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EXTON Buake
o DETECTIVE.

Some time ago we arranged with Mr Sexton Blake, the celebrated
Detective, to furnish us with the particulars of the most remarkable and
sensational cases he has been concerned in. From some of the materials he has
placed at our disposal we have formed the following startling and authentic
narrative, feeling sure that its strange details will excite a world-wide interest.
—Ed. “UNION JACK” LIBRARY.
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“Yous story is indeed a remarkable self had each

one. Your uncle's fate seems to be shrouded
in a deep, criminal mystery. Let us once
more consider the salient points of your

narrative.” It was Sexton Blake who
spoke, as e
leaned back in 7/

his comfortable
office chair, and
atudied with his
characteristio
intentness, the
bronzed, hand-
some face of a
Harry Army-

tage, a well
knit, Dbright-
eyed young
fellow, whose
manner had the
freshness of the
sea breeze, and
whose smile
WES a8 sunny a8
his features
could look re-
solution. -‘You
were left an
orphan at an
early age,” con-
tinued the de-

grown into the
other’s heart.
¢ Well, well,’
was all he said,
‘better  that
you should
some day wed
her than for a
stranger totake
her from me.’
My nature is an
active one, or
I might havere-
mained a mere
idler under his
roof. I chose
the sea as my
yrofession,
Juring my ab-
sences inian
proved a most
regular corre-
spondent, buf
it was idle for
me (o expect
any communi-
cation from her
father, The
voyage from
which 1 have

tective, ““and just returned
your uncle, kept me from
Mr, Fenton England  for
Joyce, adopted two years. For
vyvon and fifteen months I
brought you up received letters
as‘ his own from my be-

son?”

““That isso,’
agteed Harry,
“He was a
wealthy man,

trothed just as
often as it wae
possible for me
to get them.
Suddenly they

butof a retiring ’ and
disposition. He telegrams I'sent
took no one into Wiy : 1 3 - from different
his confidence, ERISH ALL FALSE FRIENDS, WHO ARE MORE DANGEROUS THAN OPEN FOES. ports remained
least of all my- unanswered. I

self. Though ho lavished money on me, and I wanted no hastened home filled with & thousand vague but terrifyi
material thing, we remained mere acquaintances to the end.  apprehensions. I discovered that soon after I hl-dsailu{z:g
Ninian Joyce, his daughter, the sweetest maiden that Heaven  uncle removed to a lonely house in Essex, I made all haste to
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reach it, anxious for Ninian's welfare and my uncle's health.
To my dismay I found it cloged nup—deserted ' Asno other
habitations stood atellmear to it, it was some time before T
could obtain any information about the late owner. Few
around there appeared to have known of his existence, and
he had interested mo one. At last the truth was brought
vividly home to me. y ‘

“ My unele was dead, and Ninian had gone no one knew
whither ! ‘

““1 stood in the remote and silent little rustic churchyard
where his body lay. I read his name rudely carved on the
most,paltry headstone in the place, and a chill struck throngh
me, for I felt that I was face to face with some dark crime.
This was no grave for a man of such wealth as Fenton
Joyce boasted ; while Ninian's silence and disappearance
suggested nothing but some wild and winkea, work, with
other tragedies to follow my uncle’s strange death.”

[ can quite understand how keenly you felt the shock,”

said Bexton Blake; *‘and it was natural enough for you to
suspect treachery. But the points in this, the first part of
your story, needs only an ordinary explanation, It is'in the
second part of your iences thut erime looms heavily
over all your facts. You very properly interviewed the
o]er?mm who had buried your uncle—"
*““Yes, and with the most surprising and disappointing
results. He could tell me next to nothing. Mr. Fenton
Joyce was unknown to him. He had been attended by a
doctor from London, who was also a stranger to everyone in
that part. Ninian followed him to the grave, accompanied
by two gentlemen whose names the minister had not caught,
dnd the dismal funeral arrangements had been carried out by
o metropolitan firm of undertakers whose address was
forgotten. : d

“ Immediately after the burial, Miss Joyce left the neigh-
bourhood, and she has not been seen there since.  Dr. Seven
was said 10 be the name of the &lﬁymﬂﬁ@ attended m
dead guardian, but the ounly one beaping that appellation i
the ** Megical Directory,” ‘died some months back, A my
inguiries among London funeral furpishers bave failed to
give me any clue as to the identity of the firn whe provided
my uncle's coffin. : -

“When I interviewed his own solicitors, I was more
stunned than ever. What they had to tell me was more
amazing than anything I bad yet heard. Some ten days
before Mr. Joyee's death he ealledon them, and instructed

em to realise on every security he possessed—to sell ont
immediately, éven if the haste meant heavy losses. They
say that he appeared to be quite ¢alm and rational, but most

aingulm-_ly determined. ‘

** He was alone when he ?\'e them these strange instrue-
tions, and no one wis with him when he recaived the cheque,
which represented the proceeds of these forced sules. Tt
wis odd that he should request them not to cross the draft,
and still more unusnal for lgm not to pay it into his own
account, but go at once to the bank on whith it was drawn,
and demand the whole of the great sum in gold, Then he
went to his own bankers and withdrew every penny they had
sm{uiling to his credit.”

“You may be sure he was not unaccompanied,” said
Blake. ‘*The amount of bullion he had in his possession
required gome hndling. It must have been o great weight.”

**They say at the ?xmk that his own servant took the
money from the porters, and placed it in his carringe. It
seems that no one looked inside the vehicle.” ]

‘ Exactly. You may depend on it your uncle was not
alons.” Can you give a guess as to who this inan-servant
Wil = 3

_“Indeed I cannot. It surprised me to hear that he had
indu],géV xp the extravagance of & carriage and ;ﬁlzg he
was not & man to spend mone; an"himaelf” b
~ ““He vould easily have hired the turnout for the.day, as
far as that goes,” said Blake. > Eafh
I don't think he wonld do that, either, for hétalways
gv sased a g‘fat contempt for folks wlho hired their, horses.
ell, Mr. Blake, I have told you exactly how the case
stands.  Within ten days of my uncle receiving thonsands
of pounds he died mysterionsly, and was buried in &
holé and corner fashion; his money has disappeared ns
though it had never existed, and his dsughter hus been swept
off the earth as effectunlly ss if she were buried uader it.
Whﬁo you make of all this?”
* From mg _goint of view it promises well,” replied the
detective. ou have excited my interest, and already I

o fagadidd 4

~for a naval man like yourself, one of the hest
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feel eager to dissipate the clouds of mystery which eortainly
envelope the doings and the death of youruncle. I foresee o
stiff fight before me, and Tam braced ug for the emcounter.
Of course, if we adopt the theory that Miss Joyce has
possession of this money in her own right, and has thrown
you over, there is nothing further ﬁ. explain but the
eccentricities of ‘an old man, Who, sing from your own
account, has been a little bit odd all his life.”

“I will believe anything except the faithlessness of
Ninian 1" declared Harry Armytage, a hot flush burning
throngh the bronze on his checks. ** Besides, even were she
tired of me she would have no reaspn for keeping me in
ignorance of my guardian's death, or for, hiding herself from
me. She was free to break her engagement with me at, any
time. Again, why shonld my unele, who was so careful to
keep me well suﬂzlie{l with money: during his life, desert me
at his death? He never intended to do such a thing—no-
thing was farther from his thoughts. Ne, no, sir, the gimple
solution is not thetrne one,  Theve is something sinister in
.t::u l:ile secrecy that has been observed. I am sure yon
think so?” , ‘

I am certain of it. The puzzling thing is that both Me. .

Joyce and his daughter appear to have conducted themselves
in guite a sane snd ordinary way. From what the clergyman
told you it is plain the youn lmly went-away from her home
in Essex of her own free wilF—— 4 }

“That is the mystery of it!” half groaned Huarry, “I
cannot understand either my uncle’s behaviour, or her own,
after my long previons knowledge of them both. . I am sare
some awful tragedy underlies these events. What can

ou suggest, Mr. Blake? Do you cver hope to see any
ight through the deep darkness of this case? 1 am not
& wealthy man.”

““Say no more on that score,” gried the detective, with
unexpected enthusiasm, I would rather work for nothin
tectors of
our precious flag, the pride and hope of England, than I
would take bank notes from those who are careless about

-~ the honour of old Britain. Apart from that, your tale has

completely ronsed my sympathies. Do not misunderstand
me. I do not despise pecuniary reward ; the detective, as
well as any other labourer, is worthy of his hire; bnt
I will take my chances in this case, and it will be a strange
thing to me if, with all my faculties craving for conquests,
I do not succeed in restoring your swestheart to your arms,
and in putting you in possession of as much of your uncle’s
money as he ever intended you should have ! .
*You promise bravely.”

 And I will perform iciyully. Never beforeshave I pledged
my word in such a way. 1 have to-day that within me which
ﬁ‘ﬁmp"! me to buoy you up with. this great hope, and with

eaven's help, my word shall be kept ! “The promises of
Sexton Blake are writien in adamant } ™

“Your words diepel my gloomy wretchedness, and my
heart beats free again. I feel sure you will succeed in
bringing Nimian back to me if it bein the power of mortal
man to do so '3 but none can restore the dead to life. 1 shall
never see my uncle again,” Harry cried.

‘“ Heaven alone knows what we may see ere weare through
with ‘this business. The first step I shall take in the case
will be the most disagreeable one for me. I can make no safe
move mntil I know whether Mr, Fenton Joyce died a natural
death, or was the victim of some murderons hand.”

“ How do you propose to satisfy yonrself on this peint?”

‘“There is only one way,” answered the detective. **The
body must be exhumed. Naturally you do not like the
notion, but believe me, if your uncle has been cruelly made
awny with, there can be no harm in disturbing his remains
with the view of tracking his assassins. In this case I am
sure [ have sufficient influence to obtain an order from the
Home Secretary, which will allow us to open the coffin in
the most private way possible, and also with all decorum.
Luckily for our plans, the churchyard is a remote one, and
under the ecircumstances the rector himself will aid us in
kee;l:' g our proceedings quiet, Were' they published too
freely, the guilty parties—if there he any—would at. once
take the alarm, and give us more trouble than we want,”

I am in your hands ! ” declared Harry, *‘and I will not
:Epnsa anything you may recommend. I am anxious to find

e EMI love, but I did not contemplate having to disturb
the dead.”

¢ It is inevitable,” said the detective, ““ and so long as our
work is honest in intent we need not fear reproach.”

* ~The ““UNION JACK' LIBRARY will consist of pure healthy tales ONLY. "
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It took Sexton Blake some little time fo procure the per-
mit he desired from the Home Office, for, rightly enough,
such things are not granted on slight evidence, or even in
obedience to idle clamour ; and finally it was issued more be-
canse of this deteotive's enrnestness, and the high charaeter
he bore, than on account of any evidence he could adduce
demanding it.

During this interval of inactivity Harry remained in
London, chafing under the delay.

Blake grew restive also, and more than once he was
tempted into blaming himself for having applied to the
suthorities at all.

Hemight have worked his will in that desolate Issex
churchyard safely, and without much fear of after penalties ;
but then his grave-side evidences, supposing he lit on any,
wonld be hedvily discounted, if not quite useless, hud he gone
to work without the sanction of the Crown.

In this part of the investigation, at any rate, the slowest
way was really the quickest one, as well as being the safest.

AL Inst the necessary papers were received, and it was
degided that o the  disinterment should take place at
‘might, and with all the secrecy possible.

! i'he minister of the parish was present, and the sexton
" who had seen to the digging of 'the sepulchre was there to
. Witness its reopening.

A olear moon shed a trembling light over the burying-

’ ‘place, making the gravestones stand out so vividly that it

requived but little magination to turn them into *“pale,
sheeted ghosta”

The grey church looked stern and solemn, and the sur-
rounding wall of hewn granite, cast into eerie shadows here
and there Ly olinging moss, was as a glinting and severe
streteh of stony reproach to the intruders.

The hnar rays made the light in their lantern yellow,
weuk, altogether ineffectual ; while the digging proved sore
and heavy work.

“ (Jome with me,” said the clergyman, linking his arm in
Harry's. *“They are raising the coffin now. You are too
agitated to follow these terrible proceedings any further, Let
us sit in the vestry for a little. We shall soon know the result
of this ghast] invaatiﬁtion.”

was gu' from inﬁ unwilling to allow this thought-
ful Christian man to lead him away from the spot franght
with so much intense anxiety for him, and so thick with
horrors.

He plied his companion with many questions abouy
Ninian, but the rector could give him little information con-
cerning her, he hwin; soen her but once, and then on the sad
oceasion of her father's burial.

