign that agreement |

“Ha, bal" laughed Jimmy sardonie-

?‘i

At his leader’s nod, the man with the
barked kpuckles, who now Jimmy
had pleced as the original masked man,
roze mod quickly freed the youngsier's
arm. A fountam-pen was thrust into

 his stiff fingers. A stern voice bade him

use 1it.
“Your signature, loage—in  ten
geconds. erwise, you'll be sorryl®
Jimmy’'s reply was to smesh the nib
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viciously on the table and fling the pen
across 1he room into the cold gas-fire.

*You thieving mongrel1” he blazed.
“] wouldn't sign, not if—"

I think you will I cut in the hooded
man evenly, i

“Think again, then!” A swift thought
gave the sturdy youth fresh hope.
“Why, vou clumsy bunglers, supposing
I do sign my property over to you?
What could you do with it? You can't
imprison me for life these days, n
England. I'm bound to get free one day
and hound you down, because from
to-worrow all the police in the country
will be searching for me. Sconer or
later thev'ra sure to trace me, and Il
cxpose vou, unless—unless—="

e stopped. There was that in the
attitudes of the three men which froze
the words on Ji 's tongue. The
answor to his uns ien afterthought
zlittered in the e-taﬂtg coldness of their
eves. His lips tiﬁh .

“1 see,” he nodded thoughtfully.

Tliere was to be no escape. hether
the police found him or not, he would
never be able to tﬂhf:iim_n.tiamat_ theze
men, For he knew, as plainly as if they
haed told him, that as zoon as he had

signed that agreement they interided to

g3l him. _
The loader’s wol suave a3 salin,
gently broke the on..
“Precisely. We remlise, of course,
that in the event of your ecscape, or
release, our work would be wasted.

Fortunately—" Ho sh d.
" “And what d&'yon !hinE my uncle,

friends, everyone, will say when you roll
up with that agreement while I'm still
missing " fenced Jimmy desperately.

The other laughed once more.

“ Wy dear fellow, we have thought all
that out. Iél you will honour us by
glancing at the = ent agap, you
will observe it is C{E.tﬁﬂ. three days ngzo.
Thank yon!1'—as Jimmy lpoked swiftly
and hit his lip. " Neow, after your un-
fortunpte—er—disappearance, you may
safely leave the logal part to—h'm-—us.
We shall produce that agresment when
called 13-1:-:1, and prove that it was
signed ree days before you left,
Doubtless your uncle and friends will be
very upset that you did not tell them
you had sold the ground; but, as far
as the Dalmen ety is concerned,
_m’&r‘%thmg will be in order.

“We shall say that you arranged the
sale with us by private tresty—screwed
us down to a far larger sum than we
‘offered at first—and settled the matter
thera and then for an_open cheque.
What you have done with the money
since, of course, we shall not be able to
say. But possibly we shall hint that the
reason for your sudden disappearance is
a rcluctapee to face your friende and
cmployees, Who knows? I trust rou
follow our plan?”

Jirnmy did. Long after the soft voice
liad died away, the words scemed to
echo in the quist room.

tace them with the [act that the Rovers
ground was sold and the club dead !

He pove a little shiver after & while,
like a sleeper waking from a nightmare,

“You—you're still overlooking one
thing,” he muttercd. “I1 haven't signed
ve 15

“ But you will 1

“Y wop't!” Jimmy forced a laugh.
“Why take all this trouble?” he jeered.
“Burely with such & clever for as
vou have 1o your ranks you could have
signed the agreement for me 1"

he man on his left glared resentfully
at the thrust. But the leader only shook
o placid head. .

“Unfortunately there has been too
much forgery done already. This agree-
ment, when you sign it, will come in for.
the closest examination. Therefore, we
cannot take any risk; we require a cast-
iron signature this time!" .

“Then I wish you luck!” Jimmylh
salf-control exploded to shreds, and he
fairly roared his defiance. ]

“'!gnu mean you refuse?” asked his
np?nnnnt silkily. *You'll regret it 1"

“Go to blazes !

Young Jimmy Erennan had declared
himself now. ‘Izvin devila of spite leered
at him through the slits in the man’s
hood.. -

 “Right—wo willl” was the hoarse
reply. -

And, with the words, the masked
man on Jimmy's right jumped briskly
E:- his feet and strode across to the gas-

g

In a moment every jet was alight;
-soon  the clay rings were ﬁlﬂwmg
ficrcely, From the back of the fire-
place the masked man produced o slim
steel rod. He thrust it into the heart
of the ficry glare, and stood back watch-
ing with fu!ged arms. A fecling of cold
and frantic horror made Jimms's scalp
crawl, "Torturel

*You see, we were prepared for your
well-known obstinacy, my friend "

The leader’s voice came to Jimmy
through the roaring sound of blood in
liis earz; the youngster's eves darted
round the room, secking the chance of
escape that was not there. Torturel
Heaving himself up, he tried to whirl
his chair aloft with his free hand, but
instantly he was overpowered, forced
back into his seat, and held there. The
gag was tied over his mouth again.

