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ST. JIW'S TO THE RESCUE OF THE IMPRISONED SCHOOLBOYS!

(A thrilling incident from the long complete stovy of Harvvy Wharlen & Co., ingide,)



“FTHE HOLIDAY ANNUAL.”
il week the new velume of the

I Annual " 13 on sale
: It 1s- the avent of

the season. T am perfectly sore
vvery  Magueote wil make certain of
weting 4 copy, but the good work need
ot stop there, Tell !}Hl chums aboot
this magnilieent hﬂ-ﬂk.. ft will fascinate
cverybody, young er old, and once it falls
into the bands of anmyone who is not as
vet a supperter of the Compamon Papers,

* Hainlay
SVervwnere,

there 15 one infallible result: the
MAGNET and its companion weeklies |
have another thick-and-thin supporter.

For yvon cannot revel im the gramd yarns

given in the “ Annnal” without. hke
Oliver Twist, asking for more.  Just |
lll{l.l{r’. SLLIE ﬂf t.I].-E‘ r-ET,_‘ﬂrd' 'l-'ﬂ!l.l'l'n'ﬂ1 [ITH"!’
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“ THE HEART OF A HERO ! ™

Frankly T am at a bit of a loss in deal-
ing  with the truly great and epoch-
making story arranged for nexi .‘ilﬂndn.y,
It is not a varn to be read and thrown
away, or furguften The whole thing
will find a perch in the memory. It will
be talked abeut for months to come. I
would not for worlds trespass on the
fascination and the thoroughgommg in-

terest of a well-thought-out tale, but T |

may be permitted to say that it is just
the =ort of thing which will please my
MAGNET chums all over the world.
history of voung Bobbie Severn simply
vets you. e comes to Grevfriars under
the lordly protection of Horace Coker.
who  resenes im fromm the hands of
Skinper & Co. In vernen, Bobbie Severn
begs 1o be allowed o fag for oker,

WHEN THE CURTAIN FELL!

e varn =swings along in tremendans

stvie, It just shows a few chapters in a
voungsier’s fife You see his intense
lovalty to Coker all rhe time. Now

Horace 15 really very orvdinary material
with Bashes of gnod feeling and the wish
tn o generows things. If he is clumsy
yoiur are ready to forgive him, because
von somehow sensc that he means well.
But he i1s nncertain, easily swayed. He

gets fed up with young SBevern and
“lams ” him. When, later cn. he finds
out eartam triths, he s sorrv. [ am not

going into the parthos of t—to do so
would be a pity —but I wanp all my
chums to read this yarn, every ward of
it, and rthen let me know what they
think. [t will stir the heart as in the
case of rhat well-remembered tale, * A
Very GGallant Gentleman.” What's more,
it leaves vour a little hit serrv for Coker,
faor he is left to think about the devotion
of a loval friend. But he has one econ.
solation: the remembranes will make
him a better fellow io the end. Tf Coker
thinks—and 1 faney he does so on-ccea-
- ston—his brain will be busy over a cer-
tain inecident for a very long time to

f
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-Odetu a Blazin

The |

come.  There are some things you can-
not forget. Hil*:,r serve B8 an inspiratien
while the years roll on

“ ROGUES OF THE TURF !
There s a deep-set wmystery involved

in the new tangle which Ferrers Locke |
Next Mon- |

15 called upon to handle.
day’'s yarn 18 a racing one ef the best,
with the bright side of the great sport
revealed as well as the seamy reverse of
the medal. The great detective geis a

When you’ve the time, drop me a line!

the piﬂttu-:- who mitend bringg coin on
a prominent racing stable,  The many

| admirers of Locke will he proud of his

doimgs o this record ﬂrf bristling adven-
4] L]{"

« ESCAPING THE GALLOWS!™

Galloping Dick is m the nick of time.
. The iron hand of the law .has fallen an
4 comrade of the famous mighwayman, |
amt] the career of the prisoner "'hEP]'I'll"'d
certain of final eclipse, omly Dick hap-
| pened along just when mast wanted. It
1= a yarn with a thill, to say nothing of
the big swrprise, dramatie im the exs.
treme. :

“ THE BROTHERHOOD OF THE
WHITE HEATHER !’

Look out for our brifliant new serial.
It s due the week after next. The
MagNET has never had a finer story than
this. You have heard of the romance
of the * Searlet Pinpernel,” ihe dayntless
Percy Blakcney, who was as coal a cus-
tomer as old Henri of Navarre. The
luekless captives of the French Revolu-

!

firm grip on the problem, but it is & long ! tionaries were spirited away into safety

time before even he has the mastery of

GREYFRIARS JINGLES'! |

azing Bonfire !
By DICK PENFOLD.

Bonfire, bonfire, burning bright,
In the silenve of the night,
Who ignited you, I pray,

In the quad at clese of day?

Who's the senseless, stupid japer
That collected sheets of er,
Cardboard, rubbish, and what not,
And set fire to all the lot?

Tongues of #fame aseend on mgh
To the dark and starless sky.
From ithe windows of the dorm
We are watehing in a swarm.

I_'..mling shuffles on the scene.

* Wot's this conflagration mean®”’
Quelch and Prouty come as well,
We can hear the former yell:

“ Ceracious | How the fire is blazing !
This iz really most amazing !

Who ignited it, T wonder?

Help me, Prout, to get it under !’

Bonfire, boufire, burning bright,

What a seene you caused {hat night !

Prouty rushing far the hose,

And squirting streams on Quelehy’s
clothes !

Dumb 15 every “iongne "' of flame,

(r we'd learn the ealprit’s mame.

Was it Snoop, or Stott, or Skinner?

See, the flames are getting thinner !

Panting Quelch, perspiring Prout,
Strive to put the bonfire out.
With a last Jehant splatter

It subsides ; lond cheers we utier.

In the morning will be found
Charred remains upon the ground.
And inguiries will be made,

Bur no confessions, I'm afra.er.

If the lively, gay voung spark
Whao lit that boufire after dark,
Cares to reveal himself to me,
Mum as an ovsror | shall be!

thamks to the audacity and the immense
i pluck of the Scarlet Pimpernel, who was

ihuld you sp-elthnund,

| elusive as a will-o’-the-wisp. We live
in other times, but there are revelutions
in these days, and victims of the dmrll
tating Russian upheaval a.re in jeepard
in this amazing new serial, which wil
send  the MaGNET cireulation P even
higher than it is, or I am mueh in error.
['hp White Heather PBrotherhood sets
itself the task to rescue the innocemt from

‘ﬂu clutches of tyrammy. The task is
roloszal, for the watchiful eyes of a
myriad sples are om everybody, but it
would seem as if the old emblem of the
lWhItE Heather possessed a ma of its
own. The new serial, featuri world-
famous detective, Ferrers

Jmn, will

o

THIS MONTH'S “ BOYS'
 {FRIEND ” 4d. LIBRARIES.

[
g81.—A TRIP TO MARS.

682.—THE SCHOOLBOY INTER-

. NATIONAL.
683.—THE POLRUANS QUEST.
684.—THE KIDNAPPERS.

QUITE SIMPLE !
T. Browne writes from romantic
Galway to ask whaem he is to get the new

volume of the * Holiday Annual.” That's
an easy one. He can order the splendid

| baok of any beokseller or newsagent, or

he can dispatch a postal-order for 6s. 6d.
to' the pubhsher at these offices, when a
copy will be sent to himn direct by return,

MORE ABOUT WINGATE !

That's what ome of my numerous
correspondents wants, and I think 1 shall
snon he able to oblige him in this re-
spect. George Wingate is a perfect
Trajan, and we all of us never, never
[ shall forget tha part he plaved in that
sterling siovy, “ Sehoolboys Never Shall
he Slaves.” Wfﬂg‘ate ts an ideal ski :
He bas been under clouds eve this, but
his trinmiphs are far more Bamerous

L than his sets-back.

- Your EdilOl'..

Don’t miss the ** Holiday Annual”’—on sale September st !

Tre Manxer ILrarary.~—No, 312.



The finding of a secrel door in one of the upper bed
the track of solrving the ‘¢ ghostly nonsense

3

-rooms of the House of Pengarth puts Harry Wharfon & Co. on
of the mysiterious monsion belonging to Sir Jimmy Vivian. Their

discovery, however, ullitnalely places them in a highly perilous position, ond but for the ;
and Clive, of St. Jim's—who are spending their vacation in ("ﬂrni::nll on; I coming of Cardew, Levison,
have remained a secret until this day.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
/ The House of Mystery !

ARRY WHARTON came out of
H the House of Pengarth, on the

SUNNY Summer mmrrtin]g. At

the foot of the great cliff npon
which the old Clornish mansion stood the
wida Atlantic rolled, glistening in the
sunlight. Far across the bay he could
see the red roofs of Polpen and the
fishing-boals drawn up on the beach.
From the wild, unkept gardens of the
House of Pengarth, rocky steps led
down into the little cove, where a hoat
lay moored. DBack from the house, the
cliffs rose higher and higher against the
blue sky. The captain of the Grevfriars
Remove stood looking out to sea, draw-
ing in deep breaths of the salt air from
the ocean.

There was an expression of deep
thought on Harry Wharton's face—
troubled thought. Strange enough had
been the experiences of the Greyfriars
holiday party ai the House of Pengarth,
and the mystery of the strange old man-
sion was still unsolved,

Harry Wharton turned from the sea,
and looked back at the house—with its
old stone walls, and elambering ivy that
almost hid the windows, and slanting
slate roof. The house backed against
the upper cliff, which rose high over the
old red chimneys, In the gr[ ht sun-
light of the morning, he could hardly
believe in the strange, eerie happenings
of the dark hours of the night.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ™

Bob Cherry came out of the old house.
Even Bob’s cheery, ruddy face was less
cheery than usual.

" Thinking it out, old chap?” asked
Bob.

Wharton nodded.

* We're having no end of a holiday !"
said Bob Cherry, rather ruefully. “ We
didn’t exactly bargain for ghosts, and
groans, and things, But we're sticking
it out." '

** Yos, rather!”

“ Of course, it's somebody pulling our

Copyright in the United States of America.

legz,” said Dob, though he spoke rather
hesitatingly. ** Some johnnie wants us
to clear off from Pengarth—though why,
goodness knows., There's nobody here
but ourselves, and the caretaker
Kegley—""

* Keeley is in thé game to scare us
away.''

* But why ¥’

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“T can't answer that,” he said. * But
there's something going on—something
underhand. And we're jolly well going
to get to the bottom of 1t before we
leave Pengarth.”

‘“ Hear, hear!” said Bob.

The rest of the Greyfriars party came
out of the house—Johnny Bull, Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, Frank Nugent, and
Sir Jimmy Yivian, the new owner of the
ancient house, Sir Jimmy Vivian's
chubby face had a dolorous expression.

“You blokes fed up yet?"' he asked.

““No fear!”

““ This 'ere 'oliday ain't much of a
catch for you,” said Sir Jimmy dismally.
"I never reckoned on all this 'ere when
[ asked vou to come along to Cornwall
with me for the vac. I can tell you I'd
rather be putting in the ’oliday at Grey-
friars, myszelf, with nobody but old Gos-
ling to talk to., We're 'aving a rotten
timne I’

P Oh, rot!” said Bob.
ping place.”

“The ripfulness is terrific,”’ remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. * It 15 all
right in the esteemed dav-time!"

*But a bit exciting after dark,”
grinned Nugent. *f Blessed if I'm not
beginning to believe what old Pengelly
told us at DPolpen—that the place is
haunted by the Spaniards who were
drowned here at the time of the
Armada.”

* Bosh " said Johnny Bull

“Well, 1t is bosh, of course,” assented
Nugent, ‘¢ All the same——""

“It’'s a bit thick,” said Sir Jimmv.
* Blessed if T know 'ow that old cove,
Keeley, can stand it, year after vear!
He’s been in this ’ouse ever since the

 Ji'g a I"ip'

the secretl of the caves would in oll probability

CAVES
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] A splendid long com-
ti plete story of Harry |
5 Wharton & Co., of [}
Ll Greytriars, recounted !
] by 1131

FRANK RICHARDS ::
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last owner was "ere—vears and vears and
vears, All the time the blooming place
was in Chancery, And there was ghosts
all the time."

“1 fancy not,” said Harry,

* Keeley says—"' :

““Keeley has a hand in 1if,”" =aid
Harry Wharton quietlv. ‘I feel certain
of that. For some reason he wants us
to clear—there's some game on behind
the scenes. | Bomething was going on
here, 1 imagine, all the while the place
was in Chancerv—and when yvour guar-
dian got it settled that Pengarth was
yours, Jimmy, it gave them a jolt--
whatever they were up to. And we're
going to find put.”

**'Ear, ‘ear!” said the
baronet, but he did not
heartily,

3ir Jimmy still shuddered to recall the
toach of an ey hand in the darkness,
and the terrible vision that had ap-
peared on the first night in the House
of Pengarth.

“ We're going to search——"" went on
Harry. _

““The searchfulness has alveady been
terrific,”, remarked Hurree Singh,

“ But we haven't been half over the
place yet. We're not going to leave an
inch  of it unexplored,” said Harry
determinedly. ** You don't really want
to chuck it, Vivian?' |

Sir Jimmy shook his head.

“ Not if vou fellers want to stick it
out,” he said. **I ain't going to he
drove out of my own 'ouse, if I can
'E]p iL”

“Good! Now, you're master here,”
went on Wharton, “and I think we
should get on better with Keeley out of
the way. Bend him over to Polpen this
morning i the boat. YWe want a good
many things from the village, and vou
can give him enough to do to keep him
busy there for some time.”"

“*And while he’s gone,
another search ?"’ said Bob,

“ That's 1t."

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 812,
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“ He hasn't interfered with us so far,”
remarked Nugent,

“T't not sure of that. Anvhow, he
would be pretty certain to chip in if
he's got & secret to keep and we find 1t
ount, If it isn't Keeley plaving ghost,
it's some confederate of his.”"

“Tt can't be Keeley—we've seen him

and the jolly old ghost at the same
time,” said Bob, “ But if there's
another chap in the game, where iz
'hp?!!

“We've scen nobody else here,” said
Nugent.

“He wouldn't let us see him. There's
# hundred nooks and crannies in this
old place where a man might hide,”
said Harry, * We're going to beFin 11
the room where Jimmy was handled by
the giddy ghost. There's a secret door
to that room, that's certain.”

“ But we’ve hunted—and hunted—"

“1 know. But if Jimmy doesn't
ocbject to our damaging his property a
hitle, we can break through the wall.
Keeley would be better off the scene
when we begin that.”

“ What-ho!" said Sir Jimmy. *“TI'll
tell him.”

And the schoolboy baronet walked
back into the House of Pengarth.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Discovery !

ARRY WHARTON
H strolled in the old

of tangled shrubberies and

creepers, For long vears the
gardens had been neglected and bad run
wild, and now they were like a wilder-
ness, Here and there, among tangled
ivy  and clambering Tose-trees,
masses of stone from old walls that had
crumbled and fallen in the blasts of
the ‘Atlantic gales. A large part of the
House of Pengarth was in ruins, though
the old stone hall and some other apart-
ments were still intact.

The black-bearded man who had been
r0 long the solitary occupant of the
House of Pengarth, came out of the
house and touched his hat to the juniors,
“ Black Keelev,”” as the Polpen folk
called him, was a rather grim-locking
and siient man. He had shown no sign
openly of being dissatisfied with the m-
vasion of his solitude by the Greyinars
juniors—he was always civil, and seemed
to have done everything that he could
to make them comfortable in the old
house.

It was no open action of his that had
led Harry Wharton to distrust him. It
was the fecling that, if something under-
hand was going on at Pengarth, it could
not go on without the knowledge of the
man who had always dwelt there. And
that some mysterious influence was at
work to drive them away from the
lonely heouse, all the Greyiriars party
realised.

* Bir James 13 sending the bhoat over
to Polpen, gentlemen,” said Keele
respectfully. *“*If there is anything ‘}
can do for you there 2 :

“Onlv call at
letters,”’ said Harry,

** Nothing else, sir?"’

“ Thanks, no ™

** Very good, sir!”

Keeley touched his hat again, and
etrode away towards the rock staircase.
'The juniors watched him as he
descended from rocky stair to stair, and
reached the pebbly beach of the cove.
]'.}:F stepped 1nto the boat and shoved
o

& Clo.
ardens, full

the post-ofice for

Wharton knitted hLis brows.
“ He doesn’t seem to mind going,” he

-out into the bay,

remarked. ‘* But he must know jolly
well that we want to get rid of him
while we search, I—I wonder—" Hae
paused.

“I1f he’s in the game against us, he
doesn't give himseﬁ away,”” said Bob.
“ But he must be a bit anxious to know
what we're up to while he's gone, in
that case.”

“* He doesn’t look it," said Johnny
Bull.

“Noj that’s true.” .

Keeley was at the oars now, pulling
From the chiff, the
Greyfriars juniors watched him pulhin
until the man and the boat were =mal
in the distance towards Polpen.

Bir Jimmy joined the Famous Five,

“ All clear!” he said, with a in.
““ Keeley won’t be back till the after-
noon. Let’s get goin’.”

““ Right-ho I’

The juniors re-entered the =ilent old
house.

By the old black oaken staircase they
reached the few bed-rooms that re-
mained standing. They stopped in the
room where Bir Jimmy Vivian had had
his startling experience with the ghost
of the Spanish captain, on a mght a
week before.

That reom had been thoroughly
searched, the walls and floors sounded,
but nothing had come of the search.

Sir Jimmy shuddered as he entered
the room. The window was thick with
dust and cobwebs, and even in the
morning it was shadowy., It seemed to
the schoolboy barconet that he could see
again the strange, cerie figure outlined
in fiery light, and feel the touch of a
phanteom hand, He stared round him
uneasily.

“ Nothin’ ’ere, you fellers,” he said,
“1 say, I don’'t mind owning that this
'ere room gives me the creeps.”

“‘ Leave us to it, then, old son,” sad
Wharton, * We only want your per-
misston to do some damage.”’

*“Ido as much damage as you like,”
said Sir Jimmy. “If you don’t want
me, I'll go and ’ave a dip in the sea, I
tell you straight I don’t like this 'ere
room, arter what I've been through
here.”’

““That's all right.”

““ Sure you don’'t mind?" asked Sir
Jimmy. '

““ Not a bit, old chap!”

“ Orlright, then."

And 8ir Jimmy, with evident relief,
guitted the haunted room, and hiz shrill
whistle was heard a few moments later
as he walked through the gardens, and
descended the rock staircase to the sea.

Harry Wharion brought up a couple
of strong axes from the kitchen below.
Searching the room, tapping and sound-
ing the walls, had revealed nothing;
and the captain of the Remove had de-
termined upon more drastic measurcs.

That there was & sccret entrance to
the room he was assured. The door had
been fastened when the ' ghost V' of the
dead Spaniard had appeared to Sir
Jimmy in that room. And as Wharton
had too much practical common-sense to
believe in ghosts, he was assured that
the - ghost was a substantial human
being, who certainly ecould not have
passed like a phantom through solid
stone walls, -

The walls, s0o far as could be seen, were
of solid stone like the rest of the ancient
building. In part they were covered
with old black ocak panelling. Wharton
went round the room once more, tapping
the old oak and listening carefully.

LR

But from nowhere could he detect any

sound of hollowness.

Get ready to shout, the ' Annual’s’ out—September the First!

“ Well, where are vou
old chap?’’ asked DBob
faint grin.

“We'll have ever
if we cap't find
said Harry.

““ And the jolly old roof down on our
heads,”” grinned Bob.

“We'll chanco that.”

Crash!

The old house echoed and muarmurced
to the first crash of the axe. Wharton
had selected the wall that backed
against the perpendicular cliff behind
the house. The juniors had heard in
Polpen that the great Garth chiffs were
honeycombed with caves, thuuﬁh they
had not discovered the caves. If there
was a sccret ontrance to the heuse,
Wharton felt that it was very probable

blessed wall down,
e spot otherwise,”

that it was by means of a cave or
fissure in the cliff behind.
Crash!

The splinters began to fiy.

Bob Cherry seized the other axe and
started also.

Both the juniors proceeded without a
pause, the other fellows looking on 1n
stlence.

An antiquary might have shuddered
at the destruction of the ancient black
oak panelling, but the juniors were not

thinking of that. It was the only way
to penetrate -the mystery of the 1se
of Pengarth, and Sir Jimmy, the pro-
prietor, had given full leave. Bo they
went ahead with untiring energy.

But everywherea under the oak

panelling the solid blocks of stone were

revealed.

- But for his absolute conviction that.
there must be an opening of some kind,

Harry Wharton would have resigned
the task. DBuf his common-sense told
him that there must be a secret
entrance, wmince the room had been
entered, and not by the door or window.

He uttered a sudden exclamation.

* Look !

“ What "'

“1 think we've found it!"”

Wharton laid down the axe,

He dragged the splintered panelling

away from the stone revealing a large
block, that waa three times the size of
any other block in the wall. And round
that block, closely as it fitted to the
others, there was no sign of cement to
be seen. It seemed to be jammed into
its place securely enough, but
cemented like the rest.

Wharton’s eyes gleamed.

“1 think we've got it! That stone
moves, and the panel of course moved
with 1t when it opened!” o

“ gum!” said Bob Cherry, with a
deep breath.

““ There must be a spring or some-
thing,”’ said Harry. * 'Fhﬂ fellow who
came in here the other night opened
and shut the stone easily enough and
quickly enough.”

“ Puzzle—find the spring!”’
Bob.

(Crash, crash, crash! _

Wharton drove the axehead aan and
again on the block. The surface was
slightly chipped, but that was all the
result.’ - ‘

“It opens from the side,
perhaps,’”’ said Nugent.

“ 1t must open from this side, too,”
said Harry. *' Whoever built the secret
passage hundreds of years ago must
have wanted to use it both ways.”

Crash, crash! e s

other

not -

murmured -

oing to begin
ghﬁl‘l‘}', v._r'i‘tg_mn'_.

“ Look!” roared Bob Cherry in great

excitement. :

‘s The Heart of a Hero 1'""—next Monday’s thrilling story—

The Macxer LiBrARY.—No. 812,
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Don’t forget—Frank Richards writes only for the MAGNET and the ““ Popular,” 5

With a zlow motion and without a

sound, the great block of stone glided
back. The hidden spring, wherever it
was, had been a‘tnr}ud by that last

heavy blow.

With fascinated eves the Greyfriars
juniors watched the moving stone,
acarcely breathing. 1 was a starthng
confirmation of Wharton's belief.

The stone, turning on somme unseen
pivot, glided back and moved aside.

A deep, dagk opening was revealed in
the wall. From the blackness bevond
came a faint murmuring sound, some-
thing like the sound of a scashell held
IO the ear.

“ Wha-a-t's that?"’ muoitered Nugent.
~ “The. wind in the caves, I think”
sald Harry. ‘* Never mind what it is,
we're going on.’’

““ Yes, rather!"”

Harry Wharton lighted a lantern and
Johnny Bull turned on  his  eleetric
torch. And with the captain of the
Itemove in the lead, the Famous Five
passed through the secret doorway in

the wall, on the track at last of the
strange mystery of the Houze of
Pengarth,

S Y

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Buried Alive !
DARKNESE-&E of the tomb lay

before the jumiors. The lantern
and the electrie-torech glimmered
and flashed in the gloom, upon
walls that secemed cut out of the lLiving
rock. They found themselves in a
passago barely two feet wide, leading
into the heart of the great granite cliff,
as it seemed.  Blackness lay shead, and
from the shadowed space came the low

murmuring.
Wharton held up the light and
examined the walls of the passage.

Herc and there he could see where they
had been shaped by the axe; but the
passage was evidently an old fissure 1n
the rock originally, which had been
enlarged in places by the hand of man.
Whither it would ledad them the juniors
could not guess, but thoy were assured
that this was the way the phantom
Spaniard had '[!Dl'.lll"—"tﬁﬂ secret  door
explained the ghost. And in consequence
it was certain that there was another
outlet ahead of them,

" Look out!”’ said Wharton suddenly.

The rocky Hoor under his feet came
to a sudden end, and ho stopped.
Another step would have hurled him
into black space.

