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THE FIRST2CHAPTER.
Norman Gower,
' UEER, Tinkedvery queer,” s&id
Sexton Blake absently.

Q ] own fault,
, guv'nor,” I remarked, as I saw
Lim investigating the interior of his egg. 1
wamed you that these eggs looked a bit
the country. Lendon-hought eggs are often
Aueer,”

Blake nodded.

The Singular Experiences of Mr.
‘*'Well, #'s your
squiffy, and you wouldn’t order any from
‘“ A% the same time, Tinker, it is rather

remarkable _that this strange  monster
#hould appear,” hs eaid. **Of course, it
may he—'

-

“ A—a monster, guy'nori”

“ Exactly!”

“In your egg?’ I yelled. * Look here,
fuv'nor, you'd better take it outside and
bury it! It's a bit thick when eggs are
delivered from the dairy with monsters
mside—— Good hcavens! You're cating a
piece!” )

Sexton Blake glared at me.

I gasped.

“What on earth are.you talking abou’t},'

Tinker?” he demanded irritably. * Who
gaid anything about monsters in eggs?” .

“ Yoy did, guv'nor,” 1 replied. - You said
that something was very queer, and you were
squinting into your egg with a suspicious
eye. Then you mentioned something abhout
a monstcr, and you gave me a shocking
tarn!’’

Sexton Blake chuckled.

**You young ase!” he sald. ‘I was re-
ferring to a report in this morning's paper,
and there was utterly no reason for you to
assume that I was doubting the quality of
these very excellent eggs.? '

*Qh, well, it's & relief to find that there’s
nothin% wrong,” I said cheerfully. ‘' Now
ihen, Pedro, if you stick your nose under
Wy arm again I'll give it a jab. 1 don't
beliecve in my breakfast being [nlerrupted
by a great cold nose like yours.”

Pcdro shamelessly pushed his nose even
furthcr up, and he was rewarded for this
disobedience by a chunk of bread-and-butter
which I badly necded myself. However, there

®was plenty more on the plate, so it didn't"

Mmatter much. :

Sexton Blake and I—as will probably be
deduced—were sitting at breakfast in our
domfortable dining-room at BaKer Street. It
was a mild October morning, and the sun
was shining in at the windows quite bril-
Hantly.

"mhnt’s that vou said all)out 8 monsater,
givnor® 1 imguired presemtly
"¢ Oh, 80 you are Interested?” said Blake.
““ There i a smail paragraph here, Tinker,

Hich canght my eyé. As you are aware,
item of unusual interest—anything
rre and out of the common—generally

3¢ my attention,” .
“ 'What is it this {ime, guv'aor?”

‘and

‘“ The report comes from the little village
of Trevis, near Long Melford, in Suffolk,”
continued the guv'mor. * It seems that a
village youth has bheen _found démented—
driven out of his mind in a single evening.”

‘' Well, they call [t *Silly -Suffolk,’
guv'nor,” I ohserved. -

** Undeservedly, Tinker,” said  Blake,
frowning. ‘ Suffolk is a perfectly delightful
county, with perfectly delightful inhabi-
tants. It is an insult to call the natives
silly wmerely because they are simple and
hospitable, and because they have largely
ecscaped the taint of new-fashioned incivility

and greed which has riined the charm of so|

many other counties.” -

« AN right, guv'nor,” I grinned. %I bheg
Suffolk’s pardon.?

“ A youth, I repeat, was driven crazy on
Tuesday evening last,”” continued Blake. ‘' It
seems that the village of Trcvis js suffering
from a scare just now. Quite a number of
people declare that they have seen a hor-
rible monster in the neighbourhood.”

‘' A monster?” I repeated curiously. * That
sounds rummy, guv'nor.”

“Jt is certainly unueual,” agreed the
guv'nor. *'* Nobody apparently ~cam ¢xactly
state what this monster is. There are con-

‘flicting storles from ditferent quarters, but

all seem to agree upon one point. The
strange visitant is an object with enormous
horns projecting from its head. That really
is the only detail which carn be vouched for.
Two youths were walking aleng a dark road
together on Tuesday night, and this strange
apparition &ppeared. One boy, unfortu.-
nately, was driven out of his mind, and the
other did not actually see the thing squarely,
and he simply ran for his life—leaving his
companion to come along as best he could.”

‘“ That was rather mean, guv’'nor.”

“I hardly think so, Tinker. The youth
was terrified, and simply ran blindly. He is
in such a nervous condition now that he i3
compelled to remain in hed. His friend  is
quite out of his mind—driven so by the
sight of this ghastly object. The village of
Trevis and the neighbourhood is almost in
a state’ of panic.” ,

« [ suppose it's half gossip, guv'nor,” I said,
stirring my coffce.

“I am inclined to share that opinion,
Tinker,”” said Sextop Blake. *‘The report
is quite reserved in its tone, and it may
be one of those affairs which are relerred to
once, and never crop up again.”

We continued our breakfast, and 1 cscon
forgot all about the subject we had just been
discussing. I was busy with the guv’ior in

‘the consulting-room for an hour afterwards,

taking shorthand notes from an old lady,
who was most anxious for Sexton Blake to
investigate ber case. After she had gone
the guv'nor smiled at me and shook his head.

“1 am afraid I can scarcely accept the
old soul’s commission, Tinker,”” he said.
“ Her story wus a meére rigiharole, and -her
fears are quite groundless. In a day or two
I shall send her a line of soothing ndvite—
¢harge nothing. I reslly cammot he

bothered with such
tions.”’

Of course the guv'nor was always having
clients of that sort; people who madc ap-
ointments, and who came full of their woes.
n nine ¢ascs out of ten they proved to be
nervous individuals addicted to fancies,

Scarcely five minutes after the old Jady
bad departed our bell rang again, and Mrs.
Bardell brought in two cards upon a tray
and announced that two gentlemen mos
urgently wished to see the guv’'nor. :

Blake -ﬁlanced at the cards, pursed his lips,
and nodded. -

* Show the gentlemen up at once, Mrs.
Bardell,” bhec said crisply.

Our housekeeper deliaartod, and I Jooked
at the gav'nmor rather inquiringly. It wasn't
often he was so cxtremely prompt in his
decisions to see chance visitore—for thes:
people certainly bind no appointment.

;3 couple of dukes or something?” |
asked.

**My good Tinker, I should he just as will-
!ng to see & couple of dustmen if I was
interested,”” said Sexton Blake languidly.
“ No; the reason for my interest will bhe
obvious to you if you will glance at thesc
carda.”

I did glance at them. Ones recad, * Nor-
man Gower, Trevis Wold, Long Melford,
§nﬂ’ollr." The other bore - the inscription,

James Woodhouse, M.D., The Elms, Trevis,
Suffolk.”

I looked up, with my lips in a whistling

insignificant investiga-

i

position,

'* Well, Tinker?"' smiled the guv'nor.

*“Isn't this the village you were talking
about at breakfast-time, guv'nor?” I inquired
i whgre that monster has been scaring
p e

“Exactly! That's why I was so ready to
grant an interview."”

It was rather curious that these people
should come to our humble ahode in Baker
Strect irom the quiet Suffolk village, sg soon
after we had commented upon the report in
the papert Sextra Lloke had Dbeen interested
In that paragrapn, so it was only natursl
that he should be interested in the visitors.

They were ushered in a few moments later
—two grave-faced men of totally different
rtypes. Introductions were rcally unneces-
sary, for Dr. James Woodhouse had his pro-
fession written all over him, He was a
large, bluff individual, nearly white-baired,
and certainly sixty years of age. His
wrinkled old face was cast in a kindly
mould, and I could imagine that, in lighter
Pmoments, his eyes were twinkling ones,

Mr. Norman Gower was quite different
heing a young man, upright and bronzed ol
face. He was attired in a smart uniform,
with brass buttons and a white-topped mer-
chant servico cap—obviously an officer on a
liner. His hair was curly, and 1 liked him
‘from the very oulset.

“You must allow mec to thank you, M,
Blake, for granting us this interview &9
promptly;”’ said Dr. Woodhouse, in slow,

fashioned tones. ‘* We gave you no prelimi-
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nary warning, but came up on the off-chance,
being quite prepared to meet with a refusal.
You are a busy man, Mr. ‘Blake, and we
appreciate your courtesy.’

‘I must confess that I already had an
inkling of your motive in coming—if, indeed,
my surmise is correct,” said Sexton Blake,
after he had shaken hands. * I was quite
interested in a small paragraph in the paper
this morning."

‘**8o0 you saw it, Mr. Blake?” said Nor-
man Gower. *‘“I'm glad you.did—because it
was almost as good as an introduction for
us. But that notice is practically out of
date; other events have happened since.”

 Perrible events, Mr. Blake—terrible
events,” put in the doctor gravely.

“ Well, gentlemen, I shall be quite pleased
to hear any facts which you wish to lay
hefore me,” said Sexton Blake. “Please try
these cigars—and make yourselves quite com-
Tortable. Tinker, bring over the siphon and
a decanter.” ,

“Now that I am here, Mr. Blake, I'm
hanged if I know how to begin,” said
Gowcer, after the cigars were well alight.
** You’ll probably think that I have no busi-
ness here at-all. ~ But I shall leave you to
Juuge that for yourself. My father is Sir
Robhert Gower, the owner of the Wyncaster
line of steamships.”

Sexton Blake nodded. P

“S0 I assumed the moment I saw Yyou,
Mr. Gower,” he said. *Sir KRobert, of course,
is well known to me by repute, although
I never had the pleasure of meeting him.
I am, however, quite delighted to become
acquainted with his son.’

‘““ That’'s very nice of you, Mr. Blake,”
smiled Norman Gower. * Well, look here,
I'm half afraid that our mission here will
be fruitless, because I have never heard that
You are interested in the supernatural-—'"

** Come, come!’’ protested Dr. Woodhouse.
‘“There is no evidence to that effect, my
dear Norman. Personally, I positively de-
cline to bhelieve that anything of a super-
natural character has occurred. I am not
enthusiastic regarding the twaddle about
psychic phenomena which is so much in
vogue nowadays.”

Sexton Blake nodded.

‘“You will ind me an able _second, Dr.
Woodhouse,'' he smiled. * But from this
little preliminary I gather that the events
you intend to describe are so0 bizarre and
unusual that vou can think of no normal ex-
planation to account for them.”

“You’ve hit It exactly, Mr. Blake,”’ said
Gower quickly. “1 will get to the point
straight away, because I know you would
prefer me to. Yesterday my father was hale
and hearty—a remarkably healthy, active
man. This morning he is in a condition of
babhling {diocy—driven ecrazy in a single
hour by some unutterable horror. In an
hour! I think in a minute would be more
correct.”’ :

Sexton Blake looked grave.

** Dear me, your news is most distressing,

Mr. Gower,”” he said quietly. *I can well
imagine the pain youn must be suffering at
this moment, But will you do me a favour?
Will y>u begin your story at the very com.
mencement, and work along in the natural
sequence of events? 1 shall be able to judge
so much bhetter.”

* Certainly, Mr. Blake,” agreed Gower. 1
should have begun in that way without
being prompted by you. Well, I think 1

had better tell you that I have heen taking:

a hollday at Trevis Wold, my &hip bheing
in dry-dock for the time bhcing. I am first
ofticer on the Holcaster—probably the best
ship of the whole flect.

‘“ My father started from the bottom rung

himself, Mr. Blake, and he did not intend

me to be pampered. I was trained on the
famous old Worcester, and I had to work
my way up to my present position—just like
any other young fellow. The pater never be-
lieved in favouritism. - Well, I don’'t think
“here was a happier man in the world than
I at this hour yesterday, Mr. Blake. I was
spending my holiday at home with my father
and mother, and I had the added pleasure of
my flancée’'s company. She—Miss Joyce
Walton—is still at Trevis Wold, because 1
wouldn't let her take her departure. And
then this bhlack shadow came, and a terrible
blow struck my poor father. To-day he is an
tmbecile !*’.

1 am afraid that I must prompt you
once again—" hegan Sexton Blake.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Blake,” said Gower
quickly. ‘ Somehow or other, I can’t: get
away from- that dreadiul fact. Well,), for
come few days we had heard chance reftorts
ahout an object being seen by the villag.rs,
but we thought nothing of it—we recaiped

-~

it as a mere piece of gossip, unworthy of
attention.”

* And then?” . .

¥ Last night my father and I finished up
the evening, as usual, by a hundred up at
billiards,’”” said Gower. *‘ My mother and
Joyce had retired sorfie little time before,
and my father went off at about eleven,
lecaving me in the library. I was rather
interested in a novel, and I had a mind to
finish it,”” .

““You were quite alone in the room, 1
understand?’’

“Yes, and I think it would be as well to
give you a few details of the apartment,”
repltied Norman Gower. ‘It was quite in
darkness except for the single reading-lamp
which T had on the desk close beside me.
The butler had made the fire up rather
liberally, and as the night was somewhat
close T opened the French windows. You
will thus understand that I was lolling there
with one of the glass doors wide open.”

“I follow you exactly,” said the
guv'nor.

“ Well, the night was quite dark, and it
was almost impossible for me to see out
into the garden,’”” said our client. “ Imme-
diately facing the French windows are thc
lawns, bordered by a paved terrace. Every-
thing was quiet, for the housebold was in
bed, with the exception of my father and
myself. The dad had gone off to fastcn the
skylight in the billiard-room, as we bhad.
overlooked -it earlier,- : : '

* Well, I badn’t been reading long, when
something caused me to glance up. I don’t
exactly know why I did so; certainly there
was no sound to attract my attention, DBut
a man generally knows, in some curious
manner, when he is being watched. And I
saw 2 most horrible face at the window.”

‘A human face?” asked Sexton Blake.

“That’'s more than I can tell you,”
answered Gower quietly. - I only caught
just a glimpse, and I received such a start
that the book tumbled from my hands, and
my cigarette fell into my lap. When 1
looked again there was nothing to be seen.
Perhape 1 was wrong in describing what 1
saw as a face: it was really scarcely more
than two gleaming cyes with a blurred,
shapeless surrounding. 1 started to my
feet, trembling, and at that very moment I
happened to hear my father passing through
the hall on his way upstairs to bed.”

‘““You called him, no-doubt?” = -

““Yes, and he came at once,”” said Nor-
man Gower. '* He apparently saw that
something was wrong, for he came quickly
across the library. °‘Good heavens, Norman,

.what on earth is the matter?”’ he asked

me. gripping my arm. ‘You are as white as
a sheet, my boy!’ I quickly told him what
%' h:lld seen, and I knew that he was scep-
ical.

‘At all events, we decided to search the
garden. I was ready to belicve that my
imagination had played me false, and that
the object I had seen was possibly nothing
more harmful than a stray cow which had
wandered into the garden—cows have doue
that hefore now, Mr. Blake, and they ean
give a man quite a start, too! As it hap-
pened, I had been reading a particularly

ghastly chapter in the novel; and that, tco, ;

may have made me imaginative.

‘““ There was certainly no cow in the gar-
den, or any other animal. My father and 1
kept together at first, but separated later
on, he going down one path and I striking
across the lawn to a rockery. But in Iny
haste I overlooked a grass bank which inter-
vened—you know how easy it is to blunder
down such a bank in the darkness!”

“I have met with similar mishaps maore
than once,” smiled Sexton Blake. ¢“Pray
continne. Mr. Gower. Your narrative is most
interesting.’’

“ Well, I pitched down that grass bank
heavily,” said Norman Gower., ‘' By a piece
of infernal luck, my head came into coniacrt
with a portion of the rockery—and the
rockery got the best of it! I must have
bcen quite stunned for a few minutes, for
when I actually struggled up I was dazed,
and so dizzy that I simply couldn’t walk
immediately.” -

“ Your father knew nothing of your fall,

then?”
‘“ Apparently not,”” said the other. 1

‘didn’'t yell or make any sound at all, and the

dad possibly thought that I hiad returned
to the library. Not knowing how long 1
had been lying there, I staggered across the
lawn, and felt stronger at every step. By
the time T reached the terrace I had got

myself in hand, except for the thudding
headache. The French windows were still
open, and I entered.

Gower paused, and shivered.

*I tell you honestly, Mr. Blake, I couldn’t
help that shiver,” he went on quietly, *1
find it utterly impossible to describe thc
sensation which assailed me when I set foot
within the library. In plain words, I was
horrifled. A feeling of thc utmost dread—
a feeling of terror—came over me. Why it
should do so I can't tell. Meaven alone¢

‘knows what devilry had been happening.

My very skin seemed to grow cold with the
bhorror, and then my attention became
attracted towards my poor father. IHe was
there, Mr. Blake—knceling almost. in the
centre of the room." . ’ .

‘** Conscious?’’ asked Blake. . . .

*“Oh, quite. " But he was babbling and
crooning, and staring past mc at the window
with a fixed expression of sheer terror in
his eyes. At that moment, Mr. Blake, I fclt
that 1 could shriek aloud with the hornblc
tension. Really, I don’t know exactly what
I did do, but I knew that the poor old dad
had lost hig reason.’” o _

Sexton Blake leancd forward, and 1 fol-
lowed his example. Thjs story had grippcd
us both, and we were. almost fascinated.

‘““The room?’ asked the. guv'nor.. ‘' Was

the apartment itself any different? Had any-
thing been touched?” '
_‘““Not that I am aware of. LEverything was
normal except for my father,” replied Nor-
man huskily. ‘< Heaven above! What ter-
rible sight had caused him to go crazy in
that ghastly manner? It was as though
some¢ nameless creature of horror had come
into the room, and had made it foul.”

*“Foul?” repeated Blake quickly. ‘Do
you mean that the air was tainted *

““ No, Mr. Blake; I did not use the word
in that sense,”” said Gower. ‘ The atmo-
sphere was pure and fresh; the clear night
air, you must remember, was entering by
means of the open windows. No, the air
was as pure as any I've ever breatﬁed. But
that feeling of horror was there—subtly pre-
sent all the time.”

“Did you not call for help?”

¢“ Not immediately. I went over to my
father and tried to make him understand.
But he only stared at me as though I were
Satan himself,”” said our visitor. ** 1t was
terrible, Mr. Blake; it was indescribably

ititul. To see a splendid man like my father
in that shocking mental state., Somehow or
other, I got him out of the library, and he
was surprisingly meek. I placed him upon a
comfortable lounge in the hall, and then
rang up Dr. Woodhouse. I felt extremely
thankful that we had a telephone installed.”
h(;l‘dBUt 'gurel-y some members of the house-

*“Yes, Noakes, the butler, came down-
stairs in response to a ring from me; therc
is a bell communicating with his room,”
gaid Norman. “I did not awaken my
mother, for I knew how terribly she would
be affected. I only wanted Dr. Woodhouse
to come, so that I could learn the positive
truth. Noakes and I watched over my poor
father until the doctor’s car pulled up out-
side. Now, Dr. Woodhouse, I think you had
better tell the rest.”

“ Certainly, my decar boy,” said our other
visitor, who had sat silent throuzhout the
whole narrative. “1I have bheen the family
doctor of the Gowera for more years than I
can remember, Mr. Blake. Norman’s infor-
mation shocked me more than I could say,
and I honestly believed that he was suffer-
ing from a ghastly mistake. But when: I
arrived at Trevis Wold I found that his
description of his father’s condition was,
alas, only too accurate. Good gracious me!
Sir Robert was quite crazy, and I could de
nothing whatever for him.”

“ What form of craziness was it, Dr. Wood-
house?’’ asked Sexton Blake, ,

“ 0Oh, there was no violence,” said the
doctor. * Sir Robert was absolutely doclile,
and only the expression of blank and dazed
horror remained In his eyes. Reason had
vanished from them, and he had even lost
the power of speech. Ho gabbled at us, Mr.
Blake, and I am sorely pained to refer to
the affair., He was in the same condition
this morning, except that he tad become
calmer.”

Sexton Blake placed the tips of his fingers
tozether, and lay back in his clair.

““ And there is no explanation--none what-
ever?” ) -
~“None that we can possibly suggest,” re-
plied the old doctor. “ As Norman had said,
nothing of a material ¢haracter can account
for the awful affair. I mavy add that the
sensation of horror which -Norman has -de-
scribed assailed me in mo unmistakabloe
fashion as soon as I entered the library. It
really seemed, Mr, Blake, as though devila
- _L‘o Jo"":.N_Oo 786.




from the Pit itself had taken possessicn of
the stately apartment. I was immeasurably
upset, and am still.” .

