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THE PROLOGUE.
_ The Secret of Grangewdod House.

: N RANGEWOOD HOUSE was o eurious
’ olil place; and the man whe built i

must have had gqueer ideas of his |

own concerming peace and solifude.
For he had placed his residence right in
the midst of a tract of dense forcst comstry
in Hampshire, and the nearest station was €ix

miles off. There was ro oflier human . [iabi-.

tation of any kind at all withio three miles,
and Grangewood House itsell was reaehed
by nieans of an insignificant by-road whish
was nsed, on the average, ahout three times
a maonth:

' gaing to make it my busimess to tell
a few things coneerning this Tonely old
» house and its aged oecupant. That's why
I've commeneed this narrative with ogpro-
logae. I'm nof altogether im favonr of pro-
logies, hut they're necessary evils now and
HELH 0N L]

_ Of course, Sexton Blake and I hnew
nothing about Gravgewbod House at' this
period,  but if’s {far better to sét  down

these facts now, because it'll make things
o much elearer. 1 dido't learn themr undtil
alterwards, -but  that's ‘Ho reason why [
shonldn't relate them-now. -

The man who owned Grangewood House
was just about ninety years of age, and his
name was Mr. Gowan Temple, He lived
quite alone, except for a faithiul hounse-
keeper and @ butler.

Visitors at Grangewood House were raré—
the omly callers were tradesmen.  Amongst
these worthy people it was popularly sup-
posed that old Mr. Gowan Temple was a
gréat deal richer than he pretended, to be—
and he was not mean. The general idea waa
that the old man was something very much
approaching a miser. Kennard, the butler,
shared this view; and he; at least, had a
good reason for so doing.

The main cause- of Kennard retaining his
post was that the salary was liberal and the
work consisted of very light duoties. The
hutler, in faet, led a smooth, easy life. Mr.
Temple's wants were few, for he was a very
simiple man in his habits and manner of
living, ;

But; except for these Inducements, Kennard
wias often on the point of giving notice.
'The lonely life did not agree with him, Weck
in and week out there was nobody to he
seen except an oceasional tradesman. . And
Mrs, Higging, the housekeeper, was elderly
and dull. 8he had been with Mr. Temple
lor twenty-flve years, at least, and was prac-
ticglly a part of the house itself.
At the cod of one particularly dreary
wintter—in February, to be exact—Kennard
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positively docided fo give his sged master
i natice. And he was only deferred from
| dofiig so by redsen of semething he over-
heard which was not meant for his ears.

Of tate Mr. Temple had got into the habit
of falking to himself, and Kenmard weunld
sometimes find him robbing his wrinkled old
hands fogether in inexplicable glee.

*1 sha'm't kast muelr longer, Kennard—unot
much Tonger,” Mr. Temple told the butler
ong day. “I am just aover ninety, aud 1
L ean't. expeet to lve for ever. But when I go
C your'll Have my grandsen here. Yes, Leonacrd
will become the nuster of Grangewood.”

“Why, you're good {or another five or ten
years wet,; sir.” suid Kegnard respectiully.

“Naty oiie, Kennard—not one!™” declared the
old man. “I sha'n’t last another winter; I
don't think I shall even last the snmmer,
You've gerved me well, Kennard, and T sha'n't
forgef, yow.” T

“Thank you, sir,” said the butler.

And that was another reason why Kep-
nard decided to remain. Untit that day
he had bad no ides that Mr. Temple contein-
| plated leaving him & legacy: but that was
evidently the old man's intention.

Hé was muttering to- himself when Keén-
nard left the roomy, And the servant re-
ntxined  outzide the door, listening. . He
heard his old master stamping up and dowe
in front of the roaring log fire,

“Gad! The Boy shall have everything,”
f muatfered Mr, Temple aodibly. “And it's
worth a. great deal, too. Bless. my soul!
The boy will come into millions when 1
die. Nobody knows it exeept myself, but
it's all here—all under my failing old feet.
Mrz. Higgins deoesn't know it, and Kemard
doesn’t know it. 1 wounldn’t let them know
it for anything, by gad!”

Kennard crept away wonderingly. Tt was
the first inkling he had had that Grange-
wood House contained any secret. And
after that day he teceived many [farther
inklings. % :

It wag only natural, I suppose, that Ken-
nard should get into the habit of listenifig
at every opportunity. The knowledge that
he wonld “eonie into something * and thaf
the gld man's grandson would come into
“millions * aroused the butler's greed,

Often enough after that day he heard
the old man talking to himself, and it was
always in the same strain. He would soon
be dead, and his grandson would reap a,
rich harvest It was guite clear, in fact,
that Mr.- Gowan Temple had concéaled a
great treagure soniewhere within the house;
it had  heen there, probably, for many,
many  years, T But, hitherto, the ‘old man
ing upon his secand childhood, and the know-
Jdedge of his approaching death destroved his
former cauntion. ; 4

“The old fellow's.a miser, that's as clear

as daylight,” Kennard fold himsel™ By

ouse in the ﬁ)vce;a-r.
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Georga! wI'd like to fouch zome of that
treasare? Perligps & shall be able teo hear
the secret if I Hsten long enongh.”

It will thus be seen that My. Frederick
Eennard was not treubled by any particukir
seruples. He was what i usually called a
supertor servant. As & matter, of faeh, he
had been in the household of a well-knewn
peer: before coming to Grangewood, and he
had accepted his present post mainly on
aceount. of private regsons of his own. He
wished fo get as far sway from populous
centres as possible.

. And Kemmard was quite a gentleman in his
manmer and appearance and hearing. - At
the same time, he was fully prepared o go

saw any reasonable prospect. of suecess.

At the beginning of March Mr. Temple
made the surprising aniouncement that,
vigitor would appear 4t Grangewaod that
week,  Kennard then made the discovery
that the visitor would be Mr./John Croshy,
of Bedford Row, Lendow, W.. This gen-
tleman was a solicitor, and Kepnard had
suflicient, eommon-sénse to guess the object
of his vieit. .

Me. Crosby, wpen arrival, proved fo be a
stout, elderly gentleman of a breezy. jovial
nature, quite unlike the traditional lawyer.
He seamed to bring a breath of life into
that. dull old honse with him. And Ken-
nard, having wpshered hiny imto the library,
took up his station outside the door.

As e had suspected, Mr.” Gowan Temple
had sent for his solicitor with the object
of making his last will and testament, The
butler wis unahble to hedr everything, but
Ire gathered that the old wman's ull was to
be left to Leonard Temple. The “alt ¥
inclnded Grangewood House and its some-
‘what extensive grownds, which were prae-
tieally a wilderness, .

One item-—which greatly interested Kennard,
and which made him positively determineid to
remain @t Grangewood, was that the sum of

the old man's death, This, comsidering that
he had only Been in Mr. Templé's service for
two years, was astonishingly liberal. :
Mr, Crosby theught so, too.
- I 'my word s of any weight, Mr. Templa,”
he siid, “I should strongly advise ‘yow to
modify: your generosity towards Mrs, Higgine
and. Kennard,  No doubl they are excellent
servants, but, my degr sir, it is surely un-
necessary to acknowledge their serviee hy
such sums as five hundred pounds and ons
bundred poniids. respectively,” :
“You old  fooll”  muttered.
anxiously. X y .
But he need not have bLeen at all nervous.
Mr. tlowan Temple gave vent {o a wheery
old chuckle. 5 - i
“Too much—eh, Croshy? he exclaimed,
“Not at all! Mra. Higging deserves a thou-

Eennard

sand, by gad! As for Kenmard, he's a good
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| tor considérable leng€hs of dishonesty i he

one’ hundred pounds would become his wpon =




ot faithfully, - Mr.

- eonally.
~ hiome, you, will hand him this sealed letter,

T

ellow, and it iz my wish that he should
‘heneflt to the extent of one hundred pounds.”
. “But do you realise, Mr. Temple, that this
Cgix hundred will seriously reduce your grand-
Can'’s inheritance?” asked the folicitor. © Your
‘total estate, apart from this properby,
amounts  to & fipurs  just under three
Ahousand pounds. It does not strike me as
being quite- fair that such a large proportion
“ghould be bequenthed to domestic servants—
Culo, after all, have been in receipt of regular
~and liberal wages.”

The old man chuckled again. =

“You leave me to plap things in my own
Cway, Croshy,” he sald genially. “ You needn't
be afraid ‘that my grandson will be dis-
pleased with his inberitance. The young dog
will be rich, Crosby—he'll be rolling in money !
iod bleas him! I haven't scen him for years,
but Leonard was always my fayvourite boy.
~And be'll be rich, Crosby. Ha, ha! You
don’t know how rich!”

“[ must frankly confess that T am some-
what puzzled——-"

“And you won't zet me to satisfly your

- oriosity, either,” chuckled the old gentleman,
" I have a letter here, Croshy.

Ag you can
s, ib i3 sealed, and I leave it in your care.

I have spent weeks over that letter—puzzling
*and puzzling.  But it is completed now. And
it must not be placed in my grandson's hand
until I have been laid to rest.”

“You may be sure that I shall fulfil your
Temple,” said the
eolicitor. —

“Good!? Kennard heard the old man ex-
claim. . “What you must do, Croshby, is to
bring my grandson down to Grangewood per-
Having introduced him to his new

and then leave him to his own devices, Take
it with you now, and guard it carefully. I
tmep yout, Erosby—I have every confidence in

- oyou” L

“You will never have any reason to regret
your trust,” said the eolleitor.  “And now,
Mr, Temple, perhaps we had better settle
down to the work in hand, Mrs. Higgins and
Kennard will, [ presume, witness your signa-
ture? There -is- no necessity- for them to be
informed as to the exact nature of the
tncument.”™

Kennard smiled to himself as he crept slowly
He deemed it unsafe to remain any
Ionger; more particularly as certain sounds
irom the rear heralded the fact that Mrs.
Higging was approaching. And Kennard had
no wish to be caught eavesdropping by the
honsekeeper.

An liour later both Xennard and Mrs.
-yiggins were called into the library in order

0 witness the old man’s signature, It was
fuite a simple matter, and occupied only a

W minutes.

Mr, Crosby was entertained to tea, and he
.then took his departure, carrying with him
-the *mysterions sealed package which Mr.
Gowan Temple had entrusted to his care.

The old man did not actually possess a horse
and trap, but he had an arrangement with a
man in the vicinity of the station, gix miles
away. . Mitchell, a' groom, spent a good deal
.of his time upon work for Mr. Temple, driving

hackwards and forwards from Grangewood

Mouse—chiefly carrying parcels, and such-like,

Kennard watched the solicitor’s departure
from the window of his own room, at the top
of the house. And the butler was now even
more determined in his resolve to stay at
Grangewood than ever before,

“The hundred pounds will come in handy,
but it’s a fleashite compared to what I can
et if I keep my wits about me!" he muttered,
“Crosby is taking that sealed letter away
with him, and it won't be opened until the

" old man's grandson comes down.”

11{91111.11‘(] drove his right fist into the other
palm. t .

“That letter contains the secret of the old
miser's hoard!” he muttered grimly. “That's
why it's sealed—that's why it mustn't he
opened until the new 1er gets into the
houge. And it's worth a Tortune!”

This knowledge caused Kennard to become
more cunning every day. At might, too, he

would leave his room and prowl about the

house. Iis idea was'to gain an inkling of the
whereabouta of the treasure. The fict’ was
abizolutely apparent that a vast “hoard was
concealed somewhere within the house.
. But Kennard's efforts were fruitless. .
And then; barely a fortnight affer Mr. John
Croshy's visit, the disaster occurred. It hap-
pened one day when old Mr, Teniple was in
oe of (his particularly gloating moods, as
Kennard was in the habit of ealling them.
The old man had been talking: to himgelf

“ouf in the garden, for that morning WiAs

particularly bright and mild. And when he
eame in he was rubbing his old hands together
wleefully, and passed into the library with
audible chuckies.

Kennard was in the hall, and he
forward cautiously.

“All for the boy!"” Mr, Temple was saying.
“He shall have every penny. Two or three
thousands, eh? It is more like a million! By
gad! The boy shall live to bless his old
grandfather!”

Kennard stood listening. Ilis constant hope
was that Mr. Temple would mutter something
which would serve as a clue to the exact
hiding-place of the treasure. But, although
he had no idea of Kennard's eavesdropping,
he never gave away the secret.

And this morning, after Kennard had been
standing upon the mat for about five minutes,
the library door suddenly opened with a jerk.
The butler was taken completely by surprise,
and nearly fell headlong into the room. A
minute hefore his coat had slightty rattled

stole

| the key in the lock, but he had not noticed

it. And the old man’s hearing was excellent.

“Kennard,” he thundered, “what were you
doing? :

“I—I wagz just about to knock, sir,” stut-
tered Kennard.

“What for?!" -

“To—to ask if you required any more logs,
sir——"

“You are Jying to me, Kennard!” snapped
Mr. Temple harshly. “You know well enough
that you filled the log-basket only an hour
since. By gad! You were listening—you were
spying!”

Kennard pulled himself together.

“No, git, I—" he began. %

“Do not attempt any denial!” rasped his
master. “I know that I talk to myself, but
1 waa not aware that you are a spy, Kennard.
You are not to be trusted, and you will leave
my service this very day.”

“But you are wrong,
Kennard, in.alarm. :

“Fool! Do you imagine that I am so dull ?"
snapped the old man. “You have done for
yourself, you wretched scoundrel! You were
to hiave received one hundred pounds upon my
death, but Mr. Crosby shall be instructed at
once that——" 3

“I give you my word of honour, sir, that I
was not listéning!” panted Kennard, knowing
how necessary it was for him to remain. “If
you'll only believe me, sir, you'll never have
cauge to complain again.” :

_ Mr. Temple laughed harshly.

“Your words constitute a confession, Ken-
nard!? he rapped out. “It is sufficlent. You
will leave this house to-day. Do you under-
stand? Enough! I will listen to no further
falsehood!”

And Kennard could do nothing. Owing to
his carclesaness he was turned out, neck and
crop, He received a month's wages, and was
driven away in the evening.

It was a humiliating finish to his hopes and
plars, While oceupying the position of butler
he had mady opportunities of searching the
house, and remaining on the look-out for any
possible clue, But now he was away, and
could do nothing.

Frederick Kennard, however, knew such a
great deal about Mr. Gowan Temple and his
uffairs that he was not prepared to let the
whole aftair drop. And the dismissed butler
was a man of determination and his nature
was unscrupulous.

This sudden blow had the effect of
strengthening his resolve to carry on. Bub
he knew very well that nothing could be done
until the old man died. And it was hardly
possible for Kennard to work the thing alone
and unaided,

After. leaving Grangewood he made his way
to London, and lived in very respectable
apartments; for Wennard had quite a nice
little amount of money “put by, and he did
not want to.accept another post yet.

Only - three weeks later he was talking
seriously with a visitor. This pentleman was
named Henry Grant, and, by profession, he
was o commereinl traveller. The fact that
he had a_very shady record was quite favour-
able in Kénnard's eyes. ; - .

Mr. Grant was told all the facts concerning
the lonely Grangewood Iouse and its aged
owner, And Grant was impressed.. © He
realised - that a great fortune wag to be
gained if only he and Kennard played their
cards in the right way. ¥ i :

“Well, there's nothing to be done until
after the old fellow pegs out, Kennard,”
said Grant. It wonld be a fool thing for us
to go messing about down there now. When
the. young chap gets down it'll be different,

sir!” protested

enongh for us to get hold of il.

1 By Jove!
L'm with you, old man!”
“Good!" said Kennard heartily. “1 knew

you would be!”

And the precious pair shooli hands upon
their compact. Nothing was to be done until
Mr. Gowan Temple died; and his decease
could not be long delayed now.

Various plans were made, buf they wers
all somewhat vague. For nothing could be
definitely settled until the pew owner of

Grangewood came into possession.  And then
Well, I've finihed .the prologue, and so

L'l get husy on relating the actual story.
This isn't quite the orthodox way of finishing
up a prologue, but it's good enough for me.

The End of the Prologus.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Queer Inheritance—The Cryptic Letter
—Unknown Enemies !

R. JOHN -CROSBY lay back in his
M comfortable . padded chair, and
clasped his fingers.

“Well, Mr. Temple, you hzve
heard your grandfather’s will,” he said cheer-
fully, "“The old gentleman was somewhat
eccentrie’ in many ways, and you must not
be surprised at the conditions of the will.
In actual money you inherit the sum of two
thousand three hundred pounds. Nob a vast
amount, 1 will admit, but well worth accept-
ing. ‘Then, of course, there is Grangewood

House, and the property attached to it. The
grounds are some sevenly acres in extent,

and the whole property is frechold, and
unencumbered,”

Mr. Leonard Temple nodded.

“I'm not grumbling,” he zmiled. “To tell

you the truth, Mr. Crosby, I am astonished
and delighted. 1 had no idea that my grand-
father would think of me in his will. And
yet it seems .as though he has left me every-
thing, with the exception of a legacy of
tive hundred pounds for Mrs. Higgins, his
housekeeper. I haven't seen my grandfather
for years, and almost forgot his existence.”

“He didn't forget, yours,” said the solicitor.

“Why, my dear sir, he was always talking
ahout you, and gloating over the fact that
ﬂlstmmperb,v would become yours after hia
eath!™ '
_“Dear old chap!” said Temple thought-
fully. “I'm afraid I've been confoundedly
careless, I ought to have visiled him ocea-
sionally. But how was I to know he thought
o much of me?"

~“Well, the fact remains that wyou -inherit
the old house,” said Mr. Crozby. “The condi-
tions, however, are somewhat trying, and I
can quite understand your natural alarm.'

“The thing. I don't like is that 1 must go
down to Grangewood to live for a whole
vear, and that my profession must be
abandoned,” said Temple. “That's what I
can't understand, Mr. Crosby. You will
readily appreciate the fact that this inherit-
ance loses a great deal of its value. I am
earning close upon ffteen hundred a year,
and my ingome will ccase as =soon as 1 get
down to Grangewood. So, upon the whole
year, I shall not gain mueh, in the long run.
And after such a long period of inactivity it
will be most difficult for me to resume my
present position in the journalistic world.
Why, hang it all, the game doesn't secem
worth the candle!” .

Mr. Crosby nodded.