I have something like news for you !” ¢ried Sexton
Blake to Harry, following him into the church before they
had begun to look for his appearance. **One thing is quite
clear. Your uncle was never buried here. The coffin we have
drawn up and opened contains nothing but stones!” g

* Then he may still be alive ?* exclaimed Ty, start-
ing to his feet, dazed by the shock of this extraordinary in-
formation. ' :

It is highly probable,” was the answer of Sexton Blake,
I am not surprised at the result of our investigation,” he
continued, almost sadly. ** Men don’t usually all their

roperty, as Mr, Fenton Joyce did, and then lay down and

ie. The discovery we have made should in one way console
yonu, fot it of up & prospect for you of once more seeing
your uncle alive,  On the other hand it makes the problem
we have to solve ull the darker, and I fear that the solution
of it will gmve more bitter for you to accept than I had
soticipated.”

*“But why ?"" protested Harry. **Surely it must be alte-

ther good for me to be given such strong hope that my

nefactor lives 7"

T wish I could feel sure of that,” answered the detective,
inalow voice.  “I fear your uncle and his daughter are
keeping out of your way, and have chosen to hide themselves
from the world for some dreadful reason, for something
which, should we succeed in ﬁndinF them, will raise an
awful barrier between you and them.”

“ Merciful powers ! exclaimed Harry. ** You lose hope,
while mine grows with giant strength within me.”

1 have no fear of failing in my efforts to unravel these
mysteries, but T am not quite 80 sure now of landing you in
happiness. The first thing to do,” he added in a
whisper to Harry, ““is to make a secret examination of the
house in which Mr. Fenton Joyce is supposed to have died.

" shades.

It is within a mile of this church, and is, T am told, unoccu-
pied. This is an investigation which you and T will under-
take alone, and now."” f .

“[am resdy for anything,” declared Harry, I never
felt more inclined to face danger than at this present moment.
T am thankful that we are yet without proof of my generous
uncle's death.

CHAPTER II.

*RAVEN'S NOOK”"—THE LIGHT AT THE WINDOW
—A HOUSE OF MYSTERY-—-CAUGHT IN A TRAP.

Sexrox Brake found *Raven's Nook” —such was the
name of the missing man's last residence—more desperately
chilling and forbidding than even Harry's description of it
had led him to expect. p

A belt of alders surrounded it, and a green slime crept up
the high, gount wall which enclosed its mmrshy grounds.

A great rusty, iron, clanking gate protected the carringe-
way to the forlorn mansion. :

Both Harry and the detective carried a lantern; but so
long as they were in the open, and had the benefit of the
rays from the effulgent moon, they did not need to light
these aids.  In other ways, too, they were well prepared to
face all the contingencies such an expedition as they were now
bent on mi tgve rise to.

“ 16 wonld eas, enuugh to climb the rails of that
gate,” said Sexton Blake; *but T expect that ingréss into
the honse itself can best be made from the back.  This is the
kindof place to send a superstitious man home pratty?nick‘ly‘,”
he added, us they forced their feet through the tung] ed grass.
“ It looks to me like a veritable home for ghosts.

Tt is o' dreadful place,” agreed Harry, in a subdued tone.
¢ Ninian must have suffered greatly here—in health as well
as in spirits. Here is a door let into the wall, and o rotten
that—— See!'ib breaks away with half the strength I

might have used against it.”
# 'ghe two nteppotfanm the rank garden.

1t is evident that this piece of ground has received no
attention from any gardener for years; Your uncle never
walked here, nor could his daughter ever have sought its
Holdback, man ! You must keep your eyes open.
But for me you would have walked into s stegnant pool,
which, if stillness means depth, might easily swallow anarmy.
1 suppose its green surface made you think it was grass.”
‘“And strangely firm the treacherous pool looks. I reeog-
nise its character, though. I was really bent on securing
that thing which glistens among the reeds on its extreme
edge. Look, Blake, it is nothing less than m’rﬂ::nla’a cigar-
case. It was the plate with his initials on which, glittering
in the beams of the moon, attracted my attention..
¢ And round about,” said Blake, ‘“are most material evi-
dence of & struggle having taken place,”
‘It is almost certain that my uncle’s body lies in tha
sinister pool,” declared , excitedly. '
‘¢ It is possible,” allowed detective. < Hist. Thereis
a light moving about in the standing out room of that house.
Ah ! Now it has disaj 2 : !
‘It was only the moon’s reflection on the glass of the
window,” suggested , doubtfully.
T think not,” cried Blake. * Come on! The pool can
'g.xlilf, I mean entering that house, and without a minute’s
e .11
HZ made a tear towards the building, as though he were
cimsiﬁga tangible Lh.lngh\;hieh was just within his grasp,
and Harry sprang after him, his blood hot with excitement.
The high, ivy-clad walls of the on!;buildi_.p%a‘ and of the
residence itself, threw a dark shadow athwart the godden
rass and over the wet gravel, so that in the dim recesses
ormed by the jutting out portions they were compelled to
have recourse to their lanterns, which they lit.
“Hvery window is heavily barred,” Blake, “and each
shutter seems to be coated with a sheet of iron.” e
“One would think the place had been designed as an
aaylum for dangerous lunatics ; escape from it appears to be
well-nigh impossible. But by all that's luuﬁ !,m:,',w
thickly studded with nails, and so fortified with steel, is
neither holted nor lovked.  We have but fo turn. the handle
and enter,” declared Hnn?;. .

* That fact is eloquent in sapport of my ides that. there is
someone skulkingli:.:lthe buﬂggg?" Bl ‘tie 'detective. * We
must advance cautiously and watch keenly aguinst being

We cater for all tastes in the UNION JAOE.” Next week we shall publish sn Exciting Sea Story by
8. Olarke Hook,
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taken by surprise. We cannot tell what dangers may be
waiting for us.”

They were in the basement of the building, among the ser-
vants’ apartments, They made their way along the passages,
holding their lights well in front of them, raising & cloud of
dust at every careful step they took.

“‘The honse has been left in the zame state as when it was
oceupied,” observed Blake ; “‘ not: a stick seems to have been
removed. It must have been deserted in & great hurry, for
hers are the breakfast things left dirty in the scullery all ready
for washing up. Lookat tﬁ‘m potatoes half pared. A joint of
meat hangs in front of the empty grate. A knife is stuck in
this loaf a» though the wielder of it had been swept away in
the act of cutting a slice. It gives one an uncanny sensation
to ses these sigos of busy life whers all is now so still and
desolate.”

Everywhere in that mansion they found evidences of an
exceedingly hasty departure on the part of its last occupants,

They ascended the great gloomy stairs to discover the
cloth partly laid in the dining-room, and a book lyiug open
on the library table. The sights which met their gaze were
sufficient to cause a creepy, superstitious feeling to oppress
them, and every minute they expected to be Erou ht face
to face with the something the detective believed he had seen
moving about in that eerie homestead.

The drawing-room presented such a scene of dramatic
confusion as told very plainly its own tragic tale. Tables
were overturned, chairs bruien, a handsome candelabrum
lay shattered on the carpet, and the floor was strewn with
cards, decanters, dice, and the wreckage of valuableornaments,

“Tt is evident there has been a gambling party here,”
said Blake, ** followed by a hot dispute, and ending in a
furious mélée, What a ruin this once beautiful room has
become.”

*“It is strange ! ® murmured Harry Armytage.
heard Mr, Fenton Joyce even allude to car
less employ them.”

‘“ Ah, here is some dreadful evidence of the awful tragedy
which bas been enacted.”

Both men brought the light of their lanterns to bear on
the massive corner of the handsome marble mantelshelf.

A low cry of horror escaped Harry as he saw that dark
stains were upon it.

“Murder has been done here, and myuncle was the victim!”
he groaned.

‘““Why, the whole fireplace is bespattered with blood !”
cried the detective. ‘* That stain at our feet shows there
must have been quite a pool there. Look ! we can follow the
splashes and drops right to the door. The corpse was carried

is way—"

**Yes, yes !” broke in Harry excitedly. ¢ And out into
the garden, to be thrown into that ghastly-looking pool !

“That remains to be seen,” said the detective, as he,
followed by Harry Armytage, walked thoughtfully back into
the disordered room.

‘I cannot understand why my uncle's murderers, seeing
that they must have had him completely in their power, di
mnot bury him in the churchyard, as they pretended to.”

“We have no proof that he is dead at all,” returned
Blake ; ‘“but allowing that he did fall a victim to foul play,
no charge of murder can lie against anyone while the body
remains undiscovered. We must have this building and its
grounds thoroughly overhauled, and in daylight,”

Scarcely had these words escaped the detective’s lips wl en
both their lanterns were dashed to the further end of the
room, which was plunged in Cimmerian darkness, At the
same moment Sexton ﬁlnke was brought heavily to earth,
and he fonnd himself powerless under the pressure of a man
of great weight, whose fingers clutched his throat and
threatened to throttle him.

““ Help, Harry !” he managed to 'gurgle.
rascal off me.”

Harry was guided to the spot where the two men lay
by the heavy breathing of the one who had so unex-
pectedly sprung on the detective.

Mauking a dash through the hopeless blackness, he managed
to seize this assailant %:y his huge neck, and he was pre-
pared for a desperate struggle with him ; but the man was
as wily as he was fat. He sprang up at once, and by this
unlooked-for movement he succeeded in throwing arry
from him, and some distance backwards. Then he floun-
dered through the lightless room, bruising his shins against

“1 never
and dice, much

¢ Drag this
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the scattered débris, and reached the door, which he closed
behind him a8 quickly as possible, and double locked it.

They heard (ium nting and chuckling ontside. When
he did get his breath he cried out to them with exasperating
mirth—

“¢ As that room interests yon so much, you shall end your
r'm{u init. Raging tigers conld not escape from it, and it
will bs many years before anyone will again visit this house.
You have sought your doom ; I hope you will enjoy it !”

The man langhed outright as he uttered these words.
? CHAPTER III.

JOE TAX—DISAPPOINTMENT—A CLUE AT LAST—
AN EXCITING CHASE.

‘“We are in & nasty fix,” whispered Blake to his com-
panion. ‘¢ But if that ponderous rascal thinka we are to be left
here to starve to death he is mistaken. If the pair of us,
with our hands and feet free, cannot make our escape from
this place, we are not worth much. I think I can gocn bring
him to reason. Hullo, you!” he cried, standing close to
the door.  ** You are a fool for your pains. We are from
Scotland Yard. We have friends waiting for us within a
mile of this house, and they know that we have come here.
If we are not released soon they will follow vs, and then you
will know what to expect, whoever you are.”

““ Scotland Yard, eh 1" said the man on the other side,
with a complete change of voice. ‘¢ Well, certainly, that
does make a difference. Fancy me taking you for
burglars. I'll get a light and have a look at you. But in
case you reckon to get the better of me I may as well tell you
that I carry arevolver, and that it is a mighty quick firer.”

““Open the door at once,” cried Blake, sternly, ‘‘ or re-
volver or no revolver, I shall consider it my duty to arrest
you on the first opportunity I get.”

¢ Steady youmff? gir,” answered the man. ‘I was only
doing my duty in protecting my master’s property, and there
is no arresting for that.”

He then threw the door open. High above his head he
held a very powerful carriage-lamp, which cast a wide stream
of white light for some yards in front of him. His right hand
stretched out horizontally, held a revolver, and his finger was
on the trigger. E:

After their eyes had recovered from the first shock of this
comparatively brilliant illumination, a short, rotund man,
with small, black eyes, heavy florid cheeks, was disclosed
to the view of Harry and Sexton Blake,

‘“ Gentlemen,” he cried, lowering his lamp and revolver
simultaneously, “‘I see you are not burglars. A look at
a man’s enough to tell me what he is. Now,” he added,
addressing Blake, ‘ you may, or may not be connected with
the police ; but I'll swear that young gentleman knows more
about the rigging of a ship than he does of the Topes of Scot-

land Yard.

[ “And yon,” gaid
Blake, with cheerful
emphasis, *‘ know more
27 about the tap, tap of
an undertaker’s shop
J than you do of any
other music in this
world.”

“ No, sir; yon have
made & mistake, I
have been a gentle-
man’s servant all my
life. They say I can
drive anything, and I
have a head for busi-
ness which makes me

ual to a valet and a
private secretary rolled into one. But I should like to know
what excuge you have for forcing your way into this neglected
but all the same private residence.” d y

«“J]t is & fair question. This marble mantelpiece, this
blood-stained carpet, shall be my answer, We believe a
crime has been committed here, and we intend to bring the
guilty parties to the dock.”

¢ A crime committed here,” said the stout man, settling
himself comfortably on a brofen chair. ¢ Well, between
you and me, I should call this & regulaz home for villainies.
1 aever saw such & dismal, crime-stained place in all my life,
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You see, sir, my master bought it, as it stood, without
having ever seen it. He got it for next to nothing. The other
ing his confidential man—to look
over it, and give him my report. Now he wants ib all done
up, and made habitable, and I must st|y here while these
repairs are being executed. My name is Joe Tax, very much
6t your service. 1 don’t mind having your card, if it's all the
same to you, sir. Thanks. Ah, *Nexton Blake!’ Well,
well, I have heard of you.”

“Who is your master ?” asked Blake.

¢ Mr. Gaspard Sellars ! ?

* Where can I see him ?*

“See him? Why, he is always travelling. The last time I
heard from him he was at Milan. Where he may be now I
am sure I cannot tell. He always knows where to find e,
and that suits both of us.”

