


                     THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                               In the Night! 
MIDNIGHT! 
  Ravenspur Grange lay buried in silence and slumber. 
  Harry Wharton stirred uneasily, and woke. 
 But He had been dreaming, dreaming of the strange and tragic events that had happened at the Grange since the Greyfriars 
party had arrived there. Perhaps it was the uneasy dream that had awakened him, or perhaps the chime of twelve from somewhere in the great house. 
  The August night was warm. The windows of the great room occupied by the Greyfriars fellows, high up in the old building, stood wide open to the night air. High over the park soared the full round moon.  The light fell in at the open window in a flood of silver. 
  Wharton sat up in bed. 
  “You fellows awake?” he whispered. He did not want to waken his chums, but he would have been glad enough if one of them had been awake. 
  But there was no answer to his whisper, only the steady breathing of the four juniors, fast asleep. 
 Wharton sat for a few minutes, and then laid his head on the pillow again. But he could not sleep. 
  A sense of oppression was upon him, a strange feeling  of impending  trouble. He slipped from his bed at last, and moved across to the nearest window, and stood looking out into the bright moonlight. 
  Under the window, black in the shadow of the house, lay the terrace, far below. Beyond it, bright in the moonlight, the gardens and the drive, and farther, a strange mass of lights and shades, the park. All was still and silent. 
  From one window below came a glimmer of a dim light. That was the window of Sir Richard Ravenspur’s room—the room where the baronet lay in uneasy slumber, or perhaps kept awake by the wound inflicted by an unknown hand. 
  Leaning on the sill amid the masses of clinging ivy, Harry Wharton looked out.  Some faint sound from the terrace below reached his ears. 
  He gazed downward, but where the shadow of the house fell, all was dark, and only the darkness met his eyes. 
  But he was certain that something was stirring. He listened intently, and in the stillness of the night, the faint sound of footsteps came to his ears. 
  Wharton felt a throb at his heart. 
  Someone was below—far below—on the shadowed terrace that ran before the house.  Someone who was stirring, while all the others slept 
  Faintly, but distinctly now that he strained his ears to listen, he heard the footsteps—passing and re-passing.  He listened , perplexed.Twice, the life of Sir Richard Ravenspur had been attempted, and the unknown assassin was at large The thought had come into Wharton’s mind, that the footsteps were those of the unknown, that in the hours of darkness, another attempt was to be made. But that could scarcely be. The faint footfalls passed, and passed again, and yet again, and he realised that the unseen man was pacing the long terrace from end to end. It was someone, sleepless like himself, who had gone out into the fresh air of the summer night. Someone, perhaps, keeping watch and ward, lest an attempt should be made to approach the baronet’s window in the night. 
  But Wharton did not feel at ease. He watched from the high window, trying to catch a glimpse of the figure that passed and re-passed below. 
  The pacing ceased, and a figure emerged into the moonlight, on the wide steps that led down from the terrace. 
  For some moments, as it descended the steps, it was full in the view of the schoolboy above, and Wharton recognised Captain Ravenspur. 
  A few moments, and the baronet’s brother disappeared into the shadow of the trees. 
  Wharton’s eyes gleamed. 
  It was Cecil Ravenspur who was awake and abroad at that late hour— the man whom the juniors suspected of the attempt on the baronet’s life. 
  Was it a guilty conscience, fear of accusation, of condemnation, that kept him from sleep? Or was it some desperate and murderous intention? 
  Yet what could he do? 
  Jervis, Sir Richard’s valet, was sitting up by his bedside, watching over his master.  Outside the room, the constable from Leyford, whom Inspector Cook had left on duty in the house, was watching.  No attempt could be made on the baronet without instant alarm being given. 
  But Wharton could not feel at ease.  He looked from the window, troubled in mind.  The captain’s tall form had disappeared in the shadows.  But as the junior watched, he saw it reappear, and Captain Ravenspur mounted the steps to the terrace again.  Wharton had a glimpse of his face in the bright moonlight as he came up; it was white, lined, seamed with brooding care.  It was not the face of a man whose mind was at ease.
  Straining his ears to listen, Wharton caught the faint sound of a door that opened and closed.
  The captain had gone into the house.
  Wharton turned away from the window.  He glanced at the beds occupied by his chums.  Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent and Hurree Singh, were sleeping soundly.  Wharton crossed to the door, opened it softly, and looking out into the darkness, listened.
  There was no sound from below.
  The great house was still.
  Probably Ravenspur had gone to his room, gone to bed.  Even if the junior’s suspicion of him was well founded, what could he do?  No one could enter the baronet’s room without giving the alarm to the constable in the corridor outside.  And Jervis was in the room with Sir Richard.  It was surely impossible that even a reckless and desperate man could be thinking of the repeating the attempt on the baronet’s life.  But Wharton could not dismiss the tears from his mind, and he resolved at last to go down, and make sure that all was safe.
  He stepped back into the room, and hastily threw on a few clothes over his pyjamas.  He did not wake his comrades.  It did not seem worth while to disturb their slumbers for a vague and probably groundless uneasiness in his own mind.
  Quietly, he stepped from the room, and groped his way in the darkness towards the stairs.
  With his hand on the banisters, he descended the staircase, making no sound with his slippered feet.
  The staircase led down to the old oaken gallery that surrounded the ancient oak panelled hall of Ravenspur Grange.  In the hall a light should have been burning, but all was dark now.  Inspector Cook had advised that the house should be kept lighted during the night, and Wharton remembered having heard Packington, the butler, giving instructions to the servants.  But the light was out now.
  Wharton felt his uneasiness intensify.
  In darkness, he felt his way to the corridor that led to the baronet’s room.  In that corridor, a light also should have been burning, but it was dark.  Yet the constable was there, the officer whom Inspector Cook had posted to keep watch over the safety of the master of the Grange.  It could not be by chance, or accident, that both lights had been turned out.  Wharton’s heart beat faster as he groped along in the darkness.
  What had happened to the constable on duty there?  There was no sound from him—no movement.  He was there in the darkness—asleep—or—
  At the end of the corridor, a high window let in a flood of moonlight.  The silvery glimmer reached as far as the door of the baronet’s room.
  The door was closed.  Outside, on a settee placed back to the wall, was a figure in uniform.  The Leyford constable was leaning back, but passed asleep.  There was a glimmer of moonlight on his unconscious face.
  Wharton touched him on the shoulder.  But the man did not wake. He shook him, and the heavy head sagged a little, but the eyes did not open.  The man’s breathing was a deep and regular, and seemed normal, but he was plunged in a sleep from which no shaking could have awakened him.  Wharton realised that, and he released the policeman’s shoulder, and stood staring at him, with fear and horror gathering in his heart.  It was not natural sleep that held the Leyford officer enchained, and Wharton knew that he must have been drugged.  The lights were out— the constable watching over the baronet’s safety drugged and insensible—and what was happening in Sir Richards room?

                    THE SECOND CHAPTER.

                            A deed in the dark!
HARRY WHARTON stood for a few moments, still, as if frozen with the horror that was stealing over him.  There could be no doubt now—what he had seen was proof.  In the dark hours, the unknown assassin—whether Cecil Ravenspur or another—was at work, and in those moments the life of the Sir Richard Ravenspur was in deadly danger.  
  It was that thought which roused the schoolboy to action.
  He pulled himself together, repressing the eerie dread that was thrilling all his nerves.  He shut his teeth hard, and stepped to the door of the baronet’s room.
  It opened to his touch.
  Silently it opened, and Wharton, with staring eyes, looked into the room.

 

  The night-light, a small shaded electric bulb, burned dimly. 
  There was no sound. 
  Wharton stepped into the room, leaving the door ajar. He gazed about him, wondering. 
  In the great, old-fashioned bed, with its canopy, Sir Richard Ravenspur lay sleeping. Wharton could see his profile, as his head lay on the piIlow—the fine, well-cut features, white and worn. 
  In an armchair drawn to the bedside, sat Jervis, the valet. He, too, was asleep. 
  Wharton drew a deep breath. 
  Quietly he stepped into the room towards the bed. Danger threatened, he was certain of that. But whatever it was that threatened, it hadn’t happened yet. 
  He bent over Jervis. 
  The valet, a man of about forty, with a smooth, suave, clean-shaven fare, slept profoundly. He had been in Sir Richard’s service for twenty years, and the baronet trusted him implicitly. Sir Richard himself had chosen him to keep watch by the bedside that night. Yet he was sleeping at his post, like the Leyford constable outside the room. 
  Wharton shook him by the shoulder. 
  From a natural sleep, Jervis would have started at once. But it was no natural sleep in which he was sunk. The eyes did not open, and he stirred only under Wharton’s hand, and when the junior released him again. he lay still, leaning back like a log in the chair. 
 “Drugged!” muttered Wharton. 
  It was only too certain. Two men, who should have been wakeful, and watching over the safety of the master of the Grange, were plunged in sleep from which it was impossible to wake them, and Sir Richard, lying bandaged in his bed, was at the mercy of the unknown assassin. They had been drugged—there could be no doubt of that. And that was a proof of what was already more than suspected—that the assassin was one of the household of the Grange—no other could have administered the drug to the constable and the valet. The junior thought of Captain Ravenspur, and his eyes gleamed. The man had been pacing the terrace, uneasy, unquiet, while he had waited for the drug to work, while he waited till all was sure. It seemed certain to Wharton, as he stood there, gazing at the insensible valet. Now, at any moment, the assassin might come—with nothing, as he believed, to stand between him and the accomplishment of his object. 
  Sir Richard Ravenspur was sleeping soundly. It was probable that Dr. Wood had given him a sleeping-draught.  He was not likely to wake— till the fatal blow was struck. 
  Harry Wharton breathed hard, his heart throbbing. He was alone, unarmed, a schoolboy, matched against a desperate man when he came. He thought rapidly. To call his chums— that meant leaving Sir Richard at the mercy of his enemy, if only for a few minutes.  And one minute might be enough! To shout from the door and awaken the household— even then help might not come in time— the assasin might be at the door in that very moment. But that was the best he could do, he realised that. To alarm the household, to awaken all those within hearing — 
  He caught his breath and, for a moment, his heart missed a beat. No sound reached him, no faintest footfall, but where the door stood ajar, a hand reached into the room, a slim, long, white hand. 
  Wharton’s eyes fixed on it, spellbound. 
  Only for a second he saw it, then the hand touched the lighting switch, there was the faintest of clicks, and the room was plunged into instant darkness. 
  Wharton stood still, his heart beating to suffocation. 
  The unknown was there! 
  There, at the door of the room of the man whose life he sought—there in the darkness with only a schoolboy between him and his victim. 
  There was the faintest of sounds as the heavy door swung farther open on its well-oiled hinges. The faintest of footfalls as an unseen figure crossed the room towards the canopied bed, faint footfalls of a man who knew well the interior of the room, and who came direct towards his objective, swiftly, without a pause, in dense darkness. 
  Wharton shut his teeth hard, and clenched his hands. 
  Like a blacker shadow amid blackness, something loomed in the darkness, and Wharton, striking desperately with both fists, felt them crash on an unseen form, and there was a breathless gasp from the man he had struck. 
  The black shadow seemed to reel for a second in the surprise of that unexpected attack. The next second, hands were on Wharton in the darkness. 
  But in that second, a wild and desperate shout had pealed from the junior’s lips, ringing far and wide through the sleeping house. 
  Help!
  Then he was struggling. 
  He heard a gasping breath from his assailant, but that was all. No word— no sound of a voice he might have known, but the powerful grip that was on him told him one thing, at least; it was a young man in whose hands he was fighting for his life.  A young man, and a powerful one, and not the slightest doubt was in his mind that it was Captain Ravenspur. 
 “Help!” shrieked Wharton are second time, as he struggled madly with the unseen figure in the darkness. 
  A grip was on his throat, choking back the cry he would have repeated. But from somewhere in the house came the sound of an opening door. 
  The alarm was given! 
  The grip on Wharton’s throat relaxed, the grasp on him was gone. He stood, panting, reeling, dizzy, and then he understood that the unseen man, alarmed, fearful for his own safety, was retreating. The junior’s presence in the baronet’s room must have taken him utterly by surprise, and his attack had come with the viciousness of a startled wild beast; but with the schoolboy’s desperate cry ringing through the house, he realised that he had no moment to lose, if he was to escape undiscovered. Wharton understood—he knew that the assassin was gliding swiftly back to the door by which he had entered, and he rushed desperately in pursuit. To grasp him, to hold him, if but for a minute, till help came—till there was a light. 
  There was a crash as Wharton came in contact with the invisible figure, a few feet from the doorway. 
  “Help!” shrieked Wharton, as he grasped at it. “Help! Oh, help !” 
  He heard a snarl. 
  The figure turned on him again—a hand caught him—and then something crashed on his head, and his senses spun. For an instant, a thousand wild lights danced before Wharton’s eyes as he staggered under the crashing blow from a heavy weapon; then he crashed to the floor, senseless, and all was darkness. 
                       THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                      The Hand of a Ravenspur! 
“HARRY!” 
  Frank Nugent’s voice, coming as it seemed faintly through veiling mists, was the first thing of which Wharton was conscious. 
  He stirred. 
  His eyes opened, staring wildly. He was in bed—a shaded light burned— the surroundings were familiar to his eyes. His head felt wet, and it ached terribly. Had he been dreaming?  Recollection told him of his groping down the dark staircase, of a struggle in the dark in the sick man’s room, yet here he was, in bed, with his chums gathered round the bedside— other figures, dimmer, in the background. What had happened? Was that fearful experience nothing but a dream? 
  “Harry!  Keep still, old chap!” whispered Nugent. 
  “What—” muttered Wharton. 
  “You’ve had a knock! The doctor’s here—keep still.”  
  Then it was no dream. Frank was kneeling by the bedside, his anxious eyes on his chum.  Behind him, Wharton made out the plump figure of Dr. Wood, the doctor from Leyford.  Then he must have been unconscious a long time; it must have taken some time to bring the medical man from Leyford.  He tried to think, but his brain was whirling. He felt bandages on his head—he recalled that cruel, crashing blow. He had been stunned, and his senses were slowly emerging from the mist!” 
  “Sir Richard—” Wharton barely articulated the words. “is he safe?” 
  “Quite safe!” 
  “You’re sure?” muttered Wharton. 
  “Quite sure, old chap—the poIice are watching him now—” 
  “Better not speak, my boy.” came Dr. Wood’s voice, seeming strangely far away in Wharton’s ears. “Rest awhile; you can speak later!” but
  Wharton lay silent. 
  The pain in his head was cruel and searching. But he felt the relief of knowing that the baronet was safe. He had, at least, saved Sir Richard Ravenspur from the assassin’s hand. 
 Another voice spoke, a voice Wharton knew. It was that of Inspector Cook. So the inspector was there, too! Hours, perhaps, had elapsed since be had been struck down in Sir Richard’s room. 
  “You think I’d better not speak to the boy, sir?” 
  “Give him time, Mr. Cook.” It was the doctor’s voice. “He has had a hard blow—a severe shock! Give him time.” 
  “I will wait.” 
  Wharton uttered no word. But he felt his brain clearing more and more, his faculties reasserting themselves. Sir Richard was safe—it was evident that Wharton’s cries for help had been heard and answered. The assassin had struck him down to make his own escape, but had had no time to carry out his deadly purpose. But had he escaped? 
  His eyes turned on Nugent’s face. Frank was white, almost haggard, with anxiety.  Harry smiled faintly. 
  “It’s all right, old chap,” he whispered. “Only a knock! I’ll be as right as rain soon.” 
  He made a movement to lift his head. The throb of pain that followed made him sink back. 
  “Quiet, old fellow!” whispered Nugent. 
  Minutes passed—how many Wharton never knew. Many minutes—perhaps half an hour before he spoke again. But he spoke at last.
  “Did they get him” 
  “Who, old chap?” 
  “The man in Sir Richard’s room.” 
  “Jervis—” 
  “The man who struck me down.” 
  “No one was found with you there, old fellow. Only Sir Richard and Jervis—both fast asleep.” 
  “Then he got away?” muttered Wharton, disappointed. 
  “He must have.” 
  “He was not even seen?” 
  “No.” 
  “The boy can speak now, doctor!” came Inspector Cook’s voice. The Leyford official was eager, impatient to hear what the junior could tell him. 
  Apparently the doctor assented, for the Leyford inspector came to the bedside, Nugent standing aside for him.  The police inspectors keen, searching eyes rested on the pallid face on the pillow.  
  “ Do you feel able to tell me what happened, now, Master Wharton?” he asked. 
   “Yes, yes,” breathed Wharton. “I want to tell you! It was someone in the house— I think it was—” 
  He broke off. Not a glimpse had he had of the figure with which he had grappled in the dark, and it was unfair to say that he believed that it was Cecil Ravenspur, though the belief was deeply rooted in his mind. 
  “You went down to Sir Richard’s room—” 
  “ Yes, yes.” 
  “What made you go down?” 
  “I woke up.” said Harry in a low voice;  “that was midnight. I saw Captain Ravenspur walking on the terrace——” 
  The inspector started slightly. 
  Sir Richard’s brother?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “You are sure that you saw him—and recognised him—stirring at that hour of the night?” 
  “I will swear it.  ”
  “There is no need to question the boy on that point,” broke in another voice, in cool, incisive tones.  “I walked on the terrace till past midnight, Mr. Cook—I could not sleep.”   Wharton realised that it was first Cecil Ravenspur speaking.”I let myself into the house again at about a quarter past twelve, I think, and went to my room.” 
  “I am questioning Wharton now, Captain Ravenspur.  ” said the inspector, in icy tones. “I shall be glad to take your statement later.” 
  “As you please!” came the careless reply; and though Wharton could not see the speaker, he knew that Cecil Ravenspur shrugged his shoulders. 
  “It was because you saw Captain Ravenspur on the terrace that you went downstairs, Master Wharton?” 
  “Partly that,” said Harry, “but I was uneasy, anyhow. I think I should have gone down in any case. The lights were turned out—” 
 “It was understood that the rights were to be left on.” said Mr. Cook.  “You are sure they were out?” 
  “Yes. I groped my way to Sir Richards’s room, feeling that something was wrong. I found the constable asleep—” 
  “He is still sleeping.” said Mr. Cook grimly, “and Jervis has not yet awakened. Both had been drugged. 
  “You have no doubt about that, Dr. Wood?” 
  “None whatever,” came the doctor’s voice. 
  “I guessed so,” said Harry; “I could not waken them.  I was going to alarm the house, when—when—” He shuddered.  ‘Someone reached into the room and turned off the light, and crept towards Sir Richard’s bed. I struck at him, and struggled with him—and then—” 
  “You were struck on the head, and stunned,” said Mr. Cook.  “This struggle that you describe took place in the dark?” 
  “Yes.”
  “Then you saw nothing of the man?” exclaimed Mr. Cook, in a tone of deep disappointment. 
  “Nothing,” said Harry. “Only the hand that reached in at the door, and turned the light off at the switch.” 
  “That is something. A description of a hand is something,” said Mr. Cook. 
  “I saw for only a second, as the light went out.” said Harry. “I could not say that I should know it again.” 
  “We shall see.” Mr. Cook’s voice showed that he had found, at least, some slight cause for satisfaction. 
 “Was it a large hand—a rough or coarse hand, for instance?” 
  “No. I am not sure of that.” 
  “A white hand—a carefully kept hand?” asked the inspector. “The hand of a man unaccustomed to manual labour?” 
  “Yes, I can say that much.” 
  “That is something.  ” said Mr. Cook. “That may be much. If you can, my boy, try to recall it more clearly.” 
  Wharton was silent for some minutes. He was trying to visualise, mentally, the hand that had slipped in at the door and turned off the light. In his mind’s eye he could see it again; it was burned on his brain like a living picture. He spoke again at last. 
  “It was a slim hand,” he said. “A slim and well kept hand. I am certain of that. It was like—like——” 
  “Like a hand you have seen?” 
  Wharton felt the hush in the room, as the inspector waited for his answer. He answered slowly, 
  “Yes.   It was like Sir Richard Ravenspur’s own hand—or——the hand of a relation of his.” 
 “The Ravenspur hand!” said Mr. Cook, with a note of exultation in his voice. “ Slim, white, with rather long fingers——” 
   “Yes, yes.  ” 
  “It could not, of course, have been Sir Richard’s hand, as he was sleeping in bed. The hand of another Ravenspur.” 
  Wharton did not answer. There was only the baronet’s brother in the house, who bore the name of Ravenspur. But in his heart, there was the conviction that it was the captain’s hand he had seen. He had not thought of it at the moment, but he thought of it now, and was sure of it. The Ravenspur hand was distinctive, slim, white, with long fingers—the hand of an artist. It was 
from his Ravenspur blood that Frank Nugent derived the delicate white hands that had often been remarked on in the Greyfriars Remove. Wharton would have sworn that it was the hand of one of the Ravenspur blood that he had seen switch off the light in the barornet’s room. 
  The silence was broken by the mocking, cynical voice  of Captain Ravenspur. 
  “Why not ask the boy directly whether it was my hand he saw? That is in your mind, Mr. Cook.” 
  The Leyford inspector made no rejoinder to that remark.   Wharton’s eyes turned on the figure of the captain, standing a little distance back. Cecil Ravenspur was cool, calm, sardonic, as Wharton had seen him before. If he realised that he stood in danger it had no effect on him nerves.
 A gleam came into the juniors eyes as he looked at him. No shadow of doubt was in his mind that it was Cecil Ravenspur with whom he had struggled in the darkness in the barornet’s room. 
  The captain met his glance and smiled ironically. 
  “It was not I, my boy, he said lightly. “I see that thought in your face; but it was not I. I was awakened by your cries, and came—with five or six others.  That is all I know.” 
 “You can tell me no more, Master Wharton?” asked the inspector, taking no heed of the captain. 
  “No, sir.” 
  “Very well. I had hoped that you might have seen the man; but 
at least you have been able to tell me something. Rest now, my lad—you need rest.” 
 There was a movement in the room. Something was placed to Wharton’s lips, and he drank. His head sank on the pillow, and he slept again. 
                       THE FOURTH CHAPTER.  

