


glad to hear from
The Editor, The *“Muagnet”’ Library. Phe Amalgom

Always

you, chisns, 80 drop me a line-to the |

Farvingdon Street, London, E.CA4.

Jokes =nd

NOTE.—Al

elw

ALLO, churss, I suppose there's
no objection if I kick off this
wenk with tha following clever

Mutiared Buntsr to Toddy ooe day:

“ Thera's a small dabt I wish io repay.
I've reesived 2 P.O.
From Eti , yox k

Peiar
sway I

A useful leather wallot has been
P Hm e T
ok i, DEAT A Freg.,
for ti‘.ﬁl%ﬂa.bn-re winwisg effort.

R ——

I:taﬁnﬁad in the nhfr:gt TI ;
-ou all are. Anyway, ur Tracy, o
]f!?“rminghxmt, am:l:jlr:m wonta to know,

amongst other things :

WHAT 1§ A “MIX™?

First of all it iz essontial to know what
n “Fade In' is. This is & term used in
film circles to-menn the grodual brighten-
ing-up of & seeme from blackness. ¥You
have all ssem & fAlm begin with & dark
seroen ; then the outlines are seen dmaly,
and ly brighten uniil the scene
in of usual Dght-strehgth. Comversely
a *“Fade Out” is tho ite thing—
i.e. when the ecene ually fadea to
blackness. A '“Mix" means*that ono
scono is fading in while ancther is fading
out,

Here are some more film terms which
you might fod interesting: A "' Cut”
ia when there is no warning of a chenge
of scens or position, but the word is also
used by the direetor on tho floor of the

ut had  falated

studio when he wants the comera.man
to stop teking. Ho gives the order
“ Camgera " to ecommence taking A

" 8hot " is the teking of a portion of film
Without chenging the position eof the
camera, but there are many diflerent
kinds of !*shots,” An " Akeloy Shot,”
for instance, is & shot taken of a rapidly
moving objsct—euch as a galloping horso
or & movieg train—when tho object i
lield in the picture while the background
flaskes It pgots ita namo from tho
nameé of the man who invented tho method

of taking b
A “TRUCKING SHOT ™

is & shot taken while the camers s artuglly
moving forward, rideways, or bugkward.
A “rocking shot' is when the comeen
is rocked so as to give the eflect of a rolling
ship or & mowing car. A ' panoram shot "’
is ome that is taken while the tripod of
tha eamers is in &8 fxed position, but the
camers Hoelf in being swung horizontally
or titted vertisally. When you soe two
pictures on the same length of fAlm—
such s & title oo & moving background,
or the effamt of a vision, this is known as o

* muperimpose,”™

HOW MANY CRUSADES WERE THERE ?

is the question asked by one of my girl
ronders, Ethel DBentham, of Tonfrow.
Therp- woro eight altogether, hut all of
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Lisvericios
Maguet.” 5, Carmelite Street,
thema were not soocossfal Ths E:rl:t;

-

shonld e sswm: b
Landon, EC. 4 (Comp.).

| Crusade took i 1495, whon Jernaalom
was taken, was loat dunng the sedond
Crusade, and the third, fourth amd Eith
did not smeceed in ing Jerusalem
again. : .
ond lost once more on the seventh. The
_Eaghth,;;d last, rﬂiuimg in a]llihiﬂians

HAg iven out of Byria ERppOss

::Eui the Oroat Wor can be com-

ered as & Crusade, for them Jeorusalem
wad taken again by ocur forcen,

And now, while I get my breath, lat

us have a laugh &t this j for which
A. W. Honton, of 33, Grove ©Street,

l

x| Liaplipeg, e, b gt

The teneder was testing
her clasy with guestions on
gonsral Knowledgs,

“Tell me,' she
“ what is ths
‘Ordar of the
Bath*?*

* Flease, miss,** replied one
rnt the young puplls, **pa
first, ma next, and then us
kids ! **

sald
®

A little while ago I hail o lettor from en
Amoerican er, and now thore comaes
snother from Fanl Langloy, of Newark,
New Jersey, who has mead in an English
poper o roforenco to one of Amenca’s
poetriots which our reader thinks s slighting.
The poaper reforred to Paul Jomes as a
pirate, snd FPaul (of Nowark) wonta to
know if, in my opinion,

PAUL JONES WAS A PIRATE?

Woll, Tanl Jones was certainly guilty of
ona ant which camoe undor the heading of
piraey, althongh he was .aun?' afterwards
for having dene it Poul Jones was o
Seotsman who eommanded an American
wivaleer  during the American  warn
ho Fnglish  considersd him a2 pirste,
althouph =0 long as IMaul confined : his
aetivities to eommerre raiding ho was
ruile in aceordance with the emles of war-
faro at tlat timo. But Le lamwded noeaer
Wirrndbripght and pillaged tho honse of
Lomd Sellaels, which was, of courso, nn
act of poacy.  He ciml in Parig, and in
19nG lus rermoins ween  ddiscovoered  and
removorl (o the Unitoed Sistes.

Ther next grestion’ thiz weel: brings to
o vEsns of

WHEN VENICE WAS IN HER GLORY !

Arthur Quilter, of Tovizos, wants to now
what “ Tho Lion's Mouth " waa, " The
Lion's Mouth ™ still exizts, and any visitor
to Veniee can see it Lo-day. It i8 in one
of the onter walls of the Ioge's Palace,
amd was nsed as o post-hox for anonymonus
lettors. I you had o grsdgoe ageinst a
fellow, vou dropped o letter through the
opon maouth of a lion's hoad and o socret
tribunel rend theso leitors and delivered

judgment,  Originally it was  intended |

¥t was taken agaim on ihe sixth]

ailorotrig address @
ated Press, Lid., Fleefivoy House,

4

to get wlormation edncerning
those whio were tiraitors to
the State, but evil -diﬂf@ﬂ&d
persons began io Fu&a t for
geiting squbre with their
own particolar onemsel.  And
tho unfortmmates who Y
condemnred by tha. seored
tribunal passed over the
Bridga pf Sighs—and were
noever seen nor beard «of
egain |

Thot rominds me of
illugtration I saw in & mmﬁ
aper tha othor day.
Ehﬂwﬁd the B;riu:lga-'i:nir Sigha
with the Rialto in the
hackground, as if both bridges
wore on the same canal. They
ass pot—the Bridge of Sighe

a ‘very norrow osoal,
whils tha mmm& acroes the Grawl

RAFID-FIRE ANSWERS
to somme of the guestions whieh - yarious
repders bave asked me. Here goea:

. How long ia the Mimsinsippi 1. Two
Who coriginsted the of ball ¥

The Aneient Britoms, and it has beem
plzyed.in this country ever vinee, :bﬁt:
many sttempts to stop it. The ;
attempt was in the reign of Queen

Elizabeth. 5
What is Popocstepetl 1 A mounbem

in Moxico. .

‘Where' ia Aleatia ! It dobs not now
exist. Alsatin was the name giveo to the
procieet of Whitefriars in London, which
waa & -ganctuary ﬂd“':ﬁ :;E manner of
rogues, cut-throate, ighwaymen.
Den't confuss it with Alsace, of ﬁﬁi:shr
we heard gc much after the War.

From where did the Ku-EKlux.Klan get
its mamo? The name is Bul'ppﬂﬂl&li te
soumnd like tho ing aod elosing of &
rifie bolt, and was adopted by the foumders
of this socret gocioty m the yoor k805.

What wore ™ anlggl;t;rs "1 A eeoret
socioty which flour: in Ireland in
18B0.

I am getting poar the cond of my space
again, 20 I had bottor put you wise 1o nexp
week's bumper bill.o'-iare,

As you aro no doubt aware by now,
Harry Wharton & Co. hevo finished their
vacation at Bavo r Gromge and are
once again with thoir noscs down to the

indstono in the Romove Form at Groy-
riara. As iz ofton tho coase ot the be-

nning of o now torm, & fresh face is soon
at the old school. Amd this week is no
oxcoption to tho rule. Whose is the now
face, vou'll all bo asking. Well, as [
have nover been known to spoil 8 troat
vet, I am ofraid I must ask vou to wait
until you rosd

“* THE BOY WITHOUT A FRIEND!"
By Frank Richards,

noxt week's rattling fine yam of Ceey-
friars, That you'll cnjoy overy line of it,
L heven't the slightest donbt.

Following the winding-up of tho Winlile-
son sovies of Bt Sam’s yorns, Dicky Nuogoent
has como forwanl with & * Thought-
reading ' series which will raiso the greatest
lsugh over. The firat tale i3 entitled
“ Reedem the Romarkable,

Noxt comes another gripping instalinent
of our now serinl of the VFremeh
Revolution :

“ THE SHADOW OF THE GUILLOTINE!"
By Geo. E. Hochester,

chorkabloel: Tull of sueprizes and thrilling
situations. You've swmplodd the  thrills
nlready, but thoyyo nothing comparcd
with those to como.

Anaother big ntlraction ia tho thind of
our grandl new serics of flying articles
written by our oxpert in lis own interesting
way. This, together wilh snother eheory
“ Comno inte the Ofice, Doys,” completos
ono of tho finest foasts of fiction obtainable,

Mako a point, then, elms, of securing
your eopy at the enrliest opportumty.

TOULR ETMTOR.



IF YOU I.H{E TI-IHH.I.S I}HIIHS THEHE’S A REAL FEAST OF TIIEH IN TII!S YAHII‘

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Shot at the Window §
ié MR. FERRERS LOCKE "

butler
Grange,
famous

Packington, the
of Bavanspur
announced the
detective,

Sir Richard Ravenspur cose eagerly

to his feet.

Harry Wharton & Gﬂr whe were in
the hbmrr wilk the baronet,
turned at once towards the
man whe entered; & man shm
but muscular, with clear-cut
features, un:i deap- -seh  eves
that seemed to take in the
whole of hi: surroundings
with one fleeting glance.

“Ferrers Locke—at last!”
breathed Bob Cherry.

The chums of Greyiriars
knew the fomous detective
well. He was a relative of Dr. Locke,
their headmaster; and theyr had scen
nim often at the school.

Ferrers Locke, evidentls, had not for-
gotten them. Ee gave the group of
schoolboys &2 nod and a smile as he
advanced to mez2t the barone:, who
shook hands with him warmly,

“I cannot say how glad I am to sce
vouw, Br, anf.na said Sir Richard

Ravenspur. "I can only thank you for
coming so promptly in answer to my
telegram. ™

I bave oever baen 50 glad to receive

a summons to a caze,
answered Ferrers Locke.

“Then you werc aware-—-'

“I was aware of the strange ha pen-
in at Ravenspur Grange Was
following the matter with tim deepest
interest. Had not the case been
official hands, I should have heen
tempted o offer my services,” said
Locke, with a smile. “I knew In-
spector Garnish well—one of the best

Sir Richard,”

The secret enemy of Ravenspur Grange,,
ruthless and cunning to a degree, finds’
more than his match in Ferrers Locke, the
greatest detective of modern times !
and enjoy this thrilling varn of Harry

Wharton & Co.

men at the Yard, And he is—"
“Dead !” said 8ir Richard, with a
slipht shiver.
Locke compressed his lips a [ittle.
"8o 1 heard, shortly before I re-
ccived your tel&glum, e said. ' And
nothing has been discovered since?™
“MNothing. Ancther man is coming
from Secotland Yard to take up the
matter where Imspector Garnish left if,
but—"  8Bir ichard hesitated a
moment. " But that need not interfere
with you, Mr. Locke. 8o far as 1 am
concerned, thq case 15 absolutely 1n
vour hands.”

Read

The final story in this
grand new thriller
series, featuring Harry
Wharton & Co., the

popular chums of
Greviriars.

By
FRANK
RICHARDS.

“] have no doubt that I shall find
myself on guite amicoble terma with

the official gentleman, Bir
Richard,"” said Ferrers Lﬁﬂka “In
any case, I am at vour orders.”

“Thank vou, Mr. Locke. Xf you can
clear up the fearful mystery that has
filled this house with gleom and
horror——" -

“Y shall try,” said Locke quietly.
“Yeou know these schoolboys, 1
think *"" said the baronet,

Locke gave the juniors o
;.tmle

wite well — though I
Imr ly expeeted to. see them
here.

Packington, the butler, had
not left the library after
showing tho Baker Street de-
tective in.

He was moving, with his
nzual noiseless, limping tread,
replacing =ome hooks that had been
t._;Een down frogn the bookeases.

Sir Richard glanced at him.

“That wili do, Packington,” he said
a trifle sharply.

Locke glanced at the butler as he
turned towards his master; ono glance
taking in the calm, composed face, the
heavr dark eyebrows that gave it n
slightly foreign look, the lines that
made the face, otherwise youthiul, seem
elderly. )

“Very good, sir,”
in his smooth tones.

THE MagxeT Linrany.—No. 1,125,
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He moved towards the door.

Crack]l Crack!

There was a startled cry from Sir
Richard Ravenspur, a shout from
Harry Wharton.

Ferrers Locke spun round towards

the window.

The tall windows of the library
looked on the terrace. Beyond, lay the
gardens and the park: and behind the
old trees of the park, the sun was sink-
ing. The light was already growing
dim in the library.

In ona of the windows thlem waz 4o
jagged, gaping gash in the glass, where
it had been struck and shattered by a
bullet.

“Again ¥ panted SBir Richard.

A wave of pallor swept over his Gne
old face, and he leaned & hand on a
table for support. Strong and sturdy
as he was, the constant strain had told
oin him. He stood unsteadily; and
Packinglon,  crossin the lhibrary
swiftly 1n spite of his limping leg,
reached him, and supported himn wit
his arm,

“Permit me,
butler.

Ferrers Locke was already at
window.

Along the terrace came the sound of
running footsteps. A Leyford constable
cdme runnmng up.

e stared in at Locke through the
jag%ﬂd aporture in the glass.

“That was a shot | ha panted.

“Search the grounds ™ rapped out

' murmurcd  the

the

L
21T

e,
The constable ran for the steps of tha
terrace,

Locke c?'rcppd over thoe [astenings of
the french windows. They were both
locked and bolted ; but he apened them
swiftly. Harry Wharton & Co. wero
at his heels as he stepped out on the
terroce.

The detective glanced back,

“Remain with Sir Richard!”
rapped out.

*Eut Tr

“Remain, I tell you™

“Very well, 3r. Locke,” said Frank
Nugent.

Locke darted across the terrace.

Befors him lay the open, wido
gordens, glowing in the sunsct, and the
drive curving away under old oaks and
becches.

From somewhere in front of the
house that sudden shot had ecome—a
stertling greeting for the Baker Streed
detective,

The Levlord constable wasz already
rearching for the man who had fired,
and several manservants had run out
of the house; while, from the park,
Joyee, the kceper, and two or three
other men appearcd.

Wateh and ward was kept at Raven-
spur Grange, every hour of the day
and the night, since the unknown
assassin had struck at the life of the
master of the Grange.

Locke did not descend from the ter
race to join in the search, He stood
where he was, for a full minute, watch-
ing the scene before him with eyes that
nothing escaped,

Then he re-enteved the library and
closed the french windows.

Packington had helped 8ir Richard
ta a deep leather chair, info which tho
barenet had sunk. His face was pale
ang hig hands shaking a little, Pack-
ington hovered round him with respeet-
ful sttention and sympathy.

“Hae i gone ™ asked Sir Richard, as
tho Baker Strect detective eome back.

“I do not think anvone will ba
found, at all events,” =aid Ferrers
Locke. “Bul they are searching.”

“If you desire to join in the scarch,

Tee Macxer Lisrarvy.—No. 1,125,

he

Mr. Locke, do mot let me detain you
hora——-"

“1 do not think it would serve any
useful purpese,” said the detective
tranquilly, * Fortunately, no damage
was donc—except to your window and
yvour ceiling, Sir Richard.”

HThat matters littlo enough,™ said
3ir Richard. He breathed hard, " This
strain is telling on my nerves n littls,
Mr. Locke. To be incessantly under
the eye of an unknown enemy, sesking
myr life—™"

“I quite understand that, sir,” said
Ferrers Locke sympathetically.

* The avdacity of the villain is almost
incredible,” satd Sir Richard., *This
Iatest attemipt will give you an idea of
it, Mr. Locke. A constable constantly
patrols the terrace before the house—
and my keepers are on the watch in the

ardens and the park—yet the dastard
s ventured to make another altempt
in full daylight—and, as usual, he has
vonizhed mystericusly, as if he were a
phantom——"

Marry Wharton made a sign to his
chums, and they left the library
quictlv. They were not at all sure that
the man who had fired the shot had suce-
ceeded in vanishing beyend the reach
of capture; and they were cager to
join in the search for him. '

“Thank you, IPackington,” said Bir
Richard., “You may leave us now, my

d fellow,”

“ Very good, sir.”

Packington left the library, the detec-
tive's eves following the limping figure
unti] the door closed on it

"And now, Mr. Locke—"

“"One moment, sir,” said Ferrers

Locke.
He moved to the window and
cxamined the broken glass. Then hia

keen eye traced the gash of the bullet
along the ceiling. He glanced ouf over
the terrace to the grounds. Then he
drew the heavy curtains, shutting out
the daylight, and switched on_ the
eleetric light. Once mecre his glance
followed the gash along the old ceiling.

“"Your unknown cnemy, Bir Richard,
has proved himself a skilful marksman
with a revolver?” he raid.

“More than once,” said Bir Richard.

“His skill seems to have deserted him
on this oceasion,” said Ierrers Locke.
“The bullet, for whoever it was in-
tended, did nothing but smash the pane
and gash the ceiling.”

“A random shot, firedd in at the
window in the hope of recching a
mark, said the baronet.

“A very slipht hope, I should
imagine,” said Ferrers Locke.  “The
zhot was fired from so low a level that
it could scaveely have struck anyone
in this room. Iis course was upward,
and after breaking the glass it stinck
tha eeiling. Only a perzon standing
very near the window might have been
struck, and in the circumstances you
would no: be likely to be standing
ihore."

Sir Richard Rovepspur gave him a
puzzled glance.

"DBut  the shob was  fired, Mp.
Locke—"

* Undoghtedly.™

"It must have been 1fired with a

murderoys intention——="

“IWith a hostile intention of zome sort,
nsdloubtediy”

“And by the man who has sought
my life, whose constant attacks have
awde my life & nightmare for more than
a week."”

The deteciive made no reply.

“Mr. Locke,” exclaimed the baronet,
"Inzpector Garnith was of opinion that
the assassin had 3o ecenfederate, But
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if that shot was not fired by his hand,
there must be a confederate.”
“"We cannot ssy ab present, Sie
Richard,” said Ferrers Locke gravely;
“but the ineident has at least proved
to me that we aro in deep waters, and
that we have to deal with & man of

‘infinite cunning.”

The detective drew a chair towards
the baronet and sat down.

"Now give me some details, Sir
Richard,” he said, "I desire to hear the
whole matter go far as it is known to
you from the beginning.”

“Very well, Mg, e,"” said the
baronet; and he was oconscious of a
5!15111: feeling of disappointment.

utside the house, thrown into a atate
of alarm once more by the sudden chot,
searching was going on for the man who
had fired, and it secmed to SBir Richard
that there was a chance at loast of the
degperate  villain  being  taken red:
handed., He had expected TFerrers
Locke to be cager on the search for
him. But the Baker Street detective
had aﬁpamqtl dismissed the incident
from his mind, faking it for granted
that the mysterious unknown would not
be found. And Sir Richard Ravenspur
wondered for some troubled moments
whether after all Ferrers Locke was
not perhaps an overrated man, and
whether he was, as the baronet had
fervently hoped, capable of solving the
fearful mystery of Ravenspur Grange.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
By Whose Hand ?

£ I1”

Harry  Wharton

round.

Under the glowing summer
sunset the chums of Greyfriars had
joined in the search of tﬁa grounds,
but they had found nething to reward
them.

There was no sign of the man who
had fired the shot at the windows of the
library of Ravenspur Grange.

How he had wvanished, how he had
come and gone was B mystery, one
more of the many bafliny mysteries of
the house of secrels,

No man had been seen; ihe constable
pacing the terrace had secn nothing
suspicious, and the hurried search, begun
almost before the echo of the report had
died away, had revealed nothing. It
was as if the lurking enemy had come
and pone like a spectre.

The juniors had gone down fo the big
bronze pates at the opening of the
drive and looked ocut into the road, a
shady country road that ran from
Leyford to Oxiord, passing the walls of
Ravenspur Grange and its great park.
On the road nothing meb their view but
o passing car. But as they stood in the
gateway, debating whether to return to
the house, a wvowee hailed them from
acrozs the road.

Cn the other zide of the road wasz a
stretch of woodland, with paths ronnine
up among the old frees, and in the
shadow of the branches of a biz ocak a
man was leaning on a trunk, and it was
he who had hailed lhe schoolboys.

Wharton stared at him.

He had not for the moment ohserved
the man standing there deep in the
shadow of the trees. Now lie laoked ab
him with attention.

The man was rourhly dicwsed, and
wore a heavy slouched hat that shaded
a zim-browned, bearded [ace. Ho was
stoking o ciparelie a2z he stoed leaning
on the oak, and a dezen cigarciic-cnds
fay about his fect in the grass,

stared
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Deep in {he shadow of ihe
trees 3 man was sian . He
was roughly dressed, and woré
a heavy slouch hat that
shaded a sun-browned, bearded
face, ** You called to me [ **
sald Harry Wharlon. *“*1I
reckon so! Is that place
Ravansgur Grange ? ** ** Yes.,”
(See Chapter 2,

YHIl" he repeated,
Wharton's glance.

“May as well have a look at that
johnny!" remarked Bob Cherry, "I
suppuse he can't be the man we want,
but he's hanging about the place, any-
how.”

Wharton smiled.

“He ean't be the man,” he agrecd.
“If he had attempted murder at the
Grange a quarter of an hour agoe he
would hardly be standing there smoking
cigarettes. And the IDEﬁ.{E-kL"EHEI‘ musk
have zeen the villain if he ran this
way. Still, let’s go and sce what this
merchant wants,”

The five juntors croszed the road.

The man, whoever he was, and what-
ever might be hiz business there,
evidently had some interest in Raven-
spur Grange and its oceupants, and any
man hangimg about the place was open
to suspicion.

Nearer at hand, the juniors scanned
him, and were not prepossessed by his
looks,

The bearded face under the slouched
hat was hard in {eatures, reckless in
cxpression, the eyes sharp and watchiul
and shifty.

“You called to me?" said Harre.

“1 reckou so. Is that place Ravenspur
Cirange ?”

“Yoi," ansvcoered IMnrry.

"Yeu live thore, what?'

“Wetre stuying there in our school
III"I-IETE;I_".."“ ‘."\-:Ii[t ]I-u't]_"]_'lf-

“Oh!' You ain't beenr there long

“Abont a fortmight.”

The sun-browped wan reflecled for o
[I"..\' Itlrﬂ”l'“lﬁ-

a8 he caught

Y1 oreekon that's just the (hae,” ha
s, 1= o fortmeht sinee oy pal
came dlonz here amd never came back
armin”

Whartom: stacbed, anmd oli fhe jamoeors
bestrlied gppueldy al e man in dhe
elusichiadl Dbt Was this o elue at laat
too e pcendily of  the mion from
Ansivabin, who had beenr shot nnder
Phe vk wall of Ravenspur Grange that

el

- e

s e

r
L r

dark and stormy night, and whose body
liad so mysteriously dizappeared? The
body of the man with a scar had never
been discovercd; no clue had been
found to his identily; no one in the
vicinity seemed to have seen him or
heard of him. He had appeared
suddenly az if dropping out of space,
that dark night to meet his death at the
hands of the unknown assassin, and then

he had vanished, leaving no trace
behind.
“"You're fromn  Australia?' asked

Harry quietly.

The man started, and his sharp eyes
flashed suspiciously at the Greyfriars
JUTNEOr,

“What about 1t7" he asked surlily.

CIf fﬁ:uu’ru looking for a man from
Auvstralia  who came fo  Ravenspar
“J‘J_lﬂﬂ'[‘.“{}ﬂ o stormy night o fortnight
aAro—

“That's it.
the man.

“"Had he a scar on the face ¥

“He had—and o deep one,” said the
brovzed man cagorly. “T ean ses you've
seent him., It was a bullet from Black
Edrar that lefe the sear.  Where is
he t™

“Black Edrar?™ repeated Wharton,

It was the stranere name that had
been an the lips of the scarred man
who liad met his death under the park
wall i the darkness.

"You wouldn't know that
suid the mao with o prine. "I was
pretty well konown down  under=bush-
ranger and hold-up man in Queensland
was Black Mdgar. They zay out there
that he's dead, bot Jing and ne knew
better.  Jim konew maore’'n 1 did about
wim, secing that Jime eame fromn these
prrls—he was an Oxfordshive inan. Jim
koew that Black Vdear had eome home,
il we reckoned he'd be glad to see
Lwo old pals from the bosh.”

he wman chaekled, not a pleasant
eliekle.  Buk he  seemed o realise
sidelendy that be was speaking too fecely,
and he broke off with another suspictous

Name of Jim Lane," said

name,”

furbive starve at the Grevlieiars [ellows.