Of the three crooks, the masked man
and his leader seemed utterly uncon-
cerned. The former stood staring down
at the heating rod, the latter took out
n zecond pen and laid it methodicslly
Leside the fatal agreement. Doly the
man who had winced at mention of
forgery betrayed eny foar. Jimmy
could feel the hands that pressed him
down trembling violently on his
shoulder.

An eternity crawled Pnﬁt. Silence
filled the room. And all at once the
masked man was striding back from the
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fire, in his hand the steel rod, bright-red
and glowing,

The chief of the gang reached out,
taking it from him. Juzt for a single
moment he seemed to hesitate. But at
a growl from his accomplice his
shoulders twitched in resolulion; Then
he came slowly towards his prisoner,
holding the glowing point lavel with the
boy's left eye as a tencer holds a rapier.

“Now—will you sign 1" he whispered.

Jimmy's heart had almost stopped
beating. SAwift death was one thing—
death by ghastly torture another. Yet
even in that terrible moment all the
stubbornness of his father ecame to his
ald, stiffened his backbone. He faced
the fiende, chin up, defiantly.

“1 shall take your left cye first, then
FOUr hos [than, if ‘neﬂﬁﬂuﬁr}i{ your right
cya. i ou—gign? This is vour
last chmwhl:? = 3

The crusl steel came nearer—nesrer.
Jimmy felt the heat of it seering his
oyeball; the point was less than six
inches away now. Madness seized him.
With all his might he strained at his
bonds, but with little avail,

Atill he shook his head.

“Curse dyou. then I" howled the hateful
voice, suddenly deveid of all restraint,
“Take—*

Sm-aa-sh! Cre-ack!

In & deafening deluge of sound, made
a thousand times louder by itz swecping
unexpectedness, help arrived. The
nearest fwénduw tsmaah?il inwards, hl
tongue of fire spat through & gap in the
blind. Glass eolashed and jangled

, & revolver-shot cracked, and a
seream of awful ‘Rﬁu shrieked abhove the
appalling din. Wide-eyed and shaking,
Junmy saw the glaring steel rod clatter
to the foor, saw blood spurt horribly
from_ the shattered hand that had
held it.

In a half-swoon of agony, the torturer
fell backwards across the table, while
the masked man leapt forward, snarl-
ing deep down in his throat,

But at that moment Tim Osborne’s
rinF'u: » bitter voice stopped him like »
buliet. _

“Hands up, you scum ! I°ll shoot to
maim "'

From outsida the window a police
whistle shrilled, followed by an amazing
tramp of many feet.

The men in the room stupidly raised
their hands.

St

Rogues Unmasked !
HE}E; they stood, trapped in the
ils.
Jimmy, almost unable as yet
to believe his ears or eyes,
clutched the table-edge with hisz free
hand and struggled to his feet.
Rescued §
_ The sudden change, the nerve-shatter.
ing c¢rash of Tim's entry, and the
narrowness of his own

sat rigid, staring blindly : ”
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EVERY SATURDAY

Footsteps pattered in the hall outside.
They headed towards the door.

At the sound the tall masked man,
hardiest and most dengerous of the
throe, leapt into action like a tiger at
bay. . One long arm, flashing out, pulled
the second man in front of him as a
shield ; his :fighl hand moved in o streak
of white, and his gun cracked its spite-
ful defiance. Ancther elatter of glass
splashed harmlessly from the window;
the man half turned to cover the door.

But he had forgotten Jimmy. Before
he could fire again the powerful young-

ster lurched forward, fighting-mad and

hungry for revenge. e had three
Llows that very night to squarc up for—
nnd he did so then. In a wthst'lmg,
Lione-crushing * haymaker,” his loose
right fist flazhed upwards, 'Iand’mg_nn
the anglo of the masked man's jaw
with every ounce of muscle, weight, and
sonl Jimmy could put behind it

Crash | ]

Rising stiffly on his toes, the gunman
hung for s moment, pawing feably, on
the brink of oblivion, his gun droppin
from & hmp hand. - Then he crump
ulp, hit the corner of the tabl and
slumped . to-the flosr like s poleaxed
steer. .

“Nige work, Jimmy " croomed Tim's
calm veice from the darkness. :

Crash | went the door. Jimmy lookad
round, to ses thres burly men come
bursting throvgh at the double. The
last of the hooded crooks groaned and
collapsed into a chair. .

Throwing up the big window, Tim
stepped in from the wide ledge outside.
He ignored tho prisoners—two were
helpless, and the third had manacles on
his wristé already—and gripped Jimmy
with thonkful hands.  Just as on. that
night at the Blackholt Qum*r%'r, he sliced
the ropes from the cramped limbs, then
he forced some brandy between the
boy's unwilling lipa, For Jimmy felt
sll in, just them. He had stood the
racket with the iron pluck that was
typical of him; but now 1t was all over
and help had arrived he went weak und

TOgEY.