¢ Just s0,” said the detective calmly., I fear I shall be
compelled to insist on making an exhaustive examination of
these premises and of the grounds. I thought it would be
nothing more than ordinary politeness to ask the permission
of the owner before applying for such process at law as would
make his consent & matter of indifference.”

*“1 can answer formy master,” declared Mr.Tax promptly.
“ You may consider the place your own until our men com-
mence their work here, and I will help your search in every
way I can. If the house contains any ugEy secret, it is better
that it be unearthed before my master spends another fraction
on it.”

“ We propose to drag that pond ab the back of the house,”
said the detective, watching for any change in Mr. Tax’s
merry-looking face with great TTIe8s.

“Ah!” said that gentleman, ““I can do better for you
than that. I intend having it drained off and the hole
filled in. I will set men on that job the very first thing in
the morning, and then whatever there is in the place will
be made visible to us all. Now, gentlemen, I suppose you
intend remaining for the morning light to help you in your
search?”

“That is so,” said Blake. *Of whom did your master,
Mr, Gaspard Sellars, purchase this property ?”

“ He bonght it from Mr, Fenton JP oyce, sir—the old gentle-
man as lies dead and buried in the churchyard.”

o peml and buried,” repeated the detective; ‘‘ and buried,
eh 2"

For one instant the vivacity fled from Mr. Tax’s eyes, but
he recovered his serenity immediately.

“Dead and buried, sir,” he said. ‘‘But it seems to me,”
he went on, in o confidential tone, ¢ that there must have
been something very wrong with the old gentleman, or he
wounld never have wanted to sell out so quick, and at such
a ruinous price. It was a queer thing for him to die so soon
after. I'm afraid my master has not got the bargain he
thought he had in this place.” ’

“Mr. Joyce was incapable of doing anyone an injury,”
declared Harry, with some warmth. In a more wistful way
he asked, ' Did you ever hear where his danghter had gone
to$

“¥ didn’t know he had one. The fact is, I don’t know
any more about the poor old gentleman than I can gather
from the state of his house, which, to say the least of it,
does not speak much in his favour. Now, gentlemen, there
is plenty of wine in the cellar, and I can get you a pleasant
20ld collation from our larder.”

¢ What do you make of all this?” asked Harry Armytage
of the detective, as the two stood alone in the ghastly room,
and in the yellow glare of their own lanterns, which had
been set in position and re-lit, ere Joe Tax had gone in search
of refreshments.

*I make a very bad case of it indeed,” was the grave
reply ; ““and T am bitterly disappointed to find that this
house will be of small help to us.”

‘““How do you mean?”

“ Why, you may rest assured we shall find nothing here
likely to be of any service to us, because there is nothing to
find. On the other hand our visit is full of profit, for it has
introduced me to Joe Tax, one of the most plausible and
oily rascals I have ever encountered. Unless I err very
deeply, he holds the key to the mystery of your uncle’s dis-
appearance, and we must contrive not to lose sight of him.
Directly it is light, make your way to the nearest telegraph
office, and wait about there till I join you. After the events
of to-night, I am confident Mr. Tax will send a message to
his employer. I want you to see whether he does so in case

day he gent me down—I
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he eludes me. Besides, it will look better for you to have busi-
ness outside, while I look aiter the search within. I fear ib
will be a farce, but I shall go rigorously through with it.”

“ Have you no hope of making sny discoveries in that
horrible-looking pool 2

“ None whatever now, It is clear to me that we have
some very extraordinary criminals to deal with. I
realise now that we are coming face to face with one of the
most remarkable plots of recent years, and I can’t make np
my mind yet whether ,lyonr uncle is a victim or a conspirator.
Silence ! The heavy Tax is bringing up his viands.”

“To think,” said the object of the detective’s rofiarks, as
he re-entered the room ladened with bottles and glasses, and
cold meats, ‘‘that I should have the pleasure of drinking
wine with Mr. Sexton Blake, the celebrated detective.
Well, well, sir, it’s a wonderful thing to be clever—that it ie.”

The man chuckled and wheezed, and coughed and langhed,
till it seemed from his swollen and congested face that he was
in near danger of being carried off by an apoplectio fit.

¢ Oh, dear! Oh, dear !” he said, when he did again recover

his ‘,.)!'eﬂ.th, “it’s euch a merry world I can’t help laughing at
it 1’
“T'll knock all the langhing out of you before I have
finished with you, rascal that you are ! ” reflected the detec-
tive, who naturally was considerably galled at this taunting
exhibition of trinmphant mirth.

Harry and the detective were not sorry to g:mke of the
food placed before them, for their excitement had sharpened
their appetites,

After therising sun, showing itself dull and grey through
a thick slatey :mist, had glimmered on the oozy ground
outside, and Harry Annym%u had left ‘‘ Raven’s Nook ” to
keep a keen watch at the telegraph office, Sexton had once
more cause for acknowledging the deep craft of the man he
had to deal with,

Quite haphazard he came on Mr. Tax with & pigeon in his
hands, evidently taken from a emall hox well bored with
holes lying open at his feet. At sight of the detective Mr.
Tax smiled blandly, opened the window, and the bird flew
out.

““One of my little hobbies,” he explained, his fat cheeks
rolling and dim]i;ling. 1 was always very fond of feathersd
things, Mr. Blake.’

‘¢ A good carrier pigeon is a very useful thi
said the defective ; ‘“it saves one such a lot o
connection with post-offices and telegraph wires.”

““So it does,” agreed Mr. Tex, wagging his perspiring head
and looking very serions, ‘But, to tell you the truth, I
never thought of that.”

¢ Confound him ! muttered Blake, between his teeth, ' I
must get even with him, and I will. Talk about your ‘lean
and hungry-looking villains,’ this old fat scoundrel would beat
a score of them.”

The detective’s idea, expressed to Harry Armytage, that
nothing leading to the discovery of Mr. Fenton Joyce's body
would be found in the dark pool, proved correct. The
emptying of it resulted in little more than startling some
lazy eels back into its gickly mud.

Save for the disorder of its drawing-room, in which the
voice of a dire tragedy seemed still to ring, the blood-stained
tapéstry and stairs, and the weird suggestiveness of the other
apartments, nothing could be found in the house itself that
offered Mr. Sexton Blake any clue whatever to the where-
abouts of Harry's uncle, living or dead.

Mr. Tax was there, of course ; and for a time the detective
set great store on him, as being the means through which
to get to the truth of Fenton Joyce's affairs. But after all
was over at ““ Raven’s Nook,” it was found that Mr. Tax did
not pay for the watching., Asfor the new owner of the house
in which Harry’s nncle was said to have died, a very little
inquiry soon established the fact that he, Mr, Gaspard Sellars,
was a careless man, of great wealth, and one who took
constant visits abroad.

It alzo seemed to be true that he had never seen the crime-
stained property he had bought. The cleaning and the
decorations of * Raven’s Nook," of which Mr. Tax spoken
with such boasting, were never proceeded with, and of this
fact Mr. Blake made a mental note, as he did of some other
sma.lll matters, which are to blossom “into ripe fruit in the

uel.

** We have spent much time and energy in our attempts to
unravel the mystery of my uncle's disappearance, but it
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mems to me that we are as far from its solution as we were
at the start.”

It was Hurry who spoke, and in a desponding voice, which
well agreed with the cft?lufu{ncns of his face.

“ My leave from my ship, as well as my hopes, are almost
exhausted.”

He and Sexton Blake were wull:inﬁ along Regent Strect
ane fine afternoon, and arm v arm, when our hero guve vent
to this despairing note. :

“[ cannot work miracles,” said the detective, quietly, *‘and
I donot blame you for one thirob of {t:u‘r impulsive impatience.
Why, we bave only been at, this buainess for a couple
of months, and such a tangle as you have induced me to face
miﬁht. well take a year's steady work in'the unravelling,
Why, what's the matter with you?™ ’

‘“Matter | " answered Harty, with such swift utterance
that every word seemed 6 spring from an electric touch.
““In that carriage is Ninian Joyce, looking more beautiful
than ever—" .

All else he =said was Tost in the rattle of the traffic
through which he plunged, till he clung to the side of &
handsome bagonche, wherein sab o lovely girl, accompanied
by an old man, whose plentiful white streamed over
his face and hid it.

In addition to this, a heavy mufiler completely concealed

r his lower features, and his soft hat was drawn well over his
eyes. *

% My young naval friend kuows best whether the lady is

the missing iﬁnim Joyee o not,” reflected the detective ;
fhut I am sure the driver is my old acquaintance, Mr. Joe
Tax. At last we seem to be in full scent of our quarry !

A temporary block in the crowded thoroughfare compelled
the carriage to ato‘l), and Sexton Bluke was to observe
the effect produced on the young lady bﬁha sudden appear-
ance of Harr, yAmYugoonbhnsbepo!— coach.

A look of terrible terror overspread her face; she pre-
sented the most pitiful appearance of alarm, and moreover,
it was evident that she repudiated all acquaintance with the
sailor most energetically, and with scorn,

Blake saw Harry plead wildly for some sign of recognition
from her, and this made her repulse him with even more
determination. The whole incident scarcely ocecupied a
minute, but it was one of those moments when the emotions
fly quicker than time itself, and a life's tragedy is crowded
into the beat of a pulse.

attempted to open the door of the carriage, but
the o suddenly moved forward, and he fell back on the
road among the plunging horses and glittering equipages
insensible.

At the same moment Mr. Tax flicked his horses with the
whip, and the high-spirited snimals sprang forward in grand

le.
Blake pliunged fearlessly among the vehicles, and dragged
his !;mm? to s?g pavement, where a policeman chanced to be
standi

“ Hue‘fe is my address,” he said hastily to this officer,
handing him a card. *‘See that this injured gentleman is
conveyed there, and has every attention, and I will reward
you lianuy. X must go in ¢ of his assailant.”

Without more ado he leit , and dived into an empty
“hansom,” which, luckily, was within hail, One is always
sure of finding a disengaged cab in Regent Street.

st Follow that carriage,” he shouted ; ** that one with a pair
of h just turning into Golden Square. Followlit aa though
your life on your speed. I think I have you this
time, Mr, Tax,” muttered the detective,

1t was plain Mr. Tax was aware that he was being pursued,
. for he urged his horses to their utmost speed. But he had
unwisely turned into a labyrinth of marrew streets which
make up the district of Boho, and at every turn his further
progress was in dm%er of being blocked.

On and on he went, waking up the echoes of quiet roads

where such a carriage was rarely seen, arresting the attention
of the foot passengers, and drawing the startled householders
to their windows.
As he &remd fariously forward, to the complete wrécking
of more than oneapple stall, it secemed that he must have some
hope of g}ﬁng his pursuers the slip in this maze of greasy
thoronghfares.

At first the cab had gained on him, but now it was as
much ;:; Blake's driver could do to keep the flying carriage
in

. % Goodness me !’ ejaculated the detective, as he peered
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eagerly ahead over the splash-board, ‘the gray-haired old
gentleman who was in that conveyance has disappeared ; the
young lady is sitting alone. He must have dropped off the
vehicle as they turned a corner, and were for a mioute out
of my sight—a risky, and, one would think, an almost impos-
sible performance for an o man. I have certainly some
very astonishing people to deal with. There is nothing for
it now but to stick to Tax till he chooses to go to his home,
:uulht,bn.t. I will do even if he continues to drive about all
night.”

ut this Inst chase was doomed to end in the most abrupt
and painful manner.

Expert driver though Mr. Tax undoubtedly was, his
growing excitement led him to take one corner too sharply,
the result being that his hind wheel on the near side was
brought inte violent eollision with the iren post erected
there, and flew clean away from the carringe, which fell with
a crash on its side, leaving the foam-covered horses rearing,
striving, and plunging, to the terror and danger of everyone
in the little street.

Blake rushed to the scene of the accident in time to see
the bady of the young lady lying on the pavement in perilous
proximity to the hoofs of the frantic animals.

She was fearfully pale, and blood poured from a severe cut
on her head. He feared that life had flown from that lovely
form, and he stooped low with the intention of raising her to
some safer pluce,

Then he received a crushing blow on his own skull,
and he dropped by the side of the beautiful girl as deathlike

as herself,
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CHAPTER IV.
ON THE TRACK — CRAIG'S CRAFT — GASPARD
SELLARS—THE TERROR OF FENTON JOYCE—
PLOTS AND PLOTTERS—SHOT DOWN.

“So you are &luite sure the young lady you saw in the
carringe was really your old sweetheart, Ninian Joyce ?"

Sexton Blake and Harry Armytage had recovered from the
injuries they had received, and were sitting in the former's
private room.

T have not a shadow of doubt on the peint,” answered
the young sailor. *“But why she should deny herself to me
is mor;u:ﬁm I can understand. As the myster deef:na 50
does it become more painful and appalling. ! Blake, I
would give much to be able to lift the veil which shrouds the
secret of my uncle’s fate”

“ You are nearer having your desire gratified than you
imagine. I have every reason for believing that your uncle
still lives.”