The passage had gradually widened,
and here it was four or five feet across
from rocky wall t0 wall, Tho height of
it was very ubnequal—in places only six
or seven feet, in others soaring to a
height beyond the reach of the light.

““What iz it?"" asked Bob, who came
next to the captain of the Remove.

“ Bteps, 1 thank.”™

Wharton fashed
lantern downward.

The fissure extended ahead of him,
seemingly endless, and lost in profound
shadow, but at his feet the rocky floor
ended 1n a series of rough hewn steps.

The captain of the Remove stepped
upon the first carefully and cautiously.
But 1t was of sclid rock, immovable.

the light of the

He descended step after step, his com-

rades following hin close behind, breath-
ing hard with excitement.
“ Hark !"" exclaimed Nugent suddenly,
From the blackness in advance there
came a sudden stir. It was the sound
of a movement—something living had

Co.
torch.

‘“ We're going on,”” said Harry grimly.
Harry lighted a lantern and Johnny Bull switched on his eleetric
With the captain of the Remove in the lead the Famous Five
passed through the secret doorway in the wall. (See Chapter 2.)

““ Yes, rather ! ** agreed the

stirred there. The .juniors halted in-

voluntarily.

“ Bomebody—"" muttered Bob
Cherry.

Thud !

It was the unmistakable sound of a

door that closed.

“ (Come on!"’ said Wharton between
his teeth. ** We've been heard; and
there's somebody here. Come on!”

He pressed on again. A fow minutes
more and he was at the bottom of the
steps.  Another minute and he was
brought to a sudden halt by a wall of
rock in front of him. The fissure had
suddenly ended.

“ Bunkered!” murmured Bob Cherry.

Wharton stared at the rock that
blocked his advance. He rapped on it
with his hand, but obviously there was
no opening. The juniors had come to
the end of a blind alley.

“But there must be a
muttered VWharton, almost
““ Where's that fellow we just hear

“This way!" called out Johnny Buall.

Johnny was examining the wall of
the tunnel with his electrie-torch. The
light revealed a narrow opening in the
wall to the left.

L ]

way !
savagely.

L]

“We missed the giddy turning,”
sald Bob.

Wharton hurried back.

The narrow recess extended  about

three feet mto the rock and then was
stopped by a strong, iron-studded door.
Wharton Hashed the light on the door.
(MNd—centuries old—as the solid rock
was, 1t was still strong, though the iron

nails and clam
‘Wharton pushed at the door and it

were thick with rust.

did not move. He pulled at it and it
opened to his hand.

_From the black opening on the other
sido came a breath of air and the deep
murmuring sound the juniors had heard
below. It seemed to them now that i
was the murmuring of waters, echoing
in the hollows of the ancient rock.

** This is the door we heard shutting,"
said Harry Wharton in a low voice.
““ Keep. your eyes open—there's some-
wody farther on whoe knows we're
coming.”

He sel the door wide open and passed
through, leading the way, with his
chums at his heels, ;

A few yards beyond the doorway the
passage broadencd, the sides slanting
away into the darkness, and the juniors
knew that they were in a large cavern.

The murmur of water was now quite
clear to them.

The rocky floor sloped downward
under their feet as they pressed on,
keeping their eyes well about them.
Harry Wharton wondered whether they
were yet down to sea-level. Thero
wad no ghmmer of daylight to be seen,
but he felt assured that there was an
outlet somewhere on the landward side
of the Garth CLfE.

“ Water!” exclaimed Nugent suddenly,
as a glimmer struck his eyes, reflecting
the light of the lantern.

Wharton stopped almost on the edge
of a rough declivity.
There were rude stepa shaped in the

—of Harry Wharton & Co.—thejreal ‘‘ goods ™ 1
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rock leading downwards to the edge of
the water, which lapped and murmured
below. It glistenod as the rays of the
lantern fell upon it,

** That must come from the sca,” said
Harry. “There's a communication
between ithe sea and this cave some-
where. 1 shouldn’t wonder if we find
a boat—it's plain that this place is used,
though by whom, goodness knows!”

** Look!” breathed Nugent, grasping
his arm.

From the darkness below, on the face
of the waters, there came a gleam of
phosphorescent light,

,. The stmnﬁdmd terrible figure that
the 'gmun seen before loomed out
of darkness

It was the figure of a sea-captain of
olden time, in trunk hose and doublet
and Spanish cloak and plumed hat, out-
lined in strange evanescent light on
‘the background of velvety blackness,
Wharton caught his breath.

Convinced as he was, as he could not
help being, that trickery was at work, the
sudden eere apparttion gave him a
strange thrill, and he felt his heart
throb faster.

For some moments the juniora stood
quite still, as if turned to stone by the
ghostly sight, Wharton pulled himself
;]ng;ﬁther with an effort and set his teeth

AT,

“It's & trick!” he muttered. © We
know it's a trick; we've seen it before,
and it’s trickery! Come on!”

4 I—1 say * muttered Nugent.

* Follow on!"” said Wharton.

And holding the lantern before him,
he almost ran down tha steps to the
water that glimmered below,

- His comrades followed him; and still

that strange and dreadful apparition
glimmered from the darkness. They
reached the edge of the underground
sfream and there they had to stop. The
jshosphorescent  figure was still at a
distance, :

Wharton compressed his lips.

“*There’'s a  boat, of course,” he
muttered. “ He's on the water, In a
boat, We can’t get at him.””

" I—I suppose——"" muttered Nugent.
He did not finish, but his voice was
ghaking. :

“T tell you it’s a trick

Bob Cherry stooped and found a loose
fragment of rock. He rose again, and
took a careful aim at the phantom
bigure on the face of the waters. -

Whiz! '

A loud cry rang through the hollow
cavern—a cry of pain. The phantom
figure collapsed suddenly.

The phosphorescent light could still be
seen, but it showed the phantom
Spanish captain sprawling, here and
there the light being hidden—evidently
by the gunwale of a boat.

Bob Cherry had bowled the " phan-
tom ¥ over—a pretty good proof that it
was no phantom. '

Nugent burst into a nervous laugh,

' That’s done it!]”

The -juntors felt round them for
stones, &nd three or four missiles
whizzed across the water, at the spot
where they now knew that a boat must
he floating. The sound of a dashin
oar answered, and the gliuamer o
plm.cﬁhu_res,n{-nt light vanished,

** He's gone!” muttered Johnny Bull.

Wharton cast the light up and down
the edge of the underground stream.
There was no boat of any kind to be
scen there, and pursuit of the phantom
was out of the question.

Suddenly, through the darkness and

1*3

silence behind thein, there came the
sound of an echoing thud. The juniors
started.

““* What——"" began Bob Cherry.

“The door!” breathed Hurree Jamset
El,a,m Singh. “ The esteemed door has
shut I'*

Wharton caught his breath,

If the door through which the juniors
had entered the eavern was shut and
securcd

It was a siarthing thought., Wharton
turned back at once, and began to
clamber up the steps into the upper
cavern,

* Quick I'" he called out breathlessly.

The juniors hurried back the way they
had come, It had not occurred to them
hitherto that they might have more
than one son to deal with in the
cavern u Garth Chff. But the
heavy door could not have closed of its
own accord; and Keeley could mot yet
have returned from Polpen. _

Their hearts were beating fast as they
hurried back.

They were soon in the Bssure in which
the iron-studded door was set. It was
closed and fast, Harry Wharton put his
shoulder against it, and drove at it with
all his strength.

It did not yield.

“* Try it this way !"" muttered Bob,

“It opens towards the house,” said
Harryv. * You remember 0

*Yes. Bhove—all together.”

The lantern was set down, and five
sturdy juniors braced themselves against
the oaken door, and shoved with all
their strength, But the door was as
snlid and firm as the rock round it.

The d’puniﬂm desisted at last, breath-
less and dismayed. :

“How the thump is it fastened §"
muttered Bob Cherry savagely. “I
never noticed bolt or bar or lock on
pt—""

* A wedge under 1t very likely,” said
Harry.

“ Well, we can’t move it,”

(13 wﬂ.’,

There was a long silence.  In the
glimmer of the lantern, Harry Wharton
& Co. logked at one another, Their
faces were pale, _

The same terrible thought was in all
minds now. The secret enemy of the
House of Pengarth had sought to scare
them away—and failed. Whatsoever
seeret and underhand was going on at
Pengarth, 1t was something that their
eyes were not to see, nor their tongues
to tell. The enemy had failed to frighten
them away, and they had found out, at
least, a part of the secret, and proved
the trickery of the phantom Spaniard.
And now—— o A

Now they were shut in the dim
cavern, with an impassable door before
them, and the underground stream
behind them. S8hut out from the light
of the sun—shut out from escape! "And
each of the juniors realised, in his heart,
that other means having failed, the
secret enemy had been driven to des-
peraté measures, and that the shadowed
cavern in the heart of the granite oliff
was destined to be their tomb!

They were buried alive!

- THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Fellow Irom S§t. Jim's |

IR JIMMY VIVIAN ceased to
swim, and came up the pebble
beach in the blaze of the sunshine,

: with the water glistening on his
limbs. Sir Jimmy was a good swimmer,
and while Harry Wharton & Co, were
busy in their eventful search in the

House of Pengarth, the schoolboy
baronet had been enjoving himself in
his own way. He was a good half-mile
from the Housa of Pengarth when he
left the water and stretched himself on
the sand in the hot sunshine to enjey
a ** laze."

As he lay on the sands the broad bay
was before him, widening into the blue
Atlantic. Behind him the granite eliffs
rose almost hke & wall, with ledges here
and there that gave a foothold to bold
climbers, and here and there a hollow
cave or fissure into which the waters
Aowed at high tide. 8ir Jimmy lay and
basked in the sun, not at all in & hurry
to retuin to Pengarth. But the silence
of the deserted beach was broken sud-
dﬁ:;IF by & voice calling down from the
chiff ;

“ Hallo 1”*
h_Sir Jimmy sat up and blinked round

1.,

Twenty feet up, on a rocky ledge on
the face of the chff, a youth in &
Panama hat was Jooking down at him,
He was rather a handsome fellow, and
his clothes were of an elegant cut, and
a diamond pin glittered in his tie.

“*Allo " replied Sir Jimmy,

He stood up and locked at
stranger.

** Excuse my interruptin’ your nap,

the

but——"

*“I wasn't napping,” said Sir Jimmy.
“ Jest taking a rest afore I swim ’ome.”
“Home!" repeated the youth in the
Panamua. ''Is there eny place in this
giddy wilderness nearer than Polpen "
~“"You bet,”” answered 8ir Jimmy.
“ There's my 'ouse,”

“Your house?”

* The House of Pengarth—my Cornish
roperty '’ said the schoolboy baronet
oftily. i

““ Dh, gad!”

The youth on the ledge looked very
curiously at Bir Jimmy Vivian. Cer-
tainly the schoolboy baronet did not
speak in the manner of a fellow who
owned a ‘‘ Cornish property.”

** Fact is, you're on my property now,
young ‘un,’” =aid Bir Jimmy. ** All this
'ere 15 mine, ‘arf-way to Polpen.”

“¥You don't say =ol"

“1 jolly well do!’ said 8ir Jimmy,

““May a fellow inquire who you m

pen to be?’ asked the fellow on the

ha
ledge politely.
* Cert'nly ! Jimmy  Vivian — Sir

James Vivian, Baronet.””
“ Great gad 1"’
“P'r'aps you don’t believe me!” ex- -

claimed Sir Jimmy. *‘If you don’t, you

jest come down ’ere, and I'll punch
your cheeky nose!”

8ir Jimmy was rather touchy in some -
w:gﬂl His unfortunate early training
had hardly fitted him to fill a bargnetcy -
with dignity: and grace, and several -

terms at Greyfriars had not greatly im-

proved his peculiar variety of  the

English language. But all the more

because he was conscious of the defects

in his education, 8ir Jimmy prided him-
self upon the undoubted fact that he was -

a baronet of the United Kingdom.

“ My dear cha
every word,”’ said the stranger gravely.
“If you're the owner of these jolly nfd
cliffs, perhaps you can tell me the wa
down—unless I'm trespassin’,” he add

with smiling sarcasm,

__** Oh, you're free to amble about ’ere,
if you come to that!” said Sir Jimmy.

“But I don’t know the way about

more’n you do. I've only been ‘ere a
week or two since Greyfriars broke up =
for the ’olidays,” £
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* You belong to Greyfriars?”

“'Course 1 do!"

* Pleased to meet another public
school chap ! said the elegant youth on
the cliff gravely. . “1 belong to 5t
Jim's myself,"

*0Oh, do yout"” said Sir Jimmy, sur-
veving him with new interest. ' I know
some St. Jim's blokes—'Fom Merry and
D'Arcy and Levison, and other coves
what comes over to Greyiriars to play
cricket.,” 7

“You know Levison of the Fourth?”

““You bet! He was at Greviriars not
so long ago,'” said 8Bir Jimmy. " Who
may you happen to be?"

““* My name's Cardew.”’

“ 0Oh, vou're Cardew, are you?" said
Sir Jimmy. “I 'member 'earing Levison
speak of wyou. Well, Mister Cardew, if
vou want to get down to the beaeh
vou'll 'ave to slide for 1it."

Raiph Reckness Cardew, of the Fourth
Form at St. Jim's, glanced at the slant-
ing rock below him, and then looked
back the way he had come. He scemed
to make up his mind to it, for he slid
cdown the rough rock, and landed on
the sands near Sir JimMhmy Vivian.

There he sat on a boulder, while Bir
Jimmy stretched himself on the sand
again. Cardew  of &t. Jim's was
evidently interested in the rather quoer
baronet.

“I believe I've heard of you, Vivian,
now I come to think of it,”" he said,
with an agreeable smile. “T'm jolly
pleased to meet you. Never expected to
dig up any Greyfriars fellows in this
giddy wilderness. Any chaps 1 know
along with you here?”’

““Five chaps of the Remove,” said
sir Jirnmy, *° YWharton and Bob Cherry
and Johnny Bull and Nugent and Inky.

Skinner was with us, but he was scarcd

away, and bolted,"”

“ Seared away "
Jim's junior,

Bir Jimmy grinned.

““The 'ouse 1s 'aunted,” he explained.
"' The ghosts was too thick for poor old
Skinner. He bunked.”

“By gad! I seem to have dropped
on somethin' interestin'!" said Cardew.
““I must tell Levison and Clive this. I
konow all the chaps vou've mentioned—
they're great friends of Levison's.”

““ Levison with you?™"
Jimmy.

Cardew nodded.

*“Yes; he's at the Rose Inn at Polpen
with old Clive now. I dodged them,
because they're poin’ to do strenuous
stunts with a sailin'-boat, and ['m . not
lookin' for wark, Tell me all about the

repeated the 8t

giddy  haunted house—it's no end
interestin'.”” :
SBir Jimmy was nothing loth,
Cardew = really seemed interested,

though probably he was more interested
in the queer baronet, and in his odd
gr_z!lm:nar, than in the story he had to
tell,

Bir Jimmy explained how the House
of Pengarth had come to him by in-
heritance, after long being in Chancery,
and deserted, with only old Keeley 1in
charge of it. He told how the Crey-
friars party had come ithere for themwr
holiday, and how the phantom Spaniards
liad haunted them during their stav,

' Blokes that was drowned when the
Spanish Armada was ‘ere,” Bir Jimmy
explained. * If you ask them in Polpen
they'll tell vou all about 1t. The ghost
of the Spanish captain is seen o' nights,
and voices are 'eard calling in SBpanish,
Cdlirse, it's some trick—Wharlon says
s0. But—but I don't never want to go
through agin what I've been through in

—8ee next week’s ripping yarn 1

asked Sir

Always on top—the MAGNET !

that old ‘cuse.” Bir Jimmy shuddered.
“OCOgurse, a feller don't believe 1in
ghosts, But it was too thick, and no
wonder Skinner chucked it and cleared."

“ But the other fellows aren't chuck-

ing it " :
“ No fear —they're 'unting the bloom-
ing ghosts at this very minute!” said

Sir Juimmy. “"If vou'd like to see "em,
you can come along to the House of
Ff:ngurt'h and bring vour friends, if you
ike.”

“What a jolly idea!” said Cardew.

“We've got lots of grub, in "ampers
from Penzance," gaid Bir Jimmy.
“We'll do you well, if you like to come,
Old Keeley rows over to Polpen nearly
every day for fresh eggs and wegetables
and things, and he’'s a good cook.
Looks arter us all right. He's at Folpen
now, and vou can come over in his boat
if you can find 'im before he leaves,
Anvhow, any of the fishermen would
row you over, though they won’t land
at Pengarth. They're feared of the
dead Spaniards.”’

“*Well, I don’t think I should be
afraid of Spaniards, dead or alive!” said
Cardew, Jaughing, * It's u very temptin’

offer.”’
“The blokes will Lo glad to see
Levison,” said 8ir-Jimmy. “f They got

on with him fine when he was staying at
Greyfriars in the term. Bring him over
in 1 boat, and Clive, too.”

“TIt's a go!” said Cardew. " Levison
and Clive can help in huntin’ the ghost,
and I'll watch them. I'm awfully good
at watchin' chaps do things. How do you
get back to Pengarth from here [V

waters. Whiz !

Bob Cherry took careful aim at the phaniom figure on the [ace of the
The fragment of rock sang through the air. A loud
ery rang through the gavern, and the phantom figure coilapsed suddenly.
““*So much for the jolly ghost,”” chuckled Bob,

3

f Bwim,” answered Sir Jimmy,
* How far is it ?"’

“rArf a mile.”’

“Then I won't offer to swim along,”
grinned Cardew. °‘° Fifty yards would
be nearer my mark. Goin'{"

Sir Jimmy rose from the sand and
siretched his chubby limbs,

“Got to get back for lunch,” he
sald. “ Come over any time you like,
and we'll he glad to see you.”

““This afternoon?” asked Cardew.

““ Yea, rather, if you like!"

““'Then we'll butt in."

£ [’;md !!1‘

Sir Jimmy nodded to the Fourth-
former of 8t. Jim's and walked down
to the water. He plunged into the sea
and swam away tu:avrargs Pengarth,

Ralph Reckness Cardew watched him
with an amused smile,
llﬂtr Jimmy, of Greyfriars, intercsted
1um,

It was not wholly willingly that
Cardew of 8t. Jim's had joined his
chums, Levison and Clive, in a walkin
tour in the West of England. He hate
exertion in any shape or form. But the
excrtion of saying “no’’ was as dis-
agreeable as any other form of exertion,
and he had joined up. Now he waa
rather glad that he had done so. The
peculiar baronet of Greyfriars interested
and amused him, and also he was quite
curious to see the haunted house of
Pengarth, where the phantoms of

drowned Spaniards were said to revisit
limpses of the moon.
quite a

the

“Tt's catch,” murmured

(See Chapter 3.)
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Cardew. “"T'm glad, after all, that we
came this way. By gad, that chap can
swim 3’

Sir Jimmy Vivian was already at a
good distance. Cardew, siiting on the
houlder, leaning back against the rock,
watched him icﬁy as ho cleft the shinin
walcrs towarda the cove in tho Gartﬁ
Ciff far along the bay.

A boat pulled out from the cliffs, from
exactly what spot Cardew did not
observe. Tt was pulling towards the
swinmmer. There were two men in it—
«wne a burly fellow, the other a slight
man dressed in hlack,

v Bir Jinomy's head was raised, and
Cardew knew that he called out as the
koat rushed down on him, though he
could not hear the voice at that distance.

The boat rushed on and seemed to
Cardew, as he watched, to overwhelm
the swimmer,

- The next minute, however, he saw
=ir Jimmy pulled ever the gunwale by
the burly man, the other being at the
CATs.

“By gad!” ejaculated Cardew.

He started to hiz feet, his face ablaze
with excitement. He could see in the
far-off boat that Sir Jimmy was
struggling in the grasp of the man who

had pulled him from the water.

The struggle, however, was only
momentary, '

Sir Jimmy disappeared from sight

below the gunwale of the boat, evidently
held down there by the man who had
scized him. '

The man in black pulled back towards
the cliffs.

A big, bulging rock, like a great
thoulder jutting into the sea, hid the
boat suddenly irom Cardew’s eyes.

He stood breathing hard, gazing at
the cliff behind which the boat and its

three occupants had vanished. Long as
he gazed he did not see the boat re-
appear, It seemed as if it had

vanished into the solid cliff,
. "By gad!” repeated the 8t. Jim’s
junior,

What was it that he had seen? Had
he stood there and watched a kid-
nappmg ! It seemed difficult to believe,
and vet after what Sir Jimmy had told
hm of the secret enemy. at the House
of Pengarth, and of the attempted kid-
napping at Greyfriars last term, it
scemed certain. “Long Cardew stood and
watched, but the boat did not reappear,
and at last he turned away and
clambered up the cliffs and started for
Folpen to join his chums,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In the Enemy’s Hands !

IR JIMMY VIVIAN lay i the
bottom of the boat in a state of
wrath and amazement. He lay
and blinked at his two captors

'The burly man had taken the vars and
was pulling for the cliffis of the Pen-
parth cove, against which the flood tide
was now running, The slighter man
vis steering with one hand, and in the
other he held a boathook, in menacing
proximity to Sir Jimmy's head.

“ Keep where you are!”

" Look  ‘ere " spluttered
Jimmy.

“* Hold your tongue!”

The man in black made a threatening
motion with the boathook. Iis hard,
yale face was grim in its lock—grim and
ruthlese.  Bir Jimmy blinked at him,
more amazed than angry, though he

Sir

was angry enough, For what reason
these two utter strangers had dragged!

him from the sea into the hoai he conld
not guess,

S0 far as he knew he had never scen
either of them before. But as he stared
at the slight man in black somethin
like recollection stirred in his min
He remembered the description of the
man Scaife who had visited Greyfriars
before the end of the term, and in
attempting to kidnap the schoolboy
baronet had kidnapped Billy Bunter by
mistake. Sir Jimmy wondered whether
this was the same man. He could
scarcely doubt, at all events, thai he was
in the hands of kidnappers.

One thing was certain, and that was
that he was powerlesa to help himself.
The expression of the man in black
showed that he wquld have not the
slightest hesitation 1n using the boat-
hook. So Sir Jimmy lay in the bottom
of the boat quietly as the burly man
pulled for the cliffa.

The boat was nat heading for the
landing-place at the foot of the rock
staircase to the House of Pengarth.
The ocarsman was pulling for the cliffs
at the farther end of the littla cove,
The incoming tide of the Atlantic had
buried the pebble ridges deep in curling
water, and the swelling wavee broke
against the great granite cliffs with o
deep roar. ere and there, in the line
of cliffs, great fissures showed, into
which the water rolled at high tide,
and the tide was high now. Vivian did
not venture to raise his head, but from
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On your travels, jaunts, end capers—

where he lay he could see the frownin
line of the cliffs drawing nearer a
nearer and he felt the boat rocking in
the surf. Su the blue sky was
shut out over him, and the boat was
floating in gloom.

“ My 'all” ejaculated 8Sir Jimmy.

He realised that the boat had entered
one of the at openings in the cliffs,
into which g: tide was pouring. Even
on a calm day it was dangerous naviga-
tion; but the two men were evidently
well acquainted with the coast, and the
boat rocked through the surf into the
calmer watér of the cavern beyond.

Over Sir Jimmy, as he looked u
ward, thero was a great arch of roc}::
the roof of the cavern. He blinked in
the sudden change from the sunlight
to semi-darkness.

The darkness deepened as the boat
glided on into the depths of the cavern.

Soon there was ost impenetrable
blackness round the boat, and Bir
Jimmy wondered how his captors were
finding their way, But the boat ghded
on without a pause.

A light suddenly shone out. 1t eame
from an electric lamp, suddenly turned
on by the man in black,

The light danced on walls of rugged
rock and the glistening waters of the
subterranean stream of salt water.

The man in black bent over Sir
Jimmy.

“Where 18 Keeley " he asked. “1Is
he at the house?”

“ What do you know about Kceley!"
returned Sir Jimmy.

“ Answer my question!”

““He went to Polpen this momnin’ in
the boat,”” answered Bir Jimmy, with a
wary eye on the boathook.

“ You sent him away?”

id Yﬂﬂ.,}

“To leave the place clear for your
friends to search for the secret passage?”