*“ A most remarkable story, my dear sirs,”’

sxid Sexton Blake slowly. “I can scarcely
blame you for suggesting that something of
a supernatural echaracter had occurred.”

Dr. Woodhouse cleared his threat to speak,
hesitated, .and said nothiny.

*“ Please do not hold anything back, Dr.
Woodhouse,” said Sexton Blake.

* Indced, 1 bave no idea of doing so, Mr,
Blake,” said the doctor. *I wus just about
to comment upon a book 1 dipped into some
years ago—a book which, by the so-called in-
formation concerning those apparitions which
are known as ‘elementals. "

“My dear sir!” J)robested the guv'nor.

“ You have heard of such things?'’

“ Often enough,” replied Blake, “ But I
am a culkirmea sceptic.”

“] think it 1s neccessary for me to apolo-

lse for even bringing the subject up for

cussion,”” apid Dr. Woodhouse. ** But,
really, Mr. Blake, the parallel struck wme
most forcibl{z. This etrange monster—the
face which Norman saw at the window—
the unutterable horror of the library. They
correspondea exactly to the descriptions I
have seen of house3 haunted by elementals.
These horrible manifestations, I have read,
are capable of matorialising into some mon-
etrous shape. And the effects thc{l produce
are exactly similar to those we bave just
described. But it’s nonsense, sir!" exciaimed
thie doctor fercely. *1 think 1 must be
oing mad mysel! to consider such a possi-
ility for evcn one second. No, Mr. Blake,
I Poaﬁtlvely refuse to credit such foolery.”

‘1 do oot blame you for mentioning the

matter, Dr. Woodhouse,” said Sexton Blake. |

* The &lmilarity is indeed striking. But
that does not mean to say that Trevis Wold
is haunted by anything so impossible as an
elemental. May Inqm‘re ff you have ap-
proached the police?’
 We thought it better not to do so0,”
oxplained Norman Gower. * What could the
ice do, r Blake? It would be a shecr
waste of timo to lay the facts before them.
Morcover, I am most anxious to keep the
hastly affair absolutely quiet. It seemed
t some Investigation was very necessary,
however, and that is why we took the early
morning train and came straight to you.”

Sextopn Blake nodded. :

“] am glad you did so, gentlemen,”” he
replied, “for this problem appears to be
something of a most unique character, and
I shall certainly accept your commission to
make a very closo inquiry.”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
relieved.

quietly. “ Thauk you exceedingly for your
* for serious attention. But I am relieved
‘1 really cannot zllow you to say that,
I am not. I simply employ my own methods
undertake. 1 ounly trust that this will be
Dr. Woodhouse. 1 do not claim to be a
pitiful conditlon will improve. There is a
**1 hope you are right, doctor. I hope to
elearcd up at once. I have no fear for my-
ousness,”” put in Seriot Blaie eoftly.
other member of your household will

‘The Horror of the Tudor Library.

M R. NORMAN GOWER looked very
“ This is more than we dared to
hope for, M:. Blake,” he said
promicse. 1 was of the opinion that you
would consider tho mystery too outrageous
because I know there i3 no other man who
eould handle—" :
Mr. Gower,” smiled Sexton Blake. *“ 1 make
no clalm to be a man of exceptional powers.
of investigation, and 1 am fortunate encugh
be successful In most of the cascs I
no exception.”

* There ts one point I overlooked,” put in
speclalist in cases of insanity, and I may be
wrong, but it is my opinion that Sir Robert’s
ohunco, indeed, that ho will eventually re-
cover.’” -

Hcaven you are right!” cxclaimed Gower
fervently. “ Bul this® mystery must be
sclf, but there {s my mother—"

“You must noét get into a state of ner-

That won’'t do at all, Mr. Gower. There
is no earthly reason for you to suppose that

Yy
ﬁ affected. I should hke to ask you mne
or two questions, if I ma-.”

* A hundred, if you wish,” sald Norman |

Md‘%y.
" “Well, with regard to this sepsation of
U. J.—No. 786,

yvours upon c¢ntering the library. Can you
give me no closer descriptiont”

“I'm afraid not.” ]

‘“You felt no ill effects afterwards?™
.“1 hardly follow vou, Mr. Blake,” said
Norman. “‘Ill eflects? The instant I left
thie library the feeling vanished. And you
must not mistake my mecaning. The sensa-
ticn was not -in the air, it was the room
itcelf. The atmosphere was perfectly puro
and sweet, except for the faint odour of
.my own cigarette-smoke. It seemed to me
that the very walls had eyes, and there were
faces in every corner of the room—in every
chadow."

‘“H'm! The case i8 quite umnique,” said
Sexton Blake. ‘ About the face you saw,
Mr. Gower? Did you see the colour of the
eyes? 1 mean, did they reflect red, or green,
én?thc light, as the e¢yes of animals will
o

Norman shrugged his shoulders.

“I must answer the truth, Mr. Blake, and
I don’t want to draw upon my imagination,’
he said. * The face is only likec a nightmare
to me now; 1 can remember nothing de-
finite. It was only diabolically horrible,”

‘“ There was no sound?”’

‘““ None whatever,”

* And no indication this morning that an
intruder had gained the terrace?”

“I did not look, Mr. Blake. I was too

upset and worried,” replied Norman., * My
mother, brave soul, stood the shock far better
than I had believed, but I had no time to
think of examining the terrace. And when
Dr. Woodhouse arrived we both decided to
run up to London by the first train, in order
to see you."

Sexton Blake rose to his feet.

“ Well, gentlemen, I will not trouble you
further with my questions,” gaid. I
find it necessary to visit the spot as soon a3
pe -ivie 1¢mage lir t-h: nd investiga-
tions. I the affair is supernatural, I can
do nothing. I am no ghost-hunter. But I
have never seen a %host, in my life, and am
quite positive that I never shall. There
must be some natural explanation to this .

.

very singular mystery, and I.am anxious to |

probe more deeply.”

“1 think my father muet have seen that
horrible thing fully,” gaid, Norman. *‘The
sight drove reason away, and left hLim a
meutal wreck. Bubt what sight in all this
world could do such ghastly mischief, Mr.

Blake?" !

1 will not atterapt to answer that ques-

tion,” said the= great detective. *““If you
are- agreeable, I will run down to Trevis
Wold by the same train as yourselves. .

** Nothing would suit us better, Mr. Blake,”
said the doctor. -

““Look up the trains, Tinker,” said Sex-
ton Blake, turning to' me. ‘““By the way,
what do you make of this uncanny affair,
young 'un?”

I scratched my head,

“Tt' “evend me. guv nor.” 1 replied., “I've
hcen listening to everylhing, and I've been

hugely interested. But it’s something dif-:
| vanishing. Sexton Blake belicved in making

ferent from anything I've ever heard before.
We've investigated more than one case of
zup%o'qed haunting, but this fairly bea*s the
and!”’

* Yet we must make up our minda to win,
Tinker,”’ said the guv'nor crisply. *‘ We are
going down to Trevis Wold to clear up the
mystery, and we must not let this case be
added to our list of failures.

‘“ As regards fees, Mr. Blake,” =aid Nor-
man, “T ehall be only too delighted to
accept your own terma.”

‘“In some cases I make a point of fixing
the fee beforehand. It is nccessary,” said
Blake. * But not in this kind of investiga-
tion, Mr. Gower. You will oblize me by leav- |
ing all monctary matters until I have met
with eome¢ measure of success, Well,
Tinker?"

“Thore’z 2 train in abont an hour, guv'nor,”
I said, consulting the time-table.

Dr. Woodhouse glanced at his watch.

“nft cor- <f ecource!  he  exclaimed.
‘" How thoughtless of me, Mr, Blake. I am
well aware of all the trains on the service
to our little part of the country. That
train will suit us admirably. I propose that
Norman and I meet you at Liverpool Strect.
Meanwhile, we can obtain a light luncheon.”

“ That will suit me perfectly,” said Scexton
Blake. “7T would invite you to take lunch
with me, gentlemen, but T amn afraid Tinker
and T would render such a meal erratic and
uncomfortable, for it will be necessary for
us to hasten with our packing, and we shall
just snatch 3 mouthful when we can.”

Five minutcs later our vicitors had de-
parted, but we should see them again a'lmost

~eyed and joyful.

within the hour on the platform at Liverpool
Street. Sexton Blake stood smoking a cigar-

ctte furiously in the contre of the consulting-
room when I returned, after cscorting our
CHtalo v val oo,

* What do you thionk of it, Tinker; sonic-
what cxtraordinary, eh?” exclaimed tho
guv'nor, rubbing his hands with satisfaction.
‘** There is nothing I like hetter than a prob-
lews walcell 1o 0 €uts Dew aha nuvel character-
istics. I shall enter upon this investigation
with the utmost zest and determination.'” -

« «upe b Wi be all g, guvnor,” I said
doubtfully. ‘““ We slrould he in a fine fix if
we went down to Trevis Wald, and camme back
dotdy !’

*One of us, at least, will he in that sad
condition when we arrive,” said Blake drily.
‘“But we have no time for joking, Tinkcr.
Pack the two emergency bags, and take
care to sling my usuul assortment of odds
and ends into the gladstone—cord, thread,
wax, and all the triting articles which may
come in useful, bwt which will probably re-
main uncovered through our visit. It is
always better to be prepared. And Yyou
might sec that a box of cartridges is in-
cluded—and our. revelvers must be exe
amined.”

‘* Sounds like 2 murdcerous job we're on,
guy to.. I remarkeu.

‘It might be, Tinker, and we want to be
ready,” said Blake. * We won't take Pedro;
I don't think he’ll be required. Bustle
about. young'un; there’s not a moment to
spare.”’ .

We busiled about with a will, and finally

‘ took our departure,” and arrived at Livers

pool Street with about two minutes to spare
for the train. Ar. Gower and Dr. Wood-
house had already secured a first-class com-
partment, and we had i, t0 oursclves all the
way down. .

A motor-car was awaiting us at the other
ond, and the day was drawing to its close
when it came within sight of Trevis Wold.
1t was a fine old place, standing in its own
part on the borders of a wide heath. The
surrounding country was - delightful, Dbut
looked rather melancholy now in the fading
light of the autumn day. '

Lady QGower welcomed us quietly and
cordially. She was a delightful old lady, and
the tragedy—for that's what it was—had left
its mark upon her. She was bearing up
courageously, however, and informed us that
Sir Robert had heen quiet .ail day, and was
now sleeping. The horror had not left his
cyes, and his reason was quite gone,

Miss Joyco Walton proved to be a very
sweet girl. Under happier ¢ircumstances I
could readily understand that sho was bright-
But now there was no
smile upon her pretty face, and the expres-
sion of worry in her decp blue cyee was very
evident.

Tea was served at once, and the guv’nor
took care to make uo mention of the object
of our visit during the meal.

Hc talked on matter-of-fact subjects with
a cheerful, dgenial air. Before long his per-
sonality made itself felt, and everybody was
smiling; the dull expressions of worry were

pecopie cheerful, if it could possibly be
managed. But there was no reason wuy this
party should sit in the drawing-room with
faces as 1olg as o mile. vepression wouldn't
lelp Sir Robert to recover, nor would it ime
prove the general situation.

I was glad to sce Miss Joayce smiling very
shortly, and Norman was f.Erl:&v.d. too. Before
tea was finished, indeed, the spirits of all
those present had improved in a marked
degrce. Dr, Woodhouse actually found him-
self relating one or two humorous stories,
an.: tue. were keenly appreciated.

After that we retired into Norman Gower's
comfortable little smoking-den—really hia
study, an apartmcent rescrved specially for
I~ ..t wien at nomme. There was a small
fire burning in the grate, and the autumn
day was drawing to a close, the dusk already
being deep. i '

“ By Jove! I'm glad you came, Mr. Blake,”
said Gower, as he passed round a. box of
cigarettes., ¢ Your prescnce has made a
wonderful change already. After all, therc's
no rcason why we should despair, and glum
fere- woen’t help my pour father to recover,
Would you like to see him?7™

Sexton Blake mnodded. L

“}) .uoulu,” ke repiied., “But I think it
would be as well for Dr. Woodhouse to go
up first, in order to ascertain the patient’s
condition. By the way, Mr. Gower, what do
the servants know?"” )

'* Well, nothing actually,’”” replied Norman.

*“They are in ignorance of last night's
mésterious atfair?” ]

Y Not exactly in igmorance,’” replied our
cfient. ‘ They understand that Sir Robert
Fad a stroke of scm: kind, and that he is
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now confined to his bed. We have certainly
allowed no hint to drop that the dad’s braim
is allected.” .

“That is quite excellent,” said Sexton
Blake. ‘It would be distressing for you all
if the whole countryside knew the actual
truth. And you were most wise in refrain-
ing from going to the police. In a caee
of this sort the police would really be more
trouble than they are worth. I have nothing
to say against them; they are splendid
fellows, generally speaking, but they have
their limitations. There bhas been no actual
crime that wo can lay our finger upon, and
therefore a private investigation is far more
satistactory.”

Dr. Woodhouse nodded.

1 agree with you heartily, Mr. Blake,’” hé¢
declared. “1f you'll wait a short while I
will just run up to Sir Robert. I am hoping
that Lady Gower's information is correct—
that Sir Robert is peacefully slecping.”

The old doctor bustled out, and Blake
made no attempt to sit down.

“1 am rather keen to have a look at the
library,”” he explained, when Norman gave
himn a questioning glance. ‘ There is—or was
—a sensation of horror connected with that
apartment, Mr. Qower. I should like to ex-
perience it."”

“We might as well go at once,’”” said
Norman gravely. ¢ But, to tell you the
truth, 1 am half scared of entering that
room. I don't mind admitting it, either. I
don’t think I'm afrald of any man living;
but that room—-"

Norman broke off, and gave a slizht shiver.
He led the way to the door, and we followed.
Sexton Blake, I know, was as keen as
mustard on this thing, and he wanted to
drag the truth -to light at the earliest
possible moment.

We passed along the stately hall, and
turned into a masesive, imposing doorway,
over which hung a magnificent stag's head,
with superb antlers. The whole hall, in fact,
was full of such specimens.

The library was gloomy as we cntered, for
ihe lichts had not been lit. It was a noble
apartment, superbly furnished. Our feet

sunk into the soft pile of the costly carpet,

and I noted the well-furnished bookcases on
cvery gide.

The furniture was all of the Tudor perlod.
The whole library, in fact, was modelled
after that fashion, everything being appro-
priate and fitting. There were French win-
dows, however, and these were fairly modern.
. Sexton Blake stood in the centre of the
library and looked round him. Norman and
1 remained close by, and waited.

" “Really, Mr. Gower, I muat confess that
the apartment does not strike me in the
way you intimated,’’ said Sexton Blake. ‘It
is quite a stately apantmesnt, and there is no
sugzestion of horror—"'

“I do not say there is, Mr. Blake,” in-
terrupted Norman quickly. * That sensation
has entirely disappecared now. I do not pre-
tend to understand why; but I must say that
this room has terrible memories for me.”

“I can quite appreciate that point, Mr.

CGower," said Sexton Blake quietly.

He walked over to the far end of the room,
which was practically in darkness. I stepped
tforward until I stood in the centre, and
watched the guv’nor casually. He was evi-
dently intent upon examining a deep rpcess,
which was partially concealed by heavy
tapestry curtains.

Personally, the room looked a jolly fine
onc to me, and there was nothing rummy
ahout the ¢ feel' of it. I reckoned that I
should be quite comfortable, squatting in
one of the big chairs, reading a hook. As
for horror, the very idea of it was quite in-
CUDZTIOUS.

And then my attention became fixed upon
the guv’nor.

‘He had pulled the curtains back, with the
ohvious intention of exploring the space be-
hind. He turncd his head towards me at the
same moment, and I stared hard. For an
expression of horror had come into his eyes,
and his face had paled.

Not only this, but I swear that he was
looking positively scared.

‘““What's wrong, guv'nor?” I
running forward.

“T don’t know, Tinker!” rapped out
Blake, his voice as hard as ateel. * Stand
back, young ‘um, there's something devilish
" about this.”

I was by his side now, and although 1 was
firmly dctermined to keep myself in hand,
a mad desire came over me to turn tail and
flce from the library like a frightened rabbit.
I do believe that my halr actually pom-
menced standing on end. This, of course, is
only a saying; the real cause is contragtion

shouted,

by the skin
I may not
for entering

of the scalp, I believe, causcd
going *‘ goosey,” or something.
be right, but this is no time
upon such matters.

The fact was this, however. As soon as I
stood by Sexton Blake’s side I feit utterly
terrified. I knew he felt something of the
same scnsation. It was mad—preposterous.
Why on carth should we be scarcd like a
couple of kids?

The curtain was slightly held aside, where
Blakc held it, and I fancied that I saw a
horrible face lecring at me from the black-
ness beyvond. But this, I was convinced, was
mercly-a trick of my cxcited imagination.

Swish! ' ' . .

Sexton Blakc hurled the curtain aside with
a quick movemcnt, and flashed the brilliant
light of an clectric torch into the decp recess.
It was empty—absolutely bare.- And the
guv'nor gave a short laugh which; however,
was charged with uneasiness and uncertainty.

““ Well, Tinker?” he said in a husky voice.

“ What does it mean, guv'nor?” I panted.
“0Oh, I'm—I'm scared!” .

For me to make an admission of that sort
was rather remarkable. I've been scared on
other occasions, hut I've generally kept it to
myself. Just now I couldn’t control my:elf,
and felt like bolting. ) .

The brilliant light made no diffcrence; it
did not dispel that awful scnsation. Yet
there was nothing to be seen—there was
nothing tangible. The air itsclf was sweet
and purc—indeccd, the French windows were
wide open at that very momecent, and had
been open all day. And the feeling was not
in the air at all—it was the room itself.

I must confess that I am quite incapable
of describing the actual experience. It was
just too horrible for words. The strange
dread of the library was somcthing beyond
our ken, so to spcak.
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It was as though the mysterious Thing of
the night before had centcred the apartment
and had befouled it. But why only in that
quarter of the room? The case was more
like onc of *‘haunting” than I had cver
experienced. :

We left the library, Norman Gower pale
and shaky.

“Well, Mr. Blake, you've felt that terrible
dread yourself now!’ he said, as we stood in
the hall. ‘ What do you make of it?”

Scxton Blake shrugged his shoulders.

“I make wuothing of it,’' he replied
frankly. ‘It is most ecxtraordinary, bhut
there is probably a commonplace explanation
—although I confess it does not seem very
obvious at the moment.”

“ Haven't you any inkling, guv'nor—> [
bhegan. .

“1 prefer to say nothing, Tinker,” inter-
ruptch Blake. **The whole matter nceds
careful thought and very closc investigation.
I may as well tell you, though, that I
suspect devilry of some sort. The theory cof
supernatural agency I positively refuse to
credit. Ah! Here is Dr. Woodhouse!™

The old doctor was just descending the
stairs, rubbing his hands with satisfaction.
He pausced, however, when be caught sight
of our faces.

‘““Good gracious!”
anything happeped?’”’

“We've been in the library, sir,” I said
huskity. * It’s—it's ghastly.”

In a few moments Dr. Woodhouse heard of
our experience from Secxton Blake, and hLe
looked very grave and worried. Then his
expression clearcd, and he smiled.

‘““ After all, there is nothing new in what
has happenced,” he said. ‘* And you are now

e exclaimed. “* Has

on the spot, Mr. Blake. 1 have ahsoluls
coufldence in your powers of invegtigatica
and implicit faith in your abhility.”

The guv’'nor smiled.

*“*You are exccedingly complimentary, Dr.
Woodhouse,”! he sald. *“1 guarantce no
satisfactory solution, but I will do my best.
I iudge, from your expression a fcw momcnts
ago, that Sir Robert is showing signs of im-
provement."’

‘“1 would go so far as to say that, Mr.
Blake,”” replied the doctor. ‘‘8ir Robert,
however, is certainly no worse—and that is
quite satisfactory. He is -not asleep now,
but laying comfortabiy in an ecasy-chair.
Would you like to comc up, Mr. Blake?"

‘ Please,”” said the guv'nor.”