                              Guilty or Innocent? 
CAPTAIN RAVENSPUR lounged in a deep leather armchair in the smoke-room, his long legs stretched on another chair, a cigar between his teeth. The sun of an August morning glowed in at the windows; but the hour was yet early. 
  In spite of the earliness  of the hour, Cecil Ravenspur was smoking a black Trichinopoli cigar, and sipping from a glass which stood on a little table at his elbow. 
  The captain, evidently, was a careless man in matters of health. As he loungcd in the chair, smoking the cigar, and staring at the sunlit windows his brow was darkly lined and clouded. Save for himself the room was empty; and Cecil Ravenspur alone, had dropped his cloak of cool insouciance, and his look showed him a man on whose shoulders sat black care.  His hard, reckless, clouded face looked old in the bright sunlight of the summer morning. 
 Cecil Ravenspur was a young man, not yet out of the thirties; many years younger than his brother, the baronet. But that morning he looked old and worn. 
  Innocent or guilty, the baronet’s brother was in a position that might have given any man food for painful thought. Dark despondency made his face almost haggard as he sat there. That the Greyfriars juniors suspected him, that their suspicion was shared by the Leyford Inspector, the captain knew only too well; and he knew, too that his brother struggled hard against suspicion, without being quite able to overcome it. Even Sir Richard’s unsuspicious, trusting mind was tinctured with doubt. 
  But as the door moved, the dark despondency vanished from the captain’s face, the cloud from his brow, the limpness from his lounging figure. As Inspector Cook entered the room, he did not see the man of a moment before, bowed down by black care. He saw a cool, debonair, Army man, lazily smoking a cigar, with a half-mocking smile on his lips. 
  Whatever he was, whatever he might be, Cecil Ravenspur was not the man to wear his heart upon his sleeve. No searching eye was ever to be allowed to discover a chink in his armour. 
  His lazy glance turned towards the ruddy inspector from Leyford, but he gave no other sign of having observed his entrance. He had no politeness to waste upon an official whom he regarded or affected to regard, as an obtuse blunderer. 
  Inspector Cook came across to him, a faint flush in his cheeks, a glitter in his eyes. He felt the contempt that the Army man was at no pains to conceal, and it stung him deeply. Certainly, the inspector, in summing up the matter, was not likely to err on the side of leniency towards Cecil Ravenspur.  As if from sheer, reckless bravado, the captain seemed to delight In stirring the police inspector’s dislike and distrust, careless if it added to the danger in which he undoubtedly stood. 
 “A few words with you, sir, if you havc the time,” said Mr. Cook, breathing heavily. 
  “I am quite at your service,” said the captain. ‘Naturally, you desire a statement from me. I believe you have taken one from every other person in the house already.” 
  “I have my duty to do, sir,” said Mr. Cook. 
  “Oh, quite!” yawned the captain. 
  “No trace, sir, has yet been discovered of the unknown person who entered Sir Richard’s room last night,” said Mr. Cook. “But there can be no douht that it was the same person who fired at him yesterday, and inflicted the wound from which he is still suffering.”
  “Cela va sans dire!” drawled the captain. 
  “What?” 
  “Excuse me.” said Cecil Ravenspur, with insulting politeness. “I forgot that you are probably unacquainted with French. I remarked that that goes without sayin’.” 
  “English is good enough for me, sir!” said Mr. Cook, breathing harder. It may please you to treat this matter in a jesting spirit, Captain Ravenspur; but you will not find others regarding the attempted murder of your brother as a jest.” 
  Captain Ravenspur’s face became grave. 
  “That is no jest to me, Mr. Cook.” he said. “But your childish suspicions of me personally are undoubtedly a jest. How else can I regard them?” 
 “We shall see!” said the Leyford inspector. “ I have stated no suspicions, so far—” 
  “There is no person in the house, from the butler to the kitchen maids, unacquainted with them, I think,” said the captain disdainfully. 
  “Let us keep to the point, sir! An attack was made on your brother last night, or intended—only the intervention of a schoolboy saved his life. That is clear. The boy saw nothing of the intended murderer but his hand—a hand that had all the characteristics of the Ravenspur hand.” 
  “Imagination goes a long way with an excited and frightened boy,” said the captain. 
  “The boy no doubt was excited, but he certainly was not frightened, as he tackled a man whom he knew to be a dangerous villain, and whom he must have guessed to be armed.” 
  “A plucky lad, certainly,” assented the captain. “A lad I should like—had he not made up his foolish mind that I am an intended fratricide.” 
  “I should like to know exactly what occurred in this house last night, from your own experience, sir?” 
  “That is soon told. After strolling on the terrace, and in the gardens, for some time, I let myself in, and went to bed. Having tired myself out with walking, I naturally slept.” 
  “ And you were awakened—” 
  “By cries for help,” assented the captain. “I ran from my room at once, and was, I think, the first to reach my brother’s room. Packington, the butler, and James, the footman, were dose behind me, however, and, I think, five or six other persons not far away.” 
  “You found Wharton—” 
  “I switched on the light, finding the room in darkness, and saw the boy lying senseless on the floor. Others saw him at almost the same second,” added the captain, his voice rising a little.      
  “Packington was at my very elbow” 
  “You saw no one leaving Sir Richard’s room?” 
  “No one.” 
  “Yet you must have been on the spot, very quickly after the boy was struck down and stunned.” 
  “The corridor was dark—except for the moonlight at the window. The light was turned on, by Packington, I think, as he followed me. ” The captain gave a shrug of the shoulders. “No one else saw anyone leaving my brother’s room, either, sir. Bear that in mind.” 
 “It is fairly well established, sir, that Sir Richard’s unknown assailant is a member of this household.” said Mr. Cook. “He may, therefore, have affected to be hastening towards the room in response to the cries for help, when in reality he had just quitted it.” 
  “Very likely!” assented the captain. 
  “But such a circumstance points as much, I presume, to the butler, the footman, and several others, as to me, Mr. Cook.” 
  “No doubt!” said the inspector drily. 
  The captain set his lips his lips a little. 
  “I read your thoughts, sir.” he said sardonically. “You arc thinking that the butler, the footmen, and the others will not inherit a title and ten thousand a year if Sir Richard should die,” 
  “My thoughts are my own, sir” said the inspector, a little taken aback. 
  “Oh, quite!  But since you do not deny that such thoughts were in your mind, may I point out a weak spot in the chain of reasoning?” sneered the captain.  “I am the heir presumptive to the title and estates of Ravenspur; but if my nephew Edgar still lives, as is quite likely, title and estates go to him in the event of Sir Richard’s death.” He smiled sarcastically. “I can assure you, sir, that 1 have tried to raise money, in vain, on my prospects as my brother’s heir. The moneylenders desire to be assured that Edgar Ravenspur ‘s dead before they will lend on my prospects; and I can give them no such assurance,” 
  The inspector was silent. 
  “As Edgar’s father was my elder brother, nearer Sir Richard’s age than my own, I presume that I need not inform you that, if he lives, he is Sir Richard’s heir?” drawlpd the captain. 
  “He is supposed to be dead,” said Mr. Cook. “I understand that he want abroad years ago, that no word has ever been received from him, and that he is believed to be dead.” 
  “The wish being father to the thought,” smiled the captain. ‘He was a scapegrace and a wastrel, a disgrace to the name of Ravenspur. Not unlike his Uncle Cecil,” he added coolly, “but tarred with a blacker brush.  Whether he lives no one knows for certain; but if he lives, Sir Richard’s death would undoubtedly draw him back from the ends of the earth; and my crime, if I were to commit such a crime, would be purely for his benefit.” The captain yawncd. “It is bear that in mind Mr. Cook, before you determine that I have planned Sir Richard’s death for the sake of his inheritance.” 
  There was a long silence in the smoke room.  The captain’s words seemed to have given Mr. Cook food for thought. Like all who lived near the Grange, and knew the Ravenspur family, he had always looked on the captain as heir to his brother, if Sir Richard remained unmarried, which was likely enough at the baronet’s age. Sir Richard certainly treated his younger brother as his prospective heir. Yet, it certainly was the case that the death of Edgar Ravenspur had never been proved and that if he lived, title and estates would go to him, leaving the captain what he was now, a penniless dependent on the master of the Grange. 
  Captain Ravenspur smoked his cigar, looking over the curling smoke at the thoughtful, puzzled face of the Leyford inspector, it was plain that he had, to some extent, given the inspector a shock. 
  “Are there any more questions?” the captain asked at last.  “This is my hour for riding, sir, when you are done with me. 
  “You do not admit that you can tell me anything more?” 
  “There is nothing more to tell, so far as I am concerned.” 
  The inspector’s eyes narrowed at him. How do you account for the fact that when the servants for you at the door of your brother’s room last night you were fully dressed?” he jerked out. 
“You have told me that you left your bed, awakened by cries for  help—” 
  The captain laughed. 
  “It is easily explained, sir!  I had tired myself out with walking, as I said, and threw myself on my bed without undressing.” 
  The inspector was silent again. 
  “Someone in this household administered a drug to the constable on duty and to Jervis, Sir Richard’s man,” he said at last. 
  It appears so.” 
  “i have now been able to question them.” said the inspector. “Neither can throw any light on the matter; and it would appear that the drug was somehow introduced into their food or drink at supper. You can give gave no hint as to who may have introduced it!” 
  “None!  That is hardly within my purview.  ” said the captain. “Packington may be able to help you there.” 
  He yawned and rose. 
  “May I suggest that there is one slight matter you have forgotten, sir?” he asked, with a sneer. 
  Inspector Cook started. 
  “What have I forgotten, if you please?” he jerked out. 
  “I have had no experience, of course, as a detective officer,” smiled the captain, “but 1 believe it is a rule, when questioning a suspected person, to warn him that anythin’ he may say may be taken down to be used in evidence against him. You have omitted the usual warnin’, sir.” 
  The inspector flushed red. 
  “i have taken your statement, sir, as a member of Sir Richard Ravenspur’s household, not as that of a suspected person!” he snapped. 
  “Then I am to take it that I am not under suspicion?” asked Captain Cecil Ravenspur in a tone of bitter raillery. 
  “Officially, no!” said the inspector, after a pause. 
  “Unofficially, yes!” smiled the captain. “I understand, sir! I will leave you now to your mare’s nests and wild goose chases; only suggesting that the attempted murderer of my brother is probably laughin’ at you, sir, white you are playing the fool!” 
  With that Captain Ravenspur swung out of the smoke-room. leaving the Leyford inspector staring after him and trembling with rage. 
                                      — 
                    THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
      In Sir Richard’s Room! 