“You seem to know all about it,”’
answered the schoolboy baronet. “ I
#'pose that means that you blokes had a
‘and in the ghost business, what? You
are the fellers that was playing ghost.”

The man in black compressed his lips.

""And I know who you are now,”
continued Sir Jimmy defianily; ‘‘ you're
Scaife, yon are—the bloke that came to
Greyfriars, making out he was a
solicitor’s clerk come o see me. You
got 'old of that fat duffer Bunter by
mistake; and I fancy this ’ere cove 13
the man what drove the car. I know
you, you rotters!’

Scaife smiled bitterly,

“The knowledge will not help you
much,” he said. “You would never
have seen either of us, if ueeing us would
have brought us into danger.’

i | ahal? remember yoursfaces, any-
how,”” said Sir Jimmy. '

** Much good may tiln.t do you.”

Sir Jiminy started a little. That he
was helpless in the hands of the kid-
nappers he knew, but
oceurred to him before this moment that
his life was in danger. Now he asked
himself why he had been brought to
that gloomy recess in the heart of the
Garth Cliff, and he shuddered.

A im, mocking smile crossed
Scaife’s lips as he noted the change in
the baronet’s expression.

“¥You are beginning to understand!™
he sneered. 1

Sir Jimmy breathed hard.

“*You'd never dare——"" he faltered. -

“That’s enough 1" [

Scaifae held up the light and scanmed
the dark cavern before him. Tha =
waters lapped on & kind of rocky shelf, -

Skinner & Co. are well in the foreground next week |
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from which rough steps rose to a higher
level of the cavern. 8ir Jimmy locked
about him, his face pale now. The
water in the cavern was evidently a
kind of aalt lake, left there by the sea
when the tide came in, at which times
the outer cave, on the Pengarth cove,
was flooded, At low tide the outer cave
was drv and a boat had no passage, and
the lake 1 the caverm was no longer
connected with the sea. It followed
that the cave in the face of the Pen-
garth cliff was on a higher lever than
the bottomn of the cave in the interior.

That he could ever be found and res-
cued in that dim, hidden recess was
impossible, and 8ir Jimmy knew it
His life was in the hands of his two
mystertous enemies,

But why had the blow fallen now!?
Till now his enemies had bLeen content
with the ghostly trickery, evidently
hoping to scare away the visitors to the
House of Pengarth. The truth came
mto  Sir Jimmy's mind—during  his
abisence that morning Harry Wharton
& Co. must have made some discovery
which had driven the secret enemy to
desperate measures. What, then, had
happened to his comrades?

Scaife raised his hand and pointed to
the rocks.

“ Look ’ere *

Scaife made a threatening movement
with the boathook, and 8ir Jimmy
stepped out of the boat on the shelf of
rock,

The boat backed off immediately,

* You nin’t leaving me ‘ere?"" shouted
Sir Jimmy in dismay, and his voice
awoke endless echoes in the hollow cliff.

Scaife did not answer.

The light was extinguished and the
boat vanished. For a minute or so Sir
Jimmy heard the plash of oars, and
then there was silence., He was ‘alone—
abandoned to his fate in the blackest
darkness !

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Prisoners of the Cave [

RASH!
Sir Jimmy Vivian gave a

sidden start as the thunderous
sound rolled through the cavern
under the (Garth CLfE.

Crash, crash!

For a moment it seemed to  Sir
Jimmy that there was an earthquake
1 progress and that the great walls of
rock were collapsing.

Crash, crash, crash!

Every recess of the great winding
cavern rang and echoed with the noise
like thunder,

** What the dickens—" muttered Sir
Jimmy,

The din continued., It filled the
cavern with sound and echo, and it was
difficult for Sir Jimmy to guess whence
it proceeded. But it dawned upon him
that he was not alone in the cave.

For a long time after Scaife had
stranded him—how long he did not
know—3ir Jimmy had sat on the rocky
shore, overwhelmed with dismay, and
utterly at a loss what to do, The crash-
ing din in the cavern roused him,
however.

He was already fairly certain that the
open attack from his enemies was due
1o some discovery made by his comrades
in_ his absence. And it came into his
mind now that Harry Wharton & (Co.
had shared his fate—that they also were
prisoners in the Garth cavern. As soon
as he realised that, Sir Jimmy became
active at once,

*“ Quick ! ** panted Harry Wharton.

** Shove—all together I " The

lantern was set down and five sturdy juniors braced themselves against

the solid oaken docr, time and again. But to all their efforts it remained
as firm as the rock around if. They were trapped ! (Sec Chapter 3

Az bhe was in his bathing-costume, he
had, of course, no matches about him.
The darkness was intense: he ecould
hardly ecatch even a glimmer of the
water that lap on the rock. But he
remembered the rough-hewn steps he
had seen by the light of Scaife’'s lamp,
and tried to grope his way to them.
Whoever was in the cave was on the
upper level, far above the water; he
knew thar,

But in the darkness he socon found
himself helpless. Onece he slipped from
smooth roek into the water, and
serambled out again breathlessly, Twice
he fell into crevices. He stopped at last,
realising that he could never find his
way to the other prisoners of the cave
without a light.

Then, while the crashing ahove still
went on, Sir Jimmy shouted at the top
of his voice,

“ Hallo!
Help !

His voice was multiplied a thousand-
fold by the echoes of the cavern, and
he was startled by the thunderous sounds
that rolled back.

The crashing still went on, while Sir
Jimmy continued to shout with all the
force of his lungs-.

Suddenly the crashing sound ceased,
and sileoce descended on the cavern.
Vivian guessed that his voice had been
heard.

Then from somewhere In the black
distance a voice came hallooing faintly.

“ Hallo, hallo, halle!”

* That's Bob!" exclaimedaSir Jimmy,

Help! Wharton ! I'm ‘ere!

with a breath of relief. * Thank good-
ness they've 'eard a bloke "

** Hallo, hallo, hallo!™

“This way!" roared Sir Jimmy.
“I'm ’ere! It's me, Vivian! If vou've
got a light, come along to a bloke "

“ Right-ho !” shouted back the voice
of Bob Cherry.

A few minutes more, and a light
gleamoed down the rock. It cawme from
an electric torch in the hand of Bob
Cherry.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Vivian 1" :

“"Fre T mn. 'Old the light and I'll
come up.’

“ How the thump did you get there ™
exclaimed Bob Cherry, in amazement,
staring down at the diminutive figure in
bathing-costume, upon which the rays
of the electric torch now fell. :

Sir Jimmy grinned ruefully.

“I didn't get 'ere—I was brought,"
he answered. “I'm coming up!”

Bob held the light at the top of the
rocky ascent, and 3ir Jimmy clambered
up the steps from the water. He joined
Bob Cherry in the upper cavern.

‘“ The other blokes "ere ?"” he asked.

“Yes; we've been trying to break
down a door with a lump of rock,' said
Bob. * We're shut up here.”

*“ Oh, that was the row I 'eard, then '
said Bir Jimmy, “1 shouldn't 'ave
known you was around if I hadn't 'eard
you."”’

** Come on!" said Bob,

Bob Cherry led the way back to
where he had left his comrades.
Wharton and Nugent, Johuny Bull, and

Where are you,

. # Esoaping the Gaiiows {”’—next Monday’s Galloping Diok story !
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Huorrea Jamset Ram  Singh, were
gathered by the iron-studded door, in
the light of the lantern.

“It’s Viwvian,” said Bob.. “ We're
all together now—if that's any good.
Let’s hope that we can get out the way
Vivian came in,"”

“How did wyou get 1n, Vivian?
asked Harry Wharton, The captain of
the Remove was breathing hard, after
his exertions in heating upon ihe iron-
stiudded door with a heavy fragment of
rock, But the door showed only
scratches and gashes on the wood, and
stood as firm and immovable as before,

Sir Jimmy Vivian explained what had
hgppened to him, The Famous Five
listened in grim silence,

It was not inspiriting news.

Ho long as the schoolboy baronet had
remained out of the hands of the enemy,
there had been some hope that somehow
he would bring help to his imprisoned
comrades. DBut the enemy had evidently
acted promptly to defeat any hope of
that kind. Having come out into the
open at last, they had not dealt in half
meaAsures,

“And "ow did ¥ou get ‘ere, vou
fellers 7' asked Sir Jitnmy, breaking the
grim silence,

Wharton told him.

“Well, we've got to get through this
blooming door,” said the schoolboy
baronet,

** Irooks too hefty a job for us,” said
Harry Wharton. ** We were trying that
when we heard you shouting., But look
here, if you came in by way of a cave
on the sea-side, we may he able to get
out that way."

“*We ain’t got a boat.”

“We can all swim,” said Harry.
" After all, the distance can’t be great.
I know 1it’s risky.” _

The juniors looked at one
gravely,

To trust themselves, in the darkness,
to the unknown subterranean waters was
not an enticing prospect.  Sir Jimmy
shook his head slowly.

He recalled the winding ways by
which the boat had reached the =alt
lake under the Garth Chff, with innu-
merable branching fissures into which
the sea-tides flowed and flooded. Even
in & boat, with a good light, only one
well acquainted with the seeret recesses
of the hollowed clitf could have hoped
to find his way without mistake, A
swimmer, 1n the darkuness, had scarcely
a remote chance of reaching the outer
cave that looked on Pengarth cove,

qji

another

““There’'s nothing doin’,” said Bir
Jimmy, in a low voice, ‘' We should
only be drownded hke rats. There's

dozena of them fissures in the cliff, all
full of water, and 'ow'd we know the
right one to take? Tn the dark, too.,”

Wharton compressed his lips.

“1 don’t say it's a lively chanee,” he
paid, *‘ But it may turn out to be our
only one. Those scoundrels do not mesn
to let us out of this.”

“ They can’'t mean to let us die
here, in this awful place,” muttered
Frank Nugent, with a shiver,

“What do they intend, then?"

Nugent did not answer that.

““We've hit on their secret—or part
of it,” said Harry, in a low voice. ' We
don’t know wet whai’s going on here,
but it's plain enough now that it's a
crime of some kind.”

““ A—a crime ¥’ sald Nugent,

“What else can it be? For years
they’ve frightened people away from the
House of Pengarth with their ghost
trickery, taking advantage of the legend
of the dead Spaniards. Now we've

found out the secrel, in pari—we know
that the zocret passage from the house
to the cave 13 used for something—some-
thing that won't bear the light. If we
get away, we shall go straight to the
police. Home crime is going on here,
and they are desperate now. They do
not wtend us to leave this cavern alive.”

Nugent shuddered,

“ But we =hall be missed!” zaid Bob.

‘" Keeley may say that we left, scared
by the ghosts. When the police search
for ns, what will they find ¥

“ Well, we lef f:rmij plain tracez of
the way we came here,” satd Dob, with
a faint smile, ** A smashed wall—7

*“ They will find a way of concealing
thoze traces,” said Harry, ‘" and Keeley
can choose his own time for stating
when we left—a story day, perhaps,
when it may be supposed that we were
lost crossing the bay in a boat. They
haven’t taken a step like this, without
having their plans iaiti. And nobody
will be coming to the House of Pen-
b garth—everyilhing s i thewr hands.”

“ The rotters!” muttered Bob. * But
what can their game be? It can't be
smuggling, or we should see some signs
of it about the cave.”

“I can’t guess. But they are des-
perate. Look here,”’ said Harry quietly.
““ There's no need for us all to take
the risk. One of us can try to get out
by swimming the way Vivian came,
I'll take it on.”

“It's too jolly risky,” s=said Johnny
Bull. ** W& may have to come to if,
but we'll jolly well try everything else
firat. If it was posesible to swim out,
those rotiers wouldn't leave wus the
chance of trying it, I'tn pretty certain
of that.”

0l on,” said Sir Jimimny. ** There's
somethin' T amn't told vou vet, There's
some blokes mmlng to the 'ousze this
arterncon to see us,’’

““ What 7" ,

“ Who—how——"

Sir Jimmy told of his meeting with
Ralph Reckness Cardew, of St. Jim's, on
the sands that morning. Every face
brightened as he told of it.

**What jolly luck!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. ** That chap Levison is as keen
a3 a razor—he will want to know why, if
he calls at Pengarth and finds we're not
there.”

Wharton's eves sparkled,

“ It's luck, and no mistake,”” he said.
“You're sure they're coming, Viviani”

“ Cardew said so."” )

“ But—but they’ll como without know-
ing anything of what's happened,” mut-
tered Nugent. ‘' They may fall into the
same trap. We know now that there
are three men in this villainy, and three
schoolboys wouldn't have much chance
agamst thein.”

Wharton shook his head.

“It will be known in Polpen where
they are gone,” he said. " If they're
staying at the Rose Inn, Mr, Tregellis
will know, BScaife and his gang will
hardly dare to lay hands on them.
Thank Heaven that Vivian fell in with
Cardew. It may mean saving all our
lives."

““ Let’s try the door again!” said Bob.,

And Bob Cherry took up the jagged
lump of rock, and crashed it on the iron-
gtudded door,

('rash, crash, erash!

Thoe hollowz of the great cliff rang
with thunderous sound. But under the
crashing rock the iron-studded door

stood  immovable. The

the house.

| his wrinkled brow.

Greviriars §
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juniora continued their ¢ffori=: but more
and more 1t was borne in upon theip
mitids that their escape fromn that black
cavern of death depended upon the 8Bt
Jim’s fellows at Polpen,

—_—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Shadow of Death !

LACK KEELEY pushed off his
B boat from the old stone quay at
Polpen, and put out his oars
Three youths lounging on the
quay watched him 1dly as he went
Keeley did not waste a glance upon the
three schoolboys. Wandering  pedes-
frians were not rare, even in a remote
spot like Polpen, in the summer months,
and there was nothing about Levison,
Clive, and Cardew, of 3t. Jim's, to ex-
cite the black-bearded man’s interest or
attention.  Without a glance at the
three St. Jim's fellows, Black Kkeeley
pulled away acroszs the bay towards the

cove below the House of Pengarth.

He rowed into the cove, and moored
the boat at the foot of the rock staircase.
Taking up the bundles he had brought
from the Cornish village, Keeley
ascended the rocke, and tramped through
the wilderness of the unkept gardens to
The great oaken door stood
wide open, and the Houze of Pengarth
was very silent,

Keeley glanced about him suspiciously.
He had been sent away in the mormng
so abruptly that he had had no oppor-
tunity of communicating with his
hidden associates. He wondered what
the Greyfriars party had done during
his absence, though he was very far
from guessing whai discovery they had
made, and what had followed from it.

“ Keeley " .

A voice called down the oaken stair-
case, and the black-bearded nian started

violently. -
“ Beaife! You here?”
“Yes. Come upl” .
“But © the oys——"" exclaimed
Keeley.. ;
“ They are not here. Come!”

With alarm and agitation in his
wrinkled face, Keeley ascended the
stairs, and entered the room in which
the juniors had discovered the moving
stone in the wall, Secaife was in the
room, and the burly man—both of them -
looking grim tmuc—lY gloomy. It was
obvious that something of deep umport-
ance had happened. .

The moving stone stood wide open, as
the Greyfriars juniors had left it.
Keeley's eyea fixed on 1t at once.

From bevond the secret doorway there
came & dull echoing, as of heavy blows
struck at a distance.

“ What's happened !’ breathed Black
Keeley. * Have they found——"

““Yes!"” snapped Scaife.

4 Where are they, then?”

*“In the cave!™

Keeley muttered an oath.

“The door's closed and wedged,”
said Scaife coldly; ‘¢ they cannot escape.
They are trying to break the door down
now, They will not succeed.”

Keeley wiped the perspiration from
It was evident that
he was utterly dismayed by what had
happened.

“ And Vivian?!"' he muitered. *‘ He
will missa them. He—"" .

“ Vivian i1s with them,' said BScaife.
“ Hawes and I picked him out of thes

LS

sea and took him to the cave by the -

seaway. They are all safe,”

“ Qafe!” muttered ecley. ¥ Bafel

¢ Ponsonby’s Plot | ’—this week’s Greyfriars story in the * Popular' 1
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Wlhat's to be done?
all of us here.”

A fierce and gloomy look came over
Scaife’s hard face.

“*The game ian't up,”” he said, slowly
and distinctly ; " the game pays too well
to be thrown up on account of a Eang
of inquisitive  schoolboys. They've
asked for this, now they've got it!”

 You—pyouw don't mean——-"

“I've avoilded it, haven't I, as long
as [ could?” broke out Bcaife fiercely.
“If we'd go# hold of Vivian before the
school holiday, as we planned, and kept
him a prisoner during the vacation, the
party would never have come here
That failed, through no fault of mine.
Then the ghost business—it has terrified
away fhe natives of these parts for
vears: it had scared off nosing tourists.
A S8panish costume and a lirtle phos-
phorus was enough for them, and a few

The game's up for

may be Investigated. If those school-
boya leave the House of Pengarth, the
game 13 up for us—after all these years
of security and big profits.”

““ But breathed Keeley, while
the burly Hawes sat grim and silent and
pulled at his pipe.

“If this 1= tided over, we're all safe,”
woent on Scaife, In the same low, dis-
¢imact Evidently he had thought
the matter out in all its bearings.
““We've money put by, and now that
Pengarth has a legal owner the pro-
perty ¢an be bought. It will revert to
old Brooke if young Vivian's death is
proved or presumed; and he 1s not likely
to want to retain a useless ruined man-
sion on an inaccessible coast. He will
sell the place. Next year it will be ours,

-
O,

to do as we hike with!” _
Keeley wiped his forehead again,
“We did our best to avowd strong

11

shoulders again.  * Penal servitude is
not in my line, Keeley!”

“I—I wish I'd never had a hand in
the game at all,” groaned Keeley. “1L
might have guessed it would come to
something worse in the long run."”

“If the house had remained in
Chancery nothing would have
happened,”” sald Scaife, “The dead

Bpaniards were enough to keep away
the fishermen. A boat pulling into the
cove after dark from a yacht riding out
at sea, would never have been inguired
into by them—and the phantom of the
Spanish captain was always ready for
them. 1 scented danger at once when
the law docided at last about the pro-
perty, and took my measures. It's not
my fault if they failed. These boys
have brought their fate on themselves;
I wash my hands of it!"’

il ]l -

Bpanish howled out in the

in
One of these voung rascals was
scarcd away; [ thuug'ﬁt and hoped that

words
night.
the rest would follow, It's their own
look-out if they did not!”

“* But——"'

Scaife pointed to the secret door,

from which there echoed every moment

the dull sound of distant knocking.

““They know it all now. 'They've
got proof enough that the phantoms of
Pengarth are a fake; they know enough
even to convince the fishermen of
Polpen. There 1zn't & man up and down
this part of the. Cornish coast, however
superstitious, who won't butt into the
House of Pengarth to see what they
have found when the story's told. Even
the police will get suspicious and look
into the matter. Nobody takes notice
of a local ghost story, but a proved fake

with excitement.

]

“By gad ! "’ ejaculated Cardew, starting to his feet, his !aca' ablaze
He could see in the far-off boat that Sir Jimmy
Vivian was struggling in the grasp of the man whe had pulled him

from the water. (See Chapter 4.)

measures,”’ went on Bcaife doggedly.

“They've asked for this. Thl\}"rn in
the cavern now; they remain there!”
“PBut "—EKeeley's husky veice was a

moere whisper—*° but it's murder!
Scaife shrugged his thin shoulders.

“What happens in the cave is- no
business of ours,”” he said. ** Most
likely they may try to swim out by the
underground waters, and they ,will
drown in dark corners. Anvhow, they’ve
no food, and their light will soon give

out!"
““It's too dangerous!’  breathed
Keeley. *I--I tell you 1 can’t have a

hand in it, Secaife!”

“ You've no choice. Tt's not only
that the game’s up if they escape, but
it's prison for us. The law is pretty
severe in these days on smugglers of

g8 opium and cocaine!” Scaife shrugged his !
First past the post—*‘ Rogues of the Turf 1**—our next

-._H

“ But the danger!” muttered Keeley.
“They'll be missed and searched for!"

““They went out to sea in a boat,”
sald Bcaife coolly., ** That was the last
vou saw of them. The first day there's
rough weather will answer the purpose,
When they fail to return vou get along
to Polpen in a state of alarm and report
what's happened.”

Keeley shuddered.

‘““ But there will be a sgearch here!
They've got friends and relations who
won't be easily satisfied. This secret
door will be found. Why, the panelling
13 smashed to fragments, and we can
never mend it. The way they went is
plain enough for a blind man to see!™

Beaife laughed contemptuously.

“Do you think I shall leave a trail
to be followed, you foel? Half the
House of Pengarth i3 tumbled into

detective story !
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ruing already. Another portion of the
house is going $#0 collapse—this portion;
I've pgot the ecrowbars here ready,
That secret door will be choked up and
hidden h}r a stack of ruins when we've
finished.’

Scaife crossed to the secret doorway
and drew the moving stone shut, It
clicked into its place.

**Then wo sha'n’t be able to use the
passage from this room again?” said
+Hawes, speaking for the first ume.

** That matters little enough in the
present circumstances. We can always
use the cave at high tide, in the boat.”

v PBuat,” muttered Keeler, *f there’s

the way out from the ecave—mnot the.

water way fo the =ea, but the other
way. If they find the tunnel leadin
rie the outlet on the landward side l‘g
the Garth Cliff—the way wyou go with
the packages, Scaife, after the stuff is
landed here——"’

“*They will not find it. If they do,
it matters little, as I have blocked up
the tunnel already with rocks,” said
Beatfo coolly, It will remain biocked
until—until all 1s over in the cave. We
gabnot ues the cave again till all 1s

over."”
that there

* And
now 44

“Tt's safe enough. They will not be
thinking of searching the recesses of
the cavern for smuggled goods. Even
if they should, what matters?”

“T don’t like it,”" muttered Keeley.
“J—=I'd prefer to cut and run with
what we'se made already and chuck
up the game.”

Seaife gave a harsh laugh.

“ Do you think we should be allowed
to run? [ tell you that if those school-
hoys get away and tell their story in
Penzance the police will be here an
nhour later. We should never get out
of the country. It's their lives or our
liberty—and they've asked for t!”

The man Hawes nodded without
speaking,  Keéeley mopped his perspir-
g forchead, but he said no move. The
domnnating spirit of the three was not

the stuff 14

to be denied.
“Enough talking!” said  Scaife
abruptlv. *“ We've got plenty to do.

et a crowbar and help.”

The dull, faint sound of knocking
from beyond the secret door was
drowned a few minutes later in the

heavy crash of falling stone and mortar,
in an hour's time the upper rooms at
the back of the House of Pengarth were
a mass of collapsed ruins, like so much
of the rest of the ancient jmansion,
Clouds of dust and mortar rose from
the dismantled ruins. Broken case-
ments, roof slates, oaken beams and
floorboards lay in a wild and shapeless
mass. Behind and under that stack of
vuin the scerct of the moving stone was
hidden deep.

When the havoe had been wrought,
Scaife, breathing hard, went to the hall
doorway of the House of Pengarth to
Lreath the refreshing keen air from the
seq.,  His eyes rested on the broad blue
Lbay stretching away towards the red
roofs of Polpen. And they rested on a
fisherman's bhoat that danced across the
bay under a brown sail with a bronzed
old Uormishman at the rudder and three
schoolboys standing up and looking to-
wards the House of Pengarth.

Scaife stared at the boat with a thall
of fear rizsing "at his heart. He recog-
nised old Dick Pengelly, of Polpen, at
the rudder. The three schoolboys were
strangerg to him.” Were they coming to

the House of Pengarth?  Curious
strangers on that day of all days?

The bhoat ran into the cove und dis-
appeared from  his  sight, Searfe
clenched his hands hard and his eyes
glittered,  Whoever they were they
were landing in the cove—bound for
the House of Pengarth,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Visitors at Pengarth !

RNEST LEVIBON, of the Fourth
Form at 8t. Jim's, looked
doubtingly at Cardew, as the
latter sat on the stone wall by

the old quay of Polpen idly swinging
his elegant legs. Bidney Clive, the
third member of the Bt. Jim's walking
party, leaned on the wall fanning him-
self with his straw hat and occasionally
glancing at Cardew. Both Cardew’s
comrades seemed perplexed.

