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.cognized certain
“ friend’s

By C. R(mger-Gull

“You are a ﬁbhc schoolman,” ‘he
said, “if your %‘ga!‘dlm’hadn’t- ab-
sconded with gfl your’ money yow'd
have been always mixed with peeple
like the Vmce;s Now, though
are my best Miend, m 1 kn
am yours, I come of good country
veoman stock. I don’t admit that
that stock is inferior to any other in
the world, but class is class, and
when things happen like they are
happening now, they have got to be
preserved.

“I don’t quite see what you are
driving at, Wag,”” Charlie had said.

“No? Well, it is very simple. T’
am engaged to Miss Vincent’s maid.
Jane is the daughter of old Tom

iregory, the well-known actor, who
has fallen on bad days lately. I
love her and we'' are going ' to  be
married. But when we get to Ravens
croft Hall the house-keeper’'s- room
will be my place, the dining-room
yours. We shall see just as much of
each other as ever, ani I shall
always be at vour orders in the dis-
entangling of this horrid mystery.”

Charlie had protested, but he saw.
that his friend spoke words of wxs-
dom. It had been arranged thus,
much to Wag’'s satisfaction.

Wag’s cigar was nearly finished.|
He watched the big shops puttingl
up their shutters. He had enjoyed
an excellent meal., he felt happier
than he had done for years, :while
the pleasant sense of risk and adven-
ture tingled in his veins.

He was just determined to go
back to the yard and have a chat
with McHenry. the head chauffeur,
when he heard the loud, long-drawn
out toot of an approaching motor.

.The noise was insistent, and in a
second or two a deep throbbing
pulsated through the clear night air,
rapidly rising to a humming roar.

Then, a very large closed touring
car, of sixty or seventy horse-power
at least, dead black in colour, and
with the blinds of the interior all
drawn, flashed past the hotel at a
great speed. The little boxer had
time to see that the car was édvered
with mud and dust. From the pace
it was' going it was obviously only
passing’through the city, and indeed
the long bellow ‘of thé horn*was in-
sistent. antil it finally died away in
the distance. It was like standing
in some little way-side station  see-
ing the North express thunder past.

Wag did not have his little chat
with the heag chauffeur after all.
He became very thoughful and quiet
and when, half an hour afterwards,
the three cars started ggain upon the
last stage of their journey, he leant
back in his cormer and said very’
little.

Charlie 'was in high spirits, He
had dined with Sir Philip and his
damghter. .The ex-Ambassador had
consulted him upon various points,
had made himself thoroughly
frieudly,: and given the young man
to understand that he relied upon
him absolutely.

*“When we arrive,’” Charlie said,
“I am going to sit up with Sir Philip
and he is going to tell me every-
thing, so that,.we can be well pre-
pared. From what he hag already
said, old chap, I can see that there
is ‘a task before us which will call
for every possible exercise of our
brains——perﬁaps our muscles also.”

“That is when I shall come in,”
Wag remarked . dryly.

“Without any doubt whatever
there are the gravest dangers be-
fore us, but we’ll conquer them,
won’t we? -We’ll save Sir Philip and
and—his daughter!y

Wag smiled quietly to himself in
the darkness of the car. He ' re-
symptom in his
“yolce.” He.”
unmindful of the almost reverence
with which Charlie’ treated the
beautiful, - dark-haired girl. Well!
so much the  better, the boxer
thought to himself. It made the
whole affair more interesting than
ever: . :

" At last _he . spoke. “Of course,
Charlie,” - he - said- slowly, ‘‘we have
been very clever in tying up tha_t
murderous Japanese—I suppose by
now the landlord will have your
letter and he will ‘be released. Of

course he daren’t lay any informa-
tion against us under . the circum-
stances.
.mit, but when you come to think of
it, the other side—whoever the¥ are
—_were pretty smart too in over-
hearing: patf Of what went on: bet-
ween Sir Philip and us_in Park Lane
If it hadm’t been for what Umataro
diseovered, we should - never have
suspected for g moment that
house where you weré ' takén,
-Miss Vineent decoyed, was only the
next dodé one tovlier father's.”’

“I. admitiall: you & sy, Charlie
replied, “Hut:1 aon't: qihite'see Whitt
you are drivihig atrslaly e

‘
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“I am coming to t'hat t Wag' said.
“These people are a long? lotig way
uglarter ‘qmq we' imggine + 1 should
not ‘at all be surprised if, ‘when ‘'we
get to Ravemmroft Hall, ‘we shall
'find—m some. mp or other, T don’t
pretend to say how—that our friends
are there before us.”

Charlie langhed outright. “My
dear Wag,” he said, ‘“that is pre-
posterous. Nobody could have known
where we were going. Nobody saw
us go. Even the train service has
been looked up.”

“Now just you listen to me,” Wag
cut in. And in a few, crisp sent-
ences he told him of the enormous

| black car which had rushed through

York half an hour ago.

“It may be so,” Charlie - said
thoughtfully. “We must. keep all
our wits about us. It ‘is certainly
a curious coincidence.”

The moon was flooding
expanse of the Yorkshire
with washes of silver light, =hen the
cars mounted a steep winding road
te- where a huge black mass of
buildings stood alone among the
heather.

They had come to their destina-
tion at last.

As they got out of their car Wag
and Charlie surveyed a long, low

with = towers at
a huge entrance
massive, " iron--|

the vast

each corner and
door barred with

3tudded oak.

There was some little delay be-
fore the great entrance doors were|
opened, and as the friends stood
together looking at their new home
both of them were conscious of a
slight chill, a fleeting apprehension
at a place so grand and solitary.

The doors opened at length and
an elderly caretaker, together with
of some twenty
years of age, stood bowing beneath
the ‘archway. Umataro, the Jap-
anese valet, Brice the butler, and
Jane Gregory, Muriel’s, maid—who

motor car—beécame "busied with the’

| the table.
moors'sleep in one of these bedrooms to-

Philip* ;i

“I_do,” the ., other answered
s6lemnly, “and I pray God that you
two young geniJemen will be able
to guard my dear master and our
young lady from all that threa'tens
them.”

“We shall do our ‘best,” Charlie
rreplied in thesgme earnest voice.

“] am sure you will, sir,” said
the butler, “and as for Mr. Ashtom
here”—his face lit up. with hope
and approval—‘we ' have kno
‘eac¢h other for sgveﬁ.l weeksf
what Mr. Ashton can’t do*in the way
of circumvénting anything that may
be going along, nobody else eanm do.
Of that I am dead certain, Mr, Pen-
rose.”

Wag thrust his arm into the but-
!ler’s , nodding- ‘and winking at
Charlie as he did so.

“Now I am off,”” he said, ‘“‘to take
a little supper in the house-keeper’s
room with Mr. Brice, Miss Gregory,
and the rest of them. I shall be up
here again at eleven o’clock. I un-
derstand that you interview with Sir
Philip will be a long one. While I
am at supper I am going to get in-!
formation from Mr. Brice, and make;
a rough plan of this wing of | this
. wing of the house. I shall. bring
that plan up here and leave it on
I do not think I shall

night, but my plan will tell you
where I am in case you want me.”

The little boxer spoke in a bright
and almost jaunty voice, but there
was no gaiety in his eyes and he
looked meaningly at his friend.

Charlie did not quite understand
what was meant, but nodded, know-
ing that Wag was speaking with a
motive.

As the pugilist and the butler left
the roo:ﬁ. the latter turned. “I am
going at once to Sir Philip, sir,”
Brice said, ‘“and directly he is ready
one of the maids will come for you.”

Charlie was left alone in the
brilliantly lit suite. He opened both
the bedroom doors, and surveyed
‘every nook and cranny of the rooms.
They were low ceilinged and obvi-
ously ancient apartments. The
furniture was solid and comfortable,
but about all of them there was a
certain atmosphere of being far
away from the ordinary world. AIll
the tall pointed . 'windews were
heavily barred and shuttered, as he
ascertained when he pulled aside the
thick hanging curtains. There was

Sir’ Philip, his daughter, Charlie!
a moonlit quml—
.rangle bounded on ell sides by ta.ll
buildings and entered a postern door
at the farther end.

“The carétaker and his "‘wife had
followed them, and as they entered
a wide, carpeted corridor, the walils
hung with ancient faded pictures,
the whole place leapt up radiance.
The electric light had been installed
at Ravenscroft Hall several years
and the staff of household
and outdoor servants were  always
mainfdtied there, for Sir ' Philip

home at short notice and required
everything to be in rea’dinees when
he came. ;

A couple of fresh- cheecked smil-
ing housemaids conducted the party
to their various rooms. A.telegram
earlier in the day had prepared the
people "at Ravenscroft for the in-
flux of visitors. Conducted up more
than one staircase, Charlie and Wag
Ashton found themselves -at length
installed in a suite of three rooms.

The middle one of these ' was a
comfortable sitting-room with a
pleasant fire burning upon the
hearth. A bedroom opened into the
sitting room on each side.

Their baggage came up in a
minute -or two, carried by a groom,
and Brice the butler followed him.

‘“These are your quarters,
gentlemen,” said the butler. “You
are in the north wing, which is the
wing inhabited by the family. There
are electric lights in both bedrooms,
and also one here by the side of the
fire."” : 1
“Y am ‘sure we shall” be very
comfortable,” Charlie replied look-
old -fashioned
room with its shuttered windows,
over which heavy crimson curtains
were drawn, its roomy old chairs
and stetees, its general air o

y

1 -hope-se;-gir;-I- am sure,’” the
butler replied. “I am telling of a
young fellow to attend to yeou; it’s
Jith Waddington, one of the grooms.
He is not too clever, Mr. Penrose,
but he is as ‘staunch as steel'”

Charlie looked keenly at the big,
fat man. :

Brice nodded, ‘““Yes, sir,” he an-
swered, I know something ef it all.
Your lue here is not going to be any
pleasure party. It is a strange,
mournful’ old ' hodse. ' Omly  ¢his
wing is lnhablted My master trusts

me, and though I don’'t know ewdry-| 7

t,hing—-“

The ‘butler said no more, but

{ not a sound to be heard save the
, crackling of the great wood fire up-

on the hearth of the sitting room,

Charlie began to pace up and
down the whole suite, from _opge
bedroom: through tﬁle sitting. roem,
to the end of the other bedroom.
. They were all brightly lit by hang-
ing pendants, everything was as
shug and comfortable upon this
cold November night as any traveller
could wish. And yvet, as he walked,
he felt a strong sense of depression
falling over his spirits. It was not
depression perhaps so much as
apprehension. He_ reviewed the ex-
traordinary and inexplicable dccur-
rences of the immediate past. He
could see no light” anywhere. He
knew, with an inward certainty and
intuition which did not in the least
depend upon actual occurrences,
but which came-to him as a sinister
and warning message of the night,
that his life had now arrived at a
crucial, a test point.

Great black 4walls of horror were
closing round him. He was alone,
against unknown forces. He ha\dl
taken up the leadership in a my-
sterious battle. He had a friend,
alert, capable, watchful, to aid him.;
Wag Ashton was, as it were, a keen
sharp dagger at his belt, but in his
right hand-—what was there? Had
he a sword naked and ready for this
fight?

In those silent luxurious rooms, as
he paced them up and down, there
was no immediate answer to his
selt-questioninés.

Yet suddenly he stopped short m:dl
threw out his right arm. He knew
mow. A girl’s appealing, tortured
‘face, an agonised cry ‘for: ‘help rang
in his ears still. Kind glances, wide
eyes full of eager hope claiming pro=
tection, came into his mental wvisior

gtrong music .in ‘his heart.

Yes, this was his sword!—He
grasped it now. -The Fates had sent
4im to be the kmnight and protector
of Muriel!

He would do it. Come what might
he would save her and her gallant
father.

He did not hear the tap at the
passage door, and when it opened
and he saw a trim housemaid look-
ing with startled eyes, ke  realised
that he was flourishing his right arm
with wild gestures.

He flushed deeply as the astonish-
ed girl told him that Sir Philip re-
quested his presence below.
He_followed the housemaid down
one long corridor, a short staircase;!
another long corridor  in: the centre

shrugged his sbowlders. '
Charlie took to the taithfal old
fellow at once. “Wéfi, ‘Mr Brice”
he said, “if you know do ueh, v
now wh T Tg b%?

!ot which was a door, opened by the
j &irl, annt.har short staircase, 8 thmi
yard passage, and then through an
open door into a -small - foom
panelled. in_ old oak with. a . high
carved fireplace, by ..the : side ot!

i

\a slower voice and with

‘wealthy girl,

and struck, as it were, a chord of|"world in 4.

whieh ﬂr'mupr vmcent i utnng

The har
ing“suits"
octagonat
was a silver soup tureen and a
gouple . of small silver \bowis.