5 '-L'an er Tim's hands and |
ing glow. of the spirit, however, he re
covered preséntly, shaking his head as a
boxer does after a knock-out. A wry
grin st:ug%leﬂ across his faco. e held

up & grateful fist. .
!:‘ThgnnlcsI Just in time again, old
son. How on éarth did you find me,

though 1 ] 5

“1 dida't;") murmured Tim surpris-
mngly; then, with & shy, apolo ’tm
smile : “Awf'lly sorry, Jimmy; but I'va
been here all the time1”

The staggering reply made Jimmy
stare wide-eyed. ;

“You—all the time!" he repeated.
“But—but d'von mean you watched
those brutes—"" . .

“Ieraid so, old hoss " Tim was still
apologetic.. “Had “to, 1n & way.
Wanted to got the full strength of things
fromm their own ruby lips. Had my eye
on 'am all the time through that ragged
blind. Sorry you've had some shocks,
but—well, T knew I could butt in hefore
they did real damage, and——

“ You—you ntter, cold-blooded
i:-lighter 1" sported Jimmy, grateful no
ONEeT. :
while that ghastly steel red— Ugh!”
He shuddercd, seeing that last scene .in
his mind’s eye once more. Bub after a
while his grin returned—albeit, somo-
what shakily, “Still, I'm_glad you've
pot the beasts, Tim! I—I don't mind
anything now "

“That's the stuff I"" beamed Til.'ll._ b |

new you wolldn’t when I sexplained.
You ser,” he went on in hizs guaint.

the stitnulat-

'“Watching me outside there’

cool style, “in & way you were always
quite safe. We knew all about this
stunt; we've had our plans laid for two
days. Tell you why later. We found
they weore after you agein, so this timo
I let thom pet you. e wanted to catch
them stone-cold, and you were the
decoy. Don't thank me!” :

Jimmy set open-mounthed, but dumb.

““I've been on the spot all the time,”
continued his  astonishing  friend.
“When I eaid 'Good-night!’ at Bill
Nye's this EH’EJIiﬁ%, I didn’t go. Mother
Nyo let ma out-all right, but I doubled
beck up the ivy and into your room.
was there when your little “friend
sneaked in the same way; but he didn't
see me, 'cos I was in_your wardrobe
with the door just barely ajar,’and the
room was dark.” e

“(Great Scott! DBut suppose he'd laid
me oub there and tlien 1" gasped Jimmy.

‘Tim smiled hghtly.

“But I knew he wouldn’t, don’t you
soe? You don't think I'd have risked
it otherwise, do you? My son, we've
had those three beauties ‘tailed’ for
the past month. Thoy haven't done or
said a thing we haven't known. Wo
were all ready to follow them as soon
aa they'd landed you. And now we've
landed them—azll complata and lovely :”

“And who are -they?’ muttered
Jimmy, looking askance at the dejected
prisoners.

The masked man still lay quiet where

he had fallen, and the two plain-clothea
men stood watchfully over- the others,
while a third put a rough dressing on
the wounded leader’s hand. N

Tim did not answer at once, hut
stroked his chin-and glanced sidewiys
at Jimmy's flushed face.

“We-ell, I wasn't aimin’ to tell you
till  the  mornin’."”  He hesitobéd.
"BYnu*vﬁ had shocks cnough for fo-night.

LR :

“Rats 1’ Jimmy sprang to his feet
“MThey're my enemies,”Tim!  And I
know one of them already !

His finger pointed straight at tha
injured man. _ B

“Phat's Mr. Henry Sylvester, Tim—
the man who called himself my father’s
friend 1"

“Wha-at! Wh

It waz Tim ﬂsﬂcrn&'s turn to betray

startled amazement. His keen glance
sparched Jimmy through and through,
radually changing to grim smusement
Ie turned at [ast to hiz men.
“Pall off their masks,
sergeant ' he ordered quietly.
At the command the sergeant’s hand

ing firmly at the black

went out, gras m\?
hood covering the lcader’s face.

Jimmy braced himself for an ordeal.
After all these weeks he was to learn
the identities of his sceret, bitter
assailants, ,

Inch by inech the cowl came off—and
disclosed, not tho gaunt features of
Henry Sylvestor, as expected, but the
flabby, pain-distorted face of Charles
Ti::}:,é ::mj, the Railton bankcer!

The boy's jaw dropped: the breath
left his lungs in o harsh gasp. But the
stunning jolt he had received was
nothing tp what followed.

Just as deliberately the hoods were
dragged - from the heads of the other

please,

mien. Jimmy saw their facea as through

& dark, nouseating mist, choking back
the sob of horror that rose instontly to
his lipa.

Btending cowed and furtive between
the detectives ‘drooped Philip Brennan.
The masked man astretched at his fect
was Tony. .