PACKINGTON, th butler, gave his deferential cough as he stood 
in the doorway of Sir Richard Ravenspur’s room. 
  It was the afternoon, and Sir Richard sat up in bed, propped on pillows and cushions, his fine old face pale and worn. The glancing bullet that had struck him the night before, fired from the terrace into the library, had not, after all inflicted a severe injury. But the baronet was confined to his room, and it was likely to be some days, at least, before he was able to leave it. 
Jervis, who was acting as nurse to his master, was in the room; and Harry Wharton & Co. were there at the present moment. Sir Richard had sent for them, aware now that he owed his life to Wharton’s intervention in the night. 
 He was speaking to Harry, who sat by the bedside with his head still bandaged, when the butler appeared. 
 The baronet glanced towards Packington. The butler, with his silent tread and his slight limp, came into the room. 
 “If you will excuse me, Sir Richard—” 
 “What is it, Packington?” 
 “I have taken a telephone call from Dr Wood, sir.” said the butler, in his quiet, deferential tones. 
  “Yes?” 
  “Dr. Wood is calling again this evening, sir,” said Packington. “But he has telephoned that he is sending his assistant this afternoon.” 
“I did not expect a call from the doctor this afternoon, Packington.” 
  “No, sir; but Dr. Wood stated that he thought it best to let his assistant, Mr. Payne, call—” 
 “Very well.  ” said Sir Richard. 
 “Mr. Payne will be here at four o’clock, sir,” said the butler. “No doubt you will desire me to show him up when he comes.” 
  “Certainly Packington!”
  “Very good, sir!” 
   The butler made a movement to go. 
   Sir Richard Ravenspur detained him with a gesture. 
  “One moment, Packington! Is Captain Ravenspur in the house?” 
  “No, sir; he has gone out in the car.” answered Packington. 
  “Very well.” 
  The butler noiselessly disappeared. 
  Sir Richard turned to the juniors again. It seemed to them that he was relieved to learn that his brother was absent. That day, they knew, the captain had not come to his rootis, and it looked as if lee wa. avoiding, it. 
That was easy to understand, if he was a guilty man. .Uut it was easy to understand, too, if ho felt himself the object of undeserved suspicion. The juniors knew, and the captain knew, that doubt had crept into the baronet’s mind. It was quite certain that if the captain was an innocent man, circumstances were very much against him; and that his own careless thoughtlessness was calculated to make the circumstances look blacker. 
 “My boys,” said Sir Richard, in a low but steady voice, “yesterday I asked you to leave my house, offended by your suspicion of my brother. On that point I will say nothing; but 1 will say that if you care to remain my guests, I shall be glad—very glad and comforted. I know how much I owe to you, Wharton—last night you saved my life. And you, Frank—” 
  “We shall be glad to stay, uncle,” said Nugent earnestly, “until this horrible mystery is cleared up—until you are safe—” 
  “I am not sure that I desire it to be cleared up,” said the baronet, with a contraction of the brow. “If the result should be an indelible stain on the name of Ravenspur, I could find it in my heart to wish that the assassin’s bullet had gone to its mark.  ” He checked himself. “But you boys were on a holiday tour, and to stay in this house of mystery and gloom and crime—are you prepared to do that?” 
  “We want to stay, sir!” said Harry Wharton. 
  “The wantfulness is terrific and preposterous, honoured sahib!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “In my absurd opinion the stickfulness is the proper caper.” 
  The baronet’s grave, troubled face broke into a smile. Hurree Singh’s flow of English had the effect, for the moment, of banishing the clouds from his brow. 
  “It is possible that peril may threaten you if you remain here, my boys.” Sir Richard said slowly. 
 “I don’t see —” began Bob Cherry. “Anyhow, that wouldn’t make any difference to us, sir.” 
  “No fear!” said Johnny Bull emphatically. 
  “Danger or no danger, we’re staying, uncle,” said Frank.  “I’m only too jolly glad we came here when we did!” 
  “I shall be glad if you remain: but remember, if you should change your mind on that point, I shall think it quite natural. ” 
  “We shan’t change our mind,” said Harry Wharton, “and we hope to help in clearing up this mystery, sir.  We shall be on our guard, and on the watch.” 
  “The watchfulness will be terrific.” 
  The baronet nodded. 
  “Very well; that is settled, then. I cannot forget that had you not been here I should be a dead man.” 
  “I want to make a suggestion, sir, if I may.” said Harry. 
  “By all means.” 
  “Until that villain, sir, is found out, and while you are in danger, I think one of us should sleep in the dressing-room next to this room.” said Harry. “The door can be left open at night. Last night that villain succeeded in drugging both the constable and your man Jervis. It would be safer with someone else near at hand.” 
  “We’d take night duty in turns,” said Bob. “A jolly good idea, sir, if you approve.” 
  Sir Richard smiled. 
  “I certainly approve,” he said. “I will give instructions for the dressing-room to be prepared. It is a most excellent idea.” 
  That matter was settled when the juniors left the baronet’s room. Frank Nugent remained with his uncle. The Famous Five had agreed among themselves that one of the party should be always in or near the baronet’s room, day and night, so long as the mysterious danger threatened their host, and so long as he was confined to his room. 
  “Ring the bell for Packington, Frank!” said Sir Richard, when the other juniors were gone. “I will give him instructions about the dressing-room.” 
  Frank touched the bell for the butler. But it was James, the the footmen, who answered it. 
  “Where is Packington?” asked Sir Richard. 
 “He is gone to his room, sir, and gave orders not to be disturbed, sir.” said James. “He has one of’ his attacks, sir.” 
 “Very will, do not disturb him,” said Sir Richard; and he gave his instructions to the footman, who proceeded to see them carried out. 
  “Poor Parkington!” said the baronet. “No doubt the disturbance in the night has upset his nerves.” 
  Frank made no rejoinder. It had struck him as curious that his uncle retained the services of a butler who was so frequently unfit for duty, and who apparently gave himself leave of absence without requesting it. Sir Richard glanced at him, and smiled. 
“Packington is an invaluable servant, Frank.” he said. “He was in the War— you have noticed the limp, of course. One must be tolerant with a man who suffered in the War, though it is some. times inconvenient, It is only lately that these attacks of his have become rather serious, and I have given him leave to retire to his room whenever he thinks fit. But he manages so well that everything goes like clockwork whether he is in control or not. I fear that the late disturbances have had an ill effect on him.” 
  “He was wounded?” asked Frank. 
 “Yes. I understand that he was in danger of losing his leg, and it has left him with a limp. He was wounded on the Somme, where he showed great courage, and he was given a commission.” 
  “I don’t remember him when I was here before,” said Nugent. 
  “He was not with me at that time. Now, Frank, if you are going to remain with me, you must find yourself a book. Jervis, my paper.” 
  Frank Nngent found a holiday Annual, which kept him cheerfuI company as he sat by the sunny window; while Sir Richard, propped on pillows, read his newspaper. There was silence in the room, till the sound of a car was heard from the drive, and James announced the arrival of Dr. Wood’s assistant. 

                      THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                          The Man In the Park! 

HARRY WHARTON & CO. walked out of the house into 
the bright August sunshine after leaving Sir Richard’s room. Except for a slight headache, Wharton was no longer feeling the effects of the blow he had received in the night. The four juniors walked into the park. They found it deserted.  The search that had been going on in the park had ceased.  Whether Inspector Cook believed, or disbelieved their story of the scarred man from Australia, who had been shot by the park wall, the juniors could not be sure. The body had disappeared, and a long search had failed to discover any trace of it. Nothing had been learned of the man in the vicinity; no one had been found, so far, who had seen him or known him, and the vanishing body cast grave doubts on the story told by the juniors. Captain Ravenspur had openly derided it; but that did not surprise them, suspecting him as they did of having done the terrible deed. But others, as they knew, shared his doubts, and the chums could hardly blame them, and no trace whatever remained of the crime or its victim. 
  “Might as well have another look round,” remarked Bob Cherry. “But they’ve combed the park from end to end now, and nothing’s been found.” 
  “I’m certain the dead man was carried into the park by the man who shot him.  ” said Harry. “The villain had a hiding- place ready, I’m certain of that. In the open country, the body would have been found before this.” 
  “Franky told us about an old hunting- lodge in the park,” said Johnny Bull. I suppose the police and the keepers have been through it; but we haven’t seen it yet. Let’s make for that.” 
  “Let’s!” assented Bob 
  The old hunting-lodge, which Nugent had described to his chums, was in ruins, and had not been used for a century or more.  Frank had told them that it lay in a remote part of the great park, overgrown by trees and thickets, and the juniors knew where to look for it. It was quite certain that such a spot must have been searched; and indeed, the juniors found traces of recent search as they approached the spot. There were trampled footprints in the grass, branches broken, bushes torn. It looked as if the old lodge and its surroundings had been subjected to a minute examination.  A narrow grassy path, shadowed by thick boughs. led to the old stone buildings, of which only a few dismantled walls remained, the interior open to wind and weather. Near the old doorway they found a cigar end on the ground, and recognised it as belonging to one of the thick, b)ack cigars smoked by Captain Ravenspur. Bob Cherry picked it up. 
  “His nibs has been here,” he said. 
  Wharton smiled. 
  “He joined in the search, ” he said, “and he always has one of those hefty smokes in his mouth.” 
  “Still, if he was the man—” 
   “That cigar-end was not dropped the night the body was hidden.” 
  “How do you know that, old bean?” 
  “Because it was raining heavily that night.” answered Wharton. “It would have been soakcd with water, and you can see it hasn’t been.” 
  Bob Cherry grinned, and threw away the cigar-end. 
  “Good for you. Mr. Sherlock Holmes!” he said. “There goes my giddy clue!” 
  “Let’s look round, anyhow.  ” said Johnny Bull. “This old place is just the spot for a man who knew the lie of the land, and we know that the murderer  does. These heaps of stones—” 
  Johnny broke off suddenly. 
  Fom the interior of the old stone lodge came a sound. The juniors had supposed themselves to be alone there. But the sound from the interior of the ruin showed that someone else was on the spot. 
 Wharton made his comrades a sign for silence. 
 “One of the keepers, most likely,” he whispered. “Quiet, and keep your eyes open!” 
  There were footsteps in the ruin. The crumbling old stone walls, overhung by ivy and creeping plants, hid the interior from the eyes of the schoolboys, save where the old doorway opened. The footsteps were approaching the doorway from within. 
They waited and watched. Most likely it was one of Sir Richard’s keepers, still engaged on the search.  But it struck them that there was something soft and stealthy in the tread they heard, and a keeper, of course, would have had no object in concealing his presence. It was scarcely imaginable that the murderer of the scarred man from “down under” had returned to the scene of the crime; that the body was hidden in the ruin, and that the wretch had come back to the spot. But the juniors felt their hearts beating faster, and their eyes were fixed eagerly on the shattered doorway, waiting for the unseen man to appear in sight. 