“"But that ain't neither here nor
there,” he sard. "I'm lookin' for Jem,
and I want to kaow what's happened o

him. He put & gun in his pocket afore
he started out to sce Black Edgar that

night; but he never came back I
been: away to london, and we was to
meet again ut the pub in Oxford, and
i?gm never came.  I've come to look for
vnt.

“You expect to hear of him at
Ravieuespur Grange "' asked Harry.

"I reckon so. That's whero he was
coming when he left mo that night. If
Bluck Fdgar's got him——" The man
pansed,  and, as  if  involuntarily,
glanced over his shoulder into the deop
wood Lehind hitm,  The juniors remem-
beved the fear with which the searred
man  had spoken the name of Black
Edgur; anmd it was ensy to see that this
mat. lard aud reckless character as Lo
looked, shared that haunting dread.

"You seen him ! exelpimed the man
from “down  under” abruptly.
“Where'd vou see him, and where is
e mow ¥

“I he was a friend of yours, 1've
hiel news to tell von,” answered Harry.
“A man of that  description  was
shot h

Y Daad B

S

Uil 17 mottered the other laskily.
Fack  Fdgoe got hime, then.  But
what's the police doiney  Ain't they
pat Black Fdgayr s

“Mobody of  that womoe
alwout leere,” =awd Harry.,
Leis surnienanes

":‘Li:n‘{-'r: I I.:rp:'l:‘.'-‘_ir. =at] ‘|'I||;"" s EL [ irviit
Au~trabign o Bloek Falgare he was eulled
in the sk, Because he alwavs wore o
black Tmward—which 1 veckon !I_-f" fonn
oo ainl ot as easy as lus hade Fon saw
i onee without  his  heard, and |
reckoan that's why DBlack Edgar pulled
a pun on him=—apwd Jim got the BLIT
onr his face, and was lucky 1o ged olf
with that.  Awvhow. Jiwm told me that

e Macset Jastavy.~No, 1,120
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Black Edgar was & big tof at howe,
in the of the country he came
from. That's all he'd.ever tell me,
oy, who's the bosa of that big place?”
Hs nodded towards the Grange. )
E"Eir Richard Ravenspur,” said

Arry.

“Youngish man?”  asked fhe
stranger. " Been in Australial™

“ About aixty, I think,” said Harry.
“1 don't know whether your uncle's
ever been in Australis, Frank——"

“Nover I'" said Nugent.

“I he's sixty, he ain't Black Edgar
gome home again,” said the bror
man. “Black Edgar ain't over thirty,
if that. I don't make it out—for Jim
was coming to the Grange to sco E&%&l‘,
that's & ocert; and he reckoned that
Edgar was a toff in these partse. That
old gent you speak of got a »on 1"
|l§?:'_ ?‘ ﬂlnglﬂ."

“Well, it beats me,” said the man
from Australia. “But I ain’t going
back without knowing more'n now
now, and you can lay to that. If thet
villain's got Jim at » I'm going to
tell the police all I know about it, and
get the rope round his neck if I can.”

“You'd better come into the
Grange,” said Wharton. “Ferrers
Lccke, the detective, is there now, and

he will be glad ic see you, and to hear
arﬂ.'thing you can tell him.”
I'll come, you ecan lay to that,”

snid the other. “Jim was a fool to
come by night, and give that villain &
ance ab him. ack Edgar was

handy with his gun in the bush; but I
reckon he won’t pull it in broad day-
light, in this country, if he's about the
plﬂnm”

The men threw away his cigarette,
and started to cross the road towards
the gatewny of Ravenspur Grange.

‘The juntors followed him, feeling
ecnsiderably elated.

It was-evident that this man from
% down under ”' was an associate of the
man with & scar—the man who had

so mysteriously murdered under
the park wall—end they could pguess
how glad Ferrers Locke would be to
question him. .

His talk of Black Edgar was puzzlin
ennth to the jumniors, for they ocoul
hardly imagine that a one-time bush-
ranger of Queensland was lurking
sbout Ravenspur Grange—that the mys-

: f';;if“ in lawleas deeds in

MODEL

terious sseacsin was a man from the
other-side of the globe,

But it waa likely enough that Ferrers
Locke would be able to draw valuable
mformation from the man whose
“pal® bad been shot that stormy
night by the park wall ]

juniors could guess easily enocugh
that both the man with the scar, and
their present compapion,
aszociated with the mysterious Black
eensland,
that they had followed their former
leader home to England with no
friendly intentions—probably with a
view to blackmaal.

That would account for the fate of
the man with the scar; though it was
strango enough that the tragedy should
have heppened at Ravenspur Grange.

They entered the gateway of the
Grangoe, and walked up the drive with
the bronzed man from *“down_ under.”

As thoey came in sight of the great
facade of the Grauge,-its many win-
dows glinting golden in the setting sun,
the juniors chserved Packington on the
terraco,

" The butler gave a glance at the party
coming up the drive, ]

He & for & few moments gazing
directly at them, and them, with his
limping step, went into the house,

e men in the slouched hat stared
up at the many-windowed facade of
the Grange, the ivy-mantled walls, the
old red chimney-pots glowing in the
sunset over the ancient tiles.

“Jest the place!” he said, half to
himself.

“"¥ou know tha place 1" asked Harry.

*I reckon notl I mean, it’s jest the
kind o' place Jim Lana deseribed to
me, when he was talking about the
chief being a big toff at home.”

A gleam of uneasiness came inte the
brown face.

“Jim reckoned that he was on to a

good thing,” he muttered. “But that
villain got him. He laid for him that
night and got him; I know that jest as
if I'd been there and zeen it done. If
he knew that I'd come back fram
‘down under ’ along with Jim—"
. He broke off, his furtive eyes peer-
ing about him uneasily, into
shadows of the oaks and beeches along
thae drivae.

* After all, he can’t know I was with
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Jim,” he paid. “Jim Lane wouldn't
be likely to tell him—even if he gave
Jim time fo ssy anything, whicg, 1
reckon, ha didn’t. I'm chaneing it.”

And the man, whe had paused, hesi-
tating, moved on again towards the
house, the juniors wi

Crack |

From the direction of the house, from
‘ iy windows that glowed
like molten gold in the blaze of the
sunset, came the sudden report.

rse cry came from the man in
the alouched hat,

He staggered, and Harry Wharion
sprang towards him.

Wharton caught the falling figura in
hiz= arms, unable to realise for =
moment what had happened.

But the next moment he knew,

The heavy weight sagged in his arms,

almost dragging him down. A con-
vulsed face was turned to him.

“ It was—wage——"

The choking wvoice broke off. The

heavy body slid from Wharion's arms
with & dull thud to the carth, and lay
at the feet of the horrified juniors—
dead, with a bullet through the heart.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Ferrers Locke on the Case !

ERRERS LOCKE loaned back in
his chair, listening quietly while
the baronet talked. Evory now

i and then he put in & brief ques-
tion; but for tho most part he was con-
tent to listen. 8ir Richard Ravenspur
ﬁnra him a suecinet account of what

ad happened at Ravenspur Gra
as etrango a story as any to which the
celchrated detective had ever listaned.
Locke gave him the keenest attention;
he made no notes, every detail to whiolz:
he listened was stored in 2 wonderfully
retentive memory. To tha baronet, tho
whola matter was wrapped in  tho
decpest  mystery, and he doubted
whether Locke would be able to bee
light, whoere to him all was dark-
ness. The identity of the eecret
assassin, his strange knowledge of all
that passed in the houschold, even tha
motive for his desperate attempts on
the baronet’s life, were all unknown to
8ir  Richard Ravenspur—so unknown
so inexplicable, that he had wondere
whether the man was some moadman.
At that suggestion, with which the
baronet concluded his story, the Baker
Atreet detective smiled faintly.

*1f ho ia mad, there is8 method in his
maidness,” he remarked. “I think wa

ean rule out that hypothesis, Bip
Richard.”
“But why theso savape attempls

upont my life?"” asked the baronet. *I
have injured no man to my knowledge
—at least, fo such an extent as to cause
him to regard me with such implac-
abla enmity. What have 1 domo to
bring this upon me "

“lg think wo may zalso ruls out the
theory of vengeance,"” said Locke.
“Obviously, it is no action of your own
that has proveked this vendetta.” -

“Then why ' eaid Sir Richard help-
leszly. " Am I to believe that this des.
|1ﬁr;r.l.n man haz no tangiblo motive at
n ik

“Searecly, e has & molive—and a
very strong onc,  Ile has forfeited his
neck—and :}hl¥ a wery strong molive
conld account for that ™

“The motive, then?" said Sie
Richard,

“Fho man has an interest of somo
gart in vour death, Heavy life-insur-
ances have sowctimes been the sauso of

erine——" ; .
“My life is not oven m:}u;":zd.
“You pre a rich man, s,
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“I am comfortably off,”’ suid Hir
tichard, “Income-tax and super-lax
leave me about ton thousand o year.”

Terrers Locke smiled.

“Many people would call that very
comfortably off,”" he said. fine
house, u larpe cstate, and ten thousand
# year would tempt many a man ig
cirime,” i

Hir Richard shook hLis Lead.

“No Ravenspur could be capable of
such villainy,'”” he eaid. **And the cir-
cumstances of the case rule it oui, as
you express it, Mr, Locke. My heir 1s
iy brother, Captain Raveuspur, and my
dear brother lies now in a nursing-home
at Leyford, not yet out of danger. I
have told you how he swallowed the
dose of poison, intended {or wyeclf, and
saved my life*’

“And the next heir?’ said Ferrers

“A distant relative, now a sceretary at

the Embassy in Paris, revident in
Fra.m:e,, whom I have nol scen for

FOATS,
“Wa need not {rouble aboul him at
piezcnt, then,”” esaid Ferrers I,.-:.H.-Iu:-,
smiling, “We must look ncaver home,”

He puaused a mommént.

“One very striking cireumstunce must
have engaged your attention iu this
strange story,” he said,

“1 cannot say—"" :

“ A fortnight ago, your nephow Irank

Nugent, and his schoolboy friends, camo .

to stay with you. Before theic arrival
{herg were no attempts on your life.”

“MWone, I never dreamed that I had
an enetny in Lhe world.”

“The fivst attempt was made on the
day following their avvivalt”

““That is the caze.”

Sir Richard stared at the Baker Btrect
detective.

“You do not imagine that {he school-
boyg=—"

‘v A deteetive is supposed te be no
respecter of porsons,” said Locke, with
a smaile, “But one draws a line some-
where. Your nephew Frank Nupent, of
course, 18 not in the line of inherifanco.’”

“No; the estate is entailed on the
Ravenspur line. Except iu the way of
a legacy, it would not be possible for
my sister’s son to benefit by my death—
if it were concoivahle that such a
thought had ever ocourred—'

“Nothing of the kind,” iuterrupted
Terrers Locke, J
information. It is a coincidence that the
attempts on your life began inunediately
after the arrival of this schoolboy party.
Home connection may exist, to account
for the coincidence, Now, on the night
of their arrival, you have told me that
they lost their way in a storm, that they
met a man from Australia who was shol
dead under the park wall, and whose
body mysteriously disappeared when
searched for” o

“It has never been found,” said Sir
Ttichard.

“The man uttered the name of * Black
Edgar '—a wvery curious name,’’ said
I'errers Locke., “The inference was that
ho wus expecting to meet this Black
Edpar—and his subsequent fate hints
that he indeed met him, fo his cost. He
was Lilled, and his body was hidden,
The very next day the alicmpis on your
life beran, The unknown assassin had
shown o thorough knowledpe of your
Louschold and s arrangements—he hias
uceess to every part of the house—it is
evident that he koew of the scorel pas-
sage {rom the house to the old hunting-
Iaﬁge in the park, which lnspector Gar-
nizh discovered, and which has been
blown 1o fragments with dynamite—
evidently by the crimival. So much
knowledze as this was not gained In a
day. We must assurue that (e assassin

“I am mercly asking for

was on Lhe spot—that he was waiting his
uppoectunity to strike—but that something
veeurred to foree his hand. One attemps
has followed another, with ferocious de-
termination, Does it not appear that
the assasein, who had hitherto regarded
hitnsell as perfectly safe, and at leisure
to procecd cautiously, began to feel his
position insecure, and determined to
striko ot once, nt gny harard, in order
fo get his workk over, and to get away
{o zafer HJuarters."”

ir Richard nodded.

“But the arrival of a party of school-
boys can searcely have caused him
alarm,” he said.

“It was what happened the same
night that coused him slarm,” said
Yerrers Locke,

“The coming of the scarred man ¥

“Exactly.

“But the man was killed, his body
vanished

“And the search began,” said Ferrers
Tocke., “*No doubt the body was hidden
in the sccret recess under the old

W ovvasnssssssnnsnanasnsenennssiannnvnnnnnnnijif

SALISBURY COMES OUT :
ON TOP!

A MacNeT pocket-knife has
been forwarded to the sender of
the following amusing rib-tickler :

A farmer was playlng crig-
keot, and almost as soon as he
went in to bat he was clsan
bowled. * Mot cut!?' said the
vouthful wumpire, a lad of
twalve, “Wall, well,” sald
the farmer, " this Is the
lucklest lot=-off 1'va aver had.
¥You are a good little chap.”
The naxt time the farmer did
manage to hit the balf, but it
dropped neatly inta a
flelder’™s hands. "N = not
out ! ' salfd the umplive agaln.
The farmer was quite pleased.
% it's good of you, sanny,' he
sald, The next ball olean
bowled tha farmer again, and
the umpire was looki very
uncertain, when a yell came
from the Tarmer’s orchard :
* 1t's all right, Dicky, you can
give the old man out now.
We've got all the appliens we
can carpy [ M

Sent in by Bob Hardy, Nelson

Hotel, Salizbury,
Whe's next i{:rr one of these

useful prizes?
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Luntinglodge, Bui the episode brought
the police to Ravenspur Grange—it
started scarching, questioning, observ-
ing—it endangered a man who had much
to fear from the law and the police, con-
sidering with what object he was here,
and what a history of erime his past bad
probably been.™

“L follow you,’” said the baronet
slowly. “The wvillain was biding his
time, doubtless hoping to cause m,vi geath
in zome unsuspicious and zeemingly acci-
dental manner—but with the police in
the house, he feared to delay the stroke

longer.”’
“For that ropson—and  probably
another,”” said Ferrers Locke, “*The

scarred man was evidently 4 man who
knew him—who could have betraved him.
¥l killed the scarred man ruthlessly, to
silence his tongue—but the man was
m‘idl:mﬂ%’ an associate of a criminal
past——""'

“That is very probable.’’

“ And what he knew may have been
known to others,” said Locke. “"He
came—and was killed. There may have
been danger of other such associates ap-
pearing on the scene, In such circum-

7

stances, our friend the enemy would
realise that he had no time to lose.”

i T['Llﬂ',"

Sir Richard paused.

“You assume that the murderer of
the scarred man is, beyond doubt, the
same man who iz attempting my life "

“Beyond doubt. In s0 guiet and
peaceful a spot, normally, as Eavenspur
Grange, it would be too amazing a
cotnerdence if two desperate murderers
should suddenly appear simultaneously.
I think we may fake it for granted that
ib 15 the same man."

“But "=—Bir Richard made & gesture—
“you assume that this assassin was on
the spot—that he was here—you prac-
tically assume that he is o wember of
my houschold—"

*“ It is very probable.”’

1::-;1‘ The secret passage from the old
gﬂ‘_.”

“That pgave aecess fo the house—it
enabled the man to come and go un-
detected, but that was all. Kither the
man is in the house, or he has a con-
federate in the honse, That he does not
depend on the secret passage from the
lodge, now destroyed and buried under
tons of earth, will be proved, if another
atterapt be made on your life. But the
incident that has occurred since Dy
arrival is conclusiver to my mind.”’

““The shot at the window!"

“Exactly.””

“But that came from without,” said
Sir Richard, puzzled. “From s distance
—some distance beyond the terrace.”

“ And it was ﬁrecg almost at vandom,"’
snid Ferrerz Locke.

Sir Richard started.

“What do you infer from that, Mz,
Locke 7"

““That we have to deal with a very
cunming man,’’ said Locke., " Now, Biv
Richard, I will azk you to take the
troublp to give me a full description of
the members of your household, and the
time they have been with you."

“Most of them a very long time,”
said Bir Richard., **My man Jervis has
been with me ftwenty years; few of the
servants have been here less than five
or six years. My butler, Packington, is
the newsst—he has been with me little
more than three months.”’

“I have seen him already,”” remarked
Ferrers Locke. * He walks with a limp,
I think I observed.”

“He was wounded on the Somme,"”
said Bir Richard, **Heo has an excellent
War record.” The baronet smiled
faintly, “‘Packington iz a man to be
trusted, Mr. Locke, He came tp me
with the very best recommendations.’’

“No doubt,”" assented the detective.
“ Apparently fow changes are cver made
in your household staff, Bir Richard.”

“Few and seldom."

“VYet you have changed your butler
within the last few months,'

“That was inevitable,”

“Why did the former butler leave?™

Sir Bichard smiled again.

“He was the moat ugnl and faithful
of servants, Mr. Locke,

“No doubt—no doubt; but answer moy
question.” . :

“There was @ burglary in the house,”
explained Sir Richard, * The butler was
savagely attacked—indeed, the ruffian
seems to have gone oubt of his way to
wse him most brutally, The poor fellow
was disabled, and unable to carry oo his
duties afterwards, He retired on a pen.
sion, and L had, of course, to replacoe
him. I was forfunate to securs 8o excel-
lent a man as Packington,’”

“Was the burglar ever arrasted ¥*°

“Wo: he fled without cffecting any
robbery in the house, after the struggle
with the butler, and the alarm being

Tue Magxer Lipnany.—No, 1,125,



silent for a

8
iven. Inspector Cook of Leviord had
case in hand, but he waa not suc-
cessful.™

Ferrers Locke was
moment. :

“Exeept in this instance, which was
unavoidable, you have mads no recent
uhsingea in your household 17

“There js none whom you feel thab
you can regard with distrust?”

“Mone "™ repeated the baronef.

Thero was another silence.

“The incident since your arrival, Mr.
Locke, at least proves one thing,” said
8ir Richard, bresking the silence.

Locke's eyes dwelt curiously upon
him for a moment.

“What is that?” he asked.

“Taking it that the assassin is soma
member of my household, unknown to
me, every member who can be proved
to have been actuslly in the house
when that; shot was is cleared of
suspicion.” | _

ﬁ:;}[t would secin so, Sir Richard,” said
Ferrera &. ]

Something in his tono caused the
baronet to give him a quick glance;
but the Balj:lgr Euaﬂlfﬁdlamﬁhws face
was grave a ughtiul,

“ItfiT should be easy, Mr. Locke, to
ascertain beyond doubt which of the
servante were within the house when
the shot was fired,” said Sir Richard,
“The butler, to begin with, was actually
in this room, in our resence."” .

“Which eliminates Packington,” said

acls;:lh ; imjil-L”

" Preciscly. An

Bir Richgrd Ra.vemﬁur broke off sud-
denly, From somewhere in the dis-
tance the orack of a firearm was heard;
and faintly, following it, came a hoarse
cr L

%‘arrera Locke sprang to lus leet.

“That was a shot—" ‘ _

Sir I:licha.r% ri::m;ﬂ g;:nm Lis chair, his
face & and sta :

"Tﬁ.a search ia still proceeding,” he
said in a [altering voice. " Have they
found the villain—has he fired on them ?
Good heavens, the boys——" He made
a step towards the door.
“It iz not that,” said Fevrere Locke

quietly. " But—""
The door opened, and the startled
face of Jerviz, Bir Richard’s wvalet,

locked in. 1

#“What has lhappened, Jervizi"

“A man has been shot on the dyive,
gir—a man who was coming to the
house with Master Frank and his
Iriend s—"

“Dead 1" asked Yerrers Locke.

“Yes, sir.”

"“"Remain here, Bir Richard,"
Ferrers Lecke. *““Jervis, remain
your master. 1 will sce to this”

“"Bul—" exclaimned the baronet.

“8Bir Richard, you muat consider your-
self under my eorders, for the moment.
EBemain here with Jervis!™ said the
detective sharply.

“Very well, Mr. Locke.™

And the Baker Street delective hurried
alone from the room.

sl
with

e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Next Step!
meb

ACKINGTON, the butler,
P the detective in the hull.  Pack-
ingtou's usually grave and com-

: posed face was stariled out of
its customary calm.
"t}Ir, .;[. e, sir! A moan has lbeen
"1 am aware of it,”” said TFerrers
Locke. :

Tae Mucser Lisrany.—No. 1,125,

Through the great doorway he could
sea the deive, with the startled group
there—ITarry Wharten & Co., and
James the footman, and several startled
servants, gathercd round the body that
lay still on the carth., Some of them
were etaving up at the windows of the

house, In the group was one of the
Leyiord constables, and another was
burrying up the staircase, apparently to

gearch the upper rooms. If was known
to all that the shot had been fired from
an upper window of Havenspur Grange.

“Let the hounze be zearched, Packing-
ton,” =aid Locke.

*I have alreadd! %iverl orders, siv, to
that effect,” edi ackingion. ‘'The
search is going on,”

The detective nodded,
down to the drive,

“Myr. Locke——" exclaimed Wharton.

Locke pushed his way through the
group, and looked down at the dead
man, Then his glance swept the many-
windowed front of the Grange.

“The shot came from the house, Mr.
Locke,” said Frank Nugent, “1i camo
from one of the windows.™

“This men was coming to the house
with you 7" asked Locke.

“Yes " said Harry.

“Who is hei”

“T don’t know his name.”

Wharton explained hurriedly lhow the
juniors had met the man in  the
glouched hat on the Leyford road.

Locke's eves glimmered.

“A fr of the acarred man—scek-
ing him!” he said. "I understand. I
understand—guite.”

and hurried

He dropped on his knees beside the
body.

The Leyford constable touched Lis
shoulder.

“Exense me, sir, but the man had
better not be touched till my inspector
comes.”’

“‘This is Ferrers Locke, the detective,”
gaid Wharton.

“Oh!”  The constable’s mauncr
changed at once, and he stepped back,
“I didn’t know, air.”

Locke, unheeding, proceeded to make
a rapid examination of the body.
was occupied only a few minutes, and
then he vosze to his feet.

“¥ou boys had better po into the
house,"” he said quietly, *This 8 no
sight for you. Come™

Legving the Leyford  econstable in
charpge of the fallen man, the detective
veturned {o the house, the juniors fol-
lowing him. There were sounds of up-
voar nnd confusion gll through the great
house. Footsteps pattered, doors opened
aind  shaet, voices ealled and  shouted.
The howse was being searched from cd
to emdd for the man who had fired from
the window.

“Shall we belp, Mr. Locke?” asked
Harry.

“1f you like,” answered the detee-
tive. " The man will not, however, be
found in the house.”

“Blesscd 1f I seo how lic's going lo
get away!” exclaimed Bob Chorry, in

astonisliment.

“IIe has got away already.”

* But=———"" exclaimed Nugent,

“Hearch f wvou like,” said Yorvera
Locke., "I shall be wverv much sur-
prized if you And any suspicious charac-
ter in the house.”

* But the shot came frem the house,

sir,” exclaimed Frank, “There’s no
doubt at all about that.”
“The doubtiulness iz not  terrifie,

hoaoured szahib,” said Muorree Jamset
Ram Singh,
"Cuite s0,"" assented Ferrers Locke.
“1 was afraid the wvillain night take
auoiher pot-shot at you, Mr. Locke,

He
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while you were out there besids that
poor chap,” said Johnoy Bull.

Locke smiled faintly.
. “That was not likely,” he said. *“I
imagine that the scoundrel did nob
linger & asingle second at the window,
after fiving the shot that sent that poor
fellow to his sccount.”™

“No, I suppose he wouldn’,,” said
Johnny Bull. “But getting away from
the houss is another mattor. Lets
hunt for him, you men,™

The Famous Five hurried up the
etairs, to join in rooting through the
upper roomms. Ferrers ko returned

to tho library. He found Sir Richard in
a state of agitation. At a sign, Jervis
retired out of hearing.

“What can this mean, Mr. Locke?”
exclaimed Bir Richard, passing his hand
over his brow, “The man i3 deadl”

Ll YW+IJ

“A stranger—a men unknown here—
shot down at m{o:iﬂﬂri” exclaimed Sir

Richard. “Mr, ke, it iz some mad-
man that we have to deal with.”

*I think not,” sald the detective
quietly.

= o 15 the man—is that known "
“It i1z known to me—now,” said
Fervers Loeke. *“There are papers in
his pockets which show that hiz name is
Albert Hedge, and that he is from Aus-

tralia, He had stayed recently at a
ublic-house in Oxford, and has been in
ondon. From what he had already

stated to Wharton and his friends, it
13 clear that he was an associate of tho
scarred man, and was coming here to
learn what had become of him."

* And—-™"

“And he was recognised, as he camwo
up to the house, by man who killed
Jim Lane, the scarred man; and the
assassin shot him dead from a window,
-}nlty in fune, I imagine, to save him-
zelt from discovery.”

Sir Richard’s hands trembled.
_“Proving beyond doubt that the assas-
sin was in tho house—that he is still
in the house " he exclaimed.

“It would appear so.”

“And not in hiding, in some eccret
recess or passage,” said the baronet.
“"Had it been so, he would not have
seen the man coming up the drive—
neither would he have feaved being sccu
by him."