“I am compelled to agree that your argu-
ment iz perfectly sound,” he said. % ¥You
inherit this sum of money, but are com-
pelled to relinguish your profession. That con-
dition practically nentralises the bEnefit you
would obtain. “And, to be quite frank, it
must he acknowlddged that Grangewood

House itself, and the property with it, is not .

worth much. It is a very old place, and the
land is quite useless for all ordinary purposes.
L am afraid you would get a very poor price
If. you put Grangewood up for sale.”
“EThat’s:
Temple slowly. ;
. The two men were silent for some little
time. They were seated in Mr. Crosby's
private office at Bedford Row. The genial
old solicitor was very pleased with his visitor,
for ‘Leonard Temple was ne clean-limbed,
healthy young fellow of about twenty-six.
He had been summoned by dr. Crosby the
previous day, and had had no inkling as to
the reason for the visib. Temple was a
journalist, attached to one of London's mosk
important morning newspapers, and he had
V. J.=No. 77l.

He'll  know the secret, and it'll be easy

what I've been thinking,” said
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met with considerable success in his pro-
fession, and his prospects were of the best.
Temple was practically alone in the world,
and it was for this reason, perhaps, that his
grandfather had made him the chief legatee.
Fhe young journalist lived in very comfort-

able e¢hambers just off Hoiborm, snd he was |

not sure whether to be pleased or otheérwise
at this sudden turn of fortune.

Looking at the matter squarely, it hardly
seemed worth the candle, as he had himself
declared. - At the end of a year he would

out of touch with all journalistic matters,
and it would be quite impossible for him to
continue where he had left off. His position,
in fact, would be infinitely inferior; and
there was not so much to gain, after all.
Fwo thousand pounds is not a great amount,
particularly when a year's income must be
sacrificed in order to obtain it.

As for Grangewood House itself, it would |

searcely feteh five hundred pounds—and that
was a very optimistic estimate. And the
grounds were certainly worth no more than
two - thousand.

¥ was rather a difficult problem; but. on
the general -balance, Temple was strongly
inclined {o aceept the conditions. of the will.
He would be provided with a year’s holiday,
at least, and he would Iave ample time in
which to prepare and write novel he had
long had in mind. Further, Mr, Crosby-urged
another matter. v :

“We must not forget that sealed letter,
Mr, Temple,” he exclaimed, hreaking the
silence, “1 will not make any positive state-
ment, =0, please, do nol allow your hopes to
run high. But for years past I have had the
idea that your grandfather was somewhat
—er-—miserly, shall we say? I don’t mean to
be offensive, and L maust hasten to add that
Mr. Gowan Temple: was always most
fenerons, But when 1 say miserly, I mean
that he was secretive coneerning his money.
1 am fairly convinced that Grangewoad
House contains something of far more value
than we knaw about. That, at least, is my
Impression.” -

'I:ennard Temple was very interested.

‘What makes you think that?” he asked.
bending forward. ]

“Well, many things!” was the solicitor’s
reply.

wis extremely secretive’ coneerning it. but his
attitude when giving me Instructions was
one of absolute glee. That is the only word
to use—elee,. T was greatly struck by the
old gentl 's d r. T am convinced
that you have inherited far greatier wealth
han we know of, Mr. Temple.” -

;‘"That'-s rather a wvague statement, isn't

it 7

* Admittedly,” agreed Mr. Croshy, %At the
same time, the evidence is very sound, when
one examines it thoroughly. = Your grand-
father always referred to your inheritance as
though it were something of an enormous
nature. Yet he would not have done so had
ity heen the scmewhat trifling sum we know of,
It was not Mr. Gowan Temple’s habit to mis.
lead people, and T ean positively voueh for
his soundness of mind. Yes, Mr. Temple. T
it:.{l)tggg&y urge you to go down to Grange-

“1 will.” said Eeonard Temple promptly.
“When do you propose to undertakeptge
trip&;’ -

f Well, you will bave certain matters to
attend to, no doubt. and there is no necessity
for any particular hurrv.» replied the solici-
tor. “What do youn think of the first day of
next month—that is, in about three weeks'
time v

“Tt will suit me admirahly.» raid Temnle,
. And from that day onwards for the follow-
ing three weelks he was busily engaged i
winding-up his a“airs in London. His grand-
father's funeral, of course, had taken place
some little time hefore the reading of the
will. The old gentleman had died anite s1d.
denly—even sooner than he mentioned in his
tp!ronhgayh t.oI K;mnard‘ It almost seemed as

10| ¢ had a premonition of a ach-
fng death, - o | el

Those three weeks were husy ones for
Temple, but by the first day in July he was
alut.e ready Tor taking up his new life at

rangewood House. There was ope person in
particular who did not care
of Temple leaving London.

As it will probably be guessed, this interest.
ing person was of the feminine gender: in
fact,: Temple's flancee, Miss Dora Bevington,
Bhe had heen decided)y alarmed at first, but
was now resigned—partieularly as Temple had
orced ber mather to promisé that she woild
ring Pora down fo Grangewood at ance,

U. J—No. 771 ; .

muely for the jdeg

ly. “Firat and foremost, there is this |
mysterious sealed packet. Your grandfather |

during the hot weather, for a holiday. Temple
impulsively proposed that they should all go
down: together, but this plan was abandened,
It was far better that he shonld be introduced
to lnfs inheritance accompanied by Mr, Crosby
only.

Naturally, Miss Bevington was on the plat-
form at the London terminus when Temple
took his departure. Mr, Urasby eyed the girl
with nueh approval, and not without reason
For she was dainty and pretty, with deep-
blue eyes and dimpled cheeks. -

“You've got to come down to-morrow or
the day after!” declared Temple decldedly.
“If you fail, Dora, you'll have about twenty
telegrums in one day. That's a threat!®» =

“I'm not frightened,” laughed the girl.
“And how are you going to send the tele-
grams, Mr, Clever? Isn't Grangewood six
miles from the nearest post-office?”

‘Temple was taken aback, but he was not
dismayed. *

“1 shall stay at the post-office all day,”
he explained., “But, seriously, little girl, you
mustn't disappoint me. I shall be frightfully
lonely down there for the first week unless
I've got somebody with me. I invited Mr.
Crosby to stay a few days, but he can't
manage it.? :

“Dear me! I'm afraid I shonld make a
very poor substitute!” said Mr. Crosby, with
twinkling eyes. “It was very kind of you,
my dear Temple, but [ can't possibly spare
the time, Well, we're off I# .

_The solicitor discreetly retired to the other
side of the compartment and concealed him-
self behind his newspaper.  Meanwhile
Leonard Temple bade his flancee good-hye as
though he were about to start on a mission for
the other ends of the earth.

By the time they had finished there was

Just time for Mr. Crosby to shake Dora's

hand, and then the train started. Temple
hung out of the window for about three
minutes, more or less, and then settled down
into his corner. : :

The day was certainly an ideal one for the
trip, .the sun. beipg at its brightest, and
glaring down upon the green landseidpes with
tlerce heat. Tt was just the day for a trip
into the country when London itself was well-
nigh unbeprahle,

The  station for Grangewood House was
about the most insigniflcant affair Temple
had ever set eyes upon. It was one of those

| stations which look as though they are used
“#hout onge in the course of every six months.

The train' service was shocking, for there were
only about three every day, and none at all

on Sundays,

It was evening by the time they arrived,
and Mr. Croshy reckoned that he would have
sufficient. time to drive over to Grangewood,
to spend an hour with Temple there, and to
zet back to the station in time to catch the
last up  train—which, very fortunately, was
fairly late.

Although Temple had never been to Grange-
wood, be had already engaged a new servant
—upon Mr. Croshy's adviee—and had miade a
purchase.. The new servant was Mitehell. the
aroom—the man who had served Grangewdod
for .years past, although he had never been
actually employed by Temple’s grandfather.
The purchase was the horse and trap.

Later on Temple meant to get a motor-car,
Traps were too-slow for him. DBut this
arrangement was quite satisfactory for the
present. 3 e

Mitehell was waiting at the station in
arder to welcome hiz new master. He touched
his cap respectfully to Temple and the solici-
tor, and very soon the pair were being driven
towards Grangewood. .

The new owner had gathered, from Mr.
Crosby's description, that the drive would he
a lonely one. Rot he had formed no comcep-
tion as to its almost grim solitude.

The rutty lane led through dense masses

of forest. In places the trees were so thick
that they seemed to envelop the lane com-
pletely, the massive hranches joining overhead
and forming a tunnel of foliage. These
tunnels extended frequently: for over a mile.
And the hreaks themselves were by no means
Open ones. i
Not a soul was met during the journey. It
seemed as though the little party were driving
away from civilisation and all mankind. And
this in the summer-time. Temple had a cold
shiver when he thought of the prospects for
Wwinter. | :
. Grangewood House eame in sight at last,
and wis visible for some litfle time before it
was actually reached. For the house was huilf
in the ecentre of about the only wide ¢lear-
ing for miles around. It was akin to a streteh
of moorland, rugged and somewhat grand in
its wildness ; :

b I have not the elightest desire to
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The house was surrounded by its own trees,

ness, No actual garden existed at all, and
everything was choled with weeds and rank
grass, The building was of grey stone, and
severely plain, not even a touch of ivy or
creeper giving it the slightest relief.

“H'm! ' Cheerful-looking
Temple critically. :
“T am afraid yon are sarcastie,” remarked
Mr. Crosby. “Grangewoed is not a beautifnl
spol, I will admit. But you will find the
interior mozt comfortable, my - dear fellow.
Your grandlather was most particular aboub

bis comfort, I can assure you.”

discovered. For the old house was splendid
within, being furnished in no mean fashion,
and arranged with the most perfect taste.

Mrs. Higgins was there, of course; huk
nobody had taken Kennard's place. And
Temple had decided that o butler was an
unnecessury extravagance. A maldservant,
however, had been added to the household,
in view of the unexpected visltors;

Temple was quite pleased by the time he
had looked over hiz new property. And then
he and Mr. Croshy retired to the comfort-
able library and partook of tea whilst they
talked. :
%My trust is fuillled, except for the deliver-
ing of the sealed packet,” said the. solicitor,
reaching for his attache-case. “I will give it
to you now, Temple, and you can open it at
your leisure.” ;

“1 will do 50 now—-" :
Mr. Croshy. “The letler is a private one, and
pry into
your affairs. Really, my dear fellow, I should
prefer you to postpone the opening of tho
letter until you are quite alone. Indeed, your
grandfather virtually made me promise that
T should instruct you g0.”

Temple smiled, and placed the sealed letter
in his pocket. He was undoubtedly curious,
and made no pretence of the fact. Fifteen
minutes later Mr. Crosby took his departure,
and the new owner of Grangewood House was
left alone.

“Well, T don't know what to make of it,
I'm sure.” he murmured, as he surveved the
well-packed  hook-shelves of the library,
“Thank goodness Dora is coming downl I
conldn't possibly exist in this place by myself,
And as for the winter—" ]

He shrugged his shoulders, and strolled ont
of the lihrary in search of Mrs. Higgins, having
failed to find any bell. But he found the house-
keeper without much dificulty, and had quite
a long chat with her, giving his instructions
with regard to household matters, and gengr-
ally making himself agreeable.

Then he retired to the library once more,
and the maidservant brought a large table-
lamp in, and drew the ‘eurtains,

For some little time he sat smoking a cigar-
ette, and thinking deeply. The silence of the
lute evening was only intensified by the faint
rustling of the trees outside. Temple felf az
though he had left the world behind him. He
had not imagined that such a wild, lonely
spot. as this existed in little England. It
reminded him of stories he had read eoncern.
ing the backwoods of Canada. v

There is always something fascinating in a
secret, and Temple hesitated several times
before taking the sealed letter from' his
pocket. He badly wanted to open if, but he
took a certain amount of pleasure in forming
premature conjectures as to what it would
contain. :

open, the flap. On the face were the words,
his grandfather's shaky writing:

“To my grandson, Leonard.
opened until after my death.”

The contents, Temple saw at a glance, con-
gisted of a single sheet of thick vellum, and
he half expect@r{ﬁ? gees @ rough sketch, or
plan, giving dire ng of the whereabouts of
the treasure, or whatever the suspected hoard
consisted of. : :

But the vellum contained something quite
different. Temple sfared at the paper, frown-
ing, and it was little wonder that he was
puzgled. For this is what he saw:

“THE MYSTIC CIPHER. ;

- “99-5. 17, 63, 1L, 4, 18, 44, 110, 86—3, b,
138, 84, 02, 21, 15, 90, 92, 84—12, 18, 73, 66,
109, 122—40, 88, 97, 134, 67, 185, 201, 130—1, 6,
98, 88, 00, 188, 212, 180—60; 16, 37, 22, 8%, 117,
b6, 78, 85, 3—6." E '

Temple was undoubfedly surpriged.

Kot 'to. he

This

_ I queer jumble of figures was not what he had
PHE

(,—:‘

and the grounds consisted of a sheer wilder-

place ! gaid '_ i

“That_is not at all necessary,.“ f.nterruptqd

But at last he turned over the strong :
envelope in his hand, broke the seals, and mie
n

The solicitor was not wrong, as Templesoon

The Frencli-
windows she left open, for the night was mild.
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eipated at all. In a way, he was nob dis-
inted, for there was something mysterious
this secret messagé, 1t's very mystery im-
lied that it was of great value.

* llig grandfather would net have taken all
i trouble to manufacture that eipher unless
e had a particular reason for so doing. Bub
poarently the old gentleman had forgotten
¢ point.  The mystic cipher, as it stood,
iis s mere collection of figures, Without the

v it could never be fathomed.
femple turned the paper over slowly, but
o other side was blank. The envelope con-
ined nothing more. There wis no key what-
Look at the figures as he would, he
wild make nothing of them. T he tried for
“iwhole year the result would be the same.

. “0h, it's mad!” he muttersd. “A cipher of
" {lls sort is obviously hopeless unless one las
i key. Some ciphers can he puzzled out by
fieer effort of brain, but this isn’'t one of
Mhee fellows,”

As it stood, his grandfather’s message was
4 mere farce.
suppose the old man had not left the k

S gmowhere. But where? Temple might search
Jor weeka and months without finding  the
words, or the message, which gave the
| neceR3ary key. 3

He lay buck in his chair, lit another cigar-
iite, and picked up the cipher message.
Practically da he did so a sound came from
the French windows behind him.  And then
tiro things happened. :

A large piece of sacking whizzed through the
*air, and enveloped the lamp, extinguishing it
instantly without overturning it, But before
tiig room was plunged in darkness Temple saw
simething else, ;

A hand shot over his shoulder, and made a
fierce grab at the vellum. By instinet more
* than anything else, Temple crushed the paper
up and flung it into the far corner of the
mom. He just caught a glimpse of it as it
' disappeared behind a heavy cabinet, and then
e lamp - went out. d

It had all happened so quickly that the new
oaner of Grangewood was taken by surpris
" ind the faet that he had rid himself of the
tipher proved his ability to act with decision
L at short notice.

“You infernal rogue!” he shouted, starting

=5

ip. -

Hands gripped him from Dehind, but he
could see nothing whatever. Wrenching him-
gelf round with an effort, Temple sent the
chair fiying, and got upon his feet,

The window curtains had been pushed aside,
and the young man saw two vague shapes
ontside against the night-sky. The attack,
evidently, had been. prepared beforehand, and
the jdea was to seize the vellum and extin-
guish the lamp at practically the same
moment.  The object of the latter was to
confuse Temple go much that a safe “get-
away " was assured.

“Now, then, come on!" rapped out Temple
fiercely. “I can see the pair of you, and—-
No. you don't!"

The two mysterious introders had abruptly
hiacked through the opening of the French
windows, They knew that Temple was
charging to the attack, and fled. Although
they were two against one, they were
evidently anxious to avold hand-gripa.

Temple dashed out into the tangled mass of
bushes and long grass which constituted the
garden, but he only heard a faint sound of
crackling twigs in the distance. It was very
dark now, for the heavy trees which grew
::i[osi to the hous¢e made the night utterly
{1 FITH

For several minutes Temple searched ahout,
and then he returned to the library. 'The
affair, evidently, had not attracted the atten-
tien of Mrs. Higgins or Mary, the maid.

Temple elosed the windows, and locked
them. Then he struck a mateh, removed the
sack from the lamp, and relit it. - Fortu-
nately there was a heavy globe fitted, so the
glaga had come to no harm.

Temple's flrat action was to recover the
fiyatic cipher from behind the cabinet. It
was unharmed, except for being crumpled, and
:cm 1]c’, sat down in hiz chair and took a deep
reath. f

“Well, T'm hanged!" e murmured. “Who
the deuce were those fellows? This is rather
mysterious, Len, mly' son. Those brutes knew
all “about this cipher, evidently, and it's
valuable. People wouldn't risk an attack of
that sort unless there was something big at
the end of it.”

_The new owner of Grangewood was con-
siderably startled. He had come hiere pre-
pared to lead a lifé of utter solitude. And
yeb, during his first evening, he had met with
an adventure like those from the pages of a
deteetive novel,

e

Yet it was hardly feasible :&

The ‘only positive fact which Temple
deduced was that the eryptic messige wag of
great value. And his interest correspondingly
increased enormously. If a thing was worth
stealing, it was worth keeping. And Temple
meant to keep it at all cost. 11 he could only
read the cipher, he felt sure that something
startling would result.

He remembered Mr. Croshy's words; the
hints that a hoard was concealed within the
walla of this lonely old dwelling. And his
c‘-llgef anxicty now was to keep the cipher
gife.

At first he thonght ahout taking it to hed
with him. But he was a somewhat heavy
sleeper, and he knew that burglars were light-
fingered. Also the sight of a small iron safe
in a corner of the room decided matters. He
found that the safe waa strong, and the lock
in perfect order.

S0 he placed the secret message within,
locked the door, and concealed the key in a
place whera it would never he found. This
was within the pages of one of the hundreds
0of hooks upon the shelves,

After that he had calmed down, and he
lit another cigarette, reopened the French
windows, and strolled outside, He made a
tour of the grounds immediately -ound’ the
house, but. saw- nothing and heard nothing.

“Deucedly mysterious!” he decided, at last.
“T don't like it, and I don't pretend to. To-
morrow 1'll ask Mrs. Higging a féew questions;
hut I don't want to disturb the old girl's
mind to-night.”

When he went to bed he found that sleep
did not come so eagily as usual. And to-night,
when he did fall off, his slumbhérs were not
by any means heavy. Yet he could not
posgibly blame the hed.