I followed him ups%airs, as a matter of
coursc, half expecting him to order me down
at any moment. Buf this unfortunate event
did not ceccur, and we were ushered into 8ir
Rohert Gower'’s stately bcd-chamber, Norman
following closely behind.

The room was illuminated by means of a
shaded lamp, and Sir Robert reposed in the
depths of a big easy-chair. Close by a small
table sat an elderly woman in the uniform
of a nurse. She had becn J)rocured by Lady
Gower that morning, and was a trusted
servant of the family, lhaving attended the

Gowers in cases of illness for years past.

Sexton Blake walked over to the chalr, and
stood looking down at the famous shipowner
—yesterday a4 man in 3110 prime of health
and to-day a pitiful object with his menta
powers utterly disorganised.

Sir Robhert was quicet, and this was a causs
for great relief; there was no necessity to
have him conveyed to a convalescent home—
or, in plainer language, a lunatic asylum. He
was completely passive.

Hc sat there with his eyes wide open, and
he was muttering to himself continuously,
although there was nothing coherent In what
he said. In his dcep eyes there was an ex-
pression of fright—horror!

‘““ Poor Sir Robert does not understand
anything -that is said to him,”” remarked the
nurse softly. ‘ He cannot even answer any
questions, and he has not spoken a ratlonal
word since I arrived. Oh, Mr. Norman,
wouldn't it be better to send for a brain
specialist?”’ -

“I am content to leave the matter in Mr.
Sexton Blake’'s hands,”” replied Norman
quietly. *“Indced, I belleve Mr. Blake to be
every bit as clever as any two brain
specialists put together.”

The guv'nor made no .sign of having
recognised this compliment. He was too
busily ecngaged in examining the patlent.
After about five minutes he stood upright,
his expression very thoughtful.

‘“ Thank you, Mr. Gower,” he said.

‘“You have formed a thecory——"

“*Not yet,” interrupted Blake, * Sir
Robert betrays symptoms which are decldedly
interesting. He had received a great shock,
resulting in the temporary derangement of
bis mental balance—"'

‘“ Temporary?’* sald Norman csulckly.
* Then—then you hope for a recovery?'’

* I think it bighly probable that Sir Robert
will eventually be restored to his normal
health,” said Scxton Blake. “ It will be a
slow process, and you must not be unduly
optimistic, my dear sir. Your father has
received such a shock that a quick recovery
is quite out of the question. It will be many
months before he is fully restored. At the
same time, there is just a chance that
rational thought will return to him for fleet-

ing intervals quite soon."”

Norman was grcatly gladdened by the
news., Dr. Woodhouse had intimated some-
thing of the sort, but Blake’s corroboration
was most welcome. Down in the young man’s
study the guv’'nor thoughtfully lit a cigarette.

‘ The library puz me,’”” he said, as he
sank into a chai onestly, Gower, I
can't make head or of it. Nobody is to

he blamed for conjecturing all mapners of
wild theories.

‘“ The library has rather a sinister history,”
remarked Dr. Woodhouse, as he was prepar-
ing to leave. *' There are stories told of
murder galore in that apartment, Mr. Blake
—this is a very old house, you must rcmem-
ber. Dukes and other aristocrats have met
their fate within these ancient walls.”

Sexton Blake smiled.

*“That is quite intercsting,’’ he said, ** but
I do not accept auy explanation whioh in-
cludes the supcrnatural. No, gentlemen, this
mystery is capable of belng elucidated, and I
intend getting to work without a moment's
unduc delay."

“ How?"" asked Norman eagerly.
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* That, my dear Gower, is a question which
1 cannot answer for the moment,” replied
Sexton Blake., *“ P am mystified, but careful
inquiries will prohably clear away the fog.
and enable me to sec the light.”

P———

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Amazing Disappearance of
Sexton Blake.

INNER was a very quict meal,
D The Jadies were certainly more
cheerful than they had been. Nor-
man Bad reported to them the glad
tidings that Sir Robert would probably
recover. And this, as can be readily under-

stood, was most welcome. It would bhe
absurd to say, however, that the feeling ot
loom had hcen diepelled. Not only was
herc the shock of Sir Robert’s condition to
worry over,-but there was also a general air
of uncasiness, occasioned by the mysterious
maturc of the previous night’s occurrence.

What awful sight had Sir Robert seen?
And what guarantee was therc that the
monster, whatever it was, -would not return?
t was only natura) that everybody should
cel uneasy, and that they should have a
dread of what might occur,

After dinner Blake suggested a ga of

illiards, and soon we adjourncd to the

illiard-room, and the guv’nor attempted to
steady bhis bost’s nerves by playing several
ammes. Dr. Woodhouse had been persuaded

stay to dinner, and he also remained for a
game of billiards.

It was rather late when hc finally took his
departure, and when Norman adjourncd to
the drawing-room, where his mother and
flancee were sitting. Sexton Blake and 1
did not accompany him, as the guv’nor had
expressed a wish to take a walk. And =0 he
and I ventured out into the darkness of the
satumn night.

“ Well, - Tinker, wc¢ have a somewhat
mysterious affair to deal with,” said Sexton
Blake, as we paced along the terrace. * The
most worrying feature i1s that we have no

ctual starting polnt for an investigation.

hat was this extraordinary thing which
Norman saw last night? Did he actually see
anything at all?"

“ He secms very positive, guv'nor.”?

“T think wo may take it, then, that some-
body was prowling about the grounds last

lght,” continucd Blake. ‘A3 to the
Identity of that somcbody, we are quite In

he dark—and must remain in the dark at
present.”’

*“What do you make of the library,
guv'nor?” I asked. ¥'I've ncver felt such
ap awful sensation of horror. I almost
thought that I saw a drcadtful face in that
beastly recess.”

* Really, Tinker?” said the guv'nor. * That
Is rather curlous, because something of the
samec character occurred to me. I saw no
face, bhué everything was distorted and
ghastly. Yct, as we know, the recess was
.mpty L1 .

« 41 d'on’t believe in ghosts, guv'nor—-" 1

“Then don’t mention them!™ snapped
Blake sharply. * There is no ghost here,
Tinker, so you needn’'t allow your mind to
yun riot. And have your revolver ready in
¢ase of emergency. Don’t shoot unless we
arv attacked.”

That remark of the guv'nor’s made me lock
yound Into the gloom rather uneasily. I had
overlooked the point, but it was quite on the
eards that we ourselves shoulg encounter
the strange monster which had haunted the
grounds the previous night. I felt for my
tevolver, and rubbed the butt of it affec-
tlonately.

The night waa dark, and tho drlve,
down which wo w ow walking, was very
black indeed. Sta treces arose on eitlier
side, and hemmed in our line of vision to a
considerable extent.

Just beyond the trees on the left the heath
stretcued away into the distance, as 1 had
notcd upon arrival. The drive did not run
through thoe ceatre of the park to Trevis
Wold, but practically skirted its edze. Thus,

one side of the drive the park bore away
rgr a mile or two, and on the other side of
he drive lay the bare, deserted heath.

“1 really think our best course will he
Jo——" Sexton Blake paused ahruptly, and |
food staring inte the undergrowth wear bhy.
At thc same moment a curiously sickly odour
assafled my nostrils—something which was
Isgusting and unearihly., And 1 shivercd

voluntarily.
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“« What’s up, guv'nor?® I breathed.

“1 thought 1 saw something!™ muttered
Blake. ‘‘ A squirrel, perhaps, or——"

He paused again, and this time the reason
was obvious. A figure had silently moved
among the trees, and I stared at it with a
fixed gaze. It was a mere bloh—shapeless in
the gloom—but 1 seemed to note two
enormous horn-liko projections from the
head. And I iclt immovable with dread.

‘“Who are yon?”’ shouted the guv'nor
sharply. “ Come out herc and show Yyour-
sclf!”

There was no reply, hut the figure con-
tinued moving.

“Don’t bhe alarmecd, Tinker,” whispered
Blake. ‘‘ A poacher, probably. Ah! Hec is
moving away! Quick, Tinker!"”

Sexton Blake dived into tho trees, and I
followed him blindly, By this time I had
my gun in my fingers, but it wasn’t of much
use to me, for my hand was shaking badly.
We managed to get through the strip of
woodland, and then the hcath came into
view beyond the low fencing which divided
off the Trevis Wold property.

The guv’'nor leapt over the fence, and I
followed.

The mysterious Thing was moving across the
heath ahead of us, and Sexton Blake gave
chase at amazing speed. I {followed, hut
couldn't keep pace. don't mind admitting
that 1 was nearly scared out of my wits
during those first few momentS. But then,
abruptly, my coolness returned, and I
angrily called myself a funlt.

Pressing my elbows into my gides I rushed
forward with a burst, intending to catch up
with the guv'nor —who was now within
measurable distance of his quarry. But
disaster overtook me.

I failed to sece a proiecting rGot near the
ground. and the toe of my bhoot caught
against it as I was running full titt.

Crash! .

I went down with a tcrrifie jar, which
shook every bone in my body. DBut I was up
again_ within five seconds—I’ll swear that. 1
stared into the gloom ahead, wondcring it
Sexton Blake had outpaced the fugitive.

And then I gasped, forgetting all my aches
and pains.

The heath was bare—neither Sexton Blake
nor the thing he was following were to be
seen! Both had disappeared within the
gpace of ten scconds at the most! I jumped
to my feet, swaying, and started dizzily 1or-
ward. -

1 belicved that Blakc had caught the Un-
known, and was even now struggling on the
ground, But I rushed forward and saw
nothing but the bare heath around me. 1
was apsolutely alone!

The keen night wind heat against my cheek
—which, I bave no douht, was ashen pale. I
tried to gather my scattered wits together,
and succeeded In partially doing s0. What
did this incident mean?

What was the object which we had scen,
which the guv'nor had chased, and what
was the cause of that uncanny odour on the
drive? All thesc things, happening =so
swiftly one aftep the other, drovc me nearly
to distraction.

And now Sexton Blaka had vanished as

though into thin air!

I still thought that he might have
stumbled down. just as T had—hut that he
bad knocked his head. ¥ scouted round
erratically at Arst, wandering about hap-
hazard, in a state bordering upon panic.

But then I pulled myseif together, and
worked upon a sysiem. Fighting down the
wild desire to look over my shoulder cvery
second, I worked round In circles, widening
the field of radius ¢very time.

My clectric torch showed up the ground
immediately ahead as clearly as daylight.
But in spite of all my efforts, there was no:
the faintest trace of the guv'nor, And 1
he;:sv.r:i to get scared more than ever—horribly
rcared.

For there was no place where Sexton
Blake could have vanished to. The heath
wag bare, no trecs heing within fcur or flve
hundred yards—and these were the trees of
Trevis Park, which had been behind me as
I ran after Blake. Everywhere elsc the
ground was level and unhbroken, except for
occasional patches of gorse and heather.

There was no hollow or gully into which
the guv’nor could have stumbled. Straight
ahcad, in the direction he had been taking.
the heath went straight on, and there was
scarcely eover for a rabbit.

And yet both Sexton Blake and the TUn-
known had vanished into thin air!

My alarm was terrible, for the whole thing
was uncanny. A creeny feeling stole over

.thing’s uncanny,” said Norman.

L,IiDra

me, although I strove hard to thrust it aside.
I was like a kid in the dark, who suddenly
feels frightened by the surrounding gloom; I
wanted to rush away, helter-skelter, blindly

- and madly.

I seemcd to feel that awful thing just be-
hind my bhack, and I turmed likc lightning
on several occasions, only to see the: heath
hefore me. )

“Pull yourself together, - you idiot!” I
snapped between my teeth.

I did so0, and realised that my best courso

would be to hurry ha#k to Trcvis Wold and
get help. What else could I do? To remain
here¢ was useless, for I was simply wasting
time. And as I hurried back I had an idea
that I should be wasting time in secarching
again. Sexton Blake wasn’'t there, so how
could 1 hope to locate him—even with a
hundred helpers?
_ The whole incident was amazingly myster-
ious, and I was so worried that all thoughts
of danger to myself werc cast aside. Sexton
Blake had gone without leaving tho
slightest trace. And I flercely blamed tho
guv'nor for not having brought Pedro down.
The old dog would have settled the point
without delay.

I found Norman Gower in his study, wait-
ing for us to return. Lady Gower and Miss
Joyce had already gone to bed, and the great
house¢ was still and silent. Yet the hour
was comparatively ecarly, tcn-thirty having
ouly just struck.

*What on earth’s the matter, Tinker?”
demanded Norman sharply.

‘“The guv'nor's disappearcd!” I panted,
clutching at the table.

* Disuppeared!”’ echoed Norman, aghast.
‘“ Here, hold up, Tinker! You're as white as
a sheet, and-—"

“I'm all right!”* I interrupted. *‘ Listen!'*

As quickly as possible I told him what had
happened. Norman heard me out without a
word, and then he looked very grim, )

‘“Are you sure you were only on the
ground for five seconds?’’ he asked.

‘“ Less, if anything!"”

“1f you're asbolutely positive, the whole
“ But when
a chap falls like that hc's liable to lose count
of time—and you might havec been on the
ground dazed, for two or threc minutes—jusé
a3 I was. You thought only five seconds
clapsed, hut it might have been five hundred.
And by that timme, of course, Mr. Blake¢ had

disappeared naturally-——chasing that queer
thing you saw.»

I shook my head impatiently.

**No, it wasn't that,” I said. *I didn't

catch my head on anything—I[ wasn’'t even
dazed, Mr. Gower. I just flopped over, and
was up again immediately. I'll swear to
that. The guv'mor vanished jh some other
way.”

* All right. We'll go and look,” said Nor-
man briskly.

He went and sceured a couple of big
Ianterns, and with these alight we hurried
down the drive, worked cur way through the
trees, and reached the hcath. I was vaguciy
hoping to see Sexton Blake at any moment.
But he didn’t appear.

Well, we searched. The result was more
disqunieting than cver. JIor, just againat n«
low-growing patch of gorse, we found Sexton
Blake's cap! Not only this, but his fountain-
pen and a couple of pencils. These, no doubt,
had heen jerkcd out of his pocket in some
way or other.

‘“ Perhaps he’s somewhere near by?' sug-
gested Norman huskily.

W& searched again. We c¢ven looked info
the gorse itself, but our quest was fruitless.
Sexton Blake was not to be found.

“Y don't know what to do—I don't know
what the dickens to do!’" I exclaimed help-
lesaly. “ Oh, this is awful! What’s happened
to the guv'nor? I wouldn’t mind so much if
any feasible explanation was possible. But
there isn’'t onc; we’'rc facing a thing which
is ahsolutely impossible!”

“ What do yon mean, Tinker?"

‘“Why, no man--no human being—could
have gone out of sight on this bare, level
ground in less than five minutes,”” I replied
grimly. ‘" And yct both the guv'nor and that
awful Thing went like a puff of smoke. They
couldn’t have done it, Mr. Gower—and yot
they 're not to be found.” .

“It's rather ghastly, Tinker,”" said Nore
man, in a shaky voice.

“ And what can we do?” I went on. ““If
Pedro was here, he’d soon settle the point.
I might send a wire {o somebody in London,
but that's impossible until the morning. One
of. the guv'nar fricnds—Mr. Lee, for example
~—wouldn't mind bringing Pedro down, but I
can't communicato with him.”



* Who's Mr. Lee?”

1 lpoked at Norman impatiently in my
anxiety. )

“Mr. Lee?” I repeated. * He's a_detec-
tive—lives in QGray's Inn Road with Nipper,
his assistant. Two of the best, and they'd
come to my help in a second if they knew.
bir. Lee could fetch Pedro from Baker Street
in next to no time, and he'd be down herc
in about a couple of hours.”

‘ But there's no train—"' .

* Nelson Lee's racing-car is quicker than
any train,” I broké in. ‘‘But what's the
good of talking, Mr. Gower? We can’t do
anything till the morning. We'rc done—we're
ahsolutely helpless.”

** There's the telephone,
began Norman.

“ Telephone!” 1

of course—"'

elled, clutching his arm.
“ (reat Scotland Yard! That's better than
all the telegraphs in tho world!
have my brains got to? I'd forgotten that
you were on the 'phone here! We'll ring up
at once!” .

Gower caught some of my enthusiasm, and
we raced back to Trevis Wold at the double.
The finding of Sexton Blake's cap, pencils,

and fountain-pen proved beyond doubt that

he had met with somc disaster.

But to search for him on that heath was
an impossible task—it would be like looking
for the proverbiai needle in a haystack. But
if Pedro counld only be brought to the spot
he would follow Blake's train as true as a
die. What awful idiots we had been to leave
him hehind! = .

1. found that the telcphone was installed
in the hall, and within two minutes I had
got through to the Lxchange. It was »
trunk call to London, of courss, and during
the daytime the process of getting through
would be somewhat lengthy. Betwecn cleven
and twelve at night, I received a reply
within six minutes. o

“Ylallo!' came a faint volce.

“Is that you, Nipper?" I shouted cagcrly.

“ Can't you sce it’s me?” said Nipper
humorously. ““ What's up with the 'phone,
Tinker. I can recognise your swecet voice In
spilc of the buzzing. You sound as ii you
~were a hundred miles away, instead of at
Baker Street. The guwnor and I have just
got back from a theatre—"

*Is Mr. Lee there?” 1 asked quickly.

* Yes."

“ Then let me speak to him, for goodness
sake!” I said rapidly. “Don't be offended,
old son—something alarming has happened.
I'm not in London, but in Suffolk, and T
want you to buzz down for all you'rc worth!”

“*We're the fellows for you!' said Nipper
promptly. “Hangon!'”

There was a moment’s silence, during which
1

shot a triumphant glance at Norman
Gower, who was standing close beside me.

wr

1
had hardly dared hope that Nelson Le¢ and
Nipper would be at home—but I didn’'t count

my chickens before they were hatciaed.
Ncelson Lee might not Le able to grant my |
request. :

“ fallo!”* came & voice over the wire,
which was now clearer.

“ That you, Mr. Lee?’ I asked quickly.

“Yes, Tinker. You appcar to be
trouble.”

““1 am, sir, terrible trouble,” I replied.
¢ And I want you to do wme a tremendous
favour if you will. Tle guv'nor bas dis-
appeared under gueer circumstances, and we
baven't got Pedro with ug.’

* But where do 1 come in?" asked Nelson
Lec. * Do you want me to fctch Pedro—'

“That’s it, sir!”” I said rapidly. “I'm a:
Trevia Wold, near Long Mcliord, in Suffolk,
the home of Sir Robert (Gower. Long Mclford
is only just over the Eassex border, and you
can get down here between onc and two, if
you come in your racer. And the matter’s
terribly urgent, sir.”

‘ Biake has disappeared, I undcrstand?”

‘““Ycs, sir, and only Pedro ecan be of any
use,’”” I replied. ** We didn't bring him down
with us—but that's always the case. When
we have taken him somewhere he’'s never
been wantecd, and now that we haven't got
him I want him morec badly than I've ever
done before. I'm hali off my head with——""

“ All right, Tinker,”” cam¢ Nelson Lce's

in

crisp voice. ‘“ Nippcr and I will get down
to Trevis Wold the instant we can—we’ll

start at once, and, barring accidents, I'll
guaraiatce to get down there by one-thirty.
Just Le patient. Fl1 hear the full yarn
when I arrive.”

“0h, thank you, sir!” I gasped.
a brick!” :

“Not at all. I'm quite keen to lend a
band.” replicd Lee, * Good-bye!" 3

¢ Geood-bye, sir!" _."

“Youre

Where-

and turnci a
flushed face to Norman Uower, ]
‘““Mr. Lee's coming down!" I exclaimed,

I hung up #¢he recclver,

breathing hard. ‘ Nipper's coming down as
miles better than ripging up the police, and
Mr. Lee's promised to be here by half-past
one.” :

.Norman glanced at the stately hall clock.
| ““Impossible!” he exclaimed. ¢ Why, it's
twenty minutes to twelve now, and Mr. Lee
will have to go to Baker Street to ictch
Pedro. It'll be three o'clock before he gets
‘bere, Tinker, or latcr.” -~

I smiled grimly. '

“You don't knmow Mr. Lee,” I replicd.
““That car of his is practically as good as
the guv'nor's own raccr, and it can shift
like express trains. If Pedro isn't delivered
here by cne-thirty, it'll be becavse of a
mishap of some sort.”