 Heaven be praised for that assurance 1"

“ More than that, I am convinced it was he who sat by
Miss Joyce in the carriage.”

“] had eyes only for her dear face, and ears thai heard
pothing but her words, cruel as they were. If he does live
it is natural enough he should be with his daughter. He
must have been well disguised.”

¢ Yes, and he escaped from that carriage in a very expert
way. Bo you sce, ytage, if mﬂetheorie- prove correct,
even when we succeed in tprovin ond doubt that this
gentleman is your uncle, I fear I shall be powerless to com-
pel him to ncknowledge his identity, or to receive you as his
nephew. As for his daughter, all my inquiries have failed to
discover where she was taken to after her removal from the
doctor’s house to which she was first conveyed from the
scene of the accident. She may still live, and I hope she
does, but it is far from certain.”

< Alive or dead, she seems lost to me for ever,” sighed
Harry. “ Her behaviour almost malkes me believe that some
evil person has cast & wicked spell over her. Both she and
her father must have fallen on bad daysandinto vile hands ere
they would repudiate me.”

“Your case is the most perplexing I have ever had to deal
with. Mr. Guaspard Sellars, the present owner of your
uncle’s old houselin Essex, and the employer of that fat and
crafty rascal, Joe Tax, is now In Englnud, and residing in &
mnhling'house which stands on a wild part of the Cornish
coast. You must journey down to this place of Sellars’,
for there I believe you will find your uncle. \

“That gounds too good to be true, In what way shall T
approach this Mr. Sellars?” :

“ Openly, and as though you thought him the most honest

The “UNION JACK” forms a splendid companion to the * MARVEL.” Buy these two books, and you will have
enough wholesome reading matter to last you a week.




SEXTON BLAKE, DETECTIVE. 7

man in the world. Tell him your tale frankly, and say boldly
that yon believe he can give you some information about
your missing relative. my conjectures are correct he
would immediately guess your errand, and be better pre-
pared to meet you as o spy than if gou adopt a straight-
forward course, which will put him off his gunard.”

“ Have you been able to ascertain anything concerning

this man’s antecedents § "

highly suspicious circumstance
in the case of a wealthy man.
1 believe him to be one to whom
, crime is as natural as gentle
deeds are to a good woman, I
warn you that you will have to
; E:'udyomulf inst murderons

wds. Yoo will carry your life
) in your hands while you are
under the evil shadow of that
Comish roof. But you have tact
and co and will, I trust,
come well throngh the perils
whio,l,x are sure to threaten

ou,

** And yourself?” asked Harry.

b Oh,’y was  the luuglnrﬂ:?vg
reply ; ““1 shall not be far from
you. You will not know me,
and I shall not want you te,
But I shall be able to put my hand on you at any moment.
You see I should not be of half as much good in that honse
as you, for I neither know your unele, nor is he acquainted
with me. Besides, | wish to keep a particularly active eye
on that man Tax. I'll teach him a lesson before I have done
with him ! ”

‘¢ Ah,"” said Harry, with an air of satisfaction, * this
loolks like o start at work in real earnest, and I welcome it,”

“Of course you do. There are pirates ahead, and you
must consider that you are in full chase of one.”

““Who shall be promptly boarded and sunk without
quarter.”

“ That's all well enough,” said Blake ; *‘but before sink-
ing the ship you must take care that your uncle is rescued
from it. Goodness knows what surprising discoveries are
awaiting us.”

A few days after the foregoing conversation took place in
London, another and an equully important one occurred in
the library of ** Craig's Crait,” Mr. Gaspard Sellars’ romantic
seat in Cornwall, whose very foundations swayed before the
Atlantie gales.

The owner himself was a tall, yellow-skinned man, with
long, claw-like hands, He wore a profusion of jewellery, and
his cunning eyes had o way of dwelling with open approval
on the gems which sparkléd round his fingers.

Seated near to him was the same gentleman the detective
and his friend had scen seated in that earringe next to Miss

HARRY ARMYTAGE.

Joyce.

1{ was a painful thing to Fwe on his conntenance, which
was 8o expressive of internal agony, and it had the terror-
stricken look of a hunted animal.

* Since that unfortunate encounter in Regent Street, 1
have known mno rest day or might” said Mr. Sellars.
“I bave trembled every hour for your safety, my
dear friend. It would be a terrible thing if, after all onr
precautions, you should be captured. My fear is that now your
nephew knows you were nol.%uriod in the place where your
headstone stands, and he has seen Ninian, hewill leave nothing
undone to find you. Onece he suceeeds, the police will not be
;:lbehixll,d him, and then you will inevitably have to face the

ows,
< ““Iknow, I know,” cried Mr. Fenton Jayece, guickly, bnt
in a weak way, and like & man whose faculties were held in

thrall by some mostering, awiul fear. What you say is

true, very true. . What do you adyise, Gaspard?  What do
you recommend me o do,’ d{ friend?”

““Youn must clear out of the country without delay,” was
the prompt reply ; *‘and you and I must not be together for
some time to come——-"

“But my daughter—my poor injored Ninian? I cannot
go without seeing her, 1 sometimes fear, Gaspard, that out
:{e um‘:nkeaa kindness you do not tell me the truth, and that

is i :

‘“She is not dead,” replied the other, gravely. . ““She will

‘* Very little, which is itself a .

recover from her injuries, and yon may sal‘elli trust her to me
—I, who am to be her husbund—I, who hold your very life
in my hands. Tax has already told you,” he eontinued in
harsher tones, ** that young Ariytage is assisted in hissearch
for you by the Scotland Yard people. They are sure to pay
me a visit before very long, beciuse your nephew suspecis me,
If you are found here your doom is sealed. So you must go,
uns at once. A portion of the fortune you have placed in &
bank under your new name of ¢ Wilton Reid,” will give you a
start, and the rest can be left with me. I can’t help thinking
that when you made that absurd arrangement with its
present custodiang, that it was never to be delivered up
exceph to you&r_p'&n&ﬂy, that even your signature was not
to be howoured without your presence, you had but small
faith in my honesty of purpose,”
“It was not that, Gaspard, it was nob that, I was
anxious for the weliare of my child, I did not trost myself,
And even now, my dear friend, if I refuse to agree to your
request, it is becanse I think of her before my own wretched
ue .ll
to what I demand ?” roaredSellars, with
“Why, you foolish old man, it is more
than your life is worth to dare me. I have humoured you
too long. I have submitted to your whims and oddities till
Fm fancy you are the master and I the slave. Hark ye,
enton Joyce, now called *‘Wilton Reid,’ be ready to journey
with me to %Wnﬁﬂbﬁ pb o ."‘to lli,znw
out your meney from bank there, or by the sky above
me, ‘1"11 hand yon over ta your rightful owner—the hang-
man !” e

“Have mercy on me, Gaspard ! show me some mercy.
You will need yuqh shown you on the last dreadful day. X
have been good to you ; have alittle consideration for me in
my helplesaness. Do not rob me and my poor child of all
we possess, If you meant to deal well by us, yon would be
content to let the wealth rest as it is, for I have never refused
Eou money ; do not be g0 gms;ﬁng as to erave for it all. You

now L never intended to kill that man, Heaven is my
witness, it was a pure accident ! : \

¢ Accident or no accident,” {'aemd Sellars, “ the jury de-
clared you to be guilty of wilful murder," and the blood-
hounds of the law are still on your track. Merey? Yes.
You shall have as much mercy as you choose to pay for. I
am sick of this shilly-shallying. Now then, Joyce, my terms
are all your money, or I shall hand you over to the police
without any more nonsense.”

“ Oh, this is terrible, most terrible.”

“ Hullp, Tax,” broke in Sellars, his face dark with passion,
“what do you mean by entering this room without per-
mission ?”

““Well,” réplied Mr, Tax, twirling his hat in his two
hands, and regarding both gentlernen with a smile.  “ What
I mean is news—desperate bad. News as will make
both of you look grave.”

““QOut with it, then,” commanded Sellars, un%rily, “and
don’t stand grinning there like the idiot you are.

< Well, &;ren, rry Armytage has arvived at Belton
Station, and he is on way here. I saw him leave the
train, and I borrowed Sam Pixe’s fast mare, 80 as to gev here
before him, He’s alone, but he may be armed with & search
warrant for all that ; and, at any rate, Iexpect there ia glmty
of power behind him. Now, it he finds you here, Mr. Joyee,
weshall all be in p pretty mess.”

“ It menns ruin, and nothing less,” growled the perplexed
Mz, Sellars,

‘It means death to me,” groaned the unhappy fugitive.
‘“ Save me, I beseech you Logh. 1 will agree to any terms
you may suggest, only save me {”

The wretched man trembled in eve:
on his knees before them as he raised
prayerful agony.

“It'a too late and too dn.nEerous to move him out of the
house now,"” said Gaspard, ad ing Joe Tax,

“To take him out of here at this moment would he to
court discovery,” was the scornful reply.  *“There's hgthin,
for it but t«})lyub him in the tower of thé ruined wing, whic

L]

»

muscle, and dr d
is quivering hands in

old Squire Heaton, as wag hanged ut Exeter for all manner
of crimes, bad walled up. There’s a séoret p to it,
which will baflle the cutest detective Scotland Yard can

send here. I defy anyone to discover him if we once get him
there,”
,”” gasped the terrified man. ~ ““Let us go there

I(YH .
ab once, or my nephew may agriye at any minute.”

Our pext number will contain a Stirring Story of the Sea, entitled *“’Neath Wﬂ'ﬂ Flag.”
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“ You run on, sir, to the grounds at the back,” said Mr.
Tax, “and I will follow you in La!f a minute. TIt's such a
secure place,” Joe added in an ominous, crafty way to Mr,
Sellars, “that if we forget to visit him when he is there
he miq.ht starve to death, and the world never be a whit the
wiser,

‘“THE REPORT OF A GUN RANG OUT, AND HARRY LOST
HIS HOLD AND FELL THROUGH THE AIR.”

‘“ And that fate should be his,” said the master harshly,

““ were it not, for the grecious money waiting his presence at
the bank in Bristol. That must be secured at the firat oppor-
‘.‘,unitiy.”
“ I believe you,” muttered Joe Tax to himself, as he went
after Mr. Fenton;  but it's time I played my own game.
The crisis is at hand, and I am not quite 8o soft as to trust
to your word, or your sense of gratitude, Mr, Gaspard
Sellars. I've got Mr. Fenton Joyce in my own hands now,
and it will a queer thing if I don't soon finger his
money.”

When Harry did arrive at “Craig's Craft,” he was received
by its owner with as much cheerfulness as that scheming
gentleman could assume,

“Ah, Mr. Armytage,” he said, “I have lheard of you
before. You are the young gentleman who was found
%rowiing about my Essex property in the dead of night.

our anxiety about your uncle’s fate may easily excuse that
trespass, but surely you do not expect to learn anything con-
cerning him here ?”

¢ And why not ?”” Harry replied boldly, * when only a few
days back he and his daughter were driving through fashion-
able London in your own carriage.”

“You have been strangely misinformed,” was the grave
reply. *“1 do not possess a carriage, and I have not been in
London for many months.” } o S :

‘““ At any rate your servant, Joe Tax, was driving the
conveyance in which Miss Joyge was sitting.” e o

“ Really, Mr. Armytage, your imagination prompls you to
make the oddest statements. Since my return to England,
to again take up my residence here, Tax has not left this
neighbourhood for a single day. He is about the premises
wow, snd will soon be able to answer for himself.”

““Am I to disbelieve the evidences of my own senses—of
my own eyes?”

“Most; decidedly. when they play tricks with you, and as
Tax has been here all the time, you could not have seen him
in London. But come, Mz, Armytage, tell me what you
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suppose I can have fo do with your uncle, a man I have
never seen, and one believed by the world to be dead "

“That'is precisely the mystery I am so anxious to clear
up. I feel gertain that you can give me the solution to it if
you chose, and T entreat you to take pity on my keen anxiety
for the old man's safety. What can you have to gain by
keeping us apart? I bhave strong reason for believing that
my uncie is even now on these premises, I have come hers
for the purpose of natiafiying myself on this peint. If you
op the examination I propose to make of this building,
I shall invoke the law’s aid; but I am hopeful that I may yet
win you to my side.”

¢ After my explicit statement that I know nothing of your
uncle, your remarks are as insulfing as they could well be,”
returned Mr, Sellars with darkening brow, ‘‘and I should
be quite justified in having you kicked off this estate. But
I will have some re%ard for the rash ohstinacy of headstrong
youth, and I will let you have your own way. You shall
remain here as my guest for as many days as you choose,
and you shall search my house in any fashion you may think
best. Then, Mr. Armytage, when you find how vain has been
your guest, you shall apologise to me for your impertinence
or submit to the chastisement I shall administer to you.”