He appeared suddenly, coming swiftly but silently out of the ruined lodge. So swiftly did he come that he almost ran into the juniors before seeing them, and he halted with a startled exclamation. He was a young man, not more than twenty-five, dressed in dark clothes, with light eyebrows, a sandy moustache, and thick, light sandy hair. In his aspect there was nothing to strike the eye: He looked commonplace enough, such a man as might have been passed on the roads at any moment unregarded. It was his startled exclamation and the blaze that leaped into his eyes that made the juniors more suspicious, and the hurried way in which he attempted to brush past them. Bob Cherry promptly planted himself in the stranger’s way and stopped him. For an instant the man looked as if he would spring at the schoolboy, and the other fellows closed up quickly. 
  “Hold on!” said Wharton quietly.  But the the the the the the the
  “What do you want?” snapped the stranger. 
  “We want to know who you are, and what you’re doing here.  ” answered the captain of the Greyfriars Remove. “Don’t try to cut and run—we shall stop you fast enough. Who are you?” 
  The four juniors were round him now, and there was no escape for the man who had come out of the lodge. They scanned his face keenly. So far as they knew, he was a complete stranger to them, yet there was something in his features that struck them as familiar.  All the four had the same impression, that they had seen someone strangely like him before, yet at the same time unlike. It was as if he bore a family resemblance to some man of a different age and appearance. 
  “I don’t see why I should be questioned,” said the sandy-coloured man, after a pause. 
  “You are on private grounds,” said Harry. 
  “So are you, if you come l.o that.” 
  “That’s different—we arc guests of Sir Richard Ravenspur, and have a right to be here,” said Wharton. You are a trespasser.” 
  “Sir Richard doesn’t mind a, man walking across his park.” 
  “You were not walking across the park—you were in that lodge, and had been there some time, or we should have seen you as we came up.” 
  “I was doing no harm,” said the young man, eyeing the juniors furtively. 
  “I don’t say you were, but you’ve got to explaIn yourself, ” said Harry, “First of all, your name?” 
  “John Smith.” 
  “Where do you live?” 
  “Mr.Thompson’s, the ironmongers at Leyford.” 
  The man answered readily enough.  But it struck the juniors that he answered too readily. 
  “And what were you doing here?” asked Harry. 
  John Smith of Leyford grinned a little. 
  “I’ve heard about the murder.” he said. “All the town’s talking about it.  This being my afternoon off, I thought I’d come and look round.” 
  “Oh!” said Harry. 
  It was a probable explanation enough. The juniors could imagine what a sensation had been made in the small country town, by the report of a murder at the Grange and the disappearance of the body, followcd by the murderous attacks on Sir Richard Ravenspur in his own house. It was quite likely that the ironmongers young pupil had decided to give the park a look-in, on his weekly half-holiday. 
 “I never meant any harm, sir periods ” said John Smith frankly. “I jest wanted to see the place, and see if a chap could find anything out. I know I ought not to have got over the park wall. But no harm’s done.” 
  Harry Wharton nodded. 
 “That’s so,” he agreed. “But you ought not to be here, and we’ll see ou out of the park. Where did you get in?” 
  “By the wall on the Leyford road, sir.” 
  “Come on, then.” 
  The young man from Leyford made no demur. He walked with the juniors down the path from the old lodge, turned into a shady “ride,” and accompanied them to the park wall that bordered the high-road. He talked freely on the, asking many questions, and gave the impression of being a talkative and inquisitive young man not over-gifted with brains. 
  “Give us a bunk up, sir !” he said, cheerily, when they stopped at the high park wall. 
  Wharton smiled, and gave him a bunk up; the young man stayed a moment on the summit of the wall, and lifted his bowler hat politely to the junior’.  Then he dropped into the road, and they heard his footsteps die away in the direction of Leyford. 
                  THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                       The Mystery Deepens! 
HURREE JAMSET RAM S1NGH stood still, with a thoughtful 
expression on his dusky face. The other three fellows had 
turned to go back to the old lodge, but the nabob of Bhanipur did not stir. Wharton glanced back at him. 
  “Come on, Inky,” he said. 
  “My esteemed chums,” said Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh. “I have been thinkfully reflecting.” 
 “Oh, come on,’ said Johnny Bull. “If you’re thinking about that ironmonger johnny, chuck it. He’s harmless enough.” 
  “Perhaps!” assented the nabob. “But it has occurred to my absurd brain that the perhapsfulness is terrific.” 
  Harry Wharton smiled. 
 “My dear chap, there’s nothing wrong with the fellow,” he said; “only an inquisitive ass butting in.” 
  “Perhapsfully.” 
  “Look hero, what have you got in your old black noddle, Inky? ” asked Bob. “Give it a name.’ 
  “That esteemed young man stated that he was employed by an absurd ironmonger in Leyford, and that he was taking a walk on his excellent and necessary afternoon off,” said Hurree Singh. 
  “What about?” 
  “To-day is Friday, my absurd chums.” 
  “Just found that out!” asked Johnny Bull sarcastically. “My dear man, we knew it was Friday. You see, yesterday being Thursday—”
  “It was highly probable, my dear Watson, that the next day would be Friday!” grinned Bob Cherry, in playful imitation of the celebrated Sherlock Holmes. “You see, my dear Watson, it is a very simple deduction after all.”
  The juniors chuckled. “But there is one ridiculous point that has escaped your absurd notice,” said the nabob “The weekly half-day of the esteemed and execrable shop-keepers is a movable feast, and happens some times on Wednesdays, and sometimes on Thursdays. But, it is preposterously uncommon on Fridays.” 
  “Oh!” said Harry Wharton. “Anybody know which is early closng day at Leyford?” asked Bob. There was a shaking of heads. The juniors had not yet been in Leyford, and knew nothing of the manners and customs in that little Oxfordshire town. 
  But it was, as Hurree Singh pointed out, uncommon anywhere for early closing day to fall on a Friday. 
  “My hat!” said Harry. it struck me at first that that felow Smith answered up a little too readily But afterwards, he seemed all right—a talkative ass who couldn’t mind his own business. But if he has been telling us lies— ”
  “Want to walk to Leyford, instead of rooting about the park?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “Well, we might—” 
  “My esteemed chums—” murmured the nabob. 
  “Go it, Inky.” said Bob Cherry. “Have you dug up any more clues!  Can you tell what sort of a merchant he is, from the colour of his sandy hair, or the cut of his bowler hat?” 
  “I was about to make the suggestive remark that there is a telephone in the house, and the esteemed ironmonger can be rung up phonefully.” 
 “Good!” exclaimed Wharton. 
 “If he was pulling our leg, he may have given us an imaginary tradesman’s name,” said Johnny Bull. “Still, we can find that out, by ringing up somebody at Leyford. Let’s go back to the house.” 
  The juniors walked back to the Grange. To three of them, at least, it seemed improbable that there was anything suspicious about that commonplace young man with the sandy hair. But the matter was worth looking into; the slightest clue was worth following up. 
  James was in the hall when they entered, and Wharton called to him. 
  “Is there an ironmonger named Thompson at Leyford, James?”     
  “Yes, sir” answered James. “In the High Street, sir, next to the post office and the International,” 
  “Which day do they closc early at Leyford?” 
  “Thursday, sir.” 
  “Oh! Sure of that?” asked Harry. 
  “Quite, sir! Thursday is he early-closiiig day in these parts, sir.” 
  “My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry. “It looks as if Inky has hit on something, after all.” 
  “I suppose you’re sure that Thompson’s do not close for the afternoon on Friday, James?” asked Harry. 
  “Oh, quite, sir,” answered James, looking a little surprised. “If you require anything there sir, you will find them open to-day.” 
  “Do you know whether Mr. Thomson employs a young man named John Smith?” 
  “I am afraid I am unacquainted, sir, with Mr. Thompson’s arrangements,” said James, with a touch of reserve.  The juniors gathered that James hurled himself a little above any young man who might chance to be employed by Mr. Thompson the ironmonger. 
  Wharton smiled, and crossed to the telephone cabinet. He found the name and style of Thompson in the directory, and at once rang up Leyford 101. 
  “HalIo?” came a wheezy voice. 
  “Speaking from Ravenspur Grange,” said Harry. 
  “Oh, yes, sir! Quite so, sir! What can I do for you, sir?”
The wheezy voice was all of a sudden full of suavity. Evidently the name of Ravenspur was one to conjure with in the little town. Can I speak to Mr. Thompson ?“ 
  “Mr Thompson speaking, sir.” 
  “Good! You have a young man in your employ named John Smith—” 
  “Eh?”  
   “Have you a man in your employ named John Smith?” 
  “No, sir—Herbert Williams, sir.” 
  “Oh?” said Harry. “You have no John Smith in your place, Mr. Thompson. 
  “No, sir.” 
  “A young man with sandy halr and a moustache—” 
  “No, sir, that’s nothing like my young man Williams. What?” 
 “I have just seen a young man with sandy hair, named John Smith, who told me that he was employed by you.” 
  “Gammon, sir!” answered Mr. Thompson. “Nothing of the sort !” 
  “Which day do you close early, Mr. Thompson?” 
  “Thursday, sir.” 
  “Thank you very much!” said Harry, and he rang off, leaving a very puzzled ironmonger at the other end of the line. 
  The juniors said nothing until they were out of the house again. On the terrace, out of hearing of inquisitive ears, they looked at one another, 
  “That tears it,” said Bob. “That sandy fellow was pulling our leg, lying from start to finish.” 
 “That’s clear now,” said Harry. 
  “We shouldn’t have spotted him, but for Inky. But we’ve spotted him now.” 
  “And why was ho telling lies if he was up to no harm?” asked Johnny Bull, slowly and thoughtfully. “Of course, a man caught trespassing might give a false name and address, but—” 
  “But there’s more in it than that,” said Harry. “A man found hanging about the scene of a murder who tells a string of lies to account for being there, is open to jolly serious suspicion.” 
  “But—” said Bob Cherry. 
  “But what?” 
  “If that fellow who called himself Smith is mixed up in the matte —” 
  “It looks like it. 
  “Well, that rather changes the complexion of things,” said Bob. “If there’s another man in it, we may have got a wrong impression about Captain Ravenspur. If that sandy man is in it, he may be the fellow the man with a scar was coming to sea, and whom he called ‘Black Edgar.’ In that case, he—” 
 “But what was he doing there?” said Johnny Bull “If the body is hidden in that old lodge, it’s the last place the murderer would be likely to visit.” 
  “Unless to make sure that what he had hidden was quite safe, after the search,” said Harry quietly. 
  “Bnt—but—“ Johnny Bull shook his head. “If he’s the man who killed the Australian, he’s not the man who attacked Nugent’s uncle. The inspector found no sign of the house having been entered—he’s sure that it was done from within.” 
  Wharton was silent. The clue, if it was a clue, only seemed to deepen the darkness of the mystery. The juniors had taken it as certain that the assassin of the man with the scar was the man who had attacked the baronet. Now it looked as if that was by no means certain. 
  Wharton shook his head hopelessly. It beats me,” he said. “Let’s go back to the lodge in the park and see if we can find out what that fellow was up to. We may pick up some trace of him there.” 
  The juniors walked back into the park in a deeply thoughtful mood. The mystery of Ravenspur seemed darker and deeper than before. 
                                      - 
                     THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                        The Captain Intervenes!  
FRANK NUGENT laid down hif book as the doctor’s assistant was announced.  He glanced without much interest at the 
man who was shown in. He was a man who looked about fifty, with rather shaggy grey eyebrows, large horn-rimmed spectacles, and a tuft of greyish beard on his chin, dressed in black frock-coat, with shoes that squeaked as he walked across the room. The grave, elderly, studious-looking man was a contrast to the plump, rosy cheeked, country doctor from whom he came. Sir Richard greeted him with courtly politeness, eying him, however, a little curiously. 
 “I do not think I have seen you before, Mr.—er— Payne.” he remarked, as Jervis placed a chair for the medical gentleman. 
  “No, Sir Richard—I have not been with Dr. Wood long,” answered the newcomer, in a low and rather husky voice. “As Dr. Wood was called away this afternoon for an operation, he desired me to call in his place. Dr. Wood telephoned, i think——” and home
  “Quite so,” assented the baronet. My butler took the call, and informed me that you were to come. I had not, however, expected a call from the doctor this afternoon.” 
  The elderly assistants smiled faintly. 
  “I shall not trouble you very much, Sir Richard.  Dr. Wood desired me to bring you medicine he has specially prepared, and to see that your nurse fully understood his instructions regarding it.” 
  “Jervis is my nurse.”  said the baronet, with a smile. “Jervis, you will take Mr. Payne’s instructions.” 
  The valet approached the bedside. 
  The man in the horn-rimmed glasses fumbled in a little black bag. A bottle was placed on the bedside table. 
  A slight expression of repugnance crossed the baronet’s face involuntarily. Sir Richard Ravenspur was a hearty and open-air man, and illness was a new experience to him. 
  “It is merely a soothing medicine.” said Mr. Payne, as if he read the patient’s thoughts. 
  “Oh, quite, quite?” said Sir Richard hastily. 
  Mr. Payne blinked at Jervis through his horn-rimmed gIasses. Then he blinked at his watch. 
  “Sir Richard will take the first dose at haIf-past four o’clock,” he said, speaking in a precise, old-fashioned way, “the second dose at half-past five, the third at half-past six. I understand that Sir Richard dines at seven.” 
  Sir Richard nodded. 
  “I understand from Dr. Wood that there is a slight tendency to Fever,” said Mr. Payne. “This medicine will counteract that tendency, Sir Richard. Dr. Wood will give further instructions, when he calls this evening. You are sure you understand?” he added, blinking at Jervis again. 
  “Perfectly, sir.” 
  “One hour precisely between each dose, and the first dose at half-past four o’clock.” repeated Mr. Payne. “The dose will be taken in half a wineglass of water.” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “You are sure that you understand perfectly?” 
  “Quite, sir,” said Jervis. 
  “Very good.” 
  Mr. Payne rose to take his leave. The baronet shook hands with him very cordially. There had been no mention of messing, as he mentally termed it, with the dressings of his wound, which was a relief. While he had an immense respect for the medical profession, Sir Richard preferred very much not to be under their hands. 
  Mr. Payne took his leave, blinked his way to the door, and James showed him down. 
  On the drive, a small car was waiting. It was not the car used by Dr. Wood. From the window of the baronet’s room, Frank Nugent was looking out idly, as the man in the horn-rimmed went down the steps, and James proceeded to open the door of the car for him. 
  There was a hoot on the drive, and a handsome Rolls came speeding up to the house, with Captain Ravenspur in the driving seat. 
  Frank’s brow darkened as he looked down at his younger uncle. 
  Believing, as he did, that Cecil Ravenspur was the secret assassin who had sought the baronet’s life, it was difficult for Frank to see him without betraying openly his repugnance and dislike. 
  The captain brought his car to a halt, and jumped down. Frank	 noticed that the doctor’s assistant glanced at him before stepping into but the little black car, and drove away hastily. No doubt their medical man was in a hurry, though he had shown no sign of hurry before the captain appeared on the drive. 
  Captain Ravenspur stood for a moment, looking after the little black car that was vanishing towards the gateway. As it turned into the Leyford Road, the captain turned and spoke to James. 
  Although he could not hear what was said below, Nugent. could guess that Cecil Ravenspur was asking the footman who the visitor was.  He seemed surprised by James’ answer, and repeated the question, and then entered the house hurriedly. 
  A minute later he stood in the doorway of the baronet’s room. 
  Nugent, at his footstep, turned from the window. The captain was breathing hard, as if he had ascended the stairs in breathless haste, and his cheeks were flushed, his manner a little excited.  Nugent instinctively ran across the room, to place himself between Cecil Ravenspur and Sir Richard. Jervis, at the bedside, squared himself, the thought in his mind obvious in his face. All through the household, suspicion was fastened on the captain. Sir Richard, leaning on his propped pillows, did not stir. But his face paled a little, and the cloud darkened on his brow.  The sight of his brother seemed painful to him, though it caused him no alarm. 
  Captain Ravenspur was about to stride into the room.  But he paused, a bitter look on his face.  He could read only too easily what was meant by the attitude of Nugent and Jervis: and behind him he heard the step of the Leyford constable who was posted in the corridor.
  A burst of anger seemed imminent but the calmed himself.  He looked across the room at his brother. 
  “May I enter, Dick?” he asked. 
  “Come in, if you wish.” answered the baronet, speaking with an effort. 
  The captain stepped into the room. 
  His glance went to the bottle standing and the bedside table, and to the wineglass of water that Jervis had already prepared.  It wanted but a few minutes for half-past four. 
  He opened his lips to speak, and closed them again.  The wary look on Jervis’s Smith, suave face, the undisguised hostility of Frank Nugent, the distress on the troubled face of the baronet, seemed to give him pause.  His own face paled a little. For a 
Few moments there was silence; and when the captain broke it his voice was low.
  “I am not trusted here!” he said. 
  Jervis coughed slightly, apologetically. Frank Nugent’s  lip curled. Sir Richard Ravenspur seemed about to speak, but remained silent.
  It was upon his brother that Cecil Ravenspur fixed his eye. It was obvious that for Nugent, and the valet, he cared nothing, 
  “Dick! I’ve not given you cause to distrust me—no real cause, and that I will swear! I hardly blame you—1 know how it looks! But I swear that I know nothing of the attempts that have been made—that, bad brother as I have been to you, I would have stood between you and your assailant with my life!  ” 
  “I—I believe you, Cecil!” said Sir Richard slowly. 
  Captain Ravenspur gave a short, hard laugh. 
  “You mean, you will try to believe me; but in your heart you doubt my good faith. Well, let it go at that.  It was not to talk of this that I came I here.  ” 
  There was the sound of a silvery chime. It was half-past four.  Jervis, with a careful hand, measured out the medicine from the bottle. 
  As he was handing the wineglass to the baronet, Captain Ravenspur made another step forward. 
  “Stop!” he said. 
  Jervis glanced round. 
 “What do you mean, Cecil?” asked Sir Richard, a little testily.  “It is time for me to take this medicine, on the doctor’s instructions.” 
  “Stop, I say!” 
  Sir Richard was holding out his hands for the wineglass.  The valet handed it to him. 
 Captain Ravenspur seemed to hesitate, in doubt. Then as Sir Richard raised the glass to his lips, the captain sprang abruptly forward, and struck it from his hand
       THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                   Danger!  

