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CHAPTER 1.

A FEW moments before, Gordon Fox had heard a vague sound, like a stifled shriek, that seemed to come from nowhere in particular; and now, as he pedalled down the crest of a knoll, a fearful cry rang distinctly on his ears—thrice repeated.
"Murder! Murder! Murder-r-r!"
A faint tumult was swelling, and the detective was convinced that a crime had been committed, though he had supposed that he was miles from any habitation. For fifty yards he pedalled noiselessly on, and then, warned by a crashing noise, he hastily dismounted. He put his machine flat on the ground—the lamp had long since burnt out-- and crouched beside it. The next instant the dark shape of a man crossed the road, from left to right, a short distance ahead, and plunged into the thickets. He tore out, was visible for an instant on the top of a hillock, and then vanished in the direction of a ragged, mountainous heap of rocks that towered far off against the murky sky.
Gordon Fox had no chance to apprehend the fugitive, if such he was. Having mounted his bicycle he sped swiftly on, and soon came to an old Devon farmhouse standing by the edge of the lonely Exmoor Road. He saw a light in front of him, shining from a window, but he did not go any further. He stepped into the open door of the farmhouse, and found himself in a low-ceilinged, stone-paved kitchen—in the presence of a tragic and thrilling scene. A grey-bearded man was stretched by the fireplace, and by him knelt a weeping girl and a youth, whose face was distorted with rage and grief. Around them were half-a-dozen men, one a police-constable and another an inspector. All turned towards the stranger as he entered.
"I am on a cycling tour," said the detective, "and I have lost my way on the moors. Is this a case of murder?"
"That's what it is, sir," replied the constable.
"Well, perhaps I can assist you. My name is Fox—Gordon Fox."
“Not the London detective of that name?" exclaimed the inspector.
"Yes, I am."
"Then I'm proud to meet you, sir. I am Inspector Luke Tredennis, of Lynton, and it so happens that Constable Trewth and I are on the spot; but we'll be glad of your help, Mr. Fox, though there isn't any mystery about the case."
He went on to explain the situation. The murdered farmer, Isaac Polwin, had been in the habit of sitting up later than his son and daughter, who had retired between eight and nine o'clock. Roused from sleep by the sounds of a struggle, the girl, Ruth, had crept downstairs, to find her father lying on the floor in a pool of blood, and to see the murderer fleeing from the house with a gun on his shoulder, and in one hand a canvas-bag of gold, which the farmer had received that day for the sale of some sheep. The girl had fallen in a swoon, with a shriek that woke her brother Hugh, and he had given the alarm that brought, the others to the scene—two farm-hands, Inspector Tredennis, and the constable, and the landlord and his son, Eben, from the neighbouring inn, the Monmouth Arms. The inspector and his companion had driven over that evening, with the intention of lying in wait for some sheep-stealers who had lately been committing depredations. The murderer had been recognised, and that part Ruth Polwin told herself, in a sobbing voice.
"It was Joel Pengelly, our shepherd." she declared. "He was always a sullen and morose man, and a couple of days ago be had a bitter quarrel with father. But he must have killed him for the gold, which he knew to be in the house, locked in the kitchen closet."
"I heard no shot," said the detective, as he stepped towards the body.
"No, he did the deed with the butt of the gun," put in Hugh Polwin. "If I get hold of him," he added, "I'll blow his brains out!"
"He is sure to be caught, I think." declared Gordon Fox. "I saw the murderer myself; He crossed the road ahead of me, and ran over the moor towards a great pile of rocks,"
"That be Carn Tor," said one of the farmhands. "Over the coast."
"It's queer that he should strike in that direction, said Inspector Tredennis.
"Not at all," replied the detective. “For he is evidently a shrewd and cunning fellow. Knowing that        the country will be widely searched for him, he means to hide close by until the hue and cry has subsided and he has a chance of escape."
"Then we'll find him at Carn Tor, sir." said Constable Trewth. "It is a rocky place, full of caverns."
"And he has no doubt laid in a supply of food," said Joshua Haggard, the landlord of the Monmouth Arms.
"He has," put in Owen Polwin. "He has cleared out the larder."
"We had better start at once and make sure of him," urged the Inspector, “or he may give us the slip by morning."
"Are there any other houses near-by?" asked Gordon Fox.
"None, sir," was the reply. "Not within miles."
"Any chance of getting a dog that is good at tracking?"
"Not nearer than Minehead," said the inspector.
"Then we'll make the best of it. It will certainly be wise to surround this Carn Tor without delay."
Gordon Fox took matters in hand, and acted promptly. Two traps being available, one of the farm labourers was sent off to Lynton and the other to Minehead, to give information of the murder, and to ask the local authorities to assign men to watch all the roads leading away from Exmoor. Meanwhile, firearms had been collected, and when the landlord's wife had come over from the inn to keep the distracted girl company, the search-party set forth. They numbered six—the detective, Trewth and Tredennis, Haggard and his son and Hugh Polwin - and all were provided with water- proof coats or capes; for a storm had been threatening all day, and it promised to burst very soon.
It was now between ten and eleven o'clock. The little party struck seaward across the wild moorland, carrying unlighted lanterns in case of necessity, and an hour of hard and difficult tramping brought them close to Carn Tor, which had been constantly in view, rising black against the sky-line. It was a tall and ragged mass of boulders, and the slope that led up to them on all sides was covered with bushes and loose stones. The circumference was not very large, however, and Gordon Fox saw that the place could be easily guarded by six persons.
"We had better not go any farther." he whispered. "If our man is here he must not discover us. The first thing is to—“
As he spoke there was a flash and a report from up among the rocks, and a bullet sang within an inch of his head. Hugh Polwin instantly fired at the spot, and a peal of mocking laughter answered him.
"We've got you, Pengelly!" cried the inspector. "You'll have to surrender, for you can't escape!"
"I won't be taken alive!" shouted the enraged and desperate murderer. "Mind you that! Come on, if you like, and I'll kill you one by one."
"Shall we rush him?" said the detective.
"It would be madness, sir," declared Haggard. "He'll do what he says. He can easily dodge from cave to cave, and keep reloading."
It was a dark night, and the little party did not have to retreat far to be invisible.
"He has the best of us," grumbled Inspector Tredennis, "What's to be done?"
"We'll have to wait till morning," replied Gordon Fox. "And we'll take good care that the man doesn’t give us the slip in the meanwhile. He is not likely to make a dash, though he has prepared for a siege. Inspector, you and Haggard post yourselves here, on the south side. Hugh Polwin and Constable Trewth will slip round to the north of the Tor. I will mount guard on the east side, and young Haggard on the west. And we must all keep our eyes and ears open, remember that."
The detective's instructions were at once obeyed, and a few moments later, when the six were at their posts, the threatening storm broke in wild fury.
CHAPTER II.