“When I am satisfied that I have wronged you
I shall be very glad to ask your pardon. At present the
very stones in the coffin supposed to contain his body cry
_nl(:l'l'd, and point to you as being the one in whose power he

“Ah!” This accusation brought a sudden flush to
Gaspard’s cheeks, but he quickly recovered his serenity.
‘“If your uncle is alive and driving about London, as vou
declare,” he said, with warning emphasis, ‘‘and does not seek
you out, it must be because he does not want yon. Take
care that if I’ou ever do find him, you have not cause to curse
the hour ot the discovery, and he reason for heaping the
bitterest reproaches on you for yonr meddlesomeness,

‘“ Now {ou talk like one who could say more if he would.
Tell me, I implore you, what dark secret it is which hangs
over my uncle’s life 7

Gaspard Sellars turned away with an assumption of haughty
disfavour.

After this, and for some days, this gentleman acted the
part of an agreeable host, leaving his guest to wander about
the mansion and the grounds as freely as he chose.

“I think our young friend begins to tire of the wildness
of ¢ Craig's Craft,’” said Gaspard, with a chuckle, toJoe Tax
a few days later. ‘‘He seems to be pretty satisfied by this
time that there is no chance of finding Fenton Joyce here,
and he will soon return to London as empty as he came.
Directly he has gone we must rush the old gentleman off
to Bristol, secure his money, and leave him to such solace
as his nephew and Sexton Blake may be able to afford him.

, Of course, I shall give you the couple of hundred I promised

OI.I.."
4 It is quite a luxury to serve such a generous master,”
said Joe, in dubions tomes. ¢ And what about Miss
Joyce?”

*“ She shall accompany me abroad as my wife. I daresay,
in a few days, she will be well enough to be removed, I am
anxious to marry her, for you see if the worst came to the
worst her father would not care to prosecute his daughter's
husband.” P

*“You're a perfect genius at planning and plotting,” said
Mr. Tax to himself, “but when it comes to the
last deal I think I can go one better than you.” 5.

Harrﬁ had commenced his examination of that frowning,
jagged house eagerly and full of hope, but as one fraitless day
succeeded another he began to despair, and the fear grew
stronger and stronger that Sexton Blake’s instinets had for
once led him astray. ; 3

‘The old, ruined wing had naturally atttacted his first
attention, but it was plain that its walling up had been done'
years and years before, and there appeared to be no possible’
ap%mach to it, even were there any portion of it habitable.

he great tower was heavily mantled with the strongest ivy
Harry had ever met with, and here all kinds of wild birds
made their homes, and there was much fluttering and
screaming round about it.

Night was his favourite time for wandering over the
shadowful grounds, when he could by the moonlight watch
every window and opening in the old walls.

It waa likely, he thought, that if anyone were in hiding in
that place he might emerge from his place of concealment
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whea the household slept, and the reccsses of the building
had the blackness of caverns.

Bat neither his activity by day nor his keen watching at
nil%l.]: had so far met with the smallest reward, and he had
at last most reluctantly decided to leave for London on the
following morning, carrying his disappointment with him
as best he was able, He marvelled what Sexton Blake could
be doing, for so far that gentleman had made no sign. Yes,
he must_go away and look elsewhere for his uncle, who was
a0 strangely hidden from him. He cast what was to have
been a last look on the green-clad tower, and——

He stopped abruptly in his slow pacing. His eyes were
riveted on a spot among the thick climbing foliage so high
above him. limbs quivered with excitement. He seem:d
to hear the beating of his heart against his ribs. He saw the
ivy, where it drooped loosely downwards, slowly parted as
though by the opening of a casement. Then a man’s head
shewed itself through the leaves, and rested there as if its
owner were enjoying the still, scentful air.

Harry rushed towards the foot of the tower. The head
was at once withdrawn and the casement closed,

“I have found my uncle at last,” murmured our hero, as
he clasped the thick branches of the ivy, ‘“and if I can reach
him no other way, this trusty plant will help me to scale the
lofty tower.”

Exercising such caution as his excitement wonld permit,
hie commenced his perilous ascent, finding a footholxrzvherc
he was able, but often being compelled to adopt the more
irying mode of hand-over-hand progression, Tough as the
growth was, he had many narrow escapes of being precipi-
tated to the earth. Once, many yards of the ivy gave way,
and he was hurled through space as though his doom were
surely sealed.

Suddenly his descent was stopped by the
small stem he had trusted to reaching a main
branch from the trunk, and for a few seconds
he swayed helplessly in mid air.

With difficulty he succeeded in securing
another firm hold, and he once more set
about his giddy task.

Finally he attained the height where he
had seen the casement open, and the head
protrude.

Peering through the small window, a
little dimly-lighted room was revealed to
him, and in it, to his ineffable joy, was the
form of his umncle, bent in the attitude of
prayer !

“Uncle, uncle!” he cried, tapping the
glass. *“It is I—your nephew — )iarry
Armytage !”

*“ A young eagie in the ivy !” he heard
a voice below him exclaim. “I am in luck’s
wat{. I'll soon bring the bird to earth !

he report of a gnn rang out, and Harry
lost his hold and fell through the air, like a
shooting star throngh the s%;_\,', to strike the
earth with a dull thud, and to lie there as
though he would never breathe again,

CHAPTER V.
CAPTAIN HOOK—A PRETTY SCHEME

—THE WRECKING OF THE TOWER ?__

—THE FLIGHT OF FENTON JOYCE.

Wane Harry bad been so eagerly em-
ployed in his endeavour to discover his
uncle events had occurred in the adjacent
village of Craigsfoot which had better be
detasled now. 4 4

This old-fashioned hamlet had grown to
its present dimensions in a haphazard,
higgledy-piggledy way, till the quaint cot-
tages, with their overhanging roofs and
twisted chimneys, looked, as they straggled
down the ﬁnlleyin the cliff, as though they
were tumbling over one another in an effort
to be first to dip into the Atlantic,

It was a wild, tempestuous coast, whose
aumerous creeks and secret places in the
rocks had given shelter to many a score of
old-time smugglers ; where even now a hard

criminal might easily bafile such pursuers as were not native
to their land.

1ts one inn—browa, scarred, seared—resembled for all the
world the weather-beaten face of some %iant buccaneer. Its
two windows were fiery red in the falling sun, as his eyes
would have been, and its door was not unlike a gu{od
mouth.

The principal room reminded one of the cabin of an out-of-
date sailing vessel, and its tarry, ropy odour struggled with
the fumes of rum-soaked tobacco for supremacy.

The ‘“ Corsair’s Bride ™ had heard strange, blood-curdling
stories. It had witnessed many a thrilling scene of desperate
outrage, and it was well its smoke-grimed walls could tell no
tales, and that it was impossible to awaken the echoes of the
past from ita rafters.

In these present and more peaceful days it was a hostelry
where Mr, 'Fax best loved to “ smolke his pipe,” which was
his euphemism for at least three glasses of hot brewed
brandy.

“I wounder where that brig's come from, as anchored iw
the bay last night ?” observed another ‘ pipe-smoker,” one
dull afterncon, when the usual company were assembled in
the snug bar parlour. ‘I don's like the looks on her.”

¢« Well,” cried a little man, chuckling as he spoke,
¢ ghe's not a Revenue cutter, that I'll be sworn."”

*“Ah, James,” sighed the first speaker, *‘the Revenue
never did any good for Craigsfoot, that it didn’t. I mind

the time when a bit of lace, a pound of tobacco, or a keg of
brandy might have been had for the asking, in a msnner of
speaking ;
Governmental nose for , everything,

ut now, why, we has to pay through the
A fast craft was

¢ THEN A TERIFIC EXPLOSION RENT THE AIR, AND A SHOWER OF u"rol-
FROM THE OLD BUILDING MADE THEM RUN FOE THEIR LIVES.
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dancing easy on the rising tide ; I reckon she hasseen a bit of
smuggling, and may be something——"

* Keep your tongue still,” said Mr. Tax, who sat smilin
and rosy near the window. *‘Here comes the sKipper, an
bless me if he don't look just like one of the old-fashioned salts
one sees in picture-books come to life again.”

The man who had drawn this observation from Joe puffed
and blew as he came rolling towards the tavern. His cheeks
were a flaming red, and his girth of body Frodigious ; but for
this his duplication of clothes was probably nsible.

Before entering the room he stood for a moment wheezing
and choking at the door.

sy ets all ! he eri=d, in a voice that ‘made the walls
tremble, at the sxme time treating them to an awkward bow.
“¢ Mistress,” he continued, ** brew a bowl of your best punch.
Me and my friends will bring ourselves to anchor, and enjoy
an hour orso’s sociability.”

Had there been anyone in that room disposed to decline
the in's hospitality, he would have thought twice be-
fore 'doing it, so terribly stern and so fiercely deter-
mined did this tough old warrior of the sea !?ieﬂ' to be,

But the frequenters of the **Corsair’s Bride” had never been
known to refuse such hospitality, and soon there wasas merry
o Ea.rby within that salt-flavoured tavern as was possible,
where the host monopolised all the conversation.

Mr. Tax ap, d to take a great fancy to this blustering
sablor, and it was not long before they unconsciously, as it
seemed, separated themselves from the rest, and confided to
one another tales of their own prowess in matters of evil, to
the accompaniment of hearty laughs, the clanging of glasses,
and high compliments from one to another.

““You must have seen a lot in your day,” grinned Mr. Tax.
“ A lot, and of all sorts, I'll be bound.”

“ Nothing ever came amiss to Captain Hook, of the boune-
ing Shark. A tight craft, shipmate, and with a master as
knows how to handle her for any sort of trade.”

“ Any sart of trade, eh?” repeated Tax, pushing himself
nearer to the hardy sailor, and loweriun# his voice.  **Do [
understand yon to mean any sort of trade?”

“Why, do you want me to drive a broadside into you to
makeé you open your ears 8o a2 you can understand me?
Any sort of trade—them's my words, and what. Captain Hook
says he means.

* Why, my clever ship has carried gold, and she’s carried
fish ; she's done a deal in ivory,and ain’t been above w freight
of coal. It’s as the luck il

* (Good, good!” chuckled Mr. Tax.. ‘I daresay you
wouldn’t raind a sail to Bristol if you were ?nid forit?”

““Bristol ? " returned Hook, scornfully, *‘ that’s no voyage
at all,' but if you want to trim sails for that port I'm your
man. "

More conversations and more exchanges of confidences fol-
lowed this first meeting, till ﬁmllgoma night when Tax had
;emn.inufl rz:lmmng at the ht]:vtim r l;hter bha.nwufahli]s habit,

e very i up his plans to the captain, feeling sure
this dzg-lmm wguld gob be shocked at the detg.iling
of any villainy he could sk, !

A4 fact 1s,” he said, ‘iihnvq an old gentleman I want
taken to Bristol safe and secret. See? safe and secret. 1
shall go with him, and when we have had a couple of hours
at Bristol, I shall bring him back to the Shark, and I shall
want, you to keep him out at sen for at least a month.
Then you can him anywhere you like——"

“Or drop him overboard? Ah, that’s it! T like plain
talking, w, when do you want me to be ready ™

** Atany moment,” answered Tax, in an anxious whisper.

““How am I to get hold of the old gentleman?” ,

““If I bring him down to the jetty you and your men can
do the rest.” ,

“1 warrant we can.  What is thesignal? How am 1 to
know when to expect yon 7" - ~

* When you see a big red light af the great honse on the
cliff, *Craig’s Craft,’ look for us.” "o BLENY ¢

‘“Good. And what do you proposeto pay for the use of
the .;'b:l:'k m;‘d ht;r[mpmi.n b e b ot

't ought i ve you fifty pounds when we got to
Bristol— O o

“Fifty what?” roared the skipper, in a furious and
menacing voice. ““So you chosght. that,did you? You thought
you'd-gome half-bred land lubber to deal with, eh? Look
you, I must’ bave one hundred pounds paid to me on that
jetty ere I ship you or your precious old gentlemun either.

etty
i’ve named my terms. You may take them or leave them.”
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fTf it must be, it shall be,” said Tax, somewhat dolefully,
and the two men shook hands.' *“ Keep a sharp look-out for
the red light at * Craig’s Craft,’ skipper.”

£ Ai’ ay ! and see that you are ready witthnnr gold 1

Wit L{m words they scparated, and Joe sought the
rambling mansion on the hill.

““1Itis a good thing for me,” he reflected, as he climbed the
rising ground, ‘“that I know where old Sellars keeps his
money, or my pretty plan would fail entirely. I'm certain
that drinking, villainous Captain Hook will not agree toabate
one pound of his exorbitant demasnd. JIf Y can get some
of it back from him during the voynge I will ; and [ think I
know as many tricks as he does. Ha! ha ! ha! indeed I do,
and a few more! Hullo, sir ! what are you doing on the
ground there ! What has happened ? ¥

The old tower of **Craig’s Craft™ faced the sea, and, journey-
ing the near way te it, Joe had almost stumbled athwart his
nmt.erl. who was kneeling over something that lay upon the
ground,

*“ Harry An;{tage climbed the ivy and dizcovered his
uncle. I arrived just in time to bring liim down with my
gun. I fear I have killed him !”