His uacle and ¢ousint

Tim Osborne was just in time with

1 duzcdly,
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thoe chair as -Junmy staggered back-
wards under the crowning shock of all.

b ¥ ¥ 1 ]

Jimmy never knew how the noxt few
minutes passéd. To him they secmod
like years.. The hammer-stroko of Lhat
final double exposure left him sick and
shaken—too numb even to think for o
while. He could only sit and stare, con-
scious” of sympathetie glances from the
detectives, of Philip Brounan's haggard,
grey cheeks, and that Tony had returned
to his senses and was glaving up at lum

Aided by Tim's avm, Jimmy wrenchaed

himself at lenglh out of his chait

apain, savagely biting inte lips that
persisted 1n trembling.

“Uncle! Tonyv!" The words were
all ha could mgnage. A wild-beast
gnarl answerad him vieciously from the
foaor, . _

“¥og—unele and Tony!? Now that
the game was up, his eousin’zs dark eyes
blazed with the light of madness.

“That gives little Jimmy a jar—what ?
You - poor, confidin’ Willig-boy !
We've—-"

Tira Osborne snapped angry fingers.

“Bhut his jnw, and bhandeuff him
now ! he rapped. )

If Tony Brennan mcant teking defeat
that way, some rough handling might
bring him to his senses.

But it acted the opposite way, for
tha moment the men bent to obey the
order, Tony went mad.

From hizs position on the floor he
sprang suddenly to his feet, shouting
and spitbing out curses as he hurled
himself at his captors in a cyelone of
kioks and punches, his handsome face
hideous now in its malignant hatred.
BRaging and biting like a wild cat,
Tony crashed one man down, and tore
savagely into the other. The table
turned over:; o chair fellowed; "'im
Osborne leapt ipto the fight. Overborne
by sheer weight, the writhing South
African was swomped, and pinned to
earth howling and sobbing alternately.
The bedlam was awiul=—all eves were

lued te the fray. It was then that

hilip Brennan eame out of his slupor,
saw his chance, and took it!
- He must have known cscape was im-
possible. Yet, ‘crazed by the disaster.
end spurred by Tony's bysterical
shrieks,” he made a f{rantic attempt.
Handeouffed though he was, he suddenly
bounded to the window, brushing by
Jimmy, who made no attempt to hold
the terrified man, but watched him go.
stony-eyed:- ‘Tim was the first of the
officiale to heed the flight, and, shout-
ing en order, ho.sprang out of the
melee, reaching for his gun, just as
Philip Brennan left the gruunc]l in a
headlong jump, ducked his head, and
went smaa!u thirough the blind, window
and framework, in a rending, clattering
explosion of broken glees and wood.

1 watchers in the room paused in-
stinctively @z a thin seream of pain
came back to them, followed by the
thud of & heavy fall. Then Tim led

the rush.

“Bet he's crippled himself!® he
jerked. “Round the front, one of you,
quickly 1*

A man dived ‘through the door, the
others clambered gingerly through the
gaping window _and jamped to the
gar th a few feet below. Tip-
toeing to the window, Jimmy listened
with his heart in his mouth.

(Hes Jimmy's rascally unele escaped,
or has he Rilled himself? Don't -fail to

© oread next weekly instalment of thix

aicerful gerinl; (£ grip you no endf)
& Tye Micxer Lisrary.—No. 1,184,



8 THE
THE SECRET SNIPER!

(Continued from wpage 24.)

watched with the rest, merely because
it 15 my method te leave no stone un-
turned, cluded the shadowen apparently
by chance. That, and the cirenmstance
that no alttnck was made on you, my
lord, on his absent days turned my
attention to him  more particularvly;
and when he left the abbey on Wednes-
day, my assistant, Drake, shadowed
him and telephoned thae results te ine.
Even at that stage I cannot say that
1 had o definite suspicion—but  my
assistant’s. repart left no doubt.”

“8o0, I was watched!” camo
mutter from the erumpled figure. :

“You were 1.'|.'u1f{"h{'£, Parker,”" said
Ferreps Loecke. *“You were shadowed
to a rice wmeeting, where you were seen
stuking on cvery race before you pro-
cpeded to pay your usudl visit to your
relntives at Streatham”

“Good gad!"" muttered Lord Cavan

dulg N

“‘i‘lg_at,” =x1d Fervers Locke, " placed
me delinitely ‘on the téack. The duti-
ful seerctary, the mcﬂ!ﬂdie&'l' librarian,
the  cnthusiastic nnttquary, was
reckless plunger on the races—and a
most unticky gambler., ]

= E'!IE“'E_IIE, then, that side of Mr.
Parke’s “chnracter—so carcinlly hidden
that 1 ltad not suspected it before—I
Jai. my plans,” ‘zaid Locke. i £
boreowed your identity, Lord Cavan-
dale, m du?ifr to draw him. I dispatched
him te London to.day with a fake
message to myself.”

The wreteh in the chair muttered
a CuUrse.