“Are you pulling our
manded Levison at last.

“ Looks hke 1t to me,”" said Clive.
“ A fellow never knows how to take
you, Cardew.”

Ralph Reckness Cardew yawned.

*“In this weather!”” he said. ** Dear
me, pulling vour leg 18 too much trouble
in a heat like this] We really ought to
have walked to Caithness instead of
Cornwall; 1t would be cooler.”

““That chap Vivian really told von
the wyarn you've spun us?’ asked
Levison.,

“ Every jolly old word.”

“*Well, I've been hearing a lot about
the House of Pengarth,” said Levison.
* All the fisherfolk here seem to believe
that the place s haunted by the ghosts
of the drowned Bpaniards. Our landlord,
Tregellis, 18 full of it. He mentioned
a party of schoolboys stayving at Pen-
igﬂ,r!.h. I suppose that's the Greviriars
ot.”’

Levison looked thoughtful.

“1'd ke to meet Wharton and his
friends,” he said. ** They were jolly
decent to me when I was staying at
Grevfriars some time back. If Vivian's
asked us to visit the- plagee——""

ir

leg " de-

“"He has! Most polite of him,”
yawned Cardew. ‘‘le was quite taken
by my fascinatin’ manners, I'm

wasted on you chaps.”

“ Harvester Hal.”
“The Menagerie Express.”
“Phantom Isle.”
“Bob o' the Big Tent.”
“The Scarlet Scorpion.”

 elc., elc.

BREAKS ALL RECORDS
FOR EXCITING STORIES

Everyone enjoys THE stories for Boys—in the *‘Annual.”

| “ Fathead! But about what you saw
after Vivian left you.” Levison eyed
his  volatile echum very doubtingly.
*“Ts it really straight, Cardew, or ate
vou stuffing us?” :

“* Btraight as a sbring,”” asserted
Cardew. " Young Vivian was jerked
out of the water by two men in a boat,
and they disappeared with him into the

giddy cliffs, ro far as I could see.”
“ Bome friends of his who picked him
up,”’ said Clive., ** He'd a long swim,

tand they rowed him home.”

“ Possible,” assented Cardew,

““ But you don't think so?”

“Not at all. I think he was kid-
napped. You see, it fits in with the
varn he spun me."”’

**It sounds rather thick.”

“ Anyhow, we'll get over {o Pen-
garth,” raid Levison. *It's an
interesting place to see. Tregellis says
it's centuries old, and more than half
tumbled into ruins., I dare say Vivian
will stand us some tea.”

“If we find him there,”" said
Cardew.

“We'll find him there all right,”"
said Clive with a “I'll believe

rinmn.
in the kidnapping wﬁlen I sce the kid-
nappers.’’

“ Let’s go, anyhow,” said Levison.
“We're staying a couple of days in
Polpen, and we may as well have a run
across the bay. nd I want to seo
Wharton and his pals, anyhow.”

“(Get a move on, Cardew!”
Clive.

Cardew sighed and detached himself
from the old wall. Levison called teo
Pengelly, who was smoking a pipe, mt-
ting on a boat drawn up on the beach.
The 8t. Jim's fellows had already
arranged for a sail in Pengelly’s boat.
But the bronzed old seafaring man
looked grave and serious when he heard
their destination. '

However, he launched the beoat and
stepped the mast, and the three Bt.
Jim's juniors jumped in, -

There was a light breeze from the
Atlantiec.  Old Pengelly trimmed the
sail, and the boat glided away from
Polpen. Lewison & Co. quite enjoyed

said

the sail across the shining waters of
IPolpen Bay,

Cardew  was looking  unusunally
thonghtful. His interest had been

aroused by the strange story 8ir Jimmy
Vivian had related to him,  and still
more by what he had seen afterwards.
That Bir Jimmy had actually been kid-
napped by force he did not feel certain;
and vet, somehow, he felt that it was
go. At all events, a visit to the House
of Pengarth would decide the point.
The schoolboy baronet had asked the
St, Jim’s party there, and if he was
free, undoubtedly he would be there to
receive his visitors,

“If we don’t find Vivian there—"
began (lardew, as the brown sail glanced
under the chifs by the Pengarth cove.

“We'll find him all right!” smiled
Clive,

“But if we don't, not a word about
what I've told you,” said Cardew, *'1f
he's not there, he's in bad hands, I
fancy, and we shall have to be careful.”

“ That’s all right,”” assented Levison.

The boat ran into the Little cove, and
the brown sail dropped. Dick Pengelly

ranged up to the landing-place, and
threw a rope over a post there,
“You're not comin’ ashore?” asked

Clardew, as the old Cornishman settled
himself again in the boat.
Pengelly shook his head,

(Continued on page 17.)
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With his heart full of bitlerness against Sir Mosiyn Frayne, gamester and rogue, woho, in one stroke, has robbed himn

of a brother and the house
furans highwaoyman.
and a brace of pisioils.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Slippery Sam's Offerl

IR MOSTYN FRAYNE sat in a
deep armchair in the Red Room
at ngha{a, and stared gloomily
at the wall. .

¢ Tt's a cursed dull hole, this!” he
gaid to himself. “ I haven't sat down
te a hand at faro for two days. The
families round about here are beginning
to fight shy of me, and if there’'s any
voung fool with a few thousands to lose,
his people take care to keep him ocut of
my way.”

He stretched out his legs and yawned
drearily.

“ 0Odd's blood!" he said. *“ I shall
Lhave to turn respectable, Pink me,
there's no reason now why I should take
the trouble to strip & man of a few
hundred at the card-tables! I did a
ghmd stroke when I won this place from
the voung fool Basil Langley, and if a
few people fight shy of me because he
was found lyving across the card-table
shot through the head, there are others
who respect a man for what he's got,
and at least I'm master of Langleys
Manor. '

“The cub's dead,”” he continued,
“and he can't talk! If I could catch
and hang his young scoundrel of a
brother, I should be happy. The young
jackanapes! To call me a thief to my
face; #o lay hands on me, and then
turn highwayman because he'd lost his
estate, and tell me he was a better man
than I was! Took fifty guineas off me
next day at the pistol’s point, and flung
my own servant’s purse back to him
with a handful of my own money in
it! Curse him! I'd—"

He broke off abruptly as a knock
sounded at the door.

*“ Come in !’ he growled.

The door opened, and a grave,
sombre-looking servant came in, and
walked with a respectful, catlike tread

towards the baronet.

“A man wishes to sce you, Bir
Most¥n,” he said suavely.

“A man® What do you mean,
Parker? Who is it?” said the baronet
irritably.

“He wouldn’t give his name, Sir
Mostyn."

Sir Mostyn sat up.
‘“ Parker, you are a fool!” he snarled.

]

“Why did you not get out of himn what
it 13 he wants?!'’

“1 did my best, sir,”" said Parker,
who had shown in some very queer
characters to his master's presence in his
time.

““ Show him up,’’ said Bir Mostyn,
after a moment’s thought.

The servant disappeared noiselessly,
and presently, with a dignifed curl of
the upper lip, ushered in the stranger,

A curious contrast to the surroundings
of that luxurious, old, panelled room
was this shifty-eved, red-nosed, seedy-
looking loater,

“ Evenin', your worship!" he said,
with an obsequious leer. “ I 'opes your
worship will excuse me
liberty.”

Sir Mostyn surveyed the fellow with
disfavour, and signed Parker to leave.

“ Now, fellow,” he said, drawing a
socond handkerchief from his cuff, and
putting it to his mouth, ‘ out with i,
quick! What have you to say? If it
is nothing important, you will regret

vour visit, let me tell you. As a magis-
trate, I shall commit you for a
vagabond. ’'Bdeath, you knave, you've

been before me for poaching! I re-

cognise vour rascally face!”

“ Quite true, Sir Mostyn,"" said the
man with a wriggle, *" but I'm come on
a different errand this time.  No offence,

sir, but you offered two hundred guineas
for the highwayman, ichard
Langley "’

“ Ah!"” said Sir Mostyn. ““Yes, I
did, fellow. Have you got him, then?
Be careful, for I have paid the reward
once for the wrong man, and, pink me,
the next thaet swindles me shall fare no
better than the highwayman himself !”

“ Gtently, sir!” said the poacher. “I
pin't got nothing more to say about
that. DBut what I says is this—will you

pay another fifty guineas to be in at the

death? Would vou give a bit extra to
help in the capture, without seilin’ your
‘ands, an’ see the young night-rider
nabbed? I know it'd do you good io
put it on him all you can. You're a
magistrate, too." :

Qir Mostyn's eyes gleamed for a
moment, and then he hesitated. He
longed to see the capture, and to have
his voung enemy in his power, but he
had had more than one encounter with
Galloping Dick, and had vome off a very

taking this ]

| Mostyn, who,

and lands wohich had been the properly of the Langleys for generations past, Dick
With a price on his head he roams the countryside, seeking his livelihood behind a mesk

This Week :
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oor second. Like most bullies, Sir
Mostyn was not fond of meeting his
match.

“It's all right, sir,”” put in the

acher. ‘‘ There won’t be no danger.
Il “see it through; you trust Sam
Quince !’

“What's youwr plan?” said Bir
Mostyn. *° What do you kpow?”
“This, sir. 1 knows where he hides

himself in the day-time. He rides all
night, as we all know, but no one's
ever seen 'im off his guard. But I've
found a dell in the woods where he.
sleeps for four or five hours cach day,
under a great oak-tree that keeps off
sun and rain, an’ his black mare grazea
close by.” :

“ Ah!1” exclaimed Sir Mostyn.

““ Ha thinks himself safe. I can get
six brisk boys to help, who'll creep an’
take him while he sieeps, aAs easy as
they'd drain a jack o' ale. I'll' show
him to vou asleep, an’ take half the

uineas; the other 'alf when he's taken.

"hen he'll be in your charge, an’ you
can 'urry him through his trial to the
gallows as soon as you like. Ain’t that
a fair offer?” ~

“ Odd’s death!”” muttered Sir Mostyn
to himself. * I should be safer at home,
and letting this unsavoury rogue do the
work himself. But, pink me, it would
be sport to see the cub Langley caught,
and the credit of it will do me d. It
would get me the office of high sheriff -
of the county belike, and then I should
be in favour again with all men, I shall
have Dick Langley in my grip, too, and
get him hanged out of hand.”

IHe thought it over rapidly for a
moment.

“1 agree,”” he said to the poacher.
“ 1 will accompany you to the place.
and superintend the capture on your
terms. Be sure you do not fail!” :

" Blippery Sam don’t fail in a case
like this, sir!” leered the man. '’ You
meet me at the old hut in Quex Woods
to-morrow at three o'clock, an' we'll
have our bird within 'alf an ‘our!
There's one more thing, Sir Mostyn—I1
must ’ave ten guineas as advance fee,
to get my mates together with. WWe
can't take him alone, and I don't want
a bullet in me. They're goin' shares
wi' me, but they won't touch it without
a smell o' the money first.”

“Tut, you knave,”’ sneered Sir
being & rogue himself,

The hest that 6s. can buy—the ‘ Holiday Annual®” |
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DICK OVERHEARS THE PLOT TO CAPTURE HIM !

though on a larger scale, saw through
this easily, ** do vou take me for a {oal?
'T'he bait’s big enough to draw all the
help you want, and you'll get nothing
till we have Dick Langley fast.”

“1 won't stir a hand or foot in it
without seein’ the colour o' your money
fivst,”” said Blippery Sam, with an ugly
vlance. : )

* There!” said ihe bharonet, throwing
down a coin as though it hurt him to
part with it,  * There's a gninea for
sont, It's all you will get.”

And Slippery Sam, after some more
grambling, pouched the guinea with a
zreedy look, pulled his forelock, and
“laneched out.

* Three o'clock by the old shed, =ir,”
e zald, as he opened the door. A
hefore the clock strilies four, Galloping
Lyiek'll be our prizoner!”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Capture in the Forest !
OUnly a wren, flitting

“H
among the lower branches

of the great oak-tree, heard the words
Dick Langley muttered.  Kitty, the
black mare, was cropping the grass
quietly out of earshot.

- The wyoung highwavyman, lving with
his back propped against the trunk of
fha oak, saw nothing of ihe silent
heauty of the greenwood around him.
The sleep that his adventurous nights
dlenied him had transported him into
another world. He dreamed he was
ialking with his brother Basil, now
dead, and warning him against Sir
Mostyn,

Suddenly he awoke with a slight start,
to ind himzelf =afe in his sylvan retreat,
with the wonderful mare, Kitty, the
etily ereature he loved now in the
world, grazing close at hand. Dick, as
he opened his eves, stared fixedly mto
the tangled depths of the greenwood in
front of him,

Was 1k faney, or Jdid he see an evil-
looking face peering at him from behind
a tree-trunk not far away ?

Dick was on his feet in a moment,
hut the face had vanished, He made a
short search, but there was no sign of
gnvone in the neighbourhood.

“ T was half-asleep still,”” he laughed,
* and that was a face of the dreamland,

E™S a rogue, T tell vou, Basil;
he's a ropgue.”

el

It seemed almost real. Pooh! There's
as little likelihood of anybody finding
the place az of their flying ! I've used it
three months now, and only stumbled
on 1t mysclf by accident, Ecod! I'm
ready for a meal! Come, Kitty, the
twilight's closing down, and wo'll et
back to the haunts of
urses !’

When Dick and Kitty were awake and
moving, they feared no man, and went
wherever they chose. With the reckless
daring of the cighteenth century knight

of the road, Dick made from place to|f
place, and dined with the many country

he was an
urses he

Ung over

squires, at whose boards
honoured guest, and whose
spared, asz though no gallows
his= outlawed head.

-1

men—and fat [

Fspecially at bos<telries was he a wel-
come visitor, and often stalked o oarnd
dined as though he were a justice oy
circuit, To-night, however, he entered
one of the smaller but equally conifort.
able inns which he had not patronised
hetore, and, not being 1 the mood for
company, he pulled his hat over his
eyves, and drew his stock up, and ordered
a plain but excellent repast in a private
parlour. He was not recognised, and
after the meal he went quietly into the
outer room, and seated himself in a
chair by a recess to smoke and muse,
while Kitty was fed and watered in the
stable, He often gleaned useful in-
formation in such places.

There were four or five rough fellows
drinking at one of the tables, but they
took no notice of him. Dick, a little
moody and abstractive, was thinking of
the vision of the face he had seen in
the dell.

“ It must have been fancy,” he mur-

mured; ‘' but if it wasn't—— Kcod,
who's thiz #"’
The door was flung open, and a

shabby-looking ruffian entered with a
swaggering stride, Hoe advanced to the
little bar, slapped a guinea down on it
with all the noise he could, and loaked
round him fiercely,

“ A jack of ale, an’ quick about it!"
he roarced, as the landlord came for-
ward.

From his dark corner Dick stared
hard at the stranger.
“Feod!” he muttered to himself.

““That's the faca I saw in the wood "
The ruflian turned fiercely on the land-
lord, who, without taking any notice
of him, bit the guinea hard, and rang it
on the counter. Satisfied, he shot a

The BEST BOOK of the year !

wondering glance at Sam  Quince—for
it was he—drew the ale, and doled out
the change.

" Come on, lads!” chouted
poacher.  ““ Give yer orders!
Quince owns the taps to-night!’

“Is it settled, Sam?"" said one of the
men, nudging him. * Do we do the job
to-morrow ? Say “yes’ or ‘no,’ mate;
but. don’t say mo more here.”

“T'll say what I—hie—like!" roared
Sam, turning on him. ** We're all pals
'ere, ain’'t we? No; vou ain't in it,
nor you!" he added, pointing to one or
two. " 'Ere’s a shilling apiece, mates:
go an’ swill somewhere’s else, Me an’
my lot "as business on hand.”

“ Btow it, Sam; don't blab too much
here ! said one of his friends, a9 the
outsiders left. :

But the poacher had drunk toa deeply
for caution. Dick, unnoticed by anyone,
sat in his dark corner, and watched with
some disgust, :

“1 tell wou it's—hic—all right,
mates!"” eried Sam. “ We splits two
hundred shiners between us for the job,
an’ 1 makes a bit extra for meself oui-
aside that for startin’ the game. 1 zaw

the
Sari

Sir Mostyn to-day, an’ he's comin’ with
usto see the capture.”

“1 'opes it's all right,” said one of
Y Galloping Dick’s a big

the rufhans.

‘andful to tackle.
take 'im asleep i’

““ Easy as winkin'!”" hiccoughed Sam.
“1 went ter the place, an’ toock another
look at 'im an hour ago, to make sure.
Sitting under the tree, an’ sleepin’ like

Are yo sure we can

a baby, '@ was. We just creeps up on
all sides through the bushes, an’ jumps
on ‘im, the ’ole six of us, while Sir
Mostyn waits in the serub. We gets alf
the blunt first, an’ the rest whed we've
got "im."’

A clatter of approval rose among the
rascals, and in the midst of it Dick
walked quietly out unobserved. When
he reached the road, he stood in the
cool night air and thought for a few
minutes, Then he laughed softly and
without noise, and shook all over.

He went to the stable, brought Kitty
out, and rode a couple of miles, laugh-
mg all the way, to another and a larger
inn that knew him well, He went up-
stairs to a room that was kept for him,
and soon came down with a grey riding-
cloak, a hat, a second pair of boots,
and some other clothing. These he tied
into & neat bundle, swung them on his
saddle-bow, and rode away, =till laugh-
ing, into the darkness,

- " W ] L

“Keep close behind me, sir, an’ for

goodness’ sake don't make =0 much

noise w1’ ver feet!”

Something to look forward to—‘¢ The Heart of a Hero ! —next Monday’s—
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“Ts if—are vou sure it's all right,
QRuimnce " Bir Mostyn asked, i a shaky
voico.

F“”It will be if yer walks more quicier,

=10,
The hot afternoon sun was shaded to
a mellow lLight as 1t shone through the
fcliage overhead, and the baronet, wilh
a4 rather pale face and a nervous tread,
was trying to creep noiselessly hehind
Sam Quince to the centre of the dell.

“ There!” whispered Bam, halting
snd pedring among the leaves. * There
‘e 1s! IDYye see 'im, Sir Mostyn §"

The baronet looked cautiously. Lying
with his back against the great oak-
trunk, h& chin on his breast, his hat
pulled down over his face, and one leg
crossed over the other, was the figure
of Dick Langley, evidently seund asleep,
A gleam of hatred and triumph lit the
green eyes of the bareonet.

“* The boys 1s ready in the serub, sip,”
said Slippery Sam, * waitin’ for the
signal, When I give the word, we'll
‘ave 'im tight. An" now I'll make so
bold as to ax veu for the 'alf of the
money, as agreed.’’

“Yes, vos!” whispered the baronet,
turning still paler, °° Here's the noney
—take it! Now, then, do the job,
quick "

Sam Quinee siole forward and gave a

TURNED !

low, hardls audible whistle. In an in-
stant six burly forms burst out of the
thicket, and {lung themselves on the
sleeping figure,

“Have you got him?”’ scrcamed Sir
Mostyn, dancin
" Hold him tight! Bind him!”’

“We'va got him!”" roared Slippery
Sam, as the sleeper, overwhelmed by
rimbers, was pinned to the ground.
" (xive us that rope, Joae! Why, what
ihi_.. 3

A chorns of frightened imprecations
srose, 2ir Mostyn shrieked aloud, and
then there was silence, The company,
as if struck dumb, were staring into the
mouths of two horse-pistols, held by
a tall, well-dressed figure that stepped
lightly out of the thicket.

“ A poor afternoon’s work for you, 1
fear,”” said Galloping Dick blandly.
“You may =it down, if vour knecs
won't support vou, Sin Mostvn, Now,
vou unclean knaves, get off those clothes
of mine ]’

With a sudden well of Tury and
despair, the nearest ruffian whipped a
long knife from his helt and lunged
at Diek. One barrcl of the horse-pistol
spoke, and the knave rolled aver groan-
ing, a bullet in his shoulder. The rest,
breathing heavily, remained as still as
nlica.

out into the enclosare. |

\
—Greyfriars yarn! As good as

“ Biep forward, Mr. Slippery Sam !V
said Dick, directing one pistel at the
peacher, who obevéd with alacrity.
“ Put the money vou just received on
the ground before me, and take care
you do not overlook any ™

Sam Quince emptied out the blood-
moncey he had received to the last
guinca and the last banknote,

‘' 2ir Mostyn, will you kindly add the
balance of the reward v™

The baronet complied with trembling
hands.

* Fifty guineas extra., 1 see! Thank
you! The gentleman of straw, with my
clothes on %‘n’m, is now your property,
fairly captured, and vou may hane him
as soon as vou please!" '

“Now be kind enongh to turn vour
Lacks, all of vou. The first who looks
round within thirty seconds will receive
a ball in his hw’:d, and there will be one
'1

rogue the less!
The company obeved. Dick gathered

up the blood-moneyv, the price of his

neck, and stepped into the thicket. A

light laugh er-{ _

wood, and Galloping Dick was gpone,

— s e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Two Empty Purses !

T ITTY, old lass. here’s a pigeon
to be plucked 17
The  beantital mare  sheok

her  ears  as Galloping  Dick
twitched his mount aside into the forest,
as he heard the sound of horse’s hoofs
round the bend overtasking him. He
halted behind the teunk of a huge oak-
tree a little wav from the path, and
watched.

“Thiz looks like just what we are in
search of " he wlinspered to Kittv—it
was Dick’s firm belief the mare under-
stood all he =aid, and some others
thought the same—"a master-weaver
fromm Milton. as T lLive. No doubt he
has a purse well filled from the to:l of
hizs  poor appreutices under  that
Quakerizh cloak!”

It was a thin, sour-looking man that
rode Tound the corner, dressed in good
cloth, but of a sombre black colour, and
there was a strong smack of the well-to-
do Puritan about him. He rode a big,
heavy, black horse, and his featiures,
sonir enongh at the best, were just then
particularly griunpy.

witigr through the green-

One spring, and Kiity and her rider
stood across the path. A black pistol
stared the traveller in the face, and he
drew rein with a jerk,

“ What now?"” he said, in a sharp,
acid voice, * Twice in one dav! Is the
whole countryside overrun with these
rogues of highwaymen 1"

" Come, Bir Whiggamore!” cried
Dick, * I do not ask you for a sermon,
but for your purse. Hand it out swifily,
please, for it would grieve moe if this
pistol went off before its time, and de-
prived Wilton of so worthy a teacher!”

** 1 have no purse!” said the stranger
savagelv. “ You are too late! Another .
raseal, with a stolen horse and & pilfered
pistol, has just eased me of my properiy-
r.iuwﬁ the path, and I have nothing for
yvou !

“Odd’s fish ! eried Dick.  “Do you
take me for a fool, fellow? There is
no highwayvman in the country dare
trespass on my preserves! 'Tis a trick
to save wour purse, and you will
suffer for it. Turn out your pockets, or
I will send your horse home without a
rider !”’

Glowering sourly, the man turned his
wallet and fobs inside out. There was
nothing save a bunch of keys in any
of them,

“ Now are yonu zatishied "' he growled.

“Ride on!” said Dick ahmptly,
lowering his pistol and drawing his mare
azide, :

And the black-clad man went on his
wWay.

* There was nothing about him that 1
could see,” muttered Dick: *“and yet
the knave must have told that tale to
annoy me.  Another knight of the road
on Blackwold Hills, As if it wére
Likely !

He rode on a little way, but scon he
heard another horseman approaching,
thiz time at a canter, and once more he

left the path,

““This looks better,”” he Hmnﬁh’r: i
man of substance, hoth in flesh and
money. He doesn’t look too  well
112

pleased, though !

Up the woodland ride, glaring in
front of hunn, and ecursing vigorously,
came a purple-faced squire, smartly
clad, and bestriding a fine roan hunter.

“Hold ! eried Dick, spurring across
the path. “ Whither in such & hurry,

gir? Allow me to relieve you of your
pirse, and then you will
lighter |

ride the
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DICK RESCUES RIVAL ! :
““ A Very Gallant Gentleman !
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"The squire reined the roan back on its
haunches, and glared at the threatening
pistol.

' What, another of sou?” he cried.
“Why, not twenty minutes back a rogue

of wyour breed stripped me of my
guineas, and now you would do the
same !