“ Precisely,”

Locke's [aco was grove,

*“The assassin, Sir Richard,” e said
qvl.;zgt-ly, 1= a men who movea freel
about the house—unsuspected! His
identity is unknown here, but he is heve
day and mlghi;, unknownl Daoubtless
your eyes fall upon him every day, with-
out knowing. .

Sy Richard qhuddamd.

“To you he is not recognisable,” sald
Fervers Locke, “But he feared recogui-
tion and betrayal, both from the man
with & scar and from this man, Lanes
associate. Doth evidently were associ-
ates of the unknown eriminal in the past,
aud Lane traced him here.”

“Here—in my housc!” [altered the
baronet,

“Here—in your house, Sir Richard.”

“But who—"

“That iz what we have to discover,”
said Ferrers Locke, *ond this inecident,
terribly tragic as it iz, has rendered oy
fask easior.’™

“How is that, Mr. Locke 7

“The inan has been foreed to act sud-
denly, uncxpectedly, and with his usual
rutlﬂga‘s determination,”  sand  Locke,
“It s clear that he did not knew that
this man Hedge was in the neighbowr-
hood, or lie would have spught f{o
silence him in some less terribly cou-
spienous way., 1imagine that he intended
te lie low while I was licve—to allow
nothing vul of the vermal to Lappen so
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long as Ferrers Locke was at Ravenspuy
Girange. That shot at the lbrary
window iz proof of if, to my mind.”

The baronet looked bewildered,

“I do not see—" .

“No doubt you will see later,” said
Ferrers Locke, ""Such, -1 believe, was
the dastard’s intention, but the arrival
of Lane's comrade threw him into
sudden alarm, and forced him to act
promptly. Now he has betrayed him-
solf—to a cortain extent. It is clear now
that ho does not need to use the secret
passage from the hunting-lodge fo enter
the Grango. He iz here! His noxt
step— ; :

“An attempt on my lifte?” asked Bir
Richard.

HNo," answered Ferrers Lorke fran-
quilly, “on mine!*

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In the Night !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. went
to bed that night in a tlmught-
ful and somewhat troubled
niood, .

They were conscious of some little dis-
pintment, _

errers Locke had arrived. And from
arrival of the famous detective the
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. juniors had expected much—ihey hardly
wnew  exaclly  what; possibly some
sudden and dramatic turning of the
fables on the hidden enemy of Raven-
spur Grange,

S¢ far as Locke was eoncerned, theve
had been nothing dramatic.

Tho dotective had becn husy.

Every member of the household,
men and maids, had passed under his
inspection, and he bhad made & very
thorough cxamination of the old houvae.
It had all led so far to nothing.

The assassin was at large, as darnng
aund dosperate as ever. The presence of
ithie famouws detective hed nol deterrcd
Lim, The shot at the library window
proved that; and then the killing of the
tnan from  Austealin, in Lhe drive in
front of the house, under many cyes,
while Locke was actvally within the
Lirange, within hearing of the shot. The
czeape of the man who hod fired from
the window was incxplicable. Not o
sten of him had been seen in the housn,
though the upper rooms were being
searehed within two minules of the
report of the revolver, Ferrers Lockn
Bad not troubled to join in scarching
the house for him, and he had heon

right in declaring that the man wounld
not be found within the walls; but how
he ecould bhave beeon so cerioin of 1f was
rather a puzzle,

Later, the new man from Scolland
Yard had arrived, to take over Inspeclor
Ciarnish’s work. The juniors had scen
him—a sqnare-jawed man named Joade;
Inspoctor Jude, of the C.1T).  He haed
greeted Terrers Locke with somowhat
eold eivility, obviously not pleazed to find
a private detective on the case, bub im-
pressed, at the same time, with the

“Mr. Locke!* exclalmed

Harry Wharton, as the
detective came hurriedly
along the drive. Ferrers

Locke pushed his way
through the group and looked
down at the dead man. “* The
shot came from the house,
Mr. Locke,*” =ald
Frank Nugent. **Ii
came from one of
the windows!?"
{See Chapter 4).

name and [ame of Ferrery Locke. Tho
lwo men were not likely 1o work
together, and the man from the Yard
had made it guite clear that be wos
official charge of the caze, and thar he
desirod nr:[ﬁ:m' as<gstaner por inlerfer-
enee from  owfside partice e had
brought three wen with bun from Lon-
don, who were lo remain permanently
in the hons=e {1l the cuse was cleared
up; "to walvh over fthe safely of the
baronct, aml denbtbess over Mreo Jude’s
own, for {he Lragie fale of Tospecdor
Coole, of Leylord, and of luspector
Garnish, of Beotland Yard, conveyed a
warning {hat could not be neplected,
Deathy lurked in every shadow for the
men  engaged  in hunting: down the
mystevious faller,

With Mr. Jude’s arrangements for the
salety of the baronct the juniora had
no [nult to find; acither, probably, had
Perrers Locke, Ale. Jode himsolf fook
over {ho dressing-romu oadjoining  #he
baronet’s hed-room, and one of his men
waa posted in the hoed romn  it=elf, to
waleh ol might, as well ax Jervis, In
addition o 1he men from Lendon, two
Leovford conztables  reanained e the
house, Ti seemed wnlikely enoogh that,

£

so carelully waiched and guarded, Sie
Richard Ravenspur could be in danger.
It was likely enongh that the scoret
assaasin misht hold lis hand nntil mat-
ters had settled down & little, but unless
e made some further movement it was
difficult to see how he was to be fraced,
That he actually was one of the knewn
sccupaits of the houwse scomed & wild
idea to the juniors. One of the scrvoants
might bo his confederate, but that ho
conld be the mysterious assassin  him-
self scomed impes:ible and incredible.

- '
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raid Johnny Bull as he

“Guammaon !
sat on hiz bed and took off his boots,

“ MNothing in 1l I've looked over the
whola tet, and there ian't one that fills
the hill,  There's such o thing as
rommon-sense. we know thot tho vil-
Iain elimbed o rope-ladder one night to
sir Richard’s bhed-room window. Only
a jolly aetive man could do  that—a
voung man, We sighted the brate when
i was gob up oz 4 man wilh a sandy
moustache and wig. e was in dispuise,
of course, but wo saw that he was a
vouns man, didn't wa?"

“YWa did,” asrecd Dlob Cherry.

“Well, 1here isn't o young man In thn
whole honse,” said  Johnny  Bull,
" Mearly all the servants have been here
for wears and years—some ns long as
twenly yoars, [ believe dames, Lhe foot-
mait, 15 1he veungest, and he's woll over
ihirty. Well, the morderer is a young
man:; and evervhiody in the henge is
cither old or ot least gebling on.”

“The man whe swung himaelf up that
rope-ladder and downs agnin wasn't o day
aver tweonby-five,” said ITarry Wharton,
with annviel oo,

“Well, then, that seliles i, zaid
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Johrny Bull, “One’of the servants may
be in league with him, but be's mot the
man." e

That seemed conclusive to the juniors.

“But how the thump does ho get in
and nutfunaﬂe';t. nm-Er ;haththa g?nmt-
pass rom: tho park has been oW
upi'ﬂﬂ-;nid Bab. ¥
i Might be enother,” said Johony
Bull. "This 13 a very old houge; parts
of it aro seven hundrod years old.
Thera wuos ono gecret passage, as we
know, and there may be anothor.™

“That's quita  possible,” assentad
Wharton, |

“The possibility is terrifie,” agreed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “That
would account for the villain's prepos-
terously sudden disappearance after
firmg from the csteemed window,™

“But who i3 he?” said Nugent.
hThere was no answer to be made to
ihat.

The identity of the mysterious enemy
waos tho deepest mystery of all, his
motive a hopeless puzzle,

The juniors believed—they had reason
to helieve—that both Inspector Cook and
Mr. Garnish had been on the track when
tho murderous hand of the assassin had
struck them down. DBut what they had
suspectod o known could never bo
known now. And the thought haunted
theic minds that Ferrors Locke was run-
ning the same risk. What was more
likely than that the assassin, finding tho
famous detective in the lists against him,
would seek to rid himself of g0 dan-
gerous an adversary, and in the easiost
way!? The man who had not “spared
the country inspoctor, who had not
spared the man from Scotlend Yard, was
not likely to sparo the famousz Baker
dtreet detective. He would fear Loocke
more than he had feared tho others,
end it seemed certain to the juniors
that while Ferrers Leocke was in tho

house he was under the shadow of
~Jeath.

They turned in at last,, but Harry
Wharton wooed sle in wvain., 'The
regular breathing of his comrades teld
him that they were sleeping peacefully,
while the captain of tho Greyfriars
Remove lay wakeful, his oyes on the
high windows where the stars glimmered
above in the summer sky. He was
thinking of Forrcrs Locke, and of the
assassin who might even then be skulk-
mg m some disused room or gloomy
corridor, or behind the wainscot in somo
soeret ancient recess, The detective had
been given a room opening from the
Ligh oaken gallery that surronnded the
hall. In the hall the electric light was
still burning threvgh the dark hours;
but on previous occasigns, as Whartan
knew, it had been turned off by tho un-
known enemy, and the house plunged
in darkness to cover up his prowling.

Wharton thought of the house in dark-
ness, of the crecping form stealing
through the shadows; of the slecping
detective, at the mercy of tho prowler.
Doubtless thp  detestive’'s deor was
locked, but a locked door was not likely
to stop the man whe, as was known,
had not been baffled by the lock of SBir
Richard’s zafe,

Wharton tried to dismiss the haunting
fears from his mind. Ferrers Locke was
nat the man to be caught napping, not
the man likely to fall at the hand of
the most unscrupulous enemy. Wharton
could imagine the smile that wounld
dawn on the cool, clear-cut features if
Ferrera Locke could %now that the
schoolboy was anxious about him. In
spite of all, Wharton could not dizsmiss
his uneasziness, and he was still wide
awake st the chime of midnight. 1le
turned his head on the pillow and clozed
his eyes; but sleep would not come.
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Giving it up at last, Harry turned out
of bed and drew on trousers and
slippers. It could do no harm at all
events to take a Jook below and
ascertain that all was well. Ha re-
membered the night when such a step
on his part had saved the life of Hir
Richard Ravenspur. It might save the
deteetive’s life, as it hod szaved the
baronet's.

Silently Wharton opened the door and
clasad it behind him. From the landing
he crept to the stairs, making no sound
in his slippered feet.

All was silent below,

Wharton descended the staircase
which led down to the oaken pallery.
At 8 great height above the polished
Boor that ancient gallery of carved oak
surrounded the hall on three sides,
passages and doors opening from it. One
passage led to the room of the baronet,
where waich and ward was carefully
kept, so carefully that at present it
peemed unlikely that the enemy would
attempt to strike. From that passage
came a glow of faint light. Bui that
was the only light that met Wharton's
eyes. The gallery itself, save in that
one spot, was dark; the hall below

lunged in blackness. Wharton groped

ia way to the oaken balustrade and
stepped bolow. The light had been
turned out, against the instructiona of
Sir Richard Ravenspur, of Farrers
Tocke, and of Mr. Jude, of Scotland
Yard. It could mean only one thing,
that the unknown enemy was at W{:nrﬁ.
The uneasiness that had kept Wharlton
awake -was after all well founded.

He knew it now. He knew that the
black shadows obout him might hide a
ereeping form, that his footsteps, faint
as they were, might have reached un-
seen ears and alarmed an enemy who
would think nothing of taking his life,
as he had taken the lives of others to
secure his safety. The junioe's heart
beat a little faster as he stared round
him in tho gloom; a thrill ran through
him. But he did not hesitate. The
extinguishing of the lights meant
danger, either to the baronet or to
Ferrers Locke. The baronet was well-
guarded, the light still burning in the
corridor outside his door. The danger
was Ferrers Locke's,

Quietly, softly, Wharton [elt his way
along the balustrade in the direction
of the detective’s room.

That room opened from a corner of
tha gallery that was farthest from the
corridor leading io Bir Richard’s room.
It was conscquently the darkest place.
The blackness was intense, ns Wharton
groped along silenlly, inch by inch.

But he knew that he must be near
the detective’s room, when a faint sound
in the darkness sent a sudden thrill
through all hiz nerves.

He stopped, hia heart thumping.

He strainced hiz eyes and conld see
nothing only blackness. DBut he wan
certain that he had heard a sound, he
was certain of & near prosence in the
opaquo gloomn, A solt and  stealthy
gOoun

Suddenly [rom the blackness a hand
reached out and grasped him. It was
a hand of iron, relentless in its prasp.
A cold round rim, a rim of steel, was
preszed to his breast.

“Don’t tonch 2 weapon!™ come o
quiet, icy voice. “You are a dead man
if you do!”

Wharton started convulsively.

It was the voice of Ferrers Locke.
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" THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Done in the Datk!
™

R. LOCKE {*
Wharton gasped out the
words,
Theare was a mufled ex-

clamation, and the grasp upon the
junior instantly relaxed.

“Wharton |"

“Ves”

“What are yon doing heve t"

“J—I could not sleep. I-1
thonght—"

“"Silence IV

Harry Whartem stood silent.

He leaned back on the ocaken halus-
trade, staring in the darkness at tha
detective. He could not ses him—oniy
the faintest of black shadows in black-
ness, The junior’s brain was almost in
& whirl.

It was Ferrers Locke who was abroad
in tha darkness, Faerrers Locke wha
had gripped him suddenly in the gloom,
Ferrers Locke whose soft and stealthy
movement he had heard; but for whom
had the detective taken him, when ha
grasped him and pressed the mnzzle of
the ovtomatic to ks breast?  Ior the
gecret assassin, for whom I.ocke was on
the watch! It dawned on Wharton's
mind how he might have disconcerted
the srhemes af the detective by cominy
down from his room in the davk houss
But it was too late to think of that
NOW.

Ha made no sound, and there was no
sound from tho detective, but Wharten
knew that he was listening.

Silence, deep and still, reigned in the
great honsa.

Wharton felt the deteclive approach
him more closely. From lips close to
his ear a single word was hreathed in
tha lowest of whispers:

*Bilence !

Thongh ihera was still no sound lLo
Enew that Locke had leit him.

Wharton remained whera he was,
crouched against the balustrade, his
heart beating, trying to collent bLis
thoughts. Yerrers Loeke was pnot in his
room; he was watching ihe oaken
gallery in the darkness, waiting, watch-
mz—for what? For an expected attack,
Wharton could see that.

Tooke had not slept, and waking, he
had been aware that the lizht had been
turned out, and it had warned him thas
the sccrel enemy was active. If the
man waz at hand the whispering voices
i‘qight have reached him awd alavmed
im.

Minute [ollowed minute, the scheonl-
boy remaining perfectly still, listening
with an intensity that made hia ear-
drums throb, striving to pencirate the
davkness with his eyes., Had the un-
knawn rome, and taken the alarm and
gonc?  Or was the timo not yet!?
Wharton conld not tell; he could only
wait and listen. From the hottom of
his heart lir hoped that hiz intervention

had not defeated some plan of the
detective’s. But if the man was not yot
at hand

Long, long minntes, honrs i seemed
to Wharton, DBat from szomewhero in
the old bonse came the eliime of one.
It was one o'clock: he had heen out of
his room scorveely half an hone,

Following the stroke came ailencs
again, deeper than ever as it seemed,
Silence deep as of the tomb.

Wharton felt it almost impossible ta
remain  =.ill, =silent, motioniess, fhere
in Lhe bLrooding darkness. Dut  the
deteclive’s injunction held hin spell-
bonmd.,  He had intervencd uanbiddern,
and all he could do now was e ohey the

{tlontinurd on page 12.)
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A quarter of a century ago aeronauntical pioneers were only just on the point of geiting the

first man-carrying seroplane to budge from the ground at all

Yet to-day to India and back by

plane can be completed in satety in seven and a half days—and progress hasa't stopped here!

The Gliding Pioneera!

GREAT flying man is talking of scaring round the world
in fourteen gaﬁ.’s, with twenty pessengers, in an enorm-
ous Zeppelin. A cool quarter of a million pounds will
be swallowed up in that Egg]'acl:ad oruize !

An England-to-India non-stop flight recently been success.
fully completed, in a British plane, by British R.A.F, men, in
two days, An inventor has just designed a machine in which
he says it will be posgible to reach the planet Mars from Earth
in ten minwies,  Jt is to get its energy from the air—from ether
waves—and it will, if all goes well, travel at the speed of light
— 180,000 miles per sccond.

And yet a gquarter of a century ago men were only juat on tho
point of getting the first mon-carrying aeroplane to budge from
the ground at all!  Blarvellous ien't the word for the progress
which the scicnce of fiying has made lately !

Less than two centuries ago, one Do Bacqueville thought he

had solved at last the problem which had been sonding daring
experimentors to sudden death for hundreds of wyoars. He
fixed to his bonds and feab four big wings, shaped like elongated

pears, ond imagived that with their aid he would be able to
flap himsaelf
through the air
like a bird.
He stopped
theorising ot
last and put hia
padget .to the
test. From a
baleony high up
over & river he
leapt into the
air, amms and
la lungin
m:ﬁg klpn k?ng
valiantly, But
hiz whirring
wings were un-
equal  to the
strain, and
down he went—
wallop! Nob
into the river,
but into o barge

T

e o arsr A, which happencd
An experimenter of the ninsteenth to he in the
gentury constructed this weird=looking T No. the
machine in which he actually did giide a J .

art of gliding,
in which the
puccess of aviation was bound up, was not yet solved !
Daring Stunts of the Nineteenth Century!
?HEHE were to be many more bones broken before the

fawr fTeet.

firat succeasiul glide was made. To.day, flying without

an engine, in huge machines with a wing-spread of

thirty-two feet, and weighing over 100 ib., is a common.

place sport. A ekilful pilot of one of these engineless asroplancs

ean glide in the air for fiours on end, and not a teaspoonful of
petrol nzed ! _ .

An experimentor named Lilienthal covered himsell with

eternnl glory, in the nineteenik contury, by consiructing .a

machine with wings and tail in which he actually did glide a

few feet. Ho earried on his doring stunts until he bocame bold

enouph to attash a amall motor to his glider and thus transform
it into o kind of seroplane.

That motor developed only two and a half horse.power, bnt
1t weighed nearly ninety pounds. And there he overdid it.
His transformoed glider camne a crop and Lilienthal with it.
He crashed from a height of filty feet and broke his spine.

His first spparatus weighed leas than fifty pounds, with a
framewark willow on which was stretched strong fabris.
By slipping hia hoad through a space hetween the wings he could
run or walk [orward with it, steadying the weird contrivance
by holding two wooden rods.

The winge spanned twenty-four feet, and from tip to tail the
glider was eighteen feet. His first test was from a springboard,
which shot him into the sir 8 modest three foot, Gradually, na
he geined confidence——knowing ho was the first man in the
Whgfa wide world
who had reslly
dono this thing—
he incrensed $he
height of his leap,
until he conld glide
for & very short dia-
tance eipht feet
from the Earth!

They wers ex-
tremely UnNeABy
glides of his, for
the mnchine.dwlilﬂh
was provide 1) s LN
with Fn. flexible tail, kept ﬂlilzi‘ping and sliding whenover &
wind-guat caught him, and he had to adjust the main weight
of tho affair—his own body—in the twinkling of an eye, to
counter every little wind-buffet.

A Glide of One Thousand Feet!
WEEH_ Lilienthal aspired to greater heights, he actually

This fragile-locking contraption fully

iflustrates the risks daring would-bg

conguerors of the alr took In the not far
distant past.

had an artificial hill eonstructed specially for his
. plides~—ffty feet hiph, with gently-sleping sides,
own which he could sturt his glides.

From the top of his hill ho managed & glide of one thousand
feot. And so ho kept at it. But duriog five years of constang
endeavour he did not spend more than a total of five hours in
the air—spread over all the five years | ) .

Presently he achioved his great wonder—a biplane glider, and
in this he could keep in tho sir for a little time when fhe wind
was blowing as strongly as twenty-fve miles an hour. And now
huge passenger planes Elenva the skics when tearing storms are
raging for hours on end !

%Sutﬁ bit by bit, he was becoming the mastor of thamgaj:eﬂea
of balancing himsslf in the air, and soon he could take off in his

lider from & hill 250 feet high and swoep as much as 750 feot

%:efc:m meoting the ground again, It was when he came to
fixing artificial motive power—an engine—to hig glider that
death came to him, as alrcady mentionad. :

From his experiments, all carefully recorded by himself, the
brothers Wright, the first men to raise thomselves successiuliy
in & machine-driven plane, profited enormously when they
hegan their series of attempts to make a better glider. low
these brothers, whe ran o bicyele and engineer’s shop, slowly sot
the senl on ell provicus endesvours to fly—as we undorstand
flight now-—will be told in a later article.

(Next week's MAGNET will contain cnother of Ihess
{nteresting flying articles.)
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THE TERROR TRACKED DOWN!

(Continued from pege 10.)

arder of Ferrers Locke. Where was
Locke now? He had pone, silently in
the murk; but he might have heen only
a few feet away for anyihing that
Wharton conld tell. :

At a distaney, far along the long
xallery, came the glimmer frein the one
lighted corridor. But it made the dark-
nesa closa at hand only the more
nnpenetrable.  Nothing  was  stirring
pear Siy Richard Raveaspur's quarters.
But clzewhere——m

A sound came to ‘Yharton, sudden
and stavtling, the sound of an impact.
1t was as if snmwethivg had stenck, and
the sound of a4 fall immediately
followed.

Wharton's heart boundad.

Within nine ar ten  feet of him,
between himy, as he judged, and the
door of Fevvers Locke's room, a blow
had been struck, o man had fallen.

Had Locke met the creeping enemy
for whom he hed been walting in the
darkness of the oaken gallery? Who
had fallen?

For a fraction of a second Wharton
stood indecisive. locke had bidden him
be silent; but if it was Locke who had
fallen under a rreacherous blow in the
darkness—— Ouly for a fraction of a
=econd did the junior remain still, then
ke leaped towards the spot where he
had heard the fall,

A startled exclamation came to his
ears—not in Locke's voice,

Then Wharton knew that the man
who had [ailen was the detective. It
was some other who exclaimed, stariled
in the darknesa, as the junior ruzhed
fo the spot.

A shout left Wharton's lips.

“ Help 1" .

He crashed into something unseen—
an ill-aimed blow in the darkness sent
him reeling. He vallied, rushed on,
uand struck back fercely, but his blows
met, only empty air. From the stair-
case came a sound, the sound of
swiftly-ruming feet.  SHowmeone unseen
was Heeing down the stairegse, znd on
the foor Whartow's foot stumbled on a
motionless form, e knew that it was
the form of the Baker Btreot detective.
Alive or dead, Fervers Locke lay at
his feet, and the assassin was fleeing,
leaping down the stairs three or four at
a time, reckless of the davkness, reck-
less of the danger of o {all

YWharton groped to the electric licht
switch at the head of the staircasze. He
found it and switched on the lights,

A sudden illumination lighted up the
cavern of blackness that yawned below
the old cak gallery,

- Wharton had a fleeting glimpse of a
running figure; it vanished below. In
that fleeting plimpse he saw a Hgure
clothed in black, with a black mask
covering the whole of the face,

It was gone in the iwinkling of an eve.

“*Help "* shouted Wharton again,

Heo ran back to the fallen man,

In the bright lizht Fervers Locke lay
on the obld caken Hlenr, Bui he was no
longer motionless. He had lificd him-
self on his elbow, awd was makling an
effort to rize to his feet. His= face was
white, and from undey his dark lair ran
a thin trickle of blood.

Hie eyes met Wharton's,

“AMlr. Locke—yvoun are—""

*“Mothing,” said Locke, He waved
the schoolboy back, and gained his feet
without assistance. His hand went to
bis head, and his fingers came away red,
and he made a grimace. ‘A nasly
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erack, my boy—but nothing more—I was
stunned for the moment—""

“It was—was—"' panted Wharton,

“Dur friend the enemy,’’ eaid Ferrers
Locke. “"Go back to bed, Wharton—I
will speak to you in the morning.”

“ But—but the man—he ran down—"

“Leave the matter in my hands.™

*0h, of course!’” said Harry, and
without a word more he went to the
staircase that led up to his room—leav-
ing Ferrers Locke to face Inspector Judse
and a constable, who had now arrived
on the scene from the lighted corrider.

—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Knocked Out !

id O0OR Locke!"” said Inspector
P Juda,

Mr. Jude made that remark
several times during the day, in
elightly sarcastic tones.

Morning had dawned on a troubled
house.

M. Jude, no doubt, was sympathelic.
But to the professional genl;])éman from
the Criminal Investigation Department
at Beotland Yard there was perhaps
something  grimly humorous in  the
disaster that had befallen the famous
private detective.

But if Mr. Jude found anything amus-
ing in it, he was alone in that view., To
Sir Richard Ravenspur, and to the chums
of Greviriars, it was disaster pure and
simple.

They had hoped so much from Ferrers
Locke, They had taken it for granted
that he would be a match, more than
a mateh, for the secret enemy of Raven-
spur, JAnd in the first round of the
combat he had failed and {allen,

Locke was conlined to his room mow,
in medical care. Dr. Wood had come
from Leyford to attend him. The man
from whom so much had been hoped
wae laid up, helpless and impotent—an
invalid m the house of murder and
mysztery.

What had happened during the night
was fairly well known, Locke, instead of
going to bed, had waited up, on the
wa tcﬁ; in expectation of some move from
the secret enemy, .against himself or
againet the barenct, The iurning out of
the lights had warned him  that his
expectation was well [ounded. His
courze of action was shown by what had
occursed when Wharton came down un-
expectedly on the scene, Lying in wait
for the aszassin to creep to his room,
imtending fo take by surprise the villain
who was =eeking to catch him napping,
Locke had waited in the darkness, after
that unexprcted encounter with Wharton
aud he had indeed meb with the secret
enemy, only to [all under a blow from
behind,

That VWharton had saved his life
seemed to admit of no doubt. Locke
had been cautious—but his enemy had
been miore ecunning. He had penetrated
the fact that the detective wazs out of
his soomn—he had suceeeded in attacking
him from behind, and-a heavy blow on
the head had momentacily stunned the
detective, Wharton knew—everyone now
knew—~that had not -the jnnior been
there, the detective, thus silenced and
at his enemy’s merey, would have gone
the same way that Inspector Garnish
had gone. Wharton knew, and shud-
deved to realise, that it was his sudden
and unexpected rush to the spot, that
had prevented a knife from reaching the
heart of the man who had heen silenced
by a treacherous blow from behind,

It had seemed to Wharton, when
T.ocke rose to his feet, and told him to
o back to bed, that the detective had
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suffered little—porhaps not more than
a bad bruise. fmkn had seemed almost
himself again then. PBut the mornin
told ' a different tale. The juniora ha
expected to see him at breakfast—but
they did not see him. They learncd that
he was keeping to his room: later they
learned that Dr. Wood had come from
Leyford, and they did wmot fail to note
the slightly sarecastic expresgijon on the
face of Inspector Jude, Fefrers Locka
was ' hors-de-combat ""—knocked out in
the first round, It was almost incredible,
but there it was—the secret eriminal of
Havenspur had been too much for the
celebrated deteclive of Baker Bireet,

Later in the morning, Harry Wharton
was allowed to visit the detective. Ho
found Locke dressed, but stretched on
his bed, pillowed on cushions, his head
amply bandaged, his face white as driven
snow. The ghastly palences of his face
gam the junior & shock as he saw it.

o great was the shock, that Wharton
stood for a few moments, silent, gnzinig
at the detective, hia face clouded and his
heart heavy.

Ferrers gucl;e gmiled faintly.

“I havo to thank you, Wharton,”' he
said, in a voice whose subdued tones of
faintness went to the junmior’s heart. *'l
think you saved my life last night.”

The terrible thought was in Wharton’s
mind that, perhaps, after all he had not
saved it. Locke looked like a man wha
hovered on the brink of death.

“I blamed you at first when I found
you had come down,” said Locke, in the
same feeble tones. " DBut undoubtedly
you saved me.”

“1 am glad I was able to help,’” said
Harry, in a low vaice.

“WNow I am out of the running for &
time,"” zaid Leocke. *‘Fortunately, Mr.
Jude is well able to care for the safety
of Bir Richard, which ia the chief
matter. I anticipate no danger to him,
while Mr. Jude is hera with his men,
taking such thorough precautions.”

“But you, Mr. Locke—""

“Jt was a nasty erack,” said Locke.
“But do not be ularmﬁd—il shall recover.
Faor the present, however—"" Heg pave
a slight shrug,

“¥ou will not remain alone while you
are laid up, Mr. Locke?" asked Iarry
anxiously,

“No; that would be asking for
trouble,’’ said Ferrers Locke. “'Ewven in
the daytime that desperate villain may
attempt to take another crack at a man
ne longer able to lift a hand in self-
defenice. . Wood wishes to send me
a nurse—but that is not needed. 1 have
thought that .my young friends frem
Greyirviars might be willing to take turna
sitting at my bedside.”

“(Gladly,” said Harry.

“And Packington, who is very kind
and sympathetic, has undertaken to find
an interval in his duties, and remain with
me for an hour thiz afternoon,” said
Locke. *"*He has, of course, aszked Sir
Richard’s permizsion.”

“That's very good of

Harry.

“‘fer ;" assented Ferrers Locke.

““And to-night 1" asked Harry,

o smibied, ;

**1 shall not irouble anyone to sit up
at night,”” he said. “I shall lock my
door very carefully, vou may be sure."

“Wa should be willing,” said Wharton
eagerly, “Mr. Locke, you may feel
guite sure that no trouble would be tou
much——""

“My dear boy, I should not think of
it, Ewven the resourceful villa'n we have
to deal with cannot penetrate my rovmn
through the keyhole,”” said _Lpnhe,
emiling, " Mercover, thero i a ool on

him,"” zald
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the door, and the bolt will ba secured.
I shall be guite safe to-night.”

_"éﬂsuppmn go,’" said Harry, “The
win % ;

“Tha window will be locked and
bolted.”” Locke smiled again, **You
need have no uneasiness for me, and you
must not leave your bed agamn in the
night. Last night it chanced to be of
great service to me, but you must not
repeat the performance, Wharton,”

‘If you mean that you fear for me,
that’s nothing,”’ said Harry.

“‘Not only that,” said Locke gravely.
“Though that iz enough. It is not fit
for a schoolboy to cross swords with the
Lkind of man with whom we have to
deal, Wharton. I mmst ask your promiso
not to leave your bed-room alter you
have retired for the night, and I expect
you to answer for your friends also.”

“Tf you putb it like that, I have oo
choice, of course,”” said Harry uneasily.

“*1 do put it like
that.” :

“Then I promise, of
eoures, ™

Thers was a defer-
ential cough at the
door. Packington
camo in with a tray.
Locke was to take his
luneh in bed. .

“Yeour lunch, sir,”
said the butler's
smooth volce.
~ “Thank you, I’ack-
ington 1" Locke's eyes
lingered on the tray.
“I understand, Pack-
ington, that this lunch
has been specially pre-
parcd for me?"

“Quite so, sir."t

“Under your
eye 7"

“Perfoctly en, sir.”

“You remember,
Tackington, that at-
tempts  have been
made to poison Bir
Tichard avonspur,”
rald  Locke.  “ Pre-
cautions &re now
taken ngaiost that in
the ense of Sir
Hichard., In my own
case—"" .

“In your case, sir?"
repeated the butler,

"1t appears ;l'-mlrv
able, at least, 1Mack-
ington, that the wnknown assassin has
frea accoss to this house,”™ aptd Locke.
“ft is possible that he may have been
able to got at the hkitrhen—td introduce
some deadly potion into the food or
drink intended fuor mae. Last night
proved that my presenco in tho house 13
very unweleome ta him.™

“I hardly think, =sir i

“Quite so; 1L 15 very imiprobable, but
the chance oxists,” sad  Locke, "1
have had s0 vyery grave a warning, l’ag:k~
ington, that I dislike the idea of taking
chavres. Dlace the tray on the table,
and | will nat tanch the foad wntil Dh
Wond has been hore By examine "

Tho buatler siood quite shill, tray in
handdas.

"1, Wood will examine {he lfood, and
il necessary analyse 1t said  Locke.
“la such cirrnmstances one cannot be
towr eareful, Packington,™

“1 have no doubt you ave right, sir,”
saied Packingtan,

oy moved acrnss to the table with
his limping siep.

{rash!

Phee bdber’s limping leg seemed to
faill ey Huhh:'nF_j.'-

Ho lavehed, slumgored, and the tray
wonubt fa (e floor with o erash and a

W—
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smash. There' had beon a carale on
the tray, and it was broken into o scoro
of frapments by the fall, the water
spreading .in a pool over the fAoor.

“Qh, sir!” ejaculated Packington.
"Pleass cxcuic my clumsiness, sic—a
twinge in my lsg—"

“MNo harm done,’ said Ferrers Locke
with a smile. * Replace t.hu“[m:rd on the

tray, to wait for Dr. Wood.

“Yery , &ir."”

Packington placed the tray on the
table, and picked up the scatiered

articles that had fallen from it. Whar-
ton lent him a helping hand, with a
fecling of compassion for the butlers
confusion.  Packiogfon, who openly
prided himself upon being a model ser-
vant, was distressed by the incident, as
his face plainly showed,

e leit the reom with many apologies.

“Poor fellow!" said Locke, as the
door was closing. “8ir Richard has

told me that Packingion veecived his
iujurg in tha war, Wh:!rl:m, EQ0 OTmo
would have to be very illmatured to
blame him for a slight accident. On
the other hand, 1 amm a water-drinker,
and the water 13 spiit. You will find
a sodas eyphon on the table by the
window; 1 must conlent mypsclf  with
soda-water,”

“Tut you must eat, Mr. Locke." eaid
Hoarry, with o pglaoee of uocasines at
the food on tho table.”

“Nob at the preseuf
bov."

Wharton squizhed soda-waler anfo a
fumbler and lwought it o e detoe-
tive. That, appurently, was Lo be
Fervera Locke's lunch. No doubl  (he
stale hoe wus in hod taken away his
appetile,

Wharlen  remained  with  the  deles-
five Ll il was timo for his own looch,
Then Tavcke insisted on his leaving; and
tho junior lefi him.

“Axk Nugent lo come and =i wilh
me awhile, after loneh.” =0id  Lacke.
“1 ghall remain alone for a4 thme. 1
shall lock the door, my bov—youn need
not be uneasy. Now ro to your luueh.”

When Wharton was gone, Tocke drew
himself from toe bed and turned the

mwtreeit, iny

13

key in the door. Then he #urned the
koey carefully, so that it centirely blocked
the opening of the kerhole and barred
it to any prying eve from without. Ha
stepped to the window and looked out;
the high window was not m-e:]nnkezi
from any point. Locke emiled. The
drawn loek of suffering was gons from
his face now: save for his pallor, he

looked little liko the feeble invalid who
had been stretched on the Led. He un-

”
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**Dr. Wood will examine the food,
and Uf necessary analyss I, " sald
Ferrers Locke. *‘One cannot be
too carelul, Packington.” **1 have
no doubt you are right, sir,”™ sald
the butler. He moved aocross to the
table, with his limping step. Crash !
Packingion’s limping leg seomed Lo
fail him suddenly. He lurched, stag-
gered, and the tray went 1o the floor
with a ¢rash, (See Chapler 7.)

locked a suilcaze, took  therefrom &
packel of sandwiches, locking the paper
in which they had been wreappel o the
guilense arain.  Locke, 1t was clear, had
come to the Grange prepared for the
wiles of the seeret ussassin who ddid not
hosttats to wso the dastardly method ol
poisen o accomplisl his ends,

Ile Lt over the spot where the tray
Bl fallen: but Packinglon had  care-
fully wiped up the spilt water: not s
drop of it remmined. I the water had
been dictored, no elue  remnained  fo
show Lhal il was so.

When, about balf an hour lnter, Frank
MNuowent tapped sl the deleclive’s door,
a faint voiee told hin (o come i

Nugent turned the handle,

PN lowr's locked ! he ealled out.

H0Oh, of course! Wit a moment.™

Nugent heard a slow wod fechlo step
eriess e room to Lhe door.  The koy
was tarned back, awd the door apened.

Tasche stood there, his hand to his

({Centinnctl en page 16.)
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THE TERROR TRACKED DOWN !

(Continued from papgé 13.)

bandaged head. Packington was pass-
ing along the oaken gallery, and he
glanced at the detective for a second, in
the doorway, as he passcd softly on.
“You forgot you had locked the
door, eir,” eaid Nugent, with s smile.
“I am afraid that crack on the head
may havae scat my wits g little,™
id Tocke. “A elight dizziness—"
He moved back slowly to the bed
and threw himself wpon it. Nugent,
with deep sympathy in his face, fol-
lowed him into the room and sat down
by the bedside. He remained with the
detective until the time eame for Pack-
ington to take his place, then went
down 1o join his chums.

“How's Mr, Locke?” asked Bob
Choerry.

“Pretty bad, I think,” answered
Nugent gravely. ‘‘Jooks as if he's

knocked out for a jolly long time to
oome.” .

“1t’s rotten,” eaid Bob. _

“The rottenfulness 13 terrifie,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“We expected the esteemed Locke to
come and see, and conquer, like the
:ridiculmml Juling Cmsar; instead of
w b u-ll-—+

“Instead of which, he's knocked out
in the first round,” said Johuny Dull.
“But I Buppse even a man like Ferrers
Locke can't scoro every time.”

“That’s s0,” said Harry. 5L, it's
rotten.”

“As jolly old Shakespearo remarks,
*Thus do the hopes we had in him
touch ground, and dash themselves to
pieces ' 1" satd Boh, with a faint grin,

The chums of the Hemove went out
to the sunny summer afternoon in a
somewhat dismal mood. They sympa-
thised deeply with the famous detective
whom fortune had failed, bul they counld
not help feeling the disappointment.
And that feeling was fully shared by
$ir Richard Ravenspur, in whose heart
there was something like despair now
ihat his last and strongeat hope had
failed him.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Ravenspur Wasirel |
HP ACKINGTON "

“ S
“Draw the curtain a little—
the sun iz very hLot.”

“Yery good, sir."

Packingion shaded the window with
ithe curtain and returned to the chair
by the detective's bedside.

Under hie heavy dark eycbrows his
eyes watched Ferrers locke with a
curions expression.

Locke lay on the bed, resting on
pillows and cushions, white-faced, faint-
voiced, bandaged.

He looked as if the seerct assazsin of
Ravenspur Grange had littla to fear
from him fnow. e looked as if Le
would have [ound il difficult to lift
an arm in his own defence had an
attack come.

No doubt that thought was passng
through the huiler’s mind, behind his
prave, eomposed face, as he watched
the dotective.

_ “You feel no better, sir?™ asked "achk-
mglon in sympathelic tones,

“A little—n little,” answoereed Dacke.
"“But I do not care 1o be left alone in
ihe ecircumstancoes, Packington; 1f you
can be spared fram your dulies—"
 “There is no difficallty about that,
air,” said tho butler. ™ DPerhaps e
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would like mig fo read the newspaper to
you, sir.”

“I think T would prefer to talk a
little, Packington. Whila I am on the
sick list, my mind is not inactive,” said
Locke, smiling. I hoave, in fack, de-
aired a talk with you, sud this iz an
opporfunity. You are, of course, well
acguainted withh the house and its in-
mates; a man in your position epnnot
[ail to be.” ‘

“That is the cose, eir,” said Packing-
ton. “"But I have not, of course, been
so long with Sir Richard as his other
servants, MNevertheless, sir, I may be
able to give you any informafion you
desire., 1 will do my best."

“You have not been here long, DPack-
imgton "

“ A little over three months, sic.”

““Then woun have never seen Bir
Richard's nephew "

“* Master Nugent, sir?"

“I am referring to Sir Richard's ofher
nephew,” szaid Locke.

A blank look eame over Lhe butler's
face for & moment., ‘Then he seemed
to remembor, and he nodded.

“I have heard, sir, 1hat Sir Richard
had an older nephew, the son of his
next brother, who was killed in the
War. Eut L hava, of course, never seen
him, as it is many years since he was
here.”

" ¥You recall his name?”

“Idward, I think, sir—mo, Fdgar,”
said Packington, “ His name was Edgar
R:wppspur, gir.™

“Was 1" repeated Locke,

“I use tho past tenso, sir, as it is
understood that the unhappy young
man is dead,” said Packington.

“But that is not a certainty, I

think "
“I can scarcely say, sir. Sir Richard
dead, and has

assumes  that he is
always {reated his younger brother,
Captain Havenspur, as the heir of the
titte and estate”

“Hut if this Fdgar Ravenspur lives,
be js the heir,” said Locke musingly.
“1is father was Sir Richard's next
brother, older fthan Captain Cecil
Ravenspur,™

“ Undoubstedly, sir."

“You Lknow little about him, I
Euppose T

“Nothing but hearsay, sir: buot,
naturally, tho servants who have beon
here o leng time remember him, and
they have told me various things,” said
the butler. *I fear that the young man
did his unele no eredit,. Indeed, T have
heard that e was basely wngrateful to
Sir Richard, and repaid his many kind-
nesses with actunl dislike, as well asz
ingratitude. From what I have heard,
it scems that ho was wild in his ways,
and Sir Richard somctimes checked
Lim a little severaly.”

“1ln loft Ilngland rather suddenly, 1
think #*

“1I believe so, sir.”

“Is 1t not the easn that he trans.
gressed the fnw, and that officers camo
to this very house to arrest him, and
that he slipped thivongh their finpers in
a  very ubaccountable mianner, and
virmshed 7

“That is the talk, sir, ecrtninky.™

“As he zpent s bovhond and most
of his vouth in this house, it i1z con-
coivalda fhaid he mavy have dizcovered
{lhe seoret possase (hat bedd fmte the
park,” remarked Lecke, “Tf go, that
would ncconnt for hiz escape on that
orcnsion.'”

“ossibly, et

The builer's manner  indicated  that
he was not interosted in the bislory of
the seapoprace of Ihe | Ravenspur
fumily. But Locke did not scem  to
notice ity at all events to haed if, Ho
Wit on:
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“You will En;nth'.er from what I eay,
Packington, that I had already looked
a little into thiz strange case before
Bir Richard's telegram summoned me
here. &ir Richard, in faet, has not
mentioned his nephew Edgar to me,
and it is from othor sources that I have
derivad my information.”

“T upderstand! It 18 naturally &
cnse that would interest a gentleman
of your etanding in yonr profession,
sir.” The butler's eyes turned curi-
ously on Locke. “You appear 1in-
terested in’ the black shesp of the
farmly, sir.”

“You can guess why, Packington."

“You do my understanding too much
honour, sir. Master Rdgar is dead and
gonge—at lenst, that i3 the common
beliof—"

“But he may be wvery much alive,”
said Locke. “The fact that he is the
actual heir to the cstato interests me
very much, I ean epeak freely to
vou, Packington, and rely on your
discrotion., I came herc prepared to
distrust ¢very member of the houschold,
but the ineident that occurred the
evening of my arrival, shows me how
much you are to be rolied on. Yom
wera nctually in my presence when the
shot was fired at the library window
from outside—and that, as Bir Rickard
remarked, eliminates you from any pos-
sibla suspicion. I can therefore speak
mote freely te you than to any other
member of Sir Hichard’s houschold.”

*1 understand, eir,” said Packingion
gcftly,

_ “You are in_a position to help me,
if you care to do go," explained beee,
“The servants are all under your ob.
servation and control. I need not tell
yvou, Packinfton, that the enemy of
your mnester has =ome confederate in
the houschold=—the facts speak for
themselves, Suppose, for instance, that
some ald servant of the house may have
had an atinchmment for the scapeprrace
nrphew=—it iz at least plausiblos—*

‘T follow you, sir.”

“Anel suppose that this wastrel, alter
a life of reckicss and lawless erime in
anothor country=—perhaps  Australia=—
may have found his now country too
hat 1o hold Lim *  Locke paused,
“Io mnay have learncd that the affair
for which ho was once hiable fo arrest,
had been arranged-—that the money ho
abstroeted had been repaid by his
uncle to save disprace—that he could,
if he chose, return fo England a2 [ree
man-——-"

“Assurning that he lives, sir."

“Naturally, Now, the crimo for
which Edgar Ravenspur was once in
danger, wos nothing less than {orpery—
the forging of a cheque,' said locke.
“We may take it, then, that Lo is o
skilled forger of hands, We know that
thoe secret enemy of Sir Richard i3 a
glilled forger—for he wrote o letter in
Frank Nugent's hand which deceived
Sir Richard, a shord time ago. He mny
ovoen have obtoined a footing in this
houzehold by means of this nefarious
gift—forged recommendations, Pack-
ingkton. ™

“¥ou think it po=:zible, sir?

“1 dol1™ said cke, *“It may be
that somo old eervant, attached to hia
interests, is aecting in  collusion with
him; or it may be that the young man
himself 18 here, in some diaguise, and
under an assmed name ™

It sounds a Jittle fantastie,
said Packington doubtfully.

“The fantastie may be trne, Pack-
inglone,  1'he young man was abroad
for muny years, and his  appearanco
would naturally have changed consider-
ably in that time. T think he wounld
be about twoniy-five now—and the
change from fwenty to bweniy-five may
be considerabldle in the eaze of o man

sir,"”
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leading & rough and reckless life.
Moreover, that the sceret assassin is
skilled in disguises, iz proved by what
has happened here—he has twice been
seen, and each time in & differeng
disguise. ™

“That 1s true, sir,” =zaid Packington
slowly.

“From what I havo learned of that

young man, Packington, he was bad—
bad to the very core,” said Locke.
“"He repaid-a kind uncle with ingrati-
tude, dislike, if not actual hatred and
crime. Such a man, older, hardened
by & life of reckless ill-doing, might
very well conceive the scheme of put-
ting his uncle out of the way and step-
ping into his shoes. He might take up
a situation, as I have suggested, in the
very household, and watch for an
opportunity to atrike his blow by
stealth. SBomething might occur to
drive him to act more openly and
drastically—tha fear, perhaps, of bei

recognise and betraye by ol

nssociates who had traced him out. It
ia ut least o strange coincidence that
thd two men, evidently lawless charac-
ters, who met their death at the
Uirange, came here with the name of
‘ Black Edgar’ on their lips. It is neot
too wida a streteh of the imagination

to supposn that Edgar Ravenspur, the
wastrel, after he fled from 'nﬁiand,
became the *Black Edgar® of the

Cueensland bush,”

Packington nodded slowly.

“"Now you see how you can help me,
Packington,” said Ferrers Locke. “ My
own examination of the houschold staff
told me nothing—t could scarcely be
oxpectod to tell me anything, But vou,
who come into daily and hourly contact
with every one of them——"

“*I understand, sir,” said Packington.
“But there are very few members of
the houschold staff who came into Sir
Richard’s serviee sinece the departure of
Master Edgar.”

“Then to those few vou must devote
your careful attention, if you desire to
help me,” eaid Locke,

“I will gertainly do 20, sir,” sanid the
Luatler, “But may I take it, sir, that
you defnitely suspect Edgar Havenspur
of being alive, and in England, and of
being tho villain who has attempted my
master's life 7"

“1 will say, at least, that my theory
takes that line,” said Locke.

“But the young man, sir, could
searcely step into the shoes of a relative
he had murdered—"

Locke smiled.

“I am giving him credit for havin
laid his plans with skill,” he mmwm:ﬁ
“"Sir Richard dead, the assassin, un-
discovered, will disappear. An interval
will eclapse—and from some distant
country, BEdgar Ravenspur will learn,
by some arranged chance, of hiz uncle's
death, and will return to England fo
claim the title and estates. II’? he has

layed & part in this houscheld, he will

ave discarded the diﬂguise he wusged,
and will certainly not be recognisable
as that porson.”

“You give him credit for very great
cunning and resource, &ir."

“MNot more than he deserves,
perhaps,” said Locke., *The matier is,
at present, only theory; but, once I

am up and about agein, I have little
doubt that I Eh{l.ﬁ{ be able to turn
Ltheory into proved fact.” The detec-
tive glanced at his wrist-watch. *“But
tI am detaining you too long, Packing-
On.

“Not at all, sir.”

The butler rose to hiz feet, however.

“Do vou ecare to be left alone, siv,
while T am gone, and before cne of
your young friends arrive ?” he azsked.

“¥es, that is all right.”

Packington permitted himself =
respeccful smile,

“I have no doubt, siv, that you Luvo
your automatic close handy, in case of
need.” His glance lingercd on  the
custion, under which Locke's right
hand was shpped, as if carelessly.

Locke smied, too. He did not anawer,
but the butler knew that the automatic
was there. .

Pacikington went from the room with
his spit, Limping step, his lace very
thougntiul,  Loubtless what PFerrers
Locke hud told him had given him food
for thought.

A hiteie later Ferrers Locke gquitted
the room, mn company with the Grey-
friars juniors, to take a walk on the
terrace,

In the bright sunlight his face looked
pale almost wan, and many times ho
leaned hiz hand on Wharton's shoulder
for support. He seated himself at last,
and sat resting, silent, for a long time,
the juniors sympathetically silent, too.

Locke looked at them at last, with a
faint smile.

“I think I had better return to my
room, ' he said.

Harry Wharton helped him back to

his room. Packington came to lend o
respectful hand. For several houra
Locke slept, Frank Nugent had gone

to his uncle, but tour of the juniors re-
mained with Locke; they were not hikely
to stir from his presence while his eyca
were closed. When he awakened, to-
wards evening, he thanked them with a
ale smile. Dr. Wood came, and the
juniors’ left Locke with the medical
man. When the latter departed they
noticed that his face was grave, It was
not a happy day for Harry Wharton &
Co. What Inspector Jude might hbe
doing, what progresa he might be
making in the case, they did not know
—and eared little. It was to Ferrers
Locke that their faith had been pinned,
and though they tried hard to keep that
faith unimpaired, their disappointment
Ex the famous detective was deop and
itter.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Danger !

ARRY WHARTON caught his
H breath.

It was ten o'clock, and the

Famouz Five, in Yerrers

Locke’s room, were bidding good-nmight
to the detective.

Wharton, uneasy, unqguiet, left his

chums by the bedside, to look round the

rogn before he went.

He could not help feching uneasy, He
pulled back the heavy curtains at the
windows to look ab the window fasten-
ings, and found them secure. Then he
looked to the door. There was a strong
lock on 1t, but previous experiences had
proved that the secret enemy of Raven-
spur Grange waz not likely to be
baflled by lock and key., The bolt waa

a different matter, if it was in good
order, and Wharton looked at it to
ascertain that it was so. Then he

caught hkis breath and hurried back to
the detective.

“Mr. Locke 1™

“Well

Wharton sunk his voice,

“Tho bolt on vour deoor, sir—it has
been tampered with '™ hoe breathed,

“ Indeed 1"

A slight smile e¢rossed the pale face
of the Baker Strect detective; a smile
tinged with sarcasm.

Wharton coloured,

“I assure you that it 13 so, Mr,
I.nche;;“ he said., "I have looked at

it——

“You are chiervant, Wharton,”
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“It has becr tampered with,” said

Harry. 1t must have been done while
you were on the terrace this after-
noon=—="

L‘EE broke off, starting, and stared at
the” amused face of the detective. A
strange thought had flashed into lis
mind.

*Mr. Locke, you knew—-"

* Possibly,™

“But—but the bolt no longer seeures
the door, sir! The scrows have boen
token out—"

" Heally——"

“And replaced loosely,” said Harry.
“I tell you, Mr. Locke, that a push
from the outside would open the door,
in spite of the bolt.”’

“ My hat1"” murmured Bob Cherry,

“You are sure of this, Wharton$"
asked I'errors Locke quietly,

“ Quite, sip"

“Will you be eqgually sure of one
other thing

“YWhat is that "

“Not to breathe o word, not a
syllable, of what you have observed,”
said Ferrers Locke. “Not even in your
own room among your friends. Walls
have ears in this house, Wharton.”

Wharton looked at him in bewilder-
ment,

* ¥ou will be alono here to-night, Mr,

€.

“ Exactly.”

“ And—in your present state—"

“What then?"

“The villain will not be stopped by a
lock and key, sir. The bolt wiﬁ not hold
the door. The [act that it has been
tampered with shows that the villain is
clese at hand and mcans mischicf.”

Locke's eyes glimmered.

NI can rely uwpon your silence and
discrgtion, Wharton.  Bay no more,
and do not discuss the mattor with’ your
friends. A carcless word maoy undo all
that 1 have done.”

“All that you have dome, sir!” re-
Eented Harry. 8o far as the juniors

new, Locke had done nothing sines
arriving st Havenspur Grange save to
fall foul of the secret assassin, and come
cff second-best in the encounter.

“Good-night, my boys!” said Ferrers
Locka,

" Good-night, sir!”

The juniors, in doubi, and with re-
luctance, left the detective's room. Thay
stopped outside, to hear him lock the
door, and then move slowly and limply
back to the bed.

Qutside the door of the detective's
room was a deep reeess, from which
the door opened. It gave on to the
oaken gallery. lor some moments tho
juniors stood in the recess, hesitating.
Lhen they moved out into the gallery
and went along to the staircase that led
to their own quarters, ‘They had
already said good-night to Bir Richard
Ravenspur; and, with the baronet so
carefuii,- watched and guarded, they
had little uneasiness for him, But their
uneasiness for Ferrers Locke was great.
 But Locke's order had been impern-
tive. It was truo that in Ravenspur
Grange walls had cars; a careless word
might reach o lurking listener. And
discussion, after all, was useless; thern
was no choiee bul to give the detective
his head, as DBob Cherry expressed in
But it was with keen unecasiness that
they went up to their room.

It seemcd to Wharton, as he thought
the matter over, that he had a hali-
seen glimpse of something behind this:
yvet the more he thought it over, tlo
more he was perploxed, Locke know—-
had known before Wharton spoke—that
the bolt on his door had been tampersd
with, It had been done cunningly; oniy
a carcful cxamination would have ro-
vealed it Locke, in his present state,
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waas pathaps not likely to meke c0
careful an examingation—the assasiin, no
doubt, bad counted on that, Yet he had
known—Wharton felt sure that he had
known. Further, it svemed o MHarry
that, in geing out of the room for npearly
an howur that atternoon, Locke nad given
the unknown' his epportunity—and dimly
it scemed to him that he glimpsed inten-
tign in tlus., Had Locke given lus enciny
ihat opportunity on purposef

Was it, after all, a wrap?

But, if so, surely it was madness for
a man weak, swck, cxhauvated, alope In
the dark hours, to tempt [ate in this
way | Sleep might overcome him; the
dizziness in his head, the result of the
Lblow, of which he had compiained maby
times during the doy, mught overcome
him, If it was a trap, the detective
Lhimself was more likely to fall into it
than the assassin. Yet, as Locke un-
doubtedly knew that Lis door was nsc:
cure, as he had deliberately elected to
remain alone in the night, it must be

that he Jooked for am attack, and
welcomed it.  In his usual state of
physical fitness, of clear, cool self-

possession, the matter would have been
different. But in his present state—

“ Better turn in, old man,” said Bob
Cherry from his bed. “We're not on in
the noxt act, you know.”

“1 know,”’ said Harry., " But——"

“The butfulness 1= terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, ' Duc the
ridienlous commands of the esteemed
Locke must be obeyed.”

“1 know,” repeated Harry. " Bot—"

He broke off.

It was useless to ponder and surmise.
T.ocke bad commanded silenee, and his
cormmand had to Lbe observed, He had
cxacted Whorton's promise that nesther
e nor his comrades would guit their
nquarters that night; and the promise
had to be Lapt.

Wharton turned 1in.

DBut he lay leng awake in the dark-
neez, unable to sieep.  Lle listened for
the faintest sounds in the silent house,
listoning in wain. Ilis thougits were
busy, turning always on the sume sub-
ject. Several times he balf-rose (rom bis
Led, Lbut lay down again, iz promise
to the detective held him ihere—not
uniess there wus an alarm in the night
could he go down before morning. It
was not only concern for his sulety that
liad led Locke to exact that promise, he
was sure of that. His infervention
might disconcert some plan the detective
had formed. But whet plan was likely
to be carricd out with suecess by a4 man
sick and dazed from the clfects of a
ernel blow on the head—a man whose
faitering foolsteps Wharton himself had
had to guide in that walk on the
terrace? Self-reliant he knew Ferrers
Tocke to be; but was self-confidence
leading the Baker Street detective into
fthe-very jaws of death?

The nour of two had chimed from
somewhere in the silendt distance, and
Harry Wharton was still awake. He
gat up uneasily in hiz bed.

“You awake, Harry "

It was Frank Nugent's whispering
Toica.

“You, too, Frank "

“I haven't skept”

“Same here," said Harry.

“The sameinlness is terrifie,” came
the murmuring voice of Hurree Jamset

Iiam 8ingh. “The sleepiulness does
not come, my absurd chums.”
“Hark 1"

With an effect of thundor in the silont
house came a crash, followed tnstantly
Ly a ringing shot. Wharton bounded
from his bed.
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Face to Faca!

JILENCE!
% 1f there was a sound at the
door of the detective’s room in

the deep recess opening off the
onlten gallery above the hall it was
scarcely audible, even had there been

wakeful ears to hear. .
Ravenspur Grange was plunged in
silence and slumber. The light burned

in the old hall, in the corridor that
led te Sir- Richard's room, and in the
Laronet’s room itself, where Jervis and
a deotland Yard man watched over the
masier of the Grange, But in the deep
old recess cutside Ferrers Locke's door
all was dusky. Ard in the deep shadow
o shadowy fligure stirred, groping over
the door with silent hands.

Like a black shadow in shadows, A
figure clothed in black, with a black
musk covering the face, scarcely dis
cernible in the gloom, even had watch-
ful eyes been at hand. Dark, silent,
stealthy, the secret enemy was at the
door of the Baker Street detective.

The [aintest of elicks and the lock
was no longer a barrier, The faintesg
of snaps and the bolt no longer held.

But for long minutes the black figure
remained motionless, silent, outside the
door that was no longer secuared.

He was listening intently.

Minutes passed, long minute after
minute. From the room within came
no sound, no atir,

The ficure in black moved at last.

Silently on well-giled hinges the door
slid open inch by ineh till the aperture
wita wide enough for a pair of keen
eyes that glittered through holes in the
black mask to stare into the room.

The interior wos dark, but not so
dark as the ocaken porch outside. The
heavy curtaind at the windows had
beea left a little open, and beiween
them clear summer starlicht glimmered
into the room,

The light was faint, but it was
cuough for keen eyes accustomed to the
darknpess.

Faint starlight fell
Locke's bhed.

It showed the shape of a sleeper, and
a bandaged head resting on the white
pillow, a head that was a mass of
bandages,

There came a cruel pglint into the
eves that pleamed from the holes in
the mask.

Silently the door was pushed a little
wider, and with a noiscless step the
figure in black entered, softly closing
the deor behind him.

Apain he stood ‘still, silent, listening.

TFive long minutes erawled by, and
still he was motionless, watching the
bandaged head on the piliow that never
stirecd.  Reassured at last, the man in
black stepped slowly, stealthily, towards
the bedside. The starlight that pene-
trated the room glimmered now on
something bright that was grasped in a
clenched hand; it glimmered mora
clearly on the bright steel blade as the
hand was raised over the slecper.

For a second that glittéring death
flazshed over the still foom in the bed,
Then the hand deseended with a eruel,
ruthless sirength and o blow was struck
with ail the force of a powerful arm.
Through blanket and sheet, through the
form beneath, the long csharp blade
pazaed, driven to the very hilt

Then from the dastard whe had struck
came a sudden suppressed exclamation.

There was no note of teiumph in it

I was a suppressed ery of surprise—
of fear.

Foy ihe heavy blow that had buried

across  errers
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the knife to the hilt in the still form
had crumpled down the bedclothes into
i hollow, showing that it was no solid
body that lay beneath blankets and
sheets, no form of flesh and blood.
Beneath the bedelothes lay a dummy
figure in' which the blade of the
murderous Ikni[ﬂ was buried, and even
as the knife sank home the assassin
knew that he had been tricked,

With a snarl on his lips he turned,
panting, kpife in hand, fear and
muriderous ferocity in his eyes.

_There was & blinding flash of illumina-
fion as the eleetrig light wos suddenly
turned on.

Bright light filled the room, and the
eyes that peered wolfishly from the
holes in the mask blinked in it.

dozen feet away stood Ferrors
Locke, and the automatio in his hand
was levelled at the figure in black that
stood breathing hate and rage.

“Stand whera you arel”

The detective’s voice was cool and
clear.

w:,‘.h.'e? !_.'E:? 1&?&&&9& ?uﬁnmatiu his eyos
re hxed on the glittering cyes th
looked from the mafk. e "

No word came from the masked man,

He stood quite still, his hand clenched
desperately on the knife, his eyes fixed
on the detective. For some moments
there was silenea in tha room, broken

only by the £i
el b panting breath under ths

Locke broke the silency.

Lift o hand, stir a step, and I will
shoot you like a mad dogl!” he said
coldly and clearly. “You know me—
you know I am a man of my word{"

From Locke's cool, calm face the
eyes in the mask turned for a moment ta
i‘.]_:a,eﬁted, clearly seen now in the bright
1008

ut even in the light it was not eas
io recognise the sleeper as a dummyﬁ:
Locke had done his work with care and
skill, Only where the murderor’s blow
had disarranged the carefully-compacted
form could it be scen that the figure
;uhas ];Wtd nut:;rahL On the pillow lay

¢ bandage ead, strangely lifeli

even in the clear ]isght. .

The burning eyes returned to the
detective 8 face. There was no bandages
on Locke's head now, there was no
ihast]}- pallor in his face. TFerrers
Tﬁgkfnluﬁiajd his éaaual ca:flni. calm szelf.

as man drew 1551

;j}l.;‘ﬂnied!" & hissing breath,

dhat oune word dropped as if .
seiously from his lipu;.gI . nheon

Locke smiled faintly.

Quite 1 he =aid,

He made a slicht motion wi -
auiomatie, & e

“Drop that knife, Edrar Ravenspyr [*
The 1nasked man did not start fh t,Iia
Ear!:‘r:e. EIlt wfadm if he knew that the

aker Bireet detective w i
with his identity, P

The knife dropped to the floor.

. The masked man stood unarmed, his
fingers hidden in black gloves twitching
convulsively,

“Yooled, as you sayl™ faid F.ooks
coolly.  “Your blow from behind did
not harm me so much as you were led
to believe, I have had rather a weary
day playing the invalid, but it was
warth it."

The eyes in the unscen face burned
at him.,

“1 read your thoughts, Edgar Raven.
spur,” said Ferrers Locke quietly.
“You are a desperate man, and your
life is forfeit to the law. Your itwo old
associates of the Australian bush—
Inspector Cook, Garnish—four men had
perizhed by your hand, though your
uncle yet  survives your ff‘:stardi}:
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attempis. You go from this reom to
prizon, from prizon to the scaffold you
richly deserve, and you are thinking
that the most desperate chance is betier
than that. I can only warn vou that 1
will shoot you if you resist”

A hard, bitter, mocking laugh came
from the slit in the mask,

“"You mistake me, Ferrers Locke
While there is life there is hops!” came
the answer of the masked man. "I
have been behind bars before, but they
have not held me.”

“That you still hope, I gather from
the fact that you are not at this moment
gpeaking in your natural voice,” said
Locke., " But if I cannot recognise your
voice, Edgar Ravenspur, I shall recog-
niga your face when the mask i3

rea?mvﬂd."
I am in your hands, Ferrers Locke,

From the well of blackness below
ceame & mocking Jaugh.

“ Mot this time, Ferrers Locke ™

Bilenee f[ollowed.

— —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Purple Stain !

NRPECTOR JUDE pazed at the
E dummy figure in Ferrers Locke’s
bed, with the clean-cut -gash of

itha knife through the bedciothes

and the figure bencath., His gage
turned to the knife that | on the
floor. The man from Bcotland Yard

was tho first to avrive on the scene.
But Harry Wharton & Co., hali-dressed,
wildly excited, were at the doorway.
The ringing of the shot through the
silent night had brought the juniors

“T1 am in your hands, Ferrers Locke,” said the masked man. Z=

“* You exl! me by a name that is not my own—perhaps the sight

“ We shall see,” replied the

* Willingly."

man raised his right hand to his mask, while Locke watched him
(See Chapter 10).

of my lace will undeceive you."
detective. ** Remove that mask.”

with the eyes ofla lynx.

You call me by a name that iz not my
own—perhaps the sight of my face will
undleceive you.™
"We shall see,
“Willingly."
The masked man raised his right hand
to the mask. Locke watched him with
the eyes of a Jynx, but the man’s
hands were empty, and he made no
attempt to produco a weapon, That he
had yet some hope of escape waa un-
doubted; but he was well awarve that
an attempt to draw a weapon wonld
have drawn tho deteetive’s instant five.

The hand fumbled with the cord that
apenped the mask in it place.  Then,
with sudden swiftness, his  left hane
seagped a pillow from the bed, and with
tha same movement hurled it of the
cleetrie light that shone down from the
ceiling,  The crash  was  fnslant, aml
was followed by darkness; and thvough
the darkness eqme the roar of the anto-
milie a3 Locke instantly hred. There
was a racing of feet, and Locke rashed
i the darkne=s tnwards the door—bnk
i owas shonmed g he reached it

Laocke dove it open mwd ynzhed out
o the callery, weapon in hand.

The fecing man had alveady reached
the hall below, and his band wasz on
The electric Light  switeh az Tocke
sranndl over the halustrade and afmed.
LThe light in the hall vanizshed,

BRemove that mask.”

The masked

down with a rozh, Ouly the shaded bed-
sidde lamp burned in Ferrers  lLaocke's
room-—the detective had turned it on as
Mr. Jude orvived: the eriling light was
stuashed and wvseless.  Ferrers  laocke,
cool and calm, smiled faintly at the
startled face of the inspector, and gavo
the Cireyiriavs fellows a ned as thoey
staved in.

“AMre, Locke——"" exclaimed Harry,

“Nothing  amise,” drawled Ferrers
Tocke, " Nao occasion for alarn.™

* But we heard—"

The iiulli-’.‘lr:i looked at tho figure in
the bed, and understanding downed on
them.  They looked at Ferreras laocke's
fare, normal in its aspect, without a
trare eof tho phastly pallor fhat  had
looked so deathly tho evening before.
Locko smiled again.

The juniors «id net eave to ask ques-
fions; bat the Reothind Yard man broke
info el ineprivy at onee,

"What's all this, AMr. Locke?® What
has lapepeseed 37

Loeke made o gestere
rach in the hedelodhes,

“What you s, he avswered.  “The
assassin erones he fancied that | owas in
the bedd, and e sroek o the dark.™

“lut—von wers (1L 1 widerstond—I1
E.llll]r-]"“-:l"'l']-—”

"Mool el awe ol Fereeres Locke

Lranupaitly.
A Jowde B 1D e YPoor Lecke ™

lowards  1he
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eﬁ:iﬂm?;.' had not been o helples in
valid, after all.

“Tlen it was & trick ¥ he pgronted.

“ Procisely.”

Avother grunt from Mr. Jude. Hia
sareastic compassion had been wasted
on the DBaker Street detective, amd he
was not pleased.

“Oh!" ejaeunlated Bob Chervy. ™ Then
you wreren't hknocked out, after all, by
that vap on the head last nizht, Mr.
Vacke, "

Mot fo any great oxtent,” said
Locke. “1 vepret very much, my young
friends, that 1 had no choice but to let
you shave the belief I desired to im-
pres upon the azaassine I e afraid
that it cavsed yon some uneasiness on
my acconut: Sic Hichawd, too. Buot I
veally had no choice in the matter; 1
had o part to play.”

L nnderstand,” zaid 1larry.

“The wunderstandiuiness 18 torrifie.”

"The villian nught never have come
heve haed b nat believed that he had
a ek aud lelpless man to deal with,™
the detective  explained.  *HMis  recep-
tiva last nishi might have altered  his
plans. A< it was, he came—-"

Tnsoetor Jiele heoke in.

“Yeor tpean that the erimingl knows

-
B

e

everything that moes on o this house,
and was aware that you were appacently
laid up.”

" Exacily,'”

"And ho fell into the tap?”

“Ar you see.

“DBut you dill not contrive to kerp
him i 1! sand Mr. Jude, with an
inflection of snurvazm,

“I adout that he was too quirk for
me,” =aid Ferrers Locke, “lle is &
man of resource.”

“e pot away, at all events."

“IHe got away,” assented Fervers
Toocke., I am under smnewhat inore
restraint than the ecriminal, Mr. Jule,
I conld not shoot him unless as a last
resoures to save my own life. When
he smazhed the lamp and left uws in
davkness, T lived—but I fired low, 1o dis-
able him if possible, Even in the dotk
I think the shet went very elose. How-
ever, ho pol away.™

“A clever trap, no doubt,” sawd Me
Jude, “buk as you have eavpht nollony
in it, Mr. Locke, of little benclit o
anyonae,

YT would sesm g0, assented the de-
teetive, nnmoved, Y DBut the man Las
been here, and you are welcomo to any
clue he may lave left behind.”

“Phere 15 a possibility of that." said
the Heotland Yard man.  “With your

Tie Maoser Lispary.—No. 1,125
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permission, I will make an examination
of the room.”

"By all meana.”™ :

Mr, Jude had picked up the knile.
A scrutiny of it {m]{l_ elicited a dis-
appointed grunt from him.

“No finger-marks,” he growled.

“The assassin is rather a stickler for
good form,” remarked Ferrers Locke.
“He would not dream of muking a call
without his gloves™

The juniors smiled, and Mr. Jude
grunted again. He laid the knife on
the table and proceeded round the
room, ezamining it .with a keem pro-
fessional eyo. ;

“The look was picked I™ he said.

“That is so0.”

“But the bolt——" _

“Jt was tamperad with during the
day,” said Locke. )

“While you were here?” exclaimed
the inspeactor.

“No; I spent an hour on the terrace,
to givo the man a good opportunity for
iﬁgﬁng with the belt,” answered

, urbanely.

The inspector compressed his lips.

*That sounds a littla fabulous, Looke.
We know that the man, whoever he is,
has free accmes to the house—no doubt
by some secret door or passage similar
to that slready discovered. But you
would imply that he ia within the
building at all hours, aware of every
passing iocident.”

“I leave you to form T OWD
opinion of that,” esid Locke. *“1 can-
not, of course, say from personal knpw-
ledge what in this room while
I was on the torrace. But when I re-
turned, the bolt was in ita present
ﬂtﬂ-tﬂ-"

“And you left it sol"

" Quite, ™

“Believing that he would come dur-
ing the bnightl™

“Enowing that he would,” anawered
Locke calmly. *‘Since my affected ill-
ness imposed upon him, 1t was certain
he would come."

“You oould mot know for certain
that he wasa i d upon.”

“I had reascn to think so."

*What reasont”

r.

Locke d & moment.

“ Everyone in the house believed that
1 was scriously injured,” he answered
at last, *“the assassin among the rest.
Dr. Wood's bandages, and a ?il;tla make-
up on my face, convinced every-
one of that. I was assured that tha
assassin believed as othere believed.”

The inspector finished his examination
of the room, and stood frowning, He
had discovered nothing of any moment.
As always, the secret encmy of Raven-
spur had left no traco hugind.
"You seem to have had the impres-
sion, Locke, that the man feared you
to & very great cxtent, and was more
anxious to remove you from his path
than to remove myself, for instance.”

“It would appear to be the caze, since
ho has attacked me, and not you, Mr.
Jude,” said Ferrers Locke. *But
pechaps your turn is coming.”

The inspector started a little.

“He will find me ready, if it docs,™

persisted the in-

he grunted. At all events, if the man
stands in my prosence, ho will not, I
hope, slip through my fingers as he

h ahgped through wyours. Wa have
had a dramatio alarm in the middle of
tho night, but it leaves us precisely
whners we wera."”

“You think s0?" asked Locke.

“If he has left any clue behind him,
except that knife which tells us nothing,
I am not clever encugh to pick it up,”
said the inspector ﬂamastimﬁy. “I will
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thank you to point it ocut to me, if it

iz here."

“He may not have left the olue hore,”
gaid Locke.

“What do vou mean "
“I mean that he may have taken it
with him.”™

The inapector stared.
. “If you consider this a matter for
esting, Mr, Locke, I do not agres,”
e said sourly. *Good-night,”
“Good-pight, Mr. Jude,” answered
Lacke politely.

The Baker Street detective turned to
tha juniors,

“¥You may go back to bed, my boys.

There will be no furth 1 irht.
Geod it riher alarm to-night

“Good-night, Mr. Locke.”

Harry arton & Co. returned to
their quarters, They went in a relieved
frame of mind. - Ferrers Locke, after
all, was'not on the sick list; and they
could not blame him for allowing them
to share in the belief which had =0

nearly led to the capture of the mys-
terious cnemy of Ravenspur.

“That merchant knows what he's
about 1” gaid Johnny Bull,

*The knowfulness is terrifie,”

“And we were worrying zbout him
for nothing,” eaid arton, with =&
grin. “Of course, he had to keep it
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But—the man got away, aflter

“But T'll give you ten to one in
riﬂuﬁlmuta that he's loft some cluo that
Locka's got his finger on!™ said Bob
Cherry.

“That's my idea, too!"

The juniors had little doubt of that,
They would have had still loss, had
they been able to watch the proceedings
Ft: Forrcrs Locke, after they had !e%t
wim.

In his room, with & pocket flash-lamp
in his hand, Locke was carefully exam-
ining tho rug that lay by the bedside,

He rose from that examination with o,

faint purple stain on his finger-tip,
where it had touched tho rug. He
ccntred the light of the lamp on the
spob where the masked man had stood,
after turning in olarm from the bed-
side, and produccd & magnifying glass,
which he dirceted on the spot. On the
polished floor was a faint purple stain.

Flash-lump in hand, o detective
guitted the room. DBelow. the preat
hall glowed wiih electric lights. IFrom
the door of hiz room o the stairs,
Locke procecded slowly, twice picking
up the sipn of tho purple stain. He
descended the stairs end put tho lamp
in his pocket, and stoed for some
minutes looking about him and listen-
ing. The house was still and silent:
but stillness and silence were not
enough for the detective, He explored
tho great hall, and the pussages and
doorways opening from it, carefully,
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and ascertained that no eye was upon
him. Then, securc from observation,
he examined tho polished floor of the
hall with the magnifying glass. What-
over it was that he found, it led him
across the hail to a ecorridor at the
back, a corridor that, as he knew from
his previous examinations of the house,
led ‘to two rooms only. The detective
seemed satisfied, and, turning back, he
ascended the stairs and returned to his
OWn room.

The mysterious enemy of Ravenspur
had fallen into the snare the detective
had laid for him, and cecaped from it;
which, in Insgmtur Jude's opinion, left
matters as they were! But Forrers
Locke had had two strings to his bow,
Well as hoe had laid the snare, he had
foresean the possibility of the assassin's
escape—and had faken measures to
render it futile. The secret enemy of
Ravenspur was still at liberty; but,
unless Farrers Locke was mistaken, that
night waa the last nighl:: of hiz freedom.
And it was seldom that Ferrers Locke
waes mistaken.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Mysterlous !

IR RICHARD RAVENSPUR
;Eh; in tEu old %:l:;aty ﬁf
yvanspur range, ore the
. wood lfm that erackled on the
ancient hearth. The sun of the Sep-
tember mr::rnm% glimmered in at the
till windows. The baronet was looking
botter—there was a heslthy colour in
his cheeks—only the signs of the long
strain could be pleinly seen. Once the
shadow that lay on his lifa was lified,
tha master of the Grange would be
himself again; but would it ever be
lifted? Sir Richard was beginoing to
doubt it. But he had drawn hope and
renewed confidence from the knowledge
E‘hat Ferrers Locke, after all, wen not
knocked out,” as had been believed,
and that he had come within an ace of
trapping the mysterious coomy of the
Ravenspura.

There was a perplexed expression on
the baronet’s face  now—perplexity
mingled with hope. Ferrers fneﬁu had
asked him to be in the library at eleven
o'clock to hear a communication he hed
tec make. Bir Richard was eager
enough to hear ik, That it would
ennounce the discovery and arrest of
the assassin he did not venturc to hope
but he know that Ferrers Locke woul
not speak unless he had some matter
of moment to communicate. The clock
indicated a few minutes to eleven now,
and Sir Richard was in momentary
expectation of Locke's arrival.

Jervis was in the room with his
master, and & plain-clothes man who
had come with Inspector Jude. Bir
Richard waos still under constant watch
and ward, irksome as it was to him,

When the door opened, his glanco
turned to it cagerly. DBut it was not
Forrers Locke. Harry Wharton & Co.
came in.

The baronet gove them a kind nod.

“I am expccting Mr. Locke here, my
boys,” he sald.

“Mr. Locke told us to come, =mr"

gnid Harry Wharton.

“Indeed! Then you are to hear his
communication,” said the baronet.
“Ilemain by all means. ™

The door opened again, & few
minutes later, and Inspector Juda
glanced in,

“Is Locke here, Sir Richard?” ho
nsked.

“Not
momont. "
. “I've had & message from him, ask-
ing me Lo como to the library," grunted
the inspector, “'If he's not here—*

vet; I expect him every
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“T am here,” said a quist voice,
_ Ferrera Locke entered after
inspector and elosed the door.

Mr. Juda looked at him.

“If you have something to tell me,

kﬂ-—u—”

I have something to tell Bir
Richard Ravenspur, which beliave
ou would like to hear.,” answered

il-{}n
hand 7"

“MNaturally.”

The inspector scomed to hesitate.

“If that menns that you have made
some discovery, Locke—-a7""

“It means timt I hope, at least, to
make one,” zaid ke. He touched
the imspector on the shoulder with a
friendly gesture. **Come, Mr. Jude,
I have worked with the Yard before,
and wmy assistance has not  been
despised. This case is in your hands,
gir. I am hore merely at 8ir Richard's
request, and if I can give you any
information leading to the man you
want, it i3 my duty, if only as an
ordinary member of the publie.”

The -inspector's manner rclaxed very
considerably.

“If you can do that, Mr, Locke, I'm
ready to own up that they don’t over-
rato youw,” he said. *I am quite at
your service,™

“I think your patience will be re-
warded,” said Locke. * You mey take
my word for it that you will not be
wasting your time,™

“I'm sure of that, Mr. Locke,” eaid

the

the subject of the casze in

tho inspector vory mrﬂia{‘]%.
He glanced at Harry Wharton & Co.
“* These boys—"
Locka zmilad.

“These boys have had so much to do
with the matter, and have secrved Sir
Richard so courageously and usefully,
that I feel thoy sre entitled to witness
the last scene,™ he said.

“The last seene!” repeated the in-
spector, his manner instantly alert, a
keen flash in his eyes.

“That is what I hope.”

The inspector drew a deep breath,
and the chuma of the Remove ex-
changed quick lances. 8ir Richard
Ravenspur's lined face lighted up. To
everyone present, it was clear that this
meeting 1n the old library was not an
idlec one—that the next happenings
we:;f fo be dramatie. But fw at  was
to heppen was a atery, #o far,

Eleven ehimnad.m&r F’.

“8ir Richard,” said Locke quietly,
“1 have asked certain persons to come
to the house, and th will arrive
within a fow minutes. take it that

they ma§ roceed to carry out the
orders have given them, un-
questioned,”

“Most certainly, Mr. Locke.”

“I have asked Packington to tell me
when they are here,” said Locke., *"He
will come to the library. May I ask
you, Sir Richard, to allow your butler
to join this meeting—to remain in this
roem and hear what I have to say.™

“If you desire it—cortainly, My,
Locke,” said the baromet in wonder,
“Packington 13 o very faithful fellow,
and I have no objection whatever,”

“Thank youl If Packington does
not desire to remazin, you will give him
an arder to that effect?”

“I do not guite understand—""

“ Passibly: |+:+ttt vou will do as I re-
quest?  Packington's prescnce is of
soma Importance,

"I am in your hands, Mr. Locke.
Packington shall remain.”

“Very well; then we have only to
wait, "

Thero was silence in the hbrary, Sir
Richard stood on the rug before the
low, crackling wood fire, Ferrers Locke
nearer to the door, Inspector Jude had

sat down in one of the deep chairs.

Jorvis and the plain-clothes man werso
near the windows. Harry Wharion &
Co. stood leaning back on one of the
tall bookeases, breathing suppressed
excitement. Iivery eye was on FZ‘f.nnnke,
but no eye could reed a clus to what
was about to happen, in the impassive
face of tha Baker Btreet detective,

It was the arrival of Packington that
broke the tension.

“SBome workmen have arrived, sirl”
he said, standing in the doorway. **The
men you were expecting, sir.” .

“Come in, Packington,” said Sir
Richard.

The butler advanced inte the recom
slowly. He came with his quiet, limp-
ing step, his face, under tha* avy dark
oyebrows, almost axgrrea,smnieaﬂ. 83
usual, Yet to all eyes it was apparent
that re was something of reluctance
in the butler’s manner, and hias ayes
songht every foce in turn with a rapid
though almost imperceptible glance.
It was ag if Faekinfgtﬂn, the sedate and
ma{f&ntuhle butler of Ravenspur Grange,
had gensed something of hostility in the
atmosphere, He moved slowly towards
his master, end Yocke, behind him,
closed the door.

“Please remain here, Packington,”
said Bir Richard kindly, “Mr, Locke
has & mmn:nunicatinn to make to us,
gntnﬁ he desires that you should hear
il.

“Mr, Locke is very kind, sir,” said
Packington smoothly.

“Mre. Locke iz aware, as I am, of
tha loyal interest ‘i;r:ru take In my safcty
and welfare,” said Sir Richard. “Pray
be at your ease, Packington,”

“Very good, sir.”

Packington's eyes, under the heavy
braws, turned on Ferrers Locke. There
was & strango il{eam in_their depths.

r.

“And now, Locke—" said the
baronet.
Locke smiled apologetieally,
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“1 must ask you fo wait yet a fow
mlr;u_tées," he ':Md't’ "II can only say

a6 1t you walt patien our patience
wiil ba Eewnrded.g e P

*It i3 for vou to say, Mr. Looks,”
answered the puzzled baronet,

Thera was silence,

It was broken, ofter a few tense
minutes, by the sound of knocking, The
dull, heavy sound came from some other
part of the house-—somewhere on the
ground floor. The sound, in the still-
ness, was startling, It was the sound
of workmen with their tools. A
commonplace sound enough, yet to the
startled cars in_ the library it came
fraught with significance, eful,
Knock, lnock, knock!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Brought to Bay |

NOCK, knock, knock!
H Bir Richard mede a

slight

movement. Ihspector Jude's

. eyes wera  keen, alert, The
Greyfriars  juniors exchanged quick

glances. Somehow, they could  not
imagine how, that unexpected sound of
distant knocking had zomething to do
with this inexplicable meeting in the ¢ld
library—something to do with Locke’s
insistenca upon %ha butler'a presence,
They wera suro of it, bewildering as it
was, Dull, heavy, continuous, the sound
of knocking came, fateful, Endefu], i1}
the knocking on the gate in * Macheth,"

Fackington stood motionless. Only
his eyes seemed alive, and they wers
gleaming and glinting strangely under
ihe ‘!‘:’iﬂy hrm;;si

“What is- that noise, Packington 1”
quked Bir I:Fic]l]'?;d at ﬁ:st, breaking a
stienca i the library that was growin
painful, % N

“I* cannot sav, GEir,” answered
IContinued on next page.)
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Tackington, “but I will go at onoe and
pseertain,”

He made a3 movement. i

“It is not uecossary.” sad D'errers
Locke, “The sound is made by the men
1 sent for, Sir Richard and who arc
carrying out the orders I have alveady
given them.” y

*“Phen I will ask no guestions, BMr.
Locke. Hoemain here, Packington.™

Y Please execuse tne, siv, if 1 scem to
take a liberty,” said  the butler
smoothiy, “but if these mon are at work
in the house—"

“Theyv are,” said Locke. )

“Thepn some supeorvision is  surely
neceseary,  sirn,”  gaid | Packington.
“ Ravenspur Grange is an historic buitd-
ing. sir, and any damage—""

“Same damage must incvitably be
done,” said Locke, *“but 1 have Sir
Richard's warrant for that.”

“Certginty 1" said Sir Richard,

“ Replly, sir, it sounds a3 if the men
were breaking through o wall,” saiud
'ackington, :

“1 compliment you on your hearing
gdid Locke gravely., " That is pl'ﬂcisely
what they ore doing. Packington.”

“If you have no objcction, zir, to my
EE'EiIl ir . r -

“I have a groat objection, Packington,
to my men being interfered with in any
way,” said Locke tersely.

The butler compressed his lips. The
sound of knocking was continuous, and
every oar in the library was straioed to
place it, to discover precisely whence
it came. That it was on the ground
flcor, and on the other side of the great
hall, was certain. There were sounds of
cracking and wrenching, miogled with
the steady knock, knock, knock !

“1 will not keep you in the dark,
gentlemen," said ¥errers Locke. " My
men are seeki the o’pEning of the
seeret passage that led fromn this house
to the old hunting-ledge .in the park.
As you know, the hunting-ledge was
blown to fragments with a charge of
dynamite, ms at that end the secret
passage is buried beyond dlSi‘:D\fE?", At
thiz end I hope to bo more successtul.”

“Then your assistants are removing
the panelling of a wall?” said Sir
Richard Ravenspur,

“That is s0.” '

“You may be sure, Mre. Locke, thas
I would allow no chstacle te be placed
in the way of vour investigations,” said
the baronet uncasily. " But there are a
large number of rooms with ancient
panellings of cak in this bunilding, and a
search at random——-"

“¥ou need fear nothing for your
panellings, Sir Richard, The scarch is
not at random. My men are very carc-
ful men, too, and I have no doubt that
afrer the investigatibn is completed the
cak panelling may be restored almost

Fr

unseathed, hey aro working in one
shecial reom, indicated to them by me."

“ May ask, sir, which room?"
inguired Packington.,

“Certainly. Your owp room.”

EF Miﬂ:ﬂ ?;-1

“"Your twoe rooms, to be more pre-
ise," said Ferrers Locke. "I have been
guilty of negligence, Packington, in
not asking your permission before ailuw-
ing the men to procecd. DBut I feared
that your genuine concern for your mas-
ter's valuable property might have led
to :I;l!:ét'?ﬂhf-lﬁn of gome sort on your

ek,

3 The butler breathed hard.

L Packin%han should really have been
apprised, Mr. Locke,” said Sir Richard
uneasily. A man's private quarters,
Bly=——"

. T am but a servant, sir,” said Pack-
ington. * No doubt Mr. Locke did not
deem me worthy of such consideration.”

“Da not say that, Packington,' ex-
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claimed Sir Richard, reafly distressed.
“In the circumstances, yvou must excise
thiz—thiz o

“Very good, sir. DBut as my own pri-
vate rooms are now, apparonily, being
demelished and my property handled by
sirpngers, I claim  the right to  be
present. '’

Y Deeidedly,” zatd Sir Bichard, “You
have no objection, My, Liocke, to Pack.
igton gomg to his rooms to see that no
dainage is done (o his owre belongings 1"

“Packington may rely vwpon my men
to do no more damage than is essential.”
saiil Locke ealmly., “1 desive him to
remain here?

“I am placed in a difficult posibion,”
said Sir Richard., *I have no right to
order Packington to remain in these civ-
eumstanees.  All the more becanse he is
in v serviee, T am bound te protect
his vighia"

“"That iz what T shonld have espectoed
vou fo sav, sie,” said Packington,
“May I g, sic?”

“You may nob!” eaid Locke inflexibly.

“1 am addressing my master, sir—nof
voul” said Packington. “¥ decline to
thﬂ_:‘a orders from a meddling  busy-

L

“ Packington !” exclaimed Sir Richard.

“Exeuse me, sir, but I must go to
my owp rooms, sinee they are heing
overturned and overhaunled by stran-
gora, I insist upen my right to do s0.”

“T ean scarcoly refuse it, BMr. Locke.™

“Packington must remain!'  =ald
Ferrers Locke. :

“My pood fcellow,” said Bir Righard,
“I have no right to order wvou, but I
request you to vomain,  The fullest
compensation will be made, of course,
for any damage to your own property.
As a favour to me, Packington. remain
here, and let My, Locke's men procced
unhindered.”

Packingion's smouldoring oyes turned
on Locke, and then veturned to the
distressed face of his master,

“I decline to remain here in the eir-
cumstaneas, sir,” he sard, Y I insist
upen my right fo go to my room. I
have served you [aithiully, sic; but I
now resign my position in thiz honse-

hold. I am no longer your butler,
sir 1"
My good fullow—" ] )
“As 1 am no longer & servant in this

house, sir, I shall go to my room teo
pack my effects,” smd the butler,

“T1 bag you, Packington—-="

“8ir, I am not receiving the treat-
ment a butler has a right to expeet in
g gentleman's houschold,” said Pack-
ington. "I refuse to remain!”

a moved towards the door,

Ferrers Locke was standing with his
back to it. Inspector Jude was on his
feet now, his eves glued to the butler.
All eyes, in fact, were on him. He
reached the door, but the Baker Sircet
defective did not stir.

“Will you stand aside, sir?” asked
Packington, endeavouring 1 vain_to
speak in his l.tilg.a.l smooth fones. His
voice wag trembling with passion.

ol said Locke. !

“You venbure to defain me in this
room I

“As yon seal”

* For whak reason?”

“Listen!™ replied Ferrers Locke.

The knocking that proceeded from the

butler's roomy was  the answer o
Packington’s question.
There was a breathless pause. The

eves of the butler were the eyes of &

hunted animal.  Locke’s inflexible
glance met his fierce glare. The man
was motionless, but a  guiver ran

through him and he sﬂiang ike a wild
beast. Eut Ferrers Locke was ready,
and the butler reeled back from a drive
en the chiest that senb him spinning.
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*Packington I” cried Bir Richard.

The butler did not hesd him. In a
second he had recovered his balance
and was leaping at Tocke again, all
disguise thrown aside now, all pretence,
his face that of a hunted criminal iu
the grip of the hunter; and as he
leaped he tore a revolver from ifs place
of roncealment. But Locke was on the

watch, and in an instant he was
grappling with the man, the wrist wa:
gripped and the revolver pointed
upward.
Crack!

The bullet shattered a gash in the
ceiling, The next moment Inspector
Jude’s grasp, as well a: Locke's, was
on Parckington, the revolver was
wrenched away and the handeutfs
clicked on the wrista of the butler ol
Ravenspur CGrange.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Wanted Man !

§ ACKINGTON !”

P “ Impossible 1" .

“Good heavens—Packing-
ton 1" said Sic Richard Raven-
spur dazedly. .

Packington, handcuffed, furious, a
hunted wild beast who was now in the
tails of the huntors, was scarcely recog-
nizable. Thé hitherto calm and sedate
fare was distorted with rage, the eyes
rolled and glared, the lips snarled,
the teeth gritted. Harrg' Wharton &
Co. stared at him as if fascinated, the
baronet with almost unbelieving eyes.
Was this desperate villain, writhing
and grinding his teeth in an access ol
impotent fury, the impassive butler of
the Crange? It scemed scavcely
credible. Buk it was Packington, and all
now knew and realised what Packing-
ton was. The man who had leaped on
Fegrers Locke like a tiger, the man who
had attempted to use the revolver, the
man who was raging in manaﬁlgs. was
the secret assassin of Ravenspur Grange,
discovered and cornered at last 1l
realised it, though they were a3 yet
far from wunderstanding.

Curses, a siream of savage oaths,
poured from the lips of the captured
man a3 he struggled madly to wrench
asunder the hangcuﬂ’ .

But the strong steel held fast, and
the prip of the Scotland Yard inspector
was on the shoulder of the maddened
rascal. . 1

“d'feu are my prisoner!” said Inspectoyr
Jude.

A torrent of rage was the only

BIsWer.

“Good  heavens!"  repeafted Hir
Richard Ravensput aghast. “What
scoundrel, what raffian have I taken
inte my house "

“A scoundrel, a ruffian with few
equals in abandoned villainy,” said the
guiet voice of Ferrers Locke. A
villain who has eaten your bread and
taken favours at your hands, while seek-
ing your life, sir, while plotting and
scheming incessantly for your destrue-
tion."”

"He
faltered.

“The wanted man,” answered Locke.

"T can hardly believe—~

“Wo doubt: but proof will be forth-
pcoming. Hilence, scoundrel!” added
Locke, turning his glance on the en-
rawed raseal.

Packington pauted.

“Yon've got me, Locke. You've got
me! A thovsand enrses——"

“Curses will not harm me, nor serve
you,” said the deteclive tranguilly,

15— 5—ig——" The baronet
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* Packingion [ ** cried Sir Richard Ravenspur. The butler did not heed. He tore a revoiver from its place of concealment
and leaped at Ferrers Locke. But the detective was on the waich, and In an instant he was grappling with the man, the

wrist was gripped and the revolver pointed upward. Crack |

*and your treachery will never threnten
any man’s life again”

*¥ou cannot prove—-"

*1 think ample prool will be forth-
coming. In the meantime, this man i3
your prisoner, Inspector Jude.”

“You—you aay he’s the man, Locke?"”

Inspector Judo wns as surprised as
any other n the room,

"I dol®

“"He's shown his character pretty
Flaiulj, at all events,” said Mr. Jude.
‘A revolver is not part of the cguip-
ment. of an ordinary butler. We can
hold him, at any rate, for drawing tho
revolver on you, and we shall sece.
Packington, 1f that is your name, you
are cautioned that ﬂnj'!hin% ‘o mMAay
say will be taken down to be used in
avidence against you."

Packington gave a scoffing laugh.

He had recovered his coolness now:
the firet fierco burst of savage rage was
over.

“Take down what you like!” ho
speered. "I know the game is played
out, or Ferrers Locke would not have
sprung this on me."”

“"¥You are right," said tho Daker
Street detective. "And the men who
ara unveiling the seeret recesses behind
tha walls of your room will find what-
ever pronf may be lackipng."

Sir Richard passed his hand over his
brow.

“1 ecannct understand it," he said,
“1 zco now that this man is a rullian, a
desperate seonndrel,. But I am guite
astounded. T would have trusted Pack-
inzton with my life. Fle has always
secrmed——" "M'he baronct broke coff.
“Man! Ilow have I ever injured you
that you should seck to harm me®”

“Ask Ferrers Locke ! jeored Packing-
ton. “lIle can tell yon tll':n whole story,™

It was evident that the desperida had
no  hope now, The knocking that
soutcdded from the batler’s room sounded
tho knell of doom to tho impostior and

azzassin. The knocking still continued,
a mufled accompaniment Lo lhe strange
seenc in the hibrary.

Packington jerked his shoulder from
tha inspector and threw himself into a
chair, his manacled hands on his knees,
"There was o grin of eynical disdain and
indilferenee on his face. The czpression
of that faco was so altered that it waa
difficult to recognise it as Packington’s.
Tho sedate butler had vanished; the
eyitical and reckless criminal had taken
his place.

“lven now I can scarcely believe it,”
said the baronet in a low voice. *'I—1
trusted him. I regarded him as beyond
suspicion, even if it had fallen on
others. Mr. Locke, he was present in

-this room ou the evening of your arrival,

when the shot was fired at the window.
That scemed to place him at  least
beyond doubt——"

“"And was intended so0 to de,” saud
Forrers Locke quietly. "That shot al
the window was flired at random, Sir
Kichard, The angle at which it entered
showed that it was fired [rom well below
the loevel of the terrace outside, and
could not have been ezpected to slrike
anyone o this room.  But b bad an
object, which iL did not accomplish. It
was that ehot which [ the flirgt place
turned my suspicions on Dackington.”

“"You amaze me! Y concluded the
reverse.”

“As Packiglon dul,™ spid Locke, with
a faint smile. **But consider; jiminedi-
ately after my arvvival a shot, appar-
ently from the assassin who lias lieed
at you bBefore, was fived at this room.
evecessartly, il it cuome feotn Lhe band of
the wmssusan, 16 exoncrated auyone who
wis in this room ab the titng. Packing-
ton was in the room.  Therefora it
cxeonerated him, Lhad [ believed that thoe
shot was fived by the assassin, Bub—-"

“¥Yan did noti”?

"L did not”

" Bub why—="

(8er Chapler 13).

“Many reasous, sir, too trifling to
engage your attention. Packington, for
onig thing, made an exeuse to [inger in
the room after showing we in, and o
was present when the shot rang out.”

*T recall that: but that alone—"

“That was not alone. A constable
wa3 on the terrace oulside the windows,
servanis wern in the pardens, keepers in
the park, yet no sign was seen or found
of the man who flired—in broad day-
light. The scarch was nstant, but it
ravealed nothing., This, added to the
foct that_ the shot could searcely have
becn expected to take effect on anyono
in the ronm, convinced me that it was
trick. 'The 'man who fired was not
found, for the simple reason that mo
man fived.”

"My, Lockel”

"1 mean, tho fircarm that wos used
was placed in readiness, in concealment,
fixed with the muzzle aimed at these
windows,” oexplained Loecke. "It was
designed to explode while I was in tlus
room, and the assassin in my presence.”

“A time-fuse?" said Inspector Jude.

"Eithey that or some similur device,
and st in mndion a3 soon a3 the
scoutdvel knew | was about to arrive,”
said Locke. *1 have no doubt that tha
mechanism  was set in action when
Packington knew that my car was ab
tho gates. At all events, it was ready,
and all he needed to do was to be in thoe
rovin when the shot was heard, For
that  purpose he lingerod here  after
showiug me in, cffecting hizg purpose.
Unlortnnately for hon, I did not be-
lieve, a3 vou helieved, Sir Richard,
that the as:assin had fired the shot, A
very few ninutes sulliced to convince
mr that the wiole thing was o trick,
dusigned  to ward  off  suspicion  and
investigidion from any person who wnos
present heve at the time, and beside
yourself wwd the schoolboys, gir, only
the butler was present,”
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“Ard that—
“That turned my attention very

specially to Packington,” said Ferrers

ocke. “Then I learned from you, Sir
Richard, that he would never have been
in this household but for a savage attack
mngde three months ago on your former
butler by some unknown burglar. That
brought in the possibility that that
savage attack had been intentionally
made to create a vacancy in your house-
1':!':!1111, which Packington might hope to
i ":H'

“(ood heavéns!” said Sir Richard,

“Mere surmise so far,’ went on
Ferrers Locke, “It might have been
a clue, or it might have meant nothing.
But the arrival of the man Hedge, at I
remarked to you, foreced the villain's
hand. - He had satisfied me—in his own
beliefl—that he was outside the radius of
suspicion, and I have no doubt that he
intended to lie low so long pe I was
here and take no risks. DBut the sight of
the man Hedge, the knowledge of what
thiat man could imvu told me, drove him
to instant action. He shot the man dead
from o window—promptly, ruthlessly,
romorsclessly, and stilled his tonguo for
ever. He saved himself—for the time—
but at tho price of demonstrating to me,
beyond doubt, that the assassin was in
the house—that he was a member of your
houschold. From that point he had s
right to conclude that it was merely
& matter of time for me to put my
finger on the right man."”

“And so— e

“And so his plan, as 1 conceive i,
was changed; and, knowing that it
must come to death-grips between us
sooner or later, he determined to strike
the first blow. Anticipating it, I was
on tho watch; but for the intervention
cf Wharton, the desperate villain would
have offected his purpose, and one more
inystery would have been added to those
already shadowing this house. Ferrers
Locke, like Inspector Cook and Mr.
Gurnish, would have been found dead-—
murdered—and the villain would have
been rid of another enemy.”

The baronet shuddered.

“I escaped thet peril,” said Ferrers
Locke calmily, "and 1t guve me my ap-
poartunily. ssuming to be disabled by
the blow I had recaived, 1 deluded the
villain into making a sccond attack,
vihich has placed him in my hands.”

“But he got sway, Locke—" said
Inspoctor Jude. . .

“Taking a clue with him, as I said at
the time, sir,” said Locke with a smile.
“I counted on szeizing him red-handed,
but I was prepared for accidenta. When
he gtood by my bedside and plunged his
knifo into the durminy figure had
placed in the bed, he necessarily stepped
on the bedside rug.”

Packington storted.

“ B0 that was how———" he bogan, and
broke off with a glanee of deadly hotred
at the Baker Street detective.

“That wazs how!" apssented Forrers
Locke. “"The man in the mask stepped
on the rug, which had already been
treated by me with an indelible purpic
stain. The stain was #o0 composcd that,
while adhering to the soles of the shoes,
it would leave moarks where those shoos
trod afterwards, so slight az only to be
discernible under o mnagnifying glass—
but unmistakable. Fauter [ traced this
stain to the door of Tackinglon's room.”
FInspnntﬂr Jude gave a nod of admira-

ion.

“IFrom that moment the man was in
my honds,” =ald Locke. “Obviously ho
had fled to Packington's room, andd
T'ackington, had he been aslecp, would
have been awakened like the rest of the
houschold by the alarm, and the man
conld not have entered hiz room unde-
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tected. The inference was clear—he was
Fackingten.”

Bir gichard Haveospur drew a deep
breeth.

“ Had not the villain attempted your
life a second tune, Locke——"

“I was sure that ho would do eo,”
said Locke tranguuly; “lor, having my
very strong suspicions fixed on Facking-
ton, L caused him to sit with me for a
time during my alected illness, and
conflded te him my theory of the
assassin’s real identity, What I sus-
pected him in his character of Packing-
ton he did not dream—but that 1 knew
the assassin’s real name, he learned
from me—and he could not afford to let
me live, as it was his object, when he
had finished here as Packington, to come
before the world in his trues name.
After he had left me that afterncon I
knew that, if he were the seeret
asarssin, he would leave mo stone un-
turncd to accomplish my death and
gocure my silonce.

“"¥ery clever!” commented Packing-
ton nonchaiantly. The man was listening
to errers Locke with an wir of cool
detachment, as if genuncly intercsted
but not mmmediately concerned.

Locke gave him a glance,

“And you had already escaped the
poison,” said Fackington repretfully,
*1 suppose my dropping the iray 1n
your room was & help?”

“Lhat, and other incidents, confirmed
my theory,” said Locke,

“Fhe villain!" said Bir Richard in
& low voice. “I have bern dreadfully
deceived ; but the man came to me, Mr,
Locke, with the very best reconumentdi-
tions.  He must have deceived others
before meg—="

"He came to you with forged recom-
mendations, sir,” said Locke, " Forgery
is not new to him, if his real name is
what 1 believe it to be”

Pack-

“"Then  his name s
ington "

I imagine not,'” said Locke deyly,
“Ile borrowed the name—and the limp
—of & man who scrved honourably in
the War, und forged pupers to suit.”

“The limp!” repeated Sic Richard.

He started.

There had been no sign of Packing-
ton's limp when he rushed on  the
deteetive in his ficree effort to escape
from the library.

"The limp wus & pretence, as are the
lines of middle-age on his face,” said
Locke. "It was o cunmng deviee, and
served him weli.. Whe conld have sus-
prected o man over forty, with o hwping
leg, of climbing a swinging rope-ladder,
or of cseaping pursuit with the fectness
of a decry The masked an who lled
from my roow last night bad no hmp—
neither has Vackington, il exwnination
should be made. And if the exteemely
artistic touches should be wiped from
iz foce, I have no doult  that the
middle-aged butler would be secn to be
a young man of not more than teents-
five.” )

Locke's band moved suddenly  and
swiftly, passing across the face of L
butler. "The heavy dark evebrows come
away in his hand, feovinee the man with
a atrangrely changed look.

Sir Rwchard looked at him hard, with
something of recognition dawning in his
hewildorod eyes,

“There is something familiny—" fio
stamenerod,

“No doubt.”’

“Buat there 13 one thing you hove net
explained, Me. Locke—and perbaps even
you cannot explain.*

“What is thut "

“Whocever this man may be, why has
hee sought my fie? Wihat have 1 dome
tor ineur such deadly and remorsele-s
ety ™

oot

THE MAGNET

*Nothing,"” said Locke. * Nothing
but the fact that you are Sir llichard
Ravenspur, master of Ravenspur
Grange and ten thousand a year, si—
and that at your death all this passes to
your nephew, Edgar Ravenspur,”

“Ldpnr Ruavenspur ™

“Uniess I am mistaken, sir, the man
betore you is the scapegrace mephew who
Hed, after a orime, irom this country
many years age; who repaid your kind-
ness with mmgratitude and hatred, and
wie had planned 1o ranove you from
his way by another cvime, and step into
your shees! The man you have known
as Packinglon is Edgar Havenspur, heir
to Havenspur Grange !

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Passing of a Havenspur !

HERE was o deep silence 1n the

i old Library.

‘Uhe bauronct broke it

“dgar Havenspur ! he said
in & hushed voice. 1 believed hun
doad=—1 cven hoped him dead, tor tonc
suke of thoe name he bore™

* And ho lives ! zuid IFerrers Locke.

Y Edgar Hovenspur, the forger and
thicf, the shame ot s family, the dis-
goace of his name ™

AN that and more!” said Packing-
fon—or ludgar Ravenspur, to give hoo
his true nwme. " Black Edgar of the
Queensland bush; Captain Baven, the
pearl-poacher of the Houth Seas, and
many thimgs more, old feol that you
arc! You believed me dead—and dead
to the world I should have romained
until you were out of my way—but for
this meddling detective.”

The man’s ironed honds moved. Hao
lifted them to his face for a moinent
and dropped them agein.

Locke made a swift step towards him.

A mocking grin met him,

“Too late, Ferrers Lockel!™ snid
Edgar Bavenspur, I have always been
prepared for this, I tempted fortune,
and kpew - that fortune might turn
against me.  The polson that failed to
reach my uncle, that fuiled to reach
vou, has saved me from your hands
Foolst A tiny lozenge—veory tiny for
tho deudliness it holds—I have already
swallowed 1t !

Inspector Jude compressed his lips,

“You've lost your prisoncr, r.
Juirde I grinned the wrutuﬂ in the chair,
“But you never would have had a
prispner but for Ferrers Locke!" He
turned his head towards the horrified
baronet. " Take comfort, my beloved
uniche, the nume of the Ravenspurs will
not b sullied by a death sentence in o
crowded courvt=—if 1 wn the shame of wy
race, at least I will not bring upon it
the disgrace of the hanginan’s touch.
In a fow minutes I shall be a dead man
—escaping even Ferrers Locke™

He leaned back in the chair, every
cve hxed on him in herrer. A deadly
pallor was already creeping over his
fuce, and it was ovident that his words
were true. Cool, wecking, eynical to
{her Task, hie looked round on the stactiod,
horrified faces,

“TE owas o desperale gome,™  bie osadd,
ol sometimes T ofhought thae T wus
fempting  fortune ton lard, Yol o
shonld lave soccecded, bal Tor chanees
;Lr_':'.ui'n:-“.l' which no man rould ool
Fven Ferrews Liocke  econlbl wed dgive
'Ill'rf':'ltﬂ‘r]. :II"'!, LII];IEH['!I Il:‘f T'illlrl‘l'l"'. ..‘"l.l,.
Beolland Yard T zuappesd oy vz

“Unhappy rman!™ sid the harouel in
a breaking voire. " Yaou, of my own
hinod: vou, whome L ocarved for as my
own somn—-""

YAl checked,  and leelorved,  aoud
roprovid,” =il the  olhor I]HH':;'JI]I_'_:".'J.
Saht T have e regmvels —escent (hat

(Llonlirgured Lo quige 28.)



YOU’LL ENJOY EVERY LINE OF THIS AMAZING >TORY OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION!

THE SHADOW of the GUILLOTINE !

“Po you know that the

Ch er de St. Clair I5 of

ihe blood of the Marquis de |

Foninoy, who slew
father ? »*

Will o the Wisp.
AUL DARCE thoughts drifted

P back to that day of spring,
three years ago, when his
friendship with the chevalier

had come to such tragic lermination. He
remembered the letter which a few days
later khad reached him in Paris; a letter
in which the chevalier in tearful and
almost hysterical terms had dencunced
his unele, tha Marquis de Fontnoy, as a
monster unfit to live: a letter in which,
unashamedly, he had ex-
preseed his staunch and un-
wavering love for Paul and

what Paul might do, had added the poetl-
mrj:]%é to his leitor:

“"Keep aout of Parw until this 15 over”

Before leaving Pavis, Paul had mado
Lhim swear to send word at once should
the chevalier be arrested in his absence,
And SBansarge hud kept hiz word, Ile
dared not have done otherwise, else thers
would have been o reckoning with Paul
little to his liking. Ior DPaul was power-
flulEI Y¥ee, and a friend of Robespierre as
WiCEL

Fickle the mob that raises an obscure citizen

By Popular
.GEO, E. ROCHESTER.

{ Intyoduction on naxd page.)

here with the dawn. Yoursclf snd two
saldiers will be suficient escort, and

vou will use one of the Noninoy
cvaches, Here are the papers.”
The citizen-captain  pocketed the

papers, without so much s a gianes ab
them. For what use was there in look-
ing at them when he couldn't read?

‘¥ou will zelect the most comfort-
abla coach you ecan find,” went on Paul.
"This being in all prebability the last
journey the Citizen Fontnoy will make,
you will endeavour to render it as
pleasant for him as the circumstances

permit.  You understand !

“¥es, citizen-deputy!”™ geinned the
captan,

*¥ou appear amused, citizens
captain!” obscrved Paul coldly.

The captain’s grin vaniched with

extraordinary celerity.

“I am leaving for Paris,"” went en
Paul, "and you will ba responsible for
the sale delivery of your prisomer to the
gaoleis of the Luxembourg. Should he
escape

Ha concluded the sentence with a
shrug mors ecloquent than words, and
proceeded to don his black riding cloak.

“Ie shall not escape, (:itizl‘:n-gepu B
the eaptain hastened to assure him. "tgla
shall not slip through my fingers.”

“Then see that he does notl™
turned Paul grimly.

Ten” minutes later he was out under
the stars, rviding madly through the
night towards Pariz, two hundred kilo-
mictres distant. And more than once,
voicing the hops and dread which
hattled in his heart, he muttered :

“"(rod pgrant that I am nol too late 1™

- - + & + -

b= o

Paris—and the sunset hour !

Sport is over for the day in the Place
de la Revolution where the guillotine
reers itself stark and grim against the
redd aflter-glow of the setting sun.

And what csport it has
been, Forty - three heads
have tumbled into the blood-

: : - TR soaked sawdust of the exceu-
!t'fv i‘ﬁ;m;ﬁﬂi‘g:;m}g in hie to the important post of Commissioner of [ 00 " Visiat sineo hoon;
p{i;.':ﬂtr fﬁr the 132}-1:.[:11:5?05&5 the Revolutionary Tribunal, for that same fmt:é - tLIi-rua ; n*:-bl_ﬂ;m E?"
‘e ; ik ; % powderc an aristocratio
brought on Panl P "% mob can as speedily break the man they  joaqc covered by . that
Pony urbanrs e B made if the fancy moves them ! zealous & n d  untiring
iying in the Luxembourg guardian of the people’s
peisor,. with the shadow bt richts, the national razor.

dealh heavy over him. Was this, them,
the amende which Fate had decreed that
ha should make?

“Ha shall not die!” whispered Paul,
ut.'_iﬂ;j zavaze reiteration. “He saall not
thie 1

1la had used thoze wowds before; had
uzeed them to Bansarge when diseussing
with him the possibility of the cheva-
lier's arreet. And Sansarpe bad zhaken
hie great bearded heoad an
io be careful.

“You are a leader of the peaple, Paul
Dare,’ he had said, “and, what is more,
u leader whom they like and whom they
irust. But never forget that’ they can
break you as easily az they made you.
And_ should you offend them they will
break youl*

And that was why Banszarge, fearing

warited Panl

And it was of this power and this
friendship with Hobespierre ihat TPaul
wae thinking now. Were they strong
cnough to enable him io save the cheva-
lier from the guillotine? _

Cod zend they were. For if they were
nnt, then some other way to zave the
boy must be found.

ﬂlurupﬂy Faul straightened up and,
turning, walked quickly to the doov.

“Beond the cilizeu-captain to me,” he
said sharply to the soldicr lounging on

the landing ouiside.  ““Ihen bid my
men saddle my lorse, I leave for

Paris at oneal”

Tho soldier haslened to obey, and a
few moments later the capiain clumped
irlo the rootn.

" You will convey the Citizen Foninay
to Paris,” ordeved Paul cuctly, *leaving

But now is the hour for the closing of
the eity barricades, and in order that
the people mighs not be cheated of one
iota of their fun the slavghter in the
lace de la Revolution has ended for
the day. For there is further, excellent
sport, to be witnessed at the barricades.

It comes about in thiz way. In spite
of the wigilance of the committes of
public safety, there are aristocrats in
Parts who have so far evaded arrest;
traitors who cower in hiding, shripking
from the warm embrace in which

Maodame Guillotine 18 cager to enfold
them.

And before the barricades aro finally
closed for the night there are generally
a few poor misguided fools amongst
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these traitors who fry to pass through—
who attempt to flee from Paris and the
vengeance of the people.

0f course, they are always in some
disguise or other. But what disguise!l
Mordieu, .they would not ive a
child, let alonme the lynx-eyed soldiers
who guard the barricodes. _
; .Emgu they are clever, thess soldiers.
Especially those at the northern gate.
That is Lﬁa citizen-sergeant Cassolat and
his men. Sergeant Cassolat allows
none to slip through his fingers. Hoe
can smell an aristoerat. And also -he
iz & man of marvellous humonr.

Suppose that an aristocrat in disguise
presents himself at the northern gate,

craving permission to pass through?
Does Sergeant Cassolat pounce on him,
denounce him for what he is, tear

from him his disguise, and have him
hurried to the 'safe keeping of the
Conciergerie or the Luxembourg?

Mot he. That would be to rob the
people of half their aport. Na.
Horgeant Cassolat is infinitely more
subtle than that. He plays with that
aristocrat like a cat with & mouse, keep-
ing the fool fidgeting with fearful
apprehension. He will ask & question
or two; harmless questions, easy of
answer, Then he will bid the soldiers
open the gate to permit the aristocrat
to pass through, then send the soldiers
10 Ering himm back. o

And what glorions fun this is. The
traitor is stripped of his disguise and
gent under escort to the prison, there to
await his trial and execution.

Bometimes it is a woman who falls
into the clutches of Bergeant Cassolat,
and then, if you are lucky, you may be

afforded the comic spectacle of seeing |

eyes once so proud and scornful, now

{iatening with unshed tears. It would
Ea more comic still if only these cursed
aristocrates were not blessed with such &
stubborn spirit. There was that aged
marchioness, for example, whe on being
brought back by- the soldiers cursed
Bergeant Cassolat for the favourile son
of the devil and consigned him to
blistering and permanent perdition with
scorching words which fell ill from such
noble lips.

But Sergeant Cassolat has now been
promoted to the command of the
western gate through which lies the
road to Calais and the eoast. And thia
evening which finds Paul Darc nearing
T'aris on the last stage of his journey
from Chateau Fontnoy, also finds the
crowd flocking to the western gate to
witness the droll antics of the humorous
Cassolat.

There was a rcason—a very special
reason—ior this sudden promotion
Sergeant Cassolat to the command of
ihe Western Gate. For, of late, aris-
tocrat after aristocrat bad succeeded 1o
escaping from Paris via that route with
& regularity which had had the cffect
of reducing the Committes of Public
Halety to a wild, if impotent, frenzy.

These escapea had already cost two

scrgeants their heads, and the Com--

mitice of Public Safety wore determined
to sce what Serpeant Cassolat could do
towards putting a stop to them. The
maddening part of it all was that the
aristocrats had not:. escaped by any
effort of their own. At least, by little,

if any, effort of their own.
They had been spirited out of Paris
by a cortain mysterious and bn.ﬂiiuggy
thea

%Hairc Englishman named Will ¢
‘isp!
Oh, yos, the Committes of Public

Safety knew his name, but that was all
they did knaw, although their sflas and
agents were searching assiduously night
and day for him, and had combed and
ro-combed Paris without fnding the
slightest clue ss to either his identity
or his whereabouts.

They had learned his mamc because
of his cool impudence. More than once,
both the Public Prosecutor, Citizen
FouquierTinville, and the head gaoler
of ‘the Luxembourg, had received
brief, warning notes signed by this
cursed Will o' the Wisp. And always
following the receipt of such notes, some
aristocrat would be spirited out of Paris
from under the wery mnoses of his
guolers, and conveyed
coast, where he would be put aboard
sorie vessel and sent to England.

The people knew theso facts, of
course, and knew that the Commities of
Publio Safety was looking to Sergeant
Caszolat to capture this impudent dog
of an Englishman should he ever again
attempt to smuggle some wretched
aristoorat through the Western Gate.

Apnd Bergeant Cassolat would prove
more than a match for him. There was
not the slightest doubt sbout that, He
woutld not foal Sergeant Cassolat as he
had fooled the twe previous sergeants,
who had paid for their stupidity by
loging their heads beneath the guille-
tine,

So it was, with their zest whetted by

expectation, that the crowd surged
sround the western barricade that even-
ing. If only Will o' the Wisp would
attempt to win passage through it
Sergeant Cassolat 1.1.':::11|5 get him, and
then the vengeance of the mob would
be something terrible to eco.
If only they could get their hands on
im! They asked no more than that.
He would suffer as woever man
suffered before. And eager ns any to
capture him was Bergeant Cassolat,

‘Ten thousand framcs!” he an-
nouneced, ﬁumg with pompous tread be-
side the barricade. **That i3 the re-
ward offered by the Committee of
Public Safety for the arrest of the dog!
Ma foi, but should he come this way,
then I will find ten thousand francs
most easily carned!”

“What one would like to know,”
growled his corporal, “is whether he is
in Paris or whether he is out %

INTRODUCTION.

It iz the year 1780, wihien the firgl rumbles o
the coming revolulion €8 France are :
Foul Dare, a peasant, and the Chevalier de St
Clatr, an aristecrat, both Lads, are slaunch
chioma, but they are soon forced o vealise the
barrier thal liez belween them. For daring lo
bathe in the lake of Chateaw Fondnoy, Poul §s
brutally fiogged al the order of the Marguis
I'Ermonde de Fominoy, the Chevalier's uncle,
o ﬁ}}u Jurther evidence of his flendish eryelly
By ing Paul's father. The lod sipears
vengeance on the fyrant and is sent to Pariz by
o r&t-‘nly!mmrE named Sansarge, there lo be
placed in the e of the noforious Hobesnierre,
Three wyears pass, and the long-threatened
revolulion hes burgl dinle flame, The shadow
of the guilletine lies over Franee, and Poul
Lare, now Commissioner of the Rerolutionary
Tribunal, returns fo ks netive village with
arders for the arrest of the hoted Mearguis ds
Fontnoy., Faul, however, has no wish for the
dcore befween him and Rig enemy lo be sefiled
by the guillatine, and ha offers to fight a duel—
e marguis, if hs vrins, fo be given @ chance o
escape with his Iife. The lord af Fontnoy al
Jirst receives thiz proposal with scorn and, later,
tohen e decidex {0 accepl the challenge, i 18 too
fate. He must go fo FParis, Paul receives a
crushing blew when he learns that lis friend, the
Chevalier de St Clair, hag been arrested while
trying to leave the cowniry and now lies in the
L rg pricon atading irial.  Nothing,
Paul lells hiwteelfl, can save the chevalier, innocent
though he ig, from the fury of the mob [

{Now read on.)

in safety to the

d each citizen have
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'“It matters nﬂthinlg ;
returned Cassolat loftily. “IXf he is out
of Paris, then ho will return. And
if he is in Paris then he must, sooner
or later, endeavour to get out. They
say he paszeed through this Western
Gate four times in all last week.”

“That 1s correct, Cilizen Cassolat!”
shrilled a filthy old hag squatting in
the mud of the gutter. " Four times
he passed whilst 1 ¢at here. Sacrenom,
had I but known it wae him I would
have sunk my nails deep in his cursed
English throat!”

Sergeant Cassolat laughed conde-
scendmgly. :

““Ah, but vou wait, mother!” he pro-
mised. *'Next time he comes this way
I will smell him out, no matter his
disguise, and then your iiching nails
can do their work "

“I'ln' wash them in his blood,"
sereamed the vile bundle of rags whom
he addressed, “and dry them on s
handful of hiz hair!™

A how! of laughter from those who
stood by grested the words, and from
beneath her tattered blouse the hag
produced a bundle of long, blood-
stained curls,

“Seal’ she eried, hoélding the ghastly

things aloft with fiendish glee. "1 pot
them to-day when the :mﬁa relled into
the basket! Look! These golden ones
came from the head of & white-faced
chit scaree old enough to have left her
nurgel  And these ones were her
mother’sl Pretty, pretty things!"
. Bhe fell to stroking them, and croon-
ing over them, -with mumbling, tooth-
less gums. And more than one who
stood there, hardened creatures though
they were, turned away from uffle
hiedous sight with a shudder.

But not so Sergeant Cassolat. Let
] is or her enjoyment.
Spme liked one thing, some anocther.
And the collecting of aristocratic curls
was a harmless enough occupation.

“This Englishman, now,” he went on
to the corporal, harking back to the sub-
ject nearest his heart, “has a variety of
disguises. Sometimes he passes &s &
peasant and sometimes ha is an old hag.
Naver the same thing twice, you under-
stand. And although you may _not
believe it, citizen-corporal, he onece rode
thrm:jgh this very gate in the midst of
a body of soldiers!”

“And was he dressed as a soldier?”
demanded the citizen-corporal, with
interest.

“Of course, fool 1"

“:E'hu citizen-corporal spat disgustedly.

Then the sooner he is laid by the
heels the better [ he owled. YA
soldier, you say? Curse the impudenco
of the dog 1"

Ho stepped aside as a couple of carts,
driven by aged and foul-mouthed
viragos, rumbled up to the barricade,
outward bound from Paris.

After a brief interrogation of the
drivers, Secrgeant Cﬂ.sscﬁatl permitied
them to pass, them turned his attention
fo a dirtv, tattered, rapscallion of a
fellow who was slouching in through the

ate, leading =2 hali-starved-looking
wrse by a rope halter, ]

“And where may you be going?"” he
demanded authoritatively.

“To the ncarest cavalry stables”
leered the fellow. “I hear the soldiery
is in need of remonnts.”

Sergeant  Classolat  scowled.  This
napertinent raseal was attempling 1o
poke fun at him, 1t seemed.

“You will hear s&mel:hin?; else in a
moment,” he said roughly, *which you
will find less amusing. Where are you
going with that broken-kneed brute #*

where he is!"
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“To the slaughter-house,
sergeant,” whined the fellow.
worth & few francs.”

“Few,” grunted the sergeant, some-
what mollified by thizs more &Hitiog
change of tone, ¥ is correct.”

Then he put s number of searching
questions, all of which the ({ellow
answered readily enough. Sotisfied, the
gergeant waved a gracious hand.

“Pass on!” hoe said. “But had you
been & few moments later, my f[riend,
you would have been shut out for the
night. The barricade is about to be
closed.” ]

With a pgrin, the fellow Ea.ssad on,
slouching away along the cobbled street,
lending his sorry-looking nag. Bergeant
Casezolat turned to tho crowd who still
lingered about the gate.

“We are sbout to clese the gate,
eitizens,” he announced, “and none now
will be able to pass in or out till morn-
ing. Wa havp had poox sport this even-
ing, but there is always a to-morrow, 1
never despair, and if that English-
man—" i

He broke off as there came n furious
clatter of hoofs, and a Captain of the
{uard, accompanied by three mounted
goldiers, dashed up. Reining in his
horse almost to its haunches. the
mEtain threw himsclf from the saddle.

Who has passed in?” he shouted.

Sorgeant Cassolat  surveyed him
calmly, Ho was used to  panicky
questions such as these. But usually the
inquiry wes as fo who had passed out,
not who had passed in. ; i

% Wha has passed in, you stupid Teol !

gitizen-
“"He 18

boMlowed the captain, seizing him

nvugu]yhﬁr the arm, o

“Mone has passed in,” replied the
|

sergeant, his tone one of gentle reproof
at thiz undignificd exhibition which the
captain was making of himself. “DNone,
that is, of any importance.” _

* Fas 3 man passed throngh leading a
horse i shouted the captain,  “.A man
in rogs—tattered red blouse and red
. woollen eap. Answer me, you fool!
Has he1”

Sergeant  Cassolat  stared  at
eaptnin, o sudden dread at his heart. -

4 Yog—" s answered weakly, " Yes
—Lbut o few minutes ago”

‘The captain’s eves blazed,

" Than da youn know who it was, you
binndering clod ¥ he shouied. ™ 1t was
the EHF]hhman—tlmt- cursed Will-o'-the-
Wizp I’

itho

At the Rue Coulean !

HE sergeant’s foee becamo grey

E with thie fear which showed in
his eyes.  IE this was true,
Aadume Guillotine would doubt-

lessly  have something  sharp  and
acrimouions to say Lo him,
“The—the Faglishman? he stam-

mered. Tt how do you know "

“How do we hknow?” sparled the
captain, “llow do wo know anything
lio does?  Tweniy minubes ago, whilst
p:lﬁﬁ'mp; ﬂu'uligll { g [hrees in tho strocts,
a missive was thrust into ihe hand of
Citizen FonguierTinville. 1t warned
him that Will-o'-the-Wisp woold enter
Paris by 1the Weslern Gato before the
harricados were elosed for the night, Tt
deseribed the disguiso he would wear,
and was signed hy the dog himsel[.”

A howl of Fury rose from the snrging,
jostling mob around the twe men. The
carsed  Fnglishman  bad fooled them
again: had walked coolly inte Iaris
beneath their very noses!

Bnt he woa in Paris. That was some-
thing to know. e was in Paris, and
this time e soldicrs and the peopie
wonld see io it that he nover got out!
Nover )

: |!-IL|':'I.. Wl K

R L l|'i| i K v
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* And where may you Le going ?  demanded Scrgeant Cassolat of the dirly,
lattered rapscallion who was leading a half-starved looking horse by a

halier,

“To ithe nearest cavalry stables,”” leered the fellow.

**1 hexr t

eoldiery is in need ol remounts ! ** (See Daye 20),

“Close the gate I” rapped the captain.
* Bungdicn, but von w:IFI_m fortunate if
thiz docs not zend your head to the
Lasket I

Tremblingly, Serceant Cassalat turned
away o give the neeessary order, then
paused a: o black-clad figure mounted
on & foam-flecked aned lathering horse
cae sparring in through the pate.

“It iz the eitizen-depnty, Pap! Dare

mittered someone, and as Paul brought
his horse to a shding halt the crowd
grocted him with a ragpred cheer,
For ho was pepular wilh the people,
thiz young, palefared commissioner.
sonte there were, perhaps, who thought
he might display a little more venom
when dealing with the nrislocrats, Dut
there, all could nat e as tigerish and as
savapely denuncialory as, sav, Citizen
Fonguier-Linville.  The citizen-deputy,
‘anl Dare, had served the people well,
amd if he did not go shouting his hatred
of the aristocrats from the roof-taps, he
losk nothing Ly that. Tight-lipped and
silent men wore often more deadly than
fond-monthed and vociferous ones.
o the crowd looked on with an cagor
internst as, leaning forward in  his
saciille, Panl oddressed the - citizen-
R

“What is the matter hera?” heo asked
sharpiy.

The capfain told him in brief, torse
worda, And, as he listened. cold anger
eropt inlg the oves of Paul Dare.

"¥on have placed Serpeant Cassolat
nnder prerest T he rapped.

* Mo, citizen-deputy,” began the cap-
tain, " but—"

par

“Their o o at onee!™ ecul in Paunl
harshly., “'The blundering Toul!  Bee
that orders are piven at onee for =
thorough search to be made of the gity,
It may be possihile, also, that {ho bar-
ricades will not he raised in ilic morn-
mg. Wo mmnst ogew this  impudent
Englishman at wll costs.™

Gathering up hiz reins. Panl Dare
raddee gquirkly on through 1he darkens
mg  streets. e had searce been ouat
of 1hie saddle zineo Jeaving Chateau
Fontnoy the mgld before. And now
that the length of a few more streots
would see his jonrney at an o, there
cama to bim with redoubled Toree the
drewd that he might be (oo lole to save
the Chevalier de 5t Cluir,

Turning into the norrow ond evils
smelling Rue Contean, Paul pulled up
in front af the houze of old Dupont, the
harness moaker, where he shared fudi'-u
ings with Banrarpe. Dizmounting, he
knocked, and was admitled by Dupont
himself, whom he bade loock fo the
horse.  Then, ascending the narrow
staircase, FPaul opened the door of his
bnmble aperiment and strode in,

Sansarge was at home, his great,
burly focmn sprawled with red shird un-
buttoned, in o high-backed, wooden
armehair.

At sight of Paul, Bansarge started
wpright in his chair, and, removing his
short, blackened elay pipe from i
bearded lips, sat with mouth agape. }

“What-—yout"” hn exclaimed, recovoly
ing from his asionishment. -

Thr Manxer Lisnany.--No. 1188,
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el T 1'3:‘!5:&'-] Paul; tlaew adidqd
guatekly o el mwe! What i the news
ot the chevalier ¥

Bunsarge  fgnored the  qoutilon

":-lt;'.-nh he replaced bis pipe; zonly e
shook Lis head.

“I koew it?" e growled, leaviog
baek in lns chair., " You are mual 07

MO eeer ind my AT r;l[:||ﬁ|,'|
Paul. “*Tell me ol the olovatien
Does -he stidl hive?™

¥ lle comes before tle dvibonal 1 the
morning,” replicd Banzarge sullenly.

ti_:lh *-1-

Only that softly-byreathed exelinnation
told of Paul’s relicf; of the sickeomg
welght whieh the xumda Buavel Tidtaed hr.:»lu.
his heoabt. His dash~ from Chutenw
Fontnoy had pot thenn Ludn in vain,

Savsarge, watching lim, read sopee-
thing of* his t]mubhtﬂs :

*1 told you,” lie growled, “ito keep
out of Paris ll“ this was uver. Yo
e o nﬂthmg, Paul Dare.”

“Lhat remaindy to be  scen, - my
friend,” replicd Paul, doffing his 11-.I1u5,
sloak.

*You intend toe aid him "

“To the utmost of my power .

Sansarge crashed dlenched and anges
lizt to the table
“Do you forget,” he roared, "that
he is of the biood who slew your faiher
—that he i3 kivsman of yon wunimual of
Fontnoy ¥

MWith gquick wmwmovement he gripged
Faul by the arin, thrusting- his ﬂuﬂm{l
and bearded face closc ta that of the
boy.

“Is it that you ape weakening, Paul
Darct" he. dwufuuiml hoarsely, - "1s.1t
that you are tiving of Madame Guillo-
tinef Have a care, for sho can ieal
with fickle lovers as casily as she now
deals with unam'l arisioerats 1"

Pk

(Althounh ¢ #oaurs of :i’w!‘_{u.r:.rh'r,r fu

his people and in the cml wm;!rr rea
eosd Jeane fe fife, Pawl Dhare. ve deter-
mined o do iz whwest fo suve e old
awnd  feithfuel  froond, o the  Chevelicr,
Whether he gueeceds ov-siod gon wild
feamy, elms, whon pov coiml et e oy
thrilling instalment of (his gt eful
arriad,)

THE MAGNET

THE TERROR TRACKED DOWN!

fCwndidudd from proe 20}

U hewes Failed, Apd 1T 2hookl o e
Fdfeeit hodl ol oy pie-l pisene sninsl
v, L koow lews aonaeh -cased liged Lo
cfed peder ey LMt i the he=h, all
would have been well, B L livesd,
Tl kuew wheee 1o zeck e ] D
e, Loret e, angd shot the black
peniling homl a5 he deserverd. Would
ihnt the bollet e the boash hadl oo as
tese to il mark. Dot tlee owas o aone-

gdoing—L wus driven to per, decbewd of
Biding any time. Hedwe, T weov, mighd
come—und  otherseeothers  whn o had
known or suspected ! 1 dared nod waste
Further thiwe—baet does ot the peaverh
~iv, CAlore haste, Joss epecd 'Y I was
wy  wmsloing, after all, | And vel—Il-
spoctor Ciook would Juve “dog wp the
old humting-lodee, and iraced- the =i
pas:age to the hoonie-Ao ey wonm =l

hat—=had  he goessod - it. - Bt he
diogd—" ; s
The man broke off, lus deadldy face

Lwilehing.

*Then cane the moan Gaviish--and Do
kuew! Lo vob Habtor vomeself, Hoeerers
Lovke—Upenish was before  yoo! ko
kunew that I had Dlown up
passage—he came (o my roen, i
nighd, o mess e as ]}]'Lrhlt'lrl.;{]
that. decd—but ho did nor know with
whorn he had o deal. My Lok found
lis® heart—they picked up his axdy next
doy far from dhe howse, bot o owas

my rootfi that he died-=-the rmom your
men are now seavching—-wheve, hehinu
the walls, they will find mask and dis

e
Frotn

godise, weapons and poison, and-- @0 Haey

searell foe enough--the Dby ol Jdi
Liuhe, povied doesp

1l broke off, ponting,

A clever triek, Locks, o elavir Dk

o keep me Dere  while  xorer nen
liseked i my poom=—io force e 1o
ety myseli=amd wlhees T Dhad no
chonee o wze a weapon ! Yoo win,
Foereers Taoeke!  Thoar dhe ente ol deatls
is open f-r}l e 1o cwspe yon !

"t Ed ey !

The old bavouel ztood ovey [,

fhe secrel

(i Edj__':-ilf'_. |IIHI 1'.'{'P1I corn®

RERN TSI T L'
wibimiever vouabaed done,

s vl Bave

foursd o Frooned b oanwe. My brollees
gt Now b ocan do oething bat forgioe
yom

Tlhe rvon looked al lam. “The had,
candeal expresspon bl ot af the
Jeatily Leee s mmwemthiing of o Teel
e veplaeed it e e a0 fecbds
praentting willy eis rezveecbodl leimds: T
spector dide slesthy veinesy el v Taoad
IER

R forsive e nomdered Faleae
Tavesspir. ~ ARer what L have caone
afier all that 1 have done =

“loreely amd fully.”

Hewvenr forgive e, ton!” Joedtered
Edeny  Ravenspur. 1 vepent-—whils

word-, b onie-
L) LEIL", ik

theve 12 time o witer -
presnt - Laad have  mweney
ST [T
They were
e,

- i w® £ ] L3

Tho myslery of HeviiEpur
Wils i ]II}'.“j-I:l"]'F [FL4) ]LJ-:II_LEL.'I'.

It wns one wore trivcople for Fervers
Locke, thowgh he made hidle ot o,
leaving the Grange the I'ul-hmu'-'-_l]_ﬁ_!.'.
aud the matter in the haals of the mun
from H:*utluml Yard.

the last words o Ealgor

Covatage

Harry Wharion & Co. vemmined {31
theemd of the vaeation: aod ere they
leit they weee glad to see dhcir ki

liost restored to his nsual l‘llr."ill“h though
the shidow of  the  tragoedy nmghl-l
lopger wmin his heart,

Whiat bad happened scemed like soue
evil devans o the  juniors,  growiy
Gainbor aond Tainter dn thedr  wcmmories
itz Lhe daye pussed, and  they  fouud
thernzelves onee o in tlee e sl
Lustle: of  Greyfrines  Hebool a0 the
wwenitg af the ferm.

Aud they were glad to Torget.

TiiE

(Chore will be another
aprprir oo, Hveri gy Whieritirn al-
weed s -"LLI.GI".J:'.T enfifded -
WFEHOUY A FRIEYD! 1 you nuciss
. chwwms, wou o Lo a-m'.-wm_-f; ane of
Fooal Irehards best wdories,)
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4 YOU'LL LAUGH LOUD AND LONG OVER THE WEIRD AND WONDERFUL %?ﬁ?ﬂﬁhmm OF JACK JOLLY & CO. AT WINKLESEA THIS WEEK, CHUMS! 15

r
e LI REFONE  (he
lizzny, =ir#”

Juck Jolly, of the Fourih
Porie of Bt Sam’s, a<ked
that kweslion az ho eame @erozs M,
Jiekhiam reclining in a deck chair on
ihe sumls ot Winklesen.

The mester of the Pourth was locking
ehistinkily  peeved. IHis brow was
rinkled with thoupght, and he kopt on
Llowing his nnse  repectedly—a  ittly
Liakbit lie bud when worried.

“Bomelbing very snnoying has just
bappened, Jolly,” be sawd, in answer to
Jack Joliy's  kwestion. " Somelhing
has cropped wp that darkens the bright-
ness of my [ife”

" Pt ..pmu_rﬁ:na aml loat o boby, =ip 7™
sapjesied Jack Jolly simperthetickally.

“No, Jollv. Il anything, it ia even
worae than [hat, To geb down (o brass
tak, Jimmy Jestor, our  principal
ctypedian, has lelt the Jollibays to join
Corkbrow's Classicle Entertainers.”

“ Nover!I” cried Juck Jolly, agarst,
T Fack!” almost wept Me. Lickibuun,
T That villan, Corkbrow, has evvidently
ollervd him a fempting finanshal indoe.
ment, and he has sohl Lis birthright for
i pot of message— I mean a moess of
poilnge”

“In other woeds bhe has joined Cork-
brow's shew for the meer sake of an
pnerraze i wages, 1 suppose ¥

* Fggzactly !

Well, Lhat's roff, sir, and nna oni-
take,” said Jack Jolly., " Whal wn
carth are we soine (o do pow ?

That’s just wlio s worrying ™ e
pliesd Meo Ldekhuin, Wik Jusns
Josier ta Leep the pot onbeabing, §oenn
se The piddy show coing 1o rack s
ruin,"

"Lan't we o

fiem

worriocd

piecst b vondinn.
sir ' oaskedl Jdack  Jolly. "1 hitd
think  thers  mile b ohe o Luo
eomelians availabide ab Lhen jaseal fubaer
egeschange.”

Bat Mr. Lickham shook his Lead,

“lmposabal, T'meoafrait, "Uhero's pos
anolher  eamedian o Faneh Al y
Joster withan [ifiy miles ol Winlilesen, "

Y Then why not take e e job conr.
=elf, sir? You're Deony soufl, o yos
Jest remain nateberal®

Mr. Lieklmm turped ns ored
pony.

“UHow dave you, Jally [ Yeau Lnow
very well that valgar  comesly 0 uns
ubleel to a man of my disposition, Ay
superl barrytome voies wonld be wasted
on comic songs. 1 orefase o hondome
plate for a woment sinsing anything
elaa bk classiele  sinlf feegn grand
opera anasterpicees ke * Waleher iy
obld brown zon, how are vone M el seltera,
You sea my point, Jally ¥

“Hem! FEegsacily, £e! prinned
Jaek Jaolly., “ Well, don't go wml mope
over it. Come and cheer yoursoli np
with a glass of jinjerpop at my eges.
penye.”

Mr. Idekhiam axxepied hat iovita-
tien, and walked over to the Hotel de
Swagger with Jaeck Jally.

Frank Fearless apd Merry and Tieight
of the Fourth were tekine {heir paee
in Ahe launee of the palatial batel, socd
iy soonerE had cone H:...T.m. o apprreared
than Dr. Birchemall, ihe roevoped ol
roggostick ITcacd ni St Bam’s, irotted
T8

“Good-morning,  sir ™ roreseed  the
parky, in respecktive tones,

“Jinjer-pop =0 early in the morn-
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No plerrof show can sxpect to do
any good without a comedian, as
Jack Jolly and his Jolliboys
know full well, But Fate and Dr.
Birchamall comblined glve Jnock
Jolly'a froups A ready-made
comadlan and Winklessa the best
laugh of the zummer

i T mekedd b Fleasdd,
napes b owill ndudye, 5 yon presg e

Mobady hiod pressed b, as aomatier
ol Laaer, ..._.._m_”;_.__u_.__..”_q el evon galied o,
Pl e Heml never comseadod his lght
sapder s bozhie]l whon theve was Jingere-
pewp wliaud, and he didn't do so on this
LEEASTON., Pz, B swepllowed Jack
Jolly’s greatefal mipd  ecomiorting  bov-
va vildpe,  while Jark  swallowoed  his
sitwh wd ovedered anolleme one.

SWell aanl what’s she news %" asked
thee sl a2 D wipedd bis eowth on lis
vheeve,

“iad mewe, 1 afepid, sie’" sand Mr,
Favhbane; mwd Le then pored ool his
tade of  weoo about Jimemy  Jesier's
ol Ton.

I3, Bhiechroall Yiezened _T#__n__:_...____..

“lLicklian.” e sid, when the mactor
iof e Foaretls el fioishedd, * with all
ew ospech o yous I oean’s help think-
g fhat yon o will he better off withoot
thez low, eviroon el ien.”’

=T oweh T dhnnght so, sie,” answeored
Ae, Lickbam, with o dewhion: shake of
his Lol “Hadh ' abraad oo pocrot
~hew at Winklesea siaimds very  little
cnanen of betng saxxesfnl without o
consdlian of soune Eiwd.”

“Oh, ratts, 6r, as the vulgar would
pick 3b, ubter noiscnsc Y osadd the Head,
with sharnful dignitiy, “The fact s,

yeu pocrows are afraid (o give p chance

“Well, per.

EE.:...:"?.",.. Haﬁ_ _E.m.“....u.__...w,_._,._:_:;ﬁ
A peeros show, Fackham, 5 te pive the
puthlivle o eelmeed, inerrokiive  onier-
E::...E:.-:

“H'm "

“Exliacts
cprersnpple,
popuior.

=y omy bat i

“A few choie =olectiens {pom his
wiorks, reqated by a4 master hand =1
shoald  perhaps =ay o ma<ler month—
woild simply bring down  the hanse”
gand the Hewd, wappinp a =ollenmy fope-
Binger ot the popster of  tle Fouorth.
* MNow, Lickhany, 'l tel] v what 1711
ihir. WJest e help yeu ont of your Gilli-
carlty, and, at the came time, enabln
you to fake Winklesea Ly slorm, '
take the job on myself?

Mre. Lichhan oapht (o have laoked
vory pleased ol that offer. lostead ol
that he lacheed sl of dizmay.

“HBat, slr—"" iz eried.

1 wnon't lisien lo obiections, Tiek
hame 17 interruptod Dr. Birchemall,
“You're xoing (o toil me 1hat ny LiTnn
it toa valluable, aml {hat it'z Loo pomd
af me. 1 kaow 1t 3= All the same, [
=izt en helping you.”

“"Th-ibank san, 2ir! Buat—-—9

“You'ro  ihinking  of  paymeot st
asked the HMead, ' Don’t let that werry

you, Lickbkane, 1 ¢lau’s wand oeein

irain Sihalespearve,  for
._.u..nﬁ_.u". LR H.:..ﬂ__...;..... .—.ﬁ_ﬁm_.

I

T
i

“But yon ear’t resite for tolfy.
and von can't act For nuts 1 oried
Alr, Lickbam.

“Can't T8 grunted the IHead,
giving bis subordinit a rather un-
plezzant glarnze, “ Aro you aszk-
ing for o thick car, or a cupple
abf black eyes, Lickham?

“Nunno, sir]”

“Then dont make libellous
remarks about  my  abilities
again ! growled Dr. Birchemall.
CAnyway, it's zottled that I join
your peerot-party to give Shakes.
penrinn ressitations at a eallery
of ten pounds a week, and I'm
not going to argew the toss over

DIiCKY
NUGENT

A beggaely liver or o mizzerable ton
founds i week will sullice.™

“t, prate pip ! gasped Mr Lick-
ham, who, as « matter of fact, had not
even bwwen thinking  the Ilead would
want paymont,

“Lel’s get down te brass tax,™ con-
timsied] the Iead beishly, “What I
sirjjest iz hhat you make me your lead-
ing man—Lhe Lright star of Lhe party,
Lesida  whom  all  othoers pail  info
tsigniheance

“Oh, my giddy aunt!”

“Bonnds almaost oo good 1o be troo,
thizeent iL7Y grinmed Dr. Birchemall,
“All the zame, Lickham, 1 meen if.
'l dresa vp in pecrot coxtume like the
rest of you, Then, when you've eol-
leetand & crowid, T chall walk on the sfage
wilh o flurrizh of Lrumpels-—-metalig-
peralively speaking, ol enrsel"

“Int what will you do then, =sip?”
askend Frapk Feoarless,

“What T then indend (o da, Fear-
lrae, bs Lo give the Winklesea halliday-
takers a elassicle dreat, 1 shall stark
with o few  ressiladions  from Shake-
spreare, amnd Ahese proseedd bo net eorlanin
tobeeton]l pasaidpes froom the sellybeated
prlaive, Andg if Lhat duzzend bring the
e alown, E eal my hest Sunday
e ioe-hoard 17

= it any longer.™

With that dignified remark the
Head stalked off, leaving Mr.
Lickham and the chuns of the
IFourth staring at each other in
uller disinay.

IT.

ROO to hia promisa, Dr.
Birchemall turncd up for
tha evening performance,
Mr. Lickham and Jack
Jollvy & Co. pleaded and

crpewed him not to prosced, but
ail their pleas arcl argoewments
fell on deff ears. ‘The Head was
adamment.

When he saw how firm  the
Tiead waaz, Mr. Lickham mode
tho best of a bad job and. dug

out some peorot clobber for him.

Crinning all over s dile, Dr.
Tirchemall put on the pay eos-
turme and smothared his fizz with
red groase-paint. Then he sur
vaid himself in a mirrer with
considderablo  sattizfaction, It
couldn’t be denied that his bony.
frame  and vennerable beord
showed to prate advantage in the
pecrot costume.  Altogether, he
looked a very impressiv lggor.

“Mow don't lorpet to cut your
part of the programme as short
as poagibul, Lickhum,” he said
when  they  were all  ready.

A fow minnits later the show began,

It was obvious frem the beginning
that sonetling  was  lacking.

After 1lio first half-hour fhe show
began te Aag a bit, and Mr. Lickham
bogan to feel worried.

Meanwhile, Tr. Birchemall was feel.
ing impatient behind the seens, and as
the others showed no signs of loaving
the stapan ha evenchally decided to go
on uninvited,

Accordingle, ho  acezed fhe oppor-
tupity when they had jnst finished a
song and strolled on to the platform.

“Ladies and jentleman 1" he yelled.
““As theso cheeky bounders seerg to be
monopolising  the performance, I'm
paing  ia give you my schlichrated
classicle tnrm fifthwith—1 meen, [ourth-
with, of corzo!"

“ifa, ha, ha!" reared the awdience,
thinking  Dr. Birchemall was &
comed ian.

“Etlenea!  Flow dare vou larl at o
jentleman  giving & refined  classicle
performance.  Lemmo go, Lickham, or
I'l1 «lot your eyal™

“Tia, ha, ha ™ yelled the speckiatars,
imajtning it waa all for their ainuse-
monk,

Mr. Lickham was inwardly gproanine.

“Taoaok liere sir eap't Fon postponn
it till anothcr nite?? Lo _.r.n.__._E_.

“MNo: | jolly well can't! 1 yon
ton’t lepeo my o, Lickhapm—="

Crash I Bang! Wallepl

Iis patience eggshaustedd, the ITead

Inshed eut, and Lis bony nuckles came
ke violent collision with Me, lick-
ham's fizzog.

“Yarocoooo ™ reared Mr, Lickham.

Oneo again the oudiencoa larfed. Un-
eggspoctedly  the Head's appearance
sceied to be provoking as mueh amuse.
ment as Jinmny Jester had ever causcid.

The Head faced the crowd and
bonghed.

“"And now I'M kick off,” he =said,
AN my vesxitations, ladies and jentic.
men, will be from the works of the
sellybrated poct and playrite, Shakes-
peare.”

Biriking o dramattick pose, ho beaan

" Friewds, Romans, conntrymen, lend
me yvour thick carg—""

“HMa, ha, ha!"

““Not " thick ears "™ said Jack Jally,
in a horss whisper,

Tha Heoad anorted.

“Well, thin oncs, then.

8 Frionds. Romans, countrymen, lend
me vaur thin ears,
Or cloze the wall up with cur Englizh
dead,
And when the blast of war sounds

Lot mo have mien about me that ara
fat—" "

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Jack Jolly.
:..h_..w...,,__:u__. you geiting a bit mixed up,
st

“Don't he rond and interrapt whils
I'm doing my dramattick ressitations!”
anapped the Head., " Now, ladies and
pntlemen give me your cloze attenlion
while T rocite ooo of mr._.._.f._._:aﬁ__.__:..m.n
most famna poeme, “The Reck of the
Hespornz!"

“f It was the skooner ITosprrus
That sailed the wintry sea
And wgot an awful wallop
When zhe :triueck the Nancy Yee™™

“Ha, . ha ! shreeked the erowd.
“Rilenee ! Now for the zecond vorsoq

“TThe har sload an the lwmening deek,
Whenee afl ot he had fled,
The kaptin hurled him a look of
reparoach,
Aned the hoy just docked hia head ™

*Tfa, lia, ha!*

By the titne Dr, Birchomall com.
clooded s drammaealie ressttations the
ceowd was simply helplezs with larfter.

The Head tonk hiz bough to terrifick
eheers,  Tn his innosen=ze ho imajined
the people wore cheering s elassicln
poctry, but tho trooth was that they alt
beleeved him {o ba & comedian !

Even Mr. Lickham felt a little molly-
il when heo  herd the deffening
applawse. He felt more mollyflied still
whon he took the collection, for it was
the bhigeest hawl he had ever had.

Afber that nobody objected in {lin
shitest  to  Dr.  Birchemall's classic
performance. For the rest af 1lie
hollislayz e was the greatest atbraciion
on the beach ot Winbklesea, and the
Jolliboys mannideed to deaw the erowda
awny from the rival ehow in spile of
Hee Toss of Jimmy Joster.

Ami when thoe tims camo at last In
leave the seaside and return onee agein
to Bt Bam'z Jack Jelly & Co. all
agrend that the most amusing eppizadas
af the vack had beon the Iead's Fonny
Turn.

THE EHD.

(Loak aut for the fivsd tale in o grand
few U Thowghboreaiding " gevies pest
ek,  rhume,  enbitfed: Y REFEDEM
THE REMARKARLEP It will porka
wor daval Teawder Phan eparf)

e Maaser lanmsary.—No, 17125,