“Sit ‘down, Perrose,”’ Sir -Philip
said.’ “Here we are at. ‘last—in
Ravenscroft. ' Take some soup: and

. wore & \el

then fill your pipe or have a cigar—” ment., He rose from

ette. Since you have enlisted your-
self in the service of my daughter
| and  myself you mubt hiear. " eve

thing s % Y

"The soup was taken a cigareite
or two smoked, and then the tall,
white-haired man rose from his seat
and, walking up and dewn the
room, spoke to Charlie as follows:

“First of all, Penrose, you and
your clever little friend have come
unto my affairs qmte by accident. I
know who you are. You were at|
school with my poor dear son. You!
answer for your friend, and I mysel(
am certain of him. In addition, we|
are of three brethren—and I need|
not enlarge upon what Freemasonry
means in every degree
found you and Mr. Ashton hard up,
at the end of your respurces. I have
invited you to help me in one of the|
blackest and most  mysterious
Businesses that exist in Europe ‘at
present. Before 1 go any further T
must say something about emolu-
ment.”’

Charlie shook his head and made
a deprecating movement.

“No,” the other replied, ‘‘we
must -have some understanding. I
may tell you that I am one of the
richest men of the day. Money is
simply nothing at all to me—and
yet it is, if I can only use my great
wealth for—England. That Mr.
Penrose, is what I am trying to do.”
He stopped in his walk, threw his
cigar into the fire, plunged his hands
into- his pockets and stared down at
Charlie with kindly. trusting and
anxions eyes.

“Look here,” he said, ‘“the period
of danger -which threatems us all
will be terminated in five or six
months. During that time we may
all be disgraced and murdered by
the most subtle and unexpected
means. I put it at six months—that
is the outside. If we come through
these six months, successful and un-
harmed, I will give you thirty
thousand pounds, and your f{riend,
Mr. Ashton, ten thousand. Wil
that do?”

Charlie, who was sitting by the
fire, lifted the- poker, and plunged
it into the blaze. ““Oh, yes,” he said
“that will do very well Sir Philip.”

Sir Philip stepped up to the

HeayY

yon," he rep.usd with 8 qlight but

tible shpdder. ‘“‘that the empty

; i_)'mine in' Park Lane
'Whs recently taken by this very
Lord Helston, under circumstances
of great secrecy. It was in Lord
Helston’s house that my daughter
was abducted last night.”

Charlie’s eyes blazed with excite-
his. seat
trembling. “ g

“Then"” he gasped

hﬂl—p?”

“There is an implacable
between the houses of Helston and
\Vincent. After a long period of
security, thinking that after
death of the late lord, all accouhts

‘“then; - Sir

enmity

]
of life. Ii plicable

between us were over, I have lately
| been made aware that the present
Lord Helston, who ever or whatever
ll:hat mysterious person may be, is
| actively engaged against me. Mr.
. Penrose,” and here/ Sir Philip’s
| voice sank into a ‘hoarse whisper,
“T most ﬁrmly believe that my dear
| son, with whom you were at school,
was murdered in some awful, inex-
way by ’ the hidden,
enigmatic person of whom I have
been speaking.” X

“But- why, Sir Philip?” Charlie
cried. ‘“Why should there be this
awful feud between your house and
Lord Helston’s?”’

“I am coming to that,” the other
answered. ‘“There is, of course the
feud handed on by the late Vincent
to his son. And in conmnection with
that I have had some most strange
and disturbing thoughts. The pre-
sent Lord Helston, whom nobody has
ever seen, must be half Japanese.
You must remember his mother was
a Princess of the Imperial Court.
Perhaps that is why nn one knows
anything about him in England, or
has ever seen him/

“ Yet I have heard rumours and
whispers, of which I will tell you
later, that seem to even augment
this family hatred. In addition to
that—and here 1 come to the most
secret and important thing of all—
there are circumstances connected
with the life of my son, Anthony
Vincent, and with his cruel death,
which may yet shake two gredt na-
tions- to their very foundatiomns.”

Sir Philip hesitated.

“What you say to
Charlie broke in, “is as
secret as if in the grave.”

Sir Philip got up from his chair,
and went to one of the long windows
of the room. With one hand, upon
a finger of which was a curious
signet ring of twisted gold, he tore
aside a heavy silk curtain. Then

”

me, sir,
safe and

voung man, and.placed his hand up-| With Guick; tfembling fingers, he un-

on his shoulder. ““I beg your parden,”
he said quietly. “I.would not have
ésked~you to. come .and help me in
my trouble had I not felt that you
were with me heart and soul. We
will talk about money afterwards.”

Charlie Iooked up brightly, and
clasped his host by .the hand. “That
ig what I wanted, Sir Philip,” he
said, ‘‘and now then— to business.
Tell me!™

You know that I was His
Majesty’'s Ambassador to Japan?”

“Yes, Sir Philip.”

“In those days I was a bachelor.

I had a friend, a very dear friend.|

It was Lord Helston, Viscount
Helston. We had been at Harrow
and Oxford together. He was a
man of some wealth, extraordinary
talent, but of a wild and erratic
disposition. He became an explqrer,
turned up in the wildest parts of the
world, writing brilliant accounts of
what he had seen, attracting all
London by his wild brilliance. and
then disappearing once more. When
1 was appointed Ambassador to
Japan, Henry Helsten turned up. He
presumed upon our friendship. I
soon found I could not trust him.
he had little or no_feeling for the in-
terests of England in  that
country.

“Then,” Sir Philip continued in
eyes that
seemed to be searching the dim
past, “‘then, the lady who atterwards
became my wife arrived in Japan.
She ‘was a very beautiful and very
Penrose, going with
her father upon a tour round the
great yacht.
Helaton fell madly in Tove with her.
1 did ‘the same. I was the
‘tortunate of the ‘two, and Beatrice
and I were married. There was a
dreadful s¢ene between Lord
Helston and myself. After that he
disappeared. But I had news of
him. He spoke the language like a
Japanes¢. He became attached to
the court of Mikado. 'l always felt
his influence against me in all my
negotiations on ‘behalf “of this
country. Eventudly he married a
Japanese Princess of the Imperial
family, and there was one son born,
the present Lotd Hélston.”

Charlie started violently. “The
present Lord Helston?” he said, ‘the
peer that thér¢ js such an astonish-
ing mystery ahout"——Why, nobody
has ever Seen him, so the papers say.
He has never taken his seat in the
Housé: 6t Lords.. The papers are
constantly referring to him. T have
reaid all-gants of wrtidles, myself n

Sir- Bhiliph iéaaea. 1" "miy

. tar!

Henry';

more?

tell’

*{ barred the shutters, revealing a long

Oriel window. Outside a brilliant
moon showed everything in clearest
detail. It washed the heather with
floods of silver, it showed a vast
expanse of lomely moor. But it
showd also, a little to the“right, and
hardly more than a mile away, the
grim keep and walls of a feudal
castle etched into the sky in a dead
black silhouette.

_ “You see that house?” Sir Philip
murmured, ‘“that is Helston Castle
itself. I own half the moor—some
twenty thousand acres —the un-
known Lord Helston the other half.
His house is close to mine as you see
—what is to come of it all? Helston
Castle! Ravenscroft Hall!” the old
man continued in a low, vibrating
voice. “You must know, Mr. Pen-
rose, that there is a tradition in the
Vincent family that whenever
of it, the spectre of an enormous
raven is’seen.” )

“The pictures!” Charlie gasped.

“Yes, the cinema pictures,” Sir
Philip replied, ‘“but you yourself
have told me how possible it is that
such an apparition could be ‘faked.’
Nevertheless the thing has been
done, our old ancestral legend has
heen revived to terrify us. It may
well be that my dear son met his
death in some such a way - as was
‘¢ruelly shown to my. daughter by
your uncoascious: help.”’ £a

“Then you think?”’

“I don’t think, I know. It is from
the man or Thing called Helston that
these horrors emanate. It is because
of him that you and your friend
have joined me to guard my only
daughter and myself from some
hideous catastrophe and England it-
self from red war which would end
In terrible disaster.”

“You're going to explain to me
now, aren’t you, Sir Philip, the in-
ternational side of this mystery, in
additien to the personal side?””

“Let us shut and bar the window
and pull the curtain, them you shall
know everything.”

They pulled the heavy shutter
over the window, and locked it.

s)r Philip had his hand upon the
curtain,, when, without a sound of
warning, the electric light in.
room behind went out.

stared into the dark.

It was like black velvet save only
that in one corner there was the red
glow of the dying wooxd fire.

of anger and _pursuit, leapt. into the
middle of the room, dodged round

l

the |

disaster. is approaching any member‘

the

The two men turned swiftly and,

Suddenly Charlie ‘nth a loud crvE

the tlble and was brouzht up with a
loud bang against the panelling. Hel .
had felt B‘Me&t og. coql air'blowing |
'intg the ‘place. . had " -heard, or
thoqght Je had’ hea.rd. the sound of
soft tootsteps over the carpet.

Even as he beat .with clenched

1 fists' against the wall the light leapt

up again.

The room was the same as before.
Nothing was disturbed or chan/ed,
but on the table was a large, square;
en‘vglope
“TO SIR PHILIP VINCENT, Bt.,
C.M.G.”

Their 'faces blanched to a dead
whiteness, the two men stared at
each other over the table.

“You see,” 8ir Philip
stammer and whisper. He was try-
ing to recover some - eguanimity,
when the door in the other corner
of the room, leading into the cor-
ridor burst open.

There was the sudden ear-splitting
explosion of a pistol, and Wag
Ashton, as white as Charlie and Sir
Philip, staggered into the room.

He was supporting the white-
robed figure of Muriel Vincent up-
on his left arm, and glaring - down
the passage, his pistol raised, a thin

began to

to the air.

CHAPTER IV,

How Umataro Died.
Sir Philip. Vincenth
pPenrose stood aghast as the sound
of the pistol shot died away.

They rushed up to Wag Ashton
and caught the half-fainting Muriel
from his arm.

Directly he was free of her the
little pugilist bolted back up the
passage like a terrier, ° they heard
his feet padding down the corridor,
the quick opening of a door, and
then silence.

Sir Pailip carried his daughter
tenderly towards the .fire, and placed
her in a great leather arm €hair.
Upon a table at one side of the
smoking room, there were, fortunate
ly enough, a tantalus and
‘glasses. At a pod from Sir Philip,
Charlie poured' out a little t‘)ramd‘y
and water, which was held to the
lips of the fainting girl. She drank
it obediently, and a slight colour
came back into her cheeks.

‘“What is it, dearest?” Sir Philip
said in a low, caressing voice, kneel-
ing by the side of her chair, and
holding the girl’s hands firmly.
“What is it?”

“IT!” Muriel murmured, her voice
a whisper Qf sheel_',_ horror. ‘‘The
Raven, fatlw.r' ’I'he awful Thing I

I had turned out the light, but it
suddenly blazed' up, and I saw that
frightful Thing hopping
floor ‘towards me.”
Muriel" was seized with
convulsive shudderings, she

strong

other minute or two was quite un-
able to say a word. At length her
father’s soothing voice; his firm,
protective grip of her hands,
calmed her somewhat. The rest of
what she had to tell was simple.
“I shrieked out in horror,; she
whispered. ‘I had not thought of
locking my door, and almost a
 second after I called out, it burst
open, and Mr. Ashton rushed in with
a pistol in his hand. He jumped at
the awful black Thing, but some how
or other he must have missed. it. The
light went out again, and I think I
fainted. The next thing I know is,
that Mg. Ashton was helping me
here, and that he raised * his pistol

age."” ¢

Up till this moment Charlie Pen-
rose had beén perfectly inactive. He
realised this with a quick flash of
shame. Here was hls friend adequate
and alert, watechful in this house .of:
danger, while he himself had
done nothing. Muriel—so Charlie
thought with a.pang of horror—
Muriel might have been murdered
i; it Wad not been for éshton He
forgot the necessity of long confer-
ence with S8ir Philip. His young
and generous blood grew hot to
think he had not been ready to
rescue the girl in the moment of her
need. He was distinctly -envious of
Wag and oblivious of the fact that
when the light had gone out in the
smoking-room he himself had dash-
ed towards some unknown ad-
versary. A

Jane Gregory, the lady’s maid,
hurried into the room. A dressing
gown was thrown over -her night-
dress. Her hair, like that of her
mistress, fell unconfined upon her
shoulders. Her pretty fate was
flushed with excitement and her
eyes shone.

“Oh, Miss Mauriel,” she cried,
“thank God you are safe! Mr.
Ashton has just knocked me up
1trom the other end of the passage,
and told me that something ‘has
happened. Oh, thank God you are
all right, Miss Muriel!”

The gn’l rushaﬂ up to her mistress,
whom she loved and began to be
busy about: t ) chair wher Muriel
reclined pusiing Sir PHil away,
Iand whispering consoung words to

upon which was_ writter; tently

whip of grey smoke curling up in-

and Charlie

some |

saw in London it came into my room
over the

sobbedl
and moaned in terror, and for an-1

and fired at something in the pass-|

T —
g =

the pale, dark-haired lady.

Seeing his opportumty Charlie

enmrm % ont of the room.

€ hu the passage, turned to
the right and saw . an open door
trom which a stream of light floog.
ed -into a ‘eofridor. ‘He® dashed in.

Wag Ashmn was there, his auto-
matic pistol” was in his left hang,
stooping, crouching, moving hitper
iaud thither, tapping the wall a
various places and listening ip.
for an answering ' echo—hs
was like a small, methodical sleytp
hound fixed upon & trail.

He whipped round like a startjag
ferret as Charlie entered.

“Ah, it is you,” he said
gasp of relief.

‘“What is it, Wag?
happened? I am in the dark. [ wq
sitting with Sir Philip hearing ti.
most extraordinary things, whep
suddenly you rushed into the roop
with Miss Vincent.” .

Wag stood up with a final guze
round the room.

“I don’t pretend to say, old chu; ’
he answered, ‘“but I am blowed if
I wasn’t right about that big bhluck
moter-car that rushed at such a pace
through York. They, whoever they
are, ‘they’ got here before us,
Miss Vincent has been
frightened out of her life
might have lost it—I don’t know
anything about that, but it is certyin
that the filthy, hopping creature has
been in this room to-night. When
you went to talk with Sir Philip
took a rug and lay down in the pass-
age outside Miss Vincent's rqom |
thought it was the safest thing to do,
I felt very uneasy in my mind. As
it turns out I was right.”

“You‘were right a thousand times”
Charlie answered eagerly. “Wag, vou
have been more wide awake than I.
| I ought to have been waiting here
to protect her.”

Wag gave a queer
‘“We are both in this, Charlie, ' e
said. “I don’t see why you any move
than me. Besides you were on an-
other job.”” He looked Charlie so
straight in the face that the other
blushed furiously.

_But Wag saw the vouthful blush
fade and disappear. He saw his
friend’s eyes light up with recogui-
tion, as they roved roind the room.
Then he saw startled fear come into
them.

“What is it?” Wag said
‘“What’s the matter?”

*“The room'!” Charlie gasped.

‘““This is the room that I ehowed up-
on the film. Look!” He ‘thrga“’v ou}..
his hand towards a great
table, covered with costly . tqilet
apparatus, towards a _chintz, settee
at the foot of a white bed, the clothes
of which were tumbled in disorder.
Two portraits hung upon the wall—
Yes! it was the same room, the
very same,

In a' few swift sentences he ex-
plained everything to his friend.

Wag shrugged his shoulders. “No
place for a young lady to sleep in,
that is quite clear,”” he 'said. “Of
course, Charlie, it'is all part of this
desperate game which we are here
to find out about. I haye made 2
quick examniation of tie walls and
the floor of this place, and I have
found out nothing. Tomorrow morn-
ing, we will have some men up here,
and see what a few hatchets and
chisels can discover. Then, there is
the other room too we must examine
—that room you told me about,
where you saw what appeared to be
'the' murder. of Mr. Anthony Vincent.
Perhaps we shall discover his Nibs
himself.”

“What do you
asked.’

‘“Why, isn’t it
pugilist replied, ‘‘that there is some
human agency at work? This thing,
this raven ism’t any ghost at all
Ancestral ghosts den’t stab healthy
yong men in the meck. They don't
*make perceptible noises as they hop
about rooms. And if my aim had
been a little nearer in the corridof
just now, 1 think we should know
a gréat deal more about the whole
matter than we do at present.”

‘“Yes!” Charlie cried, “you
down the corridor just as
brought Miss Vincent into  the
smoking-room?”’

“I did,” Ashton rteplied coolly,
“because I saw something small and
biack flitting along—or - thought I
did.”

Charlie groaned, “I wish I had
your coolaess; Wag,”’ he said. ‘buf
there is gomething very, very wrong
with this house.”

“Of course there is, old boy.” the
other answered cheerfully. “but
don't get in a stew about it. Now
suppose we go back to the room
where Sir Philip and his daughter
are. There won't be any morte
sleeping for most of us to-night. and
if you ask me’’—here the litt'e

with g

and
nearly

little  smile.

quickly.

mean?” Charlie

obvious,” the

fired
you

seriousness, “If you ask me I, think
we must still be on our guard well
until dawn. We must be prepare
for anything.”

Walking quickly and silently ti?
two -young taen returned to !¢
smbking room. Charlie tapped
"¥he door which was closed.

(To be Continued.}
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