“While he was gone I made a.care-
ful searéh of his rohnms. T cxantiwed
his . papers., Among them was an
ancient purﬂmtﬁut, on .which was in-
scribed. o plan of the secrel passages
and sliding_panéls in the abbey—which
I memorised for Tuture use. This was
the missing document—and it had been
in  Parker’s possession all the  time.

n a

It was scarcely necessary to ldok furthex

for the secret sniper—and the ghott
of Cavandale Abbey.” '
The peer nodded in silence.

MAGNET

garth he had worn .when playing the
part aof the phantom ahbot. In a drawer
was a leaded six-chambered revolver.
I took the liberty of extracting tho
bulleis from the eartridges.”

Parker made a movement. .

“That was why—" he hissed
between his teeth.

Ferrers. Locke smiled faintly.

" Ioxactly,™ he assented.

“Among the papers, also, }
communications from a firm of vl
aceountants,” he added, *from which
I learncd that Mr. Parker had backed
Black Pritce with. eight hundred
pounds—a large sum for him—more
than a month ago. He stood to lose
that sum—probably all he had—if
Maharajah ran in the Lanftham
Thousand, He stood to win nearly
three thousand pounds if Black' Prince
should be the winner. 1 lad guessed
his motive—but this made it ecleav”

wacd -a, moment,

“When Mr, Parker returned from
London this ovening T was already
sware, of course, that he was the man
I wanted. It remaincd to catch him
in the act. He found me in the roow
where he had already attempted. your
life, Lord Cavandale—found me thero
in your character—lotd. Cavandale, as
he believad.
going 1o bed in a guarter of an hour—
and 1 knew, as well as if he had told
me his intention, that within fifteen
minutes & shot would be fired from
the sccvet panel’

“Trapped I muttered the wreteh in
the chair.

“I hed alrcady, from knowledge
gained from the plan in . Parker's
dwwrcan, discovered the secret pame},”
resumed: Kerrers Locke, 1 bad ex-
plored tivwe secret passage, in factk, this
aftornoon, when other searchers avrived
on the spot.”” He gave Harry Wharton
& Co. a smile. gansr:quantlgr, a3 300N
as the shot was firved, 1 opened the
panel and was at the scoundrel’s heels
in - & twinkling—much to his surprise.
He fired a series ‘of blank cartridges
as he fled—ignorant of the fact thab
they were harmless.”

Parker ground his teeth.

Wero

1 told him that I was-

EVERY SATURDAY

will -take the man to Ashwood on a
harge of attempted murder.”

The constable dropped lis hanid oh
Parker's shoulder. Vhe scorctary
staggored to lis fect. .
Lord Cavandale looked at him in sad
silelice,

*And for such a motive, Parker, you
would have taken my life,” he said in
a low voice. 1 have never kuowingly
treated you 111"

“Fool ! Parker hissed the words
“What was the value of your life?
Have you o thought above horses—any
idega in your head beyoud the Tuorf!l

Your life was of no value. With ‘money

1 could have dome great thinge—great
things! They will never be done now-=-
and you—you will live to run horses—
in roces—ftool that you avel”

The constable led him from the room.

Lord Cavandale stood in silence for
some moments,  When bhe spolko again
his voice was low, ; :

“Aaharajali will run in the Lantham
Phousand,” he said, * Lut the Lantham
Thousand will be my last race. Heaven
forbid that any aclion of mine shonld
ever ugain tempt a man to crime !

] ] [ & *® -

Billy Bunter was indignant in the
moriing.

He had snoted through it all.

He told Harry Wharton & Co. that
they were beasts, and added, as an
aftorthought, that Jack Drake was o
beast, too.

Whteh lolt all of them quite unmoved,

Sfill, it was a comiort to Buntom
that the strangoe mystery of Cavandals
Abbey was & mystery no longer; the
dhndow of -peril was gone, and Billy
Rumter was able %o cat, sleap, and talk
te his heart’s eontont, without a worry
on  his -fat mind, until the time camoe
for the Removites to retorn to Grey-
friars for the new term.

THE - EXD.

(Be xure you get frext week's MaoNET
ehumz, T2 will comtain the first of
griafd ndw series of (Freyfriars yaras,
featuring  Harry Wharton & Co.
entitled : “ITHE ROY WITHOUT A

“In another locked receptacle,”’ con- “That is all,” said Ferrers Locke. NAME!" You're on & winner heve
tinued Ferrers Locke, ®was the rwonkish  * My '-J!ﬁ:?rk heve is done; .this officey lada!) :
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BIG REWARD
| OFFERED

LOST, in Friardale Lane, near Greyfriars,
A PERFORMING BLACKBEETLE. A

hansom reward will be paid for its returo,
dead or alive, to DICKY NUGENT, GREY-
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PINKER’S PALE

For Ailing Schoolboys!
Take a couple every evening, and enioy

Since taking & corse of your Pale Pills I
have grately reduced my superfloous fat:
and day by davy, in every wary, [ am gotting
better and botter."’