THE VIILLAGE BY CARN TOR—A STARTLING DISCOVERY—THE TRAGEDY AT THE EMPTY HOUSE.

IT WAS an April storm, and not for a long time had the Devonshire men known a worse one of its kind. There was no lightning or thunder, but the rain fell in sheets and the wind rose to a fearful gale. In spite of his cycling-cape Gordon Fox was soon drenched to the skin. Quite alone, he crouched in the lee of the rock, peering over it occasionally at the dripping mass of Carn Tor, though the darkness was so intense that Joel Pengelly might have crept by him unseen.
There he sat wretchedly for three hours and more, exposed to the raging elements; and then, of a sudden, the faint report of a gunshot was borne to his ears. He rose to his feet and looked seaward, gazed in surprise at a light, that appeared to be shining from a window. He summoned his companions by a whistle, and four of them promptly joined him.
"Did you hear the shot?" he asked. "Do you see that light yonder? What does it mean?"
"There is an empty house down there— an old inn that was used in the smuggling days," replied Inspector Tredennis. "The light must be there. But where is the constable?" he added.
The missing man had been posted some ten yards from Hugh Polwin, but the latter had not seen him. He did not answer when his name was called, and a brief search was equally fruitless.
"I have it!" the inspector cried excitedly.
Trewth slipped off to the house for shelter, and Pengelly must have dodged us and gone there also, to seek a fresh hiding place, for the water would have been streaming through the crannies of the Tor. The two have met, and one has shot the other!"
"My word, I believe you are right!" declared Gordon Fox. “Come!" he added. "Keep in single file, so as not to spoil any tracks that we may cross."
They soon arrived at the Inn, and entered by the open door.
A tragedy had evidently taken place. Constable Trewth's lantern was alight on a table near the window. One pane of which had been shattered by a bullet. A three-legged chair had been broken, and there were other signs of a struggle. In the middle of the floor was a jagged opening, where the rotten planks had given way to heavy force, and near-by lay the constable's helmet and a greasy tweed cap, that was at once identified by young Polwin as the property of Joel Pengelly.
"Keep away from that hole," urged Inspector Tredennis. "It runs down through the cliff, and the smugglers used to throw the excise men into it! The sea runs in by a cleft, and it is high tide now. Don't you hear the waves roaring far below? Pengelly and poor Trewth are down there, being mangled on the rocks, and their bodies may never be recovered. Pengelly got here first, and when Trewth came and lit his lantern, the scoundrel fired at him and missed. Then the two grappled, fell, and broke through the floor. It is all as plain as daylight, Mr. Fox."
That such had happened all believed, except the detective, whose keen eyes had discovered a remarkable thing about the damp foot-prints on the dusty floor. He knew that they had been made by the same person!
Taking the lantern—another one had been lighted—Gordon Fox led the way out of house. The footsteps of the party of five ran straight away from the door, and to right and left, diverging at an angle, were the separate prints of the two missing men. Both had entered the door, and neither had afterwards left the house. Of that the detective and his companion satisfied themselves by making a circuit of the building.
"This is Trewth's trail, for I know his broad-soled boots," declared the inspector,” and the other, with the big hobnails, is Pengelly's. They met their death together."
The detective was silent. He followed the two trails, one by one, to the verge of the soft earth, where he found that they ended among the rocks within twenty yard's of each other, and that both pointed heels first towards Carn Tor. "Come, we will go back." he said. They returned to the inn, where, after looking about for a time, Gordon Fox took a ball of stout cord from his pocket. He tied an end to the lantern, which he lowered into the black, draughty hole, peering cautiously over the brink.
"Ah, what is that?" he exclaimed, when the light was a dozen feet below.
Look, Tredennis! Do you see something sticking to a spur of rock?"
"It is one of the constable's boots," declared the inspector.
"But the sole is missing!" “Yes, torn off! The poor fellow must have caught his foot in falling."
Gordon Fox shrugged his shoulders, and when he drew up the lantern he was smiling.
"There has been no tragedy — no struggle!" he said quietly. "Constable Trewth was not inside this house to-night. Joel Pengelly was here, but he went out alive. There are no bodies down there."
"Impossible!" cried Inspector Tredennis. "Both men entered the house—look at their tracks—and they did not leave it. I know you are a clever detective, Mr. Fox, but when it comes to telling us that--"
"I am right," broke in Gordon Fox," and I will convince you of it before you are much older. But now for your instructions! I am going to creep close up to Carn Tor  and within a few minutes you will leave  here and pass by the Tor, as if homeward bound, talking loudly about the death of Pengelly and the constable. Carry no lights. When you have gone on for a quarter of a mile, turn back, and hide yourselves within earshot of me, so that you will be ready when I need you. Wait patiently, and you won't be disappointed." A moment later the detective was off, leaving his companions in a state of utter stupefaction.



