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  The Cave
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  The powerful wave smashed against the boat, throwing it off course and shoving it toward the towering wall of rock against which the raging waters crashed with thunderous power. The violence of the seas in the blackness of the Mediterranean night terrified the man at the wheel of the madly pitching craft.


  I’m going to hit the cliff! Carlos thought, nearly panicking as another wave crashed into the boat, knocking the Portuguese man sideways and drenching him again with cold saltwater. Desperately, he threw the engine into reverse as he spun the wheel, aiming the craft to skirt the rock and head once more out to sea. Looming menacingly before him, the rock cliff climbed into the darkness above as the great waves smashed against it with unceasing fury. Noise from the wind and waves colliding with the cliff stunned Carlos’s ears.


  The boat rose on the turbulent swell, closer and closer to the jagged rock outcroppings that cluttered the face of the cliff. Water swirled around his ankles from incoming waves and spray.


  I’m going to hit! he thought again, as the bow plunged suddenly into the trough of the waves, lifting the stern, thrusting the propeller and its shaft out of the water. Instantly the screaming, high-pitched whine of the propeller threatened to burst Carlos’s eardrums, and he cried out to relieve the pain.


  Then the bow rose and the stern dropped, plunging the propeller into the water once more, and the awful whine ceased. Again the powerful engine drove the tortured craft through the waters, thrusting it on its slanting course to curve away from the deadly rock cliffs.


  Just when it appeared that the boat would smash into the cliff, the other rushing current - the current that had thrown Carlos off course four times before in the past hour - met the waters that drove him toward disaster. White water shot high into the air before the bow as the cross- currents collided, driving the boat suddenly to the right.


  And now the tortured little craft headed out to sea, barely missing the deadly towering sandstone wall. Spray flew over the bow of the boat, water fell back down the face of the cliff and filled the cockpit, and the drenched man at the wheel squinted through the stinging salt in his eyes and frantically maneuvered the shuddering tossing craft to safety.


  As the water drained though the scuppers, the boat rocked crazily in the crisscrossing currents caused by the Atlantic waves. Four times before, Carlos had tried to steer the boat into the narrow fissure in the rock cliff that led through the tunnel to the cave deep inside. Four times before, the currents had defeated him, throwing him off course at the last moment, swerving the bow toward the deadly wall of rock. Four times before, Carlos had thrown the engine into reverse as he’d whirled the wheel, then poured on power as he sought to escape the grip of the current. Four times before, he’d barely escaped destruction and made it out to sea.


  That was my fifth try! he thought, as he fought to suppress his panic. I can’t keep this up! The boat rocked madly as the bow smashed through the waves, heading away from the cliff. The currents change too fast! There’s no pattern to them. I’ve just got to feel them when they lift the bow or when they swerve it to the side.


  Never had Carlos dreamed that he’d have such difficulty entering the narrow tunnel in the wall of rock that fringed the Atlantic Ocean at the southwest tip of Portugal. The Algarve, as the land was called, was one of the loveliest spots in the nation. By day, the ocean waters washing against the coast were a beautiful emerald green. He knew these waters. He knew the cave inside the cliffs.


  But this was the night after a huge storm, and waters that were a gentle green by day were dark, vicious, and mortally menacing now. Carlos’s black hair was plastered to his skull by the saltwater, his clothes were sodden, his eyes stung with the salt, and his heart pounded wildly at the dreadful prospect before him.


  But he knew that he had to try again.


  Slowly he moved the throttle, steering the boat once again toward the ominous cliff and thundering waves. Leaning forward, he peered through his infrared scope and located the entrance to the tunnel that led to the cave. As the boat came closer to the huge wall of rock that defied the power of the ocean to move it, Carlos could now see the narrow slit in the stone though which his boat had to enter. With increasing dread, he spun the wheel with his left hand, working the throttle with his right. Closer and closer he came to the deadly rock cliff.


  Waiting for a break in the waves - any relative calm in the midst of the furious movements of the water - Carlos readied himself again. Then he felt the boat begin to rise on the powerful surging current that raced toward the cliff.


  Now!


  Carlos shoved the throttle forward, and the craft lunged ahead. He turned the wheel slightly at first, then moved it left more violently as he felt the current strike. Rocking wildly from side to side, the pitching craft plunged wildly toward the narrow opening in the rock. The velocity of the wind increased furiously. Huge waves crashed against the stone wall and fell back upon him, filling the cockpit again and burying the throttle. The engine whined as if in pain and the boat lunged toward the cliff - and into the tunnel!


  Cutting his power at once, Carlos flipped the switch that turned on the bow light and instantly illuminated the narrow passageway. The waters rose as he steered the boat through the rushing current, striving desperately to avoid being smashed against the jagged stone walls so close on either side. Then the tunnel ended, and the boat shot out into the swirling waters of the dark cave.


  Ahead of him, a spotlight revealed the floating landing that rose and fell with the powerful rush of incoming and outgoing waters. Stretching above it was a narrow wooden stairway against the rock wall that led upward to the tunnels beyond. And there, standing on the landing as it pitched and rolled with the current, was Manual.


  Carlos brought the boat toward the landing, cut the engine, spun the wheel, and caught the rope Manuel threw. He leaped from his seat and moved to the bow, looping the rope around the hook on the deck. Manuel ran to the stern of the craft and tied another line. Now the boat was snug against the landing, rising with it as the waters rushed into the cave, falling with it when they receded.


  A huge post rose from the landing, to which a set of pulleys was attached. Through these pulleys ran a strong rope, coiled on the landing beside it, ending with two strong iron hooks.


  Badly shaken, Carlos stepped from the boat to the landing. Manuel picked up a thermos of steaming coffee from the landing and handed it to him. With trembling hands, Carlos took the thermos and drank deeply. The lights on the posts at each end of the landing cast weird shadows on the boat, and on the faces of the two men.


  Carlos looked up at the huge man beside him. Almost six and a half feet tall, and broad-shouldered, Manuel reminded Carlos of a pirate - accentuated by his thick, dark hair, large head, and magnificent mustache. Manuel wore dark jeans, a dark jacket, and had a black wool cap. The man’s face was scarred from fights - most of which he’d won, Carlos knew. Manuel was a man without fear.


  “A bad night, eh?” Manuel said, watching the smaller man drink from the thermos with trembling hands.


  “Very bad. Five times I tried to enter. Five times a current hit me from the side, almost driving me into the cliffs. I barely got back to sea. Finally, on the sixth try, I made it. Never have I been so scared, Manuel!”


  “Rest a few minutes,” Manuel said.


  “No time,” Carlos replied. “I’ve got to get back and hide this boat. This took longer than I’d planned.”


  “But are they not waiting for you to bring another load?” Manuel asked in surprise. This could wreck my plans! he thought.


  “No. The storm has messed up the sea. Our men had an awful time getting the gold ingots out of the water and into their rubber raft. Then we had a worse time trying to transfer them into my boat.” Carlos swallowed the last of his coffee. “The sea was terrible, I tell you. So they’ve gone back to shore. I’ve got to get back too. We’ll finish tomorrow night.”


  “Well, the waters should be calm then,” Manuel said, his thoughts swirling like the waters below him. His scarred face revealed nothing to Carlos, however.


  “If you say so,” Carlos said doubtfully, shaking his head at the thought of the currents he’d faced that night - and would have to face again when he left the cave. “They should be, but will they?” He handed the thermos to Manuel. “Let’s unload.”