Mrs, Higzing had prepared his bed-room in
the most complete manner, and the bed itsell
was as comiortable ns any he had ever slept
in. And when midnight sounded from the
old grandfather's clock in the hall he was still
hali asleep and half awalke. 4

He had retired just before eleven—a pre-
posterously early hour for him. Bubt some-
how one generally kKeeps earlier hours in the
country. 2 :

Temple continued to sleep lightly, and just
after one he sat up in bed with a start. He
had heard a sound from below; and he knew
that his hed-room was almost immediately
over the French windows of the library.
Temple had plenty of pluck, and he slipped
out of bed, dived for the door, and crept
downstairs.

He arrived in the library just In time to
seée a dark figure moving near the window.
Being a man of action, he sprang forward,
and delivered a terrific punch upon a face.

There was a yell, and the intruder shob
through the doorway. Temple valiantly
tried to follow; but if's no joke running
over rough ground with bare feet, and he
was obliged to give it up. But he had
frustrated a second attempt to obtain the
myatic ecipher, and his determination was
all the greater.

When, on the top of this, the house was
burgled even again on the following night,
Temple decided that it was time for him
to take some action. On fhis last occasion
he had slept through the dark hours, and
had heen aroused by Mrs, Higgins early in
the morning, to_ find that the library was
in a shocking condition, having been ran-
sacked completely. The small safe was
smashed open, and guite empty.

But this was of little account, for Temple
had transferred the precious ecipher to his
own hed-room, and # was still there, intact.
But be considered décply that morning, and
came to a deelsion.

And so he wrote an urgent letter to my
esteemed guv'nor, Mr. Sexton Blake, and
dezpatehed it at once by Mitchell, the
croom. What the result of that appeal was
I'll now relate.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Sexton Blake Responds—Temple’s Mis-
trust—A Surprise.

EXTON BLAKE leff London by the same

S train as that taken by Leonard Temple

and Mr. Crosby three daya eatlier.

The great detective had decided to

run down to Grangewood. And, what is

taore, he had come to that decizion without

consulting ane, or, in fact, telling me any-

thing about it. For this crime I could

scarcely blame the guvnor, for I happened

to be spending n day out on that particular
Thursday.

Sexton Blake had reccived Temple's letter
in the morning, and he had pondered over
it for some little time. He was merely told

that mysterions men had attempted to burgle

the house on three distinet occasions, and
the whole case was o most unusual and
singular one.

Temple was rather vague, and Sexton Dlake
would- probably have refused to investigate
had it not been for a decision he had arrived
ot the previous ecvening.

In short, he decided to take a short frip
intdo the country, or to the scaside. The
weather was hlazingly hot, and there waa
nothing on hand which particularly interested
the guv'nor. And it struck him that a shork
stay in the forest country of Hampshire
would be most welcome. And there was
also the prospect of combining ‘business with
pleasure.

Blake thercfore despatehed a wire fo

Temple, stating that he would run down by
the afternoon train. And he also left a
short note for me upon the consulting-room
table—to give me a shock when I arrived
home. The guv'nor is rather fond of giving
me shocks. On one occaslon he went off to
America without telling me anything about
it! There was a terrific row over that, bub
I won't go into details here. T don't want to
be aceused of padding this narrative with
matter which doesn't belong to it.
. Well, Sexton Blake packed his grip, and
took a trip—as the song puts it. And he
arrived at- the little country station in
Hampshire, to find DMitchell awaiting him
with the trap. Temple had been delighted
to receive the telegram, and was looking
tl;'c_mrw:u-d to meeting the world-famous detec-
ive.

The trap started towards Grangewood, and
arrived at the old house in due eourse. The
evening had turned very dark, and the dense
trees made the scens @ gloomy  when fthe
visitor arrived. Leonard Temple was waiting
upon the doorstep, and he ran“down to meeb
the trap as soon as it appeared.

* Awfully good of you to come, Mr. Blake!"
he exclaimed warmly. “I hardly thought
vou'd be interested enough."

Sexton  Blake smiled, and elimbed down
from the trap. - . :
“Your letter aroused my coriesity, Mr.
Temple,” he said, as they shook hands.
“Anything of an ‘unuswal nature always
attracts me. Your charming residence is
somewhat remotely situated,” he added
smilingly.

“I'm afraid you're poking fun, Mr. Blake,”
said Temple. “Nobody ean  trothfully call
Grangewood House charming—at least, to
udge from the exterior. However, come

inside, and I shall have the pleasure of |

introducing you to my fiancee, biss Dora
Bevington, and her mother.”

Blake frowned slightly.

“Oh! You have othor guests?” he asked,
with obvious displeasure.

“Yes. They arrived only a short while
ago,” answered Temple shortly.

“But I thought the train seryice—-"

“They came by road—by car,’ explained
Temple.

He led the way into the house, and his
first impression of BSexton Blake was not
altogether favourable. Being a young man
in love, he was naturally touchy, and he
did not care for that frown of Blake's at
the mention of his other guests. It was
rather hard on the detective, but it couldn't
be helped.

The big lounge-hall was brightly illuminated
by means of several big lamps, and looked
cheerful. Sexton Blake was conducted up-
stairs by Temple, and he indulged In &
wash and brush-up. Then he descended, and
entered the drawing-room.

‘Here he was introduced to Mrs. and Miss
Bevington. The former was stout and
talkative, but a charming woman, nevei-
theless.  Misa Bevington looked perfectly
delightful in a light evening frock made of
some flimay material, and her very presence
brizhtened the old place in a wonderful
fashion.

A late ten was served, and the talk was
confined to ordinary, everyday matters., It
was not until the meal was disposed of
that Temple referred to the business which
had brought Sexton Blake down.

The two men retired to the library, and
Leonard Temple was feeling slightly irritated.
Blake had been rather offhand with Dora
ili?(d _Iéer mother, and Temple didn't guite

e it.
was at Grangewood. professionally.

“Well, Mr. Blake, I didn't give you any
actual details in my letter, so L'l just tell
you the story now,” commenced Temple, after
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As he told himsalf, however, Blake
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they had lit their cigars. “The fact of the
matter js, I have only just inherited this
property—"

“One¢ minute, please,” interrupted Blake
“From the appearance of this room, I should
judge that it has been recently Tansacked
in a4 very thorcugh manner.”

Temple stared.

“How on ecarth did you know that?” he
asked. :

“I am right, then?” :

“ ¥es: ‘althohgh 1 didn't mention the matter
in my letter.”

“TFurther, 1 ohserve that the small safe
in the corner has been forced within the last
day or two,” weni on Blake, looking round
him with an expression of coneentration.
".’%I%, these are Frénch windows, are they
not 7 :

He crossed over to them, pulled the curtains

agide, and examined the windows with care,

* even going upon his knees and taking a close
look at the threshold.

“Quite =o," he murmured, as though to
himself. “VYes, two men, 1 should judge.
They broke in by this means. Ah, what's
this? Can it be possible that somebody has
been walking about with bare feet?”

“Well, I'm hanged!” ejaculated Temple.
“There were two men, Mr. Blake, and I,
myself, chased them in my bare feet. Bat
your dedactions are astounding. This floor
was thoroughly washed only this moming!”

Sexton Blake smiled. j

“The matter iz really quite simple,” be said
carelessly. I always like to look Ttound
before hearing the . story, Mr. Temple, 1
cannot say for certain, but there is every
appearance of a sack having been used for
some purpose. I have obzerved one or two
minute fibhres—-"

“Yon beat me, Mr, Blake,” said Temple.
“T knew you were clever at deduetion, but
I'm hothered if 1 ecan follow your train of
regsoning in this affair.”

W (Child’s play, my dear sir!” spid Blake,
shrugging his shoulders, “It would he mere
waste of time to explain how I arrived at my
eonclusions, 1 have my own methods, and it
is very seldom that I make mistakes—very
geldom indeed. Was T right about the sack %

“Quite right ! replied Temple curtly,

He looked al the detective as they hoth.sat
down, and hizs mental opigion of Sexton Blake
was that the Iatter was a somewhat con-
eeited hounder. i
admitted that Blake was decidedly clever,
To have deduced so much without having
heard a word of the story was indeed aston-
ishing. Temple had given no details what-
ever in his-letter, =0 Blake had had nothing
to go by. - :

#1 shall now be pleased to hear your story,”
said Sexton Blake, in a somewhat condescend-
ing tone of voice. “I do not promise to he
suecessful, Mr. Temple, hut I ean safely
declare that the odds are in our favour, Let
m@g advisé you to be perfectly frank with
me, Tell me everything; tell me all your
private matters if you think it will help our
investigation, You cam safely rely upon me
to respect your confidences. And my fees, I
may add, will’ be faivly moderate, I judge
that your means are not considerablo—>
_ "1 don’t think we need enter into that jnst
now, Mr. Blake!? interrupted Temple coldly,

Sexton Blake shrugged hiz shoulders,

“As you will,” he remarked. % And now
for the story.” i

Temple was silent for some moments. The
faet o _the matter was—he had come to the
conclusion that he wouldn't tell Sexton Blake
anything about the cipher message. He
didn’t exactly know why, but he mistrusted
the detective in no uncertain manner. He was
elever, fio doubt., hut his whole attitode was
totally foreizn to ‘that which Temple had
expected. The young man could not he free
and ‘easy with Blake. and he wished that he
had never nsked the detective to come down.

But he eouldn’t send him away now, having
gone =0 far, and it was very necessary to tell
some story, Temple was nervons, and that,
possibly aceounted for his doubtinl state of

mind. Temple was nervous hecause he did |

not; care ahout trusting the actual seeret to
Sexton Blake; and he didn't quite see how
he eould get out of it.
_ However. he told the story bricfly, explain-
ing how Mr. Croshy had accompanied him
down to Grangeweod Houge, and how two
mysterious men had sprung upon bim after
darkness had fallen. But he made ne mention
of the aitempt to snatch the precious piece
of vellum, 3

He led Blake 4o helieve that the case was
one of ordinary burglary, and that the thieves
hal tome for anything they could snatch.

U. J—No. 1.

At the same time, he|

And Sexton DBlake, accordingly, was not satis-
fled, He could easily tell that his client was
keeping something back. X :

“You say that two unknown men have
attempted to sleal something on three
separate occasionst™ asked the detective.
“{fave yon no fdea what that something was
—orig?»

Temple looked somewhat awkward.

“They may have thought that T had a lot

of money on me,” he replied, evading the

guestion, and trying to give an answer which
did not lead.to falsehood. “Or possibly the
men came with -a definite object. That is
for you to discover, Mr, Blake.”

“Quite so!™ agreed the detective. “Bub
surely you must have some inkling as to the
truth? Did not the men come for a package,
or a letter, or something of a similar nature?

“They might have domne, of course,” said
Temple,

“Now, look herve, Mr, Temple, if T am to
conduet this case, you must he perfectly frank
with me,” said Blake flemly, “1 am quite
certain that you are holding something back,
You did not answer the direct question which
[ put to you just now. Did these men attempt
to obtain possession of a letter or a doeu-
ment #?

“That is what T assumed myseli,” replied
Temple, still evading the gquestion. “The
mapner in which this room was ransacked
proves quite clearly that a search was made;
and such a search could not have been made
for money. What 1 want yon to do, Mr,
Blake, is to stay down here and to protect
me from any further violence.®

Sexton Blake smiled strangely.

“And you will say no more?” he asked.

“I'm afraid_there is nothing more to he
gaid, Mr. Blake® said Temple, rising to bhis
feet, “Will you remain and do as T ask®”

“0f course,” was the detective's reply.

‘“PBut T must be allowed to remark, Mr.

Temple, that I am not nltogether satisfied
with the result of our interview. It would
have been far better if you had been quite
candid with me. Perhaps you will be of a
different mind to-morrow.”

Temple made no reply. He was feeling jost
a little sorry that be had pot heen frank at
the outset. Blake had praetically pvessed
the troth, anyhow, But the young man-conld

not bring himself to the nt of producing

the cipher, although it repozed in bis pocket
at that moment.

¥ should like to have a stroll in the grounds
—~if T may?" snggested Sexton Dlake, atter a

short gilence.

“Certainly,  certainly!®  said  Temple
promptly. “By all means, Mr. Blake. 0
fust #ts you think fit. ¥ will come with yon
if you would eare for my company.”

“T have no wish to be impolite. but T shonld
prefer to be alone.” replied Blake. “There
are many points to think over, and T always
like to be alene when pondering over my
cagas.® ;

He walked towards the Fronch window.
paused to light a cigarette. and then passed
out inte the night. Outside, he came to a
halt, and watched the library windows for
some few moments. He saw the lamplight
become dim, and a few minutes later Temple's
shadow erossed the drawing-room hlind,

“He bas gone to acauaint the ladies of our
fittle interview,® mormured Blake. & This is
just my chance. Confound the infernal young
fool! He has upset my plan completely owing
fo his secretiveness.”

The detective walked ncross the rough grass
with rather strange assurance, considering
that he had never heep in the sarden hefore.
He made his way to a small gate, rickety with
age. which was =et in the midst of a thick
bedge. And here Blake came to a halt, The
:_:Ir‘mt!.fwas some little distance from the house
TLEelr.

A dim form loomed up out of the darkness.

“Well, have you got it?® came an anxious
whisper. s

“Nol” snapped Blake. “The young fool is
seared, or something. He won't say a word
about that packame.®

“¥ expected something of that sort, Grant,»
said the other impatiently. “The whole
fdea’s mad, as T told you, The only way s to
get the paper by foree.®

“Rot, my dear Kennard! There's a litile
delay, and the whole success of our scheme
relied vpon Temple falling into the trap ot
the ecuteett” exclaimed Blake. “But you
needn't worry, old man. Give me until %o-
morraw, and 'l have the paper.”?

“That's all very well, Grant—>"

“ Man alive! We can’t do any more at pre-
senti® gnapped Scxton Blake. “7T've been
accepted withont suspicion, and there's mno
reason why I shouldn’t carry the thing

old man's hoard. - :

-or by ecrook.

through right to the finish, If Temple won's
budge, T'Il get the paper by force!® ’
By this time it will probably be concluded’
that I have gone off my rocker, and that I
am setting down all sorts of rubhish,  Bub
that's where you're wrong. And il's quite
]'JII}SSIiJIc that the thing has been guessed all
along. . i
ts::ﬁt'on Blake, in fact, wasn't Sexton Hlake
ut alll
- The man who had come to Grangewood
House was none other than Mr, Henry Grant
the enterprising commercial traveller friend
of Kennard, the ex-butler. And T must make
the awiul confession that I have been guilty
of t-ellim? a lot of barefaced fibs. I didn't
want to let the cat out of the bag too soou;.
but it gimply must be let out now, 3
The situation was an acute one, |
And, at the same time, it was filled with
very real drama. 2 :

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hew it Had Been Done—HKennard's
Scheme-—Held a Prisoner!

EXTON DBLAKE—the real, genuing
article, 1T mean—had wet with wery
real disaster on his {rip from tho
station to Grangewood House, In brief,

the poor old guv'nor had been collared, and
he wasn't feeling at all happy.

1 shatl be compelled to go back a bit—
return upon my tracks, so to speak—hut it's
4 necessary evil, This case was not o simple
as it appeared at the beginning, and Sexton
Blake knew that well enoogh now. If he
had had the slightest ikling that treachery
was afoot, he would never have been made
a prisoner.

The whole thing was Kennard's scheme.

It had been Kennard and Grant, of course,
who had made those attempts to obtain the
sealed package which old Mr, Gowan Temple
had left behind for his grandsom. The
precious scoundrels were pob pware of fhe
fact that the letter contuined nothing bub
n jumble of unintelligible fgures. - They
believed—and had every reason to belicve—
that the letter contained the secret of the

The three fruitless attempis had mad
Kennard rather despérate. He was fully
determined to get hold of the paper, by hool
here was a fortune at stake
and both he and Grant considered that the
.gg.rl?c was worth a <onsiderable amount of
risk. : y

Mitchell, the groom, had been bronght into
the compaet many weeks previous to the old.
gentleman’s death. He- had kept his eyes
open, and had sent information to his con-
federates the very instant old Mr. Gowan
Temple died. :

Mitchell was not guite so unserupulous a3
his companions, but he had been ready
enough - to join in -this- attempt to obtain
“money for nothing.” "The greed of gold had
gripped them all.

Konnard - and Grant had come down to
Grangewood withont delay, and had awaited
their opportunity. Their first attempt bad
failed—mainly because they were amateur
eriminals. And their non-success had mads
them rather desperate.

Just when they had heen planning another
raid upon the lonely house in the forest,
Mitchell had brought the news that a tele
gram had been received from Mr, Hexton -
Blake, to the effect that he would arrive by
the evening train.

This news had come as n  shock, and
Kennard, at least, was rather scared ab first.
He proposed that the whole thing should be *
abandened. Bui Grant was o cunning rascal,
and his hrain had mapped out a really astute
dodge, He polnted out the solitude of this
stretch of country, and declared that every-
thing was in their favonr.

Sexton Blake would be rbliged to drive
throuzh the Torest to hizs destination,
Mitehell being in the plof, it would be a
perfeclly easy matter to waylay the trap, and
seize its distinguished oceupant. Then, while
he was held a prisoner, ‘Grant would boldly
drive on to Grangewood, and palm himself
off as Sexton Blake.

It had to be left to luck whether Temple
knew Blake by sight, but it was not probable,
At-all events, the game was worth trylng—for
there was a grent deal in its favour, .

After a considerable amount cf planning,
therefore, the daring selieme was agreed
upon, . and  everything was  arranged
acrordingly
- Bexton Blake had started out from the

station with no suspicion that Mitchell Was ‘a“
.,.Il-;.-...._..' v "
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of the very men he was after. How on
fh could he suspect such a thing? The
mor is as eute as anybody on this earth,
live, but ha isn't possessed of second

2 one of the most lonely parts of the
atted lane, Mitchell brought the trap Lo
standstill, It was the preliminary move
the kidnapping plot, for this exact spot
d been agreed upon beforehand. -

“One of the traces come out of position,
elieve, sir,” remarked the greom, jumping

I was nearly dark under the dense trees,

d Mitchell fumbled about for some time, as

lipugh in a difficulty. Fipally he looked up-
n you lend me a hand for a minute,

{" he asked respectfully.

Certainly, my man!” was Blake's good-
ured reply-

‘He stepped down lightly. and hent double

4 Mitchell pointed to a spot below the

And the next second Grant and

1 warning, and was quite unprepared,

“The ropes—quick !” panted Grant.

Their prisoner was s{mgglmg fiercely, and
would nndoubtedly have got free but for
ack that they had him pressed down
avily, and all his attempts to rise were
ifeated. In a stand-up fight Blake would
ave sent the three rogues fiying.