CRASH! 
  The smashing of the wine-glass, as it struck the floor, was not loud, but it had an effect almost of thunder in the silent room. 
  Sir Richard Ravenspur, startled, amazed, sat staring at his brother.  Jervis seemed to be rooted to the floor.  Frank had sprung towards the captain as he approached the baronet; but he stopped now, staring.  For some seconds, after the breaking of the glass, there was a tense silence.
  Sir Richard broke it. 
 “ Cecil, are you mad?” 
  “I will prepare another glass, sir,” said Jervis in his soft voice. 
  “Wait!” said Captain Ravenspur. 
  “Cecil, explain yourself—” exclaimed the baronet impatiently. 
  “What does this conduct mean, if you are in your right senses?” 
  “I will explain.” said the captain quietly. “And I must explain before you take a dose of that medicine, Dick.” 
  “And why?” 
  “Because I suspect that there may danger in it.” 
  “ You suspect danger in a medicine sent me by my own medical attendant, by the hands of his assistant?” 	exclaimed Sir Richard. 
  “Precisely.”  
 “Absurd!  Really, Cecil—” 	
   Jervis, with the bottle in his hand, hesitated. He looked inquiringly at his master; but Sir Richard’s eyes were fixed on the captain.  Frank looked on in utter wonder. 
 “Who was the man who left here a few minutes ago?” asked Captain Ravenspur. 
  “A Mr. Payne,” answered the baronet. “Dr. Wood’s assistant.” 
  “So I learned from James, downstairs	,” said the captain. “That is why I hurried here. Dr. Wood’s assistant is a young man named Horrocks, Dick.” 
 “Mr. Payne is a new assistant.” said Sir Richard impatiently. “Really, I fail to follow you. Jervis, prepare the medicine.” 
  “Dick! I tell you that there may be danger in that bottle!” exclaimed the captain. “I tell you that I drove back through Leyford only half, an hour ago, and saw Dr. Wood—” 
  “Well?” 
 “He said nothing of having sent an assistant here this afternoon—I do not believe for one moment that this Mr. Payne has any connection with Dr. Wood at all,” 
  “Cecil!” 
  “When I learned from James that Dr. Wood’s assistant, Mr. Payne, had been to see you, and was just leaving, I suspected trickery at once. I tell you, Dick, that man never came from Dr. Wood.” 
  “Why should such a trick be played?” exclaimed Sir Richard “Do you mean—” 
  “I mean, that if that man is not Dr. Wood’s assistant, he is the man who fired at you yesterday, and attempted to reach you in this room last night.  ” said Captain Ravenspur. 
  “Impossible!” 
  “Good heavens!” breathed Nugent. 
  He was gazing blankly at Captain Ravenspur. 
  The baronet motioned to Jervis to place the bottle on the table again. 
  “Cecil!” You say you saw and spoke with Dr. Wood in Leyford this afternoon—” 
 “Little more than half an hour ago.” 
 “Mr. Payne stated that the doctor had been called away for an operation,” said the baronet slowly. 
  “No doubt; he had to give some reason for his call. Dr. Wood certainly was not called away this afternoon, for he is now at home.” 
  Sir Richard breathed quickly. 
 “Dick!” exclaimed the captain. “In the name of common sense, will you, in the present circumstances, trust your life in the hands of a stranger, on his bare word that he is employed by your medical man?” 
  “That is not how the matter stands. Dr. Wood telephoned that he was sending his assistant, Mr. Payne.” 
  The captain started. 
  “The doctor himself telephoned!” 
  “Certainly.” 
  “But you could not have taken the call—you have not been down—” 
 “Packington took the call.” 
  “i do not understand,” said the captain. “Packington should know the doctor’s voice. Still, it is possible that he was deceived, not looking for any trickery on the telephone.  Dick, whoever it was telephoned to Packington, it as not Dr. Wood. am sure of that. This Mr. Payne is not his assistant—I am sure of that, too! Dick. There is treachery at work, and on my soul and conscience I believe that there is death in that bottle!”
  Sir Richard shivered slightly. 
  “I cannot believe that you are right, Cecil.” he said, after a long pause. “Packington could scarcely have been, as you suggest, by some  trickster on the telephone. But—” 
  “Uncle!” exclaimed Nugent. “You must not risk it—you must not touch it till Dr. Wood comes—” 
  Sir Richard smiled faintly. 
  “After what my brother has said, Frank, I should not be likely to let that medicine pass my lips till Dr. Wood has been here.” He said.  “I cannot believe that you are right, but —”
  “Let the bottle remain, as it stands, until Dr. Wood calls this evening.” said the captain earnestly. “In the meantime, I will telephone to the doctor and ask him whether he sent this Mr. Payne here.” He paused, at an involuntary look on the baronet’s face. I had forgotten that I am no longer trusted in this house,” he added bitterly. “Let your nephew, Frank, telephone. You can take his word.” 
  Sir Richard glanced at Frank Nugent. 
  “Do as my brother suggests, Frank.” 
  “Yes, uncle. But—” Nugent hesitated. So deep was his distrust of the captain, that he feared that this might be some trick to get him out of the baronet’s room. 
  “I will come with you, boy!” said Captain Ravenspur quietly. 
  “Very well!” said Frank. 
  He quitted the room with the captain. 
  Sir Richard waited. 
  His eyes rested on the bottle that stood on the bedside table. If it was possible that his brother was right, there was death in the pale liquid it contained. Was it possible? 
He waited with a set, grave face. Five minutes elapsed before Frank Nugent came back. 
  His face was startled. 
  “Well!” said Sir Richard. 
  “Dr. Wood is at home, uncle,” said Nugent. “He says he was not called away for an operation this afternoon and—” 
  “Yes?” said Sir Richard, compressing his lips. 
  “And that he has no assistant named Payne—” 
  “Good gad!” 
  “And—and he says you are not to touch anything that may have been given by any person pretending to have come from him.” 
  Sir Richard drew a deep breath. 
  “Dr. Wood is coming over,” added Frank. He seemed very much alarmed by what I told him of Mr. Payne.  He wished the medicine to be kept carefully for him to see when he arrives.” 
  “You will see that that bottle is kept for Dr. Wood, Jervis.” 
  “Certainly, sir.” 
  Sir Richard Ravenspur leaned back on his pillows.  His fine old face was white and worn. There could be no doubt, now, that his brother’s warning had saved him from a new danger—that the man Payne was an impostor, either a confederate of the assassin, or the assassin himself. And the one from whom the warning had come, the warning that had saved him, was the one whom he had doubted—his brother. 
  “Frank!” said Sir Richard at last. “Where is my brother?” 
  “He went to the billiards room.” 
  “Ask him to come to me.” 
  In a few minutes Captain Ravenspur entered the room. He came to the bedside a faint smile on his face. Sir Richard did not speak—he held out his hand, and his brother grasped it. In that grasp of the hand all doubt and distrust were banished. 
                                        — — 
                         THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
                                   A Discovery! 
“NOTHING!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “The nothingfulness is terrific.”
  “Nothing here!” agreed Harry Wharton. 
  The four juniors had returned to the ruined lodge in the park. They had searched through it, and found many signs of previous searchers there. But nothing else rewarded them. 
  The old floor of cracked flags, overgrown with moss, the remains of old stone walls, hung with creepers, were all that met the eye. The roof entirely gone, and overhead, the branches of trees a roof of foliage. Up and down and round about the old hunting-lodge, the four juniors rooted, but the result was a blank. If the murdered man with the scar had been hidden there, there was no trace of such a thing, neither was there any sign of what “John Smith” had been “up to” in the old ruin. And even Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, who regarded the sandy-haired young man with deep suspicion, began to think. like his chums, that the young man had only been drawn there by idle curiosity, and had given a false name and address because he had been caught 
trespassing. 
 The juniors left the old lodge at last, and walked back towards the Grange. 
  They had spent a considerable time rooting about the old hunting-lodge, and it was past five o’clock when they left it. About a quarter of a mile from the old ruin, in sight of the house, they came on Inspector Cook, standing under the beeches in a grassy ride, talking to Joyce, the head keeper. As the four schoolboys came in sight, the inspector left Joyce, and came towards them, and they stopped. 
  “You’ve got over that crack, Master Wharton?” he asked genially. 
  “Only a bit of a head ache.” said Harry. 
   “You’ve been searching in the park again?”
  “ Yes.” 
  The juniors expected Inspector Cook to smile. But his ruddy face was very serious. Hitherto, the Leyford inspector had looked on 	the schoolboys’ story of the man with the scar, with doubt, if not with actual disbelief. But they could see that a change had occurred. ;
 “To tell you the truth, young gentlemen, I think I owe you something of an apology,” said Inspector Cook frankly. “You will admit that the story you told me of the events of the other night as a strange one, and the disappearance of the murdered man’s body made it seem— hem—well, something like a romance. But since then I—”
  “We gave you the facts, Inspector Cook,” said Harry Wharton quietly. 
  “I am sure of that—now.” 
  “Oh!” ejaculated Bob Cherry, “and why—” 
  “What has happened since has convinced me,” said the inspector. “Sir Richard Ravenspur’s life has been attempted—there is a murderer at large, somewhere close to the Grange, if not within it. That gives a very different colour to the matter.” 
 “That’s so,” said Harry, with a nod. “And but for the attempt on Sir Richard’s life, you would have gone on believing that our story of the man with the scar was a romance.” 
 Inspector Cook coughed. 
 “Possibly,” he said—possibly—unless the body was found; and no discovery of it has been made, as you know. However, let that pass. The two events taken together have a very different aspect. The man who tried to kill Sir Richard Ravenspur may well have had something to fear from a man who knew him—who was coming here to see him—” 
  “The man came from Australia,” said Bob; “that would mean—”
  “That the murderer may be a man from the other side of the globe, too,” sid Inspector Cook, “A man he had known out there.  “ 
 He knitted his brows. 
  “ You stated that the man with this car used the name of ‘Black Edgar.’ You’re sure about that?” 
  “Quite sure.  ” said Bob. 
  “It fits together,” said the inspector musingly.. 
  “What does?” asked Bob. 
  The inspector did not answer that question. It was obvious that some theory had formed in his mind, in which the murder- of the Australian, and the attempt on the baronet’s life, and the name of Black Edgar, fitted together like the parts of a puzzle. But it was  equally obvious that he had no intention of taking the schoolboys into his confidence on the subject. 
 “If you young gentlemen should chance upon anything, report it to me at once,” said Inspector Cook. “The smallest incident—anything—” 
  “In that case, we have something to report,” said Wharton. 
  “What is that?” 
   Wharton told of the sandy-haired young man in the old hunting-lodge. 
  An alert gleam came into the inspector’s eyes. 
 “I searched the old lodge yesterday.  ” he said. “Nothing was to be found there. The man you mention may have been only some curious meddler; but if you know the shortest way to the place, guide me there. I wish I had seen Mr. John Smith; but if you interrupted him there, it is possible that he may return.” 
  “I fancy he was leaving when we happened on him,” said Harry. “But it’s only a short walk to the place.” 
  The juniors walked back in the direction of the old lodge 
with the Leyford inspector. Inspector Cook did not utter 
a word as they went, and his ruddy brow was wrinkled in 
thought. 
 “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob Cherry suddenly. 
Through an opening of the trees, within a hundred yards of the old lodge, appeared for a moment the figure of the sandy-haired young man who had given the name of John Smith.
  It appeared only for a moment, then the man caught sight of the party, and darted away among the trees. 
  “Come on!” yelled Bob Cherry, in great excitement. 
 a glimpse was had of the running man again, as he tore into the tangled, shadowed path that led through the thickets towards the ruined lodge. 
  “He’s making for the lodge again!” gasped Wharton. “We shall corner him there!” 
 He raced along the path, ahead of his chums. But they were close on his heels as he dashed through the shattered doorway and entered the ruin. 
  There was at sound in the old lodge as he ran in, but silence followed, and Wharton stared round hibm blankly 
 “Where is he?” gasped Johnny Bull. 
 “Gone!” 
 “The gonefulness is terrific!” pantcd Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “I heard him!” exclaimed Wharton. “He can’t be far away.  He must have cut through that gap on the other side.  Come on!” 
  The juniors rushed across the flagged floor, and out of the gap in the opposite wall.  Tangled thickets lay beyond, and they plunged through, and came to a path.  But there was no sign of
“John Smith” there, and they were forced to return to the ruins.
  The inspector was scouting about the ruins, scanning the flagged stones of the old floor, and the broken stone blocks of the dismantled walls.  He glanced round at the schoolboys. 
  “You’ve not seem him?” 
  “ No,” said Harry, breathlessly. “He’s got clear! I was fairly on his heels when he ran through this ruin, but he got clear somewhere.”
  “He ran through?”  asked Inspector Cook. 
  "He must have! I am certain he entered by the doorway—I heard him— but he was gone when I got in.” 
  Inspector Cook did not answer. He was moving about the old lodge, tapping the moss-grown flags with the end of his stick. The juniors watched him for some minutes, puzzled, and then Wharton guessed what was in the Leyford inspector’s mind. 
 “My hat!” he murmured. “If there should be some secret hiding-place here It’s possible, the place is centuries old—” 
 “Let’s 1ook !” said Bob. 
 Evidently the inspector was tapping the old flags in the hope of being rewarded by a hollow sound. But every flag sounded hard and firm under his tapping, and he desisted at last. Bob Cherry. groping among the ivy that clambered over the crumbling wall, gave a sudden yell. 
  His chums rushed to him at once. 
  “You’ve found something, Bob?” 
  “Look!” 
  “My hat!” 
  The juniors stared blankly at what Bob held up in his hand. It was a pair of horn-rimmed spectacles. 
  “What a find “ gasped Johnny Bull. 
   Bob Cherry grinned. 
  “These specs don’t belong to that sandy merchant,” he said. “but He never wore specs. Some other inquisitive ss has been here —” 
  “Give them to me!” said Inspector Cook. 
  Bob handed the horn-rimmed spectacles to the Leyford inspector. The juniors watched him as he curiously examined  them and they saw a grim smile come over the ruddy face. 
  “The man who called himself John Smith did not wear glasses?    ” asked the inspector. 
  “No.”
  “Neither did the man who wore them need glasses,” said Inspector Cook. “The lenses are made of plain glass, and would be of no use, except to a man with normal sight. They have been used obviously for purposes of disguise, by a man unaccustomed to wearing spectacles.” 
  “Oh!” exclaimed the juniors together. 
  “Thank you very much, Master Cherry.” said Inspector Cook. “I will keep these glasses—which Mr. John Smith dropped in his haste. Mr. John Smith evidently has had occasion to disguise himself at some time—a pair of horn-rimmed glasses being part of the outfit. This discovery may be important, and you boys will be careful to say nothing about it.” 
“Of course.” said Harry. “Excepting Nugent, of course—we’ve no sccrets from one another, sir.” 
  Inspector Cook smiled. 
 “I allow that exception,” he said. He gave a last searching look about the ruins. “We may as well go now— nothiiig more vill be found here—at present.” 
  The last words were uttered in a significant tone.  Inspector Cook left the ruined lodge, and the juniors followed him. Inspector Cook’s brow was more thoughtful than ever as he walked to the Grange with the schoolboys. 
  The juniors would hare given a good deal to know of what he was thinking. 
  They had no doubt that the Leyford inspector had formed some theory that covered all the known facts which, taken separately, were so perplexing. But it would, of course, have been useless to ask the inspector any questions. Inspector Cook was hurrying, as if in haste to reach the house, which surprised the juniors a little, as his movements hitherto had been characterised by anything but rapidity. But since the finding of the horn-rimmed glasses in the ruin, the inspector had shown every sign of haste. 
  He was puffing for breath when they reached the Grange. Inspector Cook was a ruddy, plump gentlemen, unaccustomed to rapid movements, and he had walked fast all the way from the lodge in the park to the house. And immediately he reached it, he hurried up the stair, to Sir Richard Ravenspur’s room. 
  “Cooky’s got hold of something!” Bob Cherry murmured to his comrades. 
 “Or thinks he has!” said Johnny Bull. “Blessed if I can see what the hurry’s for.” 
  “The seefulness is not terrific!” confessed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Let’s go up, anyhow.  ” said Harry. 
  And the four juniors followed Inspector Cook to Sir Richard Ravenspur’s room. 

                        THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                               The Broken Bottle. 