PINKER'S DRUG STORES, Cowrtfield. —

PILLS!

perfoct health. _.
(Groyfriars) writea :

M.P. KICKED OUT OF PARLIAMENT

“Bump Him!” “Chuck Him Out!”

MINISTERS HISSED

There was a etormoy meeting of the Eemove Parliament yeaterday,
The Prime Minister, My, H. Wharten, repretted to state that
the Leader of the Opposition, Mr. P, Todd, was not present,

A Member: * not 3 "

Prime Minister; * I regret to say that I dotted the honourabls
gentleman's noss this morning, and the homourabls gentleman
15 now in the sanny."

A heated debate emsued. The point under disoussion was
whether it wea legal for the Prime Minister ito dot a colleague’s
nose during an srgument. The Speaker, Mr. Johnny Bull, finished
the discussion by referring to the Statute Bool, whore the law
4,443, 1920 distinetly stoted :
ghall be regarded as legal for a Minister of State to dot
or pull the hoko
of any member of
the opposition, but
tho eaid Ministor
may not administer
a feurful thyashing
without tho consent
of & sub-com-
mittes.”

Mr, Harold Skin.-
ner {Lab. DAlen.
chestor) asked the
Firat Lord of the
Admiralty, Mr,
Yernon-3mith,when
the Romove were
going to have
motor-boats instead
of scullera.

Mr, Voernon-
Bmith: * Never.
Our rowing-boats ave praclically good enough——"

Mr. Skinner: * Yes—for tirewood.” __._m“__._m_mw of “Ordert™®
“Bhut up1™ “"Goonl" " Leave off!" eto.)

The Spesker banged tho table with his mallet and said he would
move the susponsion of the next member who interrupied the
proceod inga,

AMr. Bolsover: " Hip! pip | hurrah "

The Prime Miniater: * I move tho suspension of Mr. Bolaovor.”

The movernent was carried—likewise Mr. Bolsover.

Mr. Redwing asked the War Ministor, Mr. Bob Cherry, when
they were dae to put it across Higheliffe again,

Mr. Cherry: “ Ponsonby is %Eum chesky. He snowballed
tvo Remove fallowa in inrdale Lane last Tuesdoy., I have
arranged for o strong platoon to woylay Ponsonby shortly and
froz's-march him all round Kent.” (Loud cheers.)

AMr. Snoop: " May I ask the Prime Ministor if be has made out
the fcam for Abbotaford wﬁz 5

The Prime Minister: * I have. Squiff, Bull, Brown, Cherry,
Linley, Todd, Smithy, Nugent, Me, Penfold, Hurree-Singh."
{Loud yells, hisses, catcalls and groons.)

AMr. Skinnor ed to move that the eleven names just men.
ﬁaumn wﬁ chuc out of the feam on their necks. . (* Hear,

mﬂ_.n. —. ¥
.EH_E Prima Minister: “I beg to move that Alr. Skinnor be begged

move.'’

The proposition waa carried and Mr, Skinner hit the passage with
the back of his neck.

The Chanecellor of the Exchequer, Mr, Frank Nugent, said that,
as many of the football eubs were overdue, he should now proceed
fo collect the money from the defaulters.

There was a flash as Fisher T. Fish disappeared from the scene
like & vocket. The other mombers jam themselvea in the
doorway, In five minules the houss was cleared.

XI Whar. Cep.
“ It

WHO IS THE|

BIGGESTLIAR?

Novel Contest

For the firsat time in history,
tha Femove held a specihl fibber’s
contest. It seemed that ell
the ?_H"H_aﬂw _wu. the Remeove who
ean tell sue a0t whoppera
when :m@&iﬂﬂﬂ%ﬁﬁﬁ m_m._m, mﬂa
recognition. Herry Wharton ap-
pointed himself judge and the

prize for the best whopper was
a patr of glovea.

There were & number of entries
and scome very good fibs were
told.

Mr. Skinner was callad upon
first. He said :

“Thia morning, you fellows,
I called on Loder of the Sixth and
rebuked him. I told him I had
heard that he had been playing
the mwmnmw goat, and I eaid how
shocked I wan. Loder’seyes were
full of tears when I Gnished, and
he promiszed me he would reform.!”

Mr. Wharton: * Great pip!"

Lord Mauleverer ecame next.

“I ran al} round the Llose
before breakfast this mornin’,”
he paid. *“Con't tell you any
more. Too much fap.™

Mr. Fisher T. Fish said :

“I caloulate I saw a Third-
Form kid blubbering in the guad
yveaterday. X asked tho jay what
was up, and he said he had lost
a coupla cents. °* Cheer up, kid,’
1 gaid, * hyer’s & dollar for you,” *

“Oh crikey ™

Mr. Bnoop came next

“ I called {0 see Quelchy just
now,” he sald. * ﬁwﬁh.ﬁ&% shoolk
hands with me and said : * Snoop,

ou are a credit fo this Form, m

v.! *Notat all, gir,’ I anawered.
‘Yes, you are, said he. “You
know more Latin than I do, you
can do maths better than

(Continued in nexd colummn.)