" Within five minutes be was bound securely,
and his three panting captors then hundled
into the trap, drove
s. A halt was called when
wse lay only about half a mile
Spxton Blake, fuming and helpless,

and

been unable to come down, and had sent a
substitute.

But Temple had made things easy; he had
gregted the new-comer ag & Mr. DBlake?”
during the first few seconds, and Grant's con-
fidence had been strengthened. ‘The news
that Miss Bevington and her mother were
there, however, came as an unpleasant sur-
prise, and he had failed to conceal his feel-
ings. ‘Their presence complicated matters.
Onee committed to the deception with
‘Pemple he couldn't back ont. And it wouid
be a fine disaster if one of the ladies had
ever met the real Sexton Blake!

However, that ordeal had been passed
througn successfully, but not without Templs
becoming suspicious and irritated. Grant had
seen the result later, for Temple said nothing
whatever about the secret levter—which had
been the sole object of Grant’s deception.

And now, having failed at the outset, Lhe
position bristled with ditlicuities. But Grant
waos not dismayed. He was hopeful of gain-
ing his end sooner or later, and thought it
decidedly probable that Temple would pro-
duce the letter on the morrow.

“We've got to use diplomacy now,
Kennard,” murmured Grant, during his cen-
versation with his confederate at the ancient
gate. “I shall make myself extremely
pleasant, and get young Temple into a good
humour. He was rather astomished at my
+ deductions,” and, 1 believe, fmpressed. Bul
he didn't mention anything aboub that letter,
confound him !

Those marvellous deductions were now
revealed af their true worth. Considering
that Grant himself had thrown the sack and
had helped to rvansack the library, it wasn't
gxactly surprising that be knew all about the

and dragged un-
t the trees by
Mitehell re-

‘affair! Temple, however, who helieved the
dm-in;{: rascal to be Sexton Blake, had natur-
ally felt impressed. And, although he in-

JACHK ibrarsr:

remark. The precious scoundrels had reck-
oned upon Fct.ting the seated letter that
night; and they also reckoned upon having to
deal with nobody but ‘l‘cm#,ﬂa and the house-
keeper and the maidservant.

However, the fresh conditions were not
altogether serfous. With careful handling the
scheme could still be carried out. As Ken-
nard had said, Mitchell was with Sexton
Blake at that moment. The famous detective,
in fact, was guarded constantly, and he had
no opportunity whatever of breaking away
from captlvity., GOrant was keen enough to
know that it would be madness to leave
Sexton Blake alone.

Taking it altogether, it scemed as though
Kennard and Orant would sueeeed in their
plans.  But then, of course, they weren't
aware that other events were bappening in
London, even ab that very moment, which
would have far-reaching effects upon this
forest drama.

Those everts, I neednt add, were connected
with myself and a lumbering lump ol caning
laziness which answered to the name of Pedro.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Just Indignation—MNelson Lee Obliges—
A Startling Discovery.
IPPER grinned cheerfully,

N “Youre jealoust” he remarked.
“Phat's what's the matfer with you,
Tinker, my son. What do you say,

guv'nor i
“1 fear Tinker's wrath!” smiled Nelson Lec.
«1 wouldn't dare to state an opinion.”
1 grinned then.

“Yell, a8 a matter of fact, I am @ bit
jealous,” I confessed. “Who
wouldn't be? Blazing weather like

“mained n the trap.

. Sexton Blake was heavy, and his
wptors did not relish the idea.  of
rrrying him bodily on such o warm
‘ight. So they dragged him beneath
{he masses of dead lemves beneath the
trees, and, after a short jolll"ﬂcf’,
‘gme upon an old ramshackle hut in
|t midst of the wood.

| It had been used, years before, by
~y woodcutter, buf had been deserted
sipce. Sexton Blake was taken inside,
" ud 4 candle was illuminated.

L GWell, what's the meaning of this?”

* gsked the detective. “If you hope to
" puin soything, my friends, you'll be
n ] . "
"I:!m sorry, Mr. Blake, but there’s -
‘no time for talking!™ interrupted
Grant crisply. -“We're not exactly
" desperadoes, and you won't, come to
gny  harm. Just 2 little “incon-
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thiz, and I'm doomed to stew in
Londen! I've grumbled at the zuv'nor
tons of times, but he's heartless; he
doesn't consider my feelings in the
least, And now I learn that you'rs
going off to Dorset to-morrow. Isn't
it enough to make anybody jealous?”

“] dare say you'll ‘be popping off
somewhere with Mr. Blake before
long,” sald Nipper soothingly.

“Ves, that'll happen just when the
weather turns cold and ralny," I re-

the

oot

ir

marked.,  “The_  guv'nor . generally
chooses  beastly weather for a trip
into the country—or, rather, hisg

clients chpose it for him. You'll pop
round after you get back, won't you,
Nipper?”
“you het!” sald Nipper promptly.
The truth was, I had been spend-
ing a few hours—nearly the whole day,
in fact—with Nipper. This latter

to

" yenience, that’s all.”

gexton Blake was not the man to
* waste words, and he knew that furfher
" oi his part at this juncfure would be
' penditure of breath for mo nurposes
temained silent, and missed no details.

His pockets were rifled without ceremony,
and everything was taken from him—his
" sard-case, his pocket-hook, his papers—every-
' thing, in fact, which could De of use fo
| Grant in bis deception.

"You remain here, Kennard, until you're
relioyed by Mitchell.? said Grant, speaking
- rapidly. ‘“Then you'd betfer come along and
" hng about that little gate. T'11 dodge out
af the fiest opportunity.”

“Right,” said Kennard, “*Everything
depends on this move, Grant, so be careful.
| Skip at the first ‘sigue of trouble.”
| | The other man nodded, and wenkb oft. He
' was already attired smarﬂly. and, armed with
| Sexton Blake’s suit-cose and all his papers,
hie calmly took his place in the trap, and was
\ driven up to Grangewood House in style.
~ amd, as I have already described, he was
. aceepted as Sexton Blake without a hiteh.

. Henry Grant was tall, slim, and possessed
- of lean features. His general deseription—
" 45 deseriptions go—tallied fairly evenly with
that of Sexton Blake. But, of course, Grant
* could pever have passed himsell off as the

_ guv'nor with anybody - who was aequainted

with Sexton Blake.- {t “was not a real case

speech
an ex-
So he

no way whatever. .

There was always the possibility = that
. leanard Temple knew Blake by sight. And
Grant was not quite such & fool as to ignore
that possibility. He was prepared. He would
be able to tell, almost by Temple's first
. words, whether the brick would succeed or
not. If Temple expressed surprise, or doubt.

" of impersonation, for Grant was disguized in’

~ Urant would at once explain that Blake had

stinetively distrusted his visitor, he had ne
suspicions. !
“Can't you ask the young idiot point blank
for the lefter?” asked Kennard impatiently.
“Don't be such a feol!” spapped Grant.
“I'm supposed to know nothing about the
letter, o how the thunder can I ask abouf
it? All I can do is to wait until he drops a
hint of some sort, As I said just now, 1I'm
going to make myself very. pleasant, and he’ll
probably show me the letter in the morning.”
“And what then?” y
4T wait till I get it,” replied
“But we must tix on a ptan—"
“Well, T can easily ask him to excuse me
while I go for a bit of & walk, and then I
meef, you again.  We'll come to some fresh
arrangement then. There’s only Temple and

’Gmnt.

four women against us, and we can lock ‘em
all up in one of the upper rooms.  The three
of us ought to do the trick easily.”

“It's rigky——

“Nonsense I interjected Grant. “Where
does the risk come in? This house is miles
from anywhere, and we shall be able to do
just as we like. Besides, if it comes to that,
fan’t it worth a bit of risk? Once we've gob
that letter, and once the whole crowd are
locked up, we can follow the old man’s
directions, and get hold of the hoard. My
dear chap, we can bé cleared out' of the
county before the police know anything abouf
it. We've got a car handy, and the treasure
won't _be #o bulky that a decent motor-car
won't carry it.” :

Kennard became more confident.

“Well, I hope the thing pans ouf all vight,”
he said. “Mitehell is with Blake now, and he
can't possibly geb free. But unless you can
get hold of that letter to-morrow the game
will become too hot.” -
 Grant was quite ready to agree with that

young gentleman, as everyhody knows,
is the assistant of Mr. Nelson Lee, the very
¢lever detective, of Gray's Inn Road. He and
the guv'mor were firm friends. although kecn
rivals, And Nipper and- myself in all pro-
fossiomal matters were in a state of constant
wariare. Apart from detective work, how-
ever, Nipper and I were the best of pals. -

As there “had been nothing particular io
do, T had run out to one of London's suburbs
with Nipper on a little matter of business for
Nelson Lee. And now we had arrived back
at Gray's Inn Road, and I was on the polnt
of buzzin% to Baker Street.

I had léft fairly early, in answer to a
‘phone call from Nipper, and I wags in happy
tgnorance of the fact that Sexton Blake had
taken himself off to Hamps' ine.

I bade my friends good-bye, and ther
boarded a motor-'bus for Baker Street. When
I arrived I found the place silent and deserted
and Lot. The consuiting-room was like an
oven, from the effects of the afternoon sun-
shine. I crossed over to the laboratery, but
that apartment was empty, too.

“Well, T thought the guv'nor wonld—" I
began; and then I noticed a piece of paper
upon the table. I picked it up, read it,
gtared, went red with wrath, and murmured
sweet things undér my breath.

Sexton Blake had gone into the country—
without me!

“E{' the Hmit!™ I exclaimed indignantly,
addressing the fireplace. “That's what It is
—the giddy limit! Hampshire, toot And Le
expects me to stay in London until he comes
back!"

The puv'nor's nofe was quite short and to
the point, He told me, In as few words as
posaible, and in a scrawl which would have
disgraced a newspaper editor, that he had
decided to run down to Grangewood House, In
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[%¥our fault, Kennard ! ' Grant said
framed in the doorway was Sexton
bound helpless

savagely, and stopped suddenly. For .
Blake, the man whom they had left
! (See page 14.)

Hampshire, in order to look into a little affair
there, I was to cool my heela at home, and
take care that Pedro didn't get too fat.

For about three minutes I raved up and
down the consulting-room with wild thoughts
chasing through my hrain., I dwelt particu-
larly upon hoiling oil, and other cheerful
methods of glaughter,

Then I realised that the guvnor couldn't
very well have eommunigated with me, hecause
he didn't know where $was. But that didn't
make much difference.  He onght to have left
me full instructions to_go down by the next
train,. But he was too heartless to think of
that. -

I made a dive for the time-table, and dis-
covered that there wasn't another train that
day, ‘T added quite a new selection of words
to my vocabulary, and used them twice over,
In the midst of all this worry Pedro stalked
in, having evidently. been admitted from the
Tear quarters by M'}'rs. Bardell.

“Yes, you can look hot!™ I growled
at Pedro. - “Serves you jolly well
Why conldn't yo# come and feteh me?”

This was a most unreasonahle  surgestion,
but Pedro took it all in good part, and wagged
his tail with what little energy he had left.
His tongue was lolling out abont four ‘inches,
and he was dribbling in the most disgraceful
manner npon the carpet,

“I'll tell you what, Pedro, we're not going
to stand jt!" I said grimly. “The guv'nor's
hooked for a week, as likely as nof, and I
don't gee why we shouldn’t have a hand in
the game. What do you say ity

Not Dbeing hlessed with speech, Pedro said
nothing.  Indeed, ho evinced the most im-
polite unconcern, for he strolled over to the
onae spot in the consulting-room where there
was & patch of bare lineleum, flopped himself
down upon it, and regarded me cilmly,

I searched about, looking for a telegram,
and eventually discovered Mr.  Leonard
Temple’s letter. This made me all the more
determined {o follow the guv'nor down  to
Grangewood. He would probably call me all
gorts of names, but 1 should survive the
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glaring
right!

ordeal. And Temple certainly wouldn't have
the heart to give me the order of the hoot,
“We're going down by the first train to-
morrow, Pedro,” I said firmly, = We're
going—" = ;
And then I paused, struck by a sudden
thought.
“Why didn't I learn geography?’ I went

on. _ “Where's = Hampshire?  Grangewood
Honse isn't far from the Dorset border, I'IL
bet a. quid. Pedro, my son, we'll ED One

hetter than the train, after all—and one
better than fhe guv'nor, too!”

I pulled the telephone towards me, and
g4ve Nelson Lee's number. In less than a
minute Nipper's cheery voice came along
the wire.

“I say, Nipper, I want your guv'nor to do
me a favour,” I said eagerly.

. ;'It.'s done,” said Nipper., “But what is
i v

“You'ra motoring to Dorset to-morrow,
aren't. youg"”. 3

“Yes, unless there's an earthquake during
the night,” :

“ Have you got room for two little ‘uns in
that car of ‘yours?” I went on. “Pedro
and I want a litt down to Hampshire. It's
-awful cheek on my part, I know, but your
guy'nor's  a ° kind-hearted man, isn't  he?
Let's. hear the yerdiet, my son,” .

There was' a short silence, . .

“Hallo!" called Nipper, at length. “Yes,
of course you. can come, Tinker, Jolly
pleased to have you, in fact. What's the
trouble? Somebody dying, or Wb

I explained briefly, and when I hung the
teceiver up I did so with a cheerful grin.

f course, I was disobeying Sexton Blake's
orders, but I had often committed that
fearful crime, and I'm still alive. But I've
never disobeyed the guv'nor in any but un-
important things. :

The next point to decide was whether 1
should gend a wire to the guv'nor or not. It
took me about five seconds to decide that
matter. I should not send a wire; bepause,
if 1 did; he might reply, telling ‘me to stay |
in London. And I couldn't 2o against his
orders after that,
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I slept quite comfortably that night, and
was much cheered in the morning when I
awoke to see the sunlight streaming in
brilliantly at the window. Motoring in doll
and rainy weather isn't at all nice.

Later on, just when I was all ready,
motor-car pulled up outside, and I found
"Nelson Lee and Nipper, amiling and cheerful,
waiting for me. I didn't know what their
business was in Dorset—It wasn’t anything
to do with me, anyhow—but I reckoned they
were bent upon having a few days' holiday.
I partially deduced this fact from the
amount of luggage on the car, to say nothing
of a selection of golf-clubs, fishing tfackle,
and other unbusinesslike articles.

The car was a big, touring automobile, with
heaps of room in it, and Pedro and I stowed
ourselves away without any difficulty. Tho
run out of London was moderate, hut aiter
that we put on speed, /

"It's jolly good of you, Mr. Lee,” I re-
marked presently., “I don't want you to take
me all the way to Grangewood, of course.”

“You'd naturally prefer to walk five or six
miles, eh?” asked Nelson Lee, with twinkling
eyes, -

“Well, no, not exactly.”

S Then say no more about it, voung 'un,?
remarked Lee. It won't take us far out of
our way, in any case, and we're in no par-
tieular hurry. I shall like to have a word
with Blake, too.”

After that, naturally, T said no more.
Things couldn't havé heen better. If T had
gone by {rain it would have been neccssary
to walk five or six miles, or hire a trap of
some sort. It was far better to go in Nelson
Lee's motor-car. 1 grinned as I thought of

+the surprise I should give the LUV'nor.

Well, there's no need for me to go info
detafls of that trip—mainly beeause there are
no details. At least, none until we wera
almost at the end of our journey.

It was growing dusk by the time we found
ourselves specding along the tiny lane which
led through the forest to Granoewood. It's
rather . curions, too, that something should
go wrong just when 1 was congratulating
Nelson Lee upon the wonderful reliability of
liia cat.

Something did go wrong, and it was when
we were only about two miles from Grange-
wood Housg, The petrol-tank, in fact, had

‘| sprung a leak. But we didn't know any-

thing about it unptil the engine began cough-
ing, and then struck work altogether.

Nelson Lee got down, and located the
trouble within a minute.

“ What an infernal nuisance!” he exclaimed
testily. “We're stuck now, Nipper, and it's
your fault{” ;

“My fault!” roared Nipper.

“Clertainly.”

“Well, I like that!” snorted Nipper indig:
nantly. ~ “How the dickens do you make oub
that it's my fault, guy'nor{*

“Well, only about fifty miles back you
urgedsme to replenish the petrol-tank,” re-
plied Lee. “I told you that it wasn't neces-
sary, but you persisted. Result, our spare
four gallons now lies upon the road in &
conbinuous stream for many miles back.”

Nelgon Lee was quite right. There had
been two full cans strapped to the foothoard
until recently, but Nipper had emptied them
into the tank. The petrol wasn't there now,
and we were absolutely stuck, Somehow, 1
felt that I was to blame.

“I'm awiully sorry, sir,” I remarked con-
cernedly. ~ “If you hadn’t had to come
along this wilderness of a road because of

- me, you would have heen within easy reach

of a garage——"

“My dear Tinker, please don't apologise
in that way,” interrupted Nelson Tee. "It is
simply one of the misfortunes of motoring,
and we mustn't grumble. Do you Lknow if
there is a car at Grangewood?”

“I haven't any ided, sir.”

“Well, the probabilitics are that there is
one,"” said Nelson Lée. “A country house in
this deserted locality is almost certain to
have a motor-car, And where there is a
motor-car there is generally petrol. You had
better run on ahead, Nipper, and bring help

a8 quick as possible. We don't want to he
stuck here all night.”
“Oh, I'll go, sir,” T said readily. “Dash

it alk, you came out of 'your way becauss
of me, and it's only right that I should have
this job. Tll run_liké the dickens, and he
baclk with help within an hour.”

And so it was decided. I yanked Pedro
out of the ear, and we were soon hurrying
along the dark, gloomy forest road. Nelson
Lee and Nipper remained with their car,
idle until help could arrive. :

I didn’t exactly run all the way, but I
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harried. The  misfortone  had  mainly
geeurred because of me, and I felt partly
responsible. 8o the soconer I sent help, the
hetter. It seemed a long two miles, and I
hadn't passed a house of a living soul.

It was dark as pitéh now under the trees,
and when I  reckoned that Grangewood
House was only a short distance ahead,
Pedro gave me some little annoyance. He
suddenly left the road, and sniffed in the
long grazs amongst the trees. One glance
at him told me that he had smelt some-
thing which inferested him. He took no
notice of my mild orders, and I was obliged
to hecome sharp.