  Carlos stepped down into the boat. He untied the lines that held the tarpaulin covering the cargo and walked to the stern, pulling the canvas with him.


  Manuel dropped into the boat, picked up the two iron hooks and their line that ran through a series of pulleys, and placed these under thick rope loops attached to the canvass wrappings around the gold ingots. He stepped again to the landing, and began to pull, his powerful shoulders straining, muscles taut beneath the dark sweater.


  Carlos knelt beside the ingot and guided it as it rose from the deck of the boat and swayed in the air. He stood and guided the load onto the landing as Manuel released the line. The canvas-covered ingot came to rest. Swiftly, Manuel released the hooks and handed them to Carlos, who attached them to the lines around another ingot. The men removed it from the boat and brought it to rest on the landing.


  “That’s two,” Manuel said. “How many more?”


  “Nineteen,” Carlos replied, as he began to secure the next bundle.


  Manuel whistled. “And how many more in that sunken ship?” he asked.


  “Maybe 30, the diver said.”


  “This is a fortune!” Manuel said, his eyes wide. “Carlos, we’ll be rich!”


  “We will - if I live through those currents!” Carlos replied.


  “And to think that that caravel has been there for 400 years and no one has found it before!” Manuel said. “How could it have escaped discovery for so long? Especially along this coast?”


  “It sank right beside a large wide rock that stuck out at an angle from the ocean bed,” Carlos said, as he attached the hooks to another canvas-wrapped ingot. “We figure the currents shoved the boat under that big slanting rock centuries ago. No one could see it from above, and sand had covered most of the ship. Our divers just found it by accident.”


  “A good thing for us that they did!” Manuel laughed, “Carlos, when we divide this treasure, we’ll have more money than we ever dreamed of having!”


  “So you said, and I hope you’re right,” Carlos replied. But I’d be much more excited if this was the last - not the first - delivery of the cargo to the cave, he thought.


  “Who really owns the gold?’ Manuel asked. “Not that it matters - it’s ours now!”


  “The King of Portugal owned it when the ship sank,” Carlos answered. “That means it belongs to the government. That’s why we can’t be found taking it - we’re stealing it from the government.”


  “So the big thieves get robbed by the little thieves, like us!” Manuel laughed. “Serves them right!”


  The men worked quickly and quietly for the next half hour. Finally, the deck of the boat was empty of its bundles, and the craft rode high in the water. Now the two men faced another task.


  “Are you ready to get these into the cave?” Carlos asked.


  “Yes. But I’ll do that. You go back,” Manuel said. “You still have to get out that tunnel to the sea. You’re the only man who can steer that boat into the cave, and we can’t afford to lose you!” He grinned.


  Carlos stood up with difficulty. His back was stiff from kneeling on the deck and working with the heavy ingots. The boat was still rocking and pitching with the waves. Now he faced the fearful prospect of taking his boat back through the tunnel and into the raging waves of the ocean.


  “All right,” he said finally, obviously relieved. “Thanks, Manuel.”


  He went to the stern, untied the line, and tossed it to the big man on the landing above him. Then he moved forward and loosed the line at the bow. Stepping quickly into the cockpit, he put the engine in reverse, backed the craft, then turned away from the landing and headed toward the tunnel.


  “Take care!” Manuel called softly. Then he looked down at the pile of canvas bundles on the dock before him and grinned again. His eyes darted up to see Carlos and his boat heading away into the dark. Now Manuel laughed out loud, knowing that the sound of the rising waters and the roar of the engine in the stone cave would keep Carlos from hearing him.


  2
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  Thirty yards form the landing where Manuel stood laughing, Carlos flipped on the boat’s light. Instantly, the powerful beam pierced the blackness and illumined the entrance of the narrow tunnel through which a new rush of ocean water was pouring.


  The bow lifted as the waters hit the boat, and he struggled to keep the craft from crashing into the stone wall on either side. This was another risky time, he knew, for he’d have to turn off that light before he reached the entrance of the tunnel and entered the open sea. He dared not risk being seen by any passing boats or ships.


  His adrenaline pumping, Carlos turned off the light and peered intently through the infrared scope before him, using it to navigate. The waves receded, leaving the cave and tunnel with a roaring rush, causing him a moment of panic as the boat was thrown off course and almost against the stone wall to his left. Hastily, he corrected course.


  I’d better wait for these waters to go out, he thought. It’ll be easier to ride out on the incoming waves than to have the current behind me. He put the engine in reverse and waited.


  Then he leaned forward and peered intently through the infrared sight, holding his breath involuntarily. He found the tunnel entrance on his scope at once.


  There it is! Releasing his breath in a great sigh, he looked up and saw the white foam of the waves as another mass of water poured into the entrance of the tunnel and leaped toward him. The bow shot upward as the water hit, and again he fought the wheel to keep the craft on course. This is the dangerous part! He would have to pour on the power before one of those waves hit him from the side and smashed the boat against the rock before he could correct course. Just a few more meters, and I’ll hit the throttle!


  Back in the cave, Manuel whistled sharply and climbed swiftly up the steps to the tunnel. An answering whistle told him that Pedro had heard him. Without waiting, Manuel began to prepare the lines and pulleys to lift the gold ingots from the landing to the tunnel entrance, and then transfer them to the dolly.


  A stocky man with a mustache almost as wide as Manuel’s emerged from the tunnel and knelt beside him. Pedro was Manuel’s brother, but he was at least a foot shorter and, except for the similar mustache, didn’t look like him at all. The two men worked rapidly, and soon the hoist was ready.


  Manuel stood up and turned to face his brother. “We’ve got to change our plans,” he announced. “The storm has set those guys back. They can’t get all the gold out of the ship tonight. They’ll finish tomorrow.”


  Pedro was shocked. “What do we do, Manuel? Just take these and leave the country now?’


  “No,” Manuel said sharply. “I want them all. I told Carlos I’d stack these bars in the storeroom and wait for him to bring the rest tomorrow.”


  “But couldn’t we take these out tonight? Then we’d have less to move tomorrow.”


  “It’s not worth risking that one of those scum might come checking on us,” Manuel said. “Just move our truck out of here and bring it back tomorrow night.”


  “I don’t like this,” Pedro said nervously. Another night? Anything could happen in that time!


  Manuel realized that he had to calm the smaller man. “I don’t like it any more than you do, Pedro, but there’s nothing to be done. They’ll finish the job tomorrow and bring the gold here. Carlos will take the boat out and hide it while Ramos and his men are putting away their raft and all their diving gear. You and I will have plenty of time before they arrive to get the gold bars on the truck - and drive away!”


  Pedro stood silently digesting this. He’d always trusted Manuel, but this disturbed him. “All right,” he said reluctantly.


  “You go down and position the hooks in the rope handles. I’ll pull ‘em up, and you can come up each time and help me swing them onto the dolly. We’ll roll them two at a time through the tunnel to the storeroom.”


  “We’ll have to get out fast when we have that last load tomorrow night,” Pedro warned grimly, still mulling over the problems he saw with this change of plans.


  He obviously wasn’t convinced, so Manuel tried again.


  “Sure, but don’t forget, when those divers finish bringing up the bars to Carlos’s boat tomorrow night, they’ll have to get back to the cove, store their raft and engine and all their gear, then drive their truck here. We’ll have plenty of time to load these things in our own truck and get away before they arrive.”


  “I guess you’re right,” Pedro said. Manuel was the smart one, Pedro knew, and this time, going along with Manuel would make him a wealthy man.


  The two men worked without stopping until the last gold bar had been stacked in the small room back in the tunnel. By that time, they were exhausted.


  “Man, those are heavy things to shove around on a dolly!” Pedro exclaimed, leaning against the wall.


  Manuel just grunted.


  “You’re sure Carlos doesn’t know I was here?’ Pedro asked.


  “Positive. Now, you better go back outside and hide that truck. Stay hidden yourself. Join me at sundown tomorrow.”


  But neither man wanted to leave the treasure just yet. They stood in the storeroom and looked again at the pile of canvas-wrapped ingots stacked against the wall. They had scraped the green crud that covered two of the bars, thus exposing the mesmerizing shine of the raw gold. The lantern hanging to their left threw the shadows of their bodies against the far wall.


  Pedro turned to the big man and grinned. “Those fools don’t know we’re gonna rob them of all their gold!”


  Manuel threw back his head and let out a laugh that boomed in the stone room. “They trust me only because they think I have no friends in this part of the country.”


  “And they don’t know that you’ve got a brother from Lisbon!” Pedro laughed. “Wouldn’t Father be pleased with us now?”


  “He would indeed!” Manuel agreed. “I wish he could see this treasure. He always thought I was worthless because I’d made no money.” Manuel’s face grew grim at the remembrance of his father’s scorn. “He’d think differently now, if he saw all this gold.” Then the big man straightened has massive frame and turned toward the entrance. “Let’s go. You get that truck out of this area. I’ll go check the entrances to the tunnels and keep guard.” He went to the lantern and extinguished the light. Then he pulled a flashlight from his pocket and led his brother out.


  The two men walked quickly through the narrow tunnel, heading away from the cave into which Carlos had brought his boat. The tunnel led to a series of smaller passageways and crawl spaces built into the mountainside. There were no lanterns in this part of the tunnel, and Manuel used his flashlight to show the way. After walking for some minutes, they reached the entrance to the ground above. There the passage ended at a wooden door set in the stone wall before them.


  Manuel took a key from his pocket and unlocked the padlock that held a chain from the door to an iron loop set in the stone wall. He pushed the door open slowly and peered through. Branches covered the door on the outside, and the big man moved them away with his hand.


  “Looks clear,” he said. “But wait while I make sure,” He stooped and crawled through the small opening. Then he crouched in the bushes, his back to the steep hill into which the rounded entrance had been cut so long ago. He waited for his eyes to grow accustomed to the darkness. Gradually, he began to make out faint stars, which blinked through the scattered clouds.


  He looked carefully to left and right and saw nothing but the bush-covered hillside. Turning slowly, he searched the area. Nothing moved. Still he waited patiently, taking his time, knowing that one hasty step, one false move, could result in capture and the ruin of all his plans.


  Finally, Manuel turned and leaned back into the entrance. “All clear. Get moving.”


  Pedro climbed through at once. “See you at sundown tomorrow, Manuel.” Then he moved carefully down the hill. Soon he was out of sight behind a pile of rocks.


  Manuel waited a while longer, until he heard the sound of Pedro’s truck starting. Then he turned quickly and let himself back into the tunnel.


  Tomorrow night, Ramos, the leader of the gang of smugglers, would bring his other men in the truck, expecting to load the gold bars and take them to a prearranged hiding place. From there they planned to move the ingots in small lots to northeast Portugal, toward Spain, then take them out of the country by boat.


  Another leering grin formed on Manuel’s face. At least, that’s what they think they’re gonna do! Manuel chuckled to himself, as he followed the beam of his flashlight down the tunnel to the room where he’d sleep through the night. What a plan! Both plans, in fact - theirs and ours!


  He laughed out loud at the thought of robbing that gang of the treasure, and his rumbling laughter echoed through the tunnels.


  3
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  “This is the most beautiful city I’ve ever seen!” Penny exclaimed.


  Her brown eyes were filled with pleasure as she and David followed her brother Mark out of the ancient monastery, and stood in the bright sunshine of the brilliant cloudless day. They had arrived in Lisbon the day before, and had already seen some of the noted sights in the world-famous city.


  Penny Daring was a slender girl of sixteen, with light brown hair that fell to her shoulders. She and her brother and their friend David Curtis had just arrived in Lisbon with Mr. Daring the day before. The three teens were sightseeing and touring the beautiful city while Mr. Daring met with some businessmen to discuss a business venture of his in Egypt. His engineering firm had discovered an ancient temple and tomb under the sands of the Egyptian desert, and he was meeting with bankers and investors in Europe to arrange financing for further exploration.


  “And to think that this small country was once the leading naval power of Western Europe!” Mark marveled. “And that the Portuguese pioneered the European voyages around Africa that finally took them all the way to Asia. I hadn’t known that before.”


  “Much of what they did will probably never be known,” David said, turning another page in his guidebook.


  “What do you mean?” Penny asked in surprise.


  “Their voyages of discovery were conducted under rules of military secrecy,” David replied. “Remember, the Muslims had already conquered the eastern Mediterranean countries. That had cut off the nations of Europe from the trade routes to Asia. The Arabs dominated all commerce with the East, and they made fortunes with that monopoly. What trade they allowed was priced so high that few Europeans could afford to buy the goods, so European merchants were cut out of huge profits.”


  “How did that help Portugal become a great sea power?’ Penny asked, as she began to take her camera out of its case.


  “Well,” he replied, “the Portuguese King Joao the First was determined to find a way to Asia so that Portugal could break the Arab blockade and find new routes for trading with that great area. Some of his advisers believed that it would be possible for ships to sail around Africa and then go north to India and China, so he began to send out ships on voyages of discovery, trying to go south far enough to round the continent of Africa.”


  “When was that, David?” Mark asked. A powerfully built blond-haired boy of seventeen, Mark also was deeply interested in history.


  David checked the book. “Joao became king in 1383,” he said. “Right away he began to build up a tremendous merchant fleet. He sent Portuguese expeditions down the west coast of Africa, where they founded trading posts.”


  “You boys keep talking, and I’ll take your picture,” Penny said. She stepped a few feet away and began to focus.


  David grinned, then turned the pages of his guidebook. “But it was King Joao’s youngest son, Henry, who really spurred the whole enterprise. He was a hero at the capture of Cueto, in North Africa, in 1415. Then he moved to Sagres, at the extreme southwest tip of Portugal. Here he founded a school of navigation in 1421. He spent vast sums of money to bring the most famous mapmakers, geographers, sailors, and astronomers to the school. They began training men to sail on dangerously long voyages down the coast of Africa.”


  “Was that the main purpose of the school?” Mark asked.


  “You bet it was! It was created to plan Portuguese voyages that would go all the way around Africa and then reach Asia and open up trading routes. This was a political operation and conducted in great secrecy. Henry didn’t want any other European nation to know what his men were learning about navigation and sailing, for fear they would reach Asia first and get the trade concessions for their own countries. So the Portuguese didn’t share their knowledge and advances with other nations. But they trained a lot of men in the process, and they expanded some industries relating to sea-faring.”