__,H__wwn_m:.mu. and vou falk Fre

* Eﬂﬂ

_1,
NEW LUD( CHAMPIONS
INDOOR mfmm RESULT

SIX-A-SII FOOTER

The Great Indoor Sporta
took place on Wedneaday |
in the Remove. All the &
wera decided except the C
Championshi hich will fi
about next Easter--the B8li nd.
Down the Banisters, which _H._rnm.munmﬂwﬁ;m won by Vernon
minated in an unforescon mangmith, and t
in Mr. Quelch's study, snd {Todd, who was the only entrant.
Hauw...w.-ﬁh. which was interrup{The Indoor Long Jump took
by Mr. Loder with a cane. wﬁwgm m the Rag, and was won

Walking Downstairs on Mr. Wharton. Mr. Cherry
Hands was the first event. Miwould have won it, but he was
of the competitors dropped dodisqualified becausze he jumped
and subsequently slighted on fout of the window,
topa of their heads. Mr. Johd An indoor football match of
Bull won thia event, afterpsixa-gside was organised to finish
 strenuouns battle with Bolscfup ﬁwwﬁm.uﬂamnmmmﬂ Mr. %ﬂﬂﬁwﬂ

. - _ was res, and Vernon-Smith’s
{Condinued in next coliinm.) side played Wharton's XI. The
idoor of the Tap was one goal,
and the fireplaca the other. _

Mr. Peter Todd took a good !

jor (who overbalanced on the
tom  atair).

The Draughts Tournament fell
Mr. Hurree Singh. Mr. Bnoop,
ho cheated very cleverly, was

{Continued from previous colun

better than Monsieur Charpeni
I am ud of you, Snoop.'’
| Mr. Wharton was obsarved
turn slightly green.
“A fag ran mh.e..._ m-_m.mmm.w
assage just now,” ea aleg
w—.w or M. He winded ma,
 frabjous litile—I mean, he win
ma, 1 picked him up tends
and brushed him down, and
said : *Now, sonny, don’t
rush about so fast, or you'l
hurting yourself.” I gave hin
shilling and walked on.”
' “ Great Boott 1"
F “ Meeting a #ﬂl#&ﬂmm& tire
in Friardale Lane,” Alonzo Ty
stated, “1 was involved in
serious figtical encounter.
threatened me with acute _ﬁ_w B
discomfort unless I handed My -
a trifling pecuni emolumeshot & goal, and broke the electric
I incontinently used, wheaght, and Johnny Bull, playing
upon he delivered a hard higback, headed the clock off the
with some viclence st my dmsll. It didn't do Johnny's
phragm. I countered with pead any good, and the clock lees
fect upper-cut which stretch Sill. At r_m:&,.wﬂa E:E.__nu.w side
im in the rosdway, and I wallgwere winning by seven goals, an
on, leaving him for dead.” Jelectric light, a framed map of
“ Mum—my hat!" the world and & small table.

' William Ge Bunter rosef] There was great excitement
“T say,you lsllows,” he sqfuring the second half when the
* you all know that P'm a thorogpref ordered himself off for.an
gentleman—" miringement of the rules. After
“sNuff said1™ interrupijhe one, both sldes piled on
Wharton. * Qive him the prijgsels palore, -until neither aide

mew which was winning. The

He'a won it hands down.” '
winner, however, waa de-

Amid the applause of fjios .
erowd Mr, ﬁ:ﬁewm. was presenffdared to be Mr. Wingste's ash-
with the gloves, and immedistifplont, and as the ﬁ_»w%%mum limped
AW them for two jam-lefep to the dormi » they all
alf & packet of butiisgreed thet it had been a clean

e Ludo by Alonzo |

{ of probability, 0 oL
'l guacy. The weak point ia seen

4 thin

1 produce

*
I,

PUZZLING
- PUZZLES
PUZZLED OUT

Alonzo Todd Helps

_ I'have come across a roally very
fmngenious puzzle this week, my
dear fellows. I confess that the

answer is & trifle beyond me, but
no doubt saome of my clever readers
will be able to work it out. The
puzzle is to ascertain the exact
number of leguminons sceds of
mazarine hue which will reach the
approximete total of five. {Or,
put a little more E.EHM&. how
many blue beans make five 1)

Tt will be ebaorved at once that
this guestion is the kind of thing
to puzzle a Higher Mathema-
ticimn. No doubt & Senior
Wrangler or a Professor of
Trigonometry would be able to
arrive at the correct solution, but
it is a trifle beyond my powera.

Another ingenious puzzle con-
cerns the ovipariods activities
of a hen., It seema that a hen and
& half can lay an epg and a half in
a day and o hali. How many
egys, the questioner demands,

Jcan gix hens lay in six daye ?