“Come here, you old idiot!” I snapped
enrtly,

He paused with reluctance, and, at a

second cofamand, eyen sharper, he came to
my side, But he cast longing glances into
the 'wood, and aniffed the ground eagerly.
It was almost necessary to drag him away,
bot he came at last. And even then he
was uneasy and excited, ‘

“Just like .vou to go and cause a delay
when we're in such a hurry!” I snapped,
neyer realising that Pedro possessed more
sense than I. “You old fathead, what's the
matter with you?™
‘A minute later I caught sight of a light
through the trees ahead. The road took
a hend, and 1 found myself facing a some-
what extensive clearing. In the centre of it,
almost surrounded by ita own trees, stood
Grangewcod House.  Several windows were
gleaming  brightly, and I felt that I had
reached civilisation again.

I ran that last bit, and presently arrived
at an old gateway. 1 told Pedro to stay
where he was, for Mr. Temple would pro-
hably object to a bloodhound hutting in
without warning. Quite a numher of péople

seem to imagine that bloodhounds are flerce
brutes. !

I pushed the gate open, and then ohserved
a cherful light streaming from the open
French window of & room within easy reach
of me, And a glimpse of well-lined hook-
shelves was pretty evident proof that the
apartment was a library. =

“The guv'nor's there, I'll bef a quid!” I
told myself, with a chuckle.
give him a proper surprise, now I'm about if.
He'll nearly have a fit when he sees me at
the window.” E

So, instead of going to the front door, like
any decently respectable visitor should, I
marched across the rongh grass towards the
French windows. - It was a liberty, of course,
but that didn't worry me at all. I'm not
a formal sort of chap, anyhow.

I could hear voices within the room as I
approached, and I grinned. Several bushes
grew almost in front of the windows, and it
would be necessary to break through these
before entering the room. I was rather sur-
prised at the state of the gardens, for they
were in a shocking condition, having obviously
hoe:: allowed to go to rack and ruin for years
past. . 3

My surmise proved {o be correct, for before
I reached the window I distinetly heard the
voice of a stranger—Mr, Temple, I presumed,

“Well,: Mr. DBlake,” he was saying, “I can't
explain more than I havé done. It's curious
that these men should ha¥e left me alone
since your arrival; but perhaps it i3 because
of your presence.’ You se¢, Mr. Blake—"

“Quite so—quite so!™ interrupted  another
voice.

. At every sccond T was on the point of burst-
ing through the bushes and entering the room,
But I paused, filled with wonder. The second
voice was certainly not Sexton Blake's,

‘G

)

)

“TI may as well.

although its owner had obviously answered
to flie name.

I wasn't suspicious, but my curiosity was
aroused, I stood stock-still, listening.

“Understand my, ' methods,” the  strange
voice was saying, ‘Indeed, without hoasting,
I think I may say that very few people do
understand them, Mr. Temple, My methods
are unique, I ‘have had extremely highly-
placed clients visit me at, Baker Street, and
they have never had cause to do anything but
Honour the name of Sexton Blake.”

I simply gasped.© Noft so much because of
the strangeness of the veice, but because of
the rank gonceit of the words. The guv'nor
might have disguised | his  voice, for some
reason of hisz own, but he would never have
uttered that piece of Aamboyancy. :

I was very suspicions now, and my whole
attitude changed. I became tense and alert,
and tiptoed forward until I -reached the
bushes. Parting two or three branches, I was
enabled to see right into the library. And
there, seated. in two easy-chairs, were two
strangers.  One was youngish-—obviously Mr.
Leonard Temple,  His ‘companion was tall,
lean, and clean-shaven, But he wasn't Séxton
Blake. He wasn’t even the guvnor in' dis-
guize, for his ears were muecli bigger than
Blake's, and that was a positive characteristic.
- % Y¥es, Mr. Temple,” he went on. “I want
yvou to be guite frank with me in this case,
and then we shall understand one another
better, I cannof undératand your scerecy in
the least. = -« ¢ .

I searcely listened to any more of the con-
versation, Only one fact dinned through my
ad, This man, passing himself  off as
Rexton Blake, was no'mare the genuine-article
than a dustman was, And yet Mr. Leonard
Temple was totally unaware of the fact.

‘He fully belicved that he was talking with
Sexton Blake in person.

. A large piece of sacking whizz;ad through the air, and extinguighed the lamp withoui overturning it. But befor.e
the room was plunged into darkness Temple had just time to see two forms spring towards him. (See page 5.))
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Pedro Takes the Trail—Disaster—
GQGrant's Decision.
OMETHING was radically wrong..

S That fact wana absolutely obvious,
and I found myself quivering with sup-
pressed excitement -and anxiety. I

forgot all about Nelson Lee and Nipper, left

upon the road two miles away. I could only
wonder what had happened to Sexton Blake.

Who was this impoestor? What was he
doing in the guv'nor’s shoes? What could be
the explanation of this extraordinary state of
allairs? For the time being I was almost
robbed of clear thought.

I realised one thing very foreibly, however.

It was a piece of pure, blundering luck which
bad led me to make the discovery. 1 was
amazed at the trick which Fate had played.
AN unwittingly, and without the slightest
suspicion, I had erept up to the window.
And by so doing I had become aware of this
deception without the frickster knowing any-
thing of my presence. He still believed him-
self Lo be perfectly safe.

Surely Providence had taken a hand in the
game, I could hardly bring myself to believe
that it was really nothing more than luck.
And yet it was foolish of me to waste time
apon such thoughts,

‘The thing had happened.

And it was ui: to me to get busy in some
way or other, Perhaps it was another stroke
of Providence that Nelson Lee and Nipper
were close handy. Ti:ei' were very business-
like people to have on the spot.

I listened for some few minutes longer, and

any doubts I may have had were soon settled.
Temple positively helieved that he was speak-
ing to Sexton Blake; and, what was more, I
could see that he didn't display much
cordiality. A great indignation swelled up
within me. The awful cheek of it! Some
low bounder passing bimself off as the
guv'nor, and giving these good ‘people an
utterly false impression of one of the finest
gentlemen on earth,
. My natural instincts all told me to burst
into the room and demounce the rotter—to
expose him in his true colours. But the
voice of precaution made ifsell heard,.and
I listened to It.

I suddenly remembered that strange
hehaviour of Pedro’s a short distance along
the road. What trail bad he picked up?
Great Scott! Could it be possible that the
guvnor himself had been waylaid, and that
Lie had been dragged throuvgh the woods?

It must be borne in mind that I knew none
of the facts at thet period, although I have
described exactly what ha].:pencd in an garlier
part of this nargative It's hardly necessary
for me to explain that I gathered all the facts
afterwards, when the case was completed;
and T bave set the events down in their
Proper seguence. :

But at this juneture I knew practically
nothing. Of course, I guessed the real truth.
But I didn't know it at the time, and was
bent upon making sure. Somebody bad gof
hold of fthe guv'nor, and was keeping him a
prisoner. That's what I deduced. T realised
tllgltr this lenely forest road was splendidly
suited to such a sinister purpose, and vague
feclings of alarm filled me.

I erept away from the window, retraced my
steps, and found good ald Pedro faithiully
waiting at the gate ns I had instrocted him.
When Pedro has been given his crders, he
won't budge for anything, or auxbody. until
he gets the word.

“Good old boy!” I whispered.
work,” Pedro—work!"”

He was alert in a moment, knowing the
meaning of the word as well as I did.
fished a coil of strong cord out of my pocket
and secured it to the ring in his collar. Then
we hastened back., I meant to put him upon
that trail, and sece where it led to.

1i it had been anybody else’s traill Pedro
couldn't bave done the trick. But he knew his
master’s scent as well as a rabbit knows its

“There's

own burrow.  And although the scent was
twenty-four hours old, it had been absolutely
undisturbed, and’ Pedro was as keen  as
nustard.

We oot back to the spot, and I gave Pedro
hia head. He was soon off amongst the trees,
tugging hard at the improvised leash. And
10 we plunged into the heart of the forest—
Inte utter blackness. T mmst again confess
that I had eompletly forzotten the unfortu-
nate Nipper and bhis good-natured guv'nor.

That glance into the library at Grangewood
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House had altered everything. My trip was
justified now with a vengeance. Without
meaning to, I bad stumbled upon a very
pretty little plot.

The only thing which worried me was the
uncertainty regarding Sexton Blake, Bub
Pedro was doing his utmost to make matters
elearer. If 1 could only find the guv'nor at
once it would be a glorious stroke.

And, just as I was thinking that, dizaster
cama,

Disaster generally occurs suddenly and with-
out warping. This instance was no exception
to the rule. Pedro paused whilst passing
between two clumps of undergrowth. Very
naturally I pressed on, meaning to lead the
way for a few yards.

My right foot simply went into space. Just
for a second I thought that I had merely
etepped into a slight hollow in the ground.
But then I weént down, erashing through the
bushes, and blundered headlong down a ateeg
gully. In daylight I could have negotiate
it with ease; but such a thing is searcely
possible in piteh darkness—especially - when
you commence the trip head first.

I rolled over and over, bruised, ghaken, and
dazed. And when I eame to rest at last I was
completely winded, scratched, and torn, end
my left knee was giving me the most ex-
erutiating agony.

Pedro, who did not suffer from the dis-
advantage of tumbling down in an inverted
position, was beside me almost at once. He
licked my cheek to show his sympathy and
anxiety.

“Oh, my hat!™ I gasped.
dickens are wo?”

It took me some few momenfs to realise
what had ocenrred. And then I guessed at
the probable truth. Sexton Blake's eaptors
must have lost their bearings and had nearly
tumbled down the gully themselves. Either
that, or they had taken him down. But I
hardly thought this was the ecase, for Pedro
showed no sign of sticking to the trail now.

My knee was still causing me agony, and
when I tried to move it 1 simply yelled. It
was strained severely, and I knew that walk-
ing, on my part, was reduced to a farce.

could have cried aloud with helplessness
and disappeintment. After all I had hoped
to accomplish I had ended up with—this!
Ob, it was too utterly rotten for words!

Aund then at that critical moment 1
thought of Nelson Lee. But what could Lee
do? He wouldn't know what had happened,
and would be waiting upon the roadside,
mentally execrating me for being such a con-
foundedly long time. No, Nelson Lee and
Nipper could do no good.

Pedro licked my face again,

“AH right, old boy!” I said softly. “I'm
crocked for the time being. ©Oh, goodness!
J}i)'- knee is tied into knots, 1 believe!
Where's the trail, Pedro?  Find it, boy—"

I paused,” as the old dog gave a low
whimper of eagerness. Another thought had
come to me. If Pedro picked up the scent
again, he would probably go straight to
Sexton Blake.

I made one more attempf to get to my
feety but it was impossible. The effeet
caused me agony, and T sank back with a sigh
of resignation. 1 took out my notebook and
pencil, and fumbled with the pages.

Then I wrote down:

“Where the

“Have fallen into gully. Sprained my knee.
Can't move. Pedro will lead you to me.—
Tinker."

I folded the paper up, and tucked: it
seeurely intp the huckle of Pedro's collar.
My idea was that Pedro wouid rout out the
guvnor, and that help would soon arrive. 1
didn't want to lay in that gully all through
the night. . :

There. wasn't any fear of my note falling
into anybody else’s hands—an enemy's hands,
I mean. Pedro would zee to that. And if
Sexton Blake was bound up somewhere, a
prisoner, Pedro would make himself mighty
useful,

“Off you go, old boy!" I said urgently.
“Find ~the trail, Pedro! Find your master!
Go on, old fellow!"

Pedro understood my tone. He ran round
me about three times, very excited, slopped
his tongue on my face by way of good-bye,
and then scampered up the valley with more
noise than speed.

Pedro was no ordinary bloodhound, and,
although I had given him a stiff job, I had an
idea that he would make good. At any rate,
he was of far more use attempting to bring
help than be would bave heen with me, For
1 ﬁauhl do nothing in this dark, deserted
gully. 4
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1 attempted to find out the pature of my
position, but this was almost impossible,
owing to the darkness. Trees grew round
very thickly, and the place was as still as a
desert.  Not a breath of wind stirced any
of the leaves. ;

I felt my knee very carefully, and came to
the conclusion {hat the damage wis not very
severe. With luck, 1 should be able to walk
again after a da?f or two's rest. But the
very thought of climbing up the side of this
gully made me shiver. It caused me agony
to move my knee-joint an inch. I could do
nothing but wait—and worry.

I pendered over the situation, and felf
rather bitter. It had scemed as though tuck
was with me -half an hour ago; but now
things were very different. Where was the

-guvnoer? - What had bappened to him? That

Waatthe question which was concerning me
most. '

Nelson Lee and Nipper were all right, of
conrse. But I realised that they wounldn't
wait much longer than an hour. They would
walk to Grangewood In order to find oub
what the delay was aboub, and that would
probably spoil the guv'nor's plans completely.
For 1 did vot overlook the possibility that
Sexton Blake might easily be playing n deep
game on his own. Perhaps he wasn't a
prisoner; -perbaps he had some reason for
remaining in the background. Anyhow, Pedro
would find him if he was to be found. And
1 half expected to hear the guv'nor's foot-
steps approaching.

it was rather carious, hubt just ab thak
moment I did hear something. = I listened

intently, and then eame the unmistakable

sounds. of -footfalls amongst the deadening
leaves, Pedro bhad been quick.

“This way, guv'nor!”k shouted impulsively.

I realised, even as I called out, that I was
a blithering idiot to do so. How waa I to
know that it was Sexton: Blake? I'm not
perfect, and I make bloomers at times. And
I had been most incautions on this oceasion.

I received my punishment!

The footsteps came nearer, and then thers
was the sound of bushes being pushed aside.

“Who's there?” came a sharp, nervous
voice.

I clenched my teeth, and said nothing. It
wasn't the guv'nor! 1 had Llundered badly,
and it was now up to me to keep as quiet
as o mouse. There was little chance of my
being spotted in such darkness,

But my precantions were uscless. A
brilliant beam of “f]ﬁ' appeared, and it
searched down into gully. T knew at
once that the stranger was using an electric-
torch, And it was only a mafter of seconds
before he located me.

But for my knee I could have avoided the
lizht easily.” But, as it was, I.was com-
pelled  to remain exposed, although I
crouched down, and vnlnlg' attempted to con-
ceal myself in amongst a few scant bushes.

“Who's that down there?"
nervous voice again.

I made no reply, and didn't move a finger.
But it was useless. The man scrambled down
the steep descent, and stood over me.
Further pretence was useless, so I looked up.
During that first moment the light was not
fully in my eyes, and I was permitted to
eateh a glimpse of the stranger.

He was a powerful man, clean shaven, and
with somewhat puffy cheeks. [ didn't know
it at the time, but the fellow was Mr.
Yrederick Kennard.

“What's the mabter with you?” he de-
manded grufily, and with suspiclon in his
voiee. “Who are you? What are you doing
here?™

“One question at a time's enougl, isn't it?”
1 remarked. “I happened to slip down, and
I should like a hand up, if you don't. mind.
My left knee is a bit squify—twisted it, or
something."

For alt T knew the man was a mere harm-
less inhabitant of the distriet. T had no
actusl reason to suspect him of being con-
nected with the Grangewcod Heuse affair—
although, as a matter of Fact, I did suspect
him. And, what was more,. he suspeeted me.

“What's -your name?” he demanded.
“Haven't 1 seen you before?” |

“There are plenty of good-tooking chaps

bout,” I remarked ealmly.
a1 don't want any impudence!" snapped
the man. “I could swear I've scén you
somewhere—-"  He paused abruptly, and
then hent elofer te me. “I know now!" he
went on, o note of alarm eounding in bhis
voice. “By thunder! T know you!”

“Seems to have piven you a shoek,” T ob-
gerved.  “Bul you're wrong, .aren’t you? At
any rate, I don’t know you—-"

“You're Tinker!" snapped out

came the

Kennard

—
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 fiattering reporters,” I

- amongst the trees.

. night was Dassing.
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Toarsely.  “You'rc Sexton Blake's infernal
}'oung assistant!” :
“Thanks for the compliment!" 1 gaid, main-

taining my appearance of calmness, although
1 was Teeling somewhat alarmod.

Under ordinary - circumstances 1 should
have enjoyed this encounter; but now 1 was
practically ‘helpless. All the odds were
against me. M

“Yes, you're Tinker,” went on Eennard, as
though he were imparting a picce of start-
ling news, "I remember seeing your photo-
graph in one of the illustrated weeklies—"

“That’s the worst of taking notice of
gsighed. *“If that
photograph of my dial hadn’t been put in
you wouldn't have known me. from Adam.
But what's the trouble? There's no harm in
my being Tinker, 1 suppose?”

Kennard scowled at me.

“This has altered everything!” he mut-
tered, as though speaking to himself. “Is
there anybody else with you?” he added
roughly.

“0Oh, a hundred or two!" I Teplicd sarcas-
tically. “Can’t wou see ‘em? You might
lend me a hand, instead o 2

“T’'ll soon settle you,. my boy!” snapped
Kennard. 3

He took a length of cord from his pocket,
and proceeded to bind my ankles, with pain-
tul, and quite unnecessary, tightness. 1
resisted at first, but 1 soon found that the
Zame wasn't worth the candle.. Kennard had
the best position all round.

My wrists were treated in the same way,

cand, although I appeared to be quite calm

and indifferent, T was inwardly boiling. What
a fine mess I had made of the whaole busi-
ness!

_And, i it came {o that, the guv’nor—to
judge from appearsnees—hadn’t done much

hetter. But 1 didn’t forget that good old |

Pedro was prowling abont somewhere, and
Nelson Lee and Nipper were within easy dis-
tance. 8o, upon the whole, T didn't worry.

“You'll stay here, hang you!” panted Ken-
itl_:lrd. when he had finished his binding opera-
iome.

“Well, I don't think I shall move far™ I
remarked.  “Quite apart from all this string,
my knee's pretty well useless, and T counldn’t
have shifted much. 1 hate to see people
wasting energy.”

Kennard didn't say another word. He

pitked up his electrie-torch, and scrambled |

up the side of the gully and disappeared
The faet that I was
bound and helpless annoyed me, but I wasn't
at all alarmed.

I just waited for the next thing to happen,
This unexpected visit of mine was leading
to the most surprising resulis. My only real
WOITY Wwas concerning Sexton Blake. What
;:;1d?11uppened to him? Would Pedro find
1im '

Even whilst T was lying there helpless the
guvnor was becoming extremely active. And
en, for that matter, was Leonard Temple.
And Pedro, and-Nelson Lee and Nipper—
Well, as a matter of fact, all sorts of things
were happening at the same time,

It 18 quite impossible for me to describe
everything at once, and so I shall have to
take the events one by one, and relate them
in a manner which will lead to a general
dlimax.