“What " exclauned Dick.  “TIs this
tale true, afier all 7"

““The fiend take vou!” roared the
squire. " * The road must be lined with
nighwgymen ! The other rugue stopped
me by the three cedars down along
the path, and I suppose I shall find one
at every milestone on the way home!
There's my empty purse—take 1it, and
be hanged to you, and shoot me if you
bike t”’

And, flingmg a silken money-purse
at Dick, he spurred recklessly past, and
cantered onwards with a volleyr of
round oaths.

Diek let him go. Then he looked at
the priming of both his pistols, and his
eves glittered ominously,

# T%li& must be looked to!" he said

grimlyv. ® If it’s true that I've a rival,
I'll make him eat his bullets. T'll allow
no one but myself to rob n my
territory !

He touched Kitty with his heel, and
galloped along the ridee He soon
neared the three cedar-trees of which the
squire had spoken, and slowed down to
a trot, every nerve on the alert. The
sotthd of voices reached him, and he
slowed Kitty to a walk.

No cat could move more silently than
the black mare when she chose, and as
ihck came quietly round the bend of a
path he saw a strange sight,

A  fat, comfortable-looking eitizen,
mounted on a staid old white horse, was
trembling violently, as with pale and
perspiring face he tried to haul his
purse out of hizs breeches-pocket.
Opposite him, with his back to Dick,
was a well-dressed, debonnair-looking
horseman, presenting a bell-mouthed
pistol at the citizen's head.

“ 'Sdeath!” muttered Dick. *f This
rascal is taking fat hauls to-day! Three
purses in an hour, and each one of
themn should have been mine! = Well,
'twill be long ere he takes another!”

* Come, sir,’”” said the strange high-
wavman to his victim, ** hurry yourselil,
or I shall assist you!”

“T am, sir—I am !"" bleated the citizen,
tugging at the pursze hastily, for he was
s fat that he could hardly get it free.
It came out with a jerk, and he was
asbout to hand it to the highwayman
when he gave & vjolent start, and it
dropped from his trembling fingers.
. For as he raised his eves he saw, to his
amazement, a second highwayman, with
a short, black mask and a mocking
amile, sitting a splendid black mare,
just behind his captor.

“*What are you about, idiot?" cried

the first highwayman angrily, as the
purse fell. *“ What are you staring
at '’
- Then, following the citizen's
frightened gaze, he looked behind him
and saw Dhek's pistol within an inch o
his head. -

—— oy

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Difference of Opinion !

IHE strange highwayman stared
silently for a moment at the new-
comer,

T

“If you move vwou are a

dead man!”
“ Indeed,” said the other, with a
sneer. " May I ask whether vou call

Keep your eyes open

THE MAGNET LiBrRaRY.—No. 812,

i Dick coolly.

yourself a King's rider or a constable "

“ Neither ! said Dick. I am of the
salne trade as vourself, and I shall have
a few words to say to vou shortly. For
the present, remember that this pistol
will end your career gt once if vou move
or speak !

The highwayman, realising that his
life was in the other's hands, bit off an
path and remained silent. Then Dick
turned to the fat citizen, who was sitting
on his big, white horse, and blowing like
& whale with astonishment,

** (et down and pick up that purse!”
he ordered.

The man obeyed.

* Put 1t safely back in vour hreeches
and mount your horse. That's right!
And now be off with vou, and thank
your lucky stars at getting off s0
cheaply 1"

Dick dealt the white horse a smack
with his open palm, and it cantered
away, bearing the astonished citizen
with it. In a few seconds the two
highwaymen were alone,

“Now, sir,” said IThek to his rival,
“will vou kindly explain why vou are
poaching on my preserves?"”

* Your preserves!” retorted the other
hotly. * Why, whe the dickens are vou?
I am answerable to no one for what
I do!”

*“Pardon!" zaid Dick, whipping off
his mask. “ But you mistake! % am
Richard Langley, known also as Gallop-
ing Dick, and anyone who tl‘EE[':?-u!:iEﬂ in
B

my district 1z answerable to me!

*Odd’s blood !" returned the stranger,
doffing his mask, and showing himself
a handsome yvoung fellow a few years
older than Dick, “I have heard o
rou, of course, but I did not know tha

was in your district, and, if I did, tha
was no reason for you to stick yowr
pistol into my ear when I was strippin
a traveller. Dog does not eat dog. fl
plague on you, I say!"”

“I will choose wha shall be robbed
and who shall not in my distriet!" said
" You have stripped two
whom I would myself have plucked., I
Ena& over that., DBut yonder citizen is a

ard-working man with a large family—
a worthy Milton surgeon, to wit—so T
let him go. And I am about to teach
vouu a lesson. Curb vour tongue, sir,
and remember that I hold your life in
the bend of my trigger-finger.”

““ 8ir,”" said the stranger, trembling
with Easaiﬂn, and choking down a bitter
speech. 1 see vou have a sword at
vour side. If you are not afraid put

-your barker up, and measure your steel

with mine, and I will soon show wou
who is lord of this district!"”

““A very sprightly proposal!” said
Dick, slipping his pistol into his holster,
and jumping  down. “It does ¥you
credit, Out with yvour bodkin, =ir, and
we argue the matter out upon this level
bit of turf.”

Not many highwaymen encumbered
themselves with swords, but Dick and
his rival, each being by chance members
of a innd family who had taken to the
road by stress of fortune, clung to the
custom of their former lives, and each
wore & Court rapier.

The clean, white weapons crossed ‘in
an instant, and at the first thrust Dick
knew he had met his match, or near it.

There was little to choose between the
two. The stranger made the fiercer on-
slaught, but Dick fought with cool, level

urage. His father had been the first
swordsman in the county, and Dick was
a worthy pupil.

Loud rang the keen blades, and round
and round the grass plot the fighters
went. A stroke of Dick’s brought blood

l
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from his opponent's werist, but a fow
mowments later he received a sharp thrust
in the shoulder.

Never flinching, he fuught on steadily,
but found himself at a disadvantage,
and a gleam of triumph shone in his
opponent s eves,

Suddenly Ihck’s foot slipped, and he
fell at full length, at his opponent’s
ETeY,

Instead of ending him, or even calling
on him to surrender, the stranger drew
back, and with his sword at the salute
waited for his adversary to rise,
“"Thank wou!” said Dick simply,
rising to his feet, * 1 have dealt with
ruffians of late, and it is a pleasurs to

cross swords with a gentleman. Fall
on, sir, if you are ready!”
Fiercelv the fight began again.

Though the stranger would not take
advantage of an accident, it was plain
he meant to finish his rival, and Dick
felt his strength failing.

Suddenly, at the heighi of the fGight,
there came the thunder of horses’
and a party of mounted men
round the corner.

“King's men !’ cried Dick, who knew
them well. * We must ride for our
necks !

The stranger leaped to his horse, and
Dick was on Kitty's hack in an instant.
They galloped away like arrows from a
bow, amid & crackle of pistol-shots, the
pursuers riding after them pell-mell.

“ We will settle our differences later,”
cried the s r. ‘‘ Separate, sir, and
throw them on different scents.”

Dick needed no advice on such a
matter as this. He laughed gaily, and
‘he two fugitives struck ont across
vooded heath beyond the forest in
Iifferent directiona. .

Instantly three of the five pursuers.

el

swept

followed Dick—for there was by far the
bigger price on his head—while two
went after the stranger. Darkness was

settling down on the woods.

“Ho, ho!" chuckled Dick to Kitty, as
the wind whistled past him. * They'd
better have followed the lesser prize!
They’ve little chance with us, old girl !™

Too often had Dick been hunted by
King's riders to fall into their hands.
Their steeds had not Kittv's speed, nor
were they at home among the heath and
woodlands. , '

In twenty minutes Dick had shaken
them off, and left them galloping in
the wrong direction.

This done, he cut across country tao
where he thought the stranger would be
assing. His knowledge of the country
ed him right, and he soon zaw his rival

urring across an open heath where
there was no shelter., trusting to his
horse’s speed to carty him free.

But his beast was already foundering.
and the two pursuers were close upen
him. He snapped hi- pistol at them,
but without effect.

“ They've got him . eried Dick, aa he
saw the highwayman's harse come down
heavily.

And the pursuers in:tantiv leapt down
and threw themselves on the fallen man.
They were powerful fellows, and the
highwayman, being winded by the
shock, was soon bound and slung across
one of the captor’s horzes.

So occupied were thev, and so de-
lighted with their ~uccess, that they did
not see Dick galloping like the wind
across the heath till he was close upon

them.
Whatever ha pened. Dick was deter-
mined to save hiz plucky rival from the

gallows,
(Continued on page 20.)
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“ I'd rather not, zur,” he said. “ Tl
wait here for you, if you don't nund.
You may not believe in the dead
Spaniards, zur, but I've scen mun, and
I know.”

“ Perhaps we shall have the luck to
sen mun, too!” smiled Cardew. And he
jumped ashore,

The three juniors ascended the rock
staircase, apd reached the ruined gate-
way of the House of Pengarth. They
followed the wild, weedy path to the big
naken door—closed now.

Cardew knocked on it with the light
cane he carried.

The knocking echoed through the old
building, but for a long time there came
no reply.

“ Looks as if there’s nobody at home,”
said Clive. :

““ YVivian ought to be at home, as he's
aslted us to come,” remarked Levison.
* Anyhow, they wouldn’t all go out and
leave nobady to meet us.™”

Knock, knock!

There was a sound of footsteps at last,

ON SALE THIS WEEK !

and the big door swung open on creak-
ing hinges. A black-bearded man looked
out at the 8t. Jim's jumors, with a for-
Lidding face. They recogmsed the man
they had seen leaving in the boat earher
in the afternoon from Polpen quay.

“ What do vou want?’ asked Kecley
harshly., There was no sign now to be
scen of Hawes or Beaife.

“Ts 8ir James Vivian at home?”
asked Cardew,

[R% N[]‘Ti

“Bure of that?"

“ Quite sure,” _ 3

(Cardew did not add that Sir Jimmy
had asked the party to come,

“ 8ome friend of ours are stayin’ here,
I believe,” he said. ** Some Greyfriars
fellows, Tell Harry Wharton we're
here, please.”

Eeeley drew a hard brealh,

“* You're friends of Master Wharton "'
he asked.

* That's it.”

“You belong to his school, perhaps,
sir 1 asked Keeley, with a keen, scarch-
ing look at the three.

““Oh, no! Dut we know him, and
want to see him. I suppose some of the
fellows are here?”

* Na, sir. The whole party went out

of their Form—Harry Wharton & Co.!

after lunch,”” said Keeley., ¥ They've
gone over the cliffs, inland.”

““ Oh, =zad! When do you expect
them baeck 1"

“They did not tell me, s

“ Well, we'd hetter go in and rest,
anvhow,” said Cardew, glancing at lus
companions. ‘I darc say they’ll turn
up before dark.”

The big ocaken door was only partly
open.  Keeley pushed it a hittle further
shut, and his figure blocked the opening.

“ Excuse me, sir, 1 can't let you in, as
you are strangers to me,’’ he said. **1
was told nothing about this visit.”

“You are n Sir James Vivian's ser-
vice, I suppose, as vou're here?” said
Cardew.

“Yes, sir; but my master has not
mentioned vou to me, and 1 can't let
you in in his absence.”

And with that gruff answer, Koeley
closed the door in the faces of the 8t
Jim's party. Ralph Reckness Cardew
glanced at his comrades with a satirical
smile.

“What do vou think now?"” he mur-
mured.

“ Blesse I know what to think,"”
muttered Clive. *““ It looks—"

‘“ Better get back,” said Cardew, in a
tone loud enough to be heard by the
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man within. * No good hanging about
here, and the boat’s waiting, We can
get back to Polpen in time for tea.”

“ Come on!” saul Levison.

And the three 8t. Jin's juniors went
hack to the rock staircase, to descend to
the boat in the cove. "

Keelev, watching them from a cracked
casement near the door, breathed hard
and deep as they disappeared from sight.
He turned back and crossed the old
hall, and went down the flagged passage
to the kitchen. Secaife and Hawes were
in the kitchen, and they met him with
looks of anxious inguiry.

“ Three  schoolboys, who  know
Wharton and his friends,” said Keeley.
“Jt's all right, I think. They came
over in a boat from Polpen, knowing
that Wharton was here.”

“What rotten luck!”
Hawes, :
“ They're gone?’ asked Scaife.

“ Yog: gone back to Polpen. Nothing
in it, I think,” said Keeley. * They
mnst have heard in Polpen that the
Greyiriars boys were here, and came
across to see them. That's all.”

“They may come again,” muftered
Hawes.

Seaife breathed hard.

mutlored
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“ Most itkely they will not be staving
long in Polpen,” he said. ' Anvhow,
they're gone for to-day. To-morrow
maorning you mnst run the hoat over
to the village, Keeley, and see if they'reo
still there. It's a rotten stroke of luck;
we don't want witneszes that the party
here had disappeared, hefore the time
we arrange for their disappearance to
be reported. But, after all, there’s
nothing unusnal or suspicious in a party
of schoolboys having gone out for the
day-—-these confounded, meddhng lads
cannot suspeet anything.”

Keeley shook his head slowly.

““ They ecan't suspect anvihing,” he
gaid. ““ I'm certain they've had no com-
munication with Wharton so far—he
would have mentioned it in my hearing
if he had known that friends of his had
arrived in Polpen. Most likely they
only eame along to-day, and they may
not even be passing the night at Polpen.
Moaost hkely I shall hear to-morrow that
they have gone back to Penzance.”

“Tn a few days all will be over in the

cave,”” muttered Secaife; and Keeley
shuddered as he heard the muttered
words. *‘ There are rigns already of the

weather breaking—and at the first blow
a boat must be run out to sea B.Hji
turned keel up. The tide will bring it

back into the bay, and that will give
colour .to the story you have to tell.
Don't shiver, vou fool—all is safe!”
But if Seaife could have read the
thoughts of Ralph Reckness Cardew, he

would not have felt that all was safe,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
In the Teils !

“wr I \HE light's going !"
Bob Cherry

hushed voice,

The lantern was burning low
and dim in the shadowed cave under
the great cliff of Garth, -

In the dying light the Greyfnars
i'uniurs looked at ome another’s pale
aces,

For Iong, long hours they had becn
prisoners in the cave, and they had
assailed the iron-studded door again and
again, till at last they had given up the
hopeless task.  Fchoes of the fall of
masonry, the mllagaa of a part of the
House of Pengarth, had reached their
ears, and it came into their minds that
their enemies were blocking up the
secrel passage on the other side of the
door. If that was the case—and 1t
scemed ecrtain—it was useless to exhaust

spoke 1n &
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their sireuagth on the thick, iron-clamped
oak.

The joniors had left the spot, and
gone along the cave. For some hours
they had sought, in the light of the
lantern, for some outlet—though with
little hope of finding one.

And now the lantern was failing them,

There was something like despair in
the hearts of the Greyfrnagrs juniors now,

No one doubted any longer that they
were intended to perich in the blae
depth: of the cavern, and the hope of
escape was faint. Wharton had scanned
the dark, subterranean stream, and he
noted that the water was now at a
lower,level, The tide was runming out
in the bay of Polpen. At low tide, as
he guessed, the connection with the sea
was broken, and the salt-water stream
became a lake in the cavern. It ghlim-
mered darkly in the failing light.

““All depends on the St. Jim's
chaps,” said Bob, in a low voice.
“ They're sure to come to Penfrth,
from what Vivian says, and they'll
surelvy be surprised not to find any of us
there. If they give the alarmm, and
there's a search-—"

“ They're bound to, arter what I told

Cardew,” said Sir Jimmy. i
“L think it's almost certain,” said
Harry., ** Keeley and his confederates

can know nothing of Jimmy having met
Cardew, and told him the story—they
cannot be on their guard there, think
there's a jolly good chance of a search
being made.”

“ But—in this hidden den i
tered Johnny Bull

“We may be neverfully found here,”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh quietly,
** But while there is lifefulness there is
hopefulness.”

** As a last chance T shall try to swim
out,” said Wharton resolutely, “1If I
lose the way and—and don't get
through, it's no worse than sticking here
if we're not found. Those dastards
mean us to die here to keep their rotten
secret, whatever it i1s.”

““ We're not dead wet,” said Bob, as
cheerfully as he could. ** The lantern's
going, but we've still got the electric
torches. They'll last some time. We
may find a way out vet.”

“T think there must be a way out,
apart from the water-way to the sea,
and the seccret passage,’’ s=aid Wharton,
knitting his brows.  ** Thiz cave is used
for something by those vascals, and, as
far as 1 can see, it can only be some
kind of smuggling, If there's a way
out on the land side, that's the way they
would take the stuff, after getting 1t
landed at the House of Pengarth.”

“ But there’s nothing here that we
can see, and we've explored the place a
gocd bit,” said Nugent. “If they're
ronning cargoes of brandy or tobacco,
the stuff would take up a good deal of
room, too. There would be kegs, and
cases, and so on.”

““It may be something else, not so
bulkv. It may not be smuggling at all,
though I can't think of anything else,”
said Harry, ** But, as they use the
cave, I feel pretty certain there's a way
out on the land side of the chiff, Let's
hunt for it, at any rate.”

* May as well!” agreed Nugent.

Fach of the Famnous Five had an elee-
tric torch, but only one was turned on
when the lantern burned out, for
economy of light. The weary juniors—
tired and hungry by this time—pro-
ceeded to renew their search of the
winding hollows of the cave,

That there was some hidden entrance
on the land side Wharton felt certain.

miit-
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Ouly that could account for the fact that

the hidden enemy who had plaved ghost
was able to come and go in the House
of Pengarth a: he chose. Beaife and

his companion, he was assured, had been
almost continually on the spot during
the stay of the juniors at the ancient
house, in communication with Keeley;
and they could not have used always the
boat passage fromm the sea without
having been observed. WNeither was it
likely that Scaife had passed weeks
hidden in that dreary cavern. He had
come and gone, and iua could only have
done so by some secret exit.

** Hallo, halle, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly,

Bob was in the lead, with the electnic
torch, and he had led the way into a
narrow, tunnel-like Bssure of e rock.
He stopped suddenly, as the light
gleamed upon an iron-bound sea-chest.

“We've jolly well found something,”
said Bob.

The juniors gathered round the chest.

It was locked, and they had no means
of forcing the lock, Johnny Bull tilted
it up on end, and there was a sound of
packages displaced inside the chest.

" There's something in it,'’ said Bob.
““I wonder what.”

“Bmuggled goods of some kind, 1
should liink," said Harry. “ It looks
to me as if this may lead to the way
out. If they're smugglers, as I believe,
they land their stuf at Pengarth, or at
high tide get it inte the cavern in the
boat. Then it's left here in this chest
to be removed later on the land side,
Liet’s get farther on.”

The juniors followed the rocky
tunnel, Bob Cherry flashing the electric
light ahead.

For a long distance they followed the
tunnel, their hopes rising as they
advanced. They were conscious that the
air was fresher here, and at every
moment they hoped to see the gleam of
daylrght.

Bob Cherry halted suddenly.

“Bold!” he grunted.

He had stopped at a wall of rock.
Harry Wharton took the light and
examined the rocks that barred the way.

It was the end of the tunnel, but from
this spot a wvertical tunnel or shaft
had extended uwpward, evidently to the
top of the cliff. A rope ladder had pro-
bably been used for ascent and clescent.

But the vertical tunnel had been blocked,

by the rocks rolled into it from above.
Wharton shut oft the light of the torch,
but there was no gleam of daylight
through the piled. rocks. :

o “Eﬂ'm done!" he said.  * I'm pretty
certain that this was the way oat that
they used; but they've blocked it as
soon 8s we were shut in the cave.
Let's get back.”

The juniors returned wearily to the
groat cave. The faint hope was gone
now. There was an outlet but it was
blocked, and they were still hopeless
prisoners in the cavern, They
gathered again by the glimmering water
in the cave, and a look of resolution
grew on Harry Wharton's face.

*It's the only chance now,”” he said.
“T'm going to try it, you fellows. If
[ get through S

“ You're not goin

to try 1t yet, old

chap,”’ said  Bob.,  We'll Ive
Cardew a chance first. By Jove, g[‘m
hungry !”

“ Bame here,”” said Johnny Ball.

** The samefulness is terrific!”

““ After all, what can we expect from
Cardew ?”"- muttered Nugent. * They
will spin him some yarn and turn him

- —
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AWAY, He
suspect——""

* Hark!"’ breathed Bob.

From the dark waters windiog i the
hollows of the rock there came a soud
—a sound that echoed ecerily, the sound
of & human voice. The imprisonesd
Luniﬂ-ra started and listened with beatin:

earts. Was it their enemies returning,
or—they caught their breath at the
thought—was it help and rescne? Bob
Cherry shouted, and his voice rang iu
thunderous echoes.

** Hallo, hallo, hallo!™

may never guess o

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Cardew Leads [

ICK PENGELLY shoved off

D ‘the boat from the rock staircase

of Pengarth, and Cardew & Ca.

glided out on the shining waters

of the cove. Levison and Clive looked

mquiringly at Cardew,

" Back to Polpen?"" asked Clive.
asked Lewvison.

" No jolly fear!”
“* Where then?”
““T promised Vivian to call oo hin

this afternoon,” yawned Cardew, “ I'm
goin’ to keep my word."

“ But " sald Clive puzzied,

“He's not at the house, sani
Cardew, * After what I saw, I was

pretty certain he wouldn't be there, or
the other fellows either. It was only
necessary to make sure, and now we've
made sure. But I'm goin® to call on the
jolly old baronet all the same.”’

““I don't see how,” said Clive. If
he's kidnapped, as you think, we'd
better get to the police and te!ll them
m.!:‘ )

“It sounds a it of a tall story to tell
the police so far,” said Cardew.

““It does, and no mistake,"” said Clive.
** A pretty set of asses we should look
if it turned out that they've gone tramj-
ing on the cliffs, after all!

" Exactly! DBesides, if a gang of
rascals have put them away they may be
in need of help at once, and it would
take time to convince the bobbies at
Penzance—if a chap could convince then:

at all, which I'm not sure of.” said
Cardew lazily. “It's a case of 8t
Jim’s to the rescue, dear men. Pen-

gelly, old bird."”

Dick Pengelly looked at him.

“ Don’t hoist the sail.” said (‘ardew
“I'm sure you're a hefty man with the
oars. I suppose you know this coast
well 2" : o

“* Man and boy for sixty years I've
knowed mun,” said Pengelly. '

“{ood! Are there any caves along
this stretch where the sea Hows in ai
high tide?" :

““ Plenty!"" said Pengelly. * There's
the Spaniards’ Cave, wﬁﬂm a boat can
row in for a good distance. It's close
at hand, but——-"

“But what?"”

“You don't want to go there. zur,”
said Pengelly earnestly, ® It's where
m&ny of the Spanish sailors were
drowned in the old time, and their
spirita haunt the cave. Men at sea have
seen them and heard their voices, and
there's many a man at Polpen has seen
a spirit boat glide into the cave at high
tide and it never came out again.™

Cardew’s eyes gleamed.

** That's the cave we want, then,™
he said. ** Lend me vour ears, Levison.
I tell you I saw Vivian takén into a
boat, which from the distance looked
as if it rowed into the solid cliff. - As 1
couldn’t do that it must have rowed

into a cave., And a big cave where the

There’s going to be a big rush |
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gea flows in and where ghosts have been
scen and giuddy phantom boats i1z most

likely the cave we want, what?”

“Tf wyou're right!” said Levison
thoughtfully.

“0Oh, wou can bank eon that, old
hean! I'm bringin® all the powers of

my unusual intellect to work on this
piddy problem,” said Cardew airily.
“ Pengelly, old duck, row us into the
Spaniards’ Cave; I've got a special
appeintment with the ghosts there.™

Pengelly rested on the oars.

“¥You think wou'll find Vivian a
prisoner in that cave?” asked Levison
in a low voice.

“1 think'it's jolly likely,” answered
Cardew coolly. ** They must have put
him somewhere, and the boat went into
the cave with him. The ghost lusiness
that's been seen there, shows that the
rotterg, whoever they are, have used the
rave before, What are you walting for,
Pengelly ¥ .