FRANK NUGENT, seated by the baronet’s window, had his 
book on his knees, but he was not looking at it. His eyes were on Captain Ravenspur, who sat at the bedside in conversation with 
his brother. On the bedside table stood the bottle containing the pale liquid left by the man who had called himself Dr. Wood’s assistant, and who was now known beyond doubt to have been an impostor. Nugent was eyeing the captain in strange doubt. If it proved that the bottle contained poison, there could be no doubt that the captain had saved his brother’s life from a third attempt. But if that was the case, what became of the juniors’ suspicions of Cecil Ravenspur? 
  The man who had saved him could not be the man who had twice attempted his life; or, if it was so, it was beyond Nugent’s understanding. When Dr. Wood arrived, it would be established whether the bottle contained a deadly potion, but Nugent had no doubt that it would prove so. In that case, Captain Ravenspur’s dramatic intervention had saved his brother from the assassin. Nugent’s mind was almost in a whirl with wonder and doubt, but from Sir Richard’s mind, at all events, the last doubt had been banished. His manner to his younger brother was confident, affectionate, and it was clear that be had taken himself severely to task for ever having allowed doubt to creep into his mind. 
  “Packington should be questioned.” Frank heard the captain’s voice across the spacious room. “Packington is to blame, Dick. He should have known that it was not Dr. Wood’s voice he heard on the phone.” 
  Sir Richard shook his head. 
 “1 cannot blame Packington.” he said. “He was, naturally, not on the look out for such a trick, and voices, too, often sound quite different on the telephone. Packington is not to blame, Cecil.” 
  “He should be questioned, at all events, and warned to be more careful.” grunted the captain. “Let me ring for him” 
  “I think he is still in his room, Cecil—the poor fellow has one of his attacks to-day,” said Sir Richard. “But I will tell James to send him up as soon as he appears.” 
  It was some little time later that the butler appeared in the baronet’s room. 
  He came in, with his limping but noiseless tread, and Sir Richard beckoned him to the bedside. 
   Packington’s manner was deeply apologetic. 
  “I am truly sorry, sir,” he said, in his soft, well- modulate voice. “James has told me that you wished to see me, sir—”
  “Quite so, Packington.” 
  “Had I known, sir, I should have left my room at once, though my head was certainly very bad,” said the butler. “I fear, sir, that I am not so useful to you as I should desire to be. I feel that I impose upon your kindness and generosity—” 
 “Nothing of the kind, Packington!” said Sir Richard “You have a right to every consideration, my good fellow. I hope you are feeling better now,” he added kindly. 
  “Perfectly, sir; I have had several hours of sound sleep, Sir Richard.” said Packington. “But I am well aware, sir, that in any other situation I should never meet with such kindness--” 
  “Nonsense, nonsense” said the baronet. “Say no more about that, Packington. 1 wish to ask you about the telephone call you received, which you fancied to be from Dr. Wood.” 
 The butler raised his eyebrows. 
 “It was from Dr. Wood, sir.”   “It appears that it was not, Packington. You were deceived by some impostor using the doctor’s name.” 
 Packington started violently. 
  “I—I do not understand, sir!” he stammered. “I—I certainly supposed that it was Dr. Wood speaking—the name of Dr. Wood was given, and I had no suspicion—not the slightest———” 
  “Nevertheless, you were deceived.” said Captain Ravenspur brusquely. 
“It is true that the telephone was buzzing a good deal, and at such times it is difficult to recognise voices,” said Packington. “But may I ask, sir, what gives you the impression that it was not Dr. Wood who was speaking? James has told me that the doctor’s assistant has called, as arranged by the doctor when he rang up—” 
  “The doctor’s assistant turns out to be an impostor!” snapped Captain Ravenspur. “And no one here has the slightest doubt that the medicine he pretended to bring from Dr. Wood contains poison.” 
  “Poison, sir?” gasped the butler. 
  His face was white. 
 “Poison!” grunted the captain. 
  “But—but—” stammered Packington. “His eyes went to the bottle on the table. There was, for the moment, a scared look on his face. “Is it possible, sir?” he stammered. 
  “Not only possible, but true, I am afraid, Packington” said Sir Richard gravely. “You must on another occasion take every care not to be deceived—” 
  “Most certainly, sir!  I never dreamed—” 
  “Quite so. Do not think that I blame you in any way, Packington.” said Sir Richard. “Neither is it yet established that the bottle contains poison, though I can have little doubt of it as it was brought here by an impostor. We shall know for certain when Dr. Wood arrives.” 
  “But—but the man who called, sir—	”
  “An impostor!” growled Captain Ravenspur. “ No more the doctor’s assistant than I am—and probably the same man who fired at my brother last night,” 
 “The—the murderer, sir?” gasped Packington. 
  “Undoubtedly, in my opinion.”
 “Hold him, Cecil!” exclaimed Sir Richard, as the butler swayed. But before the captain could reach him Packington staggered and fell, crashing on the bedside table. 
  “Look out!” yelled the captain. 
  But it was too late. 
  The table spun over under the crash, the bottle fell to the floor, and was smashed into a score of fragments. 
  “You fool!” roared the captain. 
  “Gently, Cecil!” exclaimed Sir Richard. “Packington is ill—help him!” 
  The valet ran forward and assisted Packington to his feet. The butler leaned heavily on his shoulder. 
  “Sir Richard, I—I can only say I am sorry I—I—sudden weakness—my old wound—” stammered Packington. 
  “It is nothing,” said Sir Richard. “Help Packington to his room, Jervis. The doctor had better see you when he calls, Packngton. Not another word, my good fellow—go!”
  “You are too kind to me, sir!” faltered Packington, and he left the room, still leaning heavily on the sympathetic Jervis, 
  Captain Ravenspur muttered an oath as he picked up the bedside table, and scowled at fragments of broken glass on the floor. 
  “There goes the evidence!” he growled. “The clumsy fool—” 
 “Come, come, Cecil! The poor fellow is not to blame,” said Sir Richard. “He was in a nervous state, and the news of what had happened here overcame him, The poor fellow thinks that he is to blame for having been deceived by that telephone call—” 
  “He was to blame.” 
  “I do not agree, Cecil corrected. ” 
  A few minutes later Jervis came back. 
  “How is Packington, Jervis?” asked the baronet. 
  “He is lying down now sir; he seems very upset” said Jervis.  “Inspector Cook is here now, sir, and wishes to see you—” 
   “Let him in at once.” 
  Inspector Cook, breathing hard and deep, with a ruddier colour than ever in his plump face, came in. He advanced quickly to the baronet’s bedside. 
 “You are safe, Sir Richard?” he said, panting. 
  “Quite,” said the baronet, with a smile. 
 “Then nothing has happened—so far?” said the captain, in a tone of relief!. “Very good!” 
  “Something has happened!” snapped the captain, with a very inimical look at the Leyford inspector. “While you have been on your wild-goose chases, Mr. Cook, my brother has come within an ace of being poisoned.” 
  “What?” hooted the inspector. 
  He stared at Sir Richard. In a few words the baronet told him of the visit of the pretended assistant of Dr. Wood of Leyford. 
“And the medicine?” exclaimed the inspector. “You have preserved it?” 
 “Unfortunately, the bottle has been destroyed by accident.” answered the baronet. 
“By accident ?” 
 Mr. Cook uttered a sound like a snort. 
  “I should like to know how t	hat accident happened!” he grunted. “Accidents like that, sir, should not be allowed to happen. I take it that you, sir of, were not the cause of the accident?” 
  “No,” said Sir Richard. 
  “Captain Ravenspur—” 
  The captain laughed. 
  “Not at all, my dear Mr. Cook. I am truly sorry to disappoint you, but I had nothing to do with the accident.” 
  Mr. Cook glanced at him. Then his attention returned to the baronet. It was evident that the Leyford inspector was labouring under some deep excitement; suppressed, but very visible. 
  “I will tell you this, Sir Richard,” he said. “A man has been found lurking in the park this afternoon. He fled and disappeared; and in his haste dropped a pair of horn-rimmed glasses of a kind that can only have been used for purposes of disguise. 
  “You have described this pretended Mr. Payne as a man wearing horn-rimmed glasses. Obviously he is the same man. From the times you have stated, he was at the lodge in the park a short time before this Mr. Payne arrived here—he was there again a short time after this Mr. Payne left you.  He was in disguise when he called on you in horn-rimmed glasses; he was, I believe, in disguise when the schoolboys saw him in the park, in a sandy wig and moustache. I believe, sir, that he is the man who has now three times attempted your life. I demand to know, sir, who caused the accident that destroyed the bottle containing what was almost certainly a poisonous draught.” 
 “My butler,” said Sir Richard. 
  “What?  ” 
  “My butler, Packington.” 
  “Packington ?” repeated the inspector, stupefied. 
  “Yes.” 
  “Good gad!” said Inspector Cook. 
  The astonishment and dismay in his ruddy face were so evident, that the baronet smiled, and Captain Ravenspur burst into a laugh; and Frank Nugent could not help grinning. Jervis coughed behind his hand. 
  “Packington!” repeated Inspector Cook. “Oh, you are sure of this, Sir Richard. It is not a matter for making mistakes,” 
  “I am quite sure of it,” said Sir Richard. “Packington is unwell today—one of his nervous attacks—and he fell half-fainting and unfortunately upset the table and destroyed the bottle—” 
  “He did not receive a push, or anything of that kind?” asked the inspector, like a man catching at straws. 
  “He did not, sir!” said the baronet haughtily. 
  “A sheer accident then?” 
  “Perfectly so.” 
  “A very unfortunate one at all events” said the inspector tartIy. “The evidence in that bottle, sir, might have enabled the person who concocted it to be traced! Now it is gone. It is most unfortunate.” 
  “And Packington, if you question him, will undoubtedly tell you that I did not push him.” smiled Captain Ravenspur. 
  Inspector Cook made no reply to that. He left Sir Richard’s room without another word, obviously very much puzzled and disturbed. Harry Wharton & Co. at the doorway, glanced at him curiously as he passed; but the inspector did not speak, or heed them. He went down the stairs, slowly and heavily, looking like a man who had been defeated. 

                       THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                                      In Doubt!

“PACKINGTON!” 
  “Sir!”
  “I should like a few words with you!” 
 “1 am quite at your service, sir.” said Packington, his eyes for a moments dwelling with keen curiosity on Inspector Cook. 
  The summer evening was closing in. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. were in the hall, standing at one of the tall windows, looking out at the park in the sunset , and conversing in low tones. They glanced round as they heard Mr. Cook speak—they had not heard the silent step of the butler as he appeared. 
  The Famous Five were in a somewhat troubled mood. 
  Captain Ravenspur was with his brother, reading aloud to the baronet who sat up in bed. 
  No one else was with them; even Jervis had been dismissed, the baronet insisting that he needed rest. 
  It was plain that Sir Richard desired to show to all whom it might concern that his faith in his brother was unbounded. He had allowed doubt to crecp into his mind; but it was wholly banished now, and he reproached himself bitterly for having entertained it for a moment. 
  Frank Nugent and his chums couldn’t feel at ease. And they could see that Mr. Cook still regarded the captain with the same distrust as before. 
  He had not left the house, Two constables were posted in the Grange, and it was understood that Mr. Cook was to remain all night as well as his men. That the inspector was in expectation of some development was not hard to guess. The juniors had a feeling of something impending—of disaster in the air. They bad intended to take turns, in the duty of watching over Sir Richard’s safety. But the baronet, though kind and courteous, had been firm—he was determined to let all the household see that he trusted his brother absolutely. 
  “Captain Ravenspur is with Sir Richard now, I think!”  the inspector went on, addressing the butler. 
  “Yes, sir; he is reading the evening paper to him,” said Packington. 
 “And no one else?” 
  “No, sir, by Sir Richard’s own instructions. I am to take Captain Ravenspur’ place at nine o’clock, sir’ said Packington. “Sir Richard has insisted upon Jervis going to bed, as he is to remain up at night.” 
  The inspector grunted. 
  “Sir Richard is master here.” he said, evidently dissatisfied. “Now, Packington, I want you to tell me exactly how that bottle of medicine came to be destroyed. Dr. Wood has been here, but, of course, could tell us nothing concerning it, as every drop of the liquzd had been spilled. You see yourself how very unfortunate it was.” 
  “Quite, sir,” said Packington. “I shall never forgive myself, sir, for my clumsiness. But Captain Ravenspur’s sudden communication so startled me—” 
  The juniors saw the inspector draw a quick breath. 
“Captain Ravenspur startled you, Packington, and caused the accident!” he exclaimed. 
  “Not intentionally, of course, sir,” said the butler hastily “The whole affair was a sheer accident. I was in a somewhat nervous and upset, state, sir; and when Captain Ravenspur told me so suddenly of the attempt on my master’s life by poison, I was so startled that I was, for the moment, quite overcome. As it happened I was standing with my hand resting on the bedside table, and so—so it, happened, sir.” 
  The inspector’s eyes gleamed. 
  “ What I desired to know was whether Captain Ravenspur was even remotely responsible for the accident,” he said. 
  “In a way, sir, yes; but, of course, quite unintentionally,” said the butler. 
  “Possibly” said the inspector dryly. At all events, the bottle was smashed, and no evidence remained of what it had contained.” 
  “That is unfortunately true, sir.” 
  “Sir Richard’s confidence in Captain Ravenspur appears to be absolutely complete now, Packington.” 
  “Absolutely, sir.” 
  “Owing to his intervention when Sir Richard was about to take the medicine from Jervis.” 
  “Owing to that, sir.” 
  “And it is uselcss to give him counsel, said the inspector. biting his lip. “He will listen to nothing.” 
  “The incident bus has quite, restored his confidence, sir,” said Packington. “I should never venture to suggest to him, sir, that the whole affair of the pretended doctor’s assistant and the bottle of medicine was a—hem !—comedy arranged for the very purpose of restoring his confidence.” 
  The inspector started. 
  “Then you have thought of that, too. Packington?” 
  Evidently Mr. Cook had thought of it. 
  Packington coughed apologetically. 
 “I would not mention it, sir, except in your presence, and that of these young gentlemen who are devoted to my master.” he said. “I trust you do not think I have taken a liberty, sir.” 
  “Certainly not. I think you are a very keen fellow, Packington,” said the inspector. “The whole thing, of course, was staged to bring about the very state of affairs now existing.b 
  “I should not like to say that I think so, sir; but if that is your opinion it certainly confirms what has passed through my mind,” said the butler. “Although it is not, perhaps, my place to say so, I do not wholly trust Captain Ravenspur. My devotion to a very kind master must be my excuse.  For what may seem a liberty on my part, I have received so many kindnesses from Sir Richard that I cannot think with calmness of his danger from an unscrupulous enemy.” 
  “I should like some words with you in private, Packington.” 
  “Certainly, sir! Perhaps you will come to my room.” 
  The inspector followed Packington, leaving the Greyfriars fellows exchanging glances. What the butler had suggested was a new idea to the juniors. 
 “Is that it?” said Nugent, in a low voice. “That man Payne—whoever he was—was he put up to it by the captain?” 
  “Looks like it,” said Bob. “Anyhow, the result has been to bring about the very state of affairs that the captain wanted—if he means mischief ” 
  “But—” said Nugent slowly. 
  He shook his head. 
  “I can see what Packington thinks. and what Mr. Cook thinks.” he said. “But it doesn’t fit together, to my mind, I—I think we’ve made a mistake about Captain Ravenspur.” 
  “I don’t like your uncle being alone with him.” said Harry. 
  “No: I don’t like that,”confessed Nugent “I can’t make it all out.  But—I’d rather my uncle did not run risks. Still, if there was poison in the bottle there is no doubt that Captain Ravenspur prevented my uncle from taking it.  That is quite certain—I was there, and saw it all.” 
  “But if there wasn’t?” said Johnny Bull slowly. “If the whole thing harmless, perhaps only water. And then the captain would be anxious to get it destroyed before the doctor came. and showed up his game.” 
 “But it was Packington destroyed it.” 
 “According to what he says, the captain was the cause of it,” 
  Nugent shook his head again. 
  “I can’t make it out—it’s too deep for me. But I admit I’m uneasy about my uncle; though I don’t distrust Captain Ravenspur as I did.  Let’s go up—as least, I’ll go! I want to be near my uncle while the captain is with him.” 
The juniors went up the stairs. 
  A Leyford constable was standing by the window in the corridor outside Sir Richard’s room The juniors passed the baronet’s door quietly and caught a murmur of the captain’s voice front within. He was still reading aloud to his brother. 
  Nugent hesitated, tapped at the door, and opened it. 
  Sir Richard, sitting up propped on cushions in the old canopied bed, glanced at him, and the captain lowered the “Evening News” for a moment, and smiled ironically at the Greyfriars juniors. 
  “What is it, Frank ?” asked the baronet quietly. 
  Nugent coloured a little. 
  “I—I just looked in, uncle. It will be time for you to take your medicine soon—the soothing draught Dr. Wood left for you 
  “Packington has placed everything in readiness, Frank; and my brother will give me the medicine at half-past eight” said Sir Richard. 
  “I told Dr. Wood that I should give it to you, uncle, as Jervis will not be here.” 
  “You need not trouble, my boy.” 
  Nugent still hesitated, and the baronet, frowning slightly, made a gesture to dismiss him. Frank closed the door and rejoined his chums, with a dark and troubled expression on his face. 
  “You heard that?” he said, in a low voice. 
  “Yes,” said Harry.  
  “It’s asking for it — If Captain Ravenspur means mischief,” said Bob. 
 “And he does?” growled Johnny Bull.  
  Nugent set his lips. 
 “I’m going to be present when the medicine is given.” he said. “I’ll wait here.” 
  And the juniors waited, an occasional murmur of Captain Ravenspur’s voice reaching them as the minutes slowly passed. 