CHAPTER III.

WHEN THE DAY DAWNED—THE FIGHT IN THE CAVERN—GORDON FOX EXPLAINS.

THE sobbing gale and the angry clouds departed on the wings of the night, and the dawn broke slowly on a clear sky. Cramped and stiff from his long vigil, squatted under a dense clump of bushes, Gordon Fox gladly watched the grey light flash over wild moorland, and grassy cliffs, and raging sea.
 He waited a brief time, and then, before the first glimmer of the sun had shown itself, he started to climb the eastern side of Carn Tor. Noiselessly, with the stealth of a cat, he drew himself up from boulder to boulder, grasping a revolver in one hand.
Having mounted for a dozen yards, he suddenly paused on a ledge. He was listening to a sound that he recognised—the sound of deep breathing. It came from a cavernous opening in front of him, and when he had crept inside and peered round a spur of rock, he saw what he had expected to find.
Within a couple of yards of him was stretched Joel Pengelly, a huge man with a matted beard, and a little further back lay Constable Trewth. The latter's eyes were closed. He was bound and gagged, and his helmet and boots were missing.
Gordon Fox warily advanced, bent over, and picked up the murderer's gun. With that Joel Pengelly awoke, and as quickly leaping to his feet with a yell and a curse, he threw himself upon the detective and tried to wrest the weapon from him. The gun was discharged, doing no harm, as the two men fought for possession of it. They grappled and fell, rolling to and fro in a desperate embrace.
"I'll fix you!' snarled Pengelly. ''I won't be taken alive!"
"Help, help!" Gordon Fox cried hoarsely.
Help came, but not until he was getting the worst of the furious struggle for life. Then Inspector Tredennis and his companions swarmed into the cavern, and when they had overpowered and bound the raving murderer, they turned their attention to Constable Trewth. They cut him loose, and took the rag from his mouth, but he showed only faint signs of life.
"He is unconscious, that's all." declared the inspector. "There's an ugly lump on his skull, and perhaps a slight injury to the brain, but, with proper treatment he'll pull through. This beats the world!" he added. "How did you get on to it, Mr. Fox? How did you figure it out?"
"It was very simple." replied Gordon Fox: and he stated what had given rise to his theory. "Pengelly slipped away, meaning to escape," he went on, "and he caught, sight of the constable in the bushes. He stunned him with a single blow—Polwin did not hear anything, owing to the wind— and that suggested to him the cunning idea which he carried out. He was a powerful man, and when he had bound and gagged Trewth, and robbed him of boots, lantern, and helmet, he shouldered him and brought him up here to the cave. Then he crept down to the empty house and arranged his plans. He tramped about the room, broke the chair, smashed the rotten planks over the hole, and threw the cap and helmet on the floor. He fired the shot to draw us to the scene, and meanwhile he had cut the uppers from the constable's boots, flung them down the hole, and tied the soles to his own boots, in a reversed position.
"Then he left the house, making the deceptive foot-prints, the way here. I felt sure that he had returned to Cam Tor from the moment I discovered the clue to the mystery. Believing that his death would be accepted as a certainty, he hoped to lie safely concealed for a day or two, and then get away from the neighbourhood. Before leaving, no doubt, he would have murdered Trewth!"


The murderer was lodged in gaol before the close of the day, and by then Constable Trewth had recovered consciousness. Gordon Fox finished his cycling tour and went back to London; but later he returned to Devonshire to give evidence at the trial of Joel Pengelly who in due course, was hanged. The bag of gold, it may be said, had been found on him at the time of his capture.



THE END.
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