“T1’d rather take you back to Polpen,
pentlemen,” sald the old boatman, with
a troubled look. ** No man alive in
these parts would row yom into the
Spaniards’ Cave.”

“But you will, old scout,”” said
Cardew. * Cormishmen are afraud of
nothin’, I've heard, and you won't let
three innocent youths go among the
ghosts on their own. And [ give you
my word that the Bpanish ghosts are
no more dangercus than  Bpanish
onions.”’

Pengelly made no answer, but he
hegan to pull. The boat ranged along
the cliffs to the yawning opening of a
deep, dark cave. With a grim brow
Dick Pengelly pulled into the cave, and
C'ardew recognised the bulging shoulder-
like rock at the entrance which had shut
off 8ir Jimmy and his kidnappers from
view that mormng. -

“ This is the place,” he said quietly.

“Bure?" asked Clive,

“ Quite sure.”’ :

The boat fHoated on. The sun was
sinking into the Atlantic now, and over
the western waves canmie a stream of
golden light. It shone into the cave,
partly dispelling the gloom.

Pengelly rested on his oars azain,

“¥You've scen the cave now, gentle-
men,”’ he said.

“ Keep on!” :

““The boat can’t get much farther at
low tide, and the tide's run out now,
zur,”’ enid Pengelly:

“It was at flood when they brought
Vivian in here,” sald Cardew to his

companions. ** They got farther than
we can get. But we'll go on as far as
wo can. Keep going, Pengelly.”

The old fisherman reluctantly bent to
his cars again. The beat glided on into
deeper gloom. .

It stopped at last, the boat's nose
bumping on a shelf of rock. The wet
surface showed that the rock had been
recently covered by water,

“* Land here!”’ said Cardew,

The juniors left the boat.

Dick Pengelly eyved them in alarm.
Cardew smiled at him genially.

* Wait there for us, old acout,” he
rald. " We're going to do some giddy
exploring.”

“The tide's on the turn, =zur,”" said
Pengelly. * You'll likely be caught in
the water when 1t comes in.””

“ (Oh, wo'll look out!”

Cardew took an electriec-torch from
his pocket and advanced up the cave.
There were httle pools of water in
the hollows of the rock left by the tide
when 1t went out, and festoons of

See this week’s ‘" Gem

seaweed hung on the rocks, Cardew
Hashed the light to and fro.

The great eliff was honeycombed with
tissures and caves branching off in
almost every direction. In all of them
were pools of water, showing that they
were all flooded at high tide, =omo of
them as deep as their rocky roofs.

“We could jolly ecasily loso our way
here,” said Clive, with an  unecasy
rlance about himn,

“Of courss wa could,” said Cardew,

Hooking back at the spot of daylhight

which showed the openimg of the cave
far bhehind. ** After we lose =ight of the
daylight, old bird, I wouldn't give a
brass button for our chances of finding
our way out again.’”

““Well, wo shall lose sight of it in a
few minutes more,”’

Library.” 19

“ That's the finish fos ug, ' saul Clive,

“Not at all, old scout! When the
tide comes in the sea joins up with this
water, of course,” sard Cardew. It
was high tide when those rascals brought
Vivien here. As we haven't scen the
jolly old baronct so far, it’s plain_ that
they went farther on with him. "e'r
stopped till next high tide; i1t won't be
long now."”

* Let's get back to the boat before it
comes In and drowns us like rats in a
trap.’”

“Good! But let’s give a shout first,”
said Cardew. “ It's possible, old ducks,
that we've come far enough to be with-
in hearing of the giddy baronet, and
it would E;Je only civil to give him a
greeting as we're his merry visitors, you

'EI! *':';af I! it
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Keeley's

St. Jim’s juniors.

* Quite so! lIsn't it lucky thai I came
prepared 7"’ :

Clardew took n ball of twine from his
pocket and fastened the end of the
string to a point of rock. Then, as he
advanced, he unrolled the twine.

“ Simple but useful!”’ he said.

“Uood!” said Levison.

The three 8t. Jim’s juniors pushed on.
A score of times they found themselves
in *“ blind alleys ' in the fissures of the
rocky cliffs and tried back again. But
they kept on resolutely, though two of
them at least were thinking uneasily of
the returning tide.

“ Water ! said Cardew suddeni

He stopped on the edge of da,ri:, lap-

ping water, that gleamed and glistened
as he turned the lLight on it

burly figure blocked the doorway. °‘ Excuse me, Yyoung
gentlemen,”” he said gruffly, ‘“But I can’t let you in, as you are
strangers to me.”” And Black Keeley shut the door in the faces of the

f':illl! B K

(See Chapter 8.) N

“ Ags!" gaid Clive. _
Cardew shouted, and hiz voice ran
loudly through the hollows of the Gart

iff,

“Hallo! Ho, ho, ho! Anybody at .
home 7" :

Thunderous echoes answered.

And then, faintly from the black dark-
ness and in the distance, there came an
answoering call.

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

““ That's Bob Cherry!"
Levison in  great amazement,
know that toot anywhere!”

Cardew shouted again.

* Hallo !’

Faintly from afar came the reply.

E".'{L'II'I.ETHEII

“T'd

“ Hallo! Help!”
~ A creeping stream of water splashed

 The Bullies of the Bombay Castle ! *>—read about them in the * Boys’ Friend "’ !
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round the feet of the St. Jim's juniors.
The tide was coming in, and already
there was an inch of water in the rocky
PMASSAEE.

“Time we got back to the boat,”
vawned Cardew: * we'll leave the twine,
1t will be a guide. We know where to
look for the fellows mnow. Come on,
my merry imen, before we spoil the
effect of the whole thing by getting
drowned. Drownin' is a dashed un-
comfortable way of peggin’ out, and it
spoids a fellow’s clothes!”

And Cardew & Co. hurried back to
the boat, with the water almost to their
knees before they reached it

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Rescue !
"H

ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
at last.

Bob Cherry shouted again
and again, but the answering
calls had ceased. He stopped

“ That was Cardew shoutin’,” said Sir
Jimmy Vivian., 1 kpnow 'im! He's
‘unting for us m the cave.”

“Goad old 8Bt Jim'-!" said Bob
{‘Lrerry. “" But why the thump have
they stopped 1"

‘““ Anyhow, they know we're here,”
said Harry Wharton, ** It’s only a ques-
tion of waiting now. They must have
a boat. and the water may not serve.
. 'The tide's coming in.”" -~

He flashed the light on the subter-
ranean sfream, The water was rising at
their feet,

“* That's it,"” said Bob, with a nod.
““ The boat can only come through when
tho tide’s at flood, the same as when
they brought Vivian here. We've ornly
got to wait."”

The Greyfriars
Leating hearts,

At their feet the waters murmured
and swished, rising higher every
moment, as the tide ecame surging in
through the rocky channel from the sca,
They waited and watched, their eyes on
the dark waters, and one of the electrie
torches burning steadily as a guide to
their rescuers.

Suddenly, from the blackness in the
distance, a light shone.

It moved on the face of the dark
waters, approaching them, and they
knew that it was on board a boat.

The plash of oars came faintly echo-
ing through the gloom. .

““* They're coming!’ panted Nugent.

The hght gleamed nearer,

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” shouted Boh
Cherry, He stood with the rising tide
splashing about him, heedless of it.

“We're comin', dear old beans!"
called back a voice from the unseen
boat. ** This place is like a jolly old
labyrinth., Is young Vivian there?”

“Wotto!” yelled back Sir Jimmy,
YI'm 'ere, Cardew!”

““ Tea teady "

#Eht"

“Didn’t you ask me to tea?”’

“ Well, my 'at!" said the baronet,

**We've been: to the house, but you
weren't there!” ecalled out Cardew’s
volee. " Bo we've looked for you.
hope you're pleased to see visitors?’’

“ The pleasefulness is terrific!”

“ Never so jolly pleased in all our
lives!"" exclaimed DBob Cherry. * This
way—here you are!"”
The boat bumped. Dick Pengelly,
like a man in a dream, stared at the
Iittle  crowd of Greyfriars juniors,
Cardew had already explained to the
pid Cornishman how matters stood: but
Pengelly had been very dubious, until

juniors waited, with

at last he saw the priseners of the cave
with his own eyes,

Several electriec torches were burning
now, and faces were bright and merry

in the light.
“Come aboard, old nuats!” said
Cardew. “T1t's all right, Pengelly,

they're not giddy ghests—they're wuar-
ranted guite harmless. As you fellows
don’t seem to have any tea going, you'd
better come back to Polpen with us, and
we'll stand the tea, what?"”

“We'll come anvwhere vou like out
of this,” grinned Bob Cherry. * Can't
say how glad T am to see you chaps."

“ And we're jolly glad to see you,”
said Levison. *“Jump in["

Harry Wharton & é)ﬂ-.‘ stepped into the
boat. When the six juniors were on
board, Dick TPengelly shoved off again,
The boat glided away down the water-
tunnel.

Pengelly had carefully marked the
way he had eome: but, even so, it was
not an easy matter o follow the wind-
g wayv back to the Spaniards’ cave,
And Harry Wharton, as the boat glided
on, realised how wery little chance he
would have had of getting through
alive' had he tried his desperate plan of

swimming, There was not much doubt |

that the Greyfriars party owed their
lives to the Bt. Jun's juniors, and, above
all, to Ralph Reckness Cardew.

But the boat glided into the open
cave at last, and, pulling hard against
the incoming tide, out to the sea. Then
the mast was stepped again, the sail
hoisted, and the t danced away in
the sunset for Polpen. Harry Wharton
& Co. had determined not to return to
the House of Pengarth, until they could
do so with nmplsa' help to secure the
rascals who had doomed them to death
in the ecavern under the eliff.

In the red sunset the boat ranged up
to the old stone quay at Polpen, and
within ten minutes all the Cornish vil-
lage was thrilling with the startling tale
of the happenings at the House of Pen-
garth,

‘The ‘“ game'’ was up for Secaife and
his associates, little as they dreamed it
till the blow fell. SBoon after nightfall
a boat crossed the bay from FPolpen,
crammed with the Greyfriara and the
St. Jim's jumors, and half & dozen
sturdy and resolute Cornishmen. There
was no more dread of the ghosts of dead
Spaniards after the jumiors had told
their tale, and mortal foes had no
terrors for the men of Polpen. Headed
by old Dick Pengelly, and Mr, Tre-
gellis, of the Rose Inn, they entered the
House of Pengarth--and Scaife, Hawes,
and Keeley, taken utterly by surprise,
were secured before they could dream of
resistance.

The remainder of that night the three
rascals spent locked in a cellar of the
Rose Inn, while a messenger went in
haste to Penzance. Boon after dawn
the police were on the spot.

The mystery of the House of Pen-
garth was a mystery no longer.

The search that followed revealed
what still remained hidden of the secret.

I|The sea-chest in the cave, broken open

by official bhands, proved to contain
packages of smuggled opium and cocaine
—and it was clear that Scaife and his
associates had been carrying on that
profitable and dastardly trade for years.
The foul drugs, small in bulk and
great in value, had been run into Pen-
garth 1n fishing-boats from a yacht at
sea, and placed in the chest in the
cavern by Keeley, And on the iand-
ward side of the cliff there was a cot-

_—

Better than ever—next Monday’s MAGNET!

tage, tenanted by a =upposed artist—
Mr, Scaife himself—who frequently had
business in Londen: and, by means of
the tunnel, the deadly packages of
smuggled poison were taken from the
cave to the cottage, and thence conveyed
by Beaife to the distant city for sale to
his confederates there.

It was n great haul for the police, and
Scaife, Hawes, and Keeley were set to
prison for long terms,

The ghosts of the dead
ceased to haunt the House of
from that day.

Harry Wharton & Co, returned to the
house, after the police had finished
there, and Cardew, Levison, and Clive
stayed some days with them at Pen-
garth. The haunted house was haunnted
no longer—the secret of Pengarth was
no longer a secret—and the juniors gave
no further thought to their terrible ex-
periences, but proceeded to enjoy their
holiday, which they did to the full.

And when the new term began at
Giroviriars there waz ouite a crowd of
Remove fellows in Stoady No. 1 to listen
with bated breath to the storr of the
SBecret of the Caves.

| THE END.

(Don't miss next Monday's fine story,
CANME.

Spaniards
Igerl garth
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There was a vyell and crash, as Dick
charged right into them, riding down
the nearest, and stunning the other with
a blow from his pistol.

The horse the captive had been bound
to was bowled over, spilling its burden
in the heather.

““Are you hurt?”’ cried IDick, swiftly
cutting the captive rival’'s bonds, for
they had bound his wrists with. cords,
** Rough work, sir, but there was no
time to lose.”

“ Nay, I am sound enough,'’ cried the
highwavman, springing u]a, ““ thauks to

our gallant rescue, sir. What of these
{ellnwﬂ Are they killed? Nay, only
stunned, I see, That is well. I like not
to kill a man who is but doing his
duty." '

“Nay,” eried Dick, “ they will be
fit to ride home and nurse their bruised
pates in an hour’s time. And now, sir "’
—he turned with a smile to his rival—
‘““ what do you say? Shall we cross our
gewords again and finish our dispute? I
am ready. But if 1 may say it, I would
like even better to ride in comradeship
with such a brave companion. What do
yvou sav? Will you jom me, and ra
the roads in my company, dividing the
apoil ¥’

*“* Nay!"” cried the other, holding out
his hand, which Dick grasped firmly.
“You have proved yourself the better
man, and, but for you, I should be on
my way to the gallows. I will not prey
on the winnings of so gallant a comrade,
and will leave to you the district you
rightly c¢laim. PBut some day, perhaps,
I will return to heq: a favour of you.
Till then, good-bye!’

And, mounting his horse, and sweep-
ing off his threecornered hat with a
courteons bow, Dlick Langley's one-time
rival galloped away into the night,

THE END.

(There 13 another ripping atory of
Galloping Dick next week. Look out
for it!)

Don’t forget—Monday is MAGNET day }
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4 well-known crook is wanted by the police, ond on the eve of his arrest the
body of a man answering to the descripltion of the scoundrel in gquestion
i5 found at the fool of a high building, from the top of which i is elleged
he has thrown himself. The police are firmly convineed that the ‘' wanted ™’
man has comanitied suicide, but Ferrers Locke thinks otherwise. Now
find out who is right,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Suiclde ¢
‘e TRAGEDY‘ at BEarl's Court!

“Suicide of Morton Judd!™
The newsboy's voice floated in from the street, and Ferrers Locke
gave a slight start and looked up.

“ Drake!”

Jack Drake was on his feet at once.

“(Get me a paper—sharp.” , ’

In about three seconds Jack Drake was outside, in Baker Btreef, and in
another second he had captured the newsboy.

He came back into Ferrers Locke's study with the evening paper.

“It's impossible!” said Ferrers Locke, as he took the paper, “I should
have said that it was_ impossible, at least! Morton Judd was the last man
in the world to take his own life.”

“It's there, sir!" said Drake, indicating the head-lme on the fromt page,
“and—and considering how matters stm&, sip—-~"

Locke shook hiz head.

“"He was fairly cornered, sir!” said Drake. “His flat was watched by the
E‘uﬁce—ﬂftﬂr vou had finished with the case, 1t was only left for Inspector

yeroft to get the warrant and nail him, There was a long stretch of penal
servitude before him.”

“That 18 true.”

“You told me that Mr. Pycroft would have the warrant this afternoom——"

“That is correet.”

“And Judd could not have got away, with the block of flats watched on
every side.”

“Also correct!” assented the detective.

“If he had tricd to bolt they would have nailed him, without waiting for
the warrant,” went on Drake.

" Certainly.”

“Well, he knew all that, of course,” sald Drake. “He knew he was
cornered, and there was no chance of escape. I—I don’t feel surprised, sir,
that he threw himself from the window, and made an end of it.”

Locke shook his head slowly.

“1 am surprised,” he said. **This is the last thing that I should have
expected to hear of Morton Judd. He is—or was—an utterly unscrupulous
swindler—the police have noted him for years, without being able to catch
him tripping. His last fraud landed him—but I am convinced that he has
a good deal of plunder safely locked away somewhere, in readiness for the
belt that he knew would -have to come some day. I was prepared to hear
that he had attempted flight—even to the extent of shedding blood in a fight
for escape. DBut this—" ,

He shook his head again, and turned to ithe paper.

“Let us see what has happened, at all events,” he said.

Verrers Locke read the brief report aloud:

"' A terrible tragedy took place this afternoon at Sheraton Mansions, Earl's
Court. Mr. Morton Judd, the well-known financier, threw himself from the
window of his flat on the fourth story, and was instantly killed. The police
were immediately on the scene, and the body was identified by certain
documents found in the pockets, We understand that Mr. Judd left a letter
addressed to the coroner, written immediately before committing the desperate
act. Any further details that reach us will appear in the stop-press column.’”

Ferrers Locke turned to the stop-press column and found another bricf
pﬂraﬁraph: ) '

“¢It transpires that Mr. Judd was being watched by the police, and that
Inspector Pycroft, of Scotland Yard, was on his way to Sheraton Mansions
with a warrant for Mr. Judd's arrest, on a charge of extensive fraud.’Z

Don’t miss Locke’'s latest case, chums !
: THE MaexET LiBRARY.—No. 812,
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Ferrers Tocke laid down the paper.
His brow was wrinkled in perplexed
thought. -

Drake =zmiled slightly. Ilven Ferrers
Locke was not infallible. His absolute
certainty that Morton Judd was nat
the man to escape by the easy road.of
suicide received a shock from the news
of the financier's terrible death,

“ A surprise for Mr. Pycroft, when
he arrivec{[ with his warrant, Drake,”
En.icE Ferrers Locke, ** It closes his case
in an unexpected way."”

“Yes, airl I may as well mark the
case  as finished, in the record, Mr,
Locke.”

* Not yet.”

Drake raised his eyebrows.

“ But it i3 finished now, sir, surely?”

“That I cannot tell, so far. But I
am not satisfied, Drake, If T was mis-
taken in the character of Morton Judd,

it is the first mistake of the kind I
have made for many years. Call a
taxi.’’ :

““You are going to Earl's Court,

sir 7"’

“ Yes—and you, if you like”

““ Yes, rather.”

Drake was puzzled, as he sat beside
the Baker Btreet detective in the taxi,
and it glided away through busy streets,
More than once, on the way, they heard
the newshoyvs calling the startling news.
Morton Judd had made & pronnnent
figure in the City, and his sudden and
terrible death caused a sensation.

Drake asked himself what Ferrers
Locke was seeking on the scene. of the
suicide. That he was loth to give up
an opinion he had formed from careful
observation, Drake e¢ould wunderstand;
but the facts stdared him in the face.
Morton Judd had escaped prison by the
gate of death; nothing could alter that.

Ferrers Locke did not speak a word

on the way to EKarl's (Court. He re-
mained buried in profound thought,

until the taxi drew up opposite the
entrance of Sheraton Mansions.

A crowd had gathered there, drawn
by morbid interest in the tragedy; and
a constable stood at the entrance-hall,
allowing no one to pass in but the res-
dents in the block of flata.

Ferrers Locke's name was  enough,
however; and Locke amd Drake passed
through the crowd, and entered the hall
of the mansions.” The lift carried thein
up to the fourth floor, and they stopped
at Morton Judd's fat,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Missing Key !

o OU here, Locke?”
i Inspector Pyeroft shook
hands with the DBaker Street

detective, and gave Drake a
nod,
| Tkhe portly inspector had a troubled
ook, :

““ I thought I would look in, Pyceroft,”
aaid Ferrers Locke., ** As I helped you
to work up the ease against Judd, I am
naturally interested.”

*“ Naturally,” asscnted the ipspector.
“You can’t see—it. It's been taken to
the mortuary., I'll take you there, if
you like, of course.”

““1 should like a loock round here.

““ No ohjection to thal; I'm in official
charge, of course,” said the inspector.
*“*1I've been going through the place.
A precious rascal Judd was—though I
suppose one shouldn’t speak ill of himn
now. There’s plenty of evidence in his
rooms of rascalities extending over ten
years—once he was arrested it would

THH MacgxET LIBR&E?.—NEL al2.
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have been a lifer for him. I suppose
that's why he did it."”

“1t would seem so0,"
Locke, ** Which was
leaped from?"’

“ The bed-room! Here it is.”

It was a large, well-furnished bed-
room inte which the inspector showed
Ferrers Locke and his companion. The
window looked out from the back of
the block of flats, over countless roofs,

Locke looked from the window,

Dirake noticed that he bent his head
and examined the broad stone sill with
penetrating eyes. There were marks on
the sill, as if the stone had been scraped.

Inspector Pycroft noticed the detec-
tive's occupation,

He smiled faintly. _

‘““ It's mot a question of looking for
elues this time, old fellow,”” he zaid.
“ We know what's happened.”

““ We may not know all that has hap-
pened,”” suggested Terrers  Locke,
“The sill, as you see, is painted, and
the paint has been seraped a good deal
It is worth while noting details."”

“ Even when they are superfluous?”

smiled Mr. Pycroft.
“Even then, perhaps. Tha unusual
always worth noting. It is worth
while to consider why a man, leaping
from a window, should leave such very
visible marks on the sill.”

“ Oh, that's easily accounted for;
mhnbi}' he hesitated a good deal before
EE could make up his mind to it,"" said
the inspector. °‘ May have crouched
there for some minutes.”

“ Without being seen?"

“ You can sce that*the window only
overlooks lower  buildings—it 13 not
overlooked.”

“ Quite s0. It would be unlikely that
anything happening at this
would be nll:?furvmi from without,"
Ferrers Locke assented, with a glance
from the window. ** The other windows
are the same, no doubt.”

“* No; the other windows look on the
street with another big block of flats
opposite.  Anybody crouching on the
other sills would certainly have been
seen from some opposite window."

““Mr, Judd evidently selected lis
window with care. He did not wanl to
be seen in the act.” '

“That 13 all immaterial,
Locke? He did it!
body was picked up!”  The inspector
pointed down from the window. A
narrow paved way ran at the back of
the building, and eveh from the dis-
tance a dark patch could be seen on the
pavéement, . :

“ A fall from this height must have
had fearful results,” said Ferrers Locke,

“You are right.” Mr. Pyoeroft
shivered a little. * He wasn't a pleasant
sight—the head—pah !’ i

** He was not recognisable?”

“Not in the least—a mere heap.
But my men guessed who 1t was, of
course : and, of course, his clothes were
known, and his papers, when they ex-
amined him."”

* His clothes*"

“He was wearing the swit in which
he had last heen seen. His valet knows
all his things, of course, and he was on
the spot at once., This-man, Dodson,

sald Forrers
ithe room he

isn't 1f,
That's wher: the

knew him first, when he saw the body,
by his clothes, He knew his watch and
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chain and cuff-links, too, of course. But
the papers in the pockets settled the
matter. Letters in Judd's hand, and
letters addressed to Judd—all sorts of
personal papera."

““ He left a letter for the coroner "

“ Yes; I have it here. I am making
my official inventory, you know—that
is one of the *pieces.’ You'd like to
sec it ?"'

“Tf T may."

“ Look!"

The inspector spread the letler on &
table, It was brief:

“ All hope is gone. I know that
I am to be arrested to-day—I know
that T am watched. There 13 one
way out, and I shall take it. I ask
the pardon of all whom I have in-
jureé). before I go to my death.

“ MorTOoN JuDD."

¢ That is Judd's hand-writing,” said
Ferrers Locke, with a nod,

The inspector stared. ;

“ 0Of course,’”” he said, I know his
fist well enough—I've got dozens of
his letters here. Did you doubt it?"

“No! I was only curious to see the
letters. That, of course, will be handed
to the coroner.”

““ Yes; it was addressed on the enve-
lope to the coroner. Anything else you
wish to see, Mr. Locke?”

“Well, ves! The man Dodson &

“ He 15 in his room above; he lived
here, and seems to have been Judd's
only attendant. Of course, Judd was
in the City every day, and generally
dined in the West End. Dodson seems
a good deal knocked over. He was out
when it happened.” :

“(Oh! He was out of the building 1"

“Yes; Judd had sent him away.
Dodson, of course, had no idea of his
master's intention—he wasn't even
aware that Judd was being watched.
Judd evidently wanted him off the
scene.”’