Thia puzzle is open to serious
of truthfulness,
ut also of inades

faulta, not on

at onee. Holf & hem would
certainly not lay half an egg.
For onme thing the yolk and
albumen of the egg would bow
to the FM of :

vity and run
mﬁ&ﬂ#mmrm:.
and for another
half ahen -
would not be
m & state to
anys
thing, it being
patent to the
meanast m-
‘tellect that the
BOVETANCS of
the bird would
raduce both
halves to a
state of come
MH&@ moriificas
tion.

_.

But even supposing thoat this

puzzla i3 put rabolically, =
serious drawback arises in the
fact that we are not told which
cies of hen is the bird under
iscussion. It may be any bird.
I will inguire further, and if I
obtain any light on the matter,
I will gtate it fully and ecate-
gorically in the next jame,
(Not while Fm Editor, yov

| acotch, pd exciting game.

won't==H. W.)

BRING YOUR
LOVE AFFAIRS

To Auntie Skinner

- SAGE ADVICE
GIVEN

W. G. Buxster (Study No. T)
writes as follows : * Dear Auntis,
I have fallen in luv with a verry
rich fello named Lord Morleverer,
and I want to proposs to him that
I shood share his ptuddy, as I
am fedd up with that beeat Toddy.
What shall I do ‘abowt it ?"

Well, my dear Owl, I should
begin by sending his lordship a
few small love-tokens, like a
bunch of flowers, o mosegay of
violets or even & bow!l of parsuips.
After that I should call and
Wuuunmm very humbly to him. Ii

& agrees, vou may stes]l o re-
spectiu! kiss and move your-tra
into his study. If not, I should
__wnn%m out gquickly. I advise you

to dodpge, anyway.

still in the toila over Miss Fillis
Howl, He saya: “1 took her

Chaplin last Wensdoy, but she
was crying all the time. WWhat
on erthe doea this mena ¥ ™

It mesns, my dear Ioraee,
that the sight of your face is
encugh aven to make Miaa Fillis
t Howl,

Dicey Nucest (Becond Form)
writea bashfully: * Dare Anti-
SBlinner. I'm in luv and I doan't
kno what to do sbowt it. The
blushing obbject of my affech.
shuns is Mra. Mimble of the Tuck-
shopp. Hither2 she has seemed
unmnndiull of my reguard, and
she won't éven sllow me a jam
tart on tie. How ken I tell this
blushing mayden of my lnv 1"

Well, Richard, your case moves
me to the core. But are yvou surs
it is Mra. Mimble, or Mrs. Mimble’a
jam tarts that you really love ?

o many times in the past the
deep, true affection has turned
out 10 be merely cupboard love—
and when the cupboard is bare,
the love algo melts away.

My adviee to you is—make love
mﬂ.ﬁ:ﬂ_uﬁ Bogin operationa on a

ally Lunn and then on o
Madobne, and so on until you reach
a Maid of Honour. I{ you are
sceessiul with the latter, vou can
then turn your attentions to
Mre. Mimble herself.

I shouldn't marry Ler yeb
awhile, though. It wonld be =o
awhward for poor Mra. Mimble
| —beg w.n._;u on, Mra. Nugent—
to eontoss that she had a husband

in the Becond Form.

Honace Corer (Fifth Form) is

to the sinnyma fto see Charlie |

' FIRE OUT-
BREAK AT
GREYFRIARS

C.F.B. IN ACTION

Last wesk Coler of the Fifth
formed the Coker Fire Brigade.

The fire-engine wae a kind of
watering tank on wheela.

Coker Potter and Greene
into the Fire Brigade,
evidently very pleased with the
whole arrangement. He hoped
and Humua‘wm that there would be &
firs at yiriars, so that he could
ehow the achool what he could do.

As if in answer to his prayer,
a fire did break out yesterday.
It waas the woodshed.

The whole gchool dashed to the

i

and he was

epot. We were helping Gosling
to try t0 quench the flamea when
(thers was & loud clanging from
the direction of the quad.

It was Coker's Fire Brigade.
Thundering through the crowd
cames Coker, Potier and Greens;
with the old watering-tank jumps
ing up and down like a racing car.

atched by the admiring crowd
Coker fixed his two hosea. He
took ome, Potter the other, and
Greene seized the * Fire-buckits.”

Just them Mr. Quelch came on
the acone.

* What ia all this eommoiion,
my b—— Yahwawp!l"

Swoosh |

-The stream from Coker’s hose
took Mr. Quelch right in the
mouth, and knocked hua false teeth
out on to the ground.

Lot us draw tha usual curtain,
When Mr. Queloh recoveved lua
falst teeth and was able to speak,
the floodgates of his I Woro
cpened, and the vials of his wrath
poured on Coker. They poured
on FPotter. Th poured oD
Greene. He led t AWRY.

Coker waa gated for o month.
Potter and Greens wore let off.
The firg-engine was scld to a
serap-iron  merchant. And the
woodshed was buamed to a cinder,




