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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

In Which Sexton Blake, Pedro, and My-
self are Found upon the Yorkshire Moors
—The Guests of Sir Andrew Hambledon,

Bart.—1 Meet Mr. Maxwell Lambert,
and Come to the Conclusion that he ie
Many Kinds of a Rotter. .

‘HE sun had sct in a blaze of glory. !
. On c¢very hand the vast moor,

~sombre in the evening light, stretched

away to the hazyv, indistinct horizon.

Overhead. the sky was clear, except Ior a few

feeey elouds,: which scemed to hang in the
air like wisps of nuslin,

That last bit—about the muslin—docsn’t

sound very poctic, hut it's the only thing I
could think of.  1Ull have to stand. That’s
what the clouds did look like, anyhow,
*This i3 supposed to bhe- the opening of a
story. I say “supposed,” because some
people.might think differently. But before
Tong I shall zet into the stride, and then we'll
zo along like one o'clock. -

Not so long ago, fired hy a suddén burst
of enthusiasm, I sct down the cvents con-
neceted with a certain Mr. Vernon Forrest.
1 called that yarn “The House with the
Double Moat,” and the guv’nor was Kind
caogugh to inform mc that it wasn’t half =o
dusty.- Of course, ke didn’t use those actual
words, but-they're near enough,

Yon sce, I originally pirched the idea ofy
writing up some ol Sexton Blake's most
mysterious cases from young Nipper, a great
pal ‘of wmine. He's the assistant of My 1
Nelson Lee, as  everybody Kknows.  We're
rivals, of course; but wc're friends, just the
same. And the guv'nor and Mr. Lee hobnch
together, too.

Well, Nipper started writing up some of
Nelson  Lee's  adventures, taking  all  the
main facts out of his notebook. I don’t ecall
nine a notehook—that's not high-sounding
cnough.  Mine's a ease-diary. A diary of
special cases—see?  Aned, having heen so suc-
cessful with my first cifort, I'm procceding
with the business,

The .moors were looking glorious on this
particular summer evening.. The guv'nor
and I—and P&dro, of eourse—were spending
a few days in delightful Jaziness in Yorkshire.
We were the guests of Sir Andrew Hamble-
don.

Sivr Andrew was a Dbluff, genial Yorkshire-
man of the good old type-—» real Britisher
to the hackbone. He had made us ex-
tremely weleome, and during our few days at
Hambledon Hall we had enjoyed ourselves
tremendously. T ,

There wasn't a house-parly, or anything
like that. We were the only guests.  Sir
Andrew’s soldicer son was home on leave, but,
of course, he wasn’t a vuest.  He held a
staff job of some sort at the War Office.
This doesn't mean to say that Licutenant
Frank Hambledon was a “shirker.” As a
wmatter of fact, he had scen several months'
terriBe fighting in the Dardancllez, and  had
comte hame with an injured root.  He limped
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a hit in consequence, and he wasn't fit for
[urther fighting,

During the carly part of the cvéning the
four of us had bheen playing golf on Sir
Andrew's private links.  The sun had. set
now, and we were thinking about returning to
thie” Hall to dress tor dinner.

To be perfectly truthial, I had better add
that I wasn’t thinking go much about dress-
ing as I was of the dinner itself. The York-
shire moors make a {fcllow ~cultivate the
appetite of a giant. )

We'd had a good game. and it was just
over. Pedro wasn’t with us. He didn't
care to he with us:  Pedro was completely
disgusted  with golf, and for- an execllent
reason. _ :

Only the previous day he had, decided to
go the round eof the links with us.  Half-
way round, however, he had altered his mind
quitc suddenly. This was in consequence of
Pedro getting into a line with one of the
guv'nors strokes. Sexton Blake gave a
mighty swipe, and Pedre simply walked into
the way. 1t wasn’t his fault, and it wasn't
the wuvnor’s fault. But Pedro converted
himszelf into a target for that whizzing golf-
ball, and it hit him in the tummy.

To-day, when we had started out, {he old
hounder had made himself scarce. In’ his
own mind, I dare say, he thought that golf
was the silliest game e¢ver invented.

ITaving finished the round, we stonod chat-
ting for a few minutes, discussing the game.
I was rather worried ahout a ball which had
disappeared. It was a new one, and 1 didn't
like to lose it. The cighteenth lhiole was
close against a rather patehy hedge.  There
were caps everywhere, but these had been
filled by the simple expedient of stretching
barbed wire across. My ball, I helieved, had
gone over the hedge.

We were at the edee of fir Andrew’s preo-
perty. Adjoining the links at this spot there
was a2 bit of a wood., in a hollow. This
was the property of Mr. Maxwell Lambert,
the baronct’s only neighbour. )

High Mooy Manor, where Mr. Lambert
lived,. was the only other house within sight.
All round, on cvery side, stretched the vast,
undulating moors. To the east, however,
glimpses of the North 8ea were visible.

Hambledon Hall was curionsly situated.

It was seven miles from the nearest tillage,
with whielt it was econnected by a rough
mocrland road. The main highway was far
distant. Two and a half miles along the
maorland road, however, stood Mr. Lambert’s
residence. Tt was a gaunt old place, rather
sinister-looking frem a distance. :

Both houses were near the sea—within a
stone’s-throw of the rugged cliffs, in ract,
The road ran along the cliff-tops, and the
whole eeene was bleak and - bare in the
extreme.. On a glorious summer day, how-
ever, the bleakness was banished, and thg
moors were beautiful to see.

It was evening-now. as I have said, and
the sun bad sct. [ little imagined how
many strange happenings were to take place
helore another dawn!  For this-queer adven-
turc, ~which I am abnut to rccord, took place

in the hours of twilight and darkness, when
the great moor was still and sombre. .

Sexton Blake and the two Hambledons

were chatting, and I strolled off towards the
patchy hedge. I badly wanted to recove:
that ball. It was only just over in the
Manor property, 1 knew, and the barhed wite
was easy cnough to tackle. .
. Arriving at one of the gaps, I hent down,
mtcending to squeeze througlt hetween * the
lower wire and the ground.  But Licutenant
Haln'lchlcdon's voice suddenly brought me up-
right.

"ali. Tinker!™ he called.
up to?”

“Just going to retrieve the
whizzed over here,” [ replied.

a minute!”

“I shounldn’t hother abhout jt,” he said.
frowning a little. . -

“Why not? It's a new hall!”

“I'vc got plenty more at home!™ called
Frank; and he left the putting-grcen and
strolled cver towards me. swinging a brassie.

Sexton Blake and Sir Andrew followed him
Ieisnrely. .

"Why shouldn’t T search for it?” I asked,
as the lieutenant came up. 1 sha'n’'t do
any damage. It's lying in that long grass <
just against the trees, I belicve. Il be
back in two jitlies!”

Lieutenant Hambledon smiled. _

“If you're so dead-set on going, I don't sup-
pose I can stop yon,” he said “But I
spotted old Lambert away on the rise a few
minutes ago!”

He won't eat me, will he?” I grinned.

"No.. But' he’ll be deucedly unplcasant,
younz ‘un!  He's a crusty old merchant;
fires up in a sccond if anyhody scts foot on
his property. ~ But if you're quick, I dare
say hic’ll not notice you!”

*Well, Iic must he a nasty rotter!” T said
candidly. -

. 8it Andrew Hambledon looked at me with a
clonded face.

“Mr. Lambert is a difficult neighbour {o get
on witlf, Tinker.” he remarked. “It is a .
pity—a great pity—for I am anxious to be on
good terms. - He is the one and only neigh-
hour we have, but it is really impossible to
humour him!” -

“Better lose the ball, Tinker.” said Sexton
Blake. cutting off the top of a blade of grass™
with the niblick he was carrying. “If Mr...
Lambert is such an unpleasant gentleman,
we don’t want to incur his wrath!”

I grunted. .

“No harm in recovering a lost golf-ball, is
there, guy'nor?” 1 asked. “It’s a specially
good one——" _

“Oh, let him go ii he wants to!” inter-
rupted Sir Andrew good-naturedly.  * After
all, my gentle neighhour cannot raise much
of an objection, and Tinker will probably find,
the ball without being seen!” :

“The man’s an obstinate, crusty humbug!”
growled Frank. '

I didn’t wait any longer, but dived beneath
the harhed wire. I ‘had Sir Andrew's per”
mission, so the guv’nor only smiled.  The
licutenant, his fresh’ young face wcearing a

“What are you

hall thut
“Shan't he
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frown, watehed me absently. - He secmed to
be lost in thought.

- Once on the other side of the hedge, I ran
across to the patch of tall grass which, I
believed, concealed the lost ball. By a stroke
of luck I found it within the first minute., I
held it up In triumph.

“Got it!” I shouted cheerfully.

I saw Sexton Blake and his two companions
looking at me. But somehow they seemed to
be directing their gaze beyond the spot wlwre
J was standing. 1 turned, and as I was
doing so a harsh voice broke upon my ears.

“Hi, boy! What are you doing in these
grounds?”

Then I saw Mr. Maxwell Lambert. He had
just cmerged from the trees, and he was
hurrying towards me angrily.

“Oh, stars!” I muttered.
the band begins!”

I didn't bolt; that would bave heen too
undignified. I calmly waited for Mr.
Lambert to come up. He was dressed in a
tweed suit, with rough boots and pgaiters,
and he carried a heavy, nobbly stick. He
was grey-haired and grey-bearded, and his
\face was red with anger.

“How dare you set foot on this property,
boy¥” he demanded harshly.

“Just come over to retrieve this ball, sir,”
I replied, holding it up for his inspection.
*“No harm done—"

“No harm!”’ he bellowed. “You are tres-
passing, you young blackguard!”

I fired up at that. .

“Porhaps 1 am, sir,” I replied hotly; “but
I''m not a blackguard! After all, a gentle-
man doesn’t make a fuss just because a
fcllow steps on his property for a legitimate
purpose——"

Mr. Lambert glared.

“Don't bandy words with me, boy!” he
Interjccted snappily. “Qdet off these grounds
at once! D’'you hear me? I've had enough
of those infernal, interfering Hambledons
without being pestered by their confounded
visitors!”

“I'l go,” I said, breathing hard. “But
therc was no need for you to insult Sir
Andrew——" I broke off as he raised his
stick threateningly. “ Better not use that
stick, sir,” I added quietly. *“The law doesn’t

crmit you to apply violence, cven if you do
lﬁml somebody trespassing!”

*“Go!" thundered the man furiously.

I went readily enough. I was disgusted
with the rotter, anyhow. I might bave becen
trespassing—I was trespassing—but, that was
no excuse for his violent, insulting conduct.

In less than a minute I had slipped hencath
the barbed wire, and I -found Sexton Blake
and our host smilipg amusedly at me. They
had been hidden by a clump of bushes. Sir
Andrew had no wish to be insulted personally
by his flery, ill-tempered ncighbour.

“The—the awful blighter!” I burst out
indigpantly.

The baronet chuckled.

“You were unlucky, Tinker,” he said. “It's
. rather a pity you were discovered by Mr.
Lambert., He will be more bitter than
ever!” ’ )

“0Oh, don't talk about the ead, pater!”
growled Frank. “He’s not coming over herg,
thank goodness! I should let fly at him if
he starfed his nonsense with us! And Tinker
hasn’'t done any harm. Lambert was bitter
enough hefore this incident. Hang him!”

“You havec had several severc quarrels with
Mr. Lambert already, haven't you?” laughed
Sir Andrew. “Never mind, Frank! We can
afford to ignorc him, that’s one comfort.
3lind you don't lose control of your temper,
we don't want violence!”

“T wouldn't touch him with a punt-pole!”
said Frank contemptuously.

We walked away, and I soon cooled down.
I'd  rccovered the ball, anyhow. The
guv'nor frowned at me a littie. He didn't

“This s where

like the idea of my causing further trouble |

between our host and his neighbour. [
didn't like it, cither. But how the dickens
was I to knmow that the man was such a
bounder?

Just before we left the links Lieutenant
Hambledon halted.

“You take Mr. Blake and Tinker home,
pater,” he said.  “I'm going round the links
again.” ,

“By yourself, my boy?” asked his father.

“Yes.  Practice, you know!” smiled Frank.
“And perhaps you'll he a good chap, Tinker,
and carry my ctubs to the pavilion. I shall
only want this brassie!”

I took his clubs willingly. .

“Dinner at seven-thirty, don't forget,” sald
Sir_Andrew. t

“T'll be there, dad!” smiled the licutenant.
Al(id wc left him; but he did not keep his
word.

A————

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

In Which the Quvnor and | See a
Stranger at S8atan’s Gap, and We Wonder
How He Qot There—Lieutenant Hamole-
don Returns, and 8ome Terrible News
Follows Hard on His Heels.

EXTON BLAKE took in a deep breath

S of the cvening air as we paused against

the private gate leading to the Hall.

The gardens were in front of us, and

we had stowed away the golfing things in the
pavilion. :

“Just a quarter to seven,” said the guv'nor,
glancing at his watch. “Time for a breath
of sea air, Tinker. What do you say?”

“I'm agreeable,” I said promptly.

Sir Andrew chuckled.

“You- are going to desert me now,” he
smiled. “What shall I say to Lady Hamble-
don? She’ll wonder what I have done with
my three companions. Don’'t fall over the
cliffs, Mr. Blake; thcy're very treacherous.
Satan's Gap is an infernally dangerous
spot!”

“Oh, we sha]l only be ten minutes!” said
the guv'nor. “Come on. young 'un!”

We left our host, and cut across to the
mootland road, skirting the extensive Hall
gardens, and arriving on the rough Yoad in
a few minutes. On the other side stretched
t}l_({-‘_ downs, sloping gently towards the steep
clifis. N

““That Lambert fellow's a pretty specimen,

-guv'nor!” I remarked, as we walked.

“I am not altogether pleased with you,
Tinker!” said Sexton Blake severely.  *You
should not have trespassed as you did!
However, it is no good talking. I dou’t
suppose you did any harm. Mr. Lambert
was. on the worst possiblc terms with his
neighbour before we appeared on the scene!”

“That's not very surprising,” I replied.
“He's got a temper like a volcano, and a
voice as biting as a new saw! It's a wonder

he keeps any servants in his housc! I
suppose he’s a bachelor—"
“A widower, Tinker,” interrupted the

“He lives with
“The

guv'nor, lighting a cigar.
his daughter.”
“Poor thing!” 1
daughter, I mean!”
“Sir Andrew met her on one occasion,”
went on the great detective. “Quite a nice
girl, 1 understand. Perhaps Mr. Lambert is
only snappy with strangers. Some men are
genial with their own flesh and blood, and

said feelingly.

itl-mannered and hzll‘sh_ with :atrangcrs.
Evidently Mr. Lambert is not a sociable

gentleman!”

We struck off across the moor in the
direction of Satan’s Gap. We'd bheen there
before. It was a little inlet, just a mile
from Hambledon Hall. From the cliffs at
that point hoth the Hall and the Manor were
clearly visible, with the narrow road winding
up and down the undulating moor.

Satan's Gap was a little bay, with sheer
cliffs looking straight down into the sea at
high tide. When the tide was low, how-
ever, therec were rocks and shingle to he
seen. There was no way down to the heach,
unless you fitted yourself up with wings, or
dived down. And the cliffs were a bit too
high for that pastime. .

1t was even impossible to enter the bay
from the sea, for a. Dbarrier of jaggeéd rocks
barred the cntrance. At low tide these
stood out of the sea like great black teeth,
and at high tide they were distinguishable by
the swirls of foam which constantly disturbed
the blue water.

I don’t suppose there had been a human
being down on the heach of Satan’s Gap for
years—pevrhaps never. There was no way of
getting to it. Further on.- a milc along
the coast, it was possible to get down to the
sea; bhut Satan’s GnF was hemmed in by
the jutting headlands, and the cliffs were
high and steep. If anyhody had ever heen
cast ashore there. missing the barrier rocks
by a miracle, he must have found himself in
a death-trap; for the clifis rose like walls,
and when the tide was fully in those walls
were washed by the sea. The high-water
mark was twelve feet up the face of the cliffs.
There wasn't refuge for a rat.  Altogether,
Satan's Gap was well named.

Just on the top of the cliff therc stood
Jhe ruin of an old watch-tower, At least, it

looked llke a watch-tower to me. It was
gaunt and grim, a jugged ruin, exposed to
all the winds that blew. And the winds up
on that coast were. not light breezes—in
winter-time, at all cvents. 8 often as“not
they were gales and hurricanes and blizzards:
all rolled into one. But thé black, storm-
swept ruin stood stark and ugly through all
the yoars.

We passed this cheerful place and pausc
at the cliff-edge. It was not wise to go ncar,
for chunks of the clif were liahle to iull
without warning. All the same, I ventured
ratl:er cloiele.

“Now then, Tinker,” warned the cuy’
“don’t be foolhardy.” SHvHOL

“Oh, I'm all right, guv'nor!” I said cheer-
fully. «1I sha'n’t Hallo! Why, just look
down here! This is thundcring queer, any-
how. How, in the name of all that's queer,
did the fellow get down there?®

Sexton Blake came to my side.

“Do you see him, guv'nor?” I asked,

_We both looked down upon the bcach. The
tide was out, and the strip of shingle, dotted
with rocks, lay beneath us, far below. The
sca looked lovely in the rich evening light.
It was smooth and calm, and intensely blue,

But, we weren't looking at the sea.

Standing on one of the big rocks, cloxe
against the clifi-face, right below us, {here
was a man! We could see his movements
clqarly._ He was washing a tin cup. or some-
thing like it, in a pool of water loft hy ihe
tide. To see him it was necescary to lean
over the edge rather far. It was a dizzy

height, hut I've got a clear head on my
shoulders, ' '
t.‘l

“Xtrange, Tinker!” murmured Blake,
can't quite understand this.”

“How did the fellow ' 2
ke ow get down thc}'c. I

“I haye_ not the faintest idea, my Iad.
These cliffis are sheer: there isn't hand or
fqot_hold for a1 monkey. And he certainly
didn’t come in hy water. There ix no boat
down there, and it is impossible to swim in
t,h'e fierce current, even in this calm sea.
I'm! ‘T am frankly puzzled.®

I leaned over a bit further,
pulled me back roughly.

“Don’t take silly risks,
siaid curtly.

“But I want to sce——»

“Get down flat on your face,
lm‘pghyoualhead over,”

*Oh, &l right!” T ernted
“But I was safe enough,

I flopped myself down on the grass and
wormed my way forward. DBut when 1 looked
doyvn again-the stranger had utterly vanished.
Eil::l\:ty seconds ago be hud bheen therc jn full
“Great Scott!” I gasped. < He's gone!'”

Blake lay by my side and also looked dowi.
Bul, search as we would, we could sce no
sign of a human being. Yet there were no
caves, no openings of any sort. It was abso-
lutely impossible for a living man to dix-
appear within thirty seconds. It was impos-
sible for a living man to disappear at aM,
for there was no way out of Satan's Gap. It
;v‘aesr a natural prison, with no cover what-

“Good heavens! This is qnile remarkable,
Tinker!"” said Blake softly.

“Remarkable!” 1 echoed.

but the guv’'nor

young ’un!* he

then, and

obstinately,

1t s—il’s un-

canny! I say, guv'nor, do—do you think we
really saw a man? 1 don't usually °see
things,’ but this is amazingly mysterious. The

chap simply disappeared in no time. And how
did he get down there, in the first place?
He wasn't a ghost !™ )

Sexton Blake rose to lis feet after another
two minutes had elapsed. I followed his
example,

“Well, guv'nor?" I asked impatiently,

“My good Tinker, I am not a magician,"
he protested. ¢1 am just as puzzled as you
are. But there is really no necessity for ux
to rack our brains. I dare say the supposed
mystery has a perfectly natural explanation.
We had better be getting back., We shall
have to scurry over our dressing, as it is.?

We walked hack to the Hall briskly, both
of us rather silent. I was thinking of that
man wc had seen down in Satan’s ¢Gap, The
guv'nor was thinking of him, too, I believed.

It was nearly half-past seven when we
mounted ithe wide steps of Hambledon Hall.
The massive door stood wide open, and the
lounge-hall was already electrically lit. Sir
Andrew had his own plant for the manu-
facture of “juice.”

We slipped upstairs quickly, and dressed
for dinner -in record time. Just as we were
putting the finishing touches on the big gong

. U- Jl—hOC 72°'
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sounded, old Warren, the butler, supplying
the striker with the pecessary power.

Only Sir Andrew and Ludy Hambledon were
in the great dining-room when we entered.
Lady. Hambledon was a dear old soul, homely
and kind. There were none of the usual
“swell ” formalities here, We were all a
happy family together.

“ Haven't you brought Frank with you,
Mr. Blake?” asked her ladyship smilingly.

“No, We left him on the golf-links?
replied the guv'nor. “He promised to be in
by dinner-time. I didn't kmow hc¢ was &0
kesn on golf.”

“He isn't!"’ said Sir Arthur bluntly. <I{
was rather surprised when he said he was
going to stay behind -to practice. Frank's
always been somewhat bored by gol. I dare
say your play has inspired bim, Mr. Blake.”

The guv'nor laughed, and dinner started.

I was hungry, and I attended to the busi-
press of feeding with a will. But by the time
dinner was eover, and it was quite dark,
Lieutenant Hambledon had not returned.
Both Sir Andrew and Lady Hambledon were
looking a wee bi$ anxious. .

“ Did he really promise to be in to dinner,
Andrew ?” asked her ladyship.

“Who? Oh, Frapk!” said Sir Andrew.
“ Why, of course! You heard him say so,
didn't you, Mr. Blake? Queer he hasn’t
turned up. He can't be golfing now; it's
quite dark. 1 suppose be is aressing.”

“0Or doing something to that horrid motor-
bjcgcle of his,” said Lady Hambledon, with a
sigh. .

Privately, I thought this was rather a dis-
play of unwarrantable ignorance on her lady-
ship’s part. But she was an old lady, and
old ladies don’t knmow much ahout motor-
bikes. Horrid! Why, Frank's jigger was a
brand-new raeing Zenith, a ripping ecight-
horser! I'd had a long run on it, and I
knew. I'm a bit of a specialist when it comes
to motors, as the guv'nor will tell anybody.

We soon found, however, that the lieuten-
ant was not at the Hall at all. He hadn’t
come back, and none of the servants had
seen him, Sexton Blake and Sir Andrew went
out on to the lawns for a cigar after dinner,
and I strolled with them. :

“ Where on carth can Frank have got to?”
asked Sir Andrew, glancing at his watch
when the cigars were nearly finished,
“ Twenty past nine! I'm anxious, Blake.”

«Qh, ‘he’ll ‘turn up soon!” smiled Sexton
Blake reassuringly.

“I wish I could think where he can have
got to,” wemt on the baronet. ¢“He must
have finished his golfing, and he can’t he
wandering about the moor. You see, there’s
nowhere for him to go. We're quite isolated
up here.” .

After a bLit we went indoors and adjourned
to the Dbilliard-room., The guv'nor and Sir
Andrew played, and I marked for them. Two
hours passed guickly, and we did not realise
the passage of time until Lady Hambledon
came in. DBlake was just ahout to take a
dificult shot, and he paused with his cue
in position.
~ “ Andrew, I am rcally concerned,” said her
ladyship anxiously. '“ Do you know the time?
It is half-past eleven, and Frank hasn’t come

back yet. I am  sure something has hap-
pened to the poor boy. His foot may bave
" weakened——" )

“ Half-past cleven!™ said Sir Andrew, look-
ing grave. “’Pon my soul, you're right, my
dear! I didn’t think it was so late. Tell you
what, Blake. Wec shall have to go out and
make a search. Frank may have sprained
his foot, or something. Gad! It is possible
that be is still on the links, Supposing he
.caught his foot in a crevice or some similar
trup? He would lie there—”

Lady Hambledon suddenly gave a little
Ccry.

“ Why, Frank, you bad bhoy,” she exclaimed
gladly, “ where have you heen?” . . .

Lieutenant .Hambledon had just walked
into the billiard-room, looking as healthy as
ever, and certainly in fit condition. But his
face was clouded, and his eyes were gloomy.

“Sorry I'm late, mater,” he said shortly.
«You bhaven't been worrying, have you?
J—I went for a stroll on the moor, and was
longer than I meant to be. I don’t want any
dinner.” _ .

I grinned, and Sir Andrew laughed bois-
terously.

“You young .rascal!” he cried. ¢ We've
been imagining all sorts of terrible.things,
No dinner? Stuff and nonsense, boy!
must be hungry—> -

“I'm not!” said Frank curtly.
off to London—at once.”-

Ul Jn—NO- 720-

“I'm going

You

«To-night, Frank?? asked Lady Hamble- }
.don, in alarm. :

“Yes—as soon as ever I can get the bike
ready !” )

The lieutenant spoke almost savagely, and
he was certainly preoccupied in his manner.
Something had happened, evidently.

Sir  Andrew went over to him and took
him by the shoulders.

“Going to Lcndon to-night?* he said
sharply. “ What for? Don't be absurd, boy!
What is the matter with you? Man alive,
you are looking quite flerce! Your leave
doesn’t, cxpire until next Monday—"

Frank shook himself free.

“ J—I know, dad,” he said, smiling forcedly,
“That’s all right. I'm going. I've got a
reason. I'm going immediately.”

“Oh, Frank,” said his- mother worriedly,
“J wish you would tell me!®

He smiled genuinely - now, hut he still
looked morose. :

“Of course mater,” he said, «“I'll tell you
—later on. Just now I don’t feel like talking.
Don’'t make a fuss over-nothing, for good-
ness’ sake! I'll just go and get my things
ready, and then I'll he off.”?

He passed out of the billiard-room, and
his mother went after kim, Sir Anpdrew
looked at the guv’'nor and me, and then he
chuckled. ; .

“Some hoyish freak or other,” he remdrked.
“Qh, well, the youngster's all right, s0 we
needn’t worry any more! It was your stroke,
I think, Blake!”

“Yes,” sald the guv’nor. .

The game went on. It went on for about
five minutes. Then came another interrup-
tion. We were all quict, for Sir Andrew
was about to pot the red. And from outside
we heard the sound of wheels grinding upon
gravel. The window was wide open at the
bottom. .

The baronet stood upright and listened.

“That sounds like a trap,” he remarked,
crossing to the window. :

“Or a dog-cart,” smiled Sexton Blake. “A
visitor, Sir Andrew!”

“A visitor! At twenty minutes to mid-
night!” ecxclaimed Sir Andrew. “Who can
it be, anyhow? Lambert's the only neigh-
bour; he owns a trap. But Lambert wouldn’t
pay me a visit, I'm certain. Qad! The
trap’s stopped outside!”

Somehow, we all felt that there was some-
thing unusual in the wind. Who was this
late vigitor? Why had he come? The trap
bad been driven furiously; we¢ heard that.

The baronet laid his cue down, and hurried
out into the great lounge-hall The
electric lights were full on, and as Sir Andrew
opened the massive oaken door a stream of
light shot out into the gloomy night.

The trap was standing just-a little distance

L from the broad steps, and a man staggered

into the radins of light. He stumbled up
the steps as though he had been drinking
heavily ; but the face he turned towards us
was not flushed with liquor, hut ghastly white

"with alarm and horror.

“It’'s Rodwell, Lambert’s groom!” said Sir
Andrew sharply. “Good heavens! What
ails the man? Well, Rodwell, what Is it?”

The man stood before us, swaying un-
steadily. . .

“I've—I've come for help, sir!” he panted
hoarsely.

~-

“Help? What for?” demanded the baronet.’

“Is there a fire, or—
“ Miss Molly sent ‘me, sir!” gasped Rodwell.
«Afr. Sexton Blake is here, sir, She told
DJE 7" . M )
“] am Sexton Blake!” said the guv’'nor

curtly. “What's wrong, man? Hold up—-
hold up! That's better, Rodwell! Now, out
with it!”

The groom gulped hard.

“Miss Lambert wants you to come over at
once, sir!” he¢ exclaimed, his voice bhareh
with emotion.  “Her father, Mr. Maxwell
Lambert, has been found lying on the terrace
stonc dead!”- ) :

“Dead?” repeated Sir Andrew dazedly.

“Murdered, sir!” breathed the frightened
groom. “Foully murdered!” . :

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

In Which Sexton Blake Investigates a

Strance Crime, and Both He and | are

Forced to Come to a Terribly Appalling
Conolusion.

R. MAXWELL .« LAMBERT mur-
I think we werc all greatly

startled for a moment. Sir Andrew

Hambledon caught his- breath .in with a

sharp hiss, and turned pale. I just stared,
and the guv'nor gave no sign at all.

I pictured Sir Andrew’s ncighbour as T
had seen him that cvening—a harsh, ill-
tempered, offensive old man. The dreadful
news which Rodwell brought did not arousc
much grief in-my heart; but I was shocked,
and I felt sorry for the poor chap., Ili-
mannered as he was, it was awful to hear
that he had been murdered!

The news was trehly startling because out
here, on the moor, crimes of any sort were
almost unknown. As we stood there, facing
Rodwell, there was nothing to be heard for
the first few seconds, except thic groom’s
husky breathing and the impatient  pawing
of the horse on the gravel drive.

Then Sir Andrew spoke.

“Mr. Lambert murdered!” he said, in a

strained voice. “There must be soma
ghastly mistake, Rodwell! An accident,
perbaps—"

“No, sir!"” interrupted the groom. “It's
murder!”

“I will go back with you at once,” said
Sexton Blake briskly. “No good will come
of questioning  this man, Sir Andrew.
Tinker and I will accompany him back. We¢
will .see for ourselves. Miss Lambert is
evidently aware of my profession, and she did
the best thing in sending Rodwell to me!”-

“Good beavens! I am bewildered!” said
the baronet. “This—this is terrible, Blake!
Go—ycs, go by all means! There may be
some mistake! And what eof -the police?
Have you informed the police, Rodwellt”

The groom shook his head. * ~

“How could I, sir?” he- asked. “We
haven't a-telephone, and the village is scven
miles away, as you know—over cight miles
from here. And then there's only a rural
constable!”

Sir Andrew uttered an impaticnt exclama-

tion.
“And I am in communication with the
Post Office people now!"” he exclaimed. “I'm

having a telephone installed this very month!
'Pon my soul, what luck! If I'd had the
'phone now, we could have been in com-
munication'with Whitby in no time!”

Just then Lieutenant Hambledon came
striding across the hall. He was only hall-
ready for his journey, and looked somewhat
gcared, I thought.

“Hallo! What's the trouble here?” he
asked. "I heard—" , _
“Terrible news, Frank!” sald his father
gravely. “Mr. TLambert has heen mur-
dered!”

The lientenant started back.

“Murdered!” he ejaculated huskily.

“When? How? Heaven above—''

“Wo know no dctails, Frank,” put in the
guv'nor. “Tinker and I" are golnﬁ over to
High Moor Manor straight away. y James!
You are just off to London, I believe?
Exccllent! (et off as soon as you can, and
Inform the police that a tragedy has
occurred here, and tell them to send some-
body without delay!” _

Lieutenant Hambledon nodded dazedly.

“But I can't believe it!” he. panted.
“Mr. Lambert was all right this evening!
Who could have killed him? There's only
Miss Lambert there, besides the. servants!
It tJn"msts have been an accident of somec
sort !

Sexton Blake did not wait for Frank to get
over his bewilderment. He crossed over teo
the great oaken hat-stand, and jerked off hig
own hat and my cap. The latter he handed
to me. ‘

“Come on, Tinker!” he said erisply.

Without another word we passed out into
the darkness, and Rodwell jumped into the
waiting trap. Within a minute we were
howling down the drive. Just hefore we got
to the gates, however, Sexton Blake uttercd
an cxclamation.

“By Jove! I was ncarly forgetting!” he
said. “Pull up. Rodwell! Tinker, rush
b. ck and fetch Pedro! We may need him!”

“0ld Pedro!” I gzasped. “Of course!
Fancy forgetting him!”

The trap pulled up, and I was racing back ;
In less than a jiff. Pedro was in onc of
the hig, empty stables at the hack. I pclted
round without bothering Sir Andrew., As
passcd the library I heard Lady Hambledon’s
gentle voice raised in horror. She had
cvidently just been told of the tragedy.

Pedro was glad to see me, and he casily
raced me back to the trap. The delay had-
only been about three minutes, and it was

.a profitable delay, as it turned out, for

Pedro was destined to makc himseclf cxtremely
useful before another dawn. .
We were behind a good lorse, and the
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quickly covered. During the
rlve we did not speak. The guv'nor had
no wish to question the groom. It would
bc better to gain information at first-hand.

So we had an opportunity of thinking over
the dramatic sutprise. I couldn’'t quite
fealise it, even now. I half expected to find
that Mr. Lambert had met with some fatal
accident. Murder seemed impossible.
Everything had been s0 pcaceful, so wonder-
fully quiet during our stay at lambledon
Hall, that this affair struck jarringly.
Right in the middle of our holiday we were
pitched bang into a murder case! .

I've noticed it again and again, as often
as not, when the guv'nor and I go for a
holiday, we hit upon a professional case.
There's no rest for the wicked, so people say.
It strikes me there’'s no rest for the good,
ejther! '

The moor was black and sinister in the
falnt starlight. Perhaps it seemed to be
sinister because of the tragedy which had
happened upon it. But I shivered a little
as I looked round., The great waste
stretched out in seemingly limitless cxpanses
to north and south and east and west.
There was nothing but the vast moor and
the darkness. The sea was invisible and
iqd{sttinguishable from the black walls of the
‘night.

Presently one or two clustered, dimmed
lights showed in the distance. I knew that
they were the lights of Hlgh Moor Manor,
visible through a break in the trecs which
surrounded the house, and at last we turned
in at the gates, and came to a halt before
-a wide rustic porch. '

A slight, girlish Higure was standing there,
silhouetted against the lamplight which
streamed out. She came forward impul-
sively, anxiously.

“Oh, I am so glad!” exclaimed a troubled
‘but sweet voice. “Is that Mr. Blake?”

b 'It'he guv'nor jumped down, and took off his
at.

“I am Sexton Blake,” he said quietly.
“This is no time for formal introductions,
Miss Lambert. You are in terrible trouble,
I hear. I have lost no time in ,getting
here. This young gentleman is Tinker, my
assistant!”

“Will you please come int"”
Lambert, steadying her voice.

Weo entered the somewhat dim bhall, and
-passed into a cosy drawing-room. It was a
splendid .- apartment, and bcautifully fur-
nished; but I only noticed this out of the
corner of my eye. - My attention was attracted
by the girl who faced us.

I have seen a good many pretty girls, but
I don't think any girl could be more charm-
9ng than Miss Molly Lambert. She was small
and dainty, and her eyes were simply wonder-
#ful. Deep brown they were, and gloriously
large. Her figure was revealed to advan-
tage by the simply-cut summer gown she was
wearing, a silky, shimmering affair, with a
rather low neck. Her bosom was delight-
fully white, and it rose and fell rapidly with
the emotion which stirred her.

Her beauty was in no way marred by the
pitiful little droop of her finely-shaped
‘mouth or the redness of her eyes. She had
hecn sobbing, that was evident. And yet she
was calm and self-possessed.

And she was the daughter of Mr. Maxwell
‘Lambert !

I had had an interview with the irascible
gentleman, and I had pictured Miss Molly as
an angular, thirty-year-old, bespectacled
lady with doubtful manners. But the reality
was a vision of loveliness. She wasn't a year
older than nineteen.

“It is my wish to spare you as much pain
as possible, Miss Lambert,” said Sexton Blake
quietly. “Will you just tell me the bare
facts? I will not question you more than is
necessary.” ’

“I am strong enough, Mr. Blake,” put in
Molly bravely. ¢« The terrible shock of it all
has passed, and I want you to find out who
killed my father. Oh, it is so kind of you to
come! The police won't be able to get here
until the morning, but you—you were almost
on the spot, and I know how clever you are.
It was presumptuous of me to send for
you—->"

“Dear me! I cannot allow you to say
that,” protested the guvnor., <“You have
done me a service, Miss Lambert. I am
anxious—eager to investigate this terrible
affair.” .

Molly suddenly flushed hotly.

“ My fatber bhas been brutally killed!” ghe
declared. “It was no accident, Mr. Blake.
I will tell you the simple facts. At about
gleven ¢’clock I heard a terrible cry. It wasg

round was

asked DMiss

uttered by my father, and I was petrified for
a moment. Then I rushed towards the
house—*

“One moment, if you will pardon me,”
sald Blake quickly. ¢ You were outside in
the grounds at eleven o’clock??

Molly nodded. :

“Yes,” she reptied. ¢ The cry seemed tO
come from the north side of the house. I
hurried there, and—and found my father lying
on the gravel, Ile was quite dead, his head
being terribly battered. Oh, I cannot tell
You, Mr. Blake!'"™ :

“No, of course not,” said. the guv'nor
ently. “ Your father, I presume, was carried
indoors at once ?*

“No, He is out on the gravel still,”

“Oh! That is fortunate, perhaps,” was
Blake's quick remark. ¢ Has the—has your
father been disturbed, Miss Lambert ?»

“I dld not touch him., I just stood on the
grass hordering the gravel path, and stared
down at his poor injured face,” replied the
girl, in a low voice. “I knew that he was
dead. Even in the faint starlight I could see
that. And I ¢creamed, Mr. Blake—I stood
there and screamed.”

“ And then?” I put in tensely.

“ Rodwell came rushing round, and, after
him, Mrs. East, our housekecper. Rodwell
brought a lantern with him, and my worst
suspicions were confirmed. Then, in a flash,
I thought of you, Mr. Blake,” said Molly
eagerly., “I knew how cleverly you investi-
gated—»

“You acted wisely in sending for me so
promptly,” interrupied the guv'nor. <Rod-
well~and Mrs. East, of course, came rushing
along the pathway? In that case, if there
are any footprints, they have been obliter-
ated.”

Molly thought intently for a moment.

“No, Mr. Blake, they didn't use the path
at all,” she replied, “I remember djstinctly,
They came across the grass to my side, and I
“i']ould not allow them to go near the—
t e_)) .

“So nothing has heen tcuched?”

<« Nothing whatever. I have just waited for
you to come.”

The guv'nor gave me a quick look, and I
knew that he was highly pleased. It was
rather good to learn that we bad a clear
field for investigation. If the servants had
been trampling all over the pathway, any
possible footprints, as Sexton, Blake had
said, would have heen obliterated. And foot-
prints are often of the utmost importance.

“Did you see any sign of any intruder?”
asked the great detective keenly. “Some-
body killed your father, of course, and that
somehody must have been quite near the
spot when you arrived. Did you see any-
thing or hear anything?”

Molly shook her head.

“J was so terribly frightened by his appal-
ling cry that I hardly knew what I was doing
just for the moment,” she replied. “I heard

nothing, Mr. Blake. There was certainly
nobody within sight or hearing when I
arrived. Rodwell searched the grounds, but

his efforts were fruitless. And then I sent
him off post-haste to you at Hambledon
Hall.”

The guv'nor turned to me.

“I am glad we brought Pedro,” he raid.
“The old dog may he useful, Tinker. If it
is possible to pick up any trail, that trail

will certainly be fresh.” He turned to the
girl, ¢ Now, Miss Lambert, I want you to

remain quietly within the house. Tinker and
I will make 2 preliminary investigation. 1f
we discover anything of importance I will
inform you at once.”

“You are very good, Mr, Blake!” said
Molly fervently. “Ohy what should I have
done if you had not been here? And the
police? How can they be informed? I shall
have to send Rodwell—”

¢[ have alrendy made arrangements for
the police to he told of this tragedy immedi-
ately,” put in Sexton Blake. “But I don't
suppose the officers of the law will be here
much before dawn. I am rather glad. I
shall have an opportunity of applying my own
methods to this inves{igation without official
hindrance.” .

Two minutes later the guv’'nor and I passed
outside again. 7The groom had taken the
trap round to the stables, and the exterior
of the house whs in grim darkness. Molly
had told us just where to go, for Blake would
not allow her to direct us personally. She
was calm now, and the sight of her father’s
hody would probably upset her afresh.

As we paused outside I took a decp breath,

“Poor giri!” I said seriously. “What a
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rotten shame, guv'nor! And, do you know,
I can’t quite settle myself to the fact tbat
she’s Lambert’'s daughter. She's a lovely
girl, guv'nor!»

“You are quite right in saying that,
Tinker,” agreed Blake. “But comel We
have no time for discussing Miss Molly’s
charms.” ’

We had grown accustomed to the faint
starlight by this time, but we were not going
to rely on this alone, The detective was
cearrying a powerful elgetric torch, and be
flashed this on the ground some distance
ahead. We were quite sure of finding the
body undisturbed. All the servants, still ous
of bed, were discussing the tragedy witi
awed voices in' their own quarters. They
wouldn’t have approached the fatal spot for
any amount of money.

. Exactly as Molly had said, the remainz of
Mr. Maxwell Lambert lay sprawled upo:
the gravel. He lay face upwurds, and ohc
glance told us all that we wanted to know.
The poor man was stone dead.

“Mind you don't go on the gravel, Tinker.”
warned Blake, in a low voice, ¢ There are
footprints—do you see? The gravel is soft,
although there has heen no rain. But, for
the moment, I am interested in the hody.” -

This was lying quite near .the edge of the
lawn, so it was not necessary for us to step
upon the gravel. Mr. Lambert had obviously
received a terrible, smashing blow on the
forehead. The skull was battered fearfully..

“Hallo! What is this?” ‘

The guv'nor had flashed his light close

against the wall of the house, There was a
Very narrow flower-bed there, and the grecn
stuff was rather” thick at the border. And,
l.vmg_ among the plants, was something
familiar. In the weak light of Rodwell's
lantern this had evidently becn unnoticed
previously.
. Sexton Blake whipped off his coat and laid
it upon the gravel. He used the garment as
a carpet, so that he would make no deep
Impression upon the gravel. And, reaching
down, he picked up a goli-club.

In a moment he was by my side again.

“ Without a doubt the fatal bhlow was
delivered with this brassie, Tinker,” he said
quietly. “See, the head is sticky with
blood—>

“(reat Scott!” ¢ That's
Frank’s club!”

The guv’'nor caught_his breath in with a
hiss. He knew that I had made no mistake.
We knew the brassie well; and, indeed, the
lieutenant’s initials were stamped upon it.

. “Heavens!” murmured the guv'nor. ¢ This
is appalling!”» .

“You don't think—you can't belieye that
—that Frank » I broke coff abruptly.
“Oh, it's impossible, guv'nor!»

The same thought had entered our minds
at the same second. The weapon which had
been employed was Frank Hambledon's golf-
club! And we both positively knew that
Frank had stayed out upon the links with
that very club. He had come back without
it, and he had been obviously upset and
savage. More® significant still, he had
refused to say why he had heen out so long.

The murder had been committed at eleven
o'clock. Frank had not come in until twenty
minutes to twelve. That had jist glven him
time to cover the two miles and a bit which
separated High Moor Manor from Hamble-
don Hall!

I looked at the guv’nor absolutely aghast.

“Lieutenant Hambledon did it, sir!” I
panted huskily.

“Did he, Tinker?” asked Sexton Blake, with
perfect calmness. “I have seen no proof of
it, so far.”

“But —but Mr. Lambert was killed with that
brassie—"

“Tndoubtedly.”

« And the brassie belongs to Frank—-"

“It does, Tinker,” said the guv’nor, inter-
rupting again. “But you seem to take it for
granted that Lieutenant Hambledon delivered
the fatal blow. We have no evidence of that.
The facts at the present moment lcok some-
what sinister. But conjectures and guesses
are idle, my hoy. Don’t lose your head. I
do not helieve for a moment that Frank com-
mitted this awful deed.”

Blake’s words calmed me, but T was still
horrified.

“What about Pedro?” I asked. ‘“He'll get
on the track in' a second, if Frank really
l(ille'gl Mr. Lambert  The scent’'ll be strong

I burst out.

“Never mind Pedro, for the moinent!” cut
in Sexton Blake.
He examined the brassie very closely. There
was hlood wvon it, and there could be rnob
U. J.—No. 720.
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the slightest doubt that the death-blow had
-been dealt by it. The head of the club was
made of beech-wood, and weighted with lead
at the back. .Swung round with full force,
the brassle would have delivered a terrible
low, capable of smashing a man's head like
an eggshell. And this had happened to
Maxwell Lambert. ' '

Sexton Blake laid thc club aside. removed
his coat from the gravel), and flashed his light
u% and down the somewhat narrow pathway.
Thero were several footprints to be seen, and

the guv'nor frowned. .
-+They are not clear-cut, Tinker,” he
rumbled. *“We can see they are footprints,

and we can see how they are placed, but we
cannot identily them as being the prints of
any particular individual. See! These three
here were evidently made hy the dead man
himself. The others, coming from the lawn,
were made by the murderer as he—— But
what is this, Tinker? Dear me!”

He bent down eagerlg, intently. :

1 couldn’t make much of the footprints. As
the guv'nor had said, they were indistinct.

Those made by 3Mr. Lambert were only dis-

tinguishable becausc they werc much smaller
than the others. .
*You seem surprised at something, guv'oor,”
I remarked. .
“Exaetly. I am surprised, my bQy. Don't
you see? He[c arc the marks made by the
murderer as he approached. But, '\f we are
to judgc by the story thc gravel tells us, the
murderer did not leave the spot at al}. There
are no returning footprints; and the mur-
derer could pot have jumped on to the grass
from the otlier side of the pathway without
eaving a deep impression ip the gravel.
ere {8 mo such impression. And what are
these, Tloker?”’

The guv’nor’s light was centred uppn two
round dents in the pathway, about cighteen
inches apart. It looked as though two heavy
ohjects had rcsted there. They were abonut
four feet from the body.

“Looks as though a ladder had been placed
against thc wall, eir,” I raid. A ladder
would make two marks just like these.”

"Sexton Blake nodded.

*A ladder,” he mused. “But why, Tinker?
I'm afraid that explanation is far from the
mark, my lad. Miss Molly woquld have men-
tioned the fact, if she had found a ladder
here, Besides, use your own wits, young
un.”

He waved his hand towards the wall, and
I understood. The marks couldn't have heen
made 'by a ladder, becausc only a born idiot
would have placed such aswarticle against this
wall. It was quite blank, not a single
window showing on its whole surface.

And ladders don’'t vanish into thin air.
Miss Lambert had heer} on the scene within
a minute of her father's cry. No, those two
marks had been made by some other means.
They meant something—but what?

Somehow, I couldn't keep an open mind.

My thoughts kept runnlnr.l' in one groove. 1
had heard Sir Andrew say that Frank had had
geveral quarrels with Mr. Lambert.
was bitter blood hetween them.
. Frank bad been left on the golf-links, carry-
ing a single brassic. He had not rcturned to
dinner; he had not returned until close upon
midnight. And he had come in without the
hrassie. :

That brassie was here. It had been used to
murder Mr. Maxwell Lambert. The police, I
knew, would arrest Lieutenant Frank Hamble-
don in a second, on such evidence as that.
It was circumstantial; but it was terribly
conclusive. .

And then, again. Frank had heen savage
and moody; he had refused to explain why
he had been out so long.

A ramble on theé moor,” he had said. That
was obviously thin. It was so thin that it
wasn't in the least convincing.

But the point which was most slgnificant of
all hummed in my brain throbbingly. Frank
had stated his intention of leaving {or London
without delay! Why was he leaving? Why
had he decided to flec from Hambledon Hall?

-- The answer was obvious. :

There

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Rodwell States His Oplnion, and Miss
Molly States Hors—The GQuv’nor and |
Intercept Frank, and Bring Him Back
with Us—There Is Much Confusion, but a
Fresh Development Comes Along Un-

expeotedly.
LOOKED at the guv'nor rather grimly.
I “Ft's as plain as my face, sir!” I ex-
claimed. “That’s plain cnough, in all
conscienca.  Frank ITambledon killed
Mr. Lambert.!”
U.J.—No. 726,

Sexton Blake had been doing something to
the hody—covering the poor, battesed head
with & handkerchief—and he turned to me
with an cxpression of determination in his
keen eyes.

I said a little while ago thait Frank did
not commit this crime,”” he said quietly.
“Upon eonsideration, Tinker, I must acknow-
ledge that the facts are appallingly sigpificant.
1 am keeping an open mind—"

“But there’s not a shadow of a doubt,
guvnor!” I protested. “It’'s awful! But, if
Frank didn't do-it, who did?” _

He didn't answer, for ut that moment we
heard footsteps. Rodwell. the groom, was
coming round the house with a lantern. He
had put the horse and trap up, and had come
to sce if he could be of any use.

“Don't walk on that path, man:”
Blake sharply. *“Get on the grass!”

Rodwell shifted on to the grass with a
jump. Perhaps he thought there were a few
odd hombs scattered about. He couldn't
have moved more quickly, auyhow. Ie came
up to us, looking scared.

“Your feet are fairly well shod, Rodwell,”
said the guv'nor drily. “They are, in
addition, of substantial size, and tbey would
ot tend to make the footprints nuyon this
path any clearer. if you added to them.”

I'm sorry, sir,” sald the groom. *“I
thought mebbe you'd like the poer master
shifted inside. Beg pardon, sir, but-—but he's
qnite dead, ain't he?”

“Yer, Rodwell,” replied Blake slowly. “The
body can be removed in a few minutes, ¥
wish to ask you a qucstion or two. Do you
know if Lieutenant Frank Hambledon called
upeon your master this evening?”

The groom started.

“Do—do yau think {hat
Hambledon—"

“I haven't said I think anything. Rodwell.
I asked vom a question.”

called

“Yes, sir. I Eknow.” the man answered
eagerly. “By gum! 1t must have hecn that
young officer feller! He and the master
quarrcllcd often enough.  Mr. Hambledon

once said that he wouldn't be answerable for
r’hat_.bappencd if he met the masfer faeo to
ace.”

Sexton Blake nodded patiently.

“You haven’t answered my question.
well,” he sahd.

“I'm sorry, sir. No, sir; Mr. Hamb]edon
didn't come here to-night—not that 1 know
of,” said the groom. “But I don't know who
calls upon the master. I was round in my
harness-room this cvening late. I was
cleanin’ uyp—" =

“Yes, yes!  Quite s0.” interrupted the
guv'nor. “You don't know whether Licu-
tenant Hambledon called or not? According
to your knowledge he didn’t? Well, now, did
you see_any sign of a stranger as you hurried

1od-

toI this spot upon hearing Miss Molly’s
erieg?” ‘

“No, sir. I dida't see anything or any-
body.” . '

“And you heard nothing?” .

“No, sir. But I'm =sure that DI

Hamble "

“H you are sure, Rodwell, I am not,” inter-
jected Blake. “Don’t allow prejudice to run
away with your wits. The fact that your

master was on bhad terms with young Mr.
Hambledon i3 no proof. Don't spread that
story, Rodwell—it will do no good. If Mr,

Frank committed the deed, he will have to
answer for it in a eriminal court. But if he
didn’t——"

“I'm sure he did, sir!” declared Rodwell
stubboraly. N

Sexton Blake moved across to the body
without spcaking further. “He hadn’t told
Rodwell of the brassie, and didn’t intend to.
l\]’!.’hy should he? Rodwell was nobody, any-

ow,

The hody was gently carried indoors, and
placed on a couch in the dekd man’s library.
Then the door was closed and locked. - Out
in the hall we came iface to face with Miss
Molly. She was looking ill and woru.

“1t was Mr. Hambledon, miss!”
Rodwell, in a hoarse whisper. .

“What did you say, Rodwell?” usked Molly
sharply. ~t

_“Y‘oung Mr. Hambledon killed the master.
miss!” - .

The girl's ¢yes Rashed dangerously.

“You may go, Rodwell!” slie said, in a
low, tense voice. .“And if you breathe a
word of that nonsense to any of the other
secrvants, you will Icave the Manor to-morrow!
Now go!” : .

Rodwell scemed startled. but he went with-
out delay. - :

Sexton Blake and T looked at Molly curi-
ously.  Why had she Hared ap so suq"ionl_\' ?

siid

voung Mr.

Her e¢yces were still alight with anger.  She
turned to us almost flercely.

“Do you Dbelicve that Frank—that Mr.
Hambledon killed my fatherz” she asked, her
cheeks now flushed. .

“The evidence is suggestive, but not absa-
Intely conclusive,” replied the guv'nor clowly.
1 am not satisfiled—"

“Do vou suspect Mr. Hambledon, then?”

“Yesz” I certalnly suspect him of bheibg
concerped—-—" :

“He isn’t, Mr. Blake!" hurst out the girl
passionately. “He Enows mnothing of this
terrible affair! Alr. Hambledon kill my poor
father! Obh, you are mad—mad! I wish I
had never asked you to come! r. Hambfe.
don knows nothing about it, tell you!
He couldn’t do such a vile decd! He 1is
innocct t—inuocent!” .

She tood bhefore us. defiantly, hreathing
very ha 4.

Sexton Bluke was quite unmoved.

“Please do not distress youraell, Miss
Lambert,” he said quietly. “You arc in no
condition to bear ecxcitemecnt. You must

allow me to conduct this inquiry in my owmn
way. Personally, 1 share your views. -1
do not thirk fof & moment that Frank
would have killed your father in cold blood!”

Molly caught at the suggestion implied by
the words. ) o

“That means you think he killed my father
in the lieat of a quarrel——"

“Please wait until later on,” interrupted
the guv'nor. “If Frapk is innocent he has
nothing to fear. If you know that he is
innocent, then you have nothlng to fear. I
am doing my ubtmost to discover the truth.
I have no desire to fasten guilt upon an
irnocent man., But there arc certain points
which 1must be cleared up befor¢ I can make
any further statement!” ’

The girl was still flushed.

“You bLelieve Mr. Tlambledon to he guilty —
I know you do!" she said bitterly.

“If you will he perfectly frank with me, I
shall be able to gather the threads together
much more casily,” said the great detective

smoothly. “Did Frank Hambledon cmnidta
this house during the evening, iss
Lambert? Was he here aft the time of thic
murder?”

“Am I compelled to answer that question®”
Molly said in a low voice.

“There is no question of compulsion.”

* Then I would prefer to remain silent, Mr.
Blake.”

The guv'nor snappcd his fingers.

“Will you allow me to point out an
important point?” he exclaimed. ' You were
in the grounds at eleven o'clock, Milss
Lambert ; you have told me so. Was. Frank
Hambledon with you? 11 sn, he is ohviously
innocent, for he must bave becn with you
when your father's death-cry rang out!”

“Licutenant Hambledon was not with me,”
said Molly quietly.

“« But he was in the grounds?” .

“1 cannot answer that question!” the girl
declared, almost flercely. <O, you are cruel
—cruel! You arc working all wrong, Mr.
Blake! Lieutenant Hambledon did not teuch
my father; I wlll swear that!”

She turned away and lecft us. obviously
fcariul of being questioned further. I
regarded Sexton Blake rather angrily. It
was rotten, worrying the peoor girl like this!
She was just lovely, and—and 1 {felt wild.

I think I was wild beeausc I felt surc she was
wrong. Frank had killed her father!
The guv’nor walked outsids on to the

terrace, and lit a cigar. He stood smokiny
for somec¢ minutes; then he looked at me
grimly. _

“If Frank really committed this crime,
Tinker. he did so in the heat of a quarrel.”

he said. ‘The facts are sinister. I cannot
overlook the licutenant’'s conduct when he
arrived hbome. And the brassic being—-

But I am nnt satisfled, young ‘un. i
Frank killed Mr. Lambert, he would not
wish to advertise the fact, would he? Hc
wouldn’t leave his golf club within a yard
of the body. Ofi course, he migit have
forgotten it——  But that's absurd. He
wouldn’t 71orget to remove the palpable
evidence of his own guilt. it’s weak, Tinker
—infernally wcak!” )

“Frank's gouc to London, don’t forget!” T
rcmarked. ’

“By Jamcs! So he has!™ said Sexton
Blake.  “Gone. Tinker? In order to reach
the London Road Frank would have to pass
this housc. We haven't heard him. 1
don't think he has passed ycei!l”

“Hadn’'t we better stop him?®” 1
gested. ' _ _

“ Perhaps ¢ has gone another way,” replied

e

sg-



h NION  JACK Libragrs?

Blake grimly. “If he is guilty he would
hardly risk passing this house when we knows
that we are here.. I am inclined to think,
Tinker, that Frank struck the blow in a fury,
without realising its force. He left the
spot, thinking that had only slightly
injured Mr. Lambert. But then, again, we
reach a stumbling-block. Frank knew the
truth when Rodwell arrived at the Hall.
Yet he only expressed horror—genuinc horror,
it scemed. Was he acting? And is he
fleeing—"

“Hold on, guv'nor!” I interjectcd suddenly.
* Listen !’

We both remaincd quiet, and on the still
night air, coming across the undulating
moors, we heard the steady throb of a motor-
cycele engine. It was faint at first, but
rapidly increased In- volume.

“That's Frank's Zenlth, sir!” I said eagerly.
“I'd konow it anywhere!”

Sexton Blake nodded.

“%e will hurry down to the road, Tinker,”
he said briskly. “The fact that Frank is
passing this house is promising. It is a good
sign.  We must certainly stop him and hear
his story!” -

We hastened round the house to the drive.
My thoughts were many. I told myself that
Frank wag guilty; but yet. at the same time,
1 was uneasy. The lieutenant was such a

he

decent fellow all round—such a thoroughly |

vood chap. Why hadn't he spoken up when
he first heard of the tragedy? is own
actions and the finding of the blood-stained
brassie told clearly enough that lLe -was, at
|(-:;lst-, implicated in the murder somchow or
other.

And then there was Molly.  She simply
wouldn't admijt that Frank could have had
anything to do with the affair, yet she had
virtually admitted that the lieutenant had
heen at High Moor Manor that night. Of
course, they were in love with one another;
L saw that in a tick. Well, Frank was a
iolly sensible chap, anyhow. He couldn’t
have chosen a prettier girl than Molly. Bug
what had happened during the hours of dark-
ress previous to midnight?

My thoughts were switched in another
direction, for we were on the drive now, and
we saw something which rather startled us.
To tell the truth, we had miscalculated.
‘r'ne headlights of Frank's motor-bike were
quite close, and he would he past the gates
hefore we could reach them. . That meant
that he'd escape!

“Run, Tinker!” roared Scxton Blake.

But he knew that it was hopcless even as
he shouted out thc words. We started run-
ning, however, and then got a eurprise.
The buzz of Frank's Zenith died down, and
it was clear that he had closed the throttle.
Then the light swung round, ard the ¢ngine
started popping briskly.

Frank Iamblcdon had
drive ! .

He wasn't scooting past- at
actually stopping here!

Blake waved his arms, and I did the same.
The next moment Frank saw us, and pulled
up with a jerk. Beforc the guv'nor could
say a word, the lieutenant burst into a
torrent of excited sentences.

“You left the Hall in such an infcrnal
hurry, Mr. Blake, that you didn’t give me
o chance to breathe!” he exclaimed. “I'm
not going to lLondon now!  This {errible
affair has altered everything! Is Mr.
J.ambert dead? It must have heen an
accident. I'm positive! I deccided that I
shouldn't go to London in the first minute,
but I didn't get a chance to tell you. But
1'11 buzz dewn to the village, if you like, and
tell the police!” | .

Sexton Blake looked rather grim.

“Somehody must go. at all events,” he said.
“Mr. Lambert is quite dead. Hix skull is

bhattered in!"

“Good heavens! How dreadiul!™

“The weapon used was a golfl club—a
brassie,” said Blake quietly.

Frank Hambledon stareil.

A brassie?’ he repcafed.
was mine, I'll bet anything!”

*Yes, Frank, it was yours.” .

There was & tense silence.  The lieutenant
looked at the guv'nor, then he looked at me.
Perhaps lic saw something curious in our
cxpressions. At any rate, he ruddenly
flushed deeply. and his hreath hissed betwecen
his teeth. The way he had admitted that
the brassie might e his had taken my own
breath quite away.

“You—you don't think——"

He pauscd, horrified.

““Look here, Frank, we
thing clears” said Sexton Blake quictly.

turned into the

rd
all: he was

“Scoutt!

It

want to get this
HD[‘

~Frank kicked down the stand 6f his jigger.

you know anything of this tragedy? Tecll
me the absolute truth. 1 have no right to
question you—that is work for the police—
but if you are wise—-" _

The licute¢nant's cyes blazed.

“Do you mean that you suspect me of
killing Mr. Lambert?” he asked furiously.
“By heavens, Blake, I'll knock you down if
you suggest——"’

“Don‘t get excited.” intcrjected Blake
smoothly. “You won't knmock mo down,
Frank, because that would be foolish. We're
not going to quarrcl. Just tell me the simple
truth. I cannot believe that you committed
this foul crime. But an assurance from your
own lips would relieve me——"

“ You suspect me, and that's epough!® said
Frank hitterly. “Be hanged to you! I'll not
answer your impertinent questions! You
believe that I killed Maxwell Lambert! Well,
you can go on believing it!” -

Sexton Blake took the young fellow’s arm.

¢ Now, Ilamhledon, don’t be foolish!> he
said sternly. “Don't say things which can-
not. be unsaid. Man alive, I am doing my
utmost to get at the truth of this ghastly
affair! Don't make my task heavier. If
you are innocent, I am anxious to Provc it ;
for, make no mistake, as soon as the police
come, and get to know the facts, you will
be arrested without a second’s warning.”

Frank breathed hard.

“I was foolish, I'll admit,” he said, in a
low voice. € Forgive me. Mr. Blake. I didn't
mean what I said. But the thought that you
suspected me of baving a band in killing a
man infuriated me. I swear to you before.
my Maker that I know nothing whatever of
this foul ¢rime!®

His words were intenzely scrious, and we
believed him.

“[ can't explain several things, but T am
ahsolutely innocent!” went on Frank earn-
estly. “What of Molly—Miss Lambert?
Does she believe me guilty? Has she said
anything »

¢She was angry when the suggestion was
made to her,” interrupted thé guv’nor.
“Come, Frank, old man, be candid with me,
Let's have no mystery. At present therc is
a veil of mystery overhanging this crime
which points in uncomfortable directions,
Both Miss Lambert and yourself wlil find
yoursclves in trouble, I am telling you the
simmple truth, you sce. You must rcalise the
gravity of the ease. TUnless you can clear
yourscif positively you will certainly be
lodged in the nearcst police-station. And
Miss Lambert may find her own position——*

“T ean’'t say anytbhing!" cut in Frank, in a
hard voice.

“You mcan you won't?* -

“ It you like!”

“ You refuse to tell me where you were at
eleven o'clock? You refuse to say any more
than you have said?7*?

“Yes,” muttered Hambledon coldly.

“Very well, You know as well as 1 do
that you have condcmned yourself by that
refusal,” said the guv'nor quietly. ¢ But I
will not press you, Frank. I will leave you
to think the whole afTair over. But you must
give me your word, as an oflicer and a gentle-
man, that you will remain within the Manor
grounds until the police arrive, Do you give
me that promise?”

“] do, on my honour as an officer and a
gentleman,” said Frank readily.

He agreed so promptly that Sexton Blake
gave him a sharp look. But the young
officer was obviously sincere. I knew the
train of thought which ran in the guv'nor’s
mind. If Frank was capable of murdering
Maxwell Lambert, he was also capable of
breaking his sworn oath. But I was sure that
he would make no attempt to escape.

Besides, the whole case was puzzling. Now
that Hambledon was here I found mysclf
readjusting my views. I began to think that
he wasn't gu:ltvi; at all. Yet, at the same
time, the fact that he refused to give an ex-
planation of bis movements during the late
evening hours was -almost positive proof of
kis guilt.

We walked. up to the hounse again, and

He left the machine outside, and then went
indoors. Wg¢ heard him talking to Molly in a
low voice. . -

Blake was outside, and he stood frowning.
He didn't like the way things were going at
all. Suddenly he turned to me. '

“Come round to the terrace, Tinker!” he
said bhrusquely.

[ followed him without a word. When we
were on the scene of the murder Sexton

Blake hrought out his toreh, and flashed it

upon those two curious marks which wero
clearly visible in the gravel. .

“I bhave a- strong idea that tbese deep
impressions wiil help us a lot, if we can dis-
cover what they were caused by,” said the
guv'nor keenly. “Now, Tinker, look at thei.
carcfully. Use your wits,”

“Why, a ladder—"

“ Nonsense!” interrupted Blake sharply.

I froze up, and idly gazed up ihe blank
wall to the gutter. After all, the idea of a
ladder was rather preposterous. Why should
anyhody want to climb this wall? The thing
was silly—

“Great Scott!® I gasped. _ i

Just for a second I stood rooted to the
spot. High above, peering down at e from
the stone coping of the roof, was a dim,
indistinct face! Even as I gazed up the face
vanished from the skyline, .

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
We Discover a Stranger on the Roof, and
Then Things Happen Rapidiy—A Gen-
tleman with Four Legs, Named Pedro,

. Qets Busy.
CLXTON BLAKE turned to me sharply.
“Well, what's the matler?” he
asked.

* “Didn't—didn’t you see it, gpv'nor:*
I panted excitedly. “A face looking down ut
us from the roof! There’s n man up there!®

“Your nerves are rocky, Tinker—"

“I tell you there’s a man up there, «ir!”
I declared. “I saw his face as plain a=
possible. He was gazing down at us when
I happened to glance up. Who can it bc?
Why should anybody he on the roof?? -

Blake was impressed by my obvious excite-
nlentn - -

“A man on the roof, young 'un?” he said
keenly, looking up at the- stome coping. “1
cannot quite understand how a man got
there. It is ratber dark, and if a cat hap-
pened to look over the ecige——.—”

“A cat!” I snorted. “What do you take
me for, guv'nor? Do you think I don’t know
the difference between & man and a cat? If
you don’'t hclieve me, go upstairs and look
for yourself. There's a Lrapdoor on to the
roof, Isn’t there??

“That's not at all certain, Tinker,” replicd
Blake, ¢ There might be one. We'll sece. At
the same¢ time, I honestly think thut you
must have hcen mistaken. In the name of
common-sense, why should any man gct on to

| the roof of this house? Who is he, and what

is he? How did he get there?»

“Are you asking me riddles, guv'nor?* I
growled. ¢ What's the good of jawing? We'd
bhetter make investigations at once. There's
somebody on the roof. I know that. He may
have been one of the servants, but I don't
think zo. As likely as not he was the mur-
derer, and Frank is innocent.”

Sexton Blake didn’t waste any more time.
He walked quickly round the house, and I
followed him. The guv'nor, I knew, was quite
certain that I'd been dreaming. At the same
time, it was necessary to make sure of the
thing.

The front door was still wide open, and
Lieutenant Hamhledon and Molly were sit-
ting upon a hig oaken lounge. They were
both looking intensely serious, and rose to
their feet as we came in. .

“Can you tell me if there is any way of
getting on to the roof, Miss Lambert ?” asked
Blake, getting straight to the point.

“Ihy, yes! There is a skylight—no, a
trapdoor, beccause there is no glass in it,”
replied Molly at once. % But it is locked and
holted, and it hasn't heen disturbed [or
years.” ’ .

“Locked and bolted on the Inside, of
course?®

[{ Yes'??

- The guv'nor looked ai me rather triumph-
antly, I thought. Of course, he believed that
I was all wrong. Nobody could bave got on
to the roof from outside, and from- what
Molly had said, nobody could get on the roof
from inside, either. DBut I was obstinate.
I knew I hadn’'t made a mistake.

I must admit, however, that I felt a little
qualm. There were no trees near the house,
and all the walls were smooth. A monkey
couldn’t have climbed up. And, at the sanme
time, 1 could not help realising that there
was absclutely no apparent recason for a man
being on the roof.

“Why, what's the idea, Mr. Blake?" asked
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Hambledon and Tinker looked round the bushes. Rearid against the blank wall
was a ladder, at the top of which stood adim figure. Black Peter had returned!

Frank curiously. ¢“What do you want to get
on to the roof for?» -

“TPinker thinks he caw a man up there.”

“J don’'t think; I jolly well know!». I put
in bluntly. 1.

“ A man on the roof!” repeated Hambledon,
rubbing his chin. “Ye gods! The murderer!
Miss Lambert and I have been discussing the
terrible affair, and that was the one point
we couldn’t settle. Where did the murderer
disappear to so abruptly? On to¢ the roof,
of course!?

Frank didn't add any suggestion as to how
the murderer had reached the roof from the
terrace, I was puzzled myself until, suddenly,
I zave a yell,

“The ladder, guv'nor!® I roared. ¢ The
chap used a ladder!?

I had expected Sexton Blake to give a
terrific start, DBut he didn't move a hair,
and smiled at me rather quizzically.

“ 1 had already thought of that possibility,
my dear Tinker,” he replied. “But what
became of the ladder after the man had
climbed on to the roof? I don't think Miss
L.ambert found a ladder standing against the
wall when she rushed to the house upon hear-
ing hQer father's cry.”

“No, Mr. Blake; there wasn't a ladder,”
caid Molly quickly.

“Well, let's get upstairs!™ I broke in.
“We're wasting valuable time.”

Aolly led the way up the wide stairca:e,
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mounted to the attics.

and on the landing she pointed to a few
stairs which led upwards into the darkness.

“There are two or three attics up there,
Mr. Blake,” she said. *“They’'ve never been
used, and I Dbelieve the trapdoor is in.the
ceiling just at the top of these stairs. The
key, 1 expecet, is in the lock, or on a ledge
just near it.” -

The guv’'nor flashed his torch up, and we
We had no fear of
the man escaping. There was no way of
reaching the ground from the roof, unless one
jumped. And no man, however desperate,
would leap down to certain grave injury.

The case had taken on a different aspect.
and we were all very curious and expectant,

Molly remained on the great landing, and
we ascended to the attic floor As the girl
had said, the trapdoor was in the low ceiling
just at the head of the stairs. By standing
on a chair it was easily reached.

It was a massive thing, with huge hinges
and two bolts. - The lock itself was not much
good, because it- was old-fashioned and rusty.
The key was sticking out of the hole.

Sexton Blake turned it, and then eased back
the bolts. The trapdoor hadn’t been touched
for many months—perhaps not {for years.
Certainly, nobody ‘had gained access to the
roof by this means on the present night.

The door swung back with a creak and a
thud, and I saw Sexton Blake hoist himself
up. Hambledon followed, and go did I

‘thrilling with excitement.

The roof was flat for the most part, with low
stonework parapets. The northern wing was
& roof of the common or garden variety, with
steep, tiled sides. But all the rest was
leaded and flat.

Blake and Hambledon were standing quite
still, Peerlng before them. And as I drew
myself up I felt a bit funny inside. Had I
made a bloomer? 1 should look a pretty sort
of idlot if—

“By James!” shouted Sexton Blake sud-
denly, “Tinker was right!”

And then I saw what he had seen. Dimly
visible against the night sky was a man'’s still
figure. He was on the other edge of the roof,
his face turned towards us. As the guvnor
spoke, he moved and shook his flst savagely.

‘;ll]{eep back!” he snarled, with a furious
oath. .

But Sexton Blake did not keep back. He
and Frank and I dashed forward, meaning
to overpower the stranger at once. I was
This development
was unexpected, but very welcome. Tor it
almost proved that JLieutenant Hamiledon’s
hand had not struck the fatal blow. The very
fact that an unknown man was on the roof
of the house spoke volumes.

There was no escape for him; he was com-
pletely trapped. -

But then wc all received a shock.

The stranger, uttering another curse, turned
ahruptly. Before we could reach him he had
mounted the low parapet of the coping. Then
lie jumped outwards and downwards, with a
low cry. It was an act of desperation.

“Great Heaven!” hissed the guv'nor.

The stranger had flung himself to the

ground! We waited, tensely and fearfully,
for the dull, sickening thud which—— -
Splash! :

There was no thud, but a loud splash! And

[ Frank Hambledon gave a yell.

“He’s jumped into the lake!” he roared.
“Listen! He's swimming to the bank! By
Jove, the hound will escape—"

Sexton Blake didn’'t wait another second.
He raced to the trapdoor opening, and liter-
ally fell through it. 1 was hard on his heels.
It would have been idiotic to jump down into
the lake after the marauder. He had acted
in sheer desperation, and might easily have
landed on the stones which hordered the lake.
It wasn’'t worth the risk, even if we lost our
man.

Uantil Frank had told us, we hadn't known
that there was an ornamental lake on the
other side of the house. Only a fairly hroad
path separated it from the Hhouse wall. In
taking his leap tiie man had cleared this
path,

We {ore down the stairs, rushed outside,
and then scooted round the hbuilding. Cer-
tainly, we didn’t lose any time in dawdling.
But when we arrived by the side of the lake
cverything was still. The expanse of water
was only small, but «ery pretty and
ornamental, .

The stranger had vanished into the dark-
ness. Blake flashed his light over the surface
of the water, but only a few ripples were to
be seen.

“He hasn't gone to the hotiom, has he?” I
gasped.

“Couldn’t!” panted Frank. “It’s only five
feet deep, this lake. Hang it all, what an
infernal nuisance! If we had collared that
beggar we should have got at the truth.
What now, Mr. Blake? Do you still think
I'm guilty—"

“Tut-tut, man! We'll discuss that later!”
snapped the guv'nor tensely. *“Tinker, grab
that long pole there. Yes, that's right!”

I picked up a thin, long piece of bamboo
which was lying against the bushes, and
handed it to Sexton Blake. He rcached over
the lake, and fished something from the sur-
face of the water. As it was drawn to the
bank I saw that it was a cloth cap of a dark,
nondescript pattern,

“Only the blackguard’'s cap,” said Hamble-
don impatiently.

“Pedro might find it useful,” remarked the
guv'nor calmly, “Run in and fetch him,
Tinker. If the old hoy's any good at all he
can prove his worth now.”

The lieutenant slapped his leg.

“Pedro!” he exclaimped. “Why, of course!
You're going to make the bloodhound get on
our mysterious friend’s track? Scott! I'm
getting interested, Mr. Blake. If it wasn't
for the terrible tragedy——"

I didn’t hear any more, for I was hurrying
away to fetch Pedro. I found Lim in one of
the reception-rooms, looking very injured and
forlorn. Pedro doesn’t believe in hecing shut
up in strange houses, !

“Cheer up, old lazybones?” I said briskly.
“There’s work for you!”

“Good !” said Pcdro heartily,




The VUNION

At least, he almost said it; for his tail
wagged joyously and his eyes were full of
eagerness. If he didn't actually utter the
word of approval, he looked it.

Just as was going qut Miss Molly
appeared, her sweet face alight with wonder.
The events of the night were preventing her
from brooding too much over the dreadful
fate of her father, She came to my side
eagerly.

*What has been happening?” she asked,
her filne eyes full of excitement. N

“Man on the roof, Miss Lambert!” I jerked
out hurriedly. “Can’'t stop—awfully sorry--
guv'nor waiting for Pedro. The fellow jumped
into the moat, or lake, or whatever it is.
He’s escaped!”

h_“QE}," cried Molly, “how terrible! Do catch
m.,

. "Pedro’ll track him down, miss!” 1 said
cénfidently. “Youa sec!”

I couldn’t stop any longer, although 1
should have liked to. Grabbing Pedro’s leash
tightty, I led him round the house, and found
Sexton Blake waiting eagerly and  im-
pratiently.

- “Come along, Tinker—come along!” he said
crisply. *“Now, Pedro, you've got to work for
your living—understand?”

Pedro understood right enough, and hLe
snifled at the cap as though he loved it. Then
he was led slowly round the edge of the
lake. He searched cagerly for the scent, and
picked it up almost at once, at a spot between
two bushes.

The old dog tugged at his leash tremend-
ously, and nearly pulled the guv'nor over.

“By Jove! He's got it!” said Frank
enthusiastically. “We'll soon catch up with
that——  Oh, hut I've given you my word

that I won’'t leave the manor grounds!” The
licutenant looked rather dismayed.

“I release you from that oath, Frank,” ‘said
Sexton Blake promptly. “But I shouldn’t
advise you to come with us. We are quite
capable of looking after ourselves, and I think
you will be much better ecmployed in staying
here, explaining matters to Miss Molly—"

“By Jove, yes!” exclaimed Hambledon.
“I'll stay!”

“I don’t suppose we shall be very long,”
went on the guv'nor. *“The trail is hot, and
wo shall travel at the double. 1 have an

idea that we shall capture our man almost
at once. He may, indeed, be lurking amon:
the trees within a couple of hundred yard
of us. All rigitt, Pedro, you can go ahead!”

The old hounder had been doing his vcry
utmost to pull Sexton Blake's arm out of it-
socket. Now he loped off at a swinging
stride, and we doubled after him. It was
very fortunate indeed that the guv’nor had
thought of bringing Pedro; without him we
should have heen quite helpless.

We cut through the bhelt of trees, and soon
found oursclves serambling through a thick
hedge. The broken twigs, still wet, hore
ample evidence of the passing of our soaked
quarry. Pedro then led the way straight on
to the open moor.

* Looks like a chase, guv'nor!” I panted.

“It cannot be a very long one. Tinker; the
fellow only had a few minutes’ start.”

We struck the road a few yards further on,
crossed it, and then made off straight towards
the cliffs. The trail was no erratic one; the
man had obviously taken a deliberate, set
course.

And at the expiration of another few
minutes both Sexton Blake and I came to
one conclusion—Pedro was leading us directly

-| to Satan’s Gap!

And, although we said nothing, the same
thoughts which were in my mind filled the
guv'nor's. Satan’s Gap! It was at thut spot
Lwe had seen the mysterious stranger down
upon the beach—the man who had disappeared
so suddenly from our gaze.

Could it be that he was one of the principal
actors in this queer drama of the night? I
wondered, .

ey

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

The Seocret of the OId Watch-Tower
iIs Revealed to Us—Wae Investigate. and
Deacend Much Lower In the World—
Then Something Nasty Happens.
EDRO made for the old watch-tower in
P a - straight line. Just before he

reached it the guv'nor pulled him up.
Pedro resented this, and looked wup
reproachiully.

*All right, old

man!” murmured Sexton
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Blake. “Keep quiet for a minute. Tinker,
10ld him while 1 scout round!”
Pedro remained very quict. He badly

wanted to rush forward to the cnd of the
trai]l ; but he was well trained, and he knew
hew to obey. 1 waited by hie side while the
detective crept forward.

I saw him disappear into the gaping hole,
which had at one time been provided with
a stout door. The place was a ruin now,
windowless and doorless. As I waited for
Blake to return I heard the roar of the sea
far helow.

The tide was nearly up by .now. and
although the sea had heen calm at lew tide
the waves were now fairly noisy.  They were
breaking among the rocks with a deen, pever.
ceasing growl.

After a bit I saw a flash of light in the
old tower, and then the guv'nor app-ared
again.  He beckoned to me in the dim star-
light. Pedro understood the, meaniiye of
that movement, and he ncarly howled me
over.

“Steady. you fathead!” I said sternly. )

But Pedro was very anxious to fnish his
job.  Hc considered that he had hcen badly
treated. Just when he “had got within
smelling distance of his quarry. Le had been
ordered to lie quiet! It was disgraceful,
from Pedro’s point of view. And now he
meant to make up for lost time.

“You energetic lamp of sausaze-meat!” I
gasped, as hc literally pulle! me along.
“You've done your bit, you ass! This 18
where we start!” :

Sexton Bluke wuas standing in
way. _

*“Our man is here, Tinker,” he said briskly.
“No, Pedro, 'we sha'n’t need you any more,
You’ve donc well, old boy—very well indeed !”

Pedro’s expression changed quickly. Me
knew well cnough what the guvnor was say-
ing, and his ears went back dizmally when
he heard that he wasn’t wanicd any more.
But the next second his tail wagged. He
could tell by Blake's tone that he was being
complimented. And so, having done his littla
bit, he quictly fell behind us, and took no
further interest in the proceedings.

“The chap's here, guv'nor?” 1 asked curl.
ously.

the door-

i Tinker !’ he shouted.

Tinker retreated round the corner of the cavern with Pedro.

‘“it’s just going——"’

Before he could feel any anxiety, Blake appeared.
He was interrupted by a deafening report. :
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“] think, Tinker, that we¢ have discovered
the secret of Satan’s Gap,” replied Sexton
Blake smoothly. “Unless I am very much
mistaken, there [s a tunnel or a stalrway
leading down through thec cliff to the rocks
below !”

“Great Scott!™ I “That
¢xplains it!”

“The presence of & stranger upon the
heach this evening, you mean?” went on
Blake., *“Of course. The tide is now up,
and our quarry has certainly disappcared
somcwhere below this tower. He can’t
escape at the other end, and so we have
him trapped. I am hopeful of capturing
him right away, Tinker!”

“Good business!” I said heartily.

The guv’nor turned and walked to the other
side of the ruin, flashing his light before
him. The bare stone walls wero dry -and
crumbling. Right oppositc the doorway
therc was a great hole in the floor, and worn
'stono steps led downwards. We  passed
down these, and found ourselves in a dank-
smelling cellar, which was quite bare.

But in the very middle of the floor there
were some traces of recent moisture.  This
clearly pointed to tho fact that the soaked
fugitive had been on the spot a f¢cw minutes
before our arrival.

The cellar was quite empty, however, and
there was no other exit of any sort. At
least, that is what I first supposed. But
then Sexton Blake centred his light upon
one of the big stone-.slabs which paved the
ficor.

“This has been recently moved, young
- *un,” said the great detective grimly. “Our
friend has descended into the lower regions!”

“That's where he'll go after he's hecn tried,
anyhow,” I said cheerfully. “Thia_ bit is
only just the start of his journcy. He’'s the
chap who murdered Mr. Lambert, of coursc!
No doubt about that!”

We prised up the slab, and found that the
guv’'nor’'s surmise was correct. A great, deep
cavily yawned at our fcet, and a nasty,
carthy smell came to us. And there was a
sniff of scaweced, too.

Slimy-looking stone steps led straight down-
wards into utter blackness. They were
much worn, and some of them were broken
and jagged. :

“Smugglers, guv'nor,
marked in a whisper.

“I fully expect that this old tower was at
onc timec thc baunt of smugglers,” Sexton
Blake rcplied. “And it is therefore evident
that therc is—or was—somne way of getting
past the barrier rocks at the entrance of the
Gap. But we are not concerned with
hygone smugglers, Tinker.
don’'t make a sound!”

He commcnced the descent into the black
stairway shaft, and I followed behind.
Pedro, quite interested, brought up the rear.
We went down and down, slowly and
steadily, scarcely making a sound during our
progress. -

I thought the steps were never going to
end, They werc steep and slippery, and
we were forced to go carefully; and the air,
as we got lower and lower, hecame even
more strongly flavoured with seaweed and salt.

But at last we reached the hottomm. The
stairway hadn't turned once: it just led
straight down through the clif in a dlrect,
stcop descent. And at the bottom we found
oursclves in a big, roomy cavern.

The roar and swirl of the waves sounded
Joudly, and we knew that thc sea was only
a short distance off. There was a narrow,
slit-like opening in the rock-wall of the
cavern, and the hiss of the breaking waves
came through there.

The cavern itsclf was empty, except for a
few odds-and-ends. An ancient rpirit-keg
stood against one of the walls, and on this
there lay some food and a bottle of some-
thing or other—beer, probably.

Of our quarry there was no sign; but
there were plenty of indications that a man
had recently inhabited the place. He
couldn’t have doubled back on us, because the
stairway was the omnly exit, cxcept for the
stit I ‘have mentioned. This was narrow
and low, and obvlously led into an outer
cave. T

‘“He’s gone on to the beach, sir,” I mur-
mured. . _

“But the tide is In, Tinker,” said Blake
frowningly.

“Not quite, sir,” I replied. “The rotier
is probably trring to launch a hoat of some
sort. The sea’s making a bit of a noise, but
it’'s calm enough, really. It's only the rocks
that muke it sound rough!”
¥*Yes. a boat could be launched casily,”
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exclaimed.

of course!” I re-

Tollow me, and

“And if the fellow
suc i cluding us by that mcans——
1t come!”

It was obviously silly to remain In the
empty cavern while, Iin all probability, the
murderer of Maxwell Lambert was eacaping.
Sexton Blake walked across to the slit in the
cavern wall, and passed through, flashing his
torch on the ground as he did so- At the
same time he took out his powerful automatic
pistol.

I followed the
and Pedro kept
seemed
through.
whiff, 1 supposed.

We wcere now In a long, narrow cave. The
air was damp, and the roar of the breaking
waves sounded terrifically. They weren't
powerful, really, hut the curious formation
of tho cave magnified the sound to an
astounding degree.

Blake proceeded to the outlet, psasing
numerous cracks and crapnies in the rocky
walls, flashing his light from side to side now
and again.  Pcdro paused at one of the
cracks, and sniffed the air suspiciously. Then
I heard him growl.

“Hallo! What's wrong, old man?” I asked,
pausing.

The guv'nor had passed on with the light,
and I was left in gloom, o

“Half a tick, guv'nor!” I bellowed.
“Iedro’s found something or other!”

I saw Sexton Blake turn. - .

“What? I didn’t hear what you said,
Tinker!” he shouted above thie roar of the
breaking seas. X -

“Pedro’s found——" ,

I paused, for the old dog was growling
ficrcely now. I took hold of Lis collar, Lend-
ing down to do so,

Then in a flash something happened.

Something butted into me violently, and
I sprawled forward, knocking Pedro flying.

mused the guv'nor.
succeeds in

uv'nor through the crevice,
] y my side. The old boy
a hit uneasy as soon as we got

He rolled over, growling, but was on his feet,

long hefore I was, and he darted back
towards the inncer cavern In a couple of
bounds. -

I just caught a glimpse of his flying form,
and ahcad of him a dim shadow showed for
a sccond. There was a scurry of fect, a
curse, and then a heavy, dull crash.

Pedro commenced -baying furiously.

“Bring the light, guv'nor!” I roared.

Sexton Blake was by my side, and he
flashed the light towards the cavern entrance.
Nothing but a blank” wall of rock stared at
us! edro was there, with his feet on the
wall, kicking up a terrific din.

“What's happencd?™ asked the guv'nor
sharply. : r

“I—1 don’t know!"” I gasped. “Somcbody
gave me a push, and I sprawled over. But
where's the crevice we passed through, sir?
I—I must he dreaming! It's gone! There's
only the rocks there!”

Blake, caught his breath in with a hiss.

“Tricked!” he exclaimed angrily. “Con-
{ound, it all, Tinker! What an absolute idiot

am?!”

“[—I saw something rush along—"

“0Of course you did, Tinker,” went on the
guv'nor bitterly. *“You saw our quarry! - He
was skulking in one of these cracks, and I
passed him unknowingly. Iedro, having a
keen scent, smelt him out on the instant.
‘And the fellow bowled you bhoth over, and
ran for it.”

“But—but—-"

“He dashed into the cavern, and slammed
the door——"

“The—the door!” I stammered.

“The door is made to resemble a portion of
the cavern wall itself—the door is, indeed,
composed of the solid rock. The man has
passed through, and we are barred from giving
chase!” said the guv'nor angrily. ‘“Further-
more, Tinker, our own position is fraught
with dire peril!”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

In Which the Guv’nor ahd | Find Our-
selves in a Position of GQreat Danger—
Sexton Blake Qets a Tophole Wheeze,

which Results in a Pretty Little Explosion
Worthy ot the Redoubtable Mr. Quy
Fawkes Himself,
WAS considerably startled.

I I was so startled, in fact, that 1
hadn’t anything to say. While ‘Sexton
Blake had been speaking bis light had

been playing upon the seemingly solid wall

of rock which stared at us. It wasn't solld,
hecause we had passed that way less than two
minutes bhefore.

He didn’t like the salty, seawcedy

The guv'nor had heen serious enough in his
remarks. Of course, the whole thing was
clear to me. The Llighter we were after had
been fairly trapped--and be knew it. And so
he had skulked in one of the narrow cracks.
and Blake had passed bim nunknowingly.

Pedro, who owns a nose lihe a vacuum-
cleaner, bhad sniffed out the chap iu a sccond.
That’s why he growled. 1 must have heen
as dense as a London fog to have stood there
without realising the cause of his excitement.

And, "before Pedro could act, the unknown
villain slung me over and scooted. He only
ust managed to scrapec through the door
yefore Pedro reached him. Now I come to
think of it, I had heard two dull hangs im- ,
mediately following the slamming of the door,
bolts heing shot, of course.

_“It’s rotten, guv'nor!” I exclaimed plain-
tively. “The fellow's rushing up those steps
now, I expect, and by the time we escap:
from this place he'll bave djsappcared com-
pletely. But old Pedro will track him—"

“Before Pedro can do amny tracking, my
boy, we shall have to get past this door,”
interjected the guv'nor grimly. “As you are
aware, the tide i3 coming in—there is no
escape by means of the sea. We are trapped.
and it is idle to deny the fact. An unfore-
seen circumstance, Tinker—infernally annoy-
ing, but unavoidable.” -

1 stared at Blake in dismay.

“Great Scott!” I excluimed. “Of coursc.
there can only be one way out of this cave-
and that's up the stairs. Satan's Gap is n
prison, especially when the tide's in. Why.
high-water mark is twelve feet up the fac:
of the cliff !”

Sexton Blake did not make any comment.
He was examining the door very closcly. 1
say “door” because it’s the only suitable
word; bLut, as a matter of lact, there was
no door to he seen. .

It was composed ol the rock itself.
Originally, an oblong slab must bave becn
cut clean ont of the whole piece-~the wall, 1
mean. This wall of rock was about four
inches thick—solid stone—and separated the
outer cave from the inner cavern. ,

The old smugglers had cut the Goor clean
out, and It fitted so tightly that there wasn't
A crack to be seen until we went right close.
Anybody entcering the cave from outside
wonld never guess thut a big cavern lay
beyond. ) ‘ .
_ The guv'nor pressed his shoulders against
it, and then shook his head.

“A pick-axe wouldn’t shift it, Tinker'" he
exclaimed above the roar of the waves. “The
holts, probably, are also of stone. At all
events, we could hammer at the thing for a
year without making any appreciable head-
way. We had better realise at Suce how
grave this position is.” .

“We shall lose our man. you mean?”

“We shall probably losc our lives!" said
Sexton Blake grimly.

“Why, how's that. guv'nér? T asked.
staring. “After all, we've only got to walt
until the tide goes out., and then we can
walk on to the beach—--"

“If the tide comes fully up while we are in
this cave, Tinker, we shall conclude this
night’s adventures by providing some ex-
cellent hut nanecessary food for the fislies.”
interjected Sexton Blake grimly. “We must
cscape within the next fiftcen minutes, or
perish!”

I was aghast.

“Perish!” I ejaculated. “But--but I don't
see-——— Oh, this rotten cave must bhe below
high-water mark!”

exton Blake nodded, and flashed his light
towards the entrance. .
. “As you sece, young 'unm, every wall is reek-
ing with moisture; there is scaweed on the
floor,” went on the detective. “I have already
been to the entrance, and T find that the
waves are on the point of breaking in—--"

The guv’nor was interrupted by a sudden
swishing roar. A hody of foaming water
rushed in at the entrance, and then receded
angrily. At the same time we were smothered
with fine spray.

The waves wcere encroaching already!

The object of the rock-door was quite
clear. ., The sca, at full tide, flooded the
outer cave completely, and the door had been
constructed out of the solid rock in order to -
prevent the water from rushing into the rear
cavern. .

For the moment we were defeated. The
fugitive had escaped, and had succeeded in
placmg us in a position of terrible peril.

We walked to the outer exit of the cave,:
but soon came back. We found that a
narrow ledge led down to =omc rocks below.
And the ledge was already waaled by the
breaking waves.



Within fifteen minutes the cave itself would
be submerged—or, at lcast, untepable, To
attempt to escapc by water would be mad-
ness itself. We could not possibly swim out
of the Gap, for the current was ficrce enough
at low tide. Now it would he trebly as
fterce. And, cven supposing we reached the
mouth of the Gap. we should he dashed .to
pieces on the fagged rocks.

There was no escape whatever, .

The only thing I could sce wasn't at all
pleasant. We should just have to wait in
the cave until the tide came right up and
drowned us like rats in a hole, .

That wave which came in must have been
an exceptionally severe one, for none fellowed
it. Before 8o long, however, the whole floor
would he awash, ' )

“Well, this is a fine state of affairs,
guv'nor,” I said, trying to keep calm. *I
don't sec that we’re to blame, ihou%ﬁ. How
the dickens could we know that the awful
scoundrel was ‘sncaking im one of these
crevices?” '

“It matters little who is to blame,” said
Sexton Blake gravely. “Death stares us in
the face, Tinker. Beyond that door lies
safety.. The whole question is—how can we
smash the door down” .

“Well, if we had about a ton of d,\'gaunitc
we might do it,” I said hopefully. "But as
we don't carry dynamite loose in @yr pockets,
| don't see that we can do anything at all.
There's nothing we e¢an use as a bhattering-
ram.” )

I believe T was pale, but I wasn't a bhjt
frightened. It seemed {o me that, there was
no escape for us. When vou're faced hy a
door of solid rock—ltour inches thick, don’t
forget—and bolted as tight as a drum on the
other side, you don't feel very confldent of
husting it down.

So I was quite surprised to see a suddeu
cager light spring into Sexton Blake's eyes.

“You nientioned- dynamite. Tinker:!” he ex-
r\uimed abruptly. *I believe you intimated
also that we should require a ton. That was
a slight exaggeration. One ounce would suit
our purpese quite well—even less. The onlr
way of escape is to blow the door down.”

[ grunted.

“What's the good of talking ahout thaty" |
asked.  “ Might as well sigh for a steam-
roller—that would do the trick all right if
we conld get it in here. Let’s think of some-
thing feasible, for goodness’ sake¢!  Time's
precious!”

The guv'nor nodded briskly, .

“Very precious indecd.” he agrecd. * There-
fore, Tinker, we will get to work without
delay.” ;

“Get to work?”

: 'iExactlyi Chuck over your revolver. my

ag!” )

~My--my revolver?”™ I repeated blankly.

"My zood Tinker. don't echo everything 1
siy in t,]%at absurd fashion!” protested Blake
impatiently. = You are carrying your revolver,
1 suppose?” :
]_[ lugged it oul, and handed i{ over to

um,

“But--but you're not coing to firc at the
rotten door?” I yelled. “ What the thunder’'s
the good of that?  We might as well bang
our heads against it! Bullets will only chip
tiny fragments off, anyhow.”

“I'm not an idiot, Tinker-—please remem-
her that!” snapped the guv'nor. .

“Well, what do you want my revolver for,
then?” I demanded. ,

“You'll gee, if you walch.”

Sexton Bluke was brisk and alive now.
What the dickens he wanied my automatic
for I couldn’t imaginc. There was a little
{*dge level with his chest in the wall of

e cave. He placed the torch on this, and
then shodk out all the cartridges from my
revolver. Then hie d¥d the ame with his
own. -

“1t is a possible solution. -young ‘un,” he
said crisply. “It may be a failure, bhut
it’s the only thing to be done.  And we must
do it befQre the water actually enters this
cave!" )

I understood in a flash,

*You're going {o make a bhomh!” T shouted
cxcitedly.

" Something of the sort.” he agreed calmly,
“l1 am going to take out all these hullets,
and extract the powder.  The explosion from
the bomb, as you call it. may not he sufficient
to make any impression, but we shall have
to chance our luck!'”

“What a ripping idea!” I exclalmed. “But
we shall have to he quick about it. guv'nor,”
1 added amxiously. “The sca’s gelting jolly
impatient!”

But, Blake did not hurry himself in the

Icast, St was trickg work, and by hurrying
"he would not have helped matters., Calmly
and dcliberately he performed the task, and
at last everything had becn Krepared. '

The “bomb ™ was a rough affair, but it
ought to be scrviceable. There werc two
uncomfortable possibilitics. A wave might
come dashing in at any moment. 1If it camc
in just hefore the exfloslon occurrcd, the
precious powder would be soaked, and
gg{;gcrcd useless. That was the first pessi-
ility. :

The second was even more uncomfortable.
The cxplosion might be a little hit too
effective.  In [aet, thc whole blessed carve
might collapse, and then we should be given
a decent burial, freec, gratls, and for nothing.

I didn’'t want to be buricd at all, and so
this prospect wasn't very alluring. 'The only
thing was to wait and see what would happen.
Therc wasn't any seuse in meeting trouble
half-way, anyhow.

Sexton Blake made everything ready. He

laced the charge just at the bottom of the

oor, and in the centre. hen. he laid a fine
train of powder along the dry stone floor.
Ttie spray hadn’t reached the end of the cave
}'e Je ’ .

Pedro sat watching all these preparations
quite calmly. In fact, he was bored. He
even started dozing off. He didu't know that
he was a bit nearer to Kingdom Come than
he htad ever been before.

“All rcad{: now, Tinker!” said Blake
sharply, “Take Pedro to the entrance:
never mind the breaking waves. A wettin
won’t do any harm. I'll fire this thing, an
rush out after you!” '

“Let me fire it, guv'nor!” I said cageriy.

“No; there's danger. I'll do it!”

The guv’nor’'s tonc was very decisive, and
[ didn’t waste any time in argument. Time
was too jolly precious! 1 grabbed Pedro's
leash, and led him to the far-end of - the
cave. It was a good thing the cave was so
deep. for this would probably save us from
flying splinfers. There was a sharp corner,
too, round which wc could shelter in safety.

The waves were breaking on the rocks
poisily, and Pedro protested in no uncertain

manncr. But I sternly ordereda him to
remain still. and lie obeved. The foam
washed over our feet, and the spray

smotherced us. 'Then, before I could icel any

anxicty, I heard rapid footsteps. Sexton
Blake appeared. _ X
“Told steady, Tinker:." hc shouted. “Ii’s

just going—-"

He was interrupted by a decafening report.

The very rocks scemed to shake, and a
terrific gust of smoke-laden aif reared out
of the cave like steam from a pipe. Numer-
ocus splashes, too, told us that portions of
flying rock had come out, too. If It hadn't
heen 1or the jutting rocks, we should have
been hit in scores of places. -

A ygreat cloud of smoke followed, but by
the sound of thc report there had been no
big fall of rock. The charge hadn’t been
sufficient to cause a general collapse,

“Now for the verdict,” said

the
calmly,

He plunged into the dust and smoke, and
I followed. Pedro was a hit frightened now,
and seemed reluctant to accompany -me. All
this business was getting on his nerves, He
couldn't understand wimt was the matter,
i';pd I didn't feel like cxplaining things {o

im.

The dust was choking inside, but we
plunged through it, and arrlved at the end
of the cave. The rock wall was standing just
the same! The guv'nor's electric torch
showed it up plainly, with the scorched,
blackened spot where the charge had ex-
ploded.

“N.G.!"" T groaned. “Obh,
utterly rotten!”

“You are referring

guv'nor

guv'nor, how
to the -door. I pre-
sume?” suggested Blake smoothly. “That is
certainly rotten, for it is cracked in fifty
places. See, Tinker, a Kick or two will hring
it down!” :

"By gum!" I shouted joyously.

The guv'nor was right. The door, although
standing, had been cracked and splintered
over cvery Inch of its -surface. Without
waiting for Sexton Blake to act. I kicked
Turfously. At the same time, as Juck would
have it, a great wave. came roaring and
swirling in, half smothering us.

The explosion had taken place jast in the
nick of time.

And as I kicked it therc was a rumbling
crash.. The rock door collapsed in a jumbled
heap, and the foam swirled among the debris
impotently.

The way to freedom was clear!

THE EIQHTH CHAPTER.

We Get Back to High Moor Manor, and
Frank Hambledon Tefls Us the Whole
Truth—Wae are Qreatly Enlightened, but
the Mystery Seems to be as Deep a8 Evep-—-
Which, as We All Agree, Is Rotten,

E were saved! .
‘N/ It was not antil then that I fully
A rcalised the awful peril we had

been in. But I know for an ahso-
Iute fact that if it hadn't been jor Sexton
Blake's ’cute idea we should have perished
miserably.

With that rock-door barring our way of
escape, we should have been drowned like
Huns in a rammed U-boat. But, of course,
Huns decerve to be drowned—TU-boat Huups,
anyhow—whercas we were three gentle-
creatures, with no particularly bad habits.

We stepped over the debris of the wrecked
door into the .big cavern, and a swirl of

{ foaming water from the next wave hurritd

after us, as though it was angry at losing its
prey.

The cavern was quite empty; the bird had
flown, _

“The awfui scoundrel!” I =aid feelingly.
“Faney trying to kill us like that, guv'nor!
He's got away now, of course. We can set
Pedro on the trail again, but the fellow’s got
a thundering long start!”

Sexton Blakc was smiling pleasantly.

“Never mind our Interesting guarry for the
time bhcing, Tinker,” he said. “Wa must

congratulate ourselves upon havln% escaped
from that terrible predicament. ‘e don't-
know who the man s, or what his object
was in killing Mr., Maxwell Lambert. But,
make no mistake, he shall answer for his
crime!”

“You think he was the murdercr, guv'nor?”

“There can be little doubt of that, my lad,”
said the v'nor, *“The callous manner in
which he left us to our fate proves that he
is utterly. desperate and villainous. We
shall have to fmd out what he was doing on
the roof. According to my theory, we
ounght to find an interesting object in that
ornamental lake!”

*An interesting object, guvnor?”

Exactly. Can't you guess?”

“No, I'm blessed if 1 can!” I sald.

“Well, we won't bother about that now,™
went on Blake calmly. “To tell you the
ruth, I amm anxious to get back to the Manor.
he Unknown may have gone back there, and
Frank is all alone!”

“Scott! You don’t think—" .

“T am not exactly sure what I think,” inter-
rupted the detective. “Let’s get back, and
pursue our inquiries. 1f Pedro picks up
the trail, all the Dbetter. Our friemd knew-
that Pedro was with ue, and he_will -there-
foro think that the dog has perished. Be
wonl't have taken any palns to smother his
trail|”

But after we had mounted the long flight
of stonc steps, and had reached the welcome
open air again, Pedro made straight off
across the moor In the direction of High
Moor Manor. :

“He’a following the same old trail, sfr,” I
remarked. .

“Or the fresh one,” sald Blake. “The
murdercr may have gone back, as I said.”

We hurried along, eager and expectant.
The hour was now very late—or, rather, very
early. DBut dawn was still an hour or two
distant, and the sky was dark and cloudy.
The great moor looked grim in the deep
gloom. A chill wind was moaning across its
vast surface. .

When we arrived at the Manor grounds
Pedro followed cxactly the same course as
before. He went through. the gap in the
hedge, and then on to thc edge of the lake.
1t was clear that he had taken us back in
the murderer’s original path. In all proba-
bility, Pedro had mixed up the two trails
near the old watch-tower, and had followed
the wrong one.

We weren't going back, however, to make
him find the right one. We wanted to hear
what Frank Hambledon had to report.

We were damp and uncomfortable; in
places where the sea had splashed over us

we were quite soaked. But sea-water wouldn’t

hurt us, and there was no time to think of
changing. Besides, we hadn't any other
clobber to change into.

Qur expericnce hadn’t affected our nerves
in the least. The guv'nor, I know. was tre-
mendously keen to get to the hottom of thiz
strange affujr. Frank Hambledon wasn'y.
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guilty, although he must have bcen impli- |

cated in some way or another. It was a
rummy business altogether. )

It was the complete lack of motive which
puzzled me,
enemies. It wasn't a case of revenge. And it
wasn't a case of robbery. Then what the
dickens was it? And what did Sexton Blake
expect to find in the lake?

The threads were horribly tangled, and they
seemed to get worse instead of better.

As we hurried round the house we saw a
ITght in the servants’ quarters. Apparently
the worthy domestics were too unsettled to go
to hed. They were probably waiting for
Rodwell to come back with the police. For
we soon found that the police had not
arrived. Rodwell had been sent off in the
trap to the village.

Frank and Molly were talking with Mrs.
Eabt, the old housekeepcr, in the drawing-
room. They all looked up expectantly as we
strode in. 1 dare say we were looking pretty
disreputable. h

“Did you catch the fellow, Mr.
asked Hambledon eagerly.

“Nearly; but he escaped us.” )

*Oh, how dreadful!” cried Molly, in dis-
tress. “We—we thought——"

“That a man of my reputation and over-
rated ability would not fail to capture a

-fleeing criminal upon an open moor?” sug-

ﬁested Blake smoothly. “I am not super-
uman, and Tinker and I met with a bad
check”

“We nearly got killed!” I put in. “That
scoundrel tried to murder us, too!”

“Great glory! The man’s mad‘—'-—he must
be!” said the lieutenant. ‘“That's it, Mr.
Blake. The fellow must have escaped from
an asylum——"

“No,” smiled the guv'nor. ‘“He s not a
lunatic. He has, in fact. displayed great
-eunning. But has anything happened here
during my absence?”

“Nothing whatever, Mr, Blake.”

The detective sank into a chair, and 1
followed suit.

“Why, you are both soaking!” cried Molly
suddenly. “No, don't get up, please! Never
mind the chairs! I dldn’t mean that. But
what has happened to you? One would think
You had heen in the sea. But  that's
impossible.”

Blake smiled grimly.
~_“Not impossible, because we lave been
down among the rocks of Satan's Gap,” he
‘replied. *I will tell you what happened.”

e dId so, and they listened with interest.

“80 that's why we lost our quarry,” finished
up Blake. “He tricked us, and we nearly
perished in that cave. Perhaps the man is
now fleelng across the moor, but I have an
idea that he is still skulking about.”

Frank looked grave.

_“It was a ghastly experience,” he said.
“That explosion idea of yours was splendid.
Mr. Blake! But it seems to me that I ought
to be perfectly frank with you. This case is
uzzling, and it would help you, I believe. if
_ I told you all the facts as I know them. Mr.

Lambert was killed by a terrible blow from
my brassie. I want to tell you how that club
left iy possession.” - -

Sexton Blake nodded. . *

“I was expecting you to tell me every-
thing,” he sald quietly. “Please go ahead.”

Molly murmured a few words to the house-
keeper, and they both left the room, closing
the door gently behind them. Frank pro-
_{l_gced his cigar-case, and he and the guv’nor

it up. .

“Now, Mr. Blake, I am going to tell you
everything I know,” said the young officer
t}_lothtfull_v. “You're wondering why I
didn’t speak out at first? I'll explain that.
A stranger has appeared on the scene—the
murderer, without a doubt. So I feel justified
in speaking. The position has been infernally
awkward, and I don’t mind admitting it.”

“It’s awkward still, as far as I can see,” I
remarked. -

“It is, Tinker,” agreed Hambledon. “Now,
Alr. Blake, I expeet you are fully aware of
“the state of affairs hetween Molly and my-
self. We are engaged. She promised to be
my imfc thlste\'(lalning.”

“You must allow me to congratulate
Frank!” smiled the guv'nor. £ te you,

“Thank you! I've loved Molly for months
pgst, but my love-affairs have been very
difficalt. Mr. Lambert detested me. He

quarretled with me several times, He told me
plainly that he would never allow me to
become his son-in-law. But Molly, you see,
held different views, and the resultant state
of ”aﬂ‘:nrs was very difficult for hoth of
us.

“Why did Mr. Lambert detest you, Frank?”
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Mr. Lambert hadn’t had any!

Blake?” |

Hambledon flushed angrily.

“I don’t know. . Nobody knows,” he re-
plied. “Because he was an ill-tempered,
selfish, prejudiced old man, I suppose. Oh, 1
can't help talking like that about him! He’s
dead, and it would be hollow for me to pre-
tend to be sorry. I'm not. He was an
absolute rotter! IIe treated poor Molly
shamefully, although she was always dutiful
and gentle with him. By Jove, I've felt like
knocking him down dozens of times! But I
gidrcni't- kill him—I didn't touch a hair of his

ead!”

"1?)idn’t you ever give him cause to dislike
you?”

“Never. TUnless you call rﬁiying attention
to his daughter cause,” said Hambledon. *“ He
never gave me a chance. He ordered me off
his grounds the very first time I met him.
That was because I was with Molly, I expect.
The truth is, Mr. Blgke, Maxwell Lambert
was utterly selfish, He didn’'t want to lose
his daughter. He wanted to keep her locked
up in this barren moorland horhe until she
became an old maild. She looked after him
well, and he only thought of his own comiort.
The man was brutal, . He often handled
Molly disgracefully. 8he did not love him.
How could she? The shock of to-night's
tragedy has upset the poor girl’s nerves, but
in her heart she can have no deep sorrow.”

Sexton Blake noddéd.

“Please go on!” he said.
interested.”

“Well, this evening, after you left me on
the golf-links, I fully intended to get home
for dinner,” Frank went on. ‘“I practised a
bit, but my real object in staying out by
myself was to see Miss Lambert. We had
arranged to meet in a little summer-house, on
the edge of the Manor gardens at half-past
seven. I should have heen late for dinner,
I know, but that would not have mattered.
Molly and I had often met in thé summer-
house; it was a little secret retreat of ours.
With her father so opposed to me, we were
forced to meet in secret. It was deucedly
awkward, as you will imagine.”

“All troubles and difficulties are light where
love is concerned,” smiled Blake.

“Well, there's something in that,” agreed
Hambledon, nodding. “But, just hefore
leaving the links something haﬂpened which
really angered me, and which made my
relations with Mr. Lambert even more
difcult. I was strolling along the grass
bordering this property when I happened to
see a young hird entangled in some netting.
Nothing to be startled at, as you will admit,
but it led to trouble.”

“Trouble with the bird?” -I asked, with a
grin.

“Not exactly. I crossed the fence to
release the little bounder,” said Frank., “Its
legs were rather hadlr tangled up, and I
didn’t like to go past without lending a hand.
Silly of me, perhaps you’ll say, but there
it was.
flew off decidedly grateful. Then, as I
was about to return to the links, I heard a
grow]l, and Lambert’s dog rushed at me.

“It’s a fierce brute, and Lambert had
always taught it to fiy at me on sight—that
was one of his little ideas of geniality. The
dog looked too aggressive for my liking. I
wasn't afraid of it, but I was angry. I knew
very well that Lambert had set the animal
on to me deliberately.”

“What did you do?”’ asked the guv’nor.

“] slung my brassie at the brute,” said
Hambledon. “Perhaps I was rather too
severe. Anyhow, the club caught the animal
fairly in the ribs, and it rushed off howling.
Then. hefore I could turn, Mr. Lambert him-
self appeared with a shot-gun. .I don’t think
I have ever seen him so furious as he was
at that moment.

“He simply foamed at the mouth with
anger, and threatened to pepper me with gun-
shots unless I moved off his property on the
gsecond.”  Frank breathed hard. “I kept
quite calm. It didn’t suit my bhook to have
another quarrel with him. But I pointed out
to him that iny brassie was lying in a clump
of bracken, ten yards away.”

“Ah!” said Sexton Blake.
point."” ’ oy

“ Lambert abuscd me disgracefully—he even
used Dbad -language,” went on Hambledon
warmly. “But that shot-gun looked rather
spiteful, and I knew quite well- that he
wouldn't hesitate to use it'while he was in
that state of fury. So, upon the whole, I
thought it wisest to heat as diznifled a retreat
as possible. So I went, leaving my brassie in
the Manor grounds.”

*“Lambert must have picked it up,” I said
sagely.

* Quite cf

“I am very

“That’'s one

a ciever deduction YOHTS,

Well, T did the trick, and the bird p jacision.

Tinker,” smiled Frank. ‘“Undoubtedly he
picked it up. But I didn’t know what
became of it at the time. Well, I mooched
about for half an hour, and then went to the
summer-house to meect Molly. By that time
I had cooled down, and had fully determined
to settle matters with Molly, one way or
another. I even thought of persuading her
to run away. You'll admit that my -love-
affairs were somewhat stormy.

“The summer-house is easily reached from
the links by slipping through a belt of trees
to the horders of' the Manor gardens.
Fortunate_l_v, Lambert had never suspected
our meecting-place, and so we were able to
chat together in private.”

“Was Miss Lambert waiting for you?" I
asked interestedly. _

“No!” growled Frank. <1 was late, too.
She didn’t turn up until half-past ten!”

“Phew! That must have tried your
atience!” I exclaimed. ¢ Three blessed °
ours! No wonder you didn’t turn up for
dinner!”

“It was a tedious wait, %’ll admit,” said
Lieutenant Hambledon ruefully. <“But 1
couldn't very well leave the spot while [
was expecting Molly every minute, could 1?
I was anxious, too. 1 was pretty sure that
her brute of a father was deliberately keep-
Ing her indoors. This actually turned out
to be the case, as she told me when she
finally arrived. Well, I'll skip the next ten
minutes——"»

“Naturally!” I grinned. .

“Now then, Tinker, I den't want any
cheek!” said Frank, his eyes twinkling.
“I'll just tell you the decision we came to
in plain words. I asked Molly to he my
wife, and she gave me the answer I longed
for, But she added a proviso which some-
what dampened my spirits. I'd known for
months that she would give me the right
answer at the right moment, and it was my
idea to take her away from her father
almost at once. But she didn’t care for that
idea. She wanted everything to be amiable,
Above all, she was anxious for her father
and myself to become friends.

“I told her it was impossible, but she
didn’t accept that view. 1In short,” added
Frank gloomily, “she told me to leave her
severely alone for three months. 1 had
her promise, and so I knew that everything
was all right in the main., But three
months! It was rather bard lines, Mr. Blake.
She said that the present situation was im-
possible, and that during.the three months
she would do her very utmost to influence
her father in my favour. Well, I was forced
to agree to the arrangement. How could I
do otherwise ?”

“I think I understand now why you were
80 moody when you returned home at eleven-
thirty,” smiled Blake. “My dear Frank,
you were very short-sighted. Within a week
Miss Lambert would have repented of her
i But your young heart was dis-
appointed, and you were, in consequence,
rather savage with those whom you loved.
Why didn’t you tell your mother and father
of all this?»

Frank shifted uncomfortably,

. “The pater was rather opposed to the
idea of my marrﬂin Molly,” he replied
grufly. “I knew he'd alter once he camec
into close contact with Molly. But I had
promised her I wouldn't say anything until
the agreed-upon time had expired. Our en-
gagement was just our own little secret.
Under the circumstances I decided to leave
for London without a minute’'s delay. Then,
while I was dressing, the news came that
Mr. Lambert had been murdered. I wasx
amazed and shocked, but before I could tell
you that I'd altered my decision you had
cleared off. For, of course, with Mr. Lam-
bert dead, my object in going to London
was destroyed.”

“ And that is all you know?” asked tihe
guv’'nor keenly.

“All,” replied the lieutenant secriously.
F «“ Honestly, Mr. Blake, 1 know noshing what-
ever of the murder. Who killed Mr. Lam-
bert, or why he was killed, is an absolute
enigma to me.”

"« But why the dickens didn't you tell us
all this straight away, Mr. Hambledon?» ]
asked curiously,

“Well, the whole case looked rather black
against me,” replied Frank. ¢ And, by speak-
ing out, I thought I might possibly bring
suspicion on Molly. She had remained silent
because of the =same reason, only she was
anxious on my account.”?

“IT am glad you got rid of that notion,”
smiled the guv'nor. “Really, Irank, you
should have been candid with me at the
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very start. There’s no fear of your heing
implicated in the slightest degree. In the
absence of the mysterious stranger whom
Tinker and I chased, the case did appear
somewhat black.”

and Molly

Just {hen the door opcned,
gntered,

“ Have you finished your litfle talk?® she
asked, her sweet face flushed somewhat.

Frank smiled at her.

“Yes, 1I've told Mr. Blake everylhing,” he
replied.

“And I, Mizs Lamberi, wouid like to ask
you a question or two,” said Sexton Blake,
rising to his feet, “Can you tell me what
the time waz—approximately—when you and
Lieutenant Hambledon parted?”

“Why, some little time before eleven,”
rcplied the girl, :

“ And you remained in the summer-house ?¥
. “Yes. I was thinking,” she replied, with
a slight flush. “I don't think I quite realised
how late it was. And it was while I was
«jtting there that I heard my father's ter-
rible cry. 1 immediately rushed to the
house, and—and—-"

“Pleasc don’'t give yourself pain by repeat-
ing thoze details,” interjected Blake quietly.
“Po you know whether your father incurred
the enmity of anybody during the past few
years? A cervant, say—a discharged groom
—_—

“XNo, Mr. Blake; I don’t know of a soul!”
declared Molly gravely. - Curijously enough,
my father always treated servants gener-
ously, Yet he was harsh and cruel to peoFle
he disliked. And he engendered dislikes for
no apparent cause. Why he showed such
an antipathy to Sir Apdrew Hambledon and
his family has always been a mystery to me.
When we flrst came here there was a little
dispute about a strip of land between the
two estates, and I believe that started the
ill-fecling. DBut father certainly bad no
cnemies.»

The guv'nor asked Molly a few more ques-
tions, but she could tell us nothing of any
value.: Mr. Maxwell Lambert had just been
a crusty, gouty old gentleman with plenty
of money, but hard to get on with owing
to his violent temper.

" And the mystery, it scemed, was as deep
as ever.

We all felt rather depressed. And yet,

had we only known it, the knot was even.

then loosening, and the threads would soon
be straightened out.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Sexton Blake Finds the ‘‘Something?’’
in the Lake He Had Been Looking For—
And the Air is Cleared Somewhat—Frank
Hambledon, for S8ome Reason, Suddeniy

, Qets Excited. .

EXTON BLAKE moved across to the

S door. .

“T an! going outside now to make a

little experiment-—to test a theory. Do

you carc to come, Frank? I am very anxious

to soulve this strange riddle. I bave a general

idea as to how the crime was committed,
but the motive is still obscure.?

“I'll come, of course,” said the lieutenant.
¢ The police will be hothering about before
long, and then we shall be cross-examined
until we are fit to drop. If you could only
piece the facts together hefore the police
arrive-—-" '

“That is my wish,” =aid Blake briskly.

We passed outside, and found the night was
atill dark. Not even the first faint flush of
dawn was showing in the eastern sky. We
had left Pedro indoors, for he wouldn’t be
any usc on this Farticular expedition,

At the scene of the crime the guv'nor came
to a balt. Frank and 1 looked ahout us
interestedly. Particularly we looked at the
wall of the bhouse. It was bare and window-
Jess. How had the inurderer gained access
to the roof? 1If a Jadder had becn used, why

LwWasn't it bere? Ladders can't be shoved in

a chap’s pocket. Rope-ladders can he stowed
away, of cour:e; hut thosc two marks on
the gravel c¢ouldn’t have been made by a
rope-ladder. _

“I have been thinking this thing out,»
said Blake musingly. - ¥ Whether iy theory
will. prove to be correct or not remains to
be secn. Fir:t of all, we will go round to the
luke.” '

“What on

tenant.
“To look for something in the water.”?
“To look for what?= I yelled,

earth for2» aéked the licu.

“Something that floats,” replied DBlake,
with a chuckle.

And, without saying anything further, he
walked round the house. We followed him.
Arriving at the lake, the guv’'nor flashed his
torch upon the surface of the water. There
was nothing to Dbe scen cxcept the water
%}seif, and some clumps of lilies near the lelt
ank.

Sexton Blake walked round slowly, and
then gave a little exclamation. Bending over
the side, he reached down and grabbed somc-
thing from among the lilies. With a heave
he pulled it out, and then Frank and I saw
a portion of an ordinary wooden ladder. It
had been floating nearly submerged, and the
lilies*had effectually hidden it.

I gave a grunt.

“4 ladder!” I exclaimed. ¢“Why, that’s
what I :=aid all along. You scoffed at me
when I said those marks on the gravel bad
been made by a ladder, guv'nor. I was right,
after all!»

“For once, Tinker, your wits werec keener
than mine,” said Sexton Blake calmly., “The
finding of this ladder in the lake makes
things quite clear to me, although the motive
for the crime is still veiled.”

“Clear!” exclaimed MHambledon, “The
thing's no clearer to-me, Mr. Blake. What's
that ladder got to do with the crime? And
how did it get into this lake? I'm hanged
if I can get the affair straight at all!» -

“Well, to begin with, Mr. Lambert was
not Kkilled as we first suspected. He did not
receive a swinging blow from your brassie.
I don't know whether you are aware of it,
Frank, but two of Mr. Lambert’s ribs were
broken, and his left hand severcly grazed.”

“By Jove, I didn't know that!”»

“Neither did I,” I cut in. *“ You didn't tell
me, guv'nor.” ) .

“I was puzzled, Tinker, and you know
well cnough that I never spcak of my
theories until! I have proved them to be
sound,” replied Blake. " Now, there were
two alternatives. Either Mr. Lambert had
been struck twice with the brassie—once on
the head, and once on the chest—or he bad

sustained a severe fall. I regarded the
lutt&rl p())esibiiity as the most probable.”

44 ']y- ”

“Because of the grazed hand. The poor

man fell, of course, hut the hand was grazed
so severely that only a drop from & con-
siderable height would have caused the
injury. If you will come indoors, I will show
you exactly what I mean.” <

We passed inside, and went straight to the
room in which the body was lying. Here
Sexton Blake showed us the dead man’s hand.
As he had said, it was shockingly grazed.
Morcover, two fingers were broken.

We made the further discovery that certain
portions of the clothing had been cut and
ripped by the contact with the gravel. I
hadn't notliced this at all previously. But 1
now realised that all this could hav¢ been
caused by n ordinary fall—that is, a fall
from a standing height.

We left the room of death in silence, and
sat down in the big, comfortable hall, and
then Sexton Blake proceeded to c¢xplain his
theory ’

“Mr. Lambert’s condition told me quite
conclusively that he had fallen from a con-
siderable height,” he began. “1 half
believed that -the whole thing was an
accident—that he had gone on to the roof
for some rcason, and had fallen off by mis-
chance. But the discovery of the stranger
on the roof knocked that idea on the head.

“As far »s I can see, Mr. Lambert was
gitting indoors—in his library, 1 supposc—
when he heard a suspicious sound from out-
side. He suspected a tramp, or something
of that nature, and he picked up your
brassie, Frank, to use as a wecapon if neccs-
sary. Of course, he had brought it home
with him aiter the little scenc you have
described.”

i “Yes, that's clear enough,” nodded ITamble.
on.
“Well, this is how I reconstruct the
tragedy,” went on the guv'nor. “\When Mr.
Lambert came round the house ha found a
ladder reared against the wall, and a man
climbing up it. Why any man should wish
to gain access to the roof is still a puzzle to
me. Mr. Lambert must have thrown his
club down in anger, and it fell upon the
gravel. Then he climbed the ladder in an
outhurst of fury, and had reached the top in
safcty.”
« ‘He must have been mad to place himself
at such a disadvantage,” I said.

“He was not mad, Tinker, only furious.

He did not stop to consider the risk., Mr.

Lambert was hot-tempered, and he was
naturally incensed to discover a marauder
climbing on to tbe roof. 1 have a shrewd
suspicion that he suspected the man of being
you, Frank. He thought that you were try-
ing to get into the house.”

“By Jove! That's possible!” said IIamble-
don, nodding. *That would account for his
fury, wouldn’t it? He tbought that I was
up to some disgraceful game or other con-
cerning Molly!”

“Exactly. But when he got to the top’
of the ladder he had been pushed violently
off by the stranger. It may not have been
deliberate; it may have béen a mere attempt
to prevent Mr. Lambert from -stepping on
to the roof. At all events, he fell, and his
head, by a strangc chance, crashed upon the
brassie. I_)n you see?  Presumably, Mr.
Lambert did not die immediately, for he
must have moved convulsively, casting the
clu% ugtg the {I((l)werilbed." )

“But he couldn’t have done that, guv’nor,”
I protested. € o

“My dear Tinker, I don’t mean that he
Rxcked the club up,” said Blake. “It may

ave been hurled there by the force of the
fall. A thing like thal can never be ex-
Elamed, but I am quite sure that Mr.

ambert’s dying convulsions caused the
hrassie to find its way on to the flower-bed.

It is a minor detail, anyhow.”

“And what of the murderer?” asked.Fran'k.

“He was terrificd, naturally, but had been
afraid to descend, lest he should be caught
red-handed. He knew that Mr. Lambert's
cry must have :roused the houschold; and
80, on the spur of the moment, he pulled the
ladder up on the roof!” ‘

“Great Scott!” I gasped. *“Of coursc!”

_ “Once the ladder was on the roof—which
is flat, remember—there was nothing what-
ever to show that a second man had been
present,” continued the guv'nor shrewdly.
“When Miss Lambert arrived upon the
scene, and a minute later Rodwell and Mrs.
East, they saw nothing of a suspicious nature.
They simply found Mr. Lambert lying dead
upon the path.

“But, unknown to them. the murderer was
on the roof the whole time, probably look-
ing down at them. I think the most likely
assumption, however, is that thc {fellow
attempted to escape without delay. What -
did he do?  What is the most natural thing
a man in that position would do?” '

“Why, get down and hook it!” I said
promptly.
“Precisely,” agreed the guv’nor. “And he

would just as naturally choose the other side
of the house as a spot to lower the ladder.
While the servants were gathering panie-
stricken round the dead body -the murderer
would be escaping. But the scoundrel met
with a very unpleasant check!” ’

I gave a little gasp.

“The lake!" I ejaculated. “The ladder fell
into the lake!”

“Exactly. He dragged it across the roof,
lowered it hurriedly, and in the darkness the
Jower end of it slipped into the water,” said
Blake calmly, *It fell ‘before he could
prevent the calamity. And then?  Why,
then the man was marooned upon the roof,
with absolutely no means of getting down.
He was there until, in sheer desperation, he
leapt down into the water.”

“But what was he doing on the ladder jn
the first place?” I asked.

Sexton Blake shook his head.

“I am still unenlightened on that point,”
he replied. “What could he have been
doing? Attempting to break into the house?
Assuredly not, for there were many lower
windows open at the time.” - ‘

{ 'I'IH’m! It's a puzzle,” said Frank thought-
ully. : '

“The stranger was no lunatic,” went on
the guv'nor. “From what Tinker and I have
seen, we know that he was in the old cavern
at Satan’s Gap this evening—or, rather, last
e¢vening. He had come to the Gap deliber-
ately, with the =et intention of getting on
to the roof cof this house. A burglar? Pos-
slbly; but why should he trouble to bring a
ladder round, when several windows were un-
latched, and would remain unlatched, pro-
bably, all night? The roof, he must have
known, was hopeless!” 2

“It all seems so pointless!” I cxclgimed.

“Hardly, Tinker. But we can’'t quite see
the point, that's all,” smiled Sexton Blake.
“It is very clear, however, that the man,
although a stranger to us, was no stranger to
this locality.” .

“How do you arrive at that conclusion,
Mr. Blake?” 0 :

“My dear Frank, didn’t the feflow know. all
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about the secret stairway down to Satan’s
Gap?" asked Blake. “That points to very
intlmade knowledge of the neighbourhood.
The man was evidently a native of this
coast, and he came to the Manor for one
certain purpose. @ What could that purpose
be? If there had heen a bhig burglary here
8 few weeks ago——"
~ Hambledon suddenly red with
excitement.

“Why
it,

“By glory!” he cried, leaping up.
didn't I-think of it becfore? I've got

Mr. Blake! A“pound to a ha'penny I've
guessed the truth!”

turned

THE TENTH OHAPTER.

In Which Frank Tells Us of a Nine-Year-
Old Crime, and of the WMisdoings of
Blaock Peter—8oon Afterwards We Inter-
view the Qentleman Himseli—And Dawn
Breaks, to Find the Mystery Cleared Up.
IECTENANT FRANK HIAMBLEDON
I stood before us, quivering with
intense excitement. His c¢yes were
_ gleaming, and his expression was
eloquent of the emotion which fllled him.
. Sexton Blake nodded to the chair.

“Sit down, Frank,” he said smoothly.
“You've guessed the truth, you sayr”

“0f course I have!"” declared Hambledon.
“Why, it’s as clear as daylight! Black
Peter was the man who killed Mr. Lamnbert !”

“Black Peter?” I asked. “Who's he when
he's at howne, anyway?”

Frank sat down again.

-*He's a scallywag, Tinker.” he said quickly.
“He was a native of Hanniscomhe, the
village ecight miles along the coast. In
Hanniscombe Black Peter earned a very bad
reputation for himself. His full name is
Peter Fletcher, but he was always called
Black Peter on account of his cvil ways.
Whon I was a boy I used to hear all sorts of
tales about him!”

“Why do you connect him with this crime?”
asked Blake.

“Because of an affair which occurred at
this very house just nine years ago,” said
the lieutenant. “I know the history of it
well. Mr. Lambert only bought the house
four ycars ago. Previous to that it was the
Yorkshire scat of the old Earl of Hannis-
combe!”

The guv'nor nodded.

“I knew that the earl had a place in this

tounty,” he said, "but it is news to me that
High Moor Manor was his country scat. The
tarl of Hanniscombe was vyery poor, if I
remember correctly,”
- “¥For a member of the peerage, he was
poverty-stricken,” said Frank. * That was no
discredit to him, of course. 'The {amily had
been in difficulties for generations. Just nine
years ago the earl's son, the Hon, Arthur
Lacey, arrived home from India or Burmah—
Burmah, I belicve, He had been away for
two ycars, and he brougtit with him some
splendid Burmese rubies—stones of the
pigeon-blood variety—the very finest in the
world, I imagine.”

“Ah, I am beginning to see daylight!"
murmured Blake. o

¢ Laccy had worked hard to obtain those
rubics,” went on Frank. “He Lad had luck,
of course, and with the proceeds of the stones
he meant to.restore the fading glories of the
old family. But, two days after Liucey's
arrival at the Manor, the rubies dis-
appeared.”

“Phew!” I whistled. “And Black Peter
took them?”

“Yes, The rubies, if I remember rightly,
were left in one of the bed-rooms—the son’s
bed-room,” said Hambledon. ¢ That was dis-
gracefully careless. But who would think of
robbery in this wild spot? Just at that time
Peter Fletcher, who was a painter by trade
—or a plumber—was repairing the coping of
the roof. He had ladders against the walls,
and all that sort of thing. The jewels were
missed, and certain clues pointed to Black
Peter as the thief. He was the only man, in
fact, who could have gained access to the
bed-room. He must have entcred by the
window and stolen the rubies, They were
never found.”

“T was waiting to hear that,” smiled Blake.
“I think I can piece the rest together myself,
Frank. Black Peter was found guilty, and

sentenced to ten years' penal servitude. He
is now out on ticket-of-leave, The sentence
waa unusually severe, because the man would
not reveal the hiding-place of the rubies.”

“ Exactly! The old earl searched for
months, hut the stones never came to light,”
saitl Hambledon. ¢ Lacey was nearly mad
with fury and chagrin, as you can well
imagine. It was not much comfort to know
that the thief was in prison. Five years
later the old earl, disappointed and heart-
broken, died. Lacey became the Earl of
Hanniseombe, and he is now in London, I
believe. He sold the Manor very soon after
his fauther’s death.?

“And Black Peter, having been released
from prison, remembered the prize he had
hidden,” said Sexton Blake, nodding. ¢ He
came straight to this spot, and took up his
quarters in the old cavern at Satan's Gap.
Without » doubt, Frank, we have arrived af
the sclution of the mystery. Evidently the
rubies are hidden on the roof—embedded in
tlie concrete itself possibly. Black Peter,
having stolen the gems, realised that dis-
corery might follow. So he concealed his
booty as soon as he obtained it. It would
have lLieen a simple thing to conceal the
rubies in the wet plaster. He was repairing
the coping-stones, I understand?”

“Yomething like that,” replied Frank. “But
has liec recovered his loot? Did he get the
gems while he was on the roof ?» '

It iz more than likely,” was Blake'’s com-
ment. % But I feel inclined to make an ex-
amination at once. In any case, Black Peter
is doomed. He will be traced and arrested
hefore a week has passed, I am sure.”

Of course, the whole affair was explained
now. I realised how naturally everything had
happened., ¥rank himself had never heen in
any real danger, although we had thought
him guiliy at one time. Mr. Lambert may
have been murdered, but Black Peter had
obviously committed the crime in a moment
of desperation. It was, after all, something
in the nature of an accident. Mr. Lambert
had fallen off the ladder in the struggle at
the top.

Scxton Blake rose to his feet and passed
outside.

Now, away in the east, the first flush of
dawn was showing. We walked down the
side path without speaking. The guv'nor
passed a clump of bushes, and we followed
behind.

Then suddenly Blake halted.

“Xot a sound!” he exclaimed, in a tense
whisper.

“ Why, what—" Frank stopped as the
detective held up his finger.

Hambledon and I looked past the bushes.
The blank wall at the side of the house was
faintly visible, and there, reared against it,
was the ladder! On the ladder, at the very
top, stood a dim figure!

Black PReter had returned!

We all stood watching, silent and tense.
The faint sounds of a steel implement strik-
ing stonework came to our ears. And we
could cee Black Peter working hurriedly and
energetically.

He was chigaping the coping away at the
lower part of it, just underneath the roof
itself. And we understood. TUntil now he
had never had the opportunity of getting at
his spoils,

Mr. Lambert had surprised him even as he
mounied the ladder, and from the roof itself
he huad been unable to reach down to the
spot where the rubies were concealed.

After the incident at Satan's Gap, Black.
Peter had apparently been hanging about,
awaiting an opportunity to complete bis
task.

And now, in a state of deszperation, he had
returned. He knew well enough that he
might never have another opportunity. And
he knew, too, that the police bad not-arrived
on the scene. le probably thought that
Sexton Blake and I were dead.

Rut the man was no professional crook.

He hal made a bad blunder to start with.
He should never have essayed his risky task
=0 early in the night. And, having failed at
the first atlempt, he ought to have'*cleared
right out of the neighbourhood for several
weeks. But Black Peter was a rough, black-
guardly villager, with no idea of caution.
He had come here for the jewels, and he
meant to bave them.

It was now or necver, and Black Peter pre.
ferred now, -

JACHK YL ibrarv

Which was, perhaps, very fortunate, for it
saved us a lot of trouble, and it saved the
police a lot of trouble. He couldn't have
been more obliging if we had asked him.

We allowed himn to work away indus-
triously.

“Let him get the stones,” whispered Sexton
Blake. ¢ le knows where they are better
than we do. When he’s got them we’ll take
a hand. And, unless I am mistaken, 1 can
hear the sound of a mator-car. Perhaps it is
the police. Ii so, events could not have
turned out better.” .

Even as the guv'nor was speaking we saw
Black Peter put his tool. into his pocket.
Then he cominenced descending the ladder
with swift steps.

“(Come on!” muttered Blake crisply.

We pelted acruss the lawn, and arrived at

the foot of the ladder just as Black Peter |

stepped off it. lle twirled round, with a low,
snarling ery. Butl b¢ was gripped in a sccond,
and held tirm.
“Well, Frank?” asked Blake crisply.
“Yes, he's Peter Fletcher right enough,”

said Hambledon, “You scoundrel! You
killed Mr. Lambert !?
The man uttered a gasping cry. He was

staring at Sexton Blake and me—staring as
though his c¢yes would bulge from their
sockets. Then he started struggling madly
and flercely. He was a hulking ruffian, and’
had the strength of a bull

But Frank and the guv'nor held him easily.

“I'm done, gents!” he panted at last. “I
—I thought 1'd burgle this house, but you've
heaten me! 1've got nothin'—-”

“ Nothing except the rubies—eh?? sald
Blake pleasantly. ’

He dived his hand into Black Peter’'s coat
rocket, and fished out some objects which
ooked like pebbles covered with plaster.
They were the Earl of Hanniscombe's rubies.

“I didn't kill the gent!” gasped Peter
frantfcally. I swear I didn't, guv'nor! He
fell off the Iadder. I didn’t touch him hardly.
He was goin’ to collar me, an’ I tried to
Keep him off. He fell down——" ..

“It may huave been an accident, but you
were undoubtedly the cause of Mr. Lambert's

death,” cut in Sexton Blake curtly. # You'll
have to answer for your crime, Peter
Fletcher!?»

“I didn’'t mean to do it! I—I-— the

man broke off dazedly.

“Hallo! Here come the police!” I =aid,
as a motor-car turned into the drive.

Five minutes later Black Peter was hand-
cuffed, and Sexton Blake was leisurely ex-
plaining things to the local inspector, who
had come over the moor with a couple of
ccnstables. .

And so the mystery was made clear. The
whole affair had taken place between the
hours of sunset an:]l dawn. And at last, tired
but cheerful, Sexton Blake and I—Pedro, of
course—~returned to Hambledon Hall for a
well-carned rest,

In due course the rubies were handed over
to their rightful oxner,  and I needn't add
how delighted the Earl of Hanniscomhe was.
And in due course, also, the guv'nor and I
received an invitation to a certain wedding.

It was a ripping affair that wedding, and
the bride looked simply lovely. I don’t think
it’s necessary for me to add the names of the
hride and bridegroom. I'll leave that to the
imagination.  Why should: I waste time in
writing somelhing down that’s absolutely
obvious to everybody? -

THL FND.
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THE ARISTOCRAT OF THE SCHOOL.

f\ Grand New Serial of Séhool Life.
By ANDREW GRAY and AMBROSE EARLE.
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THE OPENINGQ, CHAPTERS TOLD
HOW : ’

¢ Lord .Tinribs »—otherwise Lord Drumriggs,
:nd heir to Earl Cadlands—arrives at Red-
rooks, and proves in no- uncertain manner
that he is well able to look after himsellf.

On his first night he and his chums, Puggy
and Fabbs, turn the tables on their enemies,
who had arranged a “massacre ® for their
lienefit.  Tinribs hides Copping away, who
had spied on their movements, and throws a
dummy, supposed by the ragging party to-be
Copping, from the window. Dowber, a Sixth-
Former, hides the dummy and imprisons
Copping in a disused cellar. His idea is to
frighten Tinribs into thinking that it was
the real Copping that he threw from the
window, and, pretending to bhe his friend,
offers Lo get rid of the “body »—for a con-
sideration. . ) _

'Pinribs then disappears. -Copping is found
by Mr. Scurrage, and then Tinribs suddenly
reappears in Mr, Scurrage's room—via the
chimney, smothering hoth Ncurrage and
Dowher with soot. At the same momend
Tinribs’ fauther appears on the scene, and,
after explanations, Tinribs is exonerated of
all blame, which upsets all the schemings
of Dowher and Mr. Scurrage. Later the
three pals and Tinribs’ girl cousins make off
in the earl’s car and upset a dogeart: Having
se¢ttled with the owner, the party arrange a
~culling race. Tinribs' =kifi is run down by
ALajor Drumriggs’ pleasure yacht, and the
major, Lord Drumriggs’ uncle, attempts to
kidnap Jis nephew. Tinribs, however, suc-
ceeds In escaping. The major makes a
srecond attempt, and Tinribs enlists the ser-
vices of Chippy, stable-hoy.

(Now read on.)

Dark Deeds Undonoc!

“Pardoi me,” a voice said--the voice of the
man in the car, Tinribs thought—'" are  you
from Redrooks School, sir?”

“Yes,” said Chippy readily.

* And the young gentleman who fell into the
tiver some tine agor”

“Yes," said Chippy again.

“Ten yon're Lord Drumriggs?” the quies-
tioner continued. “\Well, my lord, the carl,
vour father, has got to hear about it. and is
very anxious. He's sent me here for you.
Will you please step in?”

Clhippy apparently made no reply.

the door slfmmed to after a moment.
Then came the, sudden whir of the engine
and the sound of the car moving away.

Tinribs got ready. As the bhig motor-car
passed the ¢nd of the lane he leapt ont after
it. It was not yet travelling so fast that he
was unable to overtake it.

e cripped the bhack of the ear-bady. and
swung himself to a seat on the back springs.
It was a cramped, awkward pogition, but he
ching on.

Some evil game was afoot, something in
which his uncle, Mujor Lyon Drumriggs, was
concerned.

Tinribs was convinced of that now,
meant to get to the hottom of it.

For a distance of abhout five miiles. accord-
ing to 'Tinribs’ reckcening, avoiding the main
roads. the motor-car rushed on, until at last
it eame to a halt on the tow-path at a lonely
and deserted part of the river.

Once durinz the journey Tinribs thought he
had heard Chippy’s voice calling out in pro-
test.  His perch was too perilous for the
schooiboy to investigate; hut he never sus-
peceted  that anything worse than an
altereation hetween the stable-boy. and his
comnpanion had taken places .

Directly the car came to a standstill Tin-
rihs dropped away from his seat. There
being nothing bhetter at hand to hide him, he
erawled into the rank weeds and high grass
that wmarked the edege of the towing-path.

It was well he did so. otherwise he must
have heen seen by the twn men who sprang
out. of the motor-car. Even then, as they
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came out on the path, and looked cautiously
to right and left, Tinribs thought they must
inevitably discover him.

“1s it all right?” asked the chauffeur, in a
hushed voice., *[-didn’'t hear nothing.”

“] didn't give him a chance,” returned the
other, the man who had heen in the tonncau
with Chippy. “The job’s as good as done.
Whew! Let’s make haste and get it over.”

Beads of perspiration broke out on Tinrib's
forchead. What did the fellow mean? Why
was Chippy remaining so quietly within the
car? \What job werc the nien in a hurry to
aet over?

"o down to the old tub and see if the
road’s clear.” the man went on. *“I’'ll keep
watch over the cah.”

The chauffeur stepped briskly away. Tin-
riv%s risked discovery to see wlhere he was
voing. But it was not fate. Moored close
to the river was an old, derelict of a house-
hoat, its ‘paint peeled from its boards, its
whole appearance that of a hoat left therc
to rot and bhreak up with the ravages of
time and the river.

“All Sir Garnet!” the chauffeur replied,
when he returned. “I've been aboard her.
She’s already half under watcer.”

“And there's not a soul in sight,” added
the other. “Give me a hand with hin.
Sharp, now!” ] .

Tinribs, parting the grass to get a better
view, saw the man swing open the tonneau
door. Presently the two of them carried out
sontething wrapped in a motor-rug. That
something. by the size aud appearance and
limpness of it, could be nothing else than
Chippy. :

Tinrihs started with horror. Chippy was
at the least wunconscions, and perhaps was
heyond the hope of all recovery.

And it might have been him—Tinrihs! 1t
was meant for him. -

The schoolboy was in a dilemma. Shouid
he come out of his hiding-place and confront
the scoundrels with their crime? Tinribs was
trembling violently., The words of the men
somewhat reassured him, and guided him in
his plan of action.

“Think he'll wake up?” asked the chauffeur.

*Not for an hour or two,” answered his
companion. Not until it's too late for him
to make any fuss about it. This means a hig
thing for the hoss,” He went on. “He'll weigh
out handsome for this.” :

“Well, let's get it” over!” muttered the
chauffeur. “Thesc ain’t the sort of jobs I'm
proud of.”

Carrying their burden hetween<them, the
two men went off. Tinrihs watched them
climb ahoard the creaking houseboat.

When they had disappeared 'Tinribs left
his hiding-place, and, moving in a half-circle.
to avoid being seen from the derelict, reached
the towpath. A few paces hrought him along-
sid2 the lhousehoat.

What were the men doing with Chippy
aboard? He feit he must know. It was due
to him to risk anything to prevent harm
happening to his stable-boy friend.

lle leapt lightly abhoard the crazy vessel.
Treading softly, he moved across the deck,
and then turned swiftly to the dark interior
of a cabin as the sound of voices ncar at
hand reachel him.

“What'’s that?’ asked the hoarse voice of
the chauffeur. I could swear I heard some-
one there.”

“It's nobody, you fool!” returned the other
man. “You're nervous, But get ashore.
This job’s done now. I'll see to the plug.”

The chauffeur moved so closely to the door
hehind which Tiaribs was hiding that the boy
could ecasily have touched him. The man
waited impatiently on the towpath. After
two or-three minutes had elapsed the other
joined him. The two hurried away.

Tinrihs knew what their villainous work was
They were sinking the old househoat.
The strange, gurgling sound that came up
from the hottom of the crazy vessel was proof
cnouch,
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They had placed an unconscious lad ahoard,
believing him to be Tinribs, and had plotted
that while he still laid in a senseless condition
the waters of the river would rush up and
engulf him in their choking grip.

It was unbelicvahle—ghastly ! And his
uncie, Major Lyon Drumriggs, was at the
head of this foul plot. The uncle who poscd
as being a good friend to him. The uncle

whom he had never offended by o much as
an angry word.

Tinribs shuddered violently. A wild,
whirring, rushing noise hroke on his excited

senses. .

It was the big motor-car. The engine had
been kept running. Now it started off, and
the sounds grew fainter and fainter, till at
last Tinribs thought it was safe to ventute
from his hiding-place.

The motor-car was out of sight. There was
not a sonl to be seen anyvwhere. - The river
was deserted.  The sun had sunk an honr
hefore, and the grey ol twilizht was.giving a
silvery appearance to the water. 5

Tinribs made for the cabin, from whichi ha
gucssed the two men hiid emerged. There,
doubtless, he would find the unconscious body
of his stable-boy friend. - }

There were two cabins. The dnor of the
first he touched yielded Dbefore him. He
looked in. It was bare. Muddy water
covered the floor-boards, and was oczing
slowly in from the side partition.

Tinribs triced the adijoining eabin deor. He
cnulld not move it. It was locwed, appar-
ently. ' N

“Chippy !” ealled Tinribs, = Chippy! Can
you hear me?”

There was no reply.

The gurgling sound of inrushing water

grew more insistent as he stood. there strain-
ing at the door. Again and again, becoming
feverishly agitated about Clippy, Tinribs
hurled his shoulders with all his strength at
the panels.

"They creaked and groaned, but the dont
held tight. Sweat was pouring down Tin-
ribs’ face now. He hurried out to the deck.
At last. after a careful seoveh, liec found what
he sought—a heavy baulk of timber.,

Using this as a ram. after a few hefty
blows, Tinribs succeeded in béating tlie door
open.

He was not too soon. Already the cabin
was half-full of water. As he stepped in
he was immersed up to his kneces.. Tinribs
gearcely noticed it, so intense was his desire
to grab at the silent figure lying at full
length, about which the tinged water was
lapping.

“Chippy!” he eried involuntarily.
all right now, sce!”

He beng over the stable-boy. In the semi.
gloom Chippy's face looked ghostly. His
eyes were open, but there was no sign of life,
only a glassy stare in thewm.

Tinribs bent over him. Puitting his hands
under Chippy’s armpits, he pulled him
through the shattered door. and with difli-
culty, partly carrying, partly dragging, got
him somechow on te the deck, where the
fresly, evening air could play about the stable-
bov's white, cold face.

Tinribs was puzzled.. He had never seen
anyone in this senseless condition hefore, and
he did not know what to do for the best. It
was useless to appcal for help, for there was
no onc in sight.

But he did the right thing, ncvertheless.
Struck by Chippy’'s cold hands and the grey
appearance of thce flesh, he began to vigor-
ously chatce them hcetween his own.

“You're

He was rewarded at length by flecling a
degree of warmth come into them. e

rubbced the hoy’s cheeks in a similar manner,
and shook him violently hy the shoulders.
And oIl the time Tinribs waz conscious of
a gickly-smclling odour, which he put down
to the drug with which Chinpy had heen sent
to sleep. And all the time the gurgling sound
of the river water rushing into the leaky
househoat grew louﬁcr and still-louder.
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The crazy craft was slowly sinking in the
dvep water, but he did not know that then.

“Chippy-- Chippy !’ cried Tinribs frantically?
S Wake up. old son—wake up !

Chippy  «ave no gign of life.  Tinribs
slapped  his hands, amd shook him - morc
~violently than-every  ~AH of mulldden, after
otic of these shakings, Chippy’s chest gave a
_ xpasmodic  quiver. He  partly rulhd O¥CT;
and a mnlks-lnokur fluid woes vomited from
his throat.

The odour was purigint then, and aiter the
sickness the hoy wearily opened his. eyes and

luoked, about him.

“Chippy.”  cried © Tinribs, “it’s all right!
You know me! U The  villains have gone!
You're saic now !’ : =

. Chippy nodded. HMe nmdeestood, hut was
tuo weak to talk,  Presently he caught at
Tinrihs’  hand, and -with lis assistance

stouggled to his feet. -

“That’s hetter,” he murmurced.  “T—I tricd
to fight hin, wate,” he went on. “He be too
quick for e, But—but look there!”

He pointiel a trembling finger at the river.
The houschoat haed sunk so low, till the water
wits heginning to lap over its sides,

“Heavens!” gaaped Tinribs. *Quick! Lct’s
got off!” .

It was no casy matter.  Alrcady abont six

feet of we ater separated the houschoat from

the bank.  Tinvibs could have jumped it
fairly casily, but there was the difficulty of |
Chippy. . '

He was pulling ronnd,
trembled uuh_uth,
moved.

“I can't make out what-be the matter with
me!” gasped the stable-boy.  “I've never
bheen like this afore. Come on, mate! We've
_ur)_t- 10 chance it !

“Let me get ashore  first.”
“Then I can help you,. p rhaps
Hce took a running spring -from the deek.

T'he. junmp landed him on the very edge cf the
hank, 'and he slipped precarionsly . on the
mud for a moment or two till he recovered
his cquilibrivm, and managed to get on to
. hrm ground.

Come on, Chippy!” said Tinrihs.

The boy moved slowly to the side.  He
jumped with all the stréength he could musier.
e fell three feet at least short of the bunk.
With a mighty splatgh he went betow  the
surface.  But Tinribs was.prepared. As he
camce up . the -schoolboy gripped him, and
dragged him into safety.

Chippy wus sovaked. The watcr pourcd off
him as if from the coat of a terricr just back
from a swim. _ Tinrihs was wct, too, though
not so uncomfortahh

But- thc immcersion
pected cffect,
lesaness from Chippy®s aching head.
. wonderful reviving effeets,

it is true, yct he
and stunibled when he

said Tinribs.

"

hinl a strange, unex-
It drove the remaining sense-
1t had

Chippy  shook himselt  and laughed—the
noisy, carc-free laugh Tiaribs bad heard in

the stable-yard, .

“Love-a-duek!”  he  grinned,. passing  hic
hand over his forehead., “I've: woke up,
matc!  I['ve ~mt of come out of a bad dream.
T'hew!
me here?” _

He looked to right and left, and- held his
(l-.n(hul hands to his sides, as if he thought
ol rtuaning after the motm -Car \\lnch had
hrought-him there.

“You'll have to ran at th(' mto nf sixty
wiles -an hour, aod theén you wouldnyg cateh
*em!” smiled Tinribs, . “It's home, old son.
That's the Lest thing now!”

They lett the towing-path, and gained the
Liigh- road. = Chippy knew. the direction back
to Marshmaliows, and they sct off at a fair
Wee,

: *How—how did you got here, mates” said
Chippy, after a  while.  “That's  what'’s
purzling me!”.

Tinribs cxplained how e had nddcn on the
l.uk spring of the motor-car body.

“And you—you saved me from that?” the
stable-boy  resumed, nodding _back at  the
. houschoat. "I don’t rightly understand it.
I sort of got an idea they mcant to do for
me., them pair o’ villyuns!” -

Pinribs was thinking hard. Chlpp) had
served him to excellent purposc—had helped
him to futhom the diabolical enmity of his
unele, the raseally Major. Lyon Drumrmgq
'Tinribs meant to pay his fricnd well,” but hé
telt that the " husiness was too terribly
important for him to explain to and conflde
in thc stable-boy.

“Well,-anyway, whatever their 2ame was, it
f.uled " said- Tinribs. “Feeling  all  right
now? I'm sorry I l¢t you in for this, I
had no idea you'd get such rough handling!”

“That's all right, mate!” grinned Chippy.
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Al here’s them villyuns what lugged:

K

“T{'= a l,nt o' fin now it's all over., Won't
I make Liz Parkins laugh!”

Tinrihs was thoughtful for a tiine.

“Chippy,” he said at last, .“will. you do mc
a favour?  Will you keep mum about what's
happened to-night?.  You sce, there’s somc
wmystery -about. it. I want to get at the
hottom of it ilrst!”

-“Right-ho!” agreed Chippy I'Oll]lh
be our secerct—eh?
split.  And here’s my duke!”

The two boys solemnly shook- hands.

They  had  envered two miles of  their
journcy now.  Going to a small bakéry in a
vill: age, the bova ntullul themselves with cakes
and gingor-beer, and went walking again with
renewed cnergy.

It waes piteh-dark when they reached the
Rocbuck.,  Chippy's clothics—in reality Tin-
ribs’, ot course—were almost  dry by now,
They crept upstairs to the room Tinribs had
ocenpicd  earlier that day, and with much
Lali-suppressed  laughter  they  exchanged
Anits.

Payiug hix hill, Tinribs rejoined (luppy. who
was waiting lor him outside the inn, and who

had announced his decision to accompany 7Tin-
rths Lo the railway-station in order to catch
the last train back to Redrooks.

“Chippy.”
outside the red-brick
forget what you've

.said Tinribs, as they shook hands
station, “I'll never
dofie¢ for me to-night.

”
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Here's wiat T promised you, and a little mor:.
hesides as a special present!”

He pressed  coins  into Chippy's Imnds.
Reluctantly the stablé-boy aceepted them.

“It's been a lark!” he grinned.  “I've fair
enjoyed myself!  Wish you was allus at the
Roebuck.  We would have a tlm(.' I'd give
up Liz Parkins thun' ’ ' .
41l sec you again, Chippy.” =aid Tinribs.
“1 suppose I can. always sce you at the
Roebuck? One of these days, when T've donc
with school. ‘I'll find o hetter job
than stable-hoy.  But until we mcet again
don’t say o word!"

“Right-ho, .mate!” grinned Chippy.  “Not
half & word!”
There was  a  hasty handshake, for the

local train came bustling in with much noise.
It was past cleven o'clock, and the great
schonl was in profound gloom when Tinrihs

climbed the massive iron gates, and let hjm-

sclf down by the porter’s lodgt-
Not 4 sound; not a light. The hig, creeper-

~¢lad gehool looked ghostly -in the wan light of:

the watery, moonless clouds,

It pad no terror for Tinribs.  Silently lic
crept across tire quad, and gainced the wing
whercin was situated the Fourth Formm dormi-
torics.

He soon found what he sought.
rope-end dangling unscen amongst the ivy.

Tinribs took several deep breaths, Getting
4 grip ‘on - the
hand-over-hand, resting cvery now and then
by getting a foothold on the brickwork.

And at lumtln when hia tired arms seermed
as it they had no further pull in thew, he

for you

It was a

ropce, he hauled himsclf up.

“1th
g give my word 1 \wmtl

1~ &2

reached the dormitory window. e had to
rest for o few moments on  the broad aill
betore he could muster sufficient strength to
raisc the Tower mmlm\, and drop -noiscles#y
into the room.

Mr. Scarrage, az well as Major Drumriggs,
‘had been again (lumtul’

-

Me. Scurrage Qets a Shock.

Org! Sporg! Org! Snorg! ‘

Tinribs, tired owt with hiz cxciting day's
adventures,¥was  slecping ~ the  sleep of the
just and healthy, ™ .

Hix snoring was not particularly musical,
and, thongh the sun was up, and sending o
‘golden shart of light acfoss €he dormlton, it
had no effeet for a long time upon the
funiors Iyving mere or less ‘at their casce in the™
rows of beds along cach wall. .

Puggy Playfaiv was the first to wake up.
He sat np in bhed with a start, wondering
with half-roused scnses what on carth was the
matter,

Org! -Siorg! Ore! Snorg!

He followed the dircetion of the sound. saw
Tinribs flat on his back., his nose pointing
skyward, the bedclothes slightly heaving as
he breathed, and then grinned.

“Kamerad!™  he gasped, putting up s
hands.,  “No shoot! Mo one childer, many
wives!”

The snoring went on (0 unmu=ically as cver.
Bis appceal was in vain.

“You beauty!” he growled.  “8So you got
Back all right! Climbed the rope like a giddy
monkey, three storeys up, in the darkness or
night, and entered dorm . owith the neatness of
A professiond al bur&lar!  For a real, llvr- lord,
l‘mrlba, youwve got no cud of a neeve!  Anad
vou're making & most uncarthly row! 1"
hanged if I shall put -up with it all on my

) llttlt. loncsome!”

He reached jor a I)(;ut. and hurled it wilth
careful aim. It just misscd Fubbs® classic
countenanee, as he jay scronely cuarled wye, fast
asleep, and landed with N thud on his chest oo

Fubbs made a spasmodic heave, and juimped

A Balf out of hed.

“Help ! he groancd.
chest, will yony”

He eheeked himself, and stared with opon
mouth at the grinning ivec r. Pugey.

“You. was it-?" he cricd,. *Who the --what
the—why the——"

»*Hark, otherwise Hst -that iz 1o say, -pive
car!” grinned Puggy. “Rowmemberess thou
not. my child, the words of the ancicnt hallad,
‘Oh, father, 1 hear the ebureh hells rine!
Oh, say. what can it He'™ ™

“Church hells?!” growled Fubhbs,
handa over his cars and  staring
dormitory. “It's more Jike
factory!  What ¢n carth is it

“Stop daneing on my

pulting hi-
round -the

foc-horn
Jg it sang-

bory's pet hippopotamns having his hreakpast
out in the hath-mom‘:"

“No, my scn,” gadd Pugry. “TU0= old
(‘al; ba'( hmmr: a clean ‘-lmu ~He's tiling ofy

his whiskers!

The idea of the detestad ’\ll Seurraee
having a heard like iron filings was (oo muech
tor Fubhs, and hoe lauched aloud.

But thoueli it disturbed geveral hoys, it
made not the least iwmpression on the ~|(([»|lu
Tinribs.

Org! .errr’ Org! Snorg!

Tubbs loaked muml the dormn(un fhen ot
last he saw that iy lord Drlllnrlgg bed wias
oceupicd. -

“Jumping jujubes!” -he cwlaimcd. “Look
what the tide’s washed up!  Bless my

marrow-boneg, if it ian't Linribs himself who's
causing this ghastly disturbance of the peace!

O,  Algernon, this is too sudden! neay,
countrymen, Iclow-suffercrs, lend e Yot
Cars--— '
“We've come to bury Tinribs,” chimed in
Pugey, “after we've banged, drawn, gnar-
'torcd, and otherwise slaughtered him @’
“Oh, turn oft -the tap !’ eried Fubbs, " Any-

hody ,ot a4 cork blz cnough to stop up the
Blackwall “Tunnel—I mcan, that noizy orifice:
gsurrounded by his ruby lms"

All were awake now lin the dormitory,
were watching the procecdings with distincet
amugement. Their laughter madc uo ditffer-
ence to Tinribz. The snoring went on as
gleefully and as regularly as ever.

“It's- not exactly an Edison-Bell reeard '
groaned Puggy. “What on carth shall wu

l'/!!

“Empty the
suguost.lon

“Kick him cut of hed and bump him !
another.

All the ingennity of the Form was tnrpcd
on in® the discussion,

(To be continved.)
[ Y

nnd.

pitchcr over him!™ was one
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28-7-17