“ No doubt.”

“ But why do vou want to see Dod-
som, Mr. Locke?” asked the inspector
curiously,  ** Of course, I'll call hiun if
you want him, but 1 den't see the
use.’

“Put it down to curiosity,” said
Ferrers Locke. Ly
““ (ome, eome,’’ said DMr. Pyeroft,

good-humouredly, ‘' there is no room
for wour methods in this case; Locke.
It iz a plain case of suicide; and there
are some dozens of witnesses to prove
that Dodson was absent when it hap-
pened. Also, the bed-room door was
locked on the inside, and we had to
force it, as you can see.”’ :

““There' is another door,” remarked
Ferrers -Locke.

“ That opens into Judd's study.” In-
spector Pyeroft threw open the com-
municating door. ‘' The study door was
also locked on the corridor.”

Locke stepped into the study.

““ Thiz iz where Judd did his business,
I suppose ?”" he remarked.

““ Such business as he may have done
here. ~ (M course, he worked at his
office in the City. T daresay he aat

here a good many times working out
the financial schemes by wl:iuﬁ he
rohbed the widow and the orphan,”
said the inspector.

Ferrers locke examined the room.

Drake stood silent and puzzled, and the
inspector watched Locke with growing
surprize and some irritation.

“If it isn't a case of plain suicide,
Locke, I never saw one,' he sad,

f You wouldn’t suggest that Judd was
| rtehed out of the window by someone

- The best of the batch—the MAGNET !



Spread the news, dispel the '‘ blues "’—the * Annual’s ”’ full of good cheer !

whe dizappeared - afterwards through
mwled doors.”

** No,” said Ferrers Locke. T am
‘perfectly  assured that Judd was nob
thrown from the window,”

* Well, then s

“You found the bed-room door on
the corridor Jocked, and had to forece
)

“* That's so.”

* And the study door on the corridor
WaS ]Uc']tn{] also ¢’

" i 'E,""r‘_q.:‘!'

* Both keys were in the locks?”

““ The bed-room key was,’”’ said the
nspecior,

*“ But the study 7"’

+** No, the key isn't in the lock. The
door was locked, however, as it still 1=,
f vou choose to look at it.”

“ 0dd!” =aid Ferrers Locke. * Mor-
ton Judd determined to Jeap from a
windew, He locked both the doors on
the corridor, and from one door he re-
mnoved the key, not from the other.
Ha: the key been found ¥ _

““It has not been looked for,”” said
ihe inspector gruffiy.

* It was not cn the body *’

““ No, that's certain; n list was made
nf everything found on the body.”

“ You have not found it in the
rooms 177

““1 haven't finished my examination
vets but, certainly, I shall not be very
Jdi<appointed if 1 fail to find a door-
key,”” said the inspector sarcastically.

*“Then you willp be wrong, Pvcroft,”’
-aid Ferrers Locke tranquilly. *'* With-
cut being too coufident, T venture to
-av that you will not find the key."”

¢ Judd may have thrown 1t out of
the window for anything I know—or
care,’”” added the inspector,

‘“ At all events, T think you will not
find it. And the key iz of more im-
portance than anything elte in the
caee, '

“TIn what way?"”

“In the way of furnishing a clue.”

‘““A clue? A clue to what?"'

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“ Ah! I must leave the rest to you,
I'yeroft. Only, if you will take a word
of advice from an old friend, you will
not  overlook the importance of the
miesing  key.”’

Inspector: Pycroft looked very nearly
vxasperated,

‘“* ¥pu have already said that yom are
assured that Morton Judd was not
thrown from the window, Mr. Locke!”

“T am certain of it.”"

“You do not suspect that he was
mardered §**

“Y am assured that he was not.”

“Then in the name of all that's
absurd, what does a lost doorkey matter,
and what do you mean by a clue?”
demanded the inspector. ** Hang it all,
Ferrers Locke, I don't mind admitting
that you've often looked through things
:hat were too dark for me; you've
elped us at the Yard a good many
times,  But this—’

“ Well, well, let it drop, Pycroft,”
said Ferrers Locke good-humouredly.
“Let me have a talk with the man
Dodson.’’

And the inspector, with an expressive
crunt, went to call Dodson.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Pyeroft is Perplexed !

ERRERS LOCKE smiled shightly
as he glanced at Jack Drake,
Drake was silent, but his face
expressed his wonder, ‘That

Ferrers Locke was working out a theory
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was clear to Drake. But what that
theory was, and what 1t imphed, utterly
perplexed him. 1f the Baker Street
detective had no suspicion that Morton
Judd had been murdered, what was he
peeking to discover? To that questien
Jack Drake could find no answer.

Yet evidently the detective was seek-
ing to discover something, and believed
himszelf on the irack of the discovery
he sought.

Locka did not address his boy assis-
tant. He was still scanming the room
with searching eyes when Dodson, the
valet, came in. Inspector Pycroft did
not return with him. The inspector was
evidently ** fed up.”

Deodson, a pulﬂ-l;t?rﬂking man of middle
age, saluted the detective respectfully.
He looked troubled and worn, which
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“For what reason?

““He told me he would not need me
again till the evening, and advised me
to take a walk for a couple of hours
That was his way of putting it. I knew
he wanted me to clear off, g0 I went.”

““ When was that "

* About five o'clock.™ :

“ Where were you when the tragedy
took place?”

““1 had had a stroll, sir, and a chat
in the newsagent’s, and then I strolled
round to the garage at the back. Mr.
Judd kept his car there, and the
chauffeur is a friend of mine. 1 was
talking to the chauffeur when we heard
the crash. The garage opens on that
path behind the buildings. Mr. Judd

crashed down within a dozen f[eet of
the door."”

in it. But Ferrers Locke was ready.

a crash into the plasier of the celling.
private detective,

The hand of the bandaged man whipped out of his pocket, and a revolver glittered
The hand that held the revolver was forced upwards, and the bullet flew with

His spring was like that of a tiger,

““The bracelets, quick ! '’ panted the
(See Chapter 4.)

was not surprising after his terrible
experience of that afternoon.

“1 wish to ask you a few questions,
Dodson,” said Ferrers Locke, with his
keen eyes on the man's face. ' You
will answer them to the best of your

ability, I am sure.” )
nothing

“ Certainly, sir;
hide !’ -

““ Quite so! At what exact time did
Mr. Judd fling himself from the window
of his bed-room "’

“Bix o'clock, sir. Beveral people
have told me that they heard the hour
striking just before he crashed down.”

“ He was seen to fall, thent"”

““ Not exactly seen to fall; but there
were several people about, and the in-
ptanit he crashed down he was seen.”

** ¥ou were absent at the time?”

“Yes, sir. Mr, Judd had sent
Dut'!l

I've to

me

“8o you were very quickly on the
spot 7"

“ Yea, sir., A man—I know now be
was a plain-clothes constable—was first.
He'd been watchi the place, as it
turng out. I think 1 was the second to
arrive. But there was & crowd in a few
minutes.’’

“You recognised Mr, Judd at once.
though wyou had had no idea that he
intended to throw himsef from his
window 1”'

“ None at all, sir. And as for recog-
nising him, nobody ocould lave done
that—he was smashed too much for that.
But I knew the suit of clothes he was
Wwearing-——a sornewhat conapicuous
pattern, sir. I had put those clothes
out for him this very morning.”

“ 80 you knew it was Mr. Judd "

“1 guessed it was, sir. And then I
looked up and saw that the bed-room

—out September 1st |
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windpw was open. But it was soon
proved that 1t was Mr. Judd, sir, by
the watch and chain, and seals, and cuff-
links, and other things.™

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“ What did you do then?'”

“1 came into the building, sir, with
a police-sergeant, to show him up to my
master's rogms. But the doors were
locked and we could not enter. When
Inspector  Pycroft arrived, the bed-
room door was forced. Then my poor
masthe’s letter to the coroner was found
on_ hia bed-room table.” .

“INnd wou see the visitor who ¢alled
on Mr. Judd this aftornoon®”

Doddon raised hiz evebrows.

“No, sir. Was there a visitor "

“Yes. Doubtless he came after you
left at five o'clock.”

“Tt's likely enough, sir. Mr. Judd
sometimes saw rather unusual people at
his flat, and he has sometimes sent me
out before. It was no business of mine,
of course.”’

Drake's eyes were on his chief's face.
How did Ferrers Locke know that there
had been a visitor?

“You did not see the visitor leave,
Dodson :"

“ No, ar’’

** How long after the tragedy was it
that you came round to the front of the
Liouse and entered with the sergeant?”

““I suppose about five minutes, sir."

““ Where was the hall-porter?”

From the adjoining room came the
sound of a sniff. That sniff expressed
Inepector  Pyeroft’'s opinion  of  this
strange interrogation. Ferrers Locke
did not scem to hear it.

““The hall-porter, sir?"’ said Dodson,
evidently astonished by the question.
“I did not see him just then, sir.”

“He was not on duty in the hall?”

““Now I come to think of it, sir, he
came in just aftorwards. He had run
round the building to sce what had
happened, I suppose,”

‘““* No  doubt. Where tho
liftman ?"’

“I—1 don't know, sir.”’

“Ihd you and the scrgeant ascend
by the lift?"

““ No, sir; we had to come up by the
stairs, as the Liftman wasn't there: now
I remember.”’

“ Doubstless the alarm of the tragedy
had called him away, too?"

“I suppose so, sir."

““Thank wyou, Dodson; that will do.
You will be in your room if I want to
see you again, I suppose?”

“Yes, sir.”

“ One word more—do you know where
the key of this room is?"

“Isn't it in the lock, sir?"”

““No 1t seems 1o be mussing.”’

“I suppose Mr. Judd must have taken
it out after locking the door on the
ingide, sir.”

“On the inside?"”
Locke reflectively,

Dodson stared.

““¥es, sir, It's clear that he locked
the, doors on the corridor, in case he
should be interrupted. He must have
locked them on the inside, as they were
found locked, and he had gone by the
window,”’

“Ah! Yes, thank you, Dodson.”

The walet retired, obviously puzzled.
Inspector Pycroft looked through the
commuiicating doorway from the bed-
room after Dodson had passed out.

““Is that the end, Locke?”

““Not quite; I have some questions
to ask downetairs. Perhaps you will
come with me, inspector; you may find

was

repeated Ferrers

the questions interesting, although at
the present moment you suspect me of
wandering in my mnd,”’ said Ferrers
Locke with a touch of irony,

Mr. Pyeroft coloured a little

“Not so bad as that, Locke. But
really—really, you know, I don't sece the
object of all this. Aren’t we wasting

fime "

“ Possibly ! Locke shrugged Tis
shoulders. ** But you are a good fellow,
Pyeroft, and 1 want to save you from
committing the biggest blunder of your
carcer, tf T can.”

The inspector jumped.

“What! What did you -say, Mr.
Locke? Where does the blunder come
m? What i1s there in this case that
does not lie on the surface, 1'd like

to know?"’

“ Mucht™

-

gald Ferreras Locke tran-
quilly. ** But please yourself, Pyeroft!”

He walked out into the corridor
followed by Jack Drake. Inspector
Pycroft stood staring after him like a
man in a dream. But uneasiness was
showing now ‘through his official
complacency. He started with a sort
of jerk and followed Ferrers Locke to
the lift.

The Baker Street detective pressed
the button and the Lift came gliding up
from the ground Aoor. The trio
stepped into it.

“You saw Mr. Judd after his terrible
fall, I think *"” Ferrers Locke remarked
to the lLift-attendant as they descended.

““Not more than a minute after, I
think; #ir. I ran round the corner when
I heard them shouting.”

““Tt was you who took up Mr. Judd's
vigitor this afterncon, I suppose?’

““* Yes, sir.”’

Both Drake and the inspector started.
Evidently there had been a caller at the
dead man’s fat.

““ At what time asked
Ferrers Locke.

The man considered.

_”}I suppose 1t was soon after five,
BIT. .

“* Dodson went out at five.
after that "

““0Oh, yes, sir, because T chatted a
minute or two with Mr. Dodson before
he went out, and it was at least a
quarter or an hour later that the gentle-
Hlan asked to be taken up to Mr. ﬁdd’a

00r,

“Ihd you take him down again after
his visit?"’

““ No, sir,

was that "’

Was it

They often come down by
the stairs,”” explained the liftman,
“ Most people go up in the lift, but if
it isn't handy they often walk down. 1
hadn't thought about him since taking
him up.”

““But being on duty at the hift, no

doubt you noticed him come down by
the staircase?”

“Well, there's a lot of people in these
flats, sir, and 1 shouldn't notice one
specially. I dessay a dozen people
of more came down.”

“* Would you know the man again?”

The lift bad stopped at the ground
floor and the attendant opened the gates
as he rephed.

“QOh, yes, sir; 1 suppose ['d know
Mr. Altamont anywhere.”

“You know his name, I zee?”

““He came here fairly frequently to
see Mr. Judd,” explained the lhftman.
“1 suppose l've taken him up a dozen
times or more—perhaps twenty times in
the last few months. He did some work

for Mr. Judd. Some sort of mining
man, I believe, sir.”’
Ferrers Locke nodded and crossed

Don’t wait until it’s too late—order your ** Annual *’ now!

over to the portly hall-porter.  That
gentleman, having heard Ferrers Locke’s
name from the constable on duty at the
entrance, was all attention at once.

**I think you were on the scene very
soon  after Mr. Judd fell from his
window "' Locke asked.

“Yery soon, sir,’”" answered the
porter. 1 heard somebody shout that
a man was killed and ran out at once.”™

“ Naturally. By the way, a Mr.
Altamont called on Mr. Judd- this after-
noon. Wo doubt you saw him Y’

“Well, I couldn'i be sure, sir. The
liftman would know.™

“Yes; but Inspector Pyecroft wishes

to know at what time the man left.
Did you notice him leave ?"’
“Can’t say I did, sir. But a lot of

people pass in and out.”’

“Of .course, if he did not leave till
after the tragedy he would have found
no one here to see him as he left,”” the
detective remarked.  ““Both you and the
lift-atiendant had gone round to the
back ,of ihe buildings, and ne doubt
everybody else was running in rthe zame
direction."” - i

** That's very likely, sir.”

Inaspector Pyeroft gnawed his lips. His
nnpatience was difficult to suppress, and
he had a lurking feeling that he was
being made a fool of. But Ferrers
Locke's warning words were ringing in
his official cars and he did not interrupt.
But he had given a jump when Locke
stated that he, Inspector Pycroft, wished
to know at what time Mr. Judd’s visitor
had left. The inspector did not take the
elightest interest in Mr. Altamont, the
mining man, who had called on Morton
Judd that fatal afterncon.

Ferrers Locke looked at his watch.

“Dear me! We have kept our taxi
waiting a whole hour, Drake. 1 think
I shall send in a bill to your department,
inﬁimﬁtnr. But we shall want the taxi
now,

“ Well good-bye, Mr. Locke!”
the inspector rather gruffly.

“You won't come?”

“Come?  Where?"

“To call on Mr. Altamont.”

The inspector stared at the Baker
Street detective. Like a man dazed, he
followed Locke out of the block of flats.
But before they wreached the waiting
taxi the inspector halted.

“ Look here, Looke, are you making
a fool of met”

* Not at all.”

“ Why are we to call on Altamont "’

““1 think he has the missing key.”

““How could he—and what does it
matier, anyhow? You don't suspect
Altamont of having had a hand m
Judd's death "

“Very far
Ferrers Locke.

‘““He scems to have called on Judd
shortly before  his suicide. I3 that
against the man?"’ said the puzzled in-
spector. ' Judd may have had a dozen
visitors to-day. He was under sur-
veillance, but his callers were not inter-
fered with. You can't fuspect a man
like Judd of bemg influenced into com-
mitting suicide—he was a man of iron.
Great Scott!” The inspector broke off
suddenly. ** You say that Altamont has
the key of the study door? You have
a theory that Altamont remained tiil
the moment of the tragedy—that ho
pitched Judd from the window—that it
was murder and not suicide—and that
he then let himnself out, locked the door
after him, and took away the key—-"

Jack Drake gave a low whistle.

“You are getting near the idea,”
said Ferrers Locke, with a smile,

sald

from that,” answercd
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“ Then how do you account for Judd's
letter to the coroner?’ demanded the
mspector. ' You don’t doubt that it's
absolutely genuine, written by Morton
Judd in his own hand "

“Not mn the least,”

" Boesn’t that exclude the theory of
the murder of Morton Judd*”

_ 'dg am absolutely certain that Morton
Ju

was not muardered,” answered
Ferrers Locke.
" They what are we driving at?"’ de-

manded Mr. Pyeroft. I can tell you,
too, that this man Altamont stood to
lose, not to gaimn, by Judd's death,.
I’ve comg across his name, and some
of hiz work, among Judd's papers. He
drew up technical papers for Judd in
his mining deals—just about keeping
on the right side of the law, Only just
about—he was an unscrupulous nan,
and knew how to make a swindling
prospectus look genume with a stack of
technical flapdoodle, That's what Judd
cinployed him for, and I fancy he paid
him well. Altamont loses by his death
—loses a good many fat fees,”

“ You fcrget, my dear fellow, that
in helping you to work up the case
agamst Judd, I came across Mr. Alta-
mont,”’  :aid Ferrers Locke quietly.
" He was a man of Judd's own build,
though very unlike him in features.”

' What has that to do with it 1"’ :

Locke opened the taxi door.

“Come, inspector, you have known
me long enough to trust me. Rely on
me for once, and come with me to szee
Mr. Altamnont.”

¥nspector Pyeroft gave & grunt of
protest; but Eﬂ stepped into the taxi-
cab, and Locke followed him in. Jack
Lirake sat beside the driver, and the
vehicle glided away.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
An Amazing Revelation !
" ‘YESHI’R, Mr. Atamont’s at "ome,

but he can’t see you.”

The stout landlady

that statement to Ferrers

Iocke and his companions, in “the
narrow hall of the lodging-house at

Hammersmith.
an accident 7' asked

“He has had

Ferrers Locke. * 1 suppose he came in
with his face rather damaged—covered
with sticking-plaster, perbaps.”

‘‘ Oh, iy‘ﬂu know about it, sir?’ said
the landlady. “ Yes, it was very bad,
and you'd hardly have known him, with
his face done up like that, sir.”

Inspector Pycroft wondered whether
he was dreaming. The expression on
Mr. Pycroft’'s plump face made Jack
Drake smile; tli"mug he, in truth, was
as mystified as the inspector by Locke's
uncanny knowledge. !
. “But we really must see him, as he
14 going away s0 soon!”’ said Ferrers
Locke.

Again the inspector gasped. But the
landlady’s next words showed that
Locke's statement was correct,

*“ That's why he can’t sece anvbody,
sir—he’s busy packing,’”’ she said. '‘ He
say: he’'ll see vou next week when he
comes back.”

"1 am afraid,” said Locke gravely,
“ that eircumstances might prevent Mr.
- Altamont from returning next week,
madam. Please show us to his room,
-and a few words through the door will
convinee himy that he ought to =ee us,
I think."

* Well, sir—"" said the landladr,
hesitating. She glanced at the official-
Imkin% T, P;;i'cmin. “ Tf 1t's a matter
of the law—— -

made

F

It 1%, and very seriouz.”’

" Come this way, sir.”

The landlady led the way up the
rugged staircase. Ferrers Locke and
the inspector followed, and Jack Drake
brought up the rear, They stopped at
the door of the bed-sitting-room
occupied by Mr. Altamont. Locke
turned the knob; the door was locked.

“Who's there?!” snapped a voice
within,

* My name is Locke,” said the detee-
tive. "I wish to see you on rather im-
portant business, Mr, Altamont.”

* Borry—I can see no one now. I've
had an accident and ecut my face, and
I'm in pam, and bandaged. Call
another time.”

Ferrers Locke did not answer that.
He¢ retreated a few paces, and then
drove his powerful shoulder at the door.
The {limsy lock gave way at the first
shock, and the door flew violently open.

A shout of rage rang out from the
room, as Ferrers Locke rushed in. A
man with a bandaged face confronted
him, his eyes blazing with rage.

" How dare you burst into my roon: !
How dare——"

Altamont broke off as the portly,
uniformed figure of the inspector filled
the doorway behind Ferrers Locke.
There was & shriek from the landlady
outside.

“ You'll pay for that damage you—
you—-""

“ Madam, the damage shall be paid
for twice over,” said Ferrers Locke,
without looking round. His eves weore
fixed on Altamont, and Jack Drake, at
least, knew that he was watching the
man, to seize him in time 1f he at-
tempted to produce & weapon,

* Locke, you're taking a lot of re-
sponsibnhity,” gasped Inspecior Pyeroft.
“We've nothing against this man.
You're compromising me—compromising
the Yard—"

Altamont had driven one hand into
his pocket. He did not withdraw it.
He kept it there, and it dawned on
Drake that he was gripping a hidden
revolver. But he spoke calmly.

“ What does this mean? Who are
you? What do you want?”’

Drake scanned the man. He was of
rather portly build, but what his face
was like it was diffieult to say. The
lower part of it was patched with
sticking-plaster, and most of the fore.
head and one cheek had disappeared
under a bandage.

“ We wish to ask you a few questions,
Alr. . Altamont,” said  Ferrers Locke
quietlv. ** Are vou aware that Mr,
Judd committed suicide this afternoon
by jumping from his bed-room
window ™'

“T have seen it in the evening paper.’

“You ealled on Mr. Judd this after-
noon ! ;

Altamont hesitated a brief instant.

“ That is correct, I had to see him
with regard to some mining plans. How
does it concern you?"’

*Is it not a little odd that Mr. Judd
should wish to see you regarding mining

matters so shortly before his suicide?

*“It was an old appointment—a week
old. 1 stayved only a few minutes—Mr.
Judd put off the appointment to next
week, I can see now that he must
have forgotten his appointment with me,
and wished to get rid of a visitor.”
Altamont breathed hard. “1 demnand
to know what right you have to burst
mmto my rooimn ﬁng question me’"”

“"Your reom?’ repeated Ferrers
Locke. :

“The landlady will tell you that this
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is my room, if she has not told wou
already !” snapped the man.

**Then there is some mistake,”’ said
Ferrers Locke blandly, ' The landlady
informed ws that this was Mr. Alta
mont’s room.”’

“ I am Mr. Altamont.”’

Locke shrugged his shoulders.

“I do not think that is your name,”
he said gently. * At all events, vou
have been recently known by another.”

“ What do you mean? By what

other "

“ Morton Judd 1"

The bandaged man staggered for a
second. The next his hand whipped out
of his ﬁmket, and a revolver glittered
m 1t. But Ferrers Locke was ready.

His spring was like that of a tiger.
The hand that held the revolver was
forced upward, and the bullet flew with
a crash mto the plaster of the ceiling.

The next moment the revolver was
wrenched away, and the man was on
his back on the carpet, with Locke s
knee on his chest,

“The bracelets,
Ferrers Locke.

Mechanically Inspector Pycroft pro-
duced the handcuffs, and snepped them
on the struiglmg man's wrists, Then
Ferrers Locke rose to his feet. The
bandaged man, helpless now, sat up
dazedly. His eyes were fixed on Ferrers
Locke with a glare of rage and hatred.

" Locke!” panted e Inspector.
*“ Who—what—who's this man? What
does it all mean ?"’

“ That man is Morton Judd!”

“ But——"

*“ And you have arrested him,” went
on Ferrers Locke calmly, “on the
capital charge—for the murcfer of Alta-
mont, the mining engineer "

“ Locke !

The Baker Street detective stooped
over the handeuffed man, and removed
the bandage from his head, and the
patches of sticking-plaster from his
face. A hard, grim face was revealed
r;n.rtfma that made Inspéctor Pycroft
start.

*“ Morton Judd!” he breathed.

“*The—the dead man!’ muttered
Drake. *“0Oh, 1 se¢ now! That was
his trick to escape—-""

For a good two minutes Inspector
Pycroft stood silent, staring at Morton
Judd. It took the portly inspector
that space of time to assimilate this new
and amazing idea. Then he grunted,
dropped his official hand on Meorton
fu d's shoulder, and lifted him to his
eet.

“I have a warrant for vou, Mr.
Judd, for fraud,” he said. * It wiil
answer the purpose, though it's a bigger
charge you’ll have to face. And I warn
you that anything you may say—-"

Judd interrupted him savagely.
“* That's enough! The game's up, and

Pycroft I said

know it! I'm game to face it out!
That's enough!”

“You'll lend me your taxi, Mr.
Locke ?”’

“ Take it,”” said Ferrers Locke.

And Inspector Pyeroft drove away
with his amazing prisoner in great
satigfaction—and did not remember till
considerably later that Ferrers Locke
had kept his word, and saved him from
the biggest blunder of his official

Career.
L] '

Ferrers Locke walked away with Jack
Drake, after a constable had been
placed in charge of Altamont’s room.
A fivepound note left in the land-
lady's hard hand consoled that good
dame for the dramatic happenings in
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her estublishment, Drake looked up at
the Balken Street detective as they
walked towards Knightsbridge.

“T understand now,”  he
* But—"

“Now you know why*I lacked {for
clues, in a case that was apparently
clear as daylight, Drake,” said Locke
with & smile, * Morton Judd had
determined to escape and to disappear.
His suicide saved him from all danger
of pursuit, But there could not be a
suictde without a body. The man was
an utterly callous villain. Evidently he
had picked out Altamont as his destined
victitn because the man resembled him
i build. That was sufficient for his
purpose, as the crash from the high
window battered the wunhappy man
bevond all recognition.”

said Drake,

sa1d,

“The awful villain!
with a shudder.

“He made ithe appointment with
Altamont, and the man called on him,”
went on Locke, “Doulbrtless he was
stunned by & blow from DbLehind in
Judd's study—perhaps from the butt of
ihat revolver he was &0 keen on
attempting te use on me. Dodson had
been sent away—the doors woere locked.
'The cool scoundrel stripped his vietim,
placed his own elothes upon the body,
with 1dentifving documents 1o the
pockets, and hurled the dead or in-
sensible man from the window.”

** And the scraping on the sill—"’

“That was done 1 pushing the body
out, A man leaping out would scarcely
have scraped the paint o effectively.
But pushing a heavy body out was
another matter—and T fancy that the
watch-chain or scals scraped on the
paint.”’

“ But
SAW

“1 suspected a trick,” said Ferrers
Locke, * Morton Judd, from what I
knew of him, was not the man to glve
in while the possibility of a struggle re-
mained, He was unscrupulous and re-
morseless. The scraped paint on the
window-sill was my first clue; and
then the fact that the man had chosen
the only window that could not be over-
looked. The missing key settled the
matter in my mind. A man locking the
doors to prevent interruption while pre-
paring fo take his own life would have

you you

\ suspected before

no object in removing the key from the
lock. And where was the key "’

Drake nodded.

“But & man who had thrown a
murdered fellow-creature from the win-
dow had to make his escape as the
next step,”’ said Locke. * He let him-
self out into the corridor by the study
door, locked it behind him, and, of
course, took away the key. If he had
left if, 1t would have betrayed the whole
scheme. Dressed in Altamont’s clothes,
he left the flat. Doubtless he counted
on the alarm of the suicide drawing
everyone round the corner to where the
body lay. At all events, he had to take
his chance of that—and he could hold
his handkerchief to his face as he went
out, if anyonc happened to be on the
stairs or in the hall.”

“ And then——"

“While everyone gathered round the
body, Morton Judd walked out of the
block of flats, in Altamont’s clothes,
Two or three uuinutes later the place
was swarming with people—but he was
gone by then. He had laid his plans
with a coolness and precizion that was
almost fiendish. Once clear of the place,
he came to the lodging-house at
Hammersmith—as Altamont. Now you
know why I mentioned to the landlady
that he had met with an accident, and
suggested sticking-plaster. He coaid
not, of eourse, let Altamont's landlady
see his features plainly. He was about
Altamont's build, and wore Altamont’s
clothes, but his features would have be-
traved him. A pr{:tendﬂd accident
averted the danger.”

“ But he could not have stayved long

as Altamont, where the man was
known,'’ said Drake,
**He did not intend to do so. His

first thought was to get into cover,
which he effected by installing himself
in Altamont's lodging. But he would
not have remained longer, I think, than
to-might. He would have left to-night
or to-morrow—as Altamont—and doubt-
less had already arranged some quiet
refuge in the country, where he could
discard the bandages and lie low while
he grew a beard, or assumed some other
disguise."”

“ But if he had fled without going to
Altamont’s lodging at all 2 :

L.ocke smiled.

*“ T had that possibility in mind: and

28 Full Pages Every Week—THE MAGNET!

it would have made the chase longer:
but I did not think so. Altamont left
his lodging intending to return—and if
he had failed to return, his absence
would have been noted, and before long
have been communicated to the police.
The disappearance of Altameont would
have coincided with the suicide of
Morton Judd—a ecoincidence that Judd
was naturally very anxious to avoid.
He avoided that danger, of the police
being set searching for Altamont, by
turnming up at the lodging as Altamont,
and informing the landlady that he was
going away for a time.” '

“1 see!” assented Dwrake. *F After
that, naturally, Altamont would not be
missed."’

T think it will prove,” added Locke,
“that Altamont was to some extent
his confederate, and that what he in-
tended to take with him in his flight
was already placed in the Hammer-
smith lodging, with  Altamont's con-
nivance, %‘rubably the wretched man
called on him at the flat in Earl's
Court as his confederate—little dream-
ing of the terrble part Judd secretly
designed him to play. He made use
of the man up to a certain point, and
then 4

Drake shuddered.

*“And if you had not taken a hand n
the case, Mr. Locke—-""

Forrers Locke shrugged his shoulders.

“ A dead man would have been buried
under the name of Morton Judd,” he

said. ‘' The letter to the coroner was
a clever stroke—it satisfied the In-
apector, and would have satisfied ali

others, I imagine. The man did not
leave a loophole—or scarcely one. But
the hest-laid schemes of mice and men
go wrong at times. Morton Judd will
pay for his erime, and Inspector Pycroit
will score another triumph, and "—
Locke smiled—" and forget that Ferrers
Locke had a hand in the matter at all.
But that matters little, so long as that
monster of wickedness pays the
penalty.”’
THE END,

|Fext week’s splendid story of the
greal detective iz entitled ** Rogues of
the Turf!' Don’t misz it! NOW GET
BUSY ON THE EXTRACTS FROM
THE "GREYFRIARS HERALD,”
BELOW /)
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OW I SHOULD FILL “THE ANNUAL.”
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What do you suppose would happen if Billy Bunter, for instance, or Bolsover
Major, had the handling of the * Holiday Annual '? Read the startling

e 4 B N

schemes outlined below.
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BOB CHERRY ;

If I were the editor of the *° Holiday
Annual,” I should run it on exactly the
same lines as at present. L honestly
don't consider there 1s any room for
improvement, There is not too much
of this, or too little of that. Everything
fits in splendidly. I should not dream
of departing from the present editorial
policy.

BILLY BUNTER:

If I was summoned to Flectway House,
London, and the Editor said to me,
“Arise, Willam! We bearby appoint
thee editor of the ¢ Holiday Annual,’ "
do you know what I should do? I should

get mbout two years' issews of my wun-
derful paper, “ Billy Bunter's Weekly,”
and fill the ““Annual " with them ! What
a vast improvement that would be! I
have no grate grudge agaiust the present
stile of the * Annual,” but I wish Mr.
Frank Richards and the other writers
would learn how to spell korrectly !

BOLSOVER MAJOR:

If T had tof plan out the next issue
of the '" Holiday Annual,” I would kick
off with a long complete story of my
own, entitled ¥ Percy Pugg—DPrize-
fighter [" Then I should have an
article on pugilism, illustrated with
photographs of myself in various fight-
ing attitudes. The rost of the volume

would be taken up with stories, poems,
and chatty paragraphs dealing with
ringeraft. T'll guarantee that the
“Annual ' would be sold out within
twenty-four hours!

DICK PENFOLD;

I really think I might do worse
Than till the ** Annual "’ with my verse.
I'd use a barrel full of ink,

And pints of midnight oil, I think,

And when at last the book came out,

It would be grand, without a doubt.

Kellows would vote my ripping rhymes

The finest feats of modern times!

Even a bulldog, or a spaniel,

Would start * devouring ” * Penfold's
Annual

DICKY NUGENT ;

i wish they would let me eddit the
““ holliday annual '*; it would be Jolly
Fine. i should have a story about dead-
wood dick, and follow it up with a story
about bufferlo bill. Then i should have
with a tail of robbin hood. There would
a tail about dick terpin, and follow on

(Continwed on page 28.)
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At Tast he reached his destination,
Aund stood in pools of perspiration,

| Thae Litkle man who kent the shop,

Saul, Y Want  the Macrer, or  the
b PI”JP ] |:,'!|

Y Nunno!” gasped PBunter.  “ Not o at
all !

Mor any paper on your <tall,

Pil tell you why T canie 1h1s war—

The ' Holiday Annual’s ' out lo-das 2

Coax shllings, please ! the pan ex

claimed,
And ihunter’s checlks with anger Hamed.
“ T helped to wreite the Llessod book.
Turn over all the:leaves, and lock!
=0 sttt me for balf-n-crown,
Or onec-and-«ix—I'1l pav cash down!
=ix boly I cannot, will not pay,

Thnli'[.sir L"hv “Holiday Annual's’ out
to-day !’
A Bright and Breezy Ballad. ”
The man was frm, atd would wot
By DICK PENFOLD. budge,
i i [ 3 : = i S0 back to school did Bunter { rudge.
e heard our plump old poirpoize sav, | He saw a tuckshop on his right '3 naid six hillines |
“'The ' lioliday Annual's’ out todav! | His mouth was watering at i;I-:‘in-j sight., . paljl S 'h_l“mg " rm I'I],nlnhll*
If only I can get some cash, A window, stacked with topping cakes, | Hopes of reductions all did fail.
1‘:::3“ Eﬂ t.het}‘:lﬂagf: I[ shall ilﬂ.‘.-hl* t The sort that Mrs, Mimble makes. But when be sat, all hot and munddy,
y. breez‘:} ha volume, bright aoc i;ﬁir:ﬁﬂ 1pagf(‘;a|~i{:h. l‘:‘.::'b' mfi rr;;:v.d o Aud read the voliune in his study,
ry : . i v, jammmy ‘‘ nuts of dough. SFersraiaes
?f;sriﬂifgi_:;vrfﬁ:::a;!gﬂr,:::le I.:;:Ef:;' - Inté Pt shop I dare not stray, Ut,:; JO% mu? rapture were untold
iad iha Holiday Soasiie” G B'i:}_d;l:?” Holiday  Annual’s onut J'Hﬂu]H'lF:v, CIte worth  its weight o
to-day [ ¥ pold !
“ Come, cheer up, Bunty!” said Tom | "M AAAAAAAANAAANAAANANAAAANANAANAAANANAAACUAAAAAN

Brown.
“T'm going to lend wou half-a-ceown.”
And Bunter, with a beaming face,
Clasped generous Tom in elose embrace.
The silver coin was handed over,
“And Billy Bunter was in clover.
“ I hope more loans will come my way,
Far the ' Holiday Annual’s ™ oot
to-day !’

Then Skinner gave a choking sob,
And parted with a brand new bob.
And inkg then subseribed a tanner
In quite a kind and gracious manner.
Two others gave a bob a-picee,

“* VWhy, miracles will never ceaze !
=aid Bunter. " FPve snough to pay
Faor the * Holulay Annual —out

n*y

to~day !

1

He tore away at breathless speed,
Voitces and shouts he failed to heed.
He cannoned into Mr. Prout,

And winded him, without a doubt.

“* Uome here at once !’ the master eried,
He meant to tan the culprit’s hide,

But Bunter velled, " I cannot stay !
The * Holiday Annual’s’ out to-dav!”

Although not strong, like Mr., Sandew,

Nor vet an athlete, like Dorando,

{Nd Bunter sprinted like a hare,

And passers-by all stopped to stare.

He knocked a milk-churn in the road,

White rivers down the highwav flowed.

“Horry ! he gasped. " Can’t stop to

]

The * Holiday Annual’s " aut to-day !”

He leapt a hedge, he cleared a stile,

He raced like mad for half a mile.

He seemed to have a constitution

Like the old gent who swallows
K ruschen,

(n, on he sped, with nimble feet,

Until he reached the village street.

“ Hi, stop!” he heard the hobby sav.

“1 ecan't—for the ‘Annual’'s’ out
to-day!”’
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cover to cover with stunning stories by

stranger
several years past.

the subject—that it doesn’t appear
every month, asx the * Holiday
Monthiy.” But that, of course, whiie
highly  desirable, 15 not™ humaniy
possible,

x %
W

e S e
¢ By HARRY WHARTON.
R

EPTEMBER comes hut nnee a year,
and when it comes it brings good
cheer—in the  shape
“Holiday Annual.”

This delightful volume, packed from

of  the

famous anthors, and splendid sketches
by sterling artists, 15 now on sale!

The * Holiday Apnual™ i35 no
to u=. It has appeared for
The great grievance
is—jpndging by the letters I recoive on

1Jimmy sihver &

Our authors and artiste devoie the

cream of theie Lilent to (heir © Holiday
Avnual 7 work,  They cave themselves
specially for 1t, so to speak. Thev would
not dream of giving anvthing but their
very best to the " Annual,”™ Thus it s
that thiz <ix-<lilling volume = the finest
treat any boy or girl can pos:ibly have.
And he or she who misces such a

A bumper feast of fun and fiction is indeed
Hto be piticd.

In this Hill*t*;:ﬂ <=t of the “{_;]';--_1.,'-
triars Herald,” we mean frankiv and
fearlessly o «ing the praises of the
Y Holeday Annoal.”  We can't prai=e it
too highlv, We can’t extol itmore than
Hodeserves, Iv i a work tn be prou-d

of, The Grevfriars fellows love 1t and
<0 o their rivels and ehums of =t

tor we arve ail
ol Lirevirimrs,

Jin's and Rookwoml,
i it—the Famous Five
Torr Merry & Co. of S0 Jim's, andd
I (%, of Fookwood.
There are stories about u=. and bright,
breezy  verses  about s, and  clever
sketches which  depict  us in various
scenes, both serious and comie,

Three cheers, and three times three,
for the jolly wold * Annual 70 I'H
{;uarar:’rf-u it won £ orest wlly on oanv-

L : Z d ; ) '
ody’s  bookshelf, collecting cobwehs !
It will be read SEASOT of

in and out
season-—on the golden sands in summer,
and around

the glowing fAreside
winter, The stories are of the tyvpo
that can be rvead over and over agam,
without any fear of staleness or bore-
dom. It's a great work, 185 rthe
“Annual - a8 work that will endure
and remain ever fresh in the memaory.

Have T sueeceded in whetting your
appetifes? Tf =0, hustle along to your
newsagent, and call apon hun in joyvons
tones to produce the ©° Holiday Annual ™’

for 1924
.ﬁ I .r‘l H R-‘j‘? W Tl I". RT{ }f'\‘ 3

A feast of fun and mirth—MAGNET Supplements !

Tue Miexer Limrarv,.—No, BIE.
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HOW | SHOULD - FILL
“THE ANNUAL.”

(Continued from page 26.)

_also hi- a long pirate story, written by
"Me, all ‘asbout the cut-throte dogs of
,the .spannish  mane.  The . “holliday
mmua] " would ~be packed with _thrills
if i ran it. of corse, i should raise”the

, price of thé volame to-ten bob, so as to

' get a good prophet.
ALONZO-TODD :

I shonld fill the * Holiday Annual 7
with the sane, sound, and sensible pre-
cepts of my Uncle Benjamin, Nothing
of o frivolous or mirth-making nature
should appear in its pages. . I feel sure
Unclg Benjamin would :I"t‘ﬂ.[]lh give. me
his assistance in‘the task—especially if
I paid him at the rate of half-a-crown a
word for his contributions '

LORD MATULEVERER :

Phould ALY -the: * Annuwal ¥ wiih
blank pages, begad! -That would be
‘a less exhansting task than filling it with
“storiet “ant wrtieley " Besides, 1t would
Le jolly sensible, ‘becausze if the volume
was . filled with blank pages, fellows

WIUN LUNG:

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

would be able to use it as a scrap-book
or & stamp album !

Me fillee the * Holiday Annual ¥ with
lots of Jovely stories about my native
countree.  There would be thrilling
picture on cover of a Chinee chopping
off another Chinee's heddee, ﬁ the
~tDr1E~-. would® be ™ written in Chinese,
too.  The_ English readers jwould not
savyvy, ‘but the boys in China would like

11t t:-mvheca Imulwe f

THIC HLAI]J :

If I were invited to fill the ** Holiday
Annuals” I should do so with selections
from the works of all the great classical
writers. " Then it would prove a mosi
instructive volume,
value, (T nfnrtunat#lj, though, nobody
would buy it '—Ed.)

=

nn:mmmﬂ.xmwu

NOW TROT ALONG TO YOUR
NEWSAGENT AND ORDER A COPY -

OF
““The Holiday Annual.”

[ Y Nl N N Vv |

of vast educational

‘limelight.

“« HOLIDAY ANNUAL”
SNAPSHOTS!

By BOB CHERRY.

I have been graciously permitted.to steal
a glance at the -contents bill of “THE
HOLIDAY ANNUAL" for 1924, The
"ANNUAL " will be on - sale by the time
you read this, But, of course, 1 am writiog
geveral wéeks in advance.

x - W - l-_

The “ANNUAL" is-as [ull of attractive
fenturez as an egg iz of meat. To begin
with, there iz a glorious coloured cover.
Then there are numeérous full-page illustra-
tions, in colour and photogravuare.  Bluek- -
and-white  sketches appear ou  practically
EVery page. Our artists have excelled -
themae-hea anid the pictorial side of the
Amuml " is a perfect treat. ;

£ %* *
Now for the stories,: That Hlt*r.-:'l'\ trio of
Sfamous anthors, F r;—mk ]{'i['hu.'rii'- Martin

GClifford, and Owen Conguest,: is well in the
Each of *these genial gents has
written a long complete. story, and each of
them has atriven to I'I'Iﬂ.l'[b it & masterpiece.

The (rexfriars varn s parked with thrills,
and. the lﬂﬂﬂ stories of  St. Jim's and Rook-
wood are ablisolutely tip-top:

g
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Yours for

L The “ﬂln‘. ,B-r.-n" Hurleul Lever Watch on
- TBE GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS ever
puf before the British Public by one ol
LONDON'S OLDEST-ESTABLISHED
: - MAIL IEIHI:EE HOUSES,

c‘i‘ lzﬁuonm

lsallyon pnrtﬂrﬂurﬂn mnhd
or gentleman's Mead ** Marvel =— 4
_fthe finest cycles ever offered
suchexceptionallyeasyterms, Bullt
mamnd ﬂl:;ﬂ WOAT, Brlﬂfnnﬂj'
H en:me ex-
isltufjr cn'Imn'l
Eant paatﬂd free, mn-lugll paid on

15 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.
Fullywarranted. Promptdelivery.
S H-:mer refunded it tisfied.
%bal‘ﬂnhm in l-ﬂ:ht.lj' factory
ed - mounts; m aud
Acceapories EEiﬁ
CES, recl
clory III ‘IE'FE ﬂIl
How & #aven- :rafll'} old MEAD
which had- traverséd 75,000 miles
beat 650 up-to-date. machinas in_nf
broke the world"s record by covering:
4.6 milﬂinlﬁﬁdhllilﬁ xplained in
our art catalogus. Write TO-DAY
for free copy —brimful of in.
formation about bicycles and
coptaina gigantieo - photo-
. graphsofonr latest models.

An absolutely FREE Gift of
a Solld Sliver Engllsh Hall-
marked Double Curb Albert,

attached, given FREE
with every Watch.

SPECIFICATION; Gent's Full-size Keyless
Lever Watch, improved action: Hhited
patent recoil click, preventing bun kage
of mainspring by overwinding.

I0 YEARS' WARRANTY

w Sent on receipt of 3d

deposit; after appro-
val, send | /Y more. The balance
muay then I:m paid by 9 monthly

¥ Free

with Sesl

paymenis of 2/« each. Cash .

refunded in full if dissatisfied. EADCYCLECO.(In¢.) :

Send 3d.- now to {Dept. BTOT) -
Birmingham

T, Wl

4 J. A DAVIS & CO.

{Dapt. 87), 26 Danmark Mill,
24 Loadon, i.l.,l.

“tat ™ d | HALF-DRICE
AL - rAadaooy

v BIG-VALUR."~A
F:lua Kew Model Accordecn, §
10 ¥ 8 x Erf ina, Piano-

Finished. 11-Fold Mestal-.
Bound Bellows, 10 Ears, 3
Baeses, Eta. RBant by Hetirn
FPost, to approved orders,

~-for ‘L/-- Deposit and 1/3 B
Fostage, Eto, and promiss SRS
to send 2/« fortnightly iirll | f i

N, . W, ",
SPrECIAT. OFFER OF

FOOTBALLS 49

SOLID HIII':[I HAND-SEWN, FULL SIZE, Complete with Bludder,
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v Fﬂ'NL 55{3 AT THIS P'H‘I{-EJ' 17/8 in =all is paid.
Tutor Frea. Cash Price ¥
12-Panel; 7/6. - 18:Panel, Best Make, 10/3. 15/+. . Post. Pres  (Eise RO

E[IDTE from 7/8 pair. JERSEYS, 2/ each, HHIEKE’ 1/9 pair :
Money refunded if not satisfied. Send 1d. stamp for Euta]ngun of
Sports’ Bargains, * 8pecisl Terms to Cluabs,

TOM CARPENTER, Foothall Qutfitter, MORECAMEBE ST, 5.E.17.

- COMIC AND COWBOY, 1,000-1f. Reels
. ; from 7/6. Large Enmple Film, 13,
% post  [ree. LATEST NOVELTY—

PAH{}HAMA CINEMA, ‘with 3 Large Films, 1/3, post free. Stamp

Delight ¥
REH— §iR
Catalogus of Hig Bargains. B
—PATN'S Presents §
House, Dept. B, Hastings.
(Established 34 Years )

LUSHING

where Doubla).”
or . Money Back, ¥

EEER AR LRI E"

SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,
SHYNESS, TIMIDITY,

- for Liste. TYSON ﬁ MARSHALL, B'Br EEETLE BOULEYARD, Bimpls T-day Permanent Homs Care f it
NOTTINGCHAM. Auto suggestion, drill, eto. Write at E.mﬂrufanﬁ&l?i “Iu
and get tuil particulars quife FREE private
U.J.D., 12, All Saints Road, ST. ANNESON-EHA.

HEIGHT COUNTS

in- winning success. Let the Girvan System increaze
your fh‘.‘l"?lt Wonderful results. Hend P.C. for par-
ticulars and our £100 guarantes to E ;quzirp Dept,,

A.M.P,, 17, S8troud Green Road, L{mdnu N. 4,

. ETOP STAMMERING !

YOURS for

A Thishandsome full-sized Gent's Lever Waich

-, gent npon receipt of 6d.  Afer a prmr!ﬂ.l
mond L- more, the balance nm.r'j:

m:ld b{] 8 monthly instalments r.rI

% -each. Guaranteed 5 yenrs. Chain

D.

Cure rnuﬂ;a‘lf as I Aid. Par-

t — “
HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW. LONDON, W o jNE B S\ Bt et Wi Ladicy
e 4. q Gent's Wrisk Watches in: stock on e terim,
CHAIN Nl \I}% Cash retumsd infull If dissatisfied.  Bend 6d. now to e

SIMPSONS (BRICHTON) Ltd,

FREE ﬁ‘ﬁ 94, Quesn's
106 FREE PACKET!

(Dept. 122}
Road, Brighton, Susmss

WIRELES S NAne feceving ser,

A, HAYDINE C0., 647, FULHAM ROAD, LONDON.

f—Including Fresanch Gols., Poland,

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS e,
gness Colony, new Ger
many, Danzig, ete. Tust kEr . gy
PLEASE MENTION THIS FPAPER.. GHAVES & 00, {Dept. H). 66, "Camipidgs E.‘Eﬁ?gﬂfriﬂ?ﬂ%h
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