  “This sounds a little like America’s race to the moon in the twentieth century,” Mark observed thoughtfully. “Sort of like Cape Canaveral and the Houston Space Center combined!”


  “I hadn’t thought of that,” David said. “But I think you’re right. The space movement has led to thousands of inventions and created tens of thousands of jobs in our country. And those voyages did something like that for Portugal. That’s a good comparison, Mark. Because in the process of developing this worldwide trade, Henry and his men devised a new kind of boat, one that could survive in the roughest of seas. It was small, but very effective - it was called the caravel, and was modeled on earlier boats used in the Mediterranean.”


  “That’s what Columbus used on his voyages to the New World,” Penny said, as she joined them again. “And I got two good pictures of you boys in front of that magnificent old monastery,” she added.


  She looked back at the ancient stone structure, with its spires towering toward the sky. “That monastery is huge! We were inside for three hours, but we only saw part of it! I’d like to come back and see the collections of jewels and china.”


  “Well, the name of the place is huge, too!” Mark said. ‘Heironymite Convent of Belem.’ That’s a mouthful!”


  “Well, whatever they call it, I’d like to see those ship models again,” David said. “They really show the history of naval development.”


  “What struck me was those tombs on the backs of carved stone elephants,” Mark said. “I wonder how they ever thought of that - kings and queens, princes and princesses, all buried on the backs of elephants!”


  “I liked the chapel for the seamen,” Penny said. “Some of the voyages started from here, didn’t they?”


  “Yes, they did,” David replied. “Henry the Navigator built that chapel for the men who left on dangerous voyages to Africa. They prayed there before their voyages, and then they had services of thanksgiving when they returned.”


  “Henry was a serious Christian, wasn’t he?” she said.


  “Historians say that he was,” David replied. “He was also a dedicated leader and a very innovative man.”


  “Hey, David,” Mark said suddenly. “We’ve been forgetting that Penny’s probably starving by now! Let’s find her a place where she can get something to eat.”


  “Mark, you’re so thoughtful!” Penny exclaimed, putting her arm into his. “I’m sure you’re only thinking of me. You probably don’t want anything to eat yourself, do you?” Her brown eyes flashed up at her brother, but he was still pretending to be serious.


  “Well, now that you suggest it, I might get something,” he said with a straight face. “After all, it’s been hours since we had breakfast at the hotel.”


  “And what a breakfast it was!” David said. “No wonder Lisbon hotels have such a great reputation.”


  “Well, that’s not the usual Portuguese breakfast, you know,” Mark reminded him. “That’s for the tourists, like us.”


  The three moved briskly now toward a restaurant they had located earlier in the morning. They passed groups of tourists as they walked along the broad sidewalk, and made a game of trying to identify the various languages the people were speaking.


  “Those people are French,” Mark said, as they passed two families.


  Mark and Penny’s mother knew French well and had trained her children to read and speak the language. David’s parents had taught him German. The three had found their knowledge of these languages quite useful in the weeks they had spent in France and Germany that summer.


  Soon they reached the restaurant. A waiter led them to a table, and Mark took out his own guidebook.


  “Here’s the section on ordering food,” he said. “Now this isn’t too hard. I mean, if you’ve mastered French - as I have - Portuguese is not too difficult.”


  “Oh, yeah?” David asked skeptically.


  “Well, I did all right in Rome with Italian, didn’t I?” Mark asked, looking up.


  David had to agree. “Probably a fluke,” he chided. “I doubt if you could do it again. After all, knowing French doesn’t make you able to get around in Portuguese, too.”


  “Actually, it helps,” Mark replied. “French is what they call a ‘Romance language,’ and so are Italian and Portuguese. They’ve all come from Latin. So if you know one of them, you can recognize a lot in the others. Anyway, I’ve found the page that lists the drinks and food we want.”


  “I could have done that,” David snorted. “Here comes the waiter. Tell him what we want. Or shall I do it, so we don’t sit here starving while he tries to figure out what you’re stumbling to say?”


  Penny laughed as Mark turned to the waiter and began to order. The waiter nodded and scribbled their orders on a pad of paper.


  As the man returned to the kitchen with their orders, Mark looked over at his sister and David and said smugly, “Impressed, aren’t you? He understood every word I said.”


  “Actually, we are impressed,” David admitted. “You make it sound like you knew what you were saying. I just hope he knew, too, and brings us something we can eat.”


  “Have no fear,” Mark said confidently, “the man recognized a master communicator as soon as I opened my mouth. He’ll bring precisely what I told him to bring.”


  And that was just what the waiter did. In a few minutes, the three were quenching their thirst with Portugal’s famous bottled mineral water. Then they started in on the fish, rice, and a big salad. The meal was plain but very tasty.


  Penny reminded David that he hadn’t finished telling them about Henry the Navigator and the voyages of discovery.


  “Well, Henry directed the School of Navigation, as I said, and financed the voyages for four decades, until he died in 1460. He sent his expeditions out from the port of Lagos, not far from his school in Sagres. In 1423, his men had discovered the Madeira Islands and planted a Portuguese colony there. A few years later, they colonized the Azores, further south in the Atlantic. Then they reached Gambia, on the west coast of Africa, and then Guinea. They were getting farther and farther down the west coast of Africa. That coast presented many dangers and threats to the sailing vessels of those days; many ships were lost, many men died, of violence and from fevers; many crews were captured and enslaved. But the Portugese Prince persisted, and so did his school, and the men that it trained. It’s a really heroic chapter in the history of mankind.”


  “Did Henry’s men ever get to India and China?” Mark asked.


  “Not when Henry was alive. But the voyages continued after his death. King Manuel the First kept them up, and under his rule, Vasco de Gama sailed all around Africa to India in 1498. And another sailor reached Brazil. After that, riches from these trading voyages began to pour in to Portugal.”


  “So that’s when the country became so prosperous,” Mark said, finishing his lunch and leaning back in his chair.


  “It sure was,” David replied, “because Portuguese ships went to the New World as well and brought back gold. Suddenly, a lot of Portuguese became rich. The arts and sciences flourished, and marvelous buildings were built - like the monastery we just toured. That was Portugal’s Golden Age.”


  “Well, the art and the models inside the monastery sure were impressive,” Mark said.


  “I’m still thinking about those small ships,” Penny said. “How did they make long ocean voyages in such tiny boats?”


  “They were very seaworthy,” David replied. “They could survive in the worst kinds of seas.”


  “I bet the men on those ships were wet a lot of the time!” she exclaimed. “There was so little room for them. Didn’t the guide say that the crew often slept on deck?”


  “He did,” David said. “And conditions were mighty rough sometimes. Remember, Columbus’s favorite ship was the little Nina, and it wasn’t even 100 feet long.”


  “David,” Penny said, “you would have had a tough time going below in that ship! Many of the men of that time weren’t even as tall as I am! You’d have been hitting your head on the ceiling all the time!”


  “I’m glad I was born five centuries later than those things were built,” David said with a laugh. In fact, he was an inch over six feet - two inches taller than Mark - with brown hair and brown eyes, and a lean jaw. His family lived in America, and he’d flown to East Africa just at the beginning of the summer to visit Mark and Penny.


  Penny pondered the adventures the three had had that summer.


  “You know, David,” she said, her brown eyes thoughtful as she looked at him, “we really believed that we’d be showing you a pleasant and relaxing summer at our home in East Africa. We never dreamed we’d be traveling to Egypt, and the Mediterranean, and Western Europe - and that half the time we’d be running for our lives! Mom and Dad really want you to have a rest here in Portugal. If you don’t, they’re afraid your folks will make you fly back to the United States!”


  “Well, it’s a good thing I did come for the summer,” he said. “You and Mark wouldn’t have survived some of those adventures if I hadn’t been there to protect you.”


  “Protect us?” Mark asked incredulously, rolling his eyes in mock astonishment. “Why, we’ve done nothing but save you every week since you arrived!”


  David moaned and glanced at Penny, lovely in her light green skirt and white blouse. He thought she was the sweetest girl he’d known. Mark saw David’s appreciative glace at his sister and grinned. Instantly, David’s face turned red.


  Penny didn’t see the exchange between the boys, however, because she was checking her watch. “Oh, how did the time pass so quickly? We’ve got to meet Dad at the hotel in an hour.”


  “All right, then,” Mark said, rising from the table. “Let’s get walking.”


  4


  Diving For Gold
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  “So that’s the plan,” Mr. Daring told Penny, Mark, and David as they walked back into the lobby of their hotel late that evening. “We’ll rent a car and head for Sagres tomorrow. Then we’ll drive to Lagos. I’m meeting another banker there. I’ve rented a cabin on the beach for three days. Those towns are in the extreme southwest corner of Portugal - of Europe, in fact - and in earlier centuries the Europeans called that part of the coast ‘The End of the World.’”


  It was obvious that Mark Daring had gotten his build from his father, who was also blond-haired and powerfully built. Jim Daring’s face, like his son’s, was pleasant and deeply tanned. He’d just treated the three teenagers to a fabulous dinner at their hotel, then led them on a leisurely stroll in the late evening.


  “That sounds great, Dad!” Mark said as they walked through the lobby of their hotel. “So we’ll get to visit the place where Henry the Navigator had his famous school for seamen.” He glanced at his sister and David with excitement.


  “That’s right,” his father replied, grinning at the obvious pleasure his news had brought the three. “And Lagos, not far away, is where many of the famous voyages of discovery set out in the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries. We’ll also see a terrific stretch of coastline, famous in Europe for its beaches and caves and weird formations in the rocky cliffs.”


  “How nice that you finished your business in Lisbon early,” Penny said.


  “It is. I thought it would take three days, Penny,” he said, putting his arm around her shoulder as they entered the elevator.


  Mark punched the button for their floor, and the elevator began to rise.


  Mr. Daring continued, “I finished a day earlier than I’d expected. Now we can head to the south coast and see those famous places where the Portuguese launched their voyages around Africa.”


  “How did you get a cabin outside of Lagos for us, Mr. Daring?” David asked. “I thought the mobs of tourists had snatched up everything by this time.”


  “They probably have, David,” Jim Daring said with a laugh. “This is one of the most popular - and still unspoiled - spots in Europe. But Dervy de Souza, my banker here, promised to find a place for us, and that’s what he did. It belongs to his wife’s parents, who are away for the month, and we can use it for the next several days.”


  “Then we’ll get to swim!” Mark said.


  “We sure will,” his father replied. “And there’s snorkel gear there, too: flippers and masks. I’ve got a bit of business in the nearby town, but you three will have lots of time in the ocean. We’ll drive down tomorrow, and Penny, you’ll have a chance to take some great pictures. This country is packed with history! There are Roman ruins, remains of their ancient colonies, and beautiful buildings built during the Middle Ages and Renaissance.”


  “Can we go to the Cape Saint Vincent, Dad?” Mark asked eagerly. “That’s where the British won a crucial naval battle against Spain.”


  “You bet,” his father replied. “And that really is at the end of Europe! It’s right off the tip of Portugal that juts into the Atlantic, just a couple of miles from Sagres.”


  The elevator stopped, and they walked down the spacious hall to their rooms. Thick carpet covered the floors and fine pictures hung on the walls of the elegant hotel. Mr. Daring had engaged a suite: Penny had a bedroom to herself, Jim Daring another, and the boys shared a third.


  Before they got ready for bed, Mr. Daring called them together to read the Bible and pray. He asked David to read from the book of Jonah. They all opened their Bibles and studied the passage as David read.


  “Boy, Jonah really hated the idea of going to preach in Ninevah!” Mark said, when David had finished reading.


  “He hated the Ninevites,” his father replied. “They were a very evil nation, cruel beyond belief to the people they captured, and most Jews didn’t want to think that the Lord might have mercy on them.”


  “But look what it almost did to Jonah!” Penny exclaimed. “Why did he think he could take a ship to Spain and get away from God? When the Lord sent a storm, and the crew threw him in the water, that big fish could have killed him if God hadn’t had mercy and spared his life.”


  “He almost paid a terrible price for his hatred of Ninevah, that’s for sure,” her father answered. “But we’ll see from the last chapter that he still didn’t want the Lord to spare them.”


  “I guess we’re all like that at times,” David said thoughtfully. “We’re not always real quick to do what we know that Lord wants us to do. I know I’m not.”


  “I’m afraid you’re right, David,” Jim Daring answered. “That’s why the Lord told us to pray that God’s will would be done on earth like it is in heaven. In heaven, the angels do just what He wants, and they do it instantly, gladly, effectively. But here on earth, we’re not always so quick to do His bidding. So we’ve got to pray that the Lord will make us want what He wants, and then do it. This book of Jonah is a real warning to us.”


  “It also shows God’s control over the earth and the ocean,” Mark observed. “He can raise up a storm and stop it. He can send a great fish and make it spit a man out on the beach.”


  They finished their reading and took turns praying. Then they went to bed filled with anticipation for the days ahead.


  



  Far to the south, just off the coast near Lagos, on a large rubber raft powered by two outboard engines, a group of men struggled to maintain their balance while hauling a heavy load into their raft. Carlos’s powerboat was tied to the rubber raft. As divers brought up the canvas-wrapped bundles from the ancient caravel on the ocean floor below them, the men in the raft hauled these on board, then transferred them to the powerboat. The ocean was still unsettled by the storm that had passed three days before, causing the raft and the boat beside it to pitch and plunge in the rough waves. The men in the boats were drenched.


  “Man, it’s terrible down there!” one of the divers said, as he took off his mask and clutched the rope that ran along the side of the raft. “We’re using our oxygen too fast.”


  “But you’ve only brought up six bars!” Ramos protested. “We can’t stay so close off shore forever. Someone’s bound to spot us!”


  “We’re working as hard as we can, Ramos!” the diver snapped. “But the current’s slamming against that rock ledge that slopes over the wreck. It’s a fight getting out of there with these heavy bars. Like I said, we’re using up our oxygen too fast - not to mention our strength.” The diver’s face was haggard.


  “How much longer can you work?” Ramos asked. This is terrible! he thought. Every night that we stay off the shore like this makes it more likely that we’ll be discovered!


  “I don’t know,” the diver replied grimly. “I’ll try again.” He slipped the mask over his face, put the mouthpiece into his mouth, and disappeared below the water.


  Just then, his comrade broke the surface a few yards away, his arms cradling another gold ingot. With powerful strokes of his legs, he swam to the side of the raft. The men inside, kneeling on the shifting rubber bottom of the craft, leaned over and awkwardly grabbed hold of the gold bar.


  “These things are heavy!” one of them exclaimed, as his knees slipped on the slick rubber of the raft’s floor. He and his comrade in the boat grappled with the heavy bar and brought it in.


  “Not so heavy in the water, fortunately,” the diver said, as he held on to the side of the raft and rested. “We’d never be able to bring them up otherwise. But, man, they’re tough to handle!”


  The diver asked for a light as he clung to the rope on the outside rim of the raft. “I’ve got to read my oxygen gauge,” he said. “This is taking more than we’d planned for.”


  “Be careful where you point this,” Ramos said, handing him the rubber-covered flashlight. “We can’t let anyone on shore see us.”


  The diver didn’t reply. Shielding the light with one hand, he flashed the beam on his gauge. “About a third left,” he said.


  “That’s all?” Ramos asked. The pitching of the boat threw him to the bottom of the craft suddenly, and he struggled to get to his knees. Water was washing into the raft almost continuously, and one of the men had begun to bail with a canvas bucket.


  “That’s all,” the diver replied. “Two-thirds of my oxygen is gone already.”


  Just then a wave hit the boat, washing over the side, splashing the men again. Suddenly, the anchor rope broke, and the raft and the powerboat tied alongside began to swing violently in the sea as they started to drift with the current.


  “Get that line before it’s lost!” Ramos shouted to the diver; Ramos scrambled to the stern of the craft and started one engine. Holding the flashlight, the diver went under, searching for the anchor rope.


  In the powerboat tied alongside, Carlos yelled across to Ramos, “I’ll use my engines to keep us over the caravel!” He put the boat in motion and slowly swung it back toward the spot from which it had drifted.


  Ramos cursed. The force of the current and the wind against the light rubber raft threw the men around. But the powerboat alongside kept the raft in place as Carlos held the engine running steadily.


  “Where is that guy?” one of his crewman yelled.


  “I don’t know,” Ramos replied. “He should have found that rope by now!”


  “There he is!” the other crewman shouted. “To the left.”


  Ramos looked where the man pointed and saw the head of the diver in the white foam that swirled around him. Soon they’d retied the boat to the anchor rope, and the diver went below once more.


  Twenty minutes later, Ramos decided to quit.


  Exhausted, both divers were clutching the sides of raft, their masks back on their heads, gulping air.


  “It’s too much,” Ramos said. “We can’t beat this current. We’ll come back tomorrow.” Inwardly, he raged at this delay. Another night out here!


  He said to the divers, “Go below and bring up the anchor, then we’ll leave.”


  Five minutes later, the raft bounced madly in the choppy seas as it headed for the cave in which the men planned to hide during the day. They would wait until the next night to retrieve the last of the sunken treasure.


  To the west of the raft, Carlos steered his boat toward the deadly cliff and the narrow opening that led to the cave. Dread began to come over him as he approached the spot. Ramos and his men are finished for the night, he thought. My ordeal has just begun.


  5


  To the End of the World
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  “This is thrilling!” Penny exclaimed. “I feel like we’ve stepped back 500 years in history!”


  “So do I, honey,” her father replied, glancing out to sea, then back to the stone walls around them.


  Mark and David were silent, awed by the historic significance of the site they were visiting.


  The four stood in the middle of the “compass rose,” a dramatic circle of flat stones set in the ground amidst the ruins of the ancient Fortazela. This was the famous fort that sat on the rock promontory jutting into the sea just south of the ancient village of Sagres, near the southwestern tip of Portugal.


  “How big is this stone circle?” Penny asked. “And what did they use it for?”


  “It’s 141 feet in diameter,” David replied, studying his guidebook. “It’s called a compass rose because it’s a model of a compass, with the different directions marked on lines that radiate out from the center. They used this in Henry the Navigator’s famous school to train mapmakers and sailors for the voyages of discovery that finally took them to Asia and the Pacific.”


  “Hey, I want to take some pictures,” Penny said, her eyes shining. “This place is spectacular!” She put the telephoto lens on her camera and began to frame her shots.


  The wind from the sea was strong, blowing a cooling breeze that made the heat of the sun more bearable. Mark and David wandered off to the right, looking at the rounded entrances in the stone wall before them.


  “No wonder the ancient Europeans called this spot ‘The End of the World,’” Mark observed, gazing out to sea. “What a desolate place this must be during storms!”


  “But what a place for Henry’s school!” his father replied. “It was here that they trained the captains and officers who manned the ships that would go on the voyages of discovery. Henry brought together astronomers and captains, mapmakers and naval architects, shipbuilders and sailors. As Mark said, it was somewhat like the United States space program, where people of every useful skill were gathered to accomplish the aim of reaching a far place - in Henry’s case, that was Asia. It took decades to accomplish and was really a remarkable human achievement.”


  The wind from the sea blew with strong gusts, and flocks of birds swooped by from time to time. The sunlight flashed from the bright emerald-green waters.


  “But the ships themselves didn’t sail from here, did they?” Penny asked. “I don’t see any place for a port.”


  “No, they didn’t,” David responded. “They sailed from Lagos, just up the coast. Lagos was a perfect spot for a port because it’s so sheltered from the sea. It was a great place for their shipyards where they built the vessels they’d invented for those long voyages.”


  “I’d love to come here at night,” Penny said excitedly. “I bet the stars are beautiful from this spot.”


  “I bet they are, Penny,” her dad said. “Maybe we’ll bring you here one evening.”


  “Are these the remains of Henry’s original fort?” Mark asked David.


  “No,” David replied. “The guidebook says that Sir Francis Drake destroyed much of the original fort in a raid. The chapel was rebuilt in the eighteenth century.”


  Other tourists wandered around the historic fort as the four gazed out at the seas.


  “I bet there are a lot of ships sunk out there,” Penny said thoughtfully. “Especially back there off the port of Lagos.” She pointed to the east. “Do you think there could be a treasure ship under the ocean over there that no one’s ever found?”


  Two men were just passing by as she said this, and they were startled by her words. By mutual consent, it seemed, they stopped nearby and pretended to look out to sea. One was very large and muscular; the other smaller and slender. Both wore jeans and pullover shirts.


  “Could be, I suppose,” David agreed, “especially off Lagos. Looking at the map in the book, I’d guess it’s about 15 miles from here in a straight line. There could be lots of sunken ships of all different countries and centuries - ancient Phoenician ships, Carthagenian ships, Roman and Medieval vessels, too.”


  The men who had stopped when they heard Penny mention a treasure ship off the coast strained to hear David’s reply but were not able to do so. He was facing away from them, toward Penny, and his words were muffled by the strong winds. The larger of the two men shrugged his shoulders and began to turn away, but his companion grabbed his arm.


  “Wait!” he hissed. He nodded toward the Americans.


  “They’re just tourists,” the big man said quietly. “They’re talking about the sea. So what?”


  “But they’re talking about a treasure ship!” his companion said back. “How could they know?”


  “They can’t know!” The big man laughed. “Thomas, you’re crazy!”


  Thomas said nothing. He strained to hear the Americans but only caught snatches of their words. Suddenly, he stiffened and grabbed his companion’s arm again.


  “The girl is pointing out to sea again, Mario,” Thomas said through gritted teeth. “Again I heard her say something about a sunken ship. She knows something!”


  At this, his friend was thoughtful. The girl had pointed right to the spot where the caravel was sitting on the ocean floor. How could she know that? he asked himself. Maybe Thomas is right.


  Suddenly, Thomas realized that one of the American boys was looking at them. He dropped his eyes and turned away.


  “Don’t let them see us looking at them,” he whispered.


  Mario began to think that Thomas’s suspicions might be justified. He turned away from the Americans and looked out to sea. But both men remained where they were, still hoping to hear what the Americans were saying.


  “Hey!” Mark said. “I can’t wait to use that diving gear in the house. When can we get into the water?”


  Thomas and Mario heard only the words diving gear.


  “Those Americans must know something!” Thomas said quietly. “They’re talking about diving! We’ve got to tell Ramos!”


  “You’re right,” Mario agreed.


  Meanwhile, David had noticed the behavior of the two Portuguese. As Penny walked off with her father to explore another part of the fort, David mentioned this to Mark.


  “Did you see those men nearby?” he asked.


  “Yes,” Mark replied. “So what?”


  “They acted strange, like they were listening in on our conversation. When Penny said there might be a treasure ship sunk out there, they stopped moving; they’ve stayed close ever since. They kept looking at her, until they saw me watching them.”


  “Well, lots of people look at Penny,” Mark said, grinning, “We’ve talked about that before.”


  “I know, but they were walking by until they heard her ask about a treasure ship. That’s when they stopped. And they seemed surprised and nervous when she pointed out to sea. Now why would that cause them to stop and stare?”


  “I don’t know,” Mark replied thoughtfully, his blue eyes serious. “Your guidebook tells of sunken ships off this coast. Everyone wonders if there’s gold still down there in old wrecks. I don’t know why talking about it would make those guys stop and hang around us like that.”


  “Well, something made them stop and hang around,” David said. “We’d better keep our eyes on them.”


  “Makes sense to me,” Mark said.


  “Mark,” Penny called as she and her father walked back to join the boys. “Dad and I think that there could be lots of wrecks out there under the ocean. What do you think?”


  “Well, I guess there could be,” Mark replied thoughtfully, wishing that she hadn’t mentioned that topic within earshot of the two suspicious men nearby.


  “But you doubt it, don’t you?” she asked, laughing. “You boys are so matter-of-fact. No imagination at all!”


  “Tell you what, Penny,” Mark said. “Find a treasure ship, and I’ll eat the treasure. How about that?”


  “Well, you might save some of it to finance our travels for the rest of our lives,” David advised.


  “Okay,” Mark agreed. “I’ll just eat part of it. We’ll use the rest to fund our travels.”


  “You two are impossible!” Penny said. She spotted some gulls and focused her camera on them as they swooped over the waters below.


  David laughed, then grew serious. “Mark, why can’t we ever relax on these trips?”


  “Well, maybe we can,” Mark said with a grin. “But we can still watch out for suspicious characters - especially when they stare at Penny.”


  As the Americans walked away to continue their tour, Thomas spoke quietly to his companion. “Let’s keep an eye on them. We’ll stay here and see where they go next. Ramos has got to know about them!”


  The big man threw away his cigarette. “We’d better move around and keep out of their sight. We don’t want to alert them.” But if they think they can muscle in on our treasure, he thought, they’ll learn a bitter lesson - the hard way!


  An hour later, the Americans left the fort, got in their rented car, and drove several miles to the very southwestern edge of Portugal. There they got out and explored the cliffs over the famous Cape Saint Vincent. The wind swept across the ocean to strike the land in powerful guest. Waves crashed against the rocks below. They spotted ships in the distance.


  But they never noticed the gray car that had followed them from the fort. Nor did they see it follow them later when they left the Cape and returned to their rented cabin.


  6


  “We’re Trapped!”
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  Late in the morning of the following day, Mark, Penny, and David set out from the hotel and walked westward along the beach. Mr. Daring had reminded them to take the cell phone, and Mark carried it in his pocket.


  “I’ll have mine with me,” his father had said, “so give me a call if anything comes up. After my meeting with Mr. De Souza, I’ll join you on the beach.”


  The three teens had found the cell phone a big help on earlier occasions, and they were glad to have it with them.


  “But I can’t see that we’ll need it today,” Mark said.


  Soon they were walking along the edge of the bright green seas that washed onto the shore, enjoying the wind and waves, and the varied formations of rock that jutted up the cliff from the beach.


  “I’ve never seen such caves!” Penny exclaimed as they scrambled over the rocks that separated the beach from the steep cliffs towering above them. Openings of all kinds dotted the face of the high rock wall that marked the southern edge of Portugal.


  “We’d better slow down, Penny,” David cautioned, “or we’ll wear Mark out. I’d hate to have to carry him back to the car. Guess he exhausted himself snorkeling this morning.”


  “Wear me out?” Mark snorted. “Who are you kidding? You’re the one we’re worried about. If I hadn’t hauled you out of the ocean, you’d still be there!”


  “Well, now, I admit that I did get surprised by that wave, and it did tumble me around a bit. But I was in complete control all the time, and I was actually headed over to rescue you.”


  “With all that water in your mouth?’ Mark asked incredulously. “I practically saved your life!”


  “You boys are so noble!” Penny exclaimed. “Always helping each other out - and always giving each other all the credit. What an example you set for me!”


  “That’s just the way we are,” David admitted, “Like you say - ‘noble.’ I like your choice of words, Penny.”


  “And brave, of course,” Mark added. “Don’t forget that.”


  “And brave,” David added with a straight face.


  “And so modest!” Penny said. “How can you both be so noble, and so brave, and so modest, too?”


  Suddenly, David called, “Watch out!” and caught Penny’s waist as she stumbled on a loose rock.


  She staggered, then steadied herself in his strong grip. “Thanks,” she said.


  Mark stopped, too. Then he looked up at the sloping face of the cliff and pointed.


  “See where those stones fell down the cliff!” he said excitedly. “Doesn’t that look like a cave?”


  David and Penny looked where he pointed and saw a narrow slit in the rock halfway up the cliff. A pile of rocks had fallen away from the face of the cliff, leaving a bright gash in the midst of the weathered sandstone that stretched in a long, weather-beaten wall facing the ocean.


  “I think you’re right. It does look like a cave!” David replied, eyes shining with interest. “Wonder what’s in there?”


  “Why don’t we climb up and find out?” Mark asked speculatively. He stood with his arms akimbo, looking up at the cliff.


  “Better be careful, Mark,” Penny cautioned, putting her hand on his arm. “Those rocks look like they’re loose.”


  “Penny, that’s what you’re always saying,” he replied patiently. “Be careful! Watch out! Don’t go in there!”


  “Yes, and if you boys had listened to me more often, we’d have escaped a lot of danger this summer!”


  That was true, but neither of the boys wanted to admit it.


  “Come on,” Mark said. “We can avoid those loose rocks. The hillside looks solid and stable enough to the left, though. Let’s go up that way and take a look at that cave.”


  “Good idea, Mark,” David said. “That way does look safe. We’ll climb up there, then go sideways to the cave.”


  Penny admitted that it looked safe enough. She noticed something else. “See how the loose stones are a brighter color than the rest of the cliff? The rocks on each side are more weathered and full looking. Looks like it hasn’t been too long since the rocks shifted and slid.”


  “Wonder what caused them to fall?” Mark asked, as he began to climb up the slope.


  Penny followed her brother, and David came last. Mark stopped several times to give his sister a helping hand, and David was prepared to steady her if she should slip. But the climb was easier than it looked, and soon the three were standing at the mouth of the jagged entrance in the rock, halfway up the face of the slanting cliff.


  Two hundred yards behind them on the beach, Thomas and Mario, the two men who had followed them the day before, crouched behind a large boulder.


  “I knew it!” Thomas said triumphantly. “I knew they were on to something! They were just pretending to be tourists when we followed them to Cape Saint Vincent yesterday, then back to their cabin. And this morning, they just swam around in the ocean to make people think that they had nothing on their minds but fun. But look! They’re climbing up toward our tunnel! It’s a good thing Ramos listened to us!”


  “But if they’re dangerous, why did their father drive off and leave them this morning?” Mario asked. “Ramos called from Lagos and said that they’d watched for the car we described and followed it to a bank. He said the American was scheduled to meet with a banker. That doesn’t sound like they know about our treasure.”


  “Sure it does,” Thomas answered. “The father must have sent the kids to find our cave while he’s making plans with someone in the city. They’ve got to know about it! But they don’t know that we’re following them.” He took out his cell phone. “I’m telling Ramos about this at once!”


  Thinking his smaller companion jumped to conclusions too quickly, Mario said, “But how do we know they knew about our cave in advance? I mean, they could have just now seen it. Ramos had Juan make that hole early this morning. There was no way for anyone to get into it from the beach before then!”


  “That’s another mystery!” Thomas said. “We’ve got to tell Ramos that, too!” His dark eyes flashed with sudden suspicion. “Do you think that Manuel and Juan could be working against us? And with those Americans? Remember how Juan called us this morning and said he couldn’t get in touch with Manuel? Ramos told him to go ahead and make the hole anyway, then try to find Manuel. What if Juan was lying? What if he and Manuel have been working with these American tourists all the time, planning to use their help to steal the gold? How else would those kids know where to climb?”


  This was a shocking thought to both of them. They stared into each others’ eyes as they pondered this possibility. Finally, the smaller man spoke.


  “It would explain why they were talking about the treasure ship when we passed them in the fort yesterday.” He thought about this for a minute, his dark eyes clouded with anger. Then he had another idea. “And it would explain why they’re climbing right up to the tunnel now!”


  Thomas switched on the cell phone in his hand. Soon he was talking to Ramos, the words tumbling out of his mouth, as he told of the three teenagers’ climbing up the rocks.


  “We’ve followed them as you said,” he said rapidly. “They pretended to be wandering and looking at the sights. But then they pointed up to the hole in the cliff and started climbing. They’re halfway up now, and I think they’re about where Juan knocked that exit from the tunnel. I think they knew it was there all the time! Do you think Juan is betraying us? And that he and these Americans are planning to steal the gold?”


  Some miles away, near to Lagos, Ramos was seated with half a dozen of his men in the grove of trees that hid their truck and raft. He was shocked at Thomas’s words. How could those Americans know about the ship? And the tunnel? They couldn’t - unless one of my men is betraying me!


  Already irritated by the sweltering heat, Ramos was greatly troubled, too, by the news he’d received. “Follow those kids!” he snapped, tossing away his cigarette, his face red with anger. “If they go in the tunnel, make sure they don’t get out! Lock’ em in the storeroom. We can’t take any chances now. We’ve got to get the rest of the gold up from the ocean tonight, put it in the truck, and get away from the coast!”


  “Right,” Thomas said and switched off his phone. He turned to Mario and relayed the message.


  Both men scanned the rocks, looking for the Americans.


  “There they are!” Thomas said. “They’re standing outside the opening to the tunnel. If they go in, we follow and capture them, just as Ramos instructed.”


  Thomas pulled a revolver from his pocket and checked the chamber. “They won’t argue with this!” he said grimly, putting it back into his pocket.


  Up on the rock cliff, Mark, Penny, and David peered at the jagged opening.


  “Look at the hole!” Mark said.


  “It’s larger than it looked from the beach,” Penny said.


  “It sure is,” Mark agreed, stepping closer.


  “These rocks are loose,” Penny said suddenly.


  “You’re right, Penny,” Mark said, frowning in concentration as he looked at the treacherous footing. “Don’t step too close to the edge. We don’t want to start another slide - with us in it!”


  David studied the entrance to the cave. “You know,” he said, “this rock slide must be very new, just as Penny thought. Look at how weathered and worn the rocks beside it are.”


  “You may be right,” Mark replied, “But if we step around these rocks carefully, we can get into the cave with no problems, and it should be secure inside. Let’s explore it!”


  “Are you sure we should?” Penny asked. “There’s no one around on the beach right now to call if we need help.”


  “We won’t go far,” Mark replied. “I’ll go first and tell you all what it’s like.”


  “Got your light?” David asked.


  “I’ve always got my light!” Mark replied, pulling his mini-flashlight from the pack strapped around his waist.


  Mark aimed his flashlight into the opening. Then he studied the sides of the narrow cave. He took great care climbing into the jagged opening in the rocks. But as Penny’s glance swept the coast and the rock-rimmed beach, the beautiful emerald-green water, and the bright blue sky above, she couldn’t help being concerned that there were no people in sight. The three were alone on this deserted stretch of rocky beach. Who would know if something happened to us? she asked herself.


  David and Penny stood at the entrance of the cave and watched Mark creep in cautiously.


  “Wonder what made the rocks fall of the cliff like this,” Penny said, her brown eyes troubled.


  “Well, it wasn’t one of their famous earthquakes,” David answered with a smile, “Or we would have felt it. I guess it was just time for the rocks to fall. After all, they’ve been here for centuries.”


  Inside the cave, Mark stopped and leaned on a boulder. Sweeping his light around, he whistled in surprise.


  “What do you see?” David asked quickly, leaning forward eagerly.


  “There’s a tunnel here!” Mark replied. “It’s narrow, but it looks like it was hand-cut. It appears to run parallel to the sea. That rock slide opened it up - or at least, opened a hole in the side of it. Seems safe, so come on in.”


  David picked his way around the rocks and into the tunnel, then turned and helped Penny crawl in. They crowded around Mark.


  “Look at that!” Mark exclaimed, his blue eyes wide as he flashed his light to the left and to the right.


  David and Penny saw the rough-hewn tunnel that the rock slide had opened. Narrow, and just a couple of inches higher than David’s head, the passage stretched into darkness on either side.


  “Wonder who made it,” Penny said.


  “Wonder what they made it for,” David said.


  Mark looked to his right, flashing the beam down one of the passages. “It seems to go parallel to the cliff,” he said in a low voice. Then he pointed the light to his left. “This does, too.”


  “Gosh,” David said. “Which way shall we go first?”


  “Maybe we should go back to the beach,” Penny suggested, putting her hand on her brother’s arm. She had a strange feeling about this tunnel.


  “Aw, Penny,” Mark said, “We’ll just go a little way. Not far.”


  “Boy!” David said almost breathlessly. “We’re probably standing in the middle of history! Maybe the Portuguese made this tunnel centuries ago, when they fought the Mohammedans.”


  “Could be,” Mark agreed, his eyes eager.


  “Which way, Mark?” David asked, unable to keep the excitement out of his voice.


  “Let’s go left,” Mark said. He began to walk carefully, with the beam of his flashlight showing the way. “But watch your head, David. This ceiling is really low.”


  “Okay,” David said, