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. . Too Much Snow!

i PORRINGE winked, and put
' his finger to his lips, in sign
~ of silence. His grinning face
. showed that there was some-

on,
m Lex, the schoolboy detective,
_- at him, could only wonder
‘the goat of the Oakshott Fifth
bp to this time, Then, as he
med- a snowball of - large size
ped in Pie's right hand, he saw
: Porringe was in ambush—for
m, he conld not sce! No one was
ght on the broad terrace in front
e Moat House—the ancient home
larvey’s uncle, Sir Lucian Jern-
m, to which Harvey had
Len, Pic, and Banks to spend
mas—to find that his uncle had
rously vanished !
owas a bitter morning. Roofs and
meys of the Moat House glenmed
[ white. Snow powdered the
e tud banked up the old moat,
‘tho leaflesa trees in the park
fl like gount speetres through
m mist,
M Lex had walked down to the
ige of Olkham that morning on
own, Harvey and Banks were
ting "the old vaults under the
i House, in hopeful—or hope-
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Powerful as he was, Captain Jerning=
ham luoaoud in the arnp of
the Fifth Formers. * QGentlemen!"
gasped Mr. Ohard, rising to his feet.

TSR S S e SO e p OIS R Yy

less—search of the secret dungeon in
which, according to the legend, the
Sir Lucian of Tudor times had been
chained up by his unscrupulous heir,
and where they thought ‘they might
find the present Sir Lucian.

Pie, it seemed, had found' some-

thing more eutertaining. Comiltg
back from the village, Len spotte

him on the terrace, close up to the
frosty ivy on the wall, a dozen feet
from the french window of the

library.

“ What——" bognn Len, heedless of
Pie’s finger to his lips.

Pie winked again and held up the
snowball significantly.

QST SIR LUCIAN

ihe SCHOOLBOY DETECTIVE provides his chums with an amazing surprise
: ‘when he clears up the mystery of the old Moat House!

“Wait till he steps owt!” he mur-
mured. “Harvey's cousin.Cecil—that
swab Captain Jerningham! He went
in this wapr—l'm waiting for him to
come out !’

Len stood silent, debating in his
mind whether he had better grasp

‘Porringe by the neck and roll him

over on the terrace. ' He had no great
objection to Captain Jerningham get-
ting a snowball, but he could
not' feel that it was a judicious
proceeding.

Captain ~ Jerningham, the lost
baronet's other nephew, and heir, had
been ns disa reeahllo as it wna possible
to be since the Oakshott fellows lad
artived.  Mr. Chard, the secrctary
and librarian, seemed to take the
view that boyish company brightened
the old house that now lay under the
shadow of tragedy, But Captain
Jerningham took the view that school-
bo‘ys were out of place there, and
snid 8o, with an utter disregard for
the feclings of the Oakshott fellows.

Pie's present intention evidently
was to make it plain to the young
Army man that he did not care two
hoots for him.

“But look here—"
Len.

“Will you shut up?” hissed Pie.
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Lost Sir Lucian

“He's gone in to speak to Chard, I
lu&poce——-ho may come out
minute. He was with Ins Shute
in the park—he's still “Ehl!‘ u
that game of hunting for Harvey’s
uncle, as if he didn’t jolly well know
where to put his finger on him if he
liked.” firmly believed the cap-
tain was responsible for 8ir Lucian’s
disappearance, “I'm going to get the
swab as soon as he sticks his cheeky

n x
‘!’“’I‘here'll be a row,” murmured Len.

“Lot I care!” retorted Pie. “Shut
up now—I can hear him!”
The french window swung open in-

wards, and a figure inenred n. the
doorway. Pie's arm shot up, his hand
shot forward, the snowball flew.
~ Crash! The snowbal], large and
round, hit a nose and #mached there,
squashing all over the face that be-
. longed to the nose. There was a
startled howl as the recipient of the
missile tottered and sat down with a
sudden bum? in the doorway.

“Ha, ha!” roared Pie. “Got his
1iibs right on the boko—what? Take
some of the conceit out of the jolly
old captain—whatP . Ha, ha!”

“You priceless ass, that’s not Cap-
tain Jerningham—it’s Chard|” ex-
claimed Len. :

“Urrrggh!” came from the sitting
figure in the french window. “ Who—
what-—ocooogh! What? Ah—ooogh!”

“Oh erumbs |” said Pie, in dismay.
He liked Chard; Sir Lucian Jerning-
ham’s secretary had been kindness
itself to the Oakshott party—utterly
unlike the captain. It was dismayin
to Pie to find that he had got Chard,
and he ran forward to the secretary’s
assistarce,

Len Lex stood where he was—grin-
nini. It was Pie all over, of course.
He had watched Captain Jerningham
enter the house by way of the library
french windows and expeoted him
“come out again, It had not occurred
to the goat that Mr. Chard might
‘gtep out on the terrace, to take a
breath of the keen frosty air, after
his work on ancient documents before
lunch. But Mr. Chard had done it,
greatly to the surprise of both parties,

He scrambled up, clawing snow
from his face, as Pie came panting
up, and glared and lplutteres.

“You—you—you—-" he panted.
“It was you—""

“Sorry |” gasped Pie. “I—I meant

it for that swab, and—— Oh, my
hat |”?
Smack! Smack! Smack! The

librarian hurled himseclf at Pie,

smaoking his_astonished head right
and left. Pie backed away, zig-
zagging right across the terrace

towards the moat. But the angry man
followed him up, still smacking with
“all the foree of n muscular arm, his
face red, and his eyes gleaming with
wrath.

" It looked at that moment as if Mr.
Chard’s customary urbanity was
rather a cloak over an exceedingly
‘bad temper that needed to be kept in
control, At the moment it was quite
‘out of control, and Pie got the full
penefit of it.

"~ “Oh, Isay! You keep off! Onlya
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mistake! Yaroooh! Draggimoff, Lex
gou grinning idiot! Here, look ot |
{ou want to knock me into the
moat? Yoo-hooooop!”
- Pie '“'E[eml on the edge of the
old moat, Mr, Chard still mucking.
Over the edge went Pie, toppling, to
crash headlong into the enow. Buried
in snow, he sprawled in the ancient

. moat, out of reach of further smacks,

at all events, Mr. Chord, %u ing for
breath, stamped back to the library,
and Len Lex, gasping with laughter,
ran to his chum’s assistance.

From Pie's bed of snow came suffo-
cated gurgles. His head emerged,
as he Eot right end uppermost, but
he looked as if he had found mud
under the snow—quite a lot of it,
Len, gurgling. %ave him a hand and
dragged him out.

Pie staggered on the terrace,
squelching snow and mud, and splut-
tering for breath. In the french
window of the library appeared the
handsome figure of ~Caplain Jern-
ingham, regarding the haplcss Pie
with a sarcastic smile. But Pie was
no longer thinking of lnowbqlllnE.tho
heir of lost Sir Lucian; he was think-
ing of the mud and snow that
smothered him, and felt horribly
clammy in his ears, his neck, and his
hair. i

“The swab!” gas Pie, grubbing
mud out of his e‘e- }:rei%h his knuckles.
“Ow! The swab! Wow!”

Len Lex chuckled. Hitherto, C:lll:-
tain Jerningham had been the
“gswab,” but the schoolboy detective

did not need to t:x;ersine :ﬂst&m
fessional sagaci uce that Mr.
Chard was novt! the swab to whom
Pie alluded. B
“Urrrggh!” furgled Pie. “I'm
smothered! TII - tempered beast—
urrrggh! I told him it wns a mis-
take, didn't I? Yurrggh! - The

brute’s got a rottener temper than
the other swab—grooogh! Look at

to met*

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lenm, as he
ked

ooked.

“Qh, chortle!” snapped Pie, and
trnmlllmd away, leaving p muddy trail
on the snowy terrace.

e

Putting it Plain!

HERE is Mr.
Whishaw?”
Harvey.
The portly butler coughed—his only
reply.

The four Oakshott fellows had come
in to lunch. Cedric Harvey looked
tired and dispirited. He had spent
the whole morning in the ancient
vaults, nearchin% and searching—with
the result as before—nil| Banks had
helped him manfully.

Len Lex had been to Olkham to
take a telephone call from his uncle
in London—his friends being un-
aware of the fact. They would have
seen no reason why Len eould not do
his telephoning at the Moat House,
being unaware that his uncle in
London was Detective - Inspector
Nixon, of Scotland Yard, and that
Len had called on Bill Nixon's aid in
dealing with the mratery of Bir
Lucian Jerningham's disappearance.
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Chard,
asked

“

B

No Oakshott fellow knew the
Lex: was p detective as well
schoolboy, and- it would have |
ished Harvey and Banks and
had they known that Lén 1
up Sir Lucian’s disappearan
“case "—and astonished them |
more had they been able to gui
he had his case fairly complete
thanks to the information Mr, B
had given him on the telephond
morning ! P

Whishaw, the butler, presided
lunch. Mr. Chard had not appes
Ca&taln Jeminﬁham -never lul
with the schoolboy party—bub
Lucian’s secretary and librarian
always done so hitherto. P
rather a guilty lock, as
inquired after him. 1

“Isn't Mr, Chard coming to I
Whishaw?” asked  Harvey.
haven't seen him this morning.”
he's back from London, isn't hel

“Oh, yes, sir!” answered Whi
“But—1 wunderstand, sir, that'

1

Chard is lunching with C
Jierningham in the morning-¥
sir.” . b

“ Anything up with Chard
fellows P* %akeg Harvey, loo
round. "

“Um!"” mumbled Pie. “I~I

he might be a bit shirty about’
snowball, old chap! I—I-—I got
in—in mistake for your cousin,
see, and—and he seemed -

waxgt" §
“Oh, you ass!” said Harvey,
Lunch went on in silence
that. There was a bitter bre
tween Cedric Harvey and his o
Cecil Jerningham; and though €
had carefully kept out of the dis
he had seemed rather to symp
with the Oakshott )iarty.
looked as if he had changed sid
“I say, I'm sorg. ou ki
mumbled Pie, when the Fifth
of Oakshott went into the hall
lunch. “You see—"" B
“Oh, you can’t help being a
old chap!” said rvey W
“But it’s awkward. I was relyl
Chard for help. He's been ]
here for years, and. he's got &
family documents under his el
and I'm pretty certain that in
of those old papers there's a
the secret dungeon. He’s prg
to go through all the papers ang
for any mention of it, and—and
if he’s got his back up—"" &
“That needn’t make any'
ence,” said Banks. “Chard's |
old bean. He's as keen on {
your Uncle Lucian as we arel
“T'll epeak to him, anyhow!
Harvey moodily. 9
The Oakshott fellows went i
library, where Mr. Chard was
ally to be found. Captain Ji
ham was there standing befo
crackling log-fire, hands i
trousers pockets, a cigarette |
mouth. His face was dai
frowning, and it darkened stil
at the sight of the Oakshott {
“I've got something to say
Cedric!” he rapped out at’ on
Hanrvey. " -
arve ave him a }
deﬁance.jr . ok
“You can save your brea



v

‘The captain gave o harsh laugh.
T fancy you'll ind Mr. Chard as
up with your presence here as I
n!" he sneered.
“No bizney of yours, anyhow
d Harvey. He walked past the
ace to the oak-panelled alcove,
was called Mr, Chard’'s “cosy
per,” and which the librarian used
study. His friends followed, Pie
ving the captain a rather warlike
k as he passed. He was sorry for
little mistake that morning, but
wns a8 keen as ever on making it
fin to Captain Jerningham that he
pd no use for him.

Mr. Chard was geated at the
friting-table in the alcove. Through
he little diamond-paned window came
| glimmer of the December sun, and
| gleam pof snow. ‘On the table were
numbér of parchments, some busi-
papers relating to the cstate,
d an empty green baize bag.
i Len Lex's eyes lingered on it for o
oment. In that green baize bag,
fr. Chard was accustomed to taking
oks and papers from the library to
8 room—no doubt to peruse over his
akfast. It was understood that
r, Chard had caught a slight cold
lelping to search through the
gen park for traces of lost Sir
pian, since when he had taken his
eakfast in his own room. Banks
id Porringe were tather amused ot
iden of even a libravian taking
jouments to his room to read over
ekker, but Harvey had told them
at Chard was engaged on a work on
“Antiquities of Jerningham,”
lich necessitated a lengthy perusal
| ancient documents,
‘When Mr, Chard was at work in his
iy corner, he was gencrally shut off
om the library Ey heavy velvet
ingings, which closed in the alcove.
ha)?fin 8 were opén now, how-
er, -Mr. Chard was not at work,
it had apparently been in conver-
on with the captain when the
oolboys came .in. His manner, as
By arrived, was formal and cold.
raised his eyebrows,
f you've found anythin ot,
3 Uh{rd-—" began Hurveys.l ‘
Nothing,” said Mr. Chard curtly.
say, I—I hope you're mot
ty about what happened this
irning, Mr. Chard,” stammered the
jentant Pie. “I never meant——"
"The less said about it, the better,
gter Porringe,” said Mr. Chard,
‘the same curt tone. “It is not
| mo, om‘ﬂoyed here by Master
jo’s uncle, to give orders; but
I were in the lPon;i'elon of Captain
‘ nﬂhnm. standing in the place of
missing master of the house, I
coertainly not permit riotous
polboys to remain here. As the
ter stands, I can only submit.”
ividently, Mr. Chard had changed
| with a vengeance !
farvey coloured with vexation.
t Pie wns crimson. Banks gave
a glance and a wink. But Len’s
were fixed on the librarian.
re wns a moment of silence,
ch was interrupted by Captain
ngham,
You've heard Chard's views now,
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‘Cedrie,”

he said. “They are the
same as mine, which you have heard
before. I am asking you whether
you are goinF to have the decency to
get out of this house and take your
noisy mob away with you. I want an
answer," '

Harvey turned on him with gleam-
ing eyes. He liked Chard, and was
sorry to sece him offended. But he
did not like Cecil Jerningham,

“I'm sticking here, Cecil Jerning-
ham, and my friends are staying wit
me to see me through,” m;idv lﬁrvcy.

very distinetly. “If it turns out Y

that my Uncle Lucian is dead, you
will be master here, and you can

‘order me out of the house as fast as

you like. I believe that my uncle is
a#vo, and I believe—" ' He broke
OlI.

“Finish " said the captnin, with
a bitter sneer. “You believe that
8ir Lucian is alive, and that I know
where he is,” He set his lips. “Do
rou think I do mot know why you
iave asked Chard to go through the
old documents, looking for a clue to
the secret dungeon? There is no
such place in existence. But you
choose to believe that there is, and
that your uncle and mine is a prisoner
there—that he has been treated as
the Bir Lucian of ancient times was

but you separated from him in the

park; you were in the house when we

ot here, and Chard hadn't come in!
ink it isn’t plain?

“8ince then the ghost of old Sir
Lucian has turned up, with rattling
chains and the whole bag of tricks,
in the passage where we've got our
rooms. Somebody knows of a secret
panel in that passage! Who? But
the ghost hasn't walked since our
night wateh was kept. Now you
know we're not  to be frightened
away, you've chucked that game.

ou_____”

“You young fooll” the ecaptain
anted,.  “You famcy that T—I—"
e stuttered with rage. :
“I don't faney—I know!” said
Harvey. “You've tried every trick
you can think of to clear us out. Now

ou'd like to make an excuse of
orringe 'Flaying the goat' ‘this
morning. Tat lot you care whether

Chard got a snowball or not! Well,
we're not going | If they find a body
in the park, you'll be master here,
and you can order us out. But they
won't—they won't! My Uncle Lucian
is alive, and it will be a jolly lon

time before his death can legally

l}'ruumcd. making you master here.
ill then, you-can give any or you
like, and I'll laugh at them! You're

treated—locked up in a gecret dun- not master herg yet, Cecil Jerning-

geon by a mnephew greedy for his ham!” ‘ :

estates! Do you dare to deny it?” “You mad young fool!” The cap-
“No,” said Harvey, between his tain’s voice came huskily. “8ir

teeth, “I don't deny it! I belicve
that the secret dungeon under the
Moat House exists, and I believe that
Sir Lucian is there, as the old Bir
Lucian was in Henry the Seventh’s
tlm_a. And, as you want it plain, I
believe that he was put therc by his
nephew and heir, like old Sir Lucian.
And I believe that you want to get me
out of this house because you're
afraid that I may find him. hat's
what I believe,” Cecil Jerninqham.
and you can make the best of it 1”

Open War!

HE oyes of the Oakshott fellows
were fixed on the young Army
man, His face became

erimson, and then paled as he listened
to Harvey.

“You believe that?” he said, in a
clmklnﬁr voice.  “You dare to say it
to my face?”

“I'm not the only one who thinks
s0!” exclaimed Harvey. “Think I
haven't watched Inspector Shute?
Think I haven't seen looks, and heard
whispers, among the servants? If my
uncle is never found,
comes to you, Cecil Jerningham!
Nobody else believes in the secret
dungeon, I dare say; but everybody
believes that you know what has be-
come of Sir Lucian! You know it—
you know it!"”

The captain seemed about to choke.

“You want to get shot of us,” went
on Harvey. “You started that game
before we were fairly in the house.
The night we came, somebody chanced
on us coming through the park and
played ghost—a trick to frighten us
away. here were you at the time,
Cecil? You went out with Mr. Chard,
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everything

Lucian is dead—he must be dead—
his body is hidden somewhere in the
BNOW. ff you could make me believe
that he was alive, I would forgive’
you all your insolence, and more——"

“Oh, cut it out!” said Harvey. “I
never meant to speak out like this—
bit_tt glron‘vu made me. Make the best
of it!”

“This is beyond toleration!” Mr.
Chard’s quiet voice broke in. “ Master
Cedric, you must gee for yourself that
this cannot continue in a house under
the shadow of tragedy—and perhiaps
dgpth | For the sake of appearances
—of common propriety—it would be
wiser for you to withdraw, ot at least
let your friends leave.”

“I'm sorry you take that view, Mr.
Chard—but it makes mno difference,”
said Harvey. “I'm staying here till
my uncle’s found—and my friends
won't desert me,” -

“No fear!” said Banks.

“I should jolly well think not!”
said Pie warmly. “We're standing
by you, old man.” And Len Lex
nodded a silent assent.

“It's no good, Chard, How do I
know what might ha,?pen to me if I
stayed here alone?” sanid Harvey
bitterly. “S8omebody’s jolly anxious
that I shouldn’t  find. the  secret
dungeon. I might find it—by being
chucked into it, along with my unele,
if I were here without my friends!”

“Upon my word!” exclaimed Mt
C}mni). “Such a suspicion of Captain
Jerningham is—is scandalous! It is
outrageous! It fully justifies Cap-
tain Jerningham taking any mcasures
ho mn{ think fit—"

“Rely upon me—I shall take tliem,
Chard [ gasped the captnin, hoarse
with rage. “I have endured all I

(Continued on page 18)
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Modern Boy's
Christmas Party
(Continued from previous page)
teaser, and we all failed. The professor,
however, did it quite simply

by passi
the knife over A and B and um{er C an
D, as shown in Fig. 4.

EN CONNOR showed us a very good
L trick - with & box of matches.

% He displayed a half-open box
containing a number of matches, all
with their heads in the same direction,
He shut the box, opened it again—and
ono “of the matches had changed round,
with its head at the other end !

The socrot, he told us, was that a match
was wedged out of sight between the
aliding tray and the top, as shown in
Tig. 5. By Putting his thumb against tho

8 secret match when he shut
tEe bci;;, the match dropped down with
the others,

Captain Justice, with a smile, casually
knocked o tumbler clean through tho
table without leaving a hole, is he
did by wrapping the tumbler in paper,
placing it &mly on the table near the
edie, smashing the paper flat with his
right - hand, and taking the tumbler
from under the table with his left,

He chuckled at our amazement, and
explained that the paper retained the
shape of the tumbler, although he had
let the tumbler drop out of it into his loft

Lost Sir Lucian

(Continued from page 15)
intend to endure from this insolent
boy. He does not believe that I feel
my uncle's fate as much as he docs;
that I would give my right hand to
learn that the man who has been as
good as a father to me was alive
and well!  Cedrie, you leave this
house !

" Think again !” said Harvey coolly.

Captain  Jerningham raised |his
hand ‘and pointed to the door,

“Go!” he said thickly. * You—and
your friends! T give you ten minutes
to pack, I will order the car to take
you to the station. Go—or I will
remove you with my own hands!”

Harvey stood like a rock; and his
friends drew closer to him. It was
evident that the enraged captain
meant every word he uttered.

The captain hardly waited for the
refusal to be uttered. He made a
rapid stride at Harvey and grasped
him by the shoulders. " The Oakshott
fellow, sturdy as he was, spun in the
Army man’s muscular grasp.

Banks and Pie aud Len leaped to
his aid. They grasped Captain Jern-
ingham on aﬁ sides. Powerful as he
was, the Army man staggered in the
grasp of the Fifth Formers of Oak-
shott.  Five panting, struggling
figures reeled to and fro.

“Gentlemen—gentlemen !”
Mr. Chard, rising to his feet,

But Mr, Chard was not heeded. The
captain, utterly enraged and ex-
asperated, wrenched and struggled,
and the Oakshott fellows handled him
withéut ceremony. 1In a struggling
mass they reeled across the library.

There was a tap at the door. ~ It
opened, and Whighaw's Lorrified face

The Modern Boy

gasped

hand when he placed. the paper near the
edge of the table. ~(See Fig. 6.)
Twlc;tﬂatle tri';x:; frﬁm ﬂl)ré O'Bt‘hllil

com my . He firs

righf? hand flat on a table knifgu lifted
his hand, and the knife was sticking to
his palm! He was grasping his wrist
with his left hand, and it was the fore-
finger of this hand, as shown in Fig. 7,
which was holding the knife, '

E then showed us how he could
take his right thumb off when he
; wanted to. This uncann
business was done by putting his left
thumb botween his second and third
fingers on the left hand, and then placing
it against tho right hand, with the right
thumb out of sight in the palm, as in
Fig. 8, When he moved his left hand
away, it looked exactly as though his
right thumb had gone with it.

Midge then offered to show us how he
could make Christmas pudding vanish—
and did! Professor Flaznagel frowned
at him,

* Making things vanish is simple
compardd with making things afpmr,“
he remarked, uncovering a weird-looking
machine, * thermo-dynamic port-
able producer {s uaranteed to produce
anything upon which a certain sensitive

hoto-cell has previously .been fastened.
shall now demonstrate. . With the idea
of showing the power of the machine,
I have chosen the most difficult subject

looked in. Behind him was a stocky
man in uniform. Inspector Shute, of
Holme, raised his eyebrows.

“8ir!" gasped Whishaw. “Captain
Jerningham, sir—Inspector Shute to

see you! G(oodness gracious!” )
The ’t”gglu nuddenlﬁ censed.
Harvey & Co. dropped their grasp

from the captain, and Cecil Jerning-
ham staggered. back, panting for
breath. is face crimsoned under
the horrified gaze of the butler and
the surprised stare of the police-
inspector. The Oakshott fellows stood
panting,

Harvey made a sign to his friends,
and they left the library, passin
the butler and the inspector with
flushed faces. They heard Captain
Jerningham's  voice, hoarse and
broken, as they went:

“Please come in, inspector. I am
sorry—I—I—"

Whishaw closed the door on the
inspector. His shocked look, as he
fmsned the Oakshott fellows in the
all, was eloquent. When he was
one, Harvey looked at his friends,
reathing hard, with clenched hands.

“You see what we’ve come to—open
war now? You're standing by me—
you're sticking it out?”

“You bet!” said Banks,

A few minutes later, Captain Jern-
ingham came out of the library,
leaving the inspector with Mr. Chard.
The Oakshott fellows eyed him
grimly. But he was calm now—calm
and cool and bitter, He passed the
group of schoolboys with averted eyes
and went up the stajrcase. But he
paused on tho stairs and glanced
down over the banisters.

“Cedrie!”  His voice was uncx-
pectedly quict.
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for Eroduot[on, but yon will /f
machine infallible,” b
b He i:,;;rmad ndval\‘r‘o( and .ll
umming emerged. We wereall L
less with intereat. o

** Gentlemen,” said  the pn
proudly, “I am now about to j
the greatest sensation of modern %
—the only available specimen: of @
megalosaurus, which, as you kno
Why, what—what—what——-" =

ONG before he had finished sp
Biggles, Algy and Ginger
swarming up their  ropel

Porringe was climbing the ch
Midge had fallen down the liffs
Justice and O’Mally were rolling ¢
stairs, Len Lex had vanished likea
in the night, and I was back in my
with my feet on tho mantelpiece,
tending to be asleep. .

“ What, again!"” yelled a voi
I saw the Editor in the doorway,
ﬁcu otill asleep * That tears it}

red | "

“ Wait 1" I cried. * There's
minutes to go! "

1 duhag to the typewriter
hammered out this account of ¢
Christmas Party, tricks includedy
dead-heating with the hout al
moment | 8o I must stop now an
this into the Editor’s room, i

A Merry Christmns, chums, |

very Happy New—— Gosh! 1
th:y clock striking ! Goo'-bye!l

“Well?” snapped Harvey.

“1 must think a little of ‘aj
ances, if you do mot!” the g
said, “Listen to me, hoy!
to you at your school, not to com
—you came! I thought—a
think—that in the terrible
stances, this is no place for
of schoolboys, Perhaps I have
—perhaps my nerves have he
me, in this stress of mind—if so,
gorry | A

“But after what you have s
the hearing of Chard, it is bett
{ou to stay, so far as I am cond

lm?u that_yon may repent of
suspicion. But I hardly blam
for it—I have read the same aud
in many faces since my , uncl
appeared—and perhaps I've not
ou reason to think well
Remain—and keep clear of mel
belief that Sir Lueian still lives
mo a faint hope that* you mi
right, and for that I can forgis
the rest.” S

He went on up the staircase,
out waiting for an answer., H
the Oakshott fellows staring
pressed, in spite of themselves, 4
quiet dignity with which he
spoken. Thoy stood in silen
the library door opened and
Shute came ont. Whishaw ¢
let him out of the house, and
leaving his friends in the hal
lowed the inspector out ink
December dusk. 3

Behind the Settee! :
ARVEY, Banks, and Pol
stood in the open -do
looking out through the

porch into the winter sum

2
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w 's face was glum. In spite of

his fixed belief by the ‘quiet words
iptain Jerningham had spoken after
g scene in the library the previous
iy. But that element of doubt only
ade the problem more hopeless. For
Cousin Cecil had no .grmlty
jowledge of the old baromet’s dis-
ppearance, cven the faint shadow of
¢lue had vanished and all was dark.
here’s Lex?” asked Pie. "I
't seen him since brekker.”
tie out, I think,” eaid Banks.
Here comes Inspector Shute,” said
rvey bitterly. “Lot of wuse his
mging round the place.”
Inspector Bhute, stocky, impaesive,
o across the bridge over the moat,
ind-up to the porch, e glamced at
1o Oakshott Fc?llows. and came in.
Japtain Jerningham came out of the
moke-room and gave him a nod. He
d not glance at the schoolboys.
" Anything new, Shute?” asked the
aptain wearily.
“As o matter of fact, sir, 1 have
ertain reasons for ordering a search
g the' corner of the park by the
Jlkham -Lane,” eaid the inspector.
"1 you would care to give my men
our assistance—-"
" Gladly ! Anything is better than
- g’ nothing,” said the captain,
‘Whishaw, m{ coat, please.” The
jutler helped him on with his coat
md handed him his hat, “You are
oming, inspector "
' “T wish to speak to Mr. Chard—but
[ will see you later, sir.”
| Captain Jerningham tramped into
snow and disapl:eared across the
pat bridge. The inspector glanced
t Harvey & Co.
If you boys
3 he suggested.
;. there anything we can doP”
igked Harvey in surprise.
" “The séarch will be somewhat ex-
psive, and every little helps,” said
ins'pector. “If you are will-

would care to

" 0f course!” snid Harvey. “Come
B, you men—we can hclg, and kee

lear of my cousin all the eame.

are say we ehall see Lex on our way.”
" Harvey, Banks, and Porringe put
D their coats and followed the way
he captain had gone.

' “Is Mr. Chard down yet?” asked
he inspector after they were gone.
- “No, he is breakfasting in his room,
|nsual,” answered the butler. “No
oubt in half an hour—"

Then I will wait, Please tell Mr,
hard that I am waiting in the
brary, when he comes down.” The
jpector went into the library and
ishaw closed the door after him.

The officer stood before the fire,
tming himself. Then he moved
ng to a great oak settee close by
wall, within a short distance of
Chard’s cosy corner, And, though
o library of the Moat House was,
‘all appearance, untenanted by any-
fie but himself, he said in a low

- Well P '

‘From behind the settee came an
ering voice, in equally low tones.
was the voice of the schoolboy
gtective.

l he Modern Boy
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he had been somewhat shaken

.

“You got my uncle on the phone
after what I said to you yesterday,
Mr. Shute?” he asked.

‘“Having — after  communicating
with Mr, Nixon—decided to accept
your assistance, Master Lex, I have
done exactly as you desired. . Captain
Jerningham and your fricnds are now
on the other side of the park, and
likely to remain there till luneh. I
am here, finding you in concealment,
as you asked. I am acting om Mr.
Nixon's assurance that you have in-
formation to give.”

“Bill isu't letting you down, Mr.
Shute!” came the quiet voice from

the umsecn schoolbo detective.
“Thanks for getting here in  good
time. We've t a good twenty

minutes before Chard blows in—more
than enough.”

“I presume that your presence here
is unknown P

“It ijs. I went out for a walk,
nipped in by the french window, and
here I've been for the last hour.”

“What have you to tell me?”

“8ir Lucian is a prisoner in the
secret dungeon under the Moat House,
like his ancestor in the legend. His
kidnapper visits him once a day,

en;l;a ly in the morning, to take him
00d. -

“You accuse Captain Jerning ham,
ds thé boy Harvey suspects?” said
In: or hrute.

“Who, then?”

“Chard! And now look at this!”

A hand from behind the settce

ssed up a torn sheet of paper. Mr.
Shute took it and fixed his.eyes on it.
In neat figures was a strange list :

“34, 9, g. 15, 33, 26, 0, 22, 8, 17.”

“That was found in Chard’'s waste-
Fuper basket,” murmured the voice
rom behind the settee. “Chard’s fist !
You don't need telling that it is a
list of roulette numbers. The learned
and respectable librarian of the Moat
House sits at the green table, Mr,
Shute, taking down the numbers when
the ball spins on the wheel, And he
sits in his cosy corner, not always at
work, but calculating the run of
numbers, planning a system, I've no
doubt, for beating the jolly old
croupier at his game. s

“Having ﬁiven that bit of
once-over, Mr. Shute, I had an idea
that our friend’s weekly visits to
London to see his aged parents might
bear looking into. Bill looked—at a
tip from me! And the night before
last, Chard did not visit any aged
parents—I doubt if he has any—he
spent the night, to a very late hour,
ixc‘ certain roulette club in Soho,
losing money hand over fist, with Bill
looking over his shoulder !"

Mr. Shute slipped the paper into
his pocket-buokpnl the :Irjnui:-mm-ing
voice went on:

“Somebody doesn't want schoolboys

per the

here rooting over the place—
especially old Harvey, with his belief
in a 'secret dungeon. Somebody

spotted us in the park the night we
came, and put up a spectral perform-
ance. The captain was in the park—
but so was Chard! That semebod
carried on the fama, got up as ol
8ir Lucian’s giddy spectre, startling
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- bag—but docs not, L thin

Harvey, - and the whole . houschold
turned up—except Chard!.
was belind

“Whoever played ghost
a secret panel—and Chard was not
awakened by a row that awakened
everybody else. 'Since the ghost game
failed to scare the schoolboys away,

_Chard- agrees with the captain *that

any measures ought to be taken to
us on gur travels.”
“Is that all P
“Hardly | Chard managed to catch
a bit of a eold, which causes him to
take brekker in his:room—he had to
give some explanation of a habit new
since Sir Lucian disa red. *John
takes up his breakfast, and has.con-
fided to me that Mr. Chard’s appetite
has seemed to .improve, Big break-
fast—nothing ever left. Chard takes
books to his room in a El'oen baize
, bring the
books down again in it: .Very par-
ticular about that bag is Mr. Chard.
Flies into a temper if a fellow barges
it out of his hand and tries to pick
it up for him—as I happened to do
one morning—-"
“Food P*
“Exactly! A prisoner must be fed.
Chard settles down in his cosy corner
and tells an inguiring schoolboy that

~he will be busy till lunch; that in-.

quiring schoolboy looks in a quarter
of an hour later and he is gone—
green baize bag and all, Chard’s cosy
corner ‘is oak panelled, and that in-
quiring school has found' oppor-
tunities to test the panels—no q,ukr
Better luck this morning, I hope |2
“1 understand !” -
“Bill watched the El?:d man losing
in ome night more than his year's
salary as librarian and secretary
here. He has gharge of Sir Lucian’s

investments. Quer{: Whose mon
does he lose on the green table
Does he want a signature to a cheque

or to g transfer of stocks and shares,
and is Sir Lucian g;rked in a quict
spot till he decides to sign?”

The murmuring voice ran on softly
for a few minutes more. . Then Mr.
Shute left the settee, resumed his
place before the fire, where he stood
warming his coat-tails, when Mr,
Chard came into the library with o
green baize bag in hhﬁlmul.‘ :

He laid the bag on the table in his
?ocy oornesrh ‘z.nd' TI"'owied politely to

nspector .. The inspector’s
lingered for .a fleeting second on the

bag.
¥ Whishaw says that you desired to
see me, Mr. Bhute,” =said tlie

librarian. “I am quite at your
service,” ‘
“Thank you, Mr. Chard,” said the

inspector. “1 am elmzln% on a
search in the park close by Olkham
Lane. Captain Jerningham and the
boys are helping, and if you would
care to accompany me—"

“1 have every desire to help,” said
Mr. Chard, “Bay, in half an hour's
time—" )

“Very well, Mr. Chard, I will

expect you,” said the inspector, and
left the library.

Mr, Chard followed him to the door
and watehed Whishaw let him out of
the house. Then he closed the library
door, returned to his cosy corner, and
drew the hangings' across.

The velvet curtains. completely shut
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nilppoqed. to answer the rin

Lost: Sir Lucian

in Mr. Chard’s casy corner. They also
concealed - from Mr. Chard a boyish
figure that cmerged silently from
under a settee, slipped quietly across
to the alcove, and applied an eye to
a narrow slit in the velvet recently
made by a penknife.

Unaware of that eye, Mr. Chard
picked up the green baize bag and
walked ' to the k of the alcove.
Reaching - the wall, he pressed a
certain spot, in the ancient carved
scrollwork, and a panel flew open on
silent, well-oiled, .hidden hinges.

Len Lex smiled as the secretary
disappeared through the wall and the

ancl shut after him, strolled to the

rench window, opened-it, and waved
a band to a stocky figure, hoverins
on the terrace, Inspector Shute joine

him, mutely inquiring. ‘

“Follow on !” murmured Len Lex.

The secret panel flew open again,
and Shute, breathing hard, followed

_the schoolboy detective through. As

they trod softly down a seemingly
endless spiral stair in the thickness
of the ancient wall, there came,
faintly from the darkness far below,
the elank of a chain.

HISHAW almost fell down
when the bell summoned
him to the library as, he

of Mr.

Chard. The colour wavered in his

cheeks, and his eyes bulged at what

he saw. - *

“8ir Lueian !” he gasped. )

He gazed at the silver-haired man
who, pale, worn, haggard, leaned on
the atl:;rdy arm of Len Lex; at Mr.
Chard, livid with fury; the handcuffs
on his wrists, ‘the grip of Inspector
Shute on his arm; at a panel that
stood ' wide open in the oak wall,
“*Your master is found, Whishaw,
snid Len. ' Inspector SBhute has found
him. elp him to his room.”

“Help me, my good Whishaw !”
said 8ir Lucian Jerningham faintly.
“Mr. Shute, you will take care of
that scoundrel 7"

“1 have him safe, sir,” said Mr.
Shute stolidly, and 8ir Lucian
tottered from the library on the arm
of the astpunded butler—gazed at in
awed amazement by startled servants,
one of whom, at a word from the

»

Robin of the Railway

(Continued from page 12)

afternoon. There's a big rush, you
know, and we're understaffed here.”

“Oh, my plans must be adjusted to
suit yours ! was his uncle's retort.

But Donald Meredith was smilinﬁ,
and there was a proud light in his
keen grey eyes as he gazed at the boy
he loved as a son.

. . . .

i EVER had such a day in my
N life,” remarked Peter Potts,

as he paced the platform of
Southmouth Central Station with the
young fellow who had discarded his
porter's uniform for a neat grey suit
and warm, loose-fitting overcoat,
waiting for the arrival of the 8.35
from Fhe harbour on Boxing Day

The Modern Boy

inspector, hurried away iunto the dp:;k
o

to call Ca}:hin Jerningham an
Oakshott fellows to the house.

The master of the Moat House was
in bed, Whishaw had telephoned for
the doctor, and Len Lex had seen Mr.
Shute off in a car with his prisoner,
when there was a tramp of hurried
feet on the terrace. -Smiling, Len
opened the door to Captain Jerning-
ham, Harvey, Banks, and Pie. They
rushed in, breathless. The captain
caught Len by the arm.

"My uncle—" he panted. “Is it
true?”

* Quite ! said Len,

Harvey grabbed him by the other
arm.

“Len—he's found ?”

“Safe and sound, in bed, waiting
for the doctor. ‘He's had a hard time,
but he's pulling round all right..

“It was Chard,” explained Len.
“ Acting from information received,

.Inspector Shiute. got him this morn-
.ing. + There is a secret: panel in

Chard's cosy corner that gives access
to a spiral stair leading ‘down to the
secret dungeon, and Chard—" '
“Chard !” stuttered Haryey. .
“0ld Chardy !” agreed Len. *“8ir
Lucian was tapped on the head from
behind that night in the_ library, and

woke up to find himself in the secret

dungeoni with a chain locked on him.
And a man with a mask on his face
came once a day with food—"

“But Chard!" gasped . Captain
Jerningham, “Why?” .. . .
“It . seems that he wanted Sir

Lucian to sign a paper—transfer of
bonds, for a few thousand pounds,”
said Len,  “Chard has been losing
money. Your uncle never knew who
the man was—never suspected Chard
—till Mr. Shute followed him down
into the dungeons to-day, slipped the
handeuffs on him, and pulled the
mask off his face.”

“Where is the scoundrel ?” panted
Captain Jerningham, ‘

“Mr. Shute has taken him over to
Holme—charge of kidnnppinq and
ittcmpting gn extort money,” said

en

Harvey looked at his cousin. His
cousin looked at him.

“8orry, Ceeil !” muttered Harvey.

‘The eaptain smiled faintly.

“A good deal was my fault,” he °
“1 was all nerves, with the

said.

morning. “Now I've got the pi‘p!
What's the good of being happy for
one giddy day if you're going to be
miserable all the rest?”

“But you're not going to be
miserable !" said Robin.

“Yes, I am. I know you've tackled
your uncle and he’s going to transfer
me to London, where I shall have a
good chance of getting on, and you
say we shall be constantly meeting,
but—— Ob, it sounds all right now,
Robin, but it won't work! Before

long I shall be touching my cap and :

calling you sir.”

“If you do, my lad, you'll S;ct the :
ind in

biggest licking you've ever

your life! e're chums now, and : gupenture stories combining
we're jolly well going to remain i gtop Laughs and Thrills
chums. I had chums at St. Ermin's @ page 32!

that I've scarcely missed. I should :
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.was mud under tho snow !

"I go to London, and I hope

anxiety "and  stress—and
what feople suspected—"

“I was a fool—"

“Bo was I| Wash it all out!
with me, kid—we must see him.
cousins hurried up the staira togoth

“But how,” gasped Pic, “did 8l
spot the villain? I never dream
of suspecting old Chard—and I'm
keen chap, ns yon know, How |
thump did Shute do it vt

“From information received,
understand,” said Len Lex. *“Thi
what they call. it, you know—infors
tion received!” ~ For it had
ng:eed that nothing was to be &
about his part in_the case. The
that he was a detective as well
a schoolboy was to remain a seel

kno |

“MNA ERRY  Christmas !”
'y Pie Porringe.” ' -

Len - roared, - too, 08

snowball caught him in the eart
Bright and uhoer{. was that O
mas morning. As bright and el
was every face in the old Moat Ho
One accustomed {ace wng missii
Mr. Chard was awaiting trial 1
cell no less secure than the ang
dungeon in which Sir Lucian

been ‘a prisoncr. But nobody 1"-
Mont House wasted o thoughts
him, - i

Captain Jerninglhiam, strollin
the terrace, grinned as Len stagg
under Pie’s  snowball, stog
gathered a landful of snow, and
Pie have it in turn—and Iarvey,
Banks, chucklivg, joined in.

8ir Lucian Jerningham, log
from the libravy windows, laty
loud and long as the goat off
Fifth slipped in the snow and
head over heels into the niont—fal
second time, discovering thak

“Jolly, after all, you fellows [
Harvey, when they sat  dowi
Christmas dinner in"the oid oak’
Sir Lucian at the head of the
Captain Jerningham grinning u
a paper cap, Whishaw hovering
benign, “Jolly, what?”

PERCY F. WESTERMAN'S lak
thriller starts in MODERN Il
next week ! Full particulavs.

page 32!

miss you terribly; Peter, old
and I should miss your mater
ag much. Now, look here, 1§

at Whitewells till the New Year,

there by then, In working hous
shan’t be able to carry on ju
same as we've done, but onee——
here's the train!” :

“It's a dog's life!” sajd
gloomily as, hy force of |
opened the door of a f

carriage !
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