1 may not describe what Nelson Lee was
doing until quite a long time; but that won't
mean that Lee was idle, or that half the
i It wasn't. Compara-
tively little time elapsed, but a regular series
of adventures wangs being passed through by
various people.

Regarding myself, I pondered over the
whole situation—as T knew it at that time—
and decided that conjectures were worse than
useless. The only thing was to wait.

As it happened, 1 didn’t wait Jong,

Aiter barely ten minntes had paszed voices
sounded, and then Kennard reappeared, and
he was accompanfed by the man 1 had scen
in the library of Grangewood House.

“Yon must be mistaken, Kennard!” he was
saying sharply. “The fellow can’t be Tinker.
If Tinker had declined to come down I should
have received “a letter or 'a telegram—in-
tended for Blake, of course. This chap must
have been kidding you—"

“1  recognized him, Grant—I
him!" protested Kemmard, “You will sce for
yoursell in a moment or two. 1t was lucky I
mat you.- By the way, won't Temple wonder
if yon are absent for long?”

“He thinks T am in my bed-room,

recognised

"

replied

t'}r::lmt. “I told him that I wished to retire
carly.” . -

“How did you got out, then?”

“Dy the window,” said the other. “There's.

a low roof just beneath it, and 1 was outside .
within. a_couple of minutes. The daor's!
locked, so the fools will think P'm still in the
room. 1'd lke to wring that Temple's neck!
The young idiot won't say a word about that
letter—not a word!”

The impostor spoke with a savage vehem- |
ence, which gave me much pleasure. The
plotters, apparently, were not having things |
their own way. This was all to the good,
for defeat would probably come before they
succeeded in their designs.

“By thunder! You're right, Kennard!”
muttered Grant, after he had flashed his
torchlight into my face. “This fellow is’

Tinker! Confound you, boy!" he snapped

harshly. -
“What have I done? I asked, looking |

innocent. |

“Yon've done nothing, fortunately!” sparled
Grant. “And, by George, you won't do #ny-:
thing, either!  You'll be kept a helpless
prisoner; like your precious master!”

Those words gave me relief.

Sexton Blake wasn't hurt; he was merely
being kept a prisoner, as I had originally
surmised. This little plot was quite enter-’
taining, for I felt positive that it would pan
out in our favour.

“Why did you come down here? demanded
Grant furiously. ;

“Well, T meant to give the guv'nor a sur-
prise; and I got one myself,” 1 replied, with
perfect veracity. “1 don't know what your
game is, but it strikes me that you fellows
are highly efficient condidates for a choice
lonatic asylum!” :

“It's all right, Kennard!” sald Grant, with
relief. “There's been no harm done, as it
happens. 1t's a good thing Tinker came down
alone. We can go straight ahead with our
plans.” - i

I nearly griomed. My apparent frankness
had had the desired effect. The tascals
believed that 1 had come down alone, and
they wonld not trouble to do any scouting.

“We've got no plans!” growled Kennard
sonrly.

“Yes, we have!” 'was Grant's reply. "I've
decided-to act to-night—immediately; in fact.
This game is getting too hot for me, and
there's only one thing to be done.”

“And what's that?”

“We'll use force—the three of us!” said
Grant grimly. “It’s our only chance, man!
Temple's determned to keep the secret, and 1
can't mention the snbject while I'm pretend-
ing to be Blake. Drastic measures are neees-
sary, and we'll take 'em!"

“Where's Mitchell?”

“With Blake,” said the other.
fetch him at once.”. f

“It won't be safe to leave Blake alone—"

“There's nothing else for it,” interrupted
Grant curtly. “Put we shall tie him up
securely, so you needn’t worry. We've got
to get that sealed letter to-might, Kennard, |
and the treasure as well!”

1 was more interested than ever. So that
was the pame—treasure! Grant and Eennard-
were highly optimistie, but they didn't know
that Fate, in wvarious ways, was working
it's hardest against them.

“We'll

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Secret of the Cipher—Temple is
Captured—A Frost.

EONARD TEMPLE tossed a cigarette.
I ‘end inte the empty grate, with an
impatient movement.
“You're angry, Leonard,” said Miss
Bevington goftly.

He turned to her with a quick smile.

“Not with you, little girl,” he said, shaking
his head. “I'm angry with myself. I was
an idiot to send that letter to Blake! Thank
goodness he's gone off to bed! I can let off
steam now."”

“Is it quite right to talk like this behind
his back?" asked Dora Bevington, with slight
concern in her pretty eyes.

Temple shrugged his shoulders.

“1 gan’t help it,” he =aid. “I'll tell Blake
the same things to his face, probably. I don’t
trust him. I detest the fellow!”

“T ean’t understand it,” -said Dora, “Oh,
it is so strange! I always pictured Mr. Scx-
ton- Blake as a gentleman to his finger-lips.
But he f=n't, Leonard. And I don’t trost him,
either.” :

Temple nodded gloomily. = He and. his
fiancee were seated in the old library, and
the big table-lamp was sending a soft glow
over the sombre apartment. One or two
e

| tail of i,

well for the old man

moths were fluttering round the lamp, for
the French windows.were wide open, althongh
the curtains were partially dravwn.

Supper had been finished for some little
time—there was no formality at Grangewood
House—and “Sexton Blake ™ had gone up to
his bed-room almost at once. Temple wasn't
aware that the impostor had already stolen
off the premises.

Mrs. Bevington had thoughtfully remained
in the drawing-room, deeply interested in a
novel, and the two young people were alone
in the library. Temple was worried and
irritable, He didn't know what to do about
his unwelcome visitor, .

Dora decided to change the subject.

“Don't worry, Leonard dear!™ she said
softly. “Perhaps Mr. Blake isn’t so bad as
you think. Shall we try to puzzle ont that
queer cipher thing? We might be able to
find out what it means.”

Temple smiled.

“There’s no harm in trying,” he replied.
“But I'm afraid we can’t make anything of
it, Dora. T stayed down here for two solid
hours last night, after everybody else had
gone to bed, but I couldn’t mike head or
Granddad has set me a puszle,
and no mistake!” ;

“0h, but two heads are better than one!”
laughed Dora, “ We’ve just got a nice half-
hour now, dear. Wouldn't it be simply splen-
did if we could find out what all those figures
mean?? . - = =

Temple withdrew the letter from his pocket-
book and placed it upon the desk. ' Dora came
forward and leaned over his shoulder. For
some few moments the conversation did not
run upon cryptograms or ciphers at all; the
subject was quite different.

“We shall never get on at this rate, yon old
silly4” laughed the girl at last. 1 shall
}tave to sit on the other side of the table,

T
~ “No, you don'tI" interrupted Temple, seiz-
ing her arm. “Now, then, we'll get to busi-
ness. 1 feel in a better humour now. *The
Mystic 'Cipher.! ‘That's clear enoungh, isn't
it? But what's the good of telling us that
without giving any clue to the key?”

“Perhaps the cloe is hidden somewhere?”

“I'ye searched cverywhere—"

“No; I mean amongst all those flgures,”
interrupted the girl. “It beging with *22.
doesn’t it?  Then there's a dash before the
next figure, but only commas afterwards for
quite a long while, and then there’s another
dash. What can it mean, dear?”

“That's what I want to know,” sald
Temple. “Those dashes are put there for
something, of course—some reason we've gob
to fathom. But there's no key; not a sign
of one.”

They looked at the figures intently. Not
that this eerved any purpose. 1t was all very
0 call those figures
a .mystic cipher, but it was one of those
ciphiers which are impossible of solution with-
out a definite starting-point. But here was
no starting-point at all.

Far five or ten minutes they continued
puzzling, and Dora was the first to epeak.

“Have you searched through any of the
hooks?” she asked suddenly. “Perhaps your
grandfather left another message—"

“Tt would take weeks to look through all
these books,™ said Temple. “He left a slip
of paper on the desk, giving a selection of
¢hoiee hooks to read. There it is, over there.
Either he made it for his own usec or for
mine,”

Dora picked up the slip of paper and read
it interestedly.

“Have yon glanced through all these
books?" she asked.

“Yyery one of them!” replied Temple. "I
thought, perhaps, that my grandfather had
left that list as a sort of hint. But there
was nothing doing. I'm hanged if I Enow
how to startl™ 3
“0Oh, let me look throngh these books,
Leonard!” . :

Temple smiled.

“You can look throngh them if it'll give
you any satisfaction,” he replied. “I'R just
fotch them down if you'll read out the titles.”

“No: you sit there and work,” eaid Dora.
“1 Jove taking the books off the shelves
mysell. 1t's awfully interesting.”

While Temple continued to ponder over tha
¢ipher Dora took the list of books,  and
walked lightly over to the massive, deep
shelves. “Apparently she judged by the ap-
pearance. of the covers more than anything
elee, for she turned up her pretty nose ab
the first two on the list, and sought out the
third. Temple was not looking, but was in
the act of lighting a fresh cigarette.
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“on!" cried the girl suddenly. “Look at
thia!” )

Temple turned round in his chair.

“You mnearly frightened me out of my
wits!” he exclaiméd. “What's the matter?
Have you found a spider, or something?”

“Don’t ~ be so sillyl” protested Dora,
“Thera's a book here which isn't on the list
ab all—a novel, I believe!"

“Jush like you!" grinned Temple. “Think-
ing about novels when there's serious work
o be done!”

“Oh, but the fitle of it i3 so striking!”
exclaimed the girl, pulling the volume ouf and
laying it down upon the desk. “I'm quite
sure it is a clue of some sorf!”

“0h, come!” laughed Temple amusedly.

But the next moment his smile vanished,
and an expression of intense Interest entered
his eyes, for the novel which Dora had placed
upon the table was certainly of exceptional
interest and significance. For this i5 what
Temple saw upon the front cover:

“THE MYSTIC CIPHER.
A Romance.
& By Merrick Carey.”

It was the title which attracted the atten-
tion of both man and girl, The author's
name was of little moment. Temple had seen
books of his before, for he was a fairly
popular novelist, gencrally writing stories of
the mysterious variety. .

“*The Mystic Cipher-"!" exclaimed Temple,
taking o deep breath. “It's the key, Dora!
I'll wager a fiver that the key to this cipher
is contained in this voltme!”

“How splendid!”

“The cuteness of the old bounder!" ex-
claimed Temple admiringly, and withont any
intention of disrespect. “That's why he
wrote that list of bocks—so that I should
go to that particular shell and spot it!"

“But you didn't!” exclaimed Dora severely.

“No; but I gave all my attention to the
other books,” replied Temple. “You, being a
-girl, allowed your attention to wander. Now,
let's have a look inside it!"

They turned the pages over, but there was
nothing slipped hetween any of the leaves,
and the cipher which gave the novel its title
wag of & totally different character to that
left by the old man. So the clue was not
there. :

“Do you think that the hook itself is the
key?" asked the pirl shrewdly. “Oh, I've got
it! Those firat fipures—* 22 -——must mean the
page, and all the following figures mean words
on the page, counting from the top! And the
next page is 36, and so on until the finish.”

Temple rubbed his chin thoughtinlly.

“We'll try it, anyhow,” he said, with cau-
tion. “Help me to count.

He turned to page 22, and the fiith word
on the page, according to the cipher, was
“lad,” the sevepteenth word was “you,” the
sixty-third word proved to be “to,” and the
eleventh was “luck.” At this point Temple
shook his head slowly.

“No, there's no sense in that,” he said.
“*Lad you to luck.” That doesn't read sense,
does it, little girl? We shall have to try
something &lse.”

“WWell, and" what do you think you're

doing?" came an inquicy from the doorway.
%

“It's time you came up to bed, Dora!”

Mrs. Bevington entered the room smilingly,
and Dora and Temple explained what was
on the board:

“My dear Dora, you can’t sit up all night
trying to puzzle ont that jumble!” exclaimed
Mrs. Bevington firmly. *I’suppose you'll stop
down_here for some little tinle, Leonard?"

“I'll spend an hour at it, at least,” replied
Temple, “Perhaps you'll have a surprise in
the morning, Dora.”

Mrs. Beyington bade him good-night, and
retired, He was somewhat longer in saying
good-night to Dora.  Indeed, the next five
minutes were fully occupied in that little
ceremony. ; '
_The girl baving gone, Templs 1it o fresh
cigarette, and settled himself down to work.
Ho gazed at the words already upon the page,
and puckered his brow. -

“It's hardly possible to judge by these
few,” he told himself. “I'll go through the
whole cipher, anyhow, and then see what I
can make of the result, But it doesn't seem
very hopeful at present.” -

_He took the whole list of figures from begin-
ning to end, continuing from the point where
he had broken off,  Having finished with
page 22, he passed to page 36, and from that
to 84, It was a somewhat tedious joh,
although he accomplished it fairly quickly.
<Sut he was certainly not impressed by the
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Tesult.

The: jumble was far worse now than
it had been before,

“Oh, it's perfectly lopeless,'t he mur-
mured. “Yef there are certain words which
look interesting. “* Riches," for example, or
‘concealed.! Hang it all, I believe there's
something in it 1"

He gazed at the words he had written,
puckering his brow, and smoking his cigar-
ette furiously. And although he vaguely
suspected that he was on the right track,
the deciphered message was certainly wrong
somewhere. It did not read sensibly at all:

“Lad you to luck good yours are they
below concealed are riches vast appear will
opening hard push hook from hangs which
spike iron long insert and out nail pull-wall
left from projecting nail rusty see will you
descending cellar to go instruetions these
follow.”

“It’s wrong,” murmured Temple. “I can’t
make sense of it any way. But there's more
in it than meets the eye. By what I can
judge, there are 'riches vast ' concealed in
the cellar. But what's that about °spike
iron long insert '? It's all backwards way,
confound it1"

And then he gave n jump. :
“Backwards!” "he exclaimed tensely,
“That's it! By Jove! What a cute dodge!
The old boy wrote the message, then put
it .into cipher the wrong way up. Let's see
how it reads, anyhow.”

Three minutes later Temple's eyes were
shining with excitement. He had solved the
riddle. The message, rewritten backwards,
read with perfect sense, although the punec-
tuations were mizsing. Temple  supplied
them, and the message now ran:

“Follow these instructions. Go to cellar.
Descending, you will see rusty nail project-
ing from left wall. Pull nail out and insert
long iron spike which hangs from hook. Push
hard. Opening will appear. Vast riches are
concealed below. They are yours. Good luck
to you, lad.”

“Bplendid!" muttered Temple, tising from
his chair, and standing just near the table,
gaging down upon the paper. “I'll go and
make investigations at once, hanged if 1
don't! What a surprise for Dora in the
morning. - Vast riches, eh? So old Crosby
wasn't wrong, after all!” .

Temple was excited, and he Kknew it.
Hadn't he good reason to be? Old Gowan
Temple had left him Grangewood House and
grounds, and eyerything they contained.
And it - now seemed that a considerable
treasure was concealegd in a seeret chamber
leading out of the cellar. Mr. Crosby's
opinion that the old man had been a miser
waa apparently justified.

Temple was just about to pick up the
message when he was rather startled by a
sound at the window. His first thought was
that his strange attackers were upon the
scene again, and he could now fully under-
atand their cagerness to obtain the messape.

But the new-comer proved to he Mr. Henry
Grant, although Tempte fondly belioved him
to be Sexton Blake. The young man
attempted to conceal his annoyance, but
scarcely succeeded.

“Why, Mr, Blake, I thought you'd gone

to bed!” he exclaimed. “I've just been
amusing myself by doing a little writing,”
he added carelessly, picking up the sheets of
paper and putting them into his pocket.
. “The night was so still that I thought
it a pity to go to bed,” said Grant smil-
ingly. "I hope I'm not inferrupting? Sceing
your light, I wondered if you would cara
for a little chat. Have one of these?”

He offered his cigarctte-casé, and Temple
took one of the ¥irginias, and fit it.  Whila
he was in the act of doing 80 Grant stepped
behind him. And the next second Temple
received the surprise of his Jife.

“Sexton DBlake " picked up & cushion from
one- of the chairs, clapped it over Temple's
face, and pulled him backwards foreibly.
Thie young man's confusion was increased hy
the faect that the sparks of the lighted
cigarette scorched his cheeks severely.

“Lend a hand!" gasped Grant in a hissing
whisper.

Two figures entered by the window—EKen-
nard and Mitehell.. They had been lurking
thérs for some little time, and Grant had
selzed his chance at precisely the right
moment. :

Before Temple could struggle free—and he
certainly would have done had there heen
nohody but Grant—he was held down firmiy.

Ropes were passed round him, and the

cughion was removed and a ‘heavy mufller
subatituted. And during all this encounter
no alarming noises of any sort were made,
The servants and Mrs. Bevington and her
daughter had not been disturbed. L

“Phew! Warm work, but we've done the
trick!” murmured Grant, with satisfaction.

“What shall we do with him?" asked Ken-
nard nervously.

“You know best, don’t you?” said Grant,
giving him a meaning glance.

Kennard, who had been butler at Grange-
wood House for several years, did know
best, and he nodded.

“There's a cupboard in the hall,” he said,
“Bring him along.”

“Rather startled, eh?” inquired Grant, look-
ing down at the prisoner. *You see, Mr,
Temple, we were obliged to act drastically.
gh, but you still believe that I'm Mr.
Sex———"

“Don't tell him anything!" inferrupted
Kennard sharply.
And so Grant said no more. . But the

words he had already uttered were sufficient
to (-.nlight-en the astounded prisoner.  All
Temple's confusion vanished in a second.
Hg knew the truth now. The man he had
honoured as his guest was not Sexton Blake
at all, but an enemy! The réalisation of that
ru_ctdbrought a clearer understanding to his
mind.

But it was too late now for him fo take
any action. The disaster was of the first
magnitude. It wouldn't have mattered so
much earlier in the evening, when the
cipher was still unsolved. But now the
scoundrels had stepped in at the very right
moment; luek favoured them in the most
astounding manner.

Grant removed the -papers from Temple's
pocket before the latter was removed from
the room. And an oath escaped his lips
when his eyes fell upon the eipher. He was
startled.

“We're done!” he exclaimed savagely.
“The message is in cipher, and we can't—
Oh, but what's this? By George!™

His eyes gleamed as he unfolded the sheet
of paper containing the solution. Kennard
and Mitehell, impressed by his tone, looked
over his shoulder. =

“Don’t you understand?” gloated Grant,
“Our young friend has kindly deciphered
the message for us, and here it is. Our
destination is in the cellar, and the instruc-
tions are as simple as A B C.”

“Vast riches!” muttered Kennard, with
shining eyes. “I knew it! I told you the
game was worth the candle, Grant. We shall
find -sacks ‘of gold, I expect. I heard the
old man mention millions dozens of timea!”

The three precious rascals were in high
glee, but they did not allow their satisfac.
tion to interfere with their plans. It was a
cunning scheme, for Temple had been cap-
tured and no alarm had bheen given. In
all probability, the whole coup could be
affected without disturbing the other mem-
bers of the household. If the women inter-
fered, however, they would he dealt with
promptly.  Those three men were atrong,
desperate, and grim. And they were firmly
convineed that they bad the whole forest
to themselves.

Temple was carried out into the hall with-
ont ceremony, and bundled into a big eup-
board. The door was strong, and the lock
eftective, and it was gquite impossible for
Temple to ereate any commotion.

“He'll he safe enough there,” declared’
Grant. “We'll zo down the cellar at once.
Got those sacks? Good! You lead the way,
Kennard.”

The ex-butler knew the house as well as
he knew the palm of hiz own hand, and led
the way down sevéral passages until the
servants’ quarters were reached. Then he
unlocked a stout door, and the threce men
descended some worn stone steps, and found
themselves within a small cellar.

They wers all supplied with electrie
torches, and Grant flashed his upon the left-
hand ‘wall. There, sure enough, was a large,
rusty nail projecting. There was nothing in
the appearance of the cellar to suggest that
it was anything hut what it seemed. And
the left-hand wall was apparently of solid
stone slabs, with no noticeable crevice. |

Grant seized the rusty nail after glanec-
ing at the. directions, and tugged at it.
For a moment nothing happened. but then -
the nail came out in his hand. He glanced.
at the end curiously. It was hright, and
showed traces of having been oiled.

“No trickery about this!" he exclaimed
exultantly. “ Now, where's the iron spike?
It's hanging from a hook, according to these
ingtructions.”
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“Here it 37" exclaimed Mitchell hoarsely.

The whole thing was dead easy. The iron
spike proved to be a lomg affair, and its
circumference was exactly the same as the
" big nail. This, too, was oiled, and the end
was flat and smooth.

*1 don’t see how
Kennard, "

“Why, there must be & secl:et catcly, or
a button,” explained Grant, “DBut it lsm't
on the surface of the wall, like most of
these secret buttans. The old man was cute.
He put it a foot into the brickwork, and
concealed the hole with t.h%t. old rusty nail,
which nobody would suspech.”

Tﬁc ic?ea. dgas. indeed, novel and decidedly
dever. Oid Mr. Gowan Temple must have
spent @ considerable time—years, perhaps—
in planning and constructing his secret re-
-:EDEacie. nd he had done it wlt.l_louL_the
Imowledge of nn.oﬁhar sonl. % In egll-:':n gogg

pen upon engin -
e heenperlmps? h‘:f,d é‘“‘““ﬁgﬁ.‘,ﬁs
in the construction of this hidden cha .
IlGrant. slipped the end of the iron gpike into
the hole left by the nail, and it went nghtl u}
almost, to the hilt, and then struck something
hard, Grant pushed, but nothing hupper:;:d‘

W It says * push hard ’ in the directions,® res
marked Kennard, husky with Excitement. A
“That's what I am doing,” grunte the

SR all his strength, Suddenly

ushed with
th]:'aépli]ke went clean in, and Grant was nearly

flung upon his face, for a portion of the wall
hadgemxgg back with astounding silence and
rapidity. Grant only ap.ved himscl_t‘ f}:ollri
pitehing forward bﬁ elutching at the two walls
he doorway.
WE%‘[; toa??fge?-’ he exclaimed. *Talk almut_.
cutel 1 eould have sworn there was no daoor
here. Follow me!” S
He flashed his light down, and saw & number
of rough-hewn steps and a low tunnel cot
“ut_of the solid ground. The three men
degeended, quivering with eagerness A and
excitement. From the starf they had hchle\re
themselves to be on the right track, but: the
nearness of their complete triumph unsteadied
hem.

: There were, only a few steps, and t.hg
pussdge wag no’ lomger than six feet. Anl
then a low, small chamber was entered. t
wasn't bigger than eight feet square; although
it is hardly possible to deseribe it as square,
since it was mothing but a rude cavity cub
in the solid ground, with jagged rock walls
and a rough floor. :
= And thegre, upon the opposite wall, hung a
placard of ecardboard, with a faded ink
message upon it. The three intruders stared
ab it with a kind of dazed fascination. For
this is what they read: :

it works,” remarked

“To my grandson. 1
the tre:isflr% here.—GOWAN TEMPLE.'

slace was bare—utterly barel!
¢¥getiith must be hidden behind these
roeka!” panted Kennard hoarsely. -
They searched frantically, and examined the
place from its low roof to the uneven floor.
But the rocks were solid, and any further

" secrel, receptacle was impossible. The three

rogues paused at last, breathless and nearly
with fury. 3 s

mt?f‘lt.'s t;;, hoz\:{!” gnarled Grant. “By I.hnndm:l

And we've risked our liberty for this! There's

uo gold here—there's nothing!”

Kennard -and Mitchell had nothing to say.
They were too dismayed and flabbergasted for
speech.  They could only realise that the
deceased Mr, Gowan Temple had perpetrated
4 cruel practical joke. But it had missed
fire. It was they, the would-be thieves, who
had received the shock. 4

All their sfheming had been for nothing.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Sexton Blake at Liberty—The Silent
- Houss—Three to Onal.

 pr BANWHILE, Sexton Blake was
M getting busy. . Z

As I mentioned before, all sorfs

of things ‘were happening at

And the guv'nor wasn't idle during
Hiz epportunity had

once.
thia very wvital hour.
come, and he seized_it. =

The poor old guvnor, of course, hadn't any
idea as te what was-going on. - He didn'g
know that I was somewheré fairly close, or
that Nelson Lee and. Nipper were = waiting
upen the  lowely road for help which was
destined never to arrive.

You are weleome to all-

: might. be—had come to a head.

And it mustn't be supposed that I have
overlooked Pedro, This fen't the place to
tell what happened to him, however, so I
sha'n't say any more at present, “Every-
thing i its right place ” is my motto-—or cne

| of ‘em.

Sexton Blake's position was not exactly
eratifying.

He had come down here to help 3r. Leopard
Temple,.and, incidentally, to treat himself to
a short holiday. He wasn't doing much to
help Temple, and his holiday couldn't
possibly be called a success.

The ‘guv'nor hadn’t been kept a prisoner
for long, however. Let me make it clear that
only a short amount of time had elapsed since
Sexton Blake's arrival. He had searcely been
in the neighbourhood of Grangewood for
thirty hours. The whole affair was rapid, and
necessarily so. Kennard and his confederates
knew that time was very valuable to them,
and they couldn't afford to lose a minute.

Sexton Blake had been selzed, and had been
kept a prisoner in the old woodeutter's hut.
Until this present climax he had not been
bound very securely, for either Kennard or
Mitchell had remaived constantly on guard.
But now Grant bad ealled the pair of them
in to help, and it had been necessary to leave
Blake to himself.

He was, therefore, bound up with extra
rope, and left within the hut to worry over
his position. Grant & Co. were quite certain
that their victim could not possibly escape.
At least, they felt satisfied that the detective
would be helpless until the morning.

They made a mistake. :

Sexton Blake got busy the very instant he
found = himself alone. = Although he knew
nothing of the plot, he was fully aware of the
fact that these men were not professional

erooks.  They were amatéurs at the game,
and as such they had been fairly easily
deceived.

For the detective had adopted a little ruse
of his own. Whilst he was being bound he
had held himself as rigid as possible. ‘Thus,
although the ropes were very tight at the
time, as soon as he relaxed his museles they
became comparatively loose—the ropes 1
mean.

" He couldn’t have worked that dodge on

experienced old hands, for they would have
spotted it at once. But in all probability
this was the first time that Kennard and
Grant had ever hound a man.

They did their work well, though. Sexton
Blake wasn't able to give about three twists
and then find himsell free, Slightly loose as
the ropes were, they needed very careful
manipulation, and steady, untiring effort.
The guvnor had freed himself from bonds far
mare difficult than these, and his experience
stood him in good stead.

Furthermore, he was furions, and irritated
to such an extent that he made extra special
efforts, It was ridiculoug—preposterous!  Not
only that, but it was humiliating. To be
held a prisoner in this fashion by a trio of
rank amateurs!

Sexton Blake felt that his reputation wae
at stake, and he was doing his utmost to set
things right in as short a space of time as
posaible. He hadn't even seen his client yet,
and didn't know what the trouble was. He
guessed, of course, that it was eonnected with
these three scoundrels, but the position was
altogether maddening. :

But the guv'nor did not make the mistake
of blaming himself for what had occurred.
No sane person could deelare, with a shred of

truth, that Blake had been guilty of careless- |-

ness or laxity. The guv'nor always knew
when he had blundered—(OH, ' yes, he does
blunder occasionally!}—and he was always
ready to acknowledge the faet, i

But at present he was only filled with a
very wholesome antagenism towards these
rascals, and his detérmination made him extra
agile and active. -After an hour's strennous
lahour he suceeeded in slipping the rope from
his wrists, and the rest was a matter of
minutes.

He knew, from  the very fact that he:-had
been left alone, that the plot—whatever it
There was,
therefore, no time to waste. - Quite possibly
it was just as well that he had been kept a
‘prisoner until now,.-For he would be-able to
gte]’: in at the last moment and foil the whole

hing. - { - W,

}lﬁa pockets had been stripped, and he
didn't possess a weapon of any kind. . His
flats, hawever,  were aquite handy in an
emergeney; - and he: preferred them any day
to_an improvised club or stick, He passed

ront’ of the deserted hmt grimly, and full of

determination.

¥t wag blaek ond dismal undes tho' silent |

i

Csignifleant. of all,

" selzed I
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trees, and Blake had no positive indication of
the route. But he was as clever as an
Augtralian tracker, and, in spite of the dark-
ness, he made his way without fault through
the trees until he arrived upon the road.

He had seen no sign of Pedro or of me, I,
of course, was still helpless in the gully, whilst
Pedro had got ideas of his own about how
things shiould he done.

The guvnor set off at the double along the
gloomy road, feeling quite certain that he
would come within sight of Grangewood House
almost, immediately. He wasn’t wrong in his
surmise. ;

After only a short run he spotted a light
through the trees, and presently came within
full sight of the lonely old house in the forest.
The light he now saw was proceeding from
one of the lower windows. It wasn't par-
ticularly late, but he had believed that the
house would be black, Something was hap-
pening, he was gure of that.

It would probAbly be a mistake to go boldly
to the front dooy and seek admittance, as &
respectable g This was an
oceagion for re subtle methods, And the
fuct that the French windows of the library
were standing wide open led him- to adopt
that informal entry.

He moved eautiously, but saw no sign of
anything suspicious. The old place was as
silent as the grive. Was he too late? Had
the three rascals decamped?

“H'm! Rather  queerl”
softly.

Hiepping lightly forward, and wondering
slightly at the shocking econdition of the
garden, he neared the Fremch windows, and
peered through the bushes—exuactly as i had
done earlier. < y

What he saw caused him to push forward
and enter the library.

The apartment was empty, and the door
was closed. -The lamp stood upon the table,
burning at full power, and there was the
unmistakable odour of cigarette-smoke still
in the air. Blake listened, but heard
nothing. -

He glanced round curicusly, and noted ono
of two significant pointa: There was an ash-
tray standing. upon the desk, and in the
centre of it the remains of a cigarette. It
bad heen placed there alight, and had hurned
itself completely out. ‘That accounted for
the smoke still in the air. Possibly the room
had heen deserted for fully twenty minutes.

The heavy rug was rucked up in several
places, and. that could never have happened
unless somebody had deliberately kicked it
or unleas a struggle had taken place. Muaﬁ
however, was a number
These had obviously

he murmured

of short ends of rope.
been cut.

“1'l wager that Mr, Temple has been
murmured Blake shrewdly. “He
wag surprised as lhe sat at his desk, bound
up, and taken away or bundled into another
room, I don't quite like the look of things.”
. Blake supposed that the cigarette had been
Temple's, In that he was wrong, for it was
Girant who had placed it there. Temple's
cigarette had been squashed against his own
face, and had fallen from beneath the
cushion when that article was removed.

The detective found it when he moved
round the . table, and he was somewhat
puzzled.. Passing-out of the library, he found
himeelf in the hall. This was quite dark, and
as gilent aa a tomb. -

*Ha'lo!" called. Sexton Blake softly.

" He listened, but there was no reply.

The whole experience was somewhat un-
ugual. Here was a lonely house in the centre
of a lonely forest. To all appearances it was
quite deserted, Yet the library windows were

‘wide open, and a lamp was burning upon the

table. dbviously, Templz had not gone up
to bed leqving the library in this condition.

Blake came to the conclusion that he had
been kidnjipped, and that he.was now right
in the fofest, in the bands of his captors.
Certainly” all the evidence pointed in that
direction. % %

The best thing to do, under the circum-
stances, was to rouse the house, and institute
a search-party at once. Lanterns would ba
required. ~ Blake- was certaln that the
gervants were in bed, and they would be able
to tell him a few details concerning the
recent: cvcnths, in ?nyhc:xse. Biut just at that

int =something else happened. ;
IJ“Jl?'aﬂntly, _but‘.3 distinetly, the sound of
wrangling voices came from the very ground
iteell, g0 it seemed.- It waa as though some
men were quarrelling amongst themselves,
and their raised voices—due to loss of temper
—made themselves audible.

The detective listened intently. .
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“1 was wrong,” ha -told. himself, moving
forward, “DMy late taptors are apparently
down in the cellar. I'm not too late, afier
all. This is far better than I expected,”

He felt his way [orward—ior it was im-
possible to see his fingera before his face—
and, after a short journey, he found himself
in the rear passages. And now the voices
were  much more digtinet, and a sudden
gleam of light from ‘an open doorway gave
bim a direct clue.

He stole forward on tiptoc. ‘

“Your fault, Kennard!" Grant was saying
savagely., “This is just about the biggest
froat I've ever had! We've got nothing—not
even a farthing! And the whole game's cost
u3 pounds already!”

“It's no good blaming me!” growled
another voiee. “I'm pretty sure, CYEN now,
that there's gold hidden somewhere. The old
man wouldn't play a Joke like that!”

“The place is empty, and you kpow it!”
Tappad out Grant. “The best thing we can
do is to skip out of the district—and skip
as fagt as we can, too!” ;

Sexton Blake moved forward easily. ;

“Not just vet, my friends!"” he said, with

. perfect coolness. I should like to have n
short chat with you before yon skip, and it
may develop into o forclble argument!”

Yor perhaps five seconds there when't a
sound., And then Grant swore furiously, He
and his companions were at the hottom “of
the cellar steps, while Blake stoad in the
doorway at the top. :

“Y¥ou slippery hrute!” snarled
glaring. “How did you get away?"

“There is really no necessity to go into
those details at present,” said Blake crisply.
“I think, Mr. Grant, that our little conversa-
tion had hetter be delayed. You and your
friends are ovidently fond of a cellar for
nighit quarters, and so——-"

“8top him!" roared Grant Furiously.

It was Sexton Blake's intention to lock the
cellar door, and lock the three scoundrels
within, Being strange to thé House, how-
ever, -he'was unaware of the fact that the
door, although strong, sagged on its upper
hinge, causing the lower edge to serape.

When Blake pulled the door, he did so
with exactly the right amount of force to
close it with a gentle slam, provided it swung
on ita hinges, as any sell-respecting  door
should. This one, however, was obstinate,
and only grated along the stone foor for
about a foot.

Blake's calenlations were upset, and, before
he could rectify the mishap, Grant pulled out
his révolyer—or, rather, Blake's revolver—
and levelled it. The very manner in which
hie did so proved that he was unaccustomed
to firearms, and Blake smiled. The trigger
of that weapon was locked—for safety's sale
—and he didn't fear it in the least.

“Stand clear!” panted Grant hoarsely.

Blake gave his full attention to the door,
completely ignoring the threat.

Click, ‘click! Grant swore madly when he
Tound that the weapon was useless, and he

" hurled it with all his strength.

Blake dod%'e:'l quickly, but the door was in

his way, and, althongh he didn't receive the
- tull” force of the blow, the heavy weapon
iitrlj‘f.k him with a nasty bang on the fore-
“ head. >

He staggered back, and, before he could
fully recover, Grant and Kennard: and
Mitchell were upon. him. The detective
hacked against the wall, and fought with all

_ his .strength.

He couldn't defeat this trio single-handed,
Jha knew that, but he thought it highly pro-
bable that he would ba ahle to hold them
at bay, and prevent their escape until help
arrived,

The fight was fierce, and Sexton Blake did

wonders. Kennard foreibly elosed the cellar
door, in order to give them more room, and
the whole passage was plunged into  dark-
“ ness, except for one of the electric-torches,
- which had dropped to the floor, and was
gtowjn{g_ against the wainscot, out of the
way of kicking feet. It provided jnst suffi:
cient glow fo erfable the fighters to see what
they were doing. -

The battle wase too fierce to last lomg.
Within another two minutes, at most, Blake
would bhe forced hack, and the scoundrels

“would eseape.  And the.chance of anyhody
. coming to his reseue within that brief space
of time seemed strangely remote.

But It wasn't! :

F(‘\r some other people were gebting busy,
00!

Grant,

40 the starting point—to Nelson Lee

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Pleison Lse to the Rescue—Just in Time
“1t’s all very well for you to make

The Truth.
N gave vent to an expressive

excuses for him, guv'nor!” he ex-
cluimed wrathfully., “It's a dirty trick—
the limib in dirby tricks, in fact! Leaving
us here three-parts of the-nizht, while he's
having supper!”

Nelson- Lee chuckled,

“There is utterly no evidence to support
your theory that Tinker is partaking of
supper,” he said pleasantly. “And you are
altogether premature in accusing Tinker of
perpetrating a dirty trick, as you call it.”