                   THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER

                          The Inspector’s Theory! 

INSPECTOR COOK glanced round, with some little interest, at 
Packington’s room, as the butler showed him into it. Packington’s manner was civil, almost obsequious, as if he realised that the Leyford official was doing him a considerable honour. 
  It was a handsome room, with a bedroom adjoining, both looking out over the gardens. The rooms were in the oldest part of the ancient house, with oak panelling, black with age, on the walls. Behind the panelling was the solid stone of which all the older part of the mansion was built.
 The inspector sank into a deep chair. “You have comfortable quarters here, Packington,” he remarked. 
  “Very comfortable indeed, sir,” said Packington, remaining standing. “Sir Richard is a good master, sir. Although I have been with him only three months, I do not think he has any servant more attached to him.” 
  “I am sure of it,” said the inspector cordially. “You are on the ground floor here. The former butler, I believe, had rooms upstairs.” 
  “Quite so, sir; but— lt Packington glanced down at his Ieg—”so far as possible, sir, and so far as is consistent with my duty, I desire to avoid stairs, and Sir Richard very kindly allowed me to select these rooms on the ground floor. Moreover, I prefer to be near the silver; there was. I have been told, a burglary at the Grange before I came. ” 
  The inspector nodded. 
  “That is correct, Packington. I was called in on the case,” he said, “Th former butler was severely handled, and Sir Richard retired him on a pension. Indeed, but for that occurrence, I suppose you would not be here.” 
  “Then I cannot wholly regret it, sir, for it has gained me an excellent master, and Sir Richard, I hope, a faithful butler,” said Packington. “But you wished to speak to me about something, sir?” 
  “Yes. Sit down, Packington.” 
  Packington sat down, on the edge of a chair. 
“You have been here only three months, Packington; but, of course, you are well acquainted with the building,” said Mr. Cook. 
  “I think so, sir.” 
  “Have you any knowledge of secret passages existing in the Grange?’ 
  The butler started. 
  “Secret passages, sir?” 
  “Yes. These old houses are often full of them,” said the inspector. “ And in fact, that they exist, or did exist, is a certainty. There was a Ravenspur in the reign of Charles the First, who escaped from the Roundheads by some passage, or so the story goes.” 
  Packington smiled faintly. 
  “Since I have been here, sir, I have heard some of the legends of the Grange,” he said. “But I have heard nothing of secret passages.  Perhaps it is nothing but a legend.” 
  “I  think not,” said Mr. Cook quietly, “for I have a very strong suspicion, that such a secret passage was used only a few years ago, and by a member of the Ravenspur family. You have heard of Edgar Ravenspur. Sir Richard’s nephew?” 
  The butler started again. 
  “I have heard of him,” he assented. 
   “I do not want to rake up discreditable old stories,” said the inspector. “But Edgar Ravenspur was a bad hat—a thoroughly bad hat— not unlike Captain Ravenspur, but decidedly worse in every respect. His fathcr was killed in the War; and Sir Richard allowed Edgar every kindness, which he repaid with the blackest ingratitude.  Finally he disappeared—went abroad— and nothing has since been heard of him. But —Mr. Cook paused for a moment— “the master has been arranged since, and Edgar Ravenspur could return to England in safety, if he liked: but at the time he had to run for his liberty.” 
  “Indeed, sir,” said Packington, looking very grave. “If you will excuse me, sir, I hardly think I ought to listen to such details concerning a member of my master’s family.” 
  “I have a reason for mentioning it,” said the inspector brusquely. “You will kindly give me your attention, Packington” 
  “Very good, sir,” 
 “In point of fact, Edgar Ravenspur would have been arrested, had he been found here when the officers came.” said Mr. Cook. “He disappeared in the nick of time, and no one knew how he had escaped. At the time it occurred to me that he had used the old secret passage that his ancestor had used in Stuart times. That, is years ago, of course; but the passage, if he used it, must be still in existence. You know nothing of it?” 
  “Nothing, sir.” 
  “You are in such a position to ivestigate such a matter,” said Mr. Cook. “I need not tell you that it is your duty to give me every assistance.” 
  “My devotion to a kind masters would be sufficient for that, sir,” said Paekington. “I shall certainly do everything in my power. you honour me with your confidence you may rely upon me absolutely.” 
 “It is my intention to confide in you, Packington, chiefly because I have no choice in the matter,” said Mr. Cook bluntly. “The attempted murderer of Sir Richard Ravenspur is in this house, and has, I believe, some secret means of entering and leaving it.” 
  “You amaze me, sir.” 
 “No doubt. But I have reason to believe that the man, whoever he may be, left this house in secret this afternoon in disguise; that he returned in another disguise as Payne, the pretended doctor’s assistant, and after going away in the car, he resumed his former disguise, and returned to the house in the same secret way.” 
 “You—you think so, sir?” gasped Packington. 
  “I have reasons to think so,” said Mr. Cook; “and, if I am correct, a secret passage exists from this house to the old hunting lodge in the park.” 
  Packington sat staring at him blankly. 
 “I have no doubt I have surprised you,” said the inspector. 
 “You — you have, sir?” gasped Packington. 
  “Think of it for a moment, and it will not seem so surprising,” said Mr. Cook. “The ancient, secret passage certainly exists, and, according to the legend, it has an outlet somewhere in the park. That is local tradition. When I came here this afternoon I had it in my mind that the secret passage was being used at that very time, that some attempt was being planned, and that I should arrive here to find that Sir Richard had been attacked again. That has not taken place. 
  “But “—the inspector paused impressively—” I am convinced, Packington, that the man who was seen in the park disappeared by some secret means when chased into the old lodge; and I have every reason to fear that he’s now lurking within the walls of Ravenspur Grange, looking for an opportunity of renewing his attempt on Sr Richard’s life.” 
  The butler’s face was quite pale. 
 “I am confiding to you, Packington, because you can help me,” went on the Leyford inspector. “This unknown man obviously has a confederate in this household. I need not name him.” 
  “Captain Ravenspur?” gasped the butler. 
  “Strictly between ourselves, yes,” said Mr. Cook. 
  The butler drew a deep breath. 
  “I have no doubt you are right, sir. But it is terrible,” he said in a low voice. “Possibly, sir, you have some knowledge of the identity of this unknown man, Captain Ravenspur’s confederate ?” 
 “I have?” said the Inspector firmly. 
  Packington rose to his feet. He moved about the room restlessly for a few moments, and then stopped, leaning on the door. 
  The inspector watched him impatiently 
  My dear fellow, you need not be upset.  ” he said. “You must control your nerves, if you are going to be of assistance to me in saving the life of your master, and bringing his assailant to book.” 
  “Oh!  Quite, sir “ gasped Packington. “You may rely on me, sir You will find me worthy of your confidence, I hope.” 
  “I am sure of that. I must have help within the house, and I have selected you,” said inspector Cook. “You are no doubt aware that if Edgar Ravenspur is still hiving, he is  heir to this estate in case of Sir Richard’s death” 
  “He is supposed to be dead, sir .” 
  “No doubt; but people  who are supposed to be dead often  turn out to be very much alive,” said inspector Cook. “If Edgar Ravenspur lives, and has secretly  returned to England, it may account for a man from Australia having  been shot by the park wall the other  night—a man who was coming to the Grange  to see someone whom he spoke of as Black Edgar. If a secret passage exists from the old hunting lodge, it may account for the disappearance of the body. In a word, Packington, my theory is that Edgar Ravenspur is at the bottom of the attempt on Sir Richard’s life.  Captain Ravenspur is his confederate—doubtless for some very substantial consideration. It is hardly a secret that the captain is over his ears in debt, and dependent on his brother. It would be easy for the heir of Ravenspur to make it worth his while to lend assistance in such a scheme.” 
 “You make it very clear, sir.” 
  “I may say that Captain Ravenspur practically gave the thing away, in a conversation with me,” said Inspector Cook, somewhat pompously.
  “He would scarcely be a match for you, sir,” said Packington. 
  Inspector Cook smiled. 
  “Hardly,” he agreed. “Now, Parkington, you undorstand why I have taken you into my confidence. I cannot remain in the house—but you are an inmate here. My object is less to lay the villain by the heels, than to prevent the consummation of his crime. I must have Sir Richard—though he is himself in every difficulty in my way, by his unthinking confidence in a man who seeks to harm him.” 
 “Quite so. sir.” 
  “I rely upon your help, and upon your secrecy,” said the inspector. 
  “You may rely fully upon both, sir,” said Packington. ‘Not a word, of course, will pass my Iips, and every assistance I can give—” 
  There was a violent ringing of a bell. 
  Inspector Cook started to his feet. 
 “What—” 
  Voices could be heard calling. Inspector Cook caught his breath The butler opened the door. 
  “Something has happened, sir—” 
  The inspector tore past him. Packington did not follow. He stood quietly, watching the excited inspector as he flew for the stairs 

                    THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER 

                                       Poison! 

FRANK NUGENT looked at his watch for about the tenth time. 
It wanted a minute to have past eight, the time specified by 
the doctor for the baronet to take his medicine. 
  Frank rose from the settee in the corridor. 
  “I’m going in?” he said quietly. 
  And he entered Sir Richards room. Captain Ravenspur was standing beside the bedside table, mea;uring out a dose of medicine into a wine glass. 
 He glanced over it, with a smile, as Nugent appeared. But there was a slight frown on Sir Richard’s brow. 
  “Frank?” he said, his tone was sharp. 
  “Let the boy come in, Dick,” said the captain. “After all, watch-dogs are useful, though they may bark at the wrong person.” 
  Sir Richard smiled faintly. 
  “I told the doctor that I should be giving you your medicine, uncle,” said Frank. 
  “My boy” said Sir Richard quietly. “I am aware that it is affection, and a sense of duty that moves you, but I cannot. and will not listen to a single word implying distrust of my brother. 
If you do not wish to make me angry, Frank, say nothing more of that kind.” 
  Nugent compressed his lips. 
“You still distrust me, boy?” asked the captain.  He seemed rather amused than irritated. 
 “I—I don’t know.” said Frank. “Not so much as I did. But—” 
  “But you fear that I may have tampered with my brother's’ medicine, and that I may be going, at this very moment, to give him a draught that will make me master of Ravenspur Grange!” 
  “Cecil!” said the baronet. 
 “That is in his mind.” said the captain. 
  “Dismiss such thoughts from your mind, Frank.” said Sir Richard severely. “Give me the medicine, Cecil.” 
  Nugent made a step forward. 
 “Uncle!” 
  He could not control his arm. 
 “Fool!” snapped the captain.  “ By gad, it is hard to keep patients with you, boy!  If I were the dastard you imagine, do you fancy that I should commit a crime, openly, with no chance of escaping detection?” 
 “Uncle!   Do not touch it?” exclaimed Frank, in great distress. “You know there is at least a risk—” 
  “There is no risk in anything taken from my brother’s hand.” said Sir Richard sternly. “Say no more.” 
  “There are poisons—that leave no traces—Indian poisons——’ 
  “And I have been in India?” said the captain. “Take care, Dick—you may be dealing with a man who has learned the poisoning arts of the Hindoos, and may be about to practise them on you.” 
  “Do not jest on such a subject, Cecil! Frank, I command you to be silent?” exclaimed Sir Richard Ravenspur. 
  Frank set his teeth. 
  “Uncle! You shall not take it?” he exclaimed. “I will strike it from his hand before you shall take it.” 
  “Silence?”
   Captain Ravenspur stood with the wine glass of medicine in his hand, a mocking grin on his cynical face. 
 “What will convince you, Nephew Frank!” he asked. “By gad!  In olden times, it was customary for a great lord’s draught to be tasted before he swallowed it, to guard against poison. Will you act as wine-taster?” 
   He held out the wine-glass to the school boy. 
  Frank breathed deep, 
 “I will, rather than see my uncle drink it?” he said steadily. 
  “A devoted nephew, Dick,” chuckled the captain. “Your older nephew, of the name of Ravenspur, would not have been so devoted, I guarantee. The boy is a fool, but I like him all the better for it. Look, Frank, you young ass—you shall not run the risk you fancy—I will drink it myself.” 
  “Nonsense, Cecil?” exclaimed Sir Richard. 
“Not at all,” said the captin. “It is time for you to take the medicine prescribed by Dr. Wood, and this dose does not come from his precious assistant in the horn-rimmed glasses, Frank!”
  “Yes!” muttered Nugent. 
  “You saw me fill the glass from the bottle?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Than if I swallow this dose, will you be satisfied that the next dose may be taken without harm by my brother?” 
  “Yes,” repeated Frank. 
  “Then you shall be satisfied. 
  “Cecil!” exclaimed the baronet. “This is trifling—I’ll not aIlow—” 
 “Why not satisfy the boy?” said Captain Ravenspur carelessly. “After all, he is a good lad, though rather a fool.  He means well. Look, Frank!” 
  He raised the wine-glass to his lips. 
  Frank Nugent watched him tensely. From the half-open door, the other juniors looked on. If Captain Ravenspur drank the glass, it was proof enough that the contents were harmless. But if it were a trick—if he intended to  spill the liquid, there were many eyes upon him to discern his trickery. 
  But it was no trick. 
  The captain raised the glass to his lips and drank the contents, to the last drop. 
  He laughed as he set the wine glass down on the table. 
  Nugent drew a deep breath. 
  “Are you satisfied now, Frank?” 
  “Yes!” said Nugent. “So far as that bottle of medicine is concerned—yes. ” He started a little, and stared at the captain. “ What is the matter?” 
  Captain Ravenspur stood very still. Only his features worked strangely. Fear—an awful fear—was in his face, which had grown as white as chalk. A strange terror seized on Nugent as he stared at him. Captain Ravenspur moved suddenly, lurching heavily. 
  “Cecil!” exclaimed Sir Richard, in alarm. 
  Captain Ravenspur steadied himself. “What—what is the matter, Cecil?” 
  The captain panted. 
  