“Then you are as good as hanged,” declared Joe, now
quite sobered, and full of rage., *“I tell you he has the police
behind him, and we shall all suffer for the plot we have
been engaged in. Fool that you are ! vour stupidity has
destroyed our every chance.”

‘“Bilence, yon old rogue | lesk I serve von as T have him.
I cannot hang mare than once, whatever | do to you, Why
don’t you help me to revive him? If we can Leep him invalided
here for a little it will give me time to take old Joyce to
Bristol, and to secure his fortune.”

““Hush !” whispered Tax, ‘““he has opened his eyes.
Consciousness has returned.”

‘“Where iz my uncle?” Harry demanded, springing to his
feet, and then emitting a cry of pain. * [ am only shaken,”
he said, a8 they attempted to support him. I can move
about to-night well enough. To-morrow | may be too stiff

to do so ; to-night I am determined to rescue my uncle
an;‘ that tower, if I have to raise the whole village to help
me,

“You are mad to suppose that Mr. Joyce is there—mad
enough to be confined in an asylum,” wiid Sellars, harshly.
“Ig ht you were one of those rarc young eagles which
occui::flly seek shelter in that tower, or I would not have
fired at you. It seems, though, that I have done ne more
than graze your wrist.” .

“It was sufficient. Tt brought me to earth,” said Harry.
‘“You have a ladder which reaches to the very roof of your
house. Let e have that here, so that I may show yon that
my uncle is in the tower, or I will excitc such & commotion
about you as will most certainly lead to your speedy im-
prisanment.”

Guaspard was ready with some violeut reply, but Joe Tax
tugged his arm, and said, with his usual smick, to Harey—

** You shall have the ladder by all wmeans, and shall do
whnlt';uiuu like in the old tower. But come inside first with
me refresh yourself.”

“ No. I will remain here lest there be more treachery at
work. Produce the ladder at once,”

I shall have to rouse the house up to do it grumbled
Tax ; “but if you insist, so it must be.”

He went off in the direction of the mansion, and Gaspard
ran after him.

““ How can we let him into that tower 7™ he gasped.

“ We must,” was the ealm reply. *“ You go and keep him
easy, Leave the rest to me, and all will be well.”

“I doubt it,” muttered Mr. Sellars; but he returned to
Harry, and did his best to soothe him during the long
interval which elapsed before two of the outdoor men
servants brought the'unwieldy ladder and placed {tagainst
the tower. But Harry made them plive it on the opposite
side of the tower this time, as the window wus larger there,
and made haste to mount to it, although he found that hie
ankle gave him a considerable amount of pain.

As he, step by step, ‘pot nearer and nearer to that small
window, his excitement became overwhelming. He felt sure
that the hour of his meeting with his uncle had, indeed,
come, and that he wus soon to hear mews of his beloved
Ninian.

Just as Harry was about to force upen the casement and
jump into that mysterious room, an explosion occurred in
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the tower, which shook its walls, and made his ladder
‘tremble under him.

Then s thick volume of hot, pungent smoke poured out
of the window, hall choking him, and, for the moment,
wholly blinding him. This was followed by a wide sheet of
hungry flame, which completely drove him back, and com-
pelled him to slide down the ladder to the ground.

As soon as he touched the earth he ran round to where
Gaspard Sellars stood. Then a terrific losion rent. the

: air, and a shower of stones
from the old building made
them run for their lives.

** My uncle, my poor uncle !
there can beno hope for him
now. He cannot have es-
caped from this awful out-
burst.”

“1f any man was in the
tower he is certainly dead
by this time ; but I tell you

our uncle was not there.”

r. Sellars appeared to re-
gard this unexpected de-
struction of his property
\yithremnrkableer!un.nhnity.
" Tax has proved himself no
fool,” he reflected. **Of
course he has conveyed old
= Joyce away b,y the secret

passage. I don’t quite under-
stand these explosions, un-
less it is true that the old
squire, who was hanged, had
stored a quantity of powder
in that tower, and it has
been accidentally ignited. At any rate, the shattering of the
old ruin is no great loss.”

Even as these thoughts passed throu&lh his mind the gaunt
and heavy walls crumbled, and fell with a crash which went
rolling over the sea above the ocean's roar, and echoed wildly
among the distant hills,

Harry watched the fiery havoc as one spell-bound—awe-
stricken, and with despair crushing his heart, while Mr.
Sellars thought it wise to seck the shelter of the safe part of
his house, and regale himself with brandy,

Meanwhile two figures were creeping cautiously down the
%ide of the cliff, and following the y-used path to Craigs-

oot,

The agitation of the one, who was no other than Mr,
Fenton Joyce, was so great that he progressed slowly and
with difficulty, Mr. Joe Tax being compelled to lend him

ﬁ‘?}lll:nﬁ nssistance. ?
crimson glare from the burning pile was on them ; it
lit up the side of the hill, and made Itﬁmm- journey easier,

““ You see, sir, we were only justin time,"” said Tax. ** But
who would have thougbt. that place was a regular
powder magazine? It's heen a narrow escape for bofg of
us. Never mind, we are all safe now, and it won't be long
before you are at Bristol, and able to claim yourown. Then
T'll see you and Miss Joyce nice and snug in some safe
place where Mr. Sellars will never find you. I couldn’s
stand by, sir, and see you robbed, as he means to rob you.”

“You speak well, Tax—you speak uncommonly fairly,
and I pray that I may safely trust you.”

They had reached the jetty now, and there stood Captain
l_igok, waiting for them. his ship’a boat was lying along-
side.

“ May hurricanes shiver the Shark/” roared the old
seaman, ‘‘ but you have shown a red light at ¢ Craig’s Craft,’
and no mistake ! I was looking for o lantern, or something
of that kind. I did not suppose you were going to set fire
to the whole country side.’

3 ““You could not very well oyerlook that blaze,” grinned
oe,

““ Isee you have brought my passenger down with you.
My service to you, sir ! gAnd E mPp,oage, Mr. Tax, youym
prepared with the passage money?”

‘“ Here you are—a clear hundred, notes and gold.”

“Good. Now, sir,”’ he added, addressing Mr. Joyce,
“gtep gently; keep hold of my arm. Now, my lads,
take care of him. Sho! There you are, nice and com-
fortable.”

“T'll get in now,” said Tax, moving towards the boat.
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1 think not,” declared the captain, in a strangely altered
voice, which made Tax’s jaw drop with amazement. “T
think not, Joe Tax, becauss Pve got all I want, and I intend
leaving you helind, When Sexton Blake means to get even
wit.hnu man he generally succeeds, and I am even now with
you

o 3exmn Blake ! repeated the astounded and beaten
rascal,

““Yes ; Sexton Blake ! " cried the detective, springing into
the boat. ““It’s a name yon won't forget as long ns you live.
Now, boys, pull for your lives, ns that bafiled scoundrel may
be foolish enough to fire on us.”

But Tax was too dazed to attempt anything of the kind.
He stood there like a man suddenty strock idiotie, repeating
in an imbecile way—

Sexton Blake !

“Sexton Blake! Sexton Rlake !

CHAPTER VI

THE MYSTERY OF FENTON JOYCE—THE MOCK
FUNERAL—A HAUNTED MAN—SEXTON BLAKE'S
PLAN.

SExToN Brakg, having cast aside his nauntical disguise, st
in the roomy cabin of the old Shark, with Mr. Fenton Joyce
opposite him, the light from the swinging oil lamp above
them falling on the latter gentleman’s worn and hng%i:;i
gnce,d:nd showing how he lost flesh even during the
ew days.

o | kynow," he said, * that both you and my poor nephew
have been animated by the best intentions in your determina-
tion to find me ; but slas ! for the goodness of your purpose,
its suceess means putting a mﬁﬂ round my neck.”

‘- Nonsense,” cried Blake, cheerfully, *“ you are labouring
under some delusion.”

I would it were so. My escape from ¢ Craig's Craft * will
infuriate Mr. Sellars ; he will hasten to the police to denonnce
me, and I shall soon be captured, my condemmnation will
follow a8 a matter of course, and my darling child will have
the shadow of the gallows cast over her young life, which
should be all joy and hope and brightness,”

“ What power has Sellars over you? How can he consign
you to the ﬂ?m "

 Rasily. 1 am wanted by the police on a charge of wilful
murder—a murder which Sellars and his man, Tax, can wear
they saw me cominit.”

¢ There must be something very wrong in all this,” said
Blake, reflectively. ** Both your nephew and myself have
instituted the most minute inquiries concerning your goings
and comings, and your whole s?sbem of life, and we have
heard nothing of any charge of murder having ever been
hrou%hh against you,”

“That only shows how cleverly Sellars has: contrived to
shield me. As for all my doings, none except ourselves could
know what took Kslme in that dreadful house in Essex, called
¢ Ravens’ Nook.” ¥

“J am your friend,” said Blake, considerably perplexed by
the other’s words, the more so as the unhappy gentleman,
though wearied almost to death, was obviously perfectly
sane, *“and yon had better make a clean breast of the whole
affair to me. If such a man as Sellars has succeeded in saving
you so far, I'm certain I can in the future.”

“Ah! You do not yet know the terrible position I am in.
You shall have my story, and even if {ou are powerless to
aid me, I shall have your pity. Doubtless my nephew has
told you that for mauy years I lived the life of a recluse,
caring little for society, and taking but small interest in the
eurrent topics of the day. Well, after his departure my dis-
position ¢ in & most unaccountable way. I enjoyed
the gaicty of London, and I sought excitement on the
Stock Exchange. During. this period I met Gaspard
Sellars, and he took a keen interest in my speculations,
which, oddly enoufh,tnmed out exceptionally successful. We
became inseparable companions, and go well had he estab-
lished himself in my good opinion that I watched his atten-
tions to my daughter without uneasiness, I knew that she
was engaged to my nephew, Harry Armi ; but it was
easy for me to bring myaeif lieve t & marriage’
between cousins not a desirable thing. She, dear girl,
remained firm and fixed to her heart's first choice, and my
friend, Gaspard, was repulsed in a way which cut him to
the quick. It was he wgo adyised me to purchase ¢ Raven's
Nook,” in Kssex. It was a most retired place, and yet was
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under an hour's ride from London. He suggested that
several of his Stock Kxchange friends would be glud to ride
down there at night and form merry card parties, which, as
ke pointed out, must prove highly profitable to me, as my
‘luck was in.’ I will offer no excuse for falling in with his
siews. The gambling fever held me in its wicked thrall,
and at this time Sellars exercised a most astonishing in-
Huence over me. Play ran high at ‘ Ravens’ Nook,” but the
house preserved such a quiet exterior that had there been
‘ |5h i the neighbourhoed to cbserve the place, no suspicion
would have been excited. Mad though I was, I took good
oare to kae_p my dear Ninian free from the taint of the cards.

One night, a night never to be forgotten by me, Sellars
brought a young fellow to the house named Fred Dudley.
He was reputed to be wealthy, and at first I found him fo
be an agreeable companion. He and I ‘commenced playing.
Gaspard looked on, and Joe Tax acted as butler. ‘L'o my
mortification I lost continuously, and just as dawn was
beginning to break, and my brain was burning with ex-
citement, I had reason ¥or accusing my opponent of
eheating. As the words left my lips he spramg at my
throat, and as terrible a struggle as ever took place be-
tween two men in my drawing-room. In our
frantic efforts to win mastery tables were overturned,
chiirs broken, and ormaments shattered. At last I got
clear of him, and L hit him a violent blow between his eyes,
which sent him recling towards the marble mantelpiece.
His head caught the edge of it, blood spurted all round,
and the unfortunate youn(gumau dropped down dead.

“I was led away, and pard
until I recovered some of my composure. ‘I suppose you
know what you have done, Joyce,” he said to me. *You
have brutally murdered my friend, and 1t is my duty to
see that you hang for your crime,’

“I will not weary you, Mr. Blake, with a description of
the terror which all his words now thrilled me with. Nor
shall I repeat all the protestations I made. *But,” Sellars
went on, ‘I like you, and I will try to save you.
We have at least a week before us, because I will put
it about that Fred Dudley, the man you have killed,
has gone to Paris, But after that his friends will
grow restive, o search will be institnted, the police
will come to this house first, for it was here he was
last seen alive’ ‘What can I do/ I cried in my
dismay, ‘to escape from the awful doom which threatens
me?’  ‘There is only one thing possible,” he answered.
‘ Fenton Joyce, the murderer, must die, and quickly; but
Mr. Wilton Reid, which shall be your new name, may live,
und flourish as an independent gentleman, Leave all the de-
tails to me, and you shall be saved. During such breath-
ing time as we have you must see your legal people and
realise every particle of property you possess. Your death
shall be so properly managed that even your assurances,
which you must assign to me, shall be paid.’ All this, I
believe, was done, but exactly how Gaspard contrived it I
cannot tell. Though I appeared to be calm and reasonable
to my bankers and %n.w vers, 1 was paralysed with terror, and
yet 1 had the sense, when I appeared at Bristol, and /lodged
my wealth there in my new name, to ‘make it impossible for
anyone butanyself in person—Wilton Reid then, and now—
to withdraw a fraction of sy money. Itook this precaution
f0 make my life precions in the eyes of Gaspard Sellars, for
I saw now that he was an unscrupulous man, and would
use the advantage he had over me to the utmost in his own
favour. My dear daughter Niniin had to be taken into our
confidence, and ‘the terrible tale wrung her heart. She de-
clared her willingness to sacrifice everything to save me,
So under our false names we lived in remote spots here and
abroad, our great terror heing lest anyone who had ‘once
known ‘us should see us and recognise ue.  Sellars showed
us a cutting from a newspaper in which the finding of Fred
Dudley's body at * Ravens’ Nook” was detailed at length, and
then another cutting ziving the proceedings at the coroner's
inquest, at hwhich inth Sellars and his servant, Joe Tax,

to give evidence and tell the truth, so far as the events
of that fearful night were concerned. The verdict of this
ju.lx was one of wilful tnurder against me, and the coroner
said that it was fortunate I had died so soon after pthe
erime, and had my family the disgrace of seeing me
condemned to the scaffold. Since then you can easily under-
stand how completely my daughter and ‘myself have heem
at the mercy of Mr. Gaspard Sellars, and how terrified we
bave been at my nephew's efforts to trace us. The open-
ing of my grave at Essex occasioned us the greatest com-

Sellars remuined with me
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sternation. We supposed that Harry had joined his ship,
or we should never have entered on that memorzble
drive through Regent Street. I was sufficiently disguised,
and there was no one to notice Ninian except Harry, for
ghe liad always lived in great retirement.” T

“1 sappose you did not read the accounts of the finding
of the body of fred Dudley, and the subsequent inquest, in
any recognised paper?” r

* Mr. Sellars showed me cuttings from the T'imes. It was
thought better that neither my daughter mor myself should
gee any of the daily journals. BSellars said he wanted us to
forget all about the tragedy."

“Just so. But I may remind you that anyone can get
a column or so of matter set up in newspaper form, without
that matter having appeared in any pericdical whatever.
I believe you have been tricked into a terror you peed not
have endured, and all to fill the purse and satisfy the pur-
pose of an ingenious swindler. Your tale is sufficiently
serious though for us to go warily to work. We will put
into the nearest port, take train to Bristol, where you
must secure your money——"

“Why,” interrupted Mr. Joyce, “that’s exactly what
Gaspard wanted me to do. So did Tax, and now you——""

* Oh, yes,” laughed Sexton Blake, " we all think of the
money first. But the difference hetween the other two and
myself iz that I want to preserve it for you, and they
wanted to swallow it themselves.”

CHAPTER VII.
JOE TAX AND HIS MASTER—A STRUGGLE FORE
LIFE—GASPARD'S CRIME,

Ir was not until Joe Tax had managed to give vent to &
blusterous and useless fit of vituperative rage, that his
mind became steady enough to decide what he should do
in the strange fix in which he now found himeelf. Like
many another thief, his mental processes were quick enough
to compensate for the enforced slowness of his other move-
ments,

“I must make as good a tale of the fiasco as X can to
Sellars,” he reflected. “Old Joyee goes to Bristol by
boat; we can easily be there first by train, and in epite of
Sexton Blake, who us yet cannot know the real state of
affairs, we may intimidate the precions old idiot into

iving us a good share of his money. But Gaspard will
ﬁnve to knuckle down to me this time, and I shall want
my half of all that's got. Whatever happens, they can't
get over the fact that I did save Mr. Joyce from being
burned to death in that tower. Lor! what an escape it
was for me too. Who would have thought it %ould have
gone off bang like that? I suppose I must have dropped
a match somewhere.”

It was in his private room that his servant found the
master of * Craig's Craft,” and in a very furious temper.

“You rascal!” cried Gaspard, as Joe entered. * You
have broken open my dcsﬁ and taken every penny it
contained.”

“ A pultry hundred or so, and that to help yon. As for
being a rogue, all I say is ditto repeato. But I have some-
thing more serious to tell you than the loss of a few
sovereigns. Fenton Joyce is in the hands of Sexton
Blake, the detective.”

“You villain, you have played the traitor!"

“Not a bit of it. There was a likely looking brig in the
bay, whose captain seemed gume for any sort of work, so
I arranged with him to carry old Joyce secretly to Bristol,
should the occasion suddenly uarise. I knew we could
easily get there first by train. * The need happened to-night,
and I took the old gentleman down to the jetty. paid a
hundred pounds for his passage, and was just stepping into
the hoat after him, when the captain suddenly changed him-
self into Sexton Blake, and said, *Oh, no you don't. I've
got all I want.’ And he rowed away, leaving me keel
upwards, as it were.”

“It is o misfortune,” said Gasperd, with unnatural calm-
ness, “hut we can get over it. We can easily be first in
Bristol, x'md if we fail there, 1 #till hold a trumi; card which
they can't take from me without paying heavily for it.”

:‘ What's that?” nsked Tax, eagerly,

*The address of the place where { have hidden Ninian
Joyce. No one knows that but myself.”

“Good 1" eried Joe, with a show of admiration.

Let us go outside and discuss our plans,” said Gaspard,
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rising; “while young Armytage is prowling about the

lace even the walls have ears. He has the vitality of a

ozen cats. That fall should have killed 'him, but he has
only a sprained ankle, and he defies the pain of that. As
he {;elisve.s his uncle to be dead he will not trouble us by
watching our movements.”

Tax followed his master readily enouﬁh into the open,
211:; when p:go }l‘atter lﬁ the w;y in the d g ion where the

i sheer to the sea, he expressed his surprise.

< \g’r:pshall be away from the smoke of that burning
tower, and hidden from the gaping villagers who bhave
gathered round it,"” said Sellars.

Joe glanced nervously about hiri, as though he had no
particular desire to be altogether concealed from the view
of the crowd,

. “I'd rather go the other way,” he said, at last. “I
don’t like this road at all.”

“What's the matter with yon? What's wrong with the
road?"” demanded Gaspard, harshly—anger and hate
g]eamit:ﬁ in his eyes.

b you I don’t like this way, and I don't like your
face, Gas Sellars. You mean to do me some mischief.
When you look as you look now, I know there is murder

in your thoughts.”

oe Tax stopped abruptly. The redness had flowed
from his face, leaving it an ashen le. Heavy
beads of perspiration stood ont on his forehead, and as
lakes in tfl’: hellows under his eyes, which remained fixed
on the other's face, fascinated as by some snake-like
influence,

“Mean to do you a mischief!” hissed Sellars. *“Why
¢ you traitor, of course I do. mean te  kill you,
and o let the sea swallow your treacherous body.”

e sprang on his servant with the frenzy of a madman,
and the two fell to the ground, where they lay writhing
and struggling.

““ You fool ! do you think I have not seen through your
rascality ?” panted Gaspard. ‘“You thought to sell ‘me,
and have been finely tricked yourself. Down the oliff
you shall go, and the sharp rocks shall silence your
false tongue for ever.”

“If T go you shall go also,” gasped Tax; “while I live
I will not release my grip of you. Have mercy, Sellars,”
he whined, “life iz v sweet, and why should we leave
it now? I am not y to die. As youn hope for pardon
hereafter, have mercy now.”

“Mercy I” laughed Qaspard, wildly. *Yes, yes, you
faithless knave, {nu ghall have mercy; tiger's mercy—the
mercy the wolf showed the lamb.”

Sellars continued to make the most desperate
efforts to  thrust Joe nearer gnd nearer to
the edge, where the clif showed a terrific descent

to the sea. These attempts were resisted with all the
tenacity and power of one fighting for dear life. The men
battled with ome another so closely as to seem like one
breathing mass. Gaspard’s mad  strength was beyond
Joe’s capacity, and, bit by bit, straining over every

inch, they drew closer and closer to the extremity of °
d’y height, endinﬁ in the awful drop which was

that gid
certain and dreadful deat

But, though he did succeed in pushing Joe forward, Gas- :

pard could not by any device he tried set himself free from
the vice-like clutch of his antagonist.

It seemed that the doom o
the other, until Sellars paused in his striviag, having no
fancy himself for being dashed to pieces against the rocks
and swallowed by the angry sea.

With great difficulty, and after many ineffectual trieg, he
at last succeeded in drawing a knife from his pocket, and
the long blade of this he plunged into Joe's heart without
compunction. Even then 1t was some time hefore he could

set himself free from the entwining limbs of the dying man. &
When he did so his evil face wore an expression of &

diabolical exultation,

“So perish all false friends, who are always more
dangerous than open foes,” he muttered, as he rolled the
heavy body over the top of the cliff, and watched it
strike every projection in its way till it sunk in the
trembling ocean.

" His §eath will be attributed to an accidental fall over
the cliff ; I need trouble myself no further about him. This
bas been an eventful night. Now to see how quickly I can
ﬁft to'BristoI, and then to discover what terms I can make

ere !’

one must be the fate of §

Gas Sellars lost no time in booking b]y]' train to
Bristol, and as Sexton Blake and Mr. Joyce had sailed,
it followed inevitably that he reached the West Vi':lf
England seaport first, but all he cou]_d do was (o wait
in the neighbourhood of the bank for their arrival.

CHAPTER VIII.

FACE TO FACE—THE PLOTTER FOILED—AN
UNEXPECTED ARRIVAL—FREEDOM OF FENTON
JOYCE—A DIRE THREAT—GASPARD SELLARS 18§
BAFFLED BY FATE—HE MAKES HIS ESCAPE.
SerrAns’ appearance at Bristol was not unlooked for

by his anxious victim, Fenton Joyce. ;

"“He will be there,” said this gentleman to the detective,
“and very likely with the police at his side ready to arrest
me."

“You need have no fear on that score,” was Blake's con-
fident reply. “Even if he holds the power he pretends to,
your imprisonment would not bepefit him. Yon may be
sure that he would rather have a share of your money
than see you in the cell. T shall be glad to meet him, and
let me aganin repeat that I feel sure you have been the
victim of a clever and audacious plot.”

¢] wish Iconld believe so 1” eried theaged man, as he clasped
his hands together. “Oh, merciful powers! if it could be
only proved that T am free from the awful evime of murder,
all my days should be devoted to praise and thanks
giving.”

**Take heart; bave ooumi:. I trust to succeed in help-
ing you to many years of s[;s‘umiss. 1f we find that you
have been shamefully im on all this long time we
will take care that Ga Sellars is severely punished.”

“If I am freed from this load which has erushed me to
the earth I shall be too elated to think about revenge. Be-
sides, I should shrink from having the details of my
terrible bondage exposed before a callous court. A public

trial would be an ordeal from which my poor daughter
would naturally shrink. But, alas! it is folly to in niﬁe
in this idle I shall never be able to sgm.ks off the
fetters which

' bind me.”
““One thing
in clear. That

rascal Tex and
hiz  villainous
master have
fallen out, and
you know the
proverb about
rogues’ quazrels
benefiting
honest men.”

“WITH A SUDDEK AND UNEXPRCTED EFFORT GASPARD THREW

OFF HIS CAPTORS, AND MADE A CLEAN DASH THROUGH
THE WINDOW."
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“It is only lately I realised that Gaspard was a
scoundrel,” said Mr.” Joyce. “Recently he certainly has
shown the cloven hoof, and evinced & determinntion to
make himself muster of all I possess, ¥ shall be glad when
the weary fight is over, and the eternal sleep ends my
woes y

The old man insisted on driving to the bank in o closed
conys

yance,
Oun the steps of that establishiuwnt thoy were confronted

by Guspard Sellars.
¥ ’3 %nﬂumm," he #aid with great nonchalangs, *' you

see I am before you. You hd‘(-a sorved your old friend,
your p rer, & nasty teick, Me. Joyee, and you deserve
to suiler for yeur ungrateful behavionr,

“You, 1 g;fmma "he added, addressing the detective,

Z “m_Smmn ake, asort.of smavour Bow égmm detective.
1 don't know yhat particalasly bud turn Fenton Joyee hos

done you that yor should be so anxiods 1o place & noose

ﬁnnﬁi his neuvlk,’ =
“Lf anyone in this ¥ is'in -Lmﬁz‘ the' gallows,”
not Mr, Joyee. '

A um}nn
mimed Blske, emphaticdily. i is

t was a chance sliot, b i stouck home, For an instant
Wzgtugady of the cliff was agpip coacted before Gespard’s
“Posaibly," e said, with an #cid s#mile ou his white face,
You do not know Mr. Joyee's story *7
THa Das told me what your have told him."
“Pardon We. He knows guite arell that he did strike
that man down in the Essex homwse,s and he does not desy
that he saw him lyftog dead at his feot.’

*“Hush! for Heaven's sake, hush! Let us go to some
private place, and discuss matters, We must not talk
this busy street,”

It was Mr. Joyce

M
Y

who spoke,: and he shook with fear,
“T¢ i= o wise on, eed G , with a sinister
gmile. “If you it me fo enter your oab, we will
drive to my hotel, reweeqn‘inmmadlad:xthan
upartment snited to our pge”

“Now,” said Blake, when they hail seated themselves at

the oval table in the centre of the roum, * granting that a
most unfortunate scoffle did fake place i Mr. Joyce's
drawing-room, what evidence have you to show that the
oflier man was really killed in the strgi;fg{e; 7
proofs have you that any verdict of wilful murder was
- ever brought ngainst ?’hhmgme% %g:r;nr :
' “rose from his : : 2
| Yf that is the tone you intend sdopting towards ‘me I
* ahall at once summon the police, and they will soon support
my story in the most practical way possible. =
“Stop him! Do not let him' ring the bell!” cried Mr.
~ Joyce, piteously. “1 told you, Seéxton Blake, that you
uld rui ;

would ruin me. g 8
Y 8it down, Mr. Sellars. I dop’t think you are the sort
'dtsmwhalhould be too anxious to call in the officers of
justice. Let us for & moment allow that Mr. Joyee's
ition is as critical as you-déclare it to he—what do you
and from that gentleman &s the price of msdmz
You must remember that you have already ed
“digiously on his wealth, and bave so terrorised over, hi
thiat his reason has come perilously near being unhinged.
“As Mr. Joyoe's future son-indaw, I demand to have
\is control of him apd his a¥airs, and further I re-
“qui at you -immediately retire from this matter, into
‘which you should never lave thrust your meddlesome
finggers.  Mr. Joyce does not Tequire cither you or his houss-
- ) 2 -

h’?."ﬂ';f ::?vh:iﬁon  Blangdly, “but you overlook one

rather & -
“Pray what is that?

w.\;

“Now that T am master of the datails of this melanchol
camlf(iwaminl:lmgwd o b ion s yourself to dnmnns
hush money. T can call the ?M as’easily os you, ‘and
“where then wonld be the wealth you so crave for?t™

An oath esgaped , end he bit his lower lip till
“the Blood came

“Oonfusion.” he muttered, " 1 had forgotten that.”

“ Tust now I asked yon to name your ﬁum. Mr. Sellars.
Don't you think you had better nsk me what mine are?
As a matter of fact, I am better placed than you. Accord-
“ing to your own story you hive for Sonio time past shielded
u uiiim‘.l&mr from justice, which is in itsell a serious offence,
o when 7 send for the police they will take you both,

A look of fiendish malice distorted Gaspard's {gee, and
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there was a moment when it seemed that he would spring
on the dstective, and endeavour to tear him to pieces. i

“ Well,” he said, with a growl, * what are your terms?

*“Two-thirds 'of Mr. Joyee's wealth."

“Am I to be left penniless?” Mr. Joyce.

“Were I as great a rascal as this fellow that indeed
would be your position,” answered Blake. *You shali
make no terms with him. No terms are ible with one
of his class. Let him do his worst. You are defied,”
addec} thie detective, laughing in the face of the astounded
rascal.

* By my honour | he shouted, again rising in o mighty
pasgion, *you shall rue this insolence. Your friend Harry
Armytage shall have all his days embittered by the know-
ledge that his unele suffered the shameful penalty of the
gallows,”

“What are you doing, Blake, what are you doing? ™
wailed Mr, Jovee. * He will surely carry out his threat,
and there will he no hope for me!”

* Have no fear,” said the detective, smiling on both of
them, *he has too much regard for his own precious liberty
ever to denounce you, even if he had the power.”

“Lwill sunish ou yeb,” snarled Sellurs, clenching his fists.

Poar old Mr. Joyee fell on his knees, begging for merey.
and making a most piteous exhibition of terror. " He was
in this position when the door opened, and & youngish man
burst in on them.

“Hullo, Sellars!™ he cried, “T didn't know that you
were engaged. I just heard by sccident that you were
staying here, and that this was your room. Of course, I
ought to have knocked, but you know my impetuous way.

How are you?
Gaspard suddenly looked very sick indeed. He sank
was near him, and his face assumed o
variet’y of dissgreeable hues. .
i said, in a hoarse

hat ill wind blew you here?” he

The effect of the appearance of this visitor was elestrical
on Mr. WJuyee. He sprang to his feet, and a shrick of
gladness escaped him. He put his arms about the new-
eomer, and fondled him as he might have welcomed a long-
. Jost son. ; ‘

v “Why," eried the delighted old man, addressing the
. amazed detective, “ this is Fred Dudley—good Fred Dudley
: —the man Iam supposed to have murdered. Fred Dudiey
t<alive! really and truly alive!™

: " Of course T am," exclaimed that gentleman.

He wes far from being the least suprised of the party.
4 “But what are you doing walking about in the flesh
“aguin? You certainly did kiock me about a bit, Mr.
“nJuyce, und I was lnid up for a little. The first news I
‘heard on my recovery was about your death and burial.

I'm glad to see it was a false report, and as it is never too
+ date to apologise when you knuw you are in the wrung, let
me now express the deep regret I have ull along felt for
having so wrongly charged ycu with dishonourable conduct
at cards. The wing was stronger than my head, or I
should never have committed so grave an offence.”

** Thank Heaven you are alive !” waa all the joyous old
man could say. '

“Your cunningly erected edifice of frand has mow col-
Inpsed,” said Sexton Blake, addressing the crouching (as-
pard Sellars, “and you stand a good chance of being
involved fatally in its ruins."”

“Fate bas bofled my immediate expectations,” returned
Sellars, passion lending a terrible light to his vengeful face ;
“but I am not yet beaten, None of you know the abiding
place of that old man's daughter, Ninian Joyee. Nor does

"

.

 she know that her father is freed from the terror which

has huunted him. Within a few hours we shall be man and
wife, and I shall then see how much that aged imbecils
will allow me to support his daughter in comfort on, and
to ensure gentle trentment for her.”

 You villain ! conmenced Blike.

But ere he could say more, or do anything. Sellars made
a dart through the open doorway, and was soon lost in the
~aze of small streets in the midst of which the hotel stood,
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CHAPTER IX.

BACK IN LONDON—THREATENED WITH DEATH
~—GASPARD SELLARS MAKES A BOLD LEAP FOR
LIFE—A TERRIBLE END.,

Ir was early evening when a hansom soattered the wolfish-
lovking children who were playing in the mire on one of
the dirtieet streets to be found in the neighbourhood of the
gloomy Euston Road. It drew up at a particularly shabby
tivuse, which indeed borve the outward aspect of being
uninhabited, and the crowd of ragged urchins which. im-
mediately gathered round it watehed with ‘unconcealed
surprise a bright, good-looking young fellow alight, and
with difficulty, for Lis ankle seemed to be injured. He
lkuocked loudly at the door, and when it was at last opened,
he expressed his desire to have an immediate interyiew with
“ Miss Joyce.”

*“ There is no such person here,” declared the woman who
had responded to his summons, andeshe would have banged
the door in Iiis face had he not quickly eried—

“Nonsense! I comé from Mr. (laspard Sellars, We re-

ceived . your telegram——"

.~ "Come in," was the sharp reply, “and glad T am yon
have arrived. That girl has been making more fuss than

a cage full of monkeys. It's a wonder her cries ain't been

hetird by the police.”

" Take me to her,”” eried Harry Armytage, for it was he,
“ond I promise you ghe shall not trouble you much longer.”

“Thav's' right,” eaid the womany; “I don't grumble at
Mr. Sellars, nor his pay, which is handsome and gentleman-
like, but no money would pay me to have any fuss or
Liother here. 1 don’t want any more poliee courts so long
as I live.”

" Harry I" cried Ninian, when onr hero entered the room
in which his long-lost love was ecaged.  “ Thank heaven yeu
hsve come ! Even to save my poor father I could not endure
the misery of this place any longer. I will not repulse you
wow. A little more of this, and T should have been driven
mad 1™

“I don't know what you hoped to save your father from,
nor what madness possessed you, when you were in that
carriage, to spurn me and deny your own identity, but,
alas! Ninian, your father's concerns need trouble you no
more, I grieve totell you that he is dead !

“Tead ! No, don’t tell me he is dead !

“Tt pains me to say so, dear; but it is the truth. Soon
after we saw you in Regent Street my friend, Sexton Blake,
detective, discovered the whereabouts of Gaspard Sellars, the
mun who was said to have purchased ‘ Raven’s Nook? from
your father. He owned a place in Cornwall culled * Craigs
Craft,” and I went down there to see if T could discover
anything about you and my dear uncle. Every possible
obstacle was thrown in my way by this Sellars, although he
professed to sympathise with me in my loss,

** At last, at the window of an isolated tower belonging to
Craig's Craft,’ I thought I saw the face of Fenton Joyce, I
climbed up the ivy, and had just reached the casement and
called to my uncle when I was shot—bronght to the earth
by Gaspard Sellars. He said he mistook me for an eagle,
but I vow he did it on ose.

**Then T called for a er, for T was determined to solve
the mzmry of that strange tower, i 5
brought - the Jadder after a long delay, bit 1'had Scarcely
reached the casement when volumes of deme’ smoke coming
from it forced me to descend. ¥ had only just, reached the
earth when a tarrific' explosion within the trmhr shock the
earth for miles around.

““I am sure your father was in that tower, Ninian, and an
awful q;ftl?’ must have been his, Escape was, 1 feel sure,
im; e,

w inian burst into tears, convulsive sobs shaking the whole

of her frail form.
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“My dear Harry,” she zaid, as she lay in his arms,
‘* Providence has indeed been kind in sending youin this
hour of dire need. Anguish has torn at my heart ever since
I last wrote to you. Surely some happincss will be mine
now 7%

They sat together and exchanged confidences, she telling

him the same story that Sexton Blake had heard from Mr.
Fenton Joyce’s own lips, neither of them, of course, being
aware of the detective’s adventures with that gentleman.

** But how eame you to find me? ” Ninian nsked at length.

“ After Gaspard Sellars loft ‘ Craig’s Craft,’ and Tax had

disappeared, a telegram acrived for the master of the place.
Something impelled me to open it.  The sender of it was
the woman of this house, and so, by lucky chance, I ob-
tained a knowledge of yolr address. T did not Jose a
moment in coming here” guid Harry.

“My darling one'!” sobbed Ninian, *how thankful T am
to have you in this great crisis of my life. If anything
can relieye the pain I feel at my father's sad ending, it
is the knowledge that I am at last freed from the persecu-
tions of that horrible Mr. Gaspard Sellars. You do not
kuow how he has terrorised over both my poor father and
myself. His power, at uny rate, is now at an end, for even
bis malice cannot reach the dead.”

" Nor shall it ever touch you, deavest. . If you have
lost a parent, you have found o hLusband. who will be
staunch and true to the end of his days,  Come, let me
take you from this dreadful place.”

*“That yon never shull,” roured Guspard Sellars, rushing
suddenly into the room, and presenting a revolver at our
hero's head ; “you shall dic ere you cheat ms of my
promised bfde! Crawl into that cupboard, where T ecan
secure you, or I will lodge hulf-a-dozen bullets in your
brain " : ‘

‘“Never I yetdrned Harry, making a dash at his foe.
“Never will I yield to youl!”

* Then meet your doom ! shouted Sellars, who hore
the wild look of insanity on his face. He whuld have
fired, and undoubtedly Hurey would have been killed, hut
at the ctitical moment a posse of police burst into the
grimy apartment and overpowered hiin. ,

“1 arrest you,” said the inspector in charge of tha
attack, ! for the murder of your servant, Joe Tax.”

Gaspard Sellars had left the knife with' which ho had ‘

stabbed his servant, and thusit preved o witness of the ugly
deed.

With a sudden and wnexpected effort, Gaspard threw off
his captors, and made & clean dash through the window of

the room, alighting safely an sorae Teads a few feet beneath,
From here it was easy to spring on to an adjacent building, .
and so he went on, climbing roof after roof, with the polics

in hot pursuit 'of him, till at last ke mistook a blackened
skylight for firm slutes, '

Crashing the fragile
the air to the bottom of the house he had been on,

There he lay on the stones of the hall a crushed, bleeding,
and unrecognisable mass of ngmved bumanity, his fate re-
semnbling inall its essential
had so wicked] canaigi::ed Joe Tax.

Ere the body had become cald, Sexton Blake and M.
lgeenm:r Jzilcechnmv:g on l;‘.ha scene, for the detective had

en in full chase after the miscreant, and had never lost
track of him {a-on;ﬁ;i;ﬁﬂ ta London. ’ s

e joy ond thankfulnesss which prevailed when ha
father and, gladdened daugliter Warg anoce morzﬁih 1312

another’s arms, surely needs no enlarged deaedghion.from e

, found his cup of joy

lled to over-
day  Sexton

ytage,
lake eays he never

Harry Arm,
flowing, and to this
experienced

lass, he fell, whirling right through

ements the one to which he :

more satisfaction with any case he lhas had .

through his hands than he did in connection with the

strange disappearance of Mr, Fentan Joyce,
THE END. L

‘We shall issue a complete novel EVERY FRIDAY, .
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