“Then why hasn't he come hack?” roared
Nipper warmly. :

“My dear boy, how on earth do T know?"
asked Lee, taking a seat upon one of the foot-
boards of the hig touring-car. *You happen
to be somewhat hasty, however, and are liable
to jump to conclusions. I think we know
Tinker well enough to be quite sure that he
would not deliberately leave us stranded in

IPPER
snort.

this predicament  whilst  he partook of
supper.”
“Well, it's jolly queer, anyhow!” growled
Nipper,

“I agree with you there, young 'un,” said
Lee, lighting a cigarette.  “Tinker has had
ample time to go treble the distance, and I
can only conclude that he has been unavoid-
ably delayed. It is quite idle to attempt any
conjectures—" .

“Hadn't we better be walking on, sir?”

“And leave the car to look alter itself?”

“*Nobody will touch it; there's nohody here,
anyhow,” said Nipper. “What about all our
plans? I don't mind doing anyhody a, good
turn, but this is a bit too thick. Supposing I
walk on "

“A mere waste of energy, Nipper,” said the
detective. “We will wait another half-hour,
and then— But what's this?”
~“Why, it's Pedro!" exclaimed
jumping up. .

Pedro had just lumbered along the road, and
now came within the zone of the headlamps.
The dog seemed strangely excited, and he
evidently had been running hard. :

“ Where's Tinker, old hoy?" asked Nipper
curiously.

Both hie and his master stared up the road,
but it was soon evident that Pedro had
returned alone, And there was something in
his manner which ecaused Nelson Lee to
vaguely suspect that all was not right.

As o matter ol fact, Pedro had been
having quite a little game on his own,  The
poor old beggar was worried in his own way,
for things had not been going at all right.

So far as I can judge—for an exact account;
of his movements ia impossible—I gather that
Pedro left me in the gully with the full
intention of finding Sexton Blake,

Probably he followed the trail until it came
to an end. Tor I afterwards learned that the
guv'nor had been carried during the latter
part of his journey, and Pedro, of course,
lost the scent.

The old dog, no doubt, wasted some little
time in sconting round, and finally he made
up his canine mind to make a hee-line baclri
ang

Nipper,

Nipper, .
. At all events, that's what the sagacious old
bounder did. And barely a minute elapsed
before Lee caught sight. of my little note’
sticking in the buckle of Pedra's collar.
“What's this, Nipper?" asked the detective
sharply.
Pedro was held firmly while the slip of
paper was removed. Nelson Lee and Nipper
read the words easily.

“Have fallen into gully—sprained my knee
—can't move—Pedro will lead you to me.—
TINKER."” .

“Well, I'm jiggered!” exclaimed Nipper.

“There you see reason for the delay,” re-
marked Lee. “Your suspicions were most
unjust, Nipper. But really I can't quite see
how Tinker peranaded Pedro to come hack to
us. 1 didn't think the old boy was so smart.
We'll get off at once.”
. Lee did nob know that my messnge was
actually intended .for Sexton Blake., How-
ever, it had fallen into good hands, so every-
thing was nall right, . -

“What rotten luck!" said

Nipper sym-

“Poor old Tinker!
have him out of that fix,
us to the spot.”

“He'll' do th® easily enough!™ declared
Nelson Lee,

And two minutes later they started off,
The car was pushed right to the side of the

We'll soon

pathetically. !
it Pedro can lead

road, ‘and two lights  were left burning.
There was no danger of anybody walking off
with it while it was deserted, 1'd defy any-
body to run a motor-car without fuel,

Pedro eagerly led the way along the read:
he needed no urging, The ground was covered
rapidly, and at last the edge of the gully
was reached. « My rescuers did nof make the
mistake of tumbling down, for they were both
carrying their electric torches. = As to the
exact spot where T was located, this was
clearly indicated by Pedro, who rushed up fo
me, licked my face, and gave a joyous hay.

“This way, guvnor!” I shouted.

Nelson Lee ¢ Nipper scrambled down to
me, und then \discovbred their identity.

“Well,—I'm essed!” T ejaculated. “I
thought Mr. Blake was coming. Have you
seen anything of him$g”

“No, nothing,” roplied Lee. *“You seem to
have had bad luck—— Why, good gracious!
You're bound up, Tinker!” ;

“Yes, and so is the guv'nor, I helieve,” I
snid grimly,

And while they were releasing me T rapidly
explainéd what had happened. They were
rather startled, but rteady enough ‘to get
atraight to business. Nelzon Lee was very
keen, in fact. :

“We must make all haste,” he said briskly.
“These men, apparently, are after a sealed
package, and they intend to take it from Mr,
Temple by force.  Your master, too, is in
trouble, Tinkér. It will be better, I think, to
go straight to Grangewood House.”

“That's the idea, sir,” I said.  “I-don't.
know whether I shall be able to come with
You—- Whew! My knee's giving me beans!
It's not so bad as it was, though.”

I lLiobbled about, and discovered that the
sprain wasn't so bad ag T had firsb sup-
posed; or perhaps the excitement, and my
anxiety to accompany Lee and Nipper, made
me dgnore the paln. The enforced rest, too,
had done heaps of good.

YT try it, anyhow," I declared. “If T can’t
keep up the pace, you'd better leave me
behind. There's not & second to chuck away,”

We started off, and Nipper thoughtfully
Zave me his arm. We made fairly good pro-
gress, and cut off towards the road through
the masses of heavy trees. We were un-
aware of the fact that Sexton Blake had
passed that way only a few minutes before,
Nelson Lee and Nipper, in fact, had only just
missed him. .
~But Pedro found it' out quickly enough.

He suddenly sniffed the ground, gave a
series of joyous bays, and set off through the
trees,

“"The guv'nor's got free! 1 exclaimed
tensely.  “That's a fresh trail, and Pedro’s
sniffed it out. By Jupiter! We'll follow it!"

Nelson Lee nodded, and we hurried on after
Pedro. I had a little difficulty in making him
keep only just ahead, for he was intensely
eager,  Unfortunately, he was travelling in
the wrong direction—towards the wood-
cutter’s hut. Pedro knew that he was on the
track - of' his master, and - that was good
enough for him. i

We came upon the hut presently, and found

it deserted. Pedro was in a state of con-

siderable cxcitement. The .hut was bare,
except for a selection of ropes which told

their own story,

“Blake's managed to release himself, as you
said, Nipper!” exclaimed Lee. “We ought
to have gone the other way. But never mind.

Only a few.minutes- have been lost. The
posttion mproving rapidly.”
“Rather, guvnor!” I agreed excitedly.
Pedro readily took the trail again. We

didn’t really need it, for we knew well enough
that Blake had gone to Grangewood. Pedro,
however, led us in a: bee-line, and much time
was saved. -

We came within sight of the old house, and
found it in exactly the same condition as the
guy'nor had found it, about fifteen minntes
before. The library lamp was still burning.

“That's the best way in!” I exclaimed,
hobbling down the weed-grown path. 3 “b_tp
need to knock at the front door. Come on!

We hastened along, ‘and  burst into the
library. Tt waa perfectly empty, but various
cries of alarm, in feminine voices, were pro-
ceeding from ‘the hall beyond the closed
deor,
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“By Jaanes!”

He érossed the room rapidly,
dgory, and yanked his revolver out.
and; I doltowed,
seese through before any B us,

“0h, thank Heaven!™ somehody exclaimeds,
“Help has come!  Please, please) see what
i the. matter—-"

Do not. concern. yourself,
interrupted Lee soothingly.

We passed through into. the hatl, and E
dissovered. that the speaker had beenm Mrs.
Bevington.

She was attired in @ costume whicly con-
dsted, mostly, of blankets and sgilk slippers.
Near her stood Miss Bevington, looking quite
autcancing.  She was flushed, nd her eyes
were: shining with excitemend. She was wear-
mg o lopg, satiny dressing-gown thing—whaf
iee, lwdies  dressing-gowns called?—and it
mited hey ton perfeetion.

WPhere is @ dreadful fight going on!” she
sclaimed: quickly. Ol please’ do, seme-
thing! I was just going myselt ‘ :

“Ztay here, Doral” ordercd lier mother in
sarm.

We needed no telling that o serap of some
ot was proceeding. Shouts: and thuds apd
yella, all mixed together, made a eonsiderable
i, We didn't. wait. to hear any mgre from
the ladics, but just sailed down the passage
i searelr of the trouble.

o We found it.

Ov, vather, Grant & Co. found it.

Owing to my wonky knec [ couldn't skip
ahout quickly, so T thought I should do hetiter
hy ‘casting o light upon the subject. 1 casb
two. lights, in fact, for T grabhed Nipper's
torch—its hewm and the beam from my Owik
upon the combatants.

“o it, guy'nor!” I yelled excifedly.

Nelaon Lee and Nipper were already using
their fists. Sexton Blake, 1 could sce, was
rearly dong.  He had been putbing up &
ferrifle fights and Grant & *Co. had received
leavy pumishment. 'They were quite unable
to withstand the rush of the reinforcemcnts,
Phere was a short, hot flght. Kennard went
down. with a thud which shook the whole
passage, Nelson Lee's right being responsible.
Nipper, not to he outdone, did hiz ntmost to
amash Mitehell's face to pulp, and nearly
sieceeded, too. :

Grant, like a wise man,'surrendered, and
within five minutes the three rascals were
tied together in a-nice little bundle. Grant,
although furious, kept his wits about him.
“yau'tl find Temple in the hall eaphoard!”
e panted. “We've got no grudge against
hin. He’s not hurt.” 3

“(jo. and relesse the, gentleman, Tinker,"”
sald Blake briskly.

Tlere was no-need of this, howgyer. Dara
had heard Grant's words, and by ?he time I
hadk arcived in the hall Leonard Temple was

muttered Nelson: Lee grimly.
flung open the,
Nipper:

nry dear lady,"”

was quite unhurf, except
| elight burng on the left ch
and Pedro attempted tof
| he: dectared.

‘roodness you

- claimed,

(Blake!" exclaimed Temple.

He
or a conple of

well on the way towards being set free.

“] don't care a jot about happened '
“Those infern
that's all that matters! Thank
arrived in time ! :
We hurried to the other passage, and Grant
Ianghed jecringly. -
“You'll get no
with

lared, and

treasure, anyhow!” he ex-
vindietive  joy.
nothing there
able to buy a steam-yacht out of the pros
ceeds!” -

“Qur friend is inelined to he humorous,™
said Bexton Blake smoothly. It would be
as well it he and his companions were taken
to the lock-up withont delay.™

w11l take them, old man!" offered Nelson
Lee.

WGood!  There's o ecar in  the back-
quarters,” maid Blake. “I don’t pretend to
know how on earth you got here, Lece, ar
how. Tinker got here, ‘but I'm deucedly slad
you torned up. We'll have a pow-wow whien
you get baek, and clear up the detaila.”

4§ think there is a lot to clear up, Mr.
“T have ‘Heen
house, thinking

harbouring an impostor in my hol
What an uiholy

that 1113;\\!35 youl By Jovel

mix-up!

. - - . . . .

Nelson Lee and Nipper had gone off in
Mrs, Bevington's car with the three crest-
fallen prizoners, and Temple had beecn ex-
plaining the pesition, as he knew it. Then
1 had my turn, and the guvnor his. Between
the three of us  we gathercd up. alk the
threads. ;

“Hpon fhe whole everything has turned ant
all right,” smiled Sexton Blake. “But: T
think, Tinker, that we may set this attair
down as one of our failures.”

“ Failures!" echoed Temple,

W Precisely ¥ nodded the guv'nor. “Tinker,
perhaps, has performed some useinl work,
but 1 have spent the buik of my time i a
dirty woodeutter’s hut ! : 1

“Oh, comel That won't|dal” protested
TPemple. I yon hadn't arrived when yon
did, Mr. Blake, those brutes would have got
clean away. Oh, and whaf about, the tred-
aure? Grant deelared that the cipher was a
hoax. I don't helieye itl”

“Neither do 1,” said Blake, “If you are
willing, Mr. Temple, we will go down this
cellar and have a look for ourselyes. Tinker,
no doubt, will prefer to remain up here.”

“oh, will he?” T said indignantly.

“Your knee—-=" e

“Jt’s good enough for anofher short trip.”
¥ said,. “T'm always keen on-lreasure, cven
if it belongs to somebody else.”

We went down without delay. }'Iiss Beving-

(bon. and her muther
'again at the conclusion of all the excite-
' ment, but we
| their company:
g rogues are col- | y
| Temple and I looked reund eagerly.
| scarching for a second hidden opening.
‘ton Blake, on the other hand, seemed very

| length of examining them
“There's ||
except rocks! 1 hope you'll bel
gloomily.

had- gone off to bed

ghould have the pleasure of
at breakfast,

chanmber was. entered, and
We were

Sex-

The seéret

intorested in the racks, even going to the
with his lens,
“No, there's nothing here,” T said ab last.
w1t was a hoax, after all!l® said TFemple
“Tt, was rather mean of my grand-
father—"

“Please do not be so hasty!” interrupted
Blake, “Your grandfather, Mr. Temple, said
that Grangewood consained vast riches. He
did not make a misstatement!”

“But—bnt—" Temple, paused, staring.

“What do you mean, guvnor?® I asked
breathlessly. & -

WL mean thaf thé tronsure is contained
within the wvery ground itself,” was Bexton
Plake's smooth reply. “There 1s no hoard of
gold or jewels, as you supposed—="

“Phen what is it?* asked Temple huskily.

“I do nof, profess to bo a mining expert,”™
replied Blake, “but I am quite positive thab
this -house stands upen one of .the mosh
valuable mineral reefs in the whele of Eng-
land, Look here! Do you see! This is a
porbion of a wolfram reef, from which tho
extremely valuable metal known as tungsten
ia obtalued. My dear Mr, Temple, your pro-
perty is a veritible mint of money! You are
worth hundreds of thousands!”

“Well, I'm bapged!” said Temple blankly.

Hexton Blake was right.
'(imﬂgc\_ﬁ'uod'liaﬂsc stond upon an astound-
ingly rich wolfram rect, and it extended the
whaole length of the Grangewood  propecty.
Leonard Temple was worth .piles -of money.
The old man had known of it, but he had
safd nothing, leaving it for his grandson to
discover.

1f Kennard and his confederates had known
the actnal nature of the “treasurc® they
wouldn't have made any attempt to get 1%,
for they would haye known that such 4
attemplt would liave beew a fatee. =

As it, was, they each received a mice term
of imprisonment  for .impersonation, con-
spiracy, and assault. They certainly déserved
their sentences. :

Leonard Temple was married to Dora Bev-
ington sheortly after our trip to Grangewood,
and F'm perfectly sure that there’s nobi-a
happier conple in the whole of Great, Britain—
or, for. that matter, a vicher couple.

Ofd Gowan Temple's * hoard * wags a strango
one, but nobody could deny that. it was the
real goods! e
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THE OPENING INSTALMENTS.

il Cody, or Buffalo Bill, whilstoon o Tome- |

some teappimg expedition in the wildest parte
of Norti America, vescues Bylvin FFarrell from
{he clutehes of an Indian  trader, Gideon
starke, with whom, against her will, she s
cugaged fo be married. Cody takes her under
his protéction, and they make for a path
through the Big Horn Mountains, The pair
have many exciting adventures with warlike
tribes of Pawnees and Siowx, but at last seek
refuge in the eabin of an old prospector,

(Now read on.)

& New Arrival—The Siege of the Gabi.r.l
~—The Qnly Chance.

HE young fugitives had suffered =0
many havdships, and were so badly

in need of reat, that they congluded:

to remxin with the prospector for a
week. Pwo  days  passed uneventiully.
Assisted by theslad, Bob- Deécrick continued
his lahours, cradling small nuggets of gold
from the gravel soil of the atreany, and add-
ing them to the store whick he had already
aceumnlated, r :

Towards the close of the third day, as the

A THRILLING NEW STORY OF BUFFALO BILL'S BOYHOOD.
By the Author of “ The King of Scouts,” et\:&
S_peciafly written for the * Union Jack Library.”
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and the girl were waiting in suspense.

- years,

RAIDERS!
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three. were seated at  supper.’ they.were
startied by the muflled sound of approaching
hoofs.  Springing to his feet, Bab Derrick
o {rom the wall. Bidding the
girl not be frightened, he peered through o

loophole at oné side of the doorway: and

door, he threw it open.
he exclaimed, as Bill Coc}%
is no Redskin that is coming! I just gob a
glimpse of a uniform throuzh the folinge!"
The pattering hooi-heats dréw nearer, and
round” a4 curve of the shady forest aisle,
between the trees, appearcd a tall, lean man
in Army blue, leading by the bhridier a weary-
looking horse, ! ; :
“By ginger, if it fen’t Sandy Mason 1
declared, Bob Derrick, by ;
And he lastened., torward . to. meet the
soldier, who. greefad DLim i surprise.  The
horse: wis tied to o sapling by the doorway,
and the two men came ito the cabin, where
Sylvia, and the Tad were “ntrodicad  to
Trooper Mason of the Ninth Cavaley by the
prospector, whe hiud: knowi him fer somc

then, unbarring the
“Th is all right!”

me of it, these young

o Hada had:
“The boy g Isaae

e continued.

< ey
peaplé;

Cody's son, and he fell in with the giyl after
she had eseaped Trom Black Snake's. village,
where her father would haye forced her lo
marry Gideon Starke, that villainous Indian
trader.  But how did yon get here, Mason?
What .are vou deing in this part of the
COunbryas = 3 :

“[ want to find my way to Red Guleh,” the
trooper replied. “Do you know where it ig?"

“Yes, | reckon T do. It s about thirteen
miles to the north of here, as well as I can
ealenlate, But why do you want to go
theret" =

“T{ is like this, Derrick, The Siouk have,
been murdering settlers down in the sonth,'
and a patrol from our regiment, thirty or
forty i number, were sent up to punish
them, @nd to, drive them out of the neigh-
baurliond. . We had a long chase, and lash
evening,, having failed to overtake tho flecing
Redsking, we pitched our eamp at Red
Guleh After suppeg the captdin setit me onb
alone, to see it I could discover any frace
of the enemy in the locality. , And as ill-
luck would have it, I lost my hearings, and
cogldn’t find my way hack. After riding -all
night T found myselt in the valley yonder, and

it was the smell. of smoke that guided me

I hali- expected to, find an Indian

up here.
I had no idea that you were in,

camp-fire.

tihis region.”

ST den't suppose you had, Masom. I havae
been-living here for a number oft months,

Ccradiing for gold in the little stream. down in

the valley, and finding enough to make it
worth my while to stay on. And what are
vou going ta do now? You had hetter stay
flere for-a time, hadn't you? You must T
dead tired.”

“Yes, Derpick, I am. I ean't tide any
farther until I've. had o rest and something
to ents” ¥