  “The matter, Dick—the matter is— poison! Do not touch what is in that bottle—on your life!  The medicine has been tampered with, and i have swallowed the poison that was meant for you!  Heaven help me!” 
  Nugent sprang forward. 
  He was in time to catch the captain as he fell. Dazedly, he lowered the falling man to the floor. 
  Sir Richard Ravenspur stared in horror. 
  “Cecil—my brother—” 
  Nugent rang the bell violently. Harry Wharton & Co. were already in the room. The Leyford constable came into the doorway. Bob Cherry ran to the stairs, shouting for Inspector Cook. 
  Captain Ravenspur raised himself on his elbow, and turned his ghastly face to the horrified eyes of his brother. 
 “Dick!” he panted huskily.  “Dick!  It was meant for you—someone has tampered with that bottle! You know—you know that I knew nothing of it—should I have swallowed it, if 1 had known, or even dreamed? Dick, I’ve not been a good brother to you, but i swear that never, never have i meant you harm, that I’d have given my worthless life to save yours, old man! It’s a dying man who told you so, Dick?”  
  “Cecil!” 
 There was a deep groan from Captain Ravenspur, and he sank back. Nugent held his head; in the captain’s face was no sign of life. Nugent turned a haggard look on his chums. 
 “Get the doctor—quick—he may be saved!  Quick!” 
  Harry Wharton rushed from the room. 
  Still, silent, to all appearances lifeless, Captain Ravenspur lay with his sagging head on Nugent’s arm.  He had proved at last his good faith; it could not be doubted now, but in proving it, he had taken the fatal draught intended for his brother. 
  “Cecil!” said the baronet hoarsely. “My brother!  Speak!” 
  But no word came from the lifeless lips. 
                  THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                           By Whose Hand? 
“HE lives!” 
   Dr. Wood spoke quietly. 
   Sir Richard Ravenspur uttered a cry, a cry of relief, that came from his very heart. 
  The hour was late. 
  In Ravenspur Grange, no one had thought of sleep. Without the great house, the summer night was calm; within, all was unresting. In his room, Captain Ravenspur lay stretched on his bed, and no word had passd his lips since that terrible scene by Sir Richard’s bedside. At a late hour the doctor entered the baronet’s room, with the news that his brother yet lived. 
  Sir Richard, pale, haggard, wan, had not closed his eyes. Jervis was with him, and the Famous Five were in the room. They could not think of sleep. 
  The hours were bitterly anxious for them, as for the baronet. The last attempt on Sir Richard had proved that the secret assertion was in the house or, at least, had easy access to the house and that he was not, and could not be, Cecil Ravenspur. Who, then, was the man? The juniors could not even begin to answer that question. But, for the present, their thoughts were less of the unknown assassin, than of the man who had proved his good faith, and proved it, as seemed only too likely, with his life. Dr. Wood’s announcement was almost as much a relief to the chums of Greyfriars as to Sir Richard himself. 
  “He lives!” repeated the baronet. 
   Dr. Wood nodded. His face was pale and tired. 
 “And he will live?” said Sir Richard, almost pleadingly. 
  “I think he will live, Sir Richard,” said the medical gentleman. “The worst is over, in my belief. There is no doubt that Captain Ravenspur will have a very long illness, that he must be placed where he can have the most assiduous attention night and day—but he has a strong constitution, and he has a good chance of recovery.” 
 The tears stood in Sir Richard Ravenspur’s eyes. 
 “Save him, doctor.” he said brokenly. “He has saved my life—and I had doubted him—though I thank Heaven that I had dismissed my doubts before he gave this final proof. The poison— I should have taken it—” 
  “In your case, Sir Richard, the result would have been immediately fatal,” said the doctor quietly. “Your age, and your present condition, would have made that a certainty. Captain Ravenspur will escape, because he is a much younger man, and was suffering from no such injury as you are suffering from. But he has had a narrow escape. As soon as he can be removed, I recommend that he should be placed in a nursing home under my supervision in Leyford—” 
  “Anything that you direct will be done, Dr. Wood. Only save him!” said Sir Richard. “Only save my dear brother but.” 
  “He shall be saved if human skill can save him,” said the doctor.  “He is now in a quiet sleep. You, too, should be sleeping, Sir Richard.” 
  The baronet made a gesture. 
 “Sleep! Impossible!” 
  “You must sleep, sir!” said the doctor. “I shall give you a draught. After what has happened, Sir Richard, and in view of the danger you run, you must take medicine only from my hands. Your food and drink must be carefully examined and supervised. There is someone in this house who desires your death, and a moment of carelessness may be fatal.” 
  “But who?” muttered Sir Richard. 
  The doctor shook his head. 
  “That is not in my province, sir.  ” he answered.  “My business is to save you. Every precaution must be taken until the dastard is discovered. It is for Inspector Cook to find him.” 
  The baronet made a hopeless gesture. “There is no one in the house whom I do not completely trust.  ” he said. “The whole thing is beyond me. What have I done that my life should be sought! So far as I know, I have wronged no man.  The only man who could benefit by my death, is the man who has taken the potion in my place, and so saved my life.” He made a weary gesture. “Had I swallowed that dose, doctor, who would have doubted that Cecil had poisoned me?” 
  “No one!” said the doctor. 
  “Yet he was innocent—he lies at death’s door in my place!” The baronet shuddered.  “They would have judged him guilty—they must have judged him guilty, had I taken the dose. Poor Cecil!  But if his life is saved, I care for nothing else.” 
  “His life will be saved.” said the doctor.  “Now, Sir Richard. you must sleep.  ”
  The juniors quietly left the baronet’s room, leaving him with Jervis. Frank Nugent went into the adjoining dressing room, where he was to sleep that night. The others went downstairs, with grave and shadowed faces. 
  In the hall below they found Inspector Cook. 
  The inspector was moving about restlessly, his brows knitted, his lips set, his whole aspect harassed. 
  Inspector Cook was in no happy and mood. 
  The late happening had completely shattered the theory he had formed, and to which he had pinned his faith. 
  Had Sir Richard Ravenspur taken the medicine from his brother’s hand, the Inspector would have entertained not the slightest doubt that Captain Ravenspur had administered it intentionrilly, that he was guilty.  Frank Nugent’s intervention had prevented that.  And the captain’s action, in swallowing the dose, convinced even the most unbelieving that he was innocent
—that he had never dreamed of the true nature of the dose.  Some other hand had placed the poison in the medicine bottle, unknown to him, unsuspected by him?  Whose hand? ” 
  Captain Ravenspur was innocent.  That was clear now.  Circumstances, and his own reckless and mocking temper, had drawn suspicion upon him, but he had proved his faith at last. But if he was innocent, who was guilty?  If the heir of Ravenspur, the scapegrace nephew who had been years absent, had secretly returned, as the inspector theorised, he could not have acted without a confederate in the house. Captain Ravenspur, it was certain now, was not the confederate. Then who was it? 
  It was not pleasant to the inspector to realise that he had been on a wild-goose chase. But he had to realise it now. In a troubled and harassed mood, the inspector paced the old hall. 
  Cecil Ravenspur lay between life and death. Soon he would be removed from the Grange, to lie for weeks, perhaps months, under the care of doctors and nurses. He would be gone, but the baronet’s enemy, his danger, would remain. The inspector knew that now. 
  By whose hand, and how, had the fatal dose been introduced into the medicine bottle? Sir Richard had not been left alone. Captain Ravenspur, or Jervis or Nugent, or Packington, or the doctor himself, had been with him. Had the bottle been tampered with on its way to the baronet’s room? Had the dose been taken by its intended victim, no doubt would have existed— Cecil Ravenspur would have been adjudged guilty. That idea was now inadmissible. But the elimination of the suspected man left the Leyford inspector totally at a loss. 
  Mr. Cook glanced at the juniors. 
 “Who is with Sir Richard?” he asked. 
  “Jervis,” answered Harry. 
  “Jervis!” repeated the inspector, pursing his lips. 
  Wharton smiled faintly. He fancied that Mr. Cook was in a mood to suspect anyone now. 
  “Nugent`s staying in Sir Richard’s dressing-room,” said Harry. We’re going up to bed now. Good-night, sir. ” 
  “Good-night,” said the inspector absently; and the schoolboys left him, little then dreaming at the moment how they were to sec him again. 
  Packington came into the hall, with his soft tread. Except for Jervis in the baronet’s room, the constable on duty in the corridor outside, and the inspector and the butler, all had gone to bed. 
  Packington moved about the hall, looking at the fastening of doors and windows, occasionally glancing at the silent, harassed inspector. 
  “Your room is ready, sir,” he said at last, deferentially. 
  “I shall not sleep tonight grunted the inspector.
  “Indeed, sir?” 
  “And to-morrow,” said the inspector, between his teeth, “I shall prove, or disprove, the existence of a secret passage from the hunting-lodge to this house. That, at least, is practicable.” 
  Packington eyed him curiously, under his heavy, dark eyebrows. 
  “Indeed, sir!  I understood that the ruined lodge had been searched very carefully and thoroughly,” he said. 
  “I will root it to pieces, stone by stone!”  said the inspector savagely. “If this passage is there I shall find it, if every stone in the place has to be taken up. And if it is there—”
He checked himself. We shall see.” 
  Packington eyed him more intently. “Sir Richard will hardly permit an historic ruin like the old hunting-lodge, sir, to be destroyed.” he murmured. 
 “It will be done.” said the inspector grimly.  “Have no doubt of that. It will and shall be done!” 
  “And if the passage is found, sir—” 
  “If it is there, it will be found. And we shall see where it leads, at this end.” said the inspector. “If into an occupied room—`` he broke off again. 
  “You think of everything, sir.” said Packington. “If the secret passage indeed exists, and if it gives access to an occupied room in this building, the occupant of that room will be under very grave suspicion.” 
  “Exactly.” 
  “I trust you will be successful, sir.” said the butler. “If you desire nothing further, sir, I shall now go to bed.” 
  “Nothing, thank you. Good-night!” 
  “Good-night, sir “ 
  Packington moved away softly. 
 The light remained in the hall. Inspector Cook paced to and fro. It was an hour later that he ascended the stairs and passed along the oaken gallery that surrounded the hall high above. Suddenly the light vanished, and all was darkness, and almost at the same moment the report of a firearm filled the silent house with a noise like thunder. 

               THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                  Dead! 
HARRY WHARTON leaped from his bed. 
  He had been sleeping lightly, troubled thoughts, and a lingering aching in his bruised head, keeping him from sound slumber. 
  A sudden sound in the silence of the night had banished sleep. He leaped from bed, and stood listening in the darkness, his heart throbbing. What was it that had awakened him? 
  A sleepy voice came from the shadows. 
  “What was that?”
  Wharton ran to the lighting switch and turned on the light.  His comrades were awake. 
 “What was it?” breathed Bob Cherry. 
  “A shot!” said Harry. 
 “Good heavens! Then—” 
  Harry Wharton tore open the door. He ran for the stairs, and dashed down. His comrades were fast behind him. 
  A shot had rung through the silent house. That it had been fired in the baronet’s room; that it told of another attempt, perhaps successful, on Sir Richard Ravenspur’s life, was the thought in the minds of all the juniors. They raced down the staircase. 
  All was in darkness below. 
 Only from the corridor that led from the hall gallery to Sir Richard’s room came a glimmer of light. 
  Wharton reached the gallery and ran along it, and stumbled suddenly on something that lay on the oaken floor. 
He picked himself up, and ran on breathlessly. He did not even know over what he had stumbled; and he did not pause a second to ascertain. He was full of anxiety for Sir Richard Ravenspur. 
He turned into the lighted corridor and ran on to the baronet’s room, his comrades at his heels. 
 The Leyford constable was standing there, his face startled in the light. He was staring along the corridor in the direction of the hall gallery, facing Wharton as he came racing up. 
  Evidently the constable had been startled by the shot, and was uncertain whether to leave his post to investigate, or remain on guard over the baronet’s door.  Inspector Cook had given him the strictest instructions to remained there, and to leave on no pretext whatever, until relieved by his comrade, now asleep in one of the bedrooms above. 
 “What is it, sir?” asked the constable, as Wharton came breathlessly up. “Did you see—have you found the—” 
 “It was not here” exclaimed Wharton, in relief.  “You heard the shot—”
  “ Yes—yes!” 
  “It was not fired in Sir Richard’s room?” exclaimed Harry. 
 “No, sir. The sound came from the press or the stairs.” 
  The door of the baronet’s room opened, and Jervis Looked out. His face was alarmed. At the same moment, Nugent came out into the corridor by the door from the dressing-room. 
 “Sir Richard is safe!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. 
 “Quite, sir—he is still sleeping,” said Jervis. “Nothing has happened here. But I heard something—like a shot.”
  “I heard it,” said Frank. “But my uncle is safe.” 
 “The light is turned out in the hall.” said Harry. “The officer here thinks the shot came from the hall.” 
  “But who——what————” 
 The juniors exchanged looks of amazement. Sir Richard Ravenspur was safe—he had not even been disturbed. He was sleeping, under the influence of the soothing draught the doctor had given him. No attempt had been made on the baronet. Yet a shot had been fired in the silent house. At whom—and by whom—was a mystery. 
 “Inspector Cook should be here.” said Nugent. “He stayed in the house tonight.  Someone had better call him.” 
  “Queer that the shot did not wake him.  ” said Johnny Bull.  “Look here, let’s go back to the hall gallery and look round.  If the shot was fired there it—”
  “I’m sure it was, sir!” said the Leyford constable. “I should have gone at once, but, my inspector ordered me not to leave this door.” 
 “Harry!” exclaimed Nugent, in sudden horror. 
  He stared at his chum. 
  The juniors, in their haste, had rushed downstairs in the pyjamas.  On Wharton’s pyjama jacket was a broad stain of red.  Nugent’s eyes had suddenly fallen on it. 
  “Harry! What—what is that—”
  Wharton glanced down to his jacket as Frank pointed.  He started, and stared at the crimson stain. He put his hand to it in wonder, and his fingers came away wet and reddened. 
  “It is blood!” said Bob, in a hushed voice. 
  “But what—how—” stammered Wharton, in amazement and horror. “I—I remember!  I stumbled over something in the hall gallery as I was running here—something in the dark. I did not see what it was.” 
 He broke off, his voice faltering with horror. Only too well, after he had seen that crimson stain on his pyjama jacket, he knew what that “something” must have been. 
  There was a moment of horrified silence. All eyes were fixed on that tell-tale splash of crimson. 
  Wharton shuddered. 
  From the end of the corridor where it’s joined the oaken gallery surrounding the hall, came a blaze of light. Someone had turned on the electric light there. Voices were heard calling. 
 “We—we must see what—what it was I—I fell over!” stammered Wharton . “Come with me, you fellows!” 
  The second Leyford constable  was now on the spot, half dressed, rubbing his eyes. He accompanied the juniors as they went along the corridor into the hall gallery. 
  Wharton glanced over the oaken balustrade into the hall  below. All the lights were on now, and in the bright illumination he saw a group of startled and scared servants. Packington was with them, looking upward. 
  “What has happened, sir?”  called out Packington, as he caught sight of Harry Wharton looking down.   “There was something—it sounded like a shot— did you hear it, sir?” 
 “Better come up.” called back Wharton. 
  Packington went to the stairs, to ascend , some of the servants  following him up,  others remaining where they were, in a seared group. 
  Wharton hurried along to the gallery, towards the spot where he had stumbled over the unseen object in the dark. 
 What the object was he knew only too well, but who the fallen man might be was, still a mystery to him. 
 The gallery was no longer dark; bright lights streamed down on a still form that lay huddled on the old oak floor. 
  “There!” muttered Bob Cherry, with blanched lips. 
 Wharton caught his breath. 
 It was a figure in uniform that lay huddled on the oaken floor. No movement came from it—no sound! But from it, as it lay. a dark pool was lowly spreading along the oak. Why the alarm had not roused Inspector Cook and brought him to the scene had perplexed all the juniors—till this moment! Now they knew! 
  Wharton, with an effort, approached the body. At the same time, Packington arrived from the opposite side, with James at his heels. 
  “It is Inspector Cook!” said Wharton, in a hushed voice. 
  “I fear so, sir!” murmured Packington. 
  “Good heavens!” And he is—is———” 
  “Dead!” 
  Wharton leaned an arm on the oaken balustrade of the gallery, almost overcome with horror. 
  Inspector Cook lay at his feet—silent, still, with a bullet in his heart! 
  Had the inspector made some discovery? Had he traced, or been about to trace, the hidden assassin of Ravenspur Grange? What had he known, or suspected, to cause the murderous hand to be raised against his life? 
  That, now, could never be known! He had died, and what he knew had died with him! In the silence of the night, in the shadowy darkness, he had fallen—by whose hand? 
THE END. 
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