We had done all that lay within our
power, and now nothing rcmajned buft to
wait. A startling adventurc was to occur,
howcver, before Nelson Lee and, Nipper
arrived upon the secerc.

‘THE FOURTH OHAPTER.
In the Stiliness of the Night.

LREP was out of the guestion—at least,
S I thought sc at first. Norman Gower
and I sat in his cosy little study. The

night was rather chilly now, and the

cheerfnl fire made us feel all the more com-

fortable.

Lady Gower and Miss Walton knew nothing
of what had happened, and this was all the
‘better. There was no need -for them to be
worried, as we were. I tried to read, but
couldn’'t concentrate my thoughts for a
"moment.

Norman attzmptcd to soothe me, and,
although I appreciated his efforts, they were
quite useless. The guv'nor had met with
some terrible fate, and I was wildly rcstless.
I wanted to Le on titc move the whole time,
but knew that nothine could be done until
Nelson Lee arrived with Padro.

At last, tired out, I flung mysclf into- a
chair and sat gazing into the fire. 1 suppose
the flickering flames, and the comfort of tbe
chair, lulled me off. At all events, I was
soon dozing.

Norman sat oppositc to me, and he smoked
sway in silence, his nerves on edge, and
listening intently for any slight sound—
although he knew what to cxpect, or what he
wasg listening for.

Mcanwhile there was another member of
the household vory wakeful. This was Miss
Joyce Walton, who kncw nothing of the
rceent events. .

She had oxtinguished -her light and at-
tempted to sleep. But she lay in bed with
open eyes and thought of Norman. Truth to
tell, she was worried about him, fearing that
something would occur to harm him. .

At last, unable to e&lecp, she decided to
relight the lamp and to get a book. But
while she was sitting up in bed she started
slightly. The window was wide open, and
she fancied thal she heard a slight socund
upon the terrace outside, Her heart beating
quickly, she slipped out of bed and softly
crossed to the window, pulling aside the
heavy curtains.

The ledge wag low, and she was able to
bend over and gaze down upon the terrace.
Everything was quict, and the night intensely
dark. For some few moments the girl stood
there, the night wind fenning her face, and
she told herself that what she had heard
musat have been scme ordinary, commonplace
sound.

But just at that moment she started and
stared downwards.

moved down udpon tlic steps; as though a
part oi thc biackness, more intensely black
than the other, had moved along. And a
faint sound, as of .a stone being shifted, came
tc her ears.

The girl was quite certain now that she
had not been mistaken. There was somcbody
outside. Further, the gleam from a window
further aiong proved that a light was burn-
ing in Norman's little study. Joyce con-
cluded that her flance was still chatting with
Scxton Blake and mc.

And she was vaguety alarmed.

What was that shc had seen? Who had
caused the slight, myvsterious sound? It was
| & time for action, and Joyce was a girl who
believed in prompt measures. 8he could not

‘well, and they're going to bring Pedro. It's]

It scemed to her that something had]

e

v

 not that sort,” said Norman grimly.

forget what had occurred in the library the

previous night, and the dreadful thoughé
came to her that the strange monster was
again prowling about.

Without lighting her lamp, she qui
wrapped a thick woollen dressing-gown roun
herself, and donned a pair of silk slippers
Then she crossed to the door, opcned it, and
passed out on to the great landing.

A single light was still burning at the end,
and Joyce moved forward to the head of the
staircase. Norman Gower, at the same
mcment, appearcd down in the hall. Sitti
in his room, listening intently, he had hea
the slight sounds causcd by the girl over
head, and he had come out to investigate.

“ Why, Joyce, what on earth are yom
doing?’” hc asked, gazing upstairs in astonish.
ment. ‘' I thought you were fast asleep—-*

l:l Comc here, Norman—quickly !" called the
grl. :

Gower rapidly mounted the stalirs,
gazod at the girl in wonderment.

** Anything wrong, darling?’’ he asked, ses-
ing her troubled look.

“I don't know, Norman,” she rcplied. *IX
Ielieve I hcard something outside on tha
terrace—""

‘* What nonsensc!” laughed Gower. * You

and

are nervons, . little girl, that’s what’s the

matter with you. Go back to your room and
gct streight to sleep. There’s nothing what-
ever the matter.”

Even as he uttered the words, he felt thag
they were bpot convincing. And this was
because he, himself, was considerabl
startled. Joyce was not a girl of fancies, an
if shc had heard something outside, it was
pretty- certain that something was there.

But he had no intention of telling her any-
thing about the disappearance of Sexton
Blake. By the morning, if fortune smiled,
Blake would be back again, and then there
would be no necd to worry anybody. But i
he told Joyce now she certainly wouldn'$
get any further elecp during the whole aigh

*“Oh, but Norman, [ am positive I hea
somecthing ! she protested. ‘ Would you go
to Mr. Blake's room and tell him——""

“There’s no need to worry Mr. Blnke af
«1,"" said Norman soothingly., “ He may be
asleep by this time—— Oh, by George!”

This explanation was occasioncd by m‘
appearance at the bottom of the stairs. .
had only been dozing, and Norman had lefé
the door open. The voices aroused mo ad
once, and 1 had come out to-investigate.

‘““ Anything wrong up there?” T inquired.

“JVhy, it's Tinker!"” exclaimed the girl
“1 bLelicve you've been 1;c-lii1:ui;1 mo a fib
Norman. Mr. Blake {isn't in his room &
all!"’ '

“1 didn't say he was,” smiled Gower.
“My dear littlc girl, go back to bed and
don't worry your head. If there's anything
wrong—and I don’t believe there is—you can
rely upon us dealing with it. What do you
say, Tinker?”

“ Rather!” I agreed. ‘ But what's the
trouble?”

“ Miss Walton thinks that she licard some-
thing on the terrace—"'

“1 did hear something, Norman,” Insisted
the girl. “I saw somctking, too—clcse by
the library window.”

I laughed heartily.

“Why, can't I stroll outside to take =
hreath of fresh air?’” 1 asked, grinning.
‘“ Fancy you mistaking me f{or something
awful, Miss Walton! There's no nced to be
alarmed in the slightest.”

Norman stared down at me, but didn’t give
the game away. And Joyce gave a shord
lavgh and half turned.

“How silly of me!” she cxeclaimed. I
thought—— Oh, I don’t know what 1 really
did think. Good-night, Tinker—good-night,
Naorman!”

“ Good-night, vou little silly!”

Gower. ‘ Get straight to sleep.”

She hurried away, and we heard her door
close. Then Norman came siowly downstairs
and faced me in the hall. I noted at tha$
moment that the clock was pointing te
twenty minutes past one.

“That was rather a good Idea of yours,
Tinker,” said Norman softly. *“ It has made
Joyce easy in mind, at all cvents.”

“I didn’t say .I'd been out on tho terracs,
but she took it to mecan that,” I remarked.
] say, it looks as though something’'s afoot,
Mr. (lower. Or do you suppose that Misse

laughed

-Walton fancied it?"

*“8he never fancies things, Tinker, st;‘e’l
[ 1] o'
sh¢ heard something outside against the
library. What do you think wc’'d better do?
I'm hanged 1f I care for the job of explor
l'o J.-—-NO. 7“.
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Qower was kneeling in the centre of tha room when [ staggered in, and he was staring at the window—at me,
it seemoed—with an expression of the utmost terror in his eyes.

.

(See page 8.)

ing. I'm not nervous, but that room gives
me the shudders.”

“1 think we’'d better have a look,” I said.
‘“It's a rotten job, but we've got those two
lanterns, and this. revolver isn’'t such a bad
companion. We're in charge at prescnt, and
it’s up to us fo get busy.”

Norman Gower noddcd. _

“You're right, Tinkecr,”” he said briskly.
“ Light the lamps!”

They were soon burnicg, and then we went
to the llbrary door and opened it. We
entered, holding the lanterns level with our
faces, and peecring forward intently into the
hblack shadows of the great room. I had my
rcvolver in my hand, and I was in grim
earnest. ,

But the library was as silent 23 the grave,
and the only sounds we heard were caused
by the splutter of the lamps and our own
breathing. The “‘fcel’” of the library was
quite normal, and I didn’t seecm to be at all
scared—as I had expected to be.

This was rather curious. During the day-
light I had felt simply awful in that
mysterious apartment.. But now, In the still-
ness of the night-—when one would naturaily
expect to be on the jumps—the room had no
terrors. It was just an ordinary apartment.

‘ Nothing here!”” I murmured. * How do
you feel, Mr. Gower?"”

* Quite all right,” replicd Norman.

Just to make sure, wo went completely
round the room. I hesitated before havin
a look Into the deep, curtained recess, hut
plucked up my courage and did-so. There
was none of that drcad sensation now, and I
began to wonder why on earth it should Lave
assalled the guv'nor and I earlier.

This thought reminded me of Sexton
Plake's amazing dlsappearance, and all my
anxiety for Nelson Lee to arrive was revived.
I swunig the lamp round and walked towards
the “oor. :

‘“If Miss Wallon heard something it must
have been somewhere else,” I remarked.
‘“Let's go back to your room, Mr. Gower,
and get our overcoats. I vote we stroll out-
ide and wait for Mr. Lee. He ought to be

cre very soon—Iif he’s going to keep to his
schedule.”

U. 3.=No. 788.

Norman nodded, and we both left the
library. ,

* Blow the lamps out and put them down
on the floor,” said Gower, handing me his.
“71'1l be In my room.”
| He went off down the hall, and I very soon
turned the lamps out and carried them across
to the plice whcre they had been resting.
Then I turned and walked down to Norman's
little ““ den.”” -

I pushed. the door open, thinking deeply at
the same time. And then I gave a sheer
gasp of horror. It wasn’t what I saw, bhut
what I felt. That same scnsation which the
guv'nor and I had expericnced in the library
came over mc now—terribly intcnsificd.

I was almost rootcd to the ground with
absolute terror.
to dancc beforc my eyes, and everything in
the room was distorted and horrible.

And there, in the very centre of the apart-.

ment, stood Norman Gower—transfixed. His
face was towards the window, which was now
wido open, with the curtains pushed com-
pletely aside.

Something had entered during our short
ahsencel

That awful monster had come in from the
black night outside. It’'s presence had
polluted this room exactly as it had polluted
the library. What was more, Norman must
have seen it!

With a terrific effort I pulled
together, and clenched my fists.

“Mr, Gower!” I gasped
Gower!”

But he took no notice of me; he remained
fn the =same position, staring—staring out
into the blackness.

And then sheer, unreasoning terror took
possession of me. I was absolutely beside
myself, and T dashed forward with a husky
scream of horror. It was almost stifled in
my throat, and the sound itsclf was in-
significant. I staggered across blindly, caring
nothing for anything or anybody. In that
terrible moment of panic I would have left
Gower to facc certain death unaidad.

That’s just the simple fact. I was unable
to control myself, and all I thought about
was fleeing from that horrific room. I feil

myself

headlong through the window out on to the

Loathsome creaturcs seemed:

nhoarsely—* Mr. .

terrace. It was no ordinary exit; I bhlun-
dered out hlindly and desperately.

For a full minute I lay stretched upon the
ground—or, perhaps, it wasn't a minute, hut
a mere fraction of one. I do know, however,
that it seemed hours to me. And the ghastly
sensation left me shivering and icy, as thouch
EOlél water had heen flung over my trembling

ody.

A sense of insufferable shame came over
me, and I staggered to my feet. What had
I dore? 1 had left Norman Gower in that
rcom, and I had not lifted a finger to uid
him! I had been a coward, and——

Then I happened te glance into the lighted
apartiment. A f{resh horror. seized me, hut
this was quite different. My brain was
clear now, free from the distorted’ visicns
which had so henumbed me hefore.

Gower was kneeling in the centre of the
room, almost exactly as he himself had de-
scribed his father’s plight. And he was
staring at the window—at me, it seemed—
with- an expression of the utmost terror in
his eyes,

I took a grip on myself and moved for-
ward. But at that precise moment I heard
the steady beat of a motor-car coming upon
the wind. As I turned round two points of
light twinkled among the trees of the drive.
and then a powerful car come bhooming up
towards the house, .

** Nelson Lee!™ I panted excitedly.

_ Help had come, and I dreaded going back
into Norman’s room more than anything in
the world. I rushed along the terrace and
came to a halt exactly opposite the car as
it pulled up. Pedro ¢ame bounding down
upon me, but I pushed him aside.

“Mr. Lee—Mr. Lee!” I choked.

“ (ood gracious, Tinker, whatever is the
matter?” shouted Nelson Lee, . leaping out
of the driving-zeat, and clutching my arm.
“ Why, you'ro shivering as though with
ague! Quick, Nipper—help me!”’

I wrenched myself away.

“Mr. Gower—he's in that
gasped, pointing a shaky finger.
go in—1) .daren’t! Rescue him—for Heaven’s
sake, rescue him! That room is bewitched!™

‘“ e's mad!” exclaimed Nipper quickly.

“I'm not!” I said, cluiching my throat,
*Dohr’t waste time—"’

room!” I
“1 daren't
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“Come along, Nipprer.
Lee crisply.

Ctterly bewildered, thay dashed along the
terrace, and I followed in their wake, They
hadn’'t the faiutest idea of the actual trouble,
but they certainly kiew that something of
a terrible nature -had clcurred, and that it
was necesgary I-2r *hcom o act without a
second’s delay.

Nelson Lee rcachizd iz window first, and
he stared into the lighted room, .

“ Good heavens!' Le muttered.

. Then he dived in, with Xipper close bhe-
hind. With tiis sujport I followed, but it
was only with a great efiort that I bhrought
myself to the point of doirg so. All this
may .sound terribly strange, but that room
caused such & feelihg of ungovernahle fright,
that I find myseli quite Incapable of describ-
ing it in adequate janguage, '

- Nclson Lea and Nipper were no exceptions.
One glance at their Iaces told me the {rath;
they bhad paled, and they were both shiver-
ing visibly., But Norman Qower was seized
and dragged forcibly cut hHito the great hall.
I was the last out o tho study, and I closed
the: door sharply hchind me.

Norman was laid upen the big lounge. and
Nclton Lez tock out his handkerchiei and
wiped the celd beads ¢f perspiration ifrom his
brow.

“What Jdevilry {9 this?” he asked
hoarsely.. ** Nc¢ver in my whole life have 1
experienced anyihing so hormriiving, Were
you affected in the same way, Nipper?”

- Nipper looked round hira uneasily.

“Let's—let’e get out of this house, sir!”
he muttercd. * It's—it’s hauntsd, or :ome-

srapped Nelson

thing. Oh, my goodiess!”

He :ank into & chair, shaky and as pale
as death. In fact, wo were all in the rame
boat, but rapidiy recovered. It was most;
astcnishing how the <elour returned to our;
checks, and how we regained our normal
composure, Nelsom Lee was the flrst to give

“ This ie ahsurd!” he said sharply. * Tell
nie, Tinker. what is the meaning ot all this?
Who is this young man?”

“Mr. XNorman Gower, sir—Sir Robert’s
son,” I replied. ‘‘ Last night Sir Robert was
driven crazy in the library, and now Norman

has suffered the same fate. Oh, it's too
dreadful for words.”
“] don't pretend to understand Yyou,

Tinker,” said Nelson Lee. - The whole thing
is beyond belief., I have never been scared
in my lifc in precisely this manner, but I was
scared a few moments ago, I have heard
of people suffering from a spasm of un-
reasoming terror, but I have never fully
understood the sensation until now., 1 am
lost -in amazement.”

‘* Rame here, sir,” exclaimed Nipper. ‘‘ But
I'm better now, thank goodnesgs!"

“I'm awfully sorry, sir,” I put in chanle-
facedly., *I'lm airaid I made a pititul ex-
hibition of myself. 1 was frightened out of
my wits, and I don’t know why. I-meant to
keep mysclf in hand, but couldn't. That
room simply froze the blood in my velns. It
was worse before you came—a Jot worse!’

“ Thero is no nccessity for you to apolo-
gise, Tinker,” said Nelson Lee quietly.
* Having experienced the horror myself, I
can fully appreciate what. you say, and I
can sympathise with you, too. I am most
anxious to hear what all this ncans, for,
I confess, I am bewildered to a point of
confusion.”" - :

I passed a hand-.-over my eyes.

“1 don’t know, sir,” I said hoarsely. “ It's
like¢ some nightmare. acd I'm filled with all
sorts of distorted thoughts. The guvnor's
vanished, and now poor Mr. Nerman has—-—
Oh, but where's Pedro?”

*“Good gracious! I ecompletely fargotb
him!’ exclaimed Lee. ** We left him out-

side, T believe.”

“Don’t go back to that room, sir!” I
pamted. ‘' It's—it's evil! That's the only
word to describe it. 1'll call Pedro irom the
front door.” '

But this wasn't neccessary. A4e zoon as 1
had opened the door I heard a scamper, and
Pedro came rushing in. There was some-
thing about him which attracted my atten-
tion at once. His tail was curled heneath
his legs, and his ears hung flat against his
head. He crouched at my feet, his Lack
bristling.

‘““He feels it. too!” I said. ‘'‘Good old
Pedro—it’s all right, old boy. He must have
cone into that room aiter us, and ihen
holted out again,” I added. *<Oh, Mr. Jee,
[ wish to Heaven I knew what it all meant "

There was a sound from the coucli hefore
Nelson Lec could reply. We turned, our
hearts bcating fast. Norman Gower was sit-
ting uwp, and he was staring at us dazedly
and unseeingly, his lips moving, but no sound
coming from between them.

_He was insane, too—driven mad by the
sight of some ghastly thing which scemcd ae
though it had come from the Pit ils2lf!}

A————

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
‘The First Tangibie Clue.
ELSON LEE hent over ihe afllicted
N man concerncdly.
¢ It's all right, Mr. Gower,” he
said. ‘* There’'s mnothing to fcar
now. Come, pull yourself together.”
But Norman :howed no sign of having
heard. and made no attempt to speak.
“It's no good, sir,” I said, ‘' He's just
like his father—driven out of his mind. Oh,
I wish, the guv’nor had been here; it

He started moving down {he hall, Lut I
draggzed at his coat.
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wouldn't have happened then—I know it
wouldn't have happened! Poor Miss Walton
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The terrifyirig figure which < ppeared was hairy from head to foot, and two great horns projected from itse head.
Of its: features only two staring eyes were visible. (See page 13.)
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will he mad with worry in the moruing, when

she knows.”

“§ wope not, Tinker-—I cincerely hope
not,”” said Nelson Lee. * We dou't want a
third mad person, and I judge from your
reniatks that we already have two. Can't
youn give me some inkling of the truth?”

““ Mr. Blake is mjssing—"" -

* Never mind Blake for the moment,” in-
torrupted Lee. * Tell me about Sir Robert.
Tell me exactly what has happened.”

Nerman had laid back upon the lounge, and
was quiet, his eycs having closed. And, then
and there, 1 related to the wondering Nelson
Lece and Nipper all that had happened since
the arrival of the guv'nor and I on the
scene. 1 also -gave them Norman's account
of ‘the previous night’s tragedy, and they
listened witli grave faces and intent ears.

“A most extraordinary narrative,”” said
Nclson Lee when I had finished. “ It is
apparent, Tinker, that Norman saw this un-
known thing before you ecutered his room.
It must have escaped before your arrival.”

“ But what about that terrifying sensa-
tica, sir?”” asked Nipper. .

“]1 can form no opinion, young 'up,” said
Nelson Lee. ' 1t really seems that we must
engane all our attenmtion upon sctting Pedro
on Sexton Blake's scenfy Hc must be re-
covered at all cost. I think we had
better carry this poor young man upstairs to
his ved-tiy o stoatgnt away,”

Wo turned to the couch, and Lee gently
toeck Norman by the shoulder, and motioned
to Nipper and I to help him. Buf Norman
opened his eyes, and I gave a little ery. His
cxp{:c&sion was no longer blank, but intelli-
gent.

* Hallo!” he muttered wearily, * That
. you, Tinker? What the dcuce has happenzd?
\Yho are these good people—"'

“ 0Oh, Mr. Gower, youre not Insanc!” I
gasped out.

Norimap started.

“T1 h not ! he cxelaimed, shaking him-
sslf. ““ Ilneane! Why, of course not, Tinker.
But I'm fceling confoundedly queer. Oh, [
remember now—that room! JI—I saw some-
thing—and then I was overcome——"'

He paused, as though trying to colleot his
thcughts. .

T suppose you arc Mr. Lee?” he went
on dully. ‘ We were expecting you to arrive
af{ any minube. Good of you to come, Mr.
Lee; I'm pleased to meet you. Great Scott:
What's the matter with my head?”

He stared at ns in turn, and then suddered
violently.

“1t came to my room!" he muttered. “1I
—1 felt—ielt—— Obh, I can’t talk about it.
Tinker. Did you sce? Did you feel it? I'm
dnzed—I'm feeling sick and 1ll, and every-
thing is swimming——''

He pau-=:«. a»n lay bark limply. His eyes
vero round nd scared-looking, and. they
turned uneasily this way and that. Neleon
1ee pulled out his brands-flask and held it
to Norman’s lips.

* Have some of this, Mr. Gower,"” he said
eoftly. ‘“Come, pull yourself together.”

Norman made an cffort. took the flask, and
practically deprived Nelson Lee of his wholce
suppiy. There was only about an eighth of
;-hﬁ spirit left, although the flask had bcen
ull up. :

“ Have the lot!" I sald cheerfully. * No
good leaving that drop, Mr. Gower.”

Norman smiled weakly.

“I'm better mow,”’ he said, the shaking of‘

his hands less perceptible.
Mr. Lee. That brand

* Thanks awlully,
was just what I

warted. What on earth Is the matter with |

me? 1 seem to he «x weak as a rat.”

He rosc from the lounge, walked forward
& pace or two, and theu swayed dizzily.
Ni A)er and I grasped his arms, intending to
Lold him, but he shook us aaide.

“That’s all right. I shall be steady
enough in a minute or two,” he said. * Let
me walk up and down for a bit. I want to
gct these horrible shadows out of my brain.
I scem to sec shapes in cvery dark cornper.”

Just for a fow minrtes we suspected that
Gower had bad a relapse, for he quickened
Lis pace un and dewn the hall until he was
actually rupning, Then he proceeded to dash
about for all be was worth, waving his
arms like mill-sails.

‘“ Qreat Scott!” gasped ‘“He’s
got ‘em again!”

Norman came to a halt, panting, and with
bis face flushed.

‘“No, I'm all right mow,”” he announced.
“I was just getting my limbs into action
acain. I felt #s though my whole body had
Leenme numbed. Don't look at me like that,
Tinker; T tell you I'm all right.”

I was inclined to believe him. But he was
still pervoug, shaky, and rather weak. His

_U. Jc—N{ 785-

Nipper.

1 1 can’'t prevent myself.

reason was as sound as ever, and it was
quite obvious that there was no danger of
his being aflected in a similar mmanner to Sir
Robhert.

**] don't remembher you coming, Mr. Lee,”
e went oa, turning to the Gray’s Inn Road

detective. *“In fact, I'm all hazy about
what happened.”

- a0u efi ¢ here in the hall,” T ex-
plained. "I was blowing out the lumps.

Don’'t you remember?”

. 0h, ves,” said Norman. * That’s quite
right. 1 went along to my den, and—and
~—— Now, what the deuec¢ happened after
that?”

* That's what we want to know,” I said
eagerly.

““I went into the room, and I was in-
stantly seized by that same horror which 1
experienced last night in the library,” re-
plied Norman, epeaking slowly. ‘' But this
was worse, Tinker—a lot worse. " And 1 saw
somecthing, too—somsathing at the window, 1
was transfixed. 1 tried to move, and I tried
to yell. But I couldn't do either. I just
stood there helpless, and utterly frightened.”

* But what did you see, Mr. Gower?”’ in-
quired Nelson Lee.

Wiy, nothing—nothing at all.”

“ But you just said that something was af
the window!”

Norman started, and then noddad.

*“*My mind's all mixed up,” bhe confessed.
“ Yes, there was something there—out in the
night. But if you were to offer me ten
thousand pounds on the spot I couldn't tell
you what 1 saw. You can’t possibly under-
stand what I felt, Mr. Lece. I believe that 1
really saw nothing except a figure of my own
imagination—something inexpressibly awful.
It wasn't human, and it wasn't apimal—
Besides, there were other things all round
the room creeping towards me—— Oh, 1
don't know!"”

Norman covered his face with his hands.

“Sounus like the v T's!™ muttered Nipper
into my ear,

“You silly ass!” I said severely. “I'm
not sure that that deseription ism’t near the
mark, after all. I saw a lot of queer things

"when 1 was in that room, and they could

only have existed in my own imagination.”
Norman looked up rather awkwardl

* I’'m pot vsnally a weak idiot like t-l‘;is," he ]

“ gut I-cam’t help it. Mr. Lee.
What were we talk-
ing about?

“ Your af®entuse in the study.”

““ Oh, yes, of course,” said Norman. * Well,
I've told you all I know. I was utterly
terrified, and have only a vague recollection
of you coming into the room and taking me
out. I thought you were horrors from Satan's
own region.” .

* Thanks awfully,” said Nipper,

apoiem il

“T never

hoasted about being bandeome, but I didn't

think we were quite so picturesque!”
uower smiled.

“1 dido't mean fo be offensive, Nipper,”
he explained. *‘ My brain was unhinged at
that time, and everything was distorted and
gnastly, Tiunk Heuven { have hecome sane
again. T want you to understand, Mr. Lec,
that it wasn't anything I saw that made mc
in 'ﬂmt condition. It was the -very room
itself."”

Nelson Leé nodded his head.

“ Let me advise you o go up to bed with-
out a moement’s delay, Mr, Gower,” he said
briskly. ‘I intend to search for Mr. Sexton
Blake with the help of these roungsters—and
Pedro. Sleep is what you require—''

“But I sha’'m’t get any yet awhilc,” put
in Norman. *If you think I'm going to
gkulk off to bed, Mr. Lee, you’rc on the
wrong track. Sleep isn’'t what 1 require;
fresh air will do me more good than any-
thing else. Besides, I'm as anxious as any-
bouy to help in this enterprise.”

« Right ' said Neleon Lee. % You may do
as you wish, of course, my dear sir. Your
decieion, Do doubt, is really the better one.
Now, Tinker, get your coat on, and we’ll
hurry off straight away.”

I made a wry Iacc.

“ My coat’s in BMr. Gower’s room,” I ex-
plained. :

“ Well, we'll go along there and fetch it,”
replied Lee. ‘““ As & maiter of fact, I'm
rather curious to have a look round. You
stay here, Mr. Gower; and you, too, Nipper.
We sha'n't be-long.”’ .

Frankly, I. didn’t much care for the ideca,
but I wasn’t g~ing to back out. And Nelscn
Le¢ and I walked down the hall and opened
the door of Norman's study. The light was
atill burning, and the fire had sunk low.
But_everything in the room was exactly as
we had left it, the window still being wide
Dpcnl H

-] rcoms

“ (Can—can Yyou. feel anything, sit?* I
asked, :

*Yos, an absurd desire to flee!” repli
the debective grimly., ¢ What is this strange
fear. Tinker? I have never experieniced any-
thing of this nature before. But the sensa-
tion is not 80 apparent as it was formerly.”

In this Necleon Lec¢ was right, but the
room still gave me the horrors. I seized
my coat, and Norman’s in addition. Then,
asfter another look round, Lee and 1 went
back. We found Gower and Nipper waiting
auxiously.

* Everything seems all right,” I remarked.
‘““There's still a rotten ‘fcel’ about the
room, and I wouldn't stay an hour in there
for all I could see. It reminds me of some
ghost stories I read seme months ago.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

‘ Your remark is quite fitting, Tinker,” he
said, ““ There have been many cases of
haunting recerded where nothing was visible,
and nothing apparent to the sense of smell or
oLy, 13 cade appears to be one of that
character—"

“But you don't believe in ghosts, Mr,
Lee?’ asked Norman quickly.

‘* By no means,” replied Nelson Lee. “If
you will remember, I said this case appears
to be one of that nature. But appearances
are not always reliable.. No, Mr. Gower, I
share Blake's view, and positively deeline to
consider any supernatural explanation. The
truth is somewhere, and it is our task to
bring it to light.”

Norman and I donmed our overcoats, and
then we opened the Dig hiall door and sallied
out into thc night. There had been more.
delay than I cared about, for it was now
within & minute or two of two o'clock. But,
censidering the startling adventure which
has (- ~d, a deiay oi scme sort had been
anavoidable.

‘1 haven't had time to thank sou yet,
Mr. Lee,”’ I said suddcenly. * It was splendid
of you to come down so promptly. And vou
must have broken all records, too.”

“And ncarly bhroke the car as  well!”
grinned Nipper. * I thought it was my last
journey . on earth. The way we gwung
round cqués wit:;d u;omi tltaﬁn al}it the haunted
inr-~En ! ou ‘WE Were
doomed !" £ &

“Ard is that all the trust vou impose in
me, Nipper?’” asked Lee smilingly.

* Well, sir, 1 wasn’t thinking much about
trusting anybody.” replied Nipper. = We
were going at such a rate that I mistook
all the milestones for a eontinuous fence—""

‘“That will do!’ cut in_Lee. *“1 am sur
prised at you, Nipper. I'm surprised that
you should have the audacity to give voice
to such an aged chestnut—to say nothing of
gross exaggeration. We omnly passed one
nmilestone every minute!™

* Well, that's fast enough, I should think,”
I remarked. * You got down here safely,
and that’s the main thing. Come along,
Pedro.”

I had Sexton Blake's cap with me, and
Pedro only necded ome snifi to make him
intensely eager. He had got over his uneasi-
ness by this time, and loped off down the
drive, with the bunch of us in clese attend-
ance.

I led him over the ground whijch Sexton
Blake and I bad covered during our walk.
Then Pedro dived in amongst the trees, and
soon €merged upon the open heath. It was
fortunate that I had a leash to hold him
back, or he would have streaked off ahead
and outdistanced us hopelessiy,

As it was, we all hurried on, and now our
interest increased with every second that
passed. We arrived at the point where 1
had tumbled down, and it was here that the
real search commenced.

For 1 knew that Sexton Blake had been at
that spot, but had no trace of him after.
Pedro, being blessed with a kecner sense of
smell than mine. presscd on, and achieved a
result in A few minutes which might bave
taken us whole days. That's just where
Pedro came in. He rclied upon his nose, and
we wcere obliged to rely upon our eyesight.
And in a case like this the nose was an casy
winner.

Pedro pressed on, but not for many yards.
He went straight towards a bhig clump of
gorsc—one that stretchged for several yards
in each direction. And he attempted to
climb right into it, failed, and stood Dbark-

ing.

‘* Mr. Blake must have
across,’”’ I said quickly.

1 don"t think he could have managed it,
Tinker,’y replicd Lee. * At the same time,
.we'll take Pedro round the other side.”

This was done, but Pedro sniffed about in
1 vaip, af}! made cager attempts to get back

jumped -clean
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to the oppaosite stde of the gorse. We stood
flashing the light of our lanterns—for we
had brought them with ns—over the gorse.

*Thia is jolly queer,”” I said.
intoc thie elump, didn't we, Mr. Gower?"”

‘* Yes—and there's nothing there,’” replied
Norman. * You can see for yourself, Mr,
kee, that the whole spot is hare. Blake
coldn’'t have become c¢ntangled in thia
growth; it's not deep enough.”

Norman was right. This particular gorse-
ciump only stood about a foot from the:
ground, and was so thick that a cat
couldn't have penctrated. IBut Pedro was
quite positive that Sexton Blake was there,
for he made continual efforts to jump into
the stufi.

* Guv'nor!” I shouted anxiously.

Even while I was doing so I realised that
it was useless. Sexton Blake had vanished
utterly., and——

Tinker?”

*“ Hallo! That you,
sepulchral call.

edro barked furiously, and T.ce, Nipper,
Norman, and I gazed at onc another with
startled expressions. It was the guv’nor’s
voice, but it secemed to come from a tomb *
right beneath our feet.

*“ Great goodness!” I gasped. ¢ What—
what was that?”

‘* Blake!’* shouted Nelson Lece.

“ Well, upon my soul!" came Scxton
Blake’s voice again. * What next, I wonder?
Is that Lee, or am I still asleep?’”

‘* Arec you all right, guv'nor?™ I yelled.

*“ My dear Tinker, you have disturbed me
in a most refreshing nap,”” exclaimed Sexton
Blake, to our amazement. * However, I doy
not object, and shall bc most obliged if you
will lend me a hand.”

“ But where are you, guv'nor?® I shouted
amazedly.

‘“To the hest of my knowledge, almost
beneath your feet, in a most uncomiortable
erevice,”” replied Blake. ‘‘ Be very careful
when you plunge into that gorse. It wouldn't
be plecasant for cither of us if you tumbled
down on the top of me.”

“ Well, I'm jiggered!” I exclaimed. * There
must be a cavity or something underneath
al_lese bushes, and we can’t sec anything of

im.”

Without wasting further time, I plunged
forward into the gorse whilst the others
held the Iights over. Then 1 discovered
something which had been quite hidden until
viewed at close quarters.

In the very middle of the clump there was
no ground—only a black gap. QGazed at
directly overhead the gap would have been
apparent, but from all sides of the clump
nothing could he seen hut the hushes them-
selves, and these were thick and stunted.
Sexton Blake must have attempted to leap
the clump in his race, and had gone hurt-
ling downwards.

1t didn't take me long to find the edge of
the solid ground, and then I stood there, and
tlashed my electric torch down into the
eavity, The guv'nmor was right below me,
about ten feet beneath the level of the
heath. The sides of the crevice were utterly
sheer, thue making it impossible for Blake to
get op.

The mystery of -his disappearance was now
cxplained. He had fallen down practically
at the same second as I stumbled. Conse-
quently, when I got to my feet, he was
nowhere to bhe scen. And repeated scarching
had been in vain. .

“ Thank gzoodness we¢'ve found
guv'nor!” I cxeclaimed breathlessly,
was Pedro who did the trick "

‘“ Pedro! We left him in" London!”

“T1 ’'phoned to Mr. Lee, and he brought
Pedro down,” I exclaimcd.

“*Dear me! What a lot of trouble 7T
have caused!"' said the guv’nor. * Well, jt
is somewhat difficult to carry on a conversa-
tion under thesc circumstances, Tinker. Have
you got some rope with you? I should
greatly welcome a hoist up.”

We hadn't brought any rope, hut Nelson
Lee Dad a length of tremendously stronsy
cord upon him, and by the aid of this we
at length succeeded in hauling Sextonh Blake
to the surface. He was in a shocking state.

Several tears were visible in his clothing,
and there were quite a humber of blood-
stains, proving that he had beenr scratched
and grazed. Moreover, an ugly bruijse on
his head, almost conccaled by the hair, told
of a nasty blow.

“How are you, Lec?” said the guv'nor,
shaking hands witlhh Nelson Lee and Nipper
in turn. “I dare say you're wondering
what the deuce——  Why, halo,: Gower!
You'rc looking rather pale.’” "

* And no wonder.,” eaid Norman, * Things

camec 3

you,
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*“ We looked |
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Blake., But 1 den’t care jot now that
you’ve ' been {ound. P Tinker's been
pearly off his head, and half believed that
you had vanished into a puff of smoke.”

The guv'nor emiled.

“1 don’t altogether blame him,” he said,
patting my shoulder. *‘I must hHave disap-
peared in the most startling manner. But
we must sort- things. out- when we get hack
to Trevis Wold. Just now I feel that a
dose of brandy wouldn’t do me any harm.”

Nelson Lec produced his flask, and handed
it over.

‘“ You must make do with this, Blake,” he
said. * There's only about a tablespoonful,
but Mr. Gower has already becn there!™

“Did I drink all that?"” asked Norman.
‘“ Oh, I'm awfully sorry——*’

‘“ There is ample here,'” interrupted Blake,
with a snile. :

‘“But why didon't you take any notice of
us when we searched the first tinre, guv’'nor?”’
I asked. *‘Mr. Gower and 1 came out here
with lanterns hours ago—soon after yom fell
imn. We went al! round this clump two or
three times, and you must have heard us.”
" S!(:jxt.on Blake pointed to the bruise om his

ead. .

‘““ That is the reason, my dear Tinker,” he
replied shortly.

** You were stunned?” asked Lece.

‘“ Exactly. I darc say Tinker has alrcady
told you that I was cbasing an interesting
object across the heath,” went on Blake.
“] don’'t know what it was, but 1 was firmly
"determined to get lhold of it. I saw the
thing leap clean over this clump of gorse,
+and I foolishly assumed that I could per-
form the leap also.”

‘“ And so you chanced it?” I asked.

“It was very dark, remember, and I
could not sec distinctly,? replied the
guv'nor, ‘ That fellow—or whatever he was
—could leap like a grasshopper. I fell short,
and simply crashed straight down into that
cavity. I ecan't tell you what happencd
immediately afterwards, because I became
unconscious on the second.” .

‘““That accounts for your disappearance,
guv'nor,” I gaid. ¢ But what about the thing
you were chasing?”

“1 have not the slightest doubt that it
plunged down immediately after me—delibe-
rately,” replicd Blake. * Thus, when you
looked round, we had both vanished. The
thing simply crouched there until the coast
was clear,” and then made off.- Possibly he
thought that I was dead—which was most
fortunate.’’ ¢

‘* And when did you come to yourself, old
man?" asked Lee. ’

*“ Ok, about an hour ago, I suppose,’” said
Blake. “ It was rather a slow process, but
would have been quicker if my brandy flask
had not become bhroken with the fall. I
should have taken a dose, and my brain
would have cleared at once. Instead of
that, I lay in a dazed conditicn ifor quite
a long time, and then, knowing that 1
couldn't escape unaided, I fell into a sleep.
I am thankful I did, because that sleep did
me far more good than any amount of
brandy would have done.”

“ And do you feel all right now, guv¥’'nor?" I
asked.

I wounldn't nmike any positive atatement
on that point, Tinker,"’ smiled Sexton Blake.
“My brain is clear enough, although my
head is aching—and there is no need to men-
tion numerous aches and painge in every
portion of my body. I dare say I shall re-
cover in time,” he added drily.

The events of the night had now altered
their aspect. Everything was coming right,
and I didn’'t care & jot now that Sexton
Blake was with us once more. He keenly
appreciated Lee's generous action in hurry-
ing down from London so promptly; for
without Pedro there was no telling when
the cuv'nor would have been reecued.

A thought atruck me, and ¥ looked at
Blake queerly. )

“I sav. guv'nor, you didn’t fall down this
crevice by accident,” I exclaimed. * That
thing must have jumped over on purpose to
lead you into the tran.”

“ Undouhtedly, Tinker,” said the guv'nor.
1 arrived ‘at that fairly obvious truth soon
after I recoverecd my wits. Had T heen
wary. I should have taken maore precaution.
But T confeas tijat the possibility of a tran
never cntered my head. But I suggeat that
\‘%c lll()s? no time in gctting back to Trevis

Ol .’

“You haven’t heard what happened to
me. Mr. Blake,” put in Norman Gowcer.
“ Tinker and -I waited—"

“T really think it would be far bettcr if
we left all diecussion until we arrive back

Bave heen happening in yonr absece, Mr.

at 'Trevis Wold,” interrupted Sexton Blalke.
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*“1 am quite prepared to hear the story
now if you wish 1t, but this heath ia not
exactly cosy."”

The chill wind, indeed, was blowing against
@8 in no uncertain manner, and there was
certainly no fun in standing about in the
cold; neither was there any object to he
gained bﬂ remaining. So we commenced the
Journey back without delay.

It was close npon three o'clock when we
removed our overcoats in the hall. Sexton
Blake had heard nothing concerning the
adventure of the little study, and he cntered
the apartment in ignoranee.

But he displayed no sign of having nottced
anything unusual. And we, too, were some-
what surprised to find that the room was
now as it had always been. That dreadful
scnsation no longer assailed me when 1
entered.

The window was closed, and a few pleces
of wood were thrown on to the dying embers
of the fire. Before long the apartment was
looking quite cosy, and Norman lost no time
in relating what had taken place.

Sexton Blake lounged in the big armchalr,
Norman sat opposite, Nelson Lee stood with
his back to the fire, and Nipper and 1
vyawned on the settece. Now that the excite-
ment was over wc were beginning to feel
sleepy.

“I am cxtremely thankful that yon
escapced the fate of your father, Gower,”
said Sexton Blake. ‘“ Apparentdy your
escape was a narrow one, and we have every
reason to congratulate ourselves.’’ :

‘“ How on earth do you make that out?”

“ Surely we have progressed a step in the
right direction?’’ went on Blake. ‘‘ Persou-
ally, I am distinctly pleased with the events
of the night, and shall slecp comfortahly.
At the same time 1 shall insist upon either
Mr. Lee or myself sharing -your hed-room,
Gower. You must not be left unguarded.”

Norman Gower was greatly astonished.

*“But am I jn danger?” he asked.

¢ Assurediy.” _

“I thought the whole affair was jus
hance—that my father fell a victim Ly a
sheer accident——"'

“I am inclined to belteve that you are
right in that respect,” said Sexton Blakeo
smoothly. * However, we will not pursus
the point. You are in danger, Gower, for
we can be 'lnractically certain that the
enemy—we will call this unknown thing by
that term for want of a better one—camo
back to-night with the fixed intention ot
either driving you insane or killing You.
The latter is the most probable.”

* But why?" asked Gower blapkly. * \Who
on carth wants to kill me?" -

“You are in a far better position to
answer that question than I,”" replied the
guv'nor. ‘Have you no inkling of any
sort? Is there nobedy that you can suggest
who has a grudge against you? An encmy
of some kind——"'

*“It’'s no good talking
Blake,”' interrupted Gower, * So far a3 my
knowledge goes, nobody would gain a-
farthing by my death, and as for enemiecs,
I've never had onc—except, of course, sca-
men and such like who have caused me to
lose my temper. But no seaman would per-
petrate such & thing as this--he¢ couldn’t do
it. It secms to me to be heyond all human
powers."

Sexton Blake nodded.

* Quite 30,” he agreed. ‘' But things are

not always what they seem. What is your
idea. Lee? You know practically as much
of this business as I do now. Can you sug-
gest any explanation?”
. My dear man, it’s no good asking me
anything,” replied Nelson Lee, tossing his
cigarette-end into the fire. “ I'm hopélessly
puzzled, and I must confess the fact, 1
heartily agree, however, that human agency
is at the hottom of the estonishing phenn-
mena. And your adventure on the lteath s
most significant.”’

*“ Al! You have
then?'' asked Blake.

“ What point, guv'nor?” I put im curiously,

‘““ Well, Tinker, there has been some talk
ahout ghosts,”” remarked Nelson Lee. * Your
master was trapped by somcthing human—by
something cunning, too. That demaolishes
the supernatural theory omnce and for all.
Morcover, it i3 quite rertain that the enemy
Is acquainted with tbhe ncighbourhood.”

*“That is my linc of recasoning cxactly,”
agreed Sexton Blake. ¢ But there is some.
thing else, Lee. It is quite apparent ihat
the rpmemy seized the chance to enter thit
room while Gower and Tinker were absent.
Miss Walton undoubtedly heard something
on the terrace, and while this apartment was
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empty that something came in. I am not
going to makc any conjectures, but will leave
matters az they stand for the time being.
You, Gowcr, remain in danger—for the cnemy
returned to-night for the purposc of finish-
ing you off. It is almost certain that he will
come again when he learms that you
escaped.’ _

*““ That’s very cheerful,”
man, ritting up.

‘ Well, there is certainly no need for you
¢o worry Yyourself,” smiled Blake. ** And
now I really think that it would be the
essence of wizdom for us all to get to bed.
We shall be fit for nothing to-morrow unless
we do s0."

“I'm ready, anyhow,” I said, getting to
my fect.

* And Nipper and T must see about return-
ing to London,” said Nelson Lee. ** We shall
just be able to get home——"'

 What nonsense!” exclaimed Norman
aharply. ' Do you think that I shall allow
you to leave u3, Mr. Lee? 1 shall be most
delighted if you'll make Trevis Wold your
Jiomo for the whole week—for a fortnight —
for just as long as you wish to stay.”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“That i¢ very kind of you, Mr. Gower,”
he said. ‘I shall certainly take advantage
of your hospitality.”

“ Capital!” declared Sexton Blake. ' And
vou must see this thing through with us,
Lee. I shall not let you depart until we've
arrived at the truth. You Bsee, you may
come In useful—so I have a selfish motive
in urging you to stay.”

Nelson Lee needed no urging, however. He
was most interested in thc whole case. and
Nipper was overjoyed. A week at Trevis
Wold wouldn't come amiss, and this singu-
lar mfst-ery added to the eharm.

Well, Nipper and I got to bed in next to
no time, and the guv'nor madc arrangements
for guarding over Norman Gower. I think
he and Nelson Lee took it in turns—for
Blake meant to leave nothing to chance.

Of course, nothing happened. That is gene-
rally the case when cvery preparation i3
made. And in the morning we were all feel-
fng refreshed and wvery much better in
spirits. Gower himself looked quite bright.

It had been arranged that neither Lady
Gower nor Miss Jovce should be told of the
adventures of the night—they would only
worry themselves needlessly. They were cer-
tainly surprised to find Nelson Lee and
Nipper at the breakfast-table; but Norman
easily explained this by saying that they
had come down to help in the investigation.

Dr. Woodhouse arrived soon after hreak-
fast, and he, of course, was told the facts
in the privacy of the library—which, at Sex-
ton Blake's suggestion, was now being uscd
again, a cheerful fire burning brightly.

* Dear me!” exclaimed fhe old doctor,
starting up in his seat when he heard the

remarked Nor

news. ‘“You must let me examine you,
Norman, my. boy.” No, no! I will take no
excuses!'’

Norman was subjected to an examination,
but Dr. Woodhouse announced that he was
as stronz as a horse, and that the only ill-
effccts he suffered were a selight nervousness
and a certain twitching of the muscles.
This latter symptom, no doubt, was an out-
come of the nervousness, and would soon dis-
appear.

Daylight had steadied our nerves, and the
mystery of the unknown enemy seemed more
Jncxplicable than ever, After Dr. Woodhouse
had gone upstairs to have a look at Sir
Robert, we tried to map out some pro-
gramme for the day.

‘“There Is really no starting-point,”” sald
Bexton Blake thoughtfuily. *' We ecan, of
course, closely examine the heath, but I do
not think that will lead us far. I also
intend to examine your study, Gower. You
gave ofders that it should not be touched?”

‘““Yes,” replied Norman. ‘“ But I must
say that I can’'t see how a search of that
room will reveal any—"

The door opened and Dr. Woodhouse
entered. One glance at his face told us that
he had some fresh news, for he was smiling,
his eyes were twinkling, and he rubbed his
hands together with every evidence of satis-
faction,

“The first flash, my dear Norman.” he
sannounced triumphantly. * Your father s
progressing well—far better than I thought
—and directly he saw mec he recovered his
rcasor for just a couple of seconds. Then
he lapsed back Into the Llank state you have
alrcady witnessed.”

‘“That’s fine—about him recovering
Feason for a moment
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Norman. ¢ But how do you know, doctor?
Did my fathdér speak 10 you?”

*“ Yes, e muttcred elght or nine words—
rational words,” replied Dr. Woodhouse, *‘1
must acknowledge that they were entirely
irrelevant, and in no way connected with
my visit or anything of a commonplace
nature. Indeed, he referred to the museum.”

““The muscum?’’ Trepeated Scxton Blake
curiously.

“ Yes, Mr. Blake.” _ .

“Can yvou tell me exactly what Sir
Robert said?” .

“ Easily,” replied the doctor. It will
sound ahsurd to you, my dear sir, but I
do not regard that point as an important
one. It is the fact that Sir Robert was able
to voice a sensible remark that gave me
salisfaction, He simply said, ‘ The museum
—the little Idol—is it there?' in a short,
jerky manner. I have been wondering——"'

Sexton Blake leapt to his feet.

“ An idol!”" he exclaimed teénsely. * Do
you know anything of an idol, Gower?"”

“ Why, vyes,” replied Norman, in surprise.
““There’s one in my father’s muséum—a
little bronze thing. I got hold of it ip a
curlous way some months ago.”

“Can you direct me to the museum,
Gower¢" asked Blake ecrisply. * I should
like to ascertain if that idol is still in its
position. Sir Robert’s remark, perhaps, was
not so irrelevant as it seemed.”

Norman made for the door, with DBlake
close at his heels. And the rest of us, sud-
deuly excited, fellowed close behind. The
museum was on the other side of the hounse—
a great room filled with curios of all deacrip-
tions, collected by Sir Robert during years of
travel in his earlier life. ’

Norman Gower went straight over to the
glass-case at the far end. He gazed into it,
and then turned, his face expres2ing astonish-
ment and bewilderment."

** Zahir's idol is missing!"’ he cxclaimed, in
a low voice.

Sexton Blake smiled grimly.

“] think, my dear Norman.” he said,
“ that the history of this idol will probably
be worth hearing.”

THE 8IXTH CHAPTER.
A Story and S8ome Deductions.

R. WOODHOUSE raised hiz bushy
D evebrows,
“But how can this idol be con-

nected with the strange events which
have occurred at Trevis Wold recentlyr?” he
inquired. “8ir Robert sliowed me the
idol, and it wus certainly of little value,
being roughly made of bronze.”

“ Nevertheless, I should like to know how
it came into Sir Robert's possession,’” said
Sexton Blake _ ‘ You do not object, Gower?”

“ Certainly not,” replied Norman. “I'll
soon tell yvou the story—but I can’t see how
it will help. Suppose we return to the
library?'"

We did so, and we were all looking rather
thoughtful. As for mjself, I couldn’t quite
undcrstand where the idol came in, and I
thought it quite possible that .it didn't come
in at all. However, it would be just as well
to hear what Norman Gower hud to say.

“The fact that the idol is missing may
have no significance at all,”” remarked Nelson
Lee slowly. “ It is quite possible that Sir
Robert reoved it himself, or lost it, There
is really nothing to connect the thing with
this grim business.”

1 am inclined to disagree with you, Lee,”
said Sexton Blake. “And I will make a
shot and suggest that the idol either came
from Ceylon, or was obtained from a native
of that island. Am I right, Gower?"’

* Perfectly right,” sald Norman. * How
onh earth did you know?"”

“1 didn't know—it was a surmise.”

*“But ycu must have had some foundation.
and there had been no hint dropped as to
the idol's origin,”” persisted Cower. *‘ How
did you guess, Mr. Blake?”
~Sexton Blake smiled.

“I'd rather tell you that later on, my
dear fellow,”” he replied. ‘ My eves have not
been entirely closed since I commenced my
investigation—— No, you needn't think that
anything happened on the heath. What I
have arrivad at is the result of careful
thought and concentration. When I heard
that mention of the idol. I was keen fn a
second.”

“ Well, you've gone one bhetter tlum T,
Blake,” said -Nelson Lee, “I'm frunkiy
puzzled—"

oll
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“You have nrot had the opportunities
which have been placed it my way,” said
Sexton Blaks, with a smile, * Now, Gower,
let’'s have the yaen.”"

We all waited rati:er curiously, What
the guv'nor had ia his mind T couldn't
itmagine, but I was pretty certain that he
war on the right track—1 knew what that
gleam in his eyc meant.

“1 got hold of the idsl under rather curious
circumstnaces,” said Nerman, laying back
in his chair. “I never thought that it was
connected with this affair, and cannot under-
etand it even now. Still, you want the
story, and I'll let you have it. Several
moaths ago--cight or nine, I should think—
I was second officer on one of my father's
smaller ships, I think I huve told you that
I have gone through the whole game exactly
as though 1 were trying to earn my living?
As a matter of fact, my father could supply
me with an income which would keep me in
luxury for life. But I like the zea, and he
insisted upon my working my wav upwards
by my own abiiity—or confess myself to be
a fallure, I think I've done fairly decently,
oil the whole. Well, the hoat I was on is a
comparatively smali one, and at that time
plying bhetwcen Bristol and the Eastern
ports. The skipper was a good man, and so
was the first officer. We got on well to-
gether, and I speat auite a decent time on
the old tub.

A But you don't want to hear all these
details, do you?y We weére homeward-bound,
and the passage was a quiet one, the sea
being in a gooa temper. There was nothing
particular to do, execept the usual routine
work. One day th2 bo’sun reported that the
ghip’s cat had disappeared, and the men
were rathear annoyed atout it. The cat
couldn’'t have heen washed overboard, he-
cause the sea waz ealm, and it certainly had
1core sense than to dive over tlie rall of its
ovn accord. One of the for'ard hands.
named Zidhir, was suspected of monkeving
with the animal.”

**This fellow wus &
Sexton Blake,

 Exactly. He Ludn'tv attracted my at-
tention until I heard the bo’sun’s complaint,
but I gave him a certain amount of atten-
tion afterwards,” replied Gower. * He was a
queer specimen, aad. thoroughly disliked by
the other men—nwuy of whom, of
go_l;’rse_. were Lascars und otbers of their
ribe.

““Thiz Zahir was exceptionally dark, and
unusually  tall, standing fully six-feet-six
on his bare fect. He was so tall, in fact.
and thin, that he closely resembled a lamp-
post—‘ Lamp-post,” indeed, was bis nick-
name for'ard. I didn’t like him at all, being
a sullen, treacherous hrute. On one occa-
rion he fried to knife a fireman, bhut got
knocked ftat himse!f for lus pains.

*Well, atter the incldent of the missing
cat, I watched Zahir, as 1 just said. He
seemed to be behavizig in a very strange
manner, and I came wupon him kneeling upon
the deck on more than one cecasion—kneel-
ing and crooning some rot to himself. One
night T went helow for something amidships,
and I found out the cause of all this queer
business.

“The night was still and quiet, and we
were steaming steadil{. Zahir should have
been in his bunk, but I found him in this
desorted part of the ship, engaged in some
confounded tomfoolery which fairly enraged
me.ll -

““ What waz he doing?” aszked the guv’nor,
Lending forward.

¢ Well, for one thing, he had got a little
bronze idol propped up <n an old box, and
he was kneeling before it, and muttering
something in bhis own lingo. He hadn’t seen
me in the rear, and I watched for somo
few minutes. Then the mysteryr of the ship's
cat was revcaled.

"¢ Tor this black hezgar fished out a rab-
bit from a box, and held it fn his fist. One
of the hands was rather fond of rabbits,
and he kept a couple of pets. Zahir had got
them here, and he proceaded to wring the
neck of the first one hefore my eyes. The
thing was done befera T could interfere.”

“ PBut vou did interfere after that?" asked
Nelson ILce.

* Yes—promptly,"” suld Norman grimly,
“The brute was offering « aacrifice to that
rotten ido! of his—offering o sacrifice on
hoard one of my father's ships! 1 was
boiling, and simply kickel him out neck and
crop.” .

“Didn't be resist?” asked Bluke,

“ Ho was too seared; he went howling up
the campanion, and 1 rescued the second

asked

Cingales«?"



rabhit, The skipper was furious, too, when
h: learned that that heathen Least had
been torturing animals as a sacrifice,” ecun-
tinued Norman, ‘ Zahir kept very quiet
after that, and we had no trouble with him
whatever.” X

** Yes, but what about the idol?”

“Oh. I seized that. and took it to the
skipper,”’ replied Gower. ** He didn't want
it, so I kept it for myself, a3 a cirio. Be-
sides, I paid the rabbit-owner a fair price
for lis murdered animal, and I reckoned
that I had a perfeet right to the idol.”

“ You hrought it home, I presume?’” asked
Blake. **Or did you post it?” e

1 brought it, and-gave it to my father
fur his collection—-"" )

“You must allow me to poiyt out that it
was 2 most unwise action on your part,”
gaid Sexton Blake. * Indeed, to take that idol
was a foolish thing, and extremely danger-
ous. You were most rash.”

** But why?"' asked Gower.

“My dear sir, you ought mnot to ask me
that question,” said Sexton Biake. ‘‘The
recent events at Trevis Wold arc the direct
outcome of your action. I am positively con-
vinced upon that point.”

“You mean that Zahir is respoiusible for
this ghastly mystery?” :

** Undoubtedly.”

Norman Gower starcd in amuzement.

“But I don't understand why,” he ex-
claimed. *“ Surely to gooduess. the iellow
wouldn't persecute me because of that idol?”

** He has been doing so—-"'

“But it wasn’t a valuable thing, such as
an idol out of a temple,”” proyested Nornmnan.
“I know, of course, that it i3 dangerouns to
monkey with heathen temples and such like.
But this was only a common sailor, mesaing
about with some tomfoolery of his own.
How conld that he dangerous, Mr. Blake?”

*“Well [ should think that you would
know quite a lot ahout that sort of thing—
but you have cvidently paid no attention to
it,” replied the guv'nor. “This man Zahir
no doubt bhelongs to sonme little-known re-
ligious scet, and his particular form of wor-
ship demands that he shall carry an idol
about with hint, pay homage to it, and
make sacrifices at certain periods. 'that
idol was just as sacred to him as any of the
famous idols of India. What happened to
him afterwards?’’

*I don't know,”™ replled Gower. ¢ He was
pail off at the end of the voyage, and I
. never set eyex on him again. As a matter of
fact, I haven't given the incident a thought
until now, T brought the little Lronze god

home to my father, and dismissed the whole

thing from my mind.”

‘““ And that Is all?”

“I can tell you no more, at all avents.”

“H'm! I consider that the story is most
significant, and I will wager my reputation
that Zahir is responsible for this extraordi-
pary state of affairs at Trevis,” said Sexton
Blake. * Your father, I presume, recog-
nised the intruder as a Cingalese, and con-
nected him -with that idol. That is why he
reierred to it duripg his flecting perivd of
sanity.”

“1'm not quite sure that I uagreee with
you, Mr, Blake,” said Dr. Woodhouse. ‘' How
can yocu he so sitive that Zahir is the
culprit? I would not presunie to statc my
opinion against yours, hut you have surely
overlooked the fact that it was Sir Robert
who suffered, and not Norman?”

The guv'nor shook his head.

‘ No, I had not overlooked that point,”’ he
replied. “And I will further suggest ihat
the father's fate was intended for the son.
As I look at the case, it was guite acciden-
tal that Sir Robert suffered.”

“ How do you make that out?” asked Nor-
man. : . -
“ Well, it is surely an easy maiter,” said
Blake. *‘This Cingalese, thirsting for re-
venge, and being . determined to regain his
idnl, discovered that you lived at Trevis
Wold—unrd that you were at liome on heli-
day. Zahir came here with two intentions
in his mind. One was to kill you, and the
other to recover the god. Both objects had
to be achieved. As we know, he suceceeded
in one case, and failed in the other.”

")But how did my father suffer in place of
ne?”

* You will remember -that you were sitting
alone in the library,” continued Blake.
“You saw somethimg at the window, and
happened to Lear your father at' the suame
moment. You called, and Sir Raohert came
into the library—thus upsetting: Zahir’s
plans. He concealed himse!f, ar'l you and
Sie Rohert searched the garden.”

¢
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“ That's quite right,” agreed Norman.
stuwmbled over—' .
“ Exactly. The Cingalese intended killing
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youn, Gower.”

“It’'s getting nicer than ever,” gaid

you—or possihly it was his main intention to | Normau calmly.

drive you insane. While the library was
empty he entered. and performmed certain
actions which, at present, I cannot dcfinitely
state. By sheer accident your father entered
the room first, with the result that he fell

a victim to Zahir's devilry. You stumbled ;

over the rockery, and saved yourself from a
similar fate.”

“Jt's too much for me, Mr. Blake,” con-
fessed Norman helplesaly. _

*“ You must remember that Zalir made a
gecond attempt last night. It falled be-
cause you were taken from the room so
promptly by Mr. Lee and Nipper—they hav-
ing been warned by Tinker,”” said the guv’-
nor. *‘* This Cingalese is probably hound by
his religion to take his revenge—and I think
it almest certain dhat he will come for a
third time, and he will be grimly deter-
mined.”

Norman sat up abruptly.

“You're making -me feel very ecomfort-
able, Mr. Blake.” he saii. with a wry fa-e,

“If you really think that you are on the:

right track, I'll accept the theory without
question. But can you tell me this—what
sent my father crazy?’ '
“ Well, I have my suspicions, hut 4tley
are only suspicions,’” replied Sexton Blake.

"¢ TUntil I gain more conclusive evidence, 1

can make no statement.
who went off his head was apparently driven
into that condition by the sight of the
Cingalese. I have learned that the youth

was one of very weak intelleet, and only a;

minor shock was sufficient to drive him
crazy.”

“But, my dear Mr. Blake, my falher
wasn't a man of weak intellect!” protested
Gower. '

‘“No, certainly not."” said the guvnor
crisply. “I was mnot suggesting that,
Gower. There i3 another factor to be
reckoned with, unleas I 2in greatly mistaken.
At present we nust confine ourselves to the
facts we know.”

I noticed Nelson Lee giving Blake a search-
ing glance. He, as well as I, had not over-
looked the et that the guv'nor had de-
liberately slurred ovor the subject of the
* other factcr." What was it? Apparently,
Sexton Blake surmised things which had
not entered our heads.

“ And what do you propose?”’ askcd Lee.
“Mr. Gower’s life, it seems, must be pro-
teeted. You believe, Biake, that the Cin-
galese will return to-night—or, at least, when
the first opportunity urecsents itselt?”’

“ Evactly !” agreed the guv’'nor.

*“That's sgplendid news!” said Norman
blandly. - ’

‘It is, indeed.” was Sexton Blake's prompt
remark.  *‘ Really, the most splendid piece
of news we have strnck so far—if, 'indeed,
my surmise is correct, as I believe.”

“T really fail to see anything splendid In
the suggestion that Norman goues about in
danger of his life,”” remarked Dr. Wood-
house mildly. * Surely you are joking, Mr.
Blake ?”

‘“By no means,” smiled the guv’nor.
“You have missed the significance of the
point. If Zahir still threatens Gower's life.
it means that he will come back. And
that, in turn, means that we shall be able
to lay our fingers upon him. I suggest that
we give the fellow.every chance.”

“Eh?" said Norman, staring.

“You, Gower, must be prepared to
undergo an ordeal,” continued Blake. ¢ Put
bluntly, we must sct a trap, and you must
be the bait.”

Our host rose to his feet, and shrugged
his shoulders.

“Don’'t mind me!”’ he said, with a grin.
“1 don't count in the least. But when it's
all over you'll see that I'm decently buried,
won't you? Or I might be shoved into a
lunatic asylum. I think ¥  prefer the
former!”

Sexton Blake laughed.

“T don’t think we shall allow the game
fo go as far as that, my dear fellow,”” he
said. ' 8Bince we are on the subject, we
may as well eomplete our plans at once. It
will be very dark to-night, and thcre is no
reason for delay.”

“ Not at all,”” said Norman.
a3 quickly as possible.””

“ Well, we will refrain from doing anythiog
unusual to-day,” said Blake. ‘ After dinner
we will play billiards, and at about cleven
o'clock Mr. Lee and 1 will go to our bed-
rooms—Tiuker and Nipper will do likewise.:

¢ Get it over

_I

" unobserved.
The village youtir ;

*“You will remain in the library,” con-
tinted Blake. ** The Freinch windows will Le
left invitingly open, and you will sit down
in full view, reading. This will almost cer-
tainly ensure the entry of the enemny—wlien
you will apparentiy he at his merey."”

‘“ Apparently!"” echoed Gower. “I think
it'll be pretty certain, Mr. Blake. If every-
body’s in bed except me—""

“T did not say that we should 2o to
be:d,” put in the gov nor softly. < Mr. Lee
and I will be concealed in that recess
yonder. Tinker and Nipper will be con-
cciled in some other place. Thus you will
Le in no actual danger.”

“I don't know how you're all going to
be in two places at once, but I suppose
jou'll manage it somehow,’”’ said Norman,
with a touch of good-humoured sarcasnm.
“Two or three miuutg's ago you said you

‘were going to bed—

“We shall go up, and we shall see that
the lights in our roomns are burning for
rerhaps hall an hour.'” said Blake. ** After
that they will he extinguished, and any
watcher from the outside will conclude tuat
the household is asleep—with the exception
of yourself. In reality, the four of us will
creep down, and will enter our hiding-places
You will have ample protection,
Iny dear Gower.”

Norman grinned.

“] was born dense, otherwise I should
have cottoned to the idea at once,”” ho
explained. *I hope the tran will be suc-
cessful, Mr. Blake. What's going to happen
if -we all sit up for nothing?’’

‘“The experiment will be repeated to-
morrow night."”

“1 have an idea that we shall meet with
success straight away,’”” commented Nelson
Lee. * This heathen fanatic will certainly

take advantage of the opportunity we shall

provide. But don’'t you think it would be
better to add even mnore to the effect?”

“In what wav?" asked the guv’'nor.

'* Well, at about cleven o’clock, say, Mr.
Gower counld pretend to doze off in his chair,
and remain apparently asleep for some timao
—until he either receives a signal from us,
or until something elsc-happens.”

Sexton Blake nodded ' -

“ A great improvement, Lee,’”” he said.

“ Yes, we will certainly adopt that sugges-
tion. It will give the enemy more confi-
dence than ever—and Gower will be in no

_further peril.”

‘““Well, gentlemen, I must uphold your
nctions, since you have the case in hand,”
remarked Dr. Wanodhouse. ‘‘ But I must ho
allewed to point out thal the whole thing
geems infernally risky. Have you nob
thought of the possibility of this scoundret
shooting a poisoned dart, or something, in
at the open door? What chance wanld
poor Norman have then? He would perish
before you could move an inch.”

“I'd thought of that,”” said Gower. '‘Buf
I’'m willing to place myself in Mr. Blake's
hands, doctor. I don’t think he'll let me
die.”’ .

“It is good to learm that you have such
faith in me, Gower,” smiled Sexton Blakec.
* No, Dr. Woodhouse, I had not overlooked
the possibility you suggest, and shall pro-
pare against any disaster of that nature.”

*“ But how can you, my dear sir, consider-
ing that Norman will he lying in a «hair,
a ecging slcep, with) the French windows wido
open?”’

1 shall take particular care to have the
chair placed in such a position that it is not
in direct line with the window,’”’ replied
Blake. ‘‘ Consequently, the intruder will find
it necessary to enter the room before he can
do any possible mischief. He may only
cnter a few fect, but he will be instantly
covered by at least four revolvers, and at
the first sign of any quick movement, thoses
revolvers will not hesitate to speak. But I
don’t fancy Zahir will adopt such measures,
although, of course, it is just as well to he
prepared against any eventuality.”

“71 shall certainly feel sater,” remarked
Norman. ‘* But there’s another point. If
I can't be scen from the open window the
beggar may not act. Ile might be wary and
keep away altogether. You know, I ought
to ge in such a position that he can see me
from outside.”

““Dear me!” exclaimed the doctor. “1It
would he too risky, my boy.” e

“I'N tcll you what!” I put In brillianily,
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UThe WNION JACK

® How about that biz mirror over there?
Couldn't we tilt it a bit so that Mr. Gowers
reflection is visible in it from outside the
door? This blighter will see the reflection
when he comes, will think that Mr. Gower is
asleep, and will march in as bold as brass.”

Sexton Blake nodded approvingly.

‘“ Three or four hints arc -better than one,” .
be obscerved. ¢ Yes, Tinker, that idea is well
worth adopting. I think we will settle our

‘scheme finally, and then venture out upon the

éxcellent golf links which I observed from
ny window this morning. What do you say,
Lee?"”

* Quite
Nelson Lec. ,

*“ But, gentlemen, pray consider!”. pro-
tested Dr. Woodbouse, * Are you suggest-
ing that Norman should accompany you?'

 That is for Mr. Gower himself to decide.”
‘ But the danger—"

‘“ Will be nil,” interrupted Blake. *‘ This
Zahir {s a crecature of the night, and he will
be skulking in some retreat during the day-
time. Gower will be quitc safe until dark-
ness falls."

‘“ Well, I'll chance it. T wouldn’t think of
dolng anything else,’” declared Gower. * I'm
hanged it I'm going to skulk out of the way
of a miserable heathen! And now that I
know my father isn't permanently affected,
I'm feeling wonderfully *bucked.” Besides,
the mystery is almost solved now.”

I utterly fail to see it,” said the doctor.
“Mr. Blake has very cleverly gone over
some of the ground, but what about that
ghastly scnsation we have all experienced?
No- Cingalesc could bring such an atmosphere
with him—unless he were possessed with the

an alluring prospect,” smiled

powers of a devil.”
- I think I can {)romise you that the whole
mystery will be cleared up as soon as Zahir
chooses to show himself again,” sald
Sexton Blake. ‘‘ At all events, I have formed
a certain theory, but cannot voice it until I
have some corroborative evidence. When I
am uncertain of a thing I never speak. And
I am uncertain now." )

And that's all Sexton Blake would say—for
the time, at all events. .

We sgent quite an enjoyable time on the

golf links. I played Nipper, and the young
bounder beat me hollow. It was luck, of
course, although he insisted for weeks after-
wlards that he had whacked me by superior
play.
At the time of this adventure, by the way,
Nelson Lee and Nipper were still at Gray's
Inn Road, and had not adjourned to St.
Frank's College, where they are at present
located. I put this in, in case there should
be some confusion. _

At luncheon Lady Gower noticed that we
weroe all in better spirits. In fact, the gloom
of yesterday .seemed to have disappeared.
Miss Joyce revealed herself as a girl of
singular charm, and it was splendid to hear
her silvery laugh about the house. Norman
was quite another man, and didn’'t scem to
dread his coming experience in the least.

T puzzled my head over the mystery of the
ghostly feeling which had prevailed, both in
the llhbrary and in Norman's den, but 1
couldn’t arrive at any satisfactory conclusion.
The guv'nor had an idea of what it meant,
of course, but it wasn’t kis habit to talk of
his theorics--unless he was fairly convincea
of thelr accuraey. And in this case he had a
doubt.

The night, possibly, would settle the point,
and I found mysclf extremely anxious for the
hour of bed-time to arrive. I wanted to sce
this thing.through—to get at the root of the
problqm.

As it happened, there was to be plenty of
sxcitement ! ’

- THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Signal Success—and an Explanation.
{3 PLENDID!” said Scxton Blake.
It was evening, and the great
detective was standiug outside the
: library’ window on the terrace. 1
was beside him, and I nodded.
® Can't mistuke that, guv'nor,” I remarked.
We were lookinF in at the open French
window, - and could dist-inct-l‘v‘ gce Norman
Gower reclining in a big armchair. Actually,
we were gazing Into the huge mirror, for
Qower himscli was wcll out of line of the
window itseli. o
It was nearly dark, and dinner would soon
be serv:_zd. Thera, was no chance that Zahir

r would be prowling about yet awhile. We
entered the library and arnounced that the
nmirror was sct to perfection.

**Be very careful about the chair,' said
Sexton Blake, * If that Is moved the reflec-
tion will be invisible from outside. What
about those curtains, Lee? You'd bettor
not mutilate them too much, or you'll have
Lady Gower on your track.” .

Nelson Lee chuckled.

‘““T have her ladyship’s permission to cut
them to shreds if necessary,” he replied.
“But I don’t think I'm doing much harm.”

Lec waa .engaged in the task of snipping
gomne neat eyc-holcs in the curtains, so that
he and thc guv'nor could stand concealed
bebind them_ and yet witness everything that
happened in the roem. XNipper and I.would
be behind a. heavy lounge which was placed
across a corner. We should be quite com-
fortable and well out of sight.

Dr. Woodhouse was not present, for, of
course, be had departed in the morming,
having other duties to attend to. He had
promised to he at Trevis Wold the first
thing in thc mornlng, to hear the result of
our experiment. . -

** Now, ‘there's once thing T wish to warn
vou againat, Gower,”" said Sexton Blake
seriously. *“ B¢ prepared for any emcrgency,
but take particular care not to sit too ncar
the fire, or to even approach-it. Further, I
should advise you to have your handkerchief
in readiness to clap over your mouth and
nostrils the moment I give the word.”

Norman stared. -

**Why, you don't think that this con-
founded black fellow will use a drug of some
kind?"" he asktd.

““There is no telling,” replied Blake., *f At
all events, please ¢do as I say. I shall not
have much opportunity of spcaking to you
Inter on, bceause Lee and I will not enter
this apartment after dinner, and we can’t
very. well discuss the matter bhefore the
ladies, who are in ignorance of the¢ plan.”

“ Yes, of course.” said Norman, colouring.

Sexton Blake looked at him sharply.

“Well, well!”” he exclaimed. *‘So that's
the game, is it?”

“ What game?” asked Gower weakly.

“My dear fellow, you needw’t try to get
out of it,” said the guv’'mor. “You have
already told Miss WaKon of the whole plan
—am I right?”

4 Well, there's no reason why she shouldn’t
know,” said Norman obstinately. °-Ilang
it all, she kept asking mc what we were
going to do. and I couldn’t tell a pack of
lies. I trled to put her off, but she wasn't
taking any excuses.”

Sexton Blake chuckled.

] expected it,”” he said. * And now, of
course, Lady Gower knows also. Well, there's
no particular harm done. bhut they mustn’t
stay up to see the reswlt of the aflair. It's
uite possible nothing will happen, and we
gon't want the ladies to be awake hali the
night for nothing.”

The result of Norman's confidence was
apparent as socn as we sat down at the
d[:mer-tablc. For both Lady Gower and
Joyce were looking quite anxiously and
worried. Personally, I thouglt it was better
that they should know., hcéause there was no
real reason why they shouldn't.

As I pointed out to the guv'nor., they
would have to know if our scheme went as
we cxpected, and then they might get a

terrific shock in the middle of the night. It
was just as well to have them prepared.
The at tho

whole subjeet was tabooedl
dinner-table, for t‘xe butler was present, and
we didn’t care to trust the scheme to his
discretion. It would have been all through
the servants’ hall within ten minutes.

But later on, in the drawing-room, Sexton
Blake assured Lady Gower that his plan
entailed no riska for Norman, and would
probably result in the capture of the cunning
rascal ‘'who had been responsible for Joor
8ir  Robert’s distressiny condition.

“T do hope youn will succeed, Mr. Bluke,
said the old lady. * Poor Joyece is terribly
worried, and I shall be indeed thankiul when
all this anxicty is over. To think .that silly
tittle idol could cause so mmuch trouble!”

“ Idois have canscd far worse trouble than
this, Lady Gower,”’ said Blake grimly.
am hojpeful of setfling the whole matter be-
for> the morning, but you must not bhe sur-
prised if no result is achicved to-night. X
cannot guarantee that the enemy will play
intop our hands as we desire.”

Joyea, who was near by, smiled cob-
F fidently. ' .

lll-

“I'm
Mr. Dlake,”” she said. * Norman has heen
telling me how wondarfully vou conduct yvour
Cﬂsle.*. how many successes you have gained,
aunc " .

* Really, 1 shall hava to remonstrate with
Mr. Gower,” smiled Sexton Blake. I wang
you to worry as little as possible, for, 1
assure you, the only man to worry in this
affair is the rageal we are Lopeful of captur-
Ing. .

Blake soon had the Iadies in a atate of
complcte tranquillity, ag I've had oceasion 1o
explain hefore; the guv'nor had a wonderful
way “with the fair sex. From the way he
talked, it was quite possible to imagine that
w¢ were making eversy preparation for a
most enjoyable picnic.

Dut it was far bztter to deal with the
affair lightly., We played Dilliurds until
about ten-thirty —at lcaat, Sexton Blake and
Nelson, Lee did. Norman was conspicunous by
his abscenee, and it wasn’'t necessary for me
to indulge in balf a dozen guesses a3 to Lis
whercabouts, Naturally cnough, he was in
the drawing-room, seated on the same settee
ax Miss Joyce—with Lady Gower discrectly
buried in a mazagine on the other side of
the room, For the old lady was not so worried
as she had heen, and the faithful nurse up-
stairs was taking good carc of Sir Robert.

At about a quarter to eleven Norman
brought his flancee into the billiard-rcom, and
after watching the play for a few minutes,
she bade us alt gond-night. She appeared to
be light-hearted, but there was an expression
of concern and anxiety in her c¢yes:

At eleven o'clock we all retired,- and Sexton
Blake’s plan was carricd cut in every detail.
The guv'nor himself only remained _in - his
hed-room for about two minutes, leaving mo
there with the light burning.

He went straight downstairs and entered
the library. It will be supposed, perhaps,
that any watcher from outsido would he
able to see Blake's entry. But the furniture
had been so arranged that the guv'nor could
reach the table completely in concealment,
pass underneath it, and then arrive at the
recess withoub showlng an Inch of himself.
Norman, who was sitting reading, kpew all
about it, but he didn't move a halr.

Ten minutes after that Nelson Lee
repeated the mancetvre, and Nipper and I
did not waste muech time arriving on the
scene.  Pedro, by the way. was In one of the
other .rooms, in casz he should he wanted
in a hurry. We¢ kuew that we could trust
him to be quiet. '

_The situation wis now rather intensc.
Norman Gower lolled lazily in the hig arm-
chair, smoking cigarettes, and -idly turning
over the pages of a novel. Considering that
there were four of us watching him all the
time, he acted his part wonderfully well,
hetraying no sign of awkwardness.

He yawned occasionally with great realism,
and more than once closed his eyes for a few
moments. Nipper an? I could see mothing
of our two guv'nors, buat we¢ knew that they
were only just behina tlhe curtains of the
FCCESs.

Both Sexton Blaks snd Nelson Lee, too,
had their revolvers in readiness. Blake's
in fact, was trained upon the doorway uall
the time. He meant to take no chances.

“ What’s your optnion of things?” hreathed

uite sure that vou will Le sncecssful,

Nipper, 4s we crouched behind the big
lounge. )

“I'm blessed if I know what to think,” I
replied. ““It’'s quite likely this heathen

bliehter will turn up to-night, but we can’t
count on it. And we'd bLetter not talk, my

son. We shall have th: guv'nor raving 1t
we do."” - N

“Rate!" said Nioer, “We sha'n't be
heard.”

“Tan’t be too cauticus,” I inzisted.

So Nipper subgided into silence, and then
we waited. At about & quarter to twelve
Norman Gower droppad off to =sleep in
earnest, the book slippinz down to the floor,
and his head resting amongst the cuzhions.

I don’t mean that e actunlly slept—it was
all part of the plan. But Le did it so well
that I had my doubts. Afterwards he told
us that he couldn’'t have slept for anythinz
in the world just thea—when he was expect-
ing the entry of a kiack man who had
murder in his heart. .

Certainly cverything was favourable.

The night was black as pitcl, and a gentle
wind rustled the dylnz leaves on the trees
outside. The French windows of the library
stood wide open, and Norman Gower lay
seemingly fast asleep in full.sight. -
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.. i, Zahir dido’t eomg to-nightuit wauld be
remarkable. Indeed, it would wlmest prove
that hé had slelitedowt of the neighbourhood,

._passibly beliecving that he had succeeded in.
'ﬁ? abject the ptrevious night.

8 .

But alt our plans weére not in vain.

Just after midnight a slight sound camec
from the gravel-on the terrace.” It was so0
igpdenificant that we should not have heard
itYhad we not been on the alert. As it was,
1 felt myself grow rigid at oncc, and knew
that the bthers were in a-similar condition.

. ‘'Had the moment arrived?

‘Thete was a kind of fringe at the back of
thé lotnge, and Nipper and I had provided
ourselves with two little spybeles, through
“which we counld sce the French windows quite
distinetly. And we satared into the black
gag of the night intentty.
~ For several minutes nothing haJ)pened‘, amd
then came another slight sound—ummistak-
able this time. Somebody was there, but,

tor all we knew, the somebody might be

nothing more formidable than an inquisitive
cat. And then I felt myself shiver.

" In the aperiing of the dootway & dim figure
.bad appeared—vague at present, for it stood
some why back on the terrace. Gradually,
“cautiously, it approachicd, and stood there
in :the dim light reflected from the shaded
lamp.

I felt horrified. The thing was awful, un-
earthly, and for one ghastly second 1 won-
dered i1 Sexton Blake's theory was &Il
wrong. Wab this thing a human being, or
some loathsome creature from anothet world?
- For, in very truth, it was uncanny.

Enormously high, the figure was hairy from
head to foot—long, coarsc matted hair of a
reddy-brown hue enveloped the thing. The
Tace was unrecognisable as a face, the only
tamillar features belng two staring eyes. As
for nose and mouth. there appcarcd to be
none, only a horrid blank.

More terrifying —timn uft, however, two
ureat horns projected
hcad, and as--the figure crouched there 1
found myséelf almost unahle to move, fo
ransfixed with sudden fright did I feel.
Nipper, close beside me, clutched my arm,

Whas this Zahir, the Cingalese? Such =2
thing seemed impossible, although I fetnem-
héred that the fellow was of great hcight.
‘This thing appeared to be close upon cight
feet, towering np like a lanky gians.
the horns, no doubt, lent this eflect.

It moved slowly into the library,<and ad-
vanced for two or three fcet hHefore turning.

‘Then it faced round towards Nermsah, who'|

was in such a position that he now saw thc
awful apparition for the first time.

For Gower had heard those slight sounds.
and ‘was peeping out from hcneath his eye-
lashes, although pretending to bhe asleep. 1

distinctly saw him- start, but just at that

second the visitant was turned in another
direction.

Norman had nearly aven the game away,
hut, really, he wasn't o he blamed. Sexton
Blake, a8 tool-us & cucumber, covered the
horribleooking thing with his revolver, and
there was mo charee whatéver of treachery
from that quarter. At the first sign of any
murderons movemernt, Blake would pull the
trigger. . '
- But the apparition acted fn a manner

which completely surpriscd me. He made no
attempt to go nearer to Gower, hut softly
- stepped over towards” the brightly burning
fire. )
my original apprehension had vanished. For
I saw, quite distinctly, that this was no
spectro. ..

‘It was Zahir. sure cnough, daubed and
painted up until he resembled a horror from
the lower regions. The coarse hair which
covercd him was a kind of skinned coat, pro~
bhably made especially for the occasion.

I watched, itténsely. curious.

With a sudden movewment the intruder
brought one of his hafrg arms round and
flung it out towards the firc. I saw a clound
ot reddish powder epettle upon the glowing
coals, and the orange-red embers changed
their hue to dedp purple, tinged with green.
And at that same secOnd other things hap-
pencd. ,

*“The handkerchief, Gower—the haydker-
chief!”” shouted -Sexton Blake hoatsely.

The spell was™broken, and after that con-
fuston reigned. ,
savnor's to mean that it was up to us all to
make a capture. Nipper thought the same,
and we sprang up like a couple of Jack-in-the-
hoxes.

** Qutside, boys-—the
velled Sexton Blake.

I couldn’t mrke out what the Jdickens he

door, the door!”

wgs driving at. Norman had jenked up- .went on Sexton __B}akc. ‘,‘._Unfortpngf.elx, 1

upwards from the.

But-

Hc was in the -full light now, and ali}

I -took that shout of the:

}

9

.promiscd to do so.

‘body 2"

right, pressing his handkerchiief t6 lds mouth [

and nostrils, a8 instructed. And the visiter
uttered a scream vl surprise and fear.

He twirled reund, intending. to dash for the
French windows. He wag standing on a skin
ru%‘, which, in turn, was laid wpon the highly.
polished floor. The result of that quick spin
wAs Inevitable. .
* Zahir went down full length, his feet simply
doubling under him. 1 believe he caught his
head on the massive brass fender. At all
events, he lay there, unable to move an inch.
. I sprang out and staggercd back horrified.
That same ghastly scnsation came over. me
lMtke a cloud of incredibly awful vapour.
Terror seizéd me, and everything in the
library became distorted.
~_How I reached the hall, I dou't know; I
think Sexton Blauke assisted me, and Lee
hundled Nipper out.. Norman was out first,
being mearest the door, and he had sunk to
the floor, as pale as death,. his cves staring
and awtul to look upon. ' »

Blake slammed the library door, and hung
on the handle. : , _

“1 antlcipated something of ihe Kkind,
but I had no idea that the effect would be
80 extraordinarily instantaneous,™” he said
hoarsely. ‘' How'are you, boy¥s? How has it
aflected you, Lee?” .

*“I'm all right,”” said Nelson Lee, with a
shudder. ‘ Good heavens! What an in-
fernal sensation came over me¢ in that room.
And you, Gower?"

Norman was getting to his feet.

"I took a full breath before I stuffed the
handkerchief to my face,” he punted.
‘“ What happened last night was nothing
compared to this. Just for a moment I felt
mad—1 felt that every horror of a night-
mare had come to me in a flash, My brain
reeled, and it's a wonder I didn't shriek
aloud.” :

‘“You couldn't,” sald Blake simply. * You
were  physically --incapable of -utterittg any -
sound, Gower, and it's a wonder you were
able to get out at all. I must apalogise for
baving placéd you im such danger. But we
must re-enter the library, Leg—you and 1.”
" “1 am ready,” said Nelson Leec steadily.

1 protested, but the guv’nor took no-
notice. He and Nelson Lee wrapped thick
woollen mufflers round their faces and
plunged into the polluted room. Within
two minutes they were out, dragging the
intruder between them. The door was cloSed
sbarply in their wake, but not hefore sufli-
cient atmosphere had escaped to. conyert the
hall into & plice of horrgt.

Sexton Bldke examined the creature
closely. . _
“He is dead!” he exclaimed quictly--

“ killed by his own vile devilry!”

» L] e s L Ld

The autumn sun was streaming brilliartly
in at the windows of the library, -and the
air was pure and sweet. Morning had come,
and with it a clearing away of all the
horrors of the night. :

There was quite a party of us present--.
Sexton Blaké, Nelson Lee, Nipper, and
myself, Lady Gower and her son; and Miis
Joyce and Dr. Woodhouse. So far Sexton
Biake had made no cxplanation, but lLe had

““Qur imvestigation has ended success-
fully,” he declared. “ We have now hut to

ove t0 the coroner that the Cingalese met

fs death whilst attempting to deal out
murdet.” '

‘“ But how, iy dear sir?” asked Dr, Wood-
house. . o :

“1 ‘will tell you,” replied Sexton Blake.
“I ‘recelved the first cluc—or inkling, I'd
better say—when I entered the library for
the first time. You will remember, Tinker,
that whent we pulled the curtaine aside which
tovercd the recess weé were both ussailed by
a strange. feeling of dread.”

“I Bshouid think I do rtemember jt,
guv'nor,” I replied.
‘““The 4dir was apparently pure, but 1

knew that it could not: be 86,” went on
Blake. ‘‘ Although nothing was apparent to
the asétise of smell, the impurity was there
all the same. Abhd I %ugseed that the pocket
of air behind the curtains was charged with
some foreign vapour, which had been unable
to dissemibate with the general atmosphere
of the Wwhole room. But what was this|
vapour? How could a2 gas or fumes pro-
duce such terrible eflects uggn t.h{e mind.
without doing any actual rm {o ‘the

“T confess I am "bewildered,” said Dr.
Woodhouse. . )

“I lost no time in dipping into several
books upon Indla apmd Ceylon which are

“arouscd.

fire, gives forth certain fumes.

‘manrmer.

‘had stolen it.

included im this vety lete. library,’

#chieved no wesuit; but my  suspicions were
i 1 had heard of a remarkable weced
which grows in certaid remote districts of
Ueylon, and, I believe, in partd of Indwm.

name s unprofiounttadle,” but the Eng-
lish cquivalent would be * Satan’s weed.”: ]t
is uscd, dried and powdered, by a few re-
ligious fanatics in Ceylon, and it bas most
temarkable ptopertics.

*“The powder, when thrown upon a hot
Zahir, with-
out a doubt, threw some of this powder
on the firc oo ¢ach.occasion of his visits.
The fumes are odourless, tasteless, and in-
visibie. They do mot aflcet the physical
health of a person unless they are breathed
in their full strength. It 18 the brain which
is affected—the brain and the nervous sys-
tem, causing a sensation of the utmost
horror to grip one, and creating wild visions
in the mind's eye.”

**Oh, how dreadful!'’ exclaimed Joyce.

"Indeqd, yYou are quite right, Miss Wal-
ton,”” said Sexton Blake. * This ghastly
vapour causes death very quickly if inbaled
neat, se to speak. Zahir himself ttipped near
the fireplace and so. received the full charge,
and collapsed on the instant. A compara-
tively weak mixture causes insanity—se you
will readily -understand that this Satan's
weed powder is something of the most hor-
rible character.” -

‘“ But what about our own sensations,
Blake?'" asked Nelson Lee.

" Well, my dear fellow, we only Inbaled a
few traces of the fumes, intermixed with the
pure atmosphere—and that caused the ter-
rible feeling of horror which we have all cx-
perienced. Norman had a narrow eecape two
nights ago, and he was probably saved from
insanity by the fact that a keen draught
was blowing through the room at the time,
s‘ending most of the fumes out of the win-

ow.”’

‘* Dear me! I can hardty betieve Tt ck-
claimed the old doctor, 5

“It is certainly a ‘revelation to our
Western. minds,” smiled Sexton Blake. ** But
the ‘mysteries of the East, Dr. Woodhouse,
are greab and impenetrable.. This weed fs,
after all, not exactly ahique, for theére are
other tropical growths which exbibit similar
qualitics, although not in preciscly the same
Zahir was bound by his religion to
recover the idol, and to kil the man who

His plan, no doubt, was to
stand at the window after his victim was -
rendered incapable of action. And that is

| why Sir Rohert was found staring owt into

the night. Once this vapour grips a man his
muscles are paralysed, and he is unable to
move. I am thankful that the only tragedy

occurred to the scoundrel himself,'’

Norman Gower took a deep breath, .

“Well, I've lad coough eof heathen
idols!” he exclaimed grimly. ‘‘No more
monkeying with brongze gods again! I it
hadn’t been for you, Mr. Blake, I should
have been dead by this time, and I shall
never be able to thank you for your good
scrvices,"”’ N °
. ) - . o

Happily, the unfortunate village youth
recovered after a few wceeks. It was quite
certain that he had lost his wits by aecci-
dentally meeting the horrible-looking Zahir
in one of the country lanes. .

The Cingalese himself, it was eventually dis-
covered, had made his adquarters in a
remote part of Trevis Park, for his retreat
was found by Sexton Blake. Here ilso was
the bronze idol which had been the cause of
80 much trouble.

The guv'nor didn't want it—Nelson Lee

- didn't want it—Nornnan Gower didn’t want

it. In fact, it went begging, and it was

finally sent to a museum in London, whére, I

suppose, it remains to the present day.

. Two other events will possibly be of in-
terest to those who have followed this narra-
tire of singular events. 8ir Robert Gower,
after going for a long sea voyage on one of

his own ships, recoveréd his reason and his
full health; and so there was no tragic
result. ]

The other event is even more intercsting—
altbough quite obvious., Mr. Norman Gower
was married to Joyce in the quaint little
village church at ‘Trevis, and I particularly
remember the ceremony, because Sexton
Blake and I were present, and Necleon lee
and Nipper came down for the¢.occasioh, too.

It was a most joyous event, for Sir Robert

1 bad recovered by thet timé, and the old

house of Trevis Wold was now freed from
that awful tainy which bhad polluted it
durigg the sahort” but strenuous period of
our Inveatigation. . \
And. that, of eourse, is where I finish,
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{The Red Raiders!

A Thr;lhng New Story of |
Bu!talo Bnll's Boyhood. ]

y = ' .
Awaiting Relief—(continued).

They could hold out that long where they
wcere, and they could keep Red Beard and
his men ‘at bay. On_the other harnd, if the
hope of resene were to fail the fugitives, lack
of food would
retreat, and they would be pursued and cap-
tured by the handits at some spot where
‘they would not have a chance of defending
themselves.

That their enemirs ‘would raise the sicpe
and go back to their camp in the mountains

was so improbable tliat it was not worth
considering. The capture of Caleb Farrell
would mean a lot of money to them, and
they would not relinquish such a prize unless
they should be forced to do su by the arrival
of rescuers.

1t was drawing near to the mlddh of the
day. The sun was not yet visible above, but
the air was clos¢ and sultry in the Red
Canon, deep though it was, and shut in by
the lofty cliffa. .

The lad i¢lt the heat as he crouched by the
dead horze, watchful and alert. ‘“What were
Red Beard and his comrades doing, or plan-
ninge to do. around the bend of the traid?

For half an hour thiere was no ~ound except
the hissing glide of the stream in its sunken

ultimately compel. them to.

Like a flash Bill levelled hls revolver, and
as the weapon cracked the head vanished.

There was a Bcreech of pain and a burst
of angry yells. The lad chuckled with grim
delight. He had killed one of the dcspera

- does, or mortally wounded him.

When he had ‘watched for another half-hour
his revolver crackéd again, but it was not
a head that he had fired at this time. To
hig. chagrin he saw a cap spin in the air,
and saw a hand grab for it and snatch it.

“Consarn them!” he muttered. “That was
donc to see if I was still here, and to make
me - waste a bullet! They won't fool me
with any more of their tricks. Mayhe I'll
be the one to do the fooling.” -

The sun was now directly owcrhead blazing
into the gorge, and its tays shone ctr.ught on
Bill Cody. The heat scorched him, and therc
was no escape from- it. He writhed and
panted, with perspiration dripping into his
cyes. He. lomzed for the shady nook where
his companions were sheltered, but he dared
not leave his post. )

He was in torments, burning with thirst,
when Sylvia crept to him and. forced a wet
ball into his mouth.  He sucked it, and cool
water trickled down his parched throat.

“I needed that badly," he said. ”How did
you get it?” .

“1 tore some stnps from my “skirt,” the
girl replied, blushing, . “and made a rope
of them. and tied a handkerchief to it, and
lowered it to the stream.”

“That was a fine idea. Havo you and vour
fatber had a drink?” .

“We bave had plcnt\ Shall I fetch you
some more, Billle?”-

“No; I have had enough. Go hack to your

‘all gone,” he said to hlmself

Sylvia left him with reluctance. - She would
rather have been with him -than with her
whining, fretful pareat. '
-+ The sun moved on its way, passing beyond
the summit of the cliffs, dnd the air grew
cooler.- Again and again, at frequent inter-
vals in the course of an hour, there was
Fokgd into view what looked like A man's
1ead.

It was only a cap. however, and it did not
deceive the lad. He wasted no ammunition
on* it. He -knew what the object of the
bandits was. He was playing a shrewder
game than they wcre, and he was falrly
confident that it would succeed.

He lay ftat by the body of the horse in
the purple shadow that now filled the canyon,
and when he ventured to peep beyond his
bulwark, which -he often did, his enemic¢s

‘could not get a glimpse of him.

“Pretty soon they’ll begin to think we've
“Then_ they'll
come streaking after us, "and I]l let them

have it hot!”

He had an aversmn to bloodshed -He’ had
not been reared in the reckless, 1 lawless- - 8pirit;
of the West. But he felt that in this case
he would be more than justified in taking
human life. - He had to deal with men who
were worse than Redskins, as ferocious as
wild "heasts,- and if he could kill several of
them he might discourage the rest, and thus
have a safe opportunity of takmg to flight,
with Sylvia and her father, in the event of
Tom Davis not coming to the recscue.

{Space perniitting, an EXTRA-LONG instal-
ment of this thrnllmg serial will appear next
| week. Next week's magnificent completé story
of Sexton Blake and. Tinker is entitled “ THE

channel. Then .a head was thrust into view f.lther. Sylvia.
from the jutting spur of rock behind which

the bandits were lurkink.

ing.

It isn't safe for ypu- here.
Don't be frightened if therc should be shoot-
If anybody is hit it won't be me.”

SILENT PARTNER; or, The Case of the
Stolen Heirlooms.” Introducing that popular
character, the. Bat.) :

£1,000

NO ENTRANCE FEE!

Cash Prize for a.Simple
FOOTBALL FORECAST

NO GOALS REQUIRED!

SCOTTISH AND IRISH READERS MAY ENTER.

On this pago will be found a list of the football matches in
the London Combination, the Midland Section,-the Lancashire
Section, and the Scottigh League, to be plaved on SATURDAY,
NOVEMBER 2nd.
out, in ink, the names of the teams they think will lose. - If,
in the opinion of the competitor, any match or matches wxll
be drawn, {he names of both teams should be left untouched.

oThe (omnetltor who succeeds in accurately forecasting. the
results of all the matches on orre coupdn will be awarded the’
sum of £1,000. - In the event of no competitor succeeding in
doing this, the smn-of £50 will be awarded te the competitor
who b(‘n(ls in' on one coupon a forecast nearest to the-actual-
result. - In cases of ties, the prize will' be divided... Coupons,
whicli must not be enclosed in envelopes containing eﬁorts
in other compotltmn:, must be addressed to : .

FOOTBALL COMPETITION No. 5,
GOUGH HOUSE, GOUGH SQUARE
LONDON, E.C. 4,

and must reach that address not lo.ter than THURSDAY,
OCTOBER 3lst.

This compotxtxon ia run in’ conJunchon ‘with © Answers,”
*“ Answers’' Library,” “ The Marvel,” ‘ The Family Journal,”
“The Home Companion,” and ‘ The Woman'’s World,” nnd
rcaders of these ]ournals are invited to compete. '

RULES WHICH MUST BE STRICTLY ADHERED ' TO.

1. All forecasts must be made.on, coupons taken from “ Answers,”
“ Answers’ Lihrar_\'." *“The Marvel,” *“ The Union Jack,” “ The
Fanily' Journal,” ** The Home Companion,” and “ The Woman’s
World,” dated October 26th, or the issues of those journals dated
Ivaovember 2nd, and it is essential that the names of tcams shall be
struck out in black ink, 'The undertakiag at the foot of the coupon
to accept the Editor’s dec:sxon as final must also be signed jn black ink,
and the address qlearlv given.

ﬁ tAny alteration or mutilation of the coupon will djsquahfy the
cffor :
If any match or matches in the list should: be abandoned or
!u]l time is not played for any reason, no cowpetitor shall be entitled
to claim the prize of £1,000, but the prize of £50 will be paid to the
competitor sending a forecast on one coupon nearest to the results
of tlhie matches actuallv played,

.. 4. The Editor reserves the ngh.t to disqualify any coupon for what,

In his opinfon, is good and sufficient reason, and it is a distinct con-

All that competitors have to do'is to strike -

'vull be entered into.

- - Proof of posting will not be acoepted as proof of dehvery.

I - Matches Played BATURDAY, NOVEMBER 2nd.

. (‘htion of enh-y that the Edntor 8 decision shall be accepted as final

and legally‘ bmdintaln all matters concerning this competition.
No correspofi ence may be enclosed with the coupons, and none.
Neither will interviews_be granted,

6. Entries will' be acceptcd until THURSDAY, OCTOBER 3ist.
Any recelved after that date will be disqualified,. No .responsibility
for any effort or efforts lost, mislaid, or delayed can be undertaken..

Unstamped
or msuﬂiucntlv stamped efforts will berefused S

Football Competition No. 5.

. - Closing Date, THURSDAY, OCTOBER 31st.
WEST HAM UNITED v. BRENTFORD

TOTTENHAM HOTSPUR v. FULHAM
CHELSEA - v. MILLWALL
ARSENAL v. QUEEN’S PARK RANGERS

v. CLAPTON ORIENT
. v. NOTTS FOREST-

‘CRYSTAL PALACE ,
v. LEEDS ¢I1Y¥ R q

BRADFORD CITY
GRIMSBY TOWN
-LINCOLN CITY. -
NOTTS COUNTY

v. SHEFFIELD UNITED
v. COVENTRY CITY

ROTHERHAM COUNTY - v BRADFORD
SREFFIELD WEDRESDAY v. LEICESTER FOBSE
LACKBURN ROVERS . . v. BURY
OLTON WANDERERS v. BURNLEY
EVERTON: - v. BTOKE
PORT YALE v. LIVERPOOL
ROCHDALE . v. MANCHESTER UNITED
MANCBESTER CITY " v.-STCCKPORT COUNTY
AYR UNITED v. HIBERNIANS
CLYDEBANK v. CLYDE
DUMBARTON v. FALKIRK
HAMILTON ACADEMICALS v. MORTON

PARTICK THISTLE Y. QU‘EEK’E PARK
I enter Football Competition No. § in accordance with the Rulel
and Conditions announced above, and agree to accept the published
decision as final and legally binding.
sisned -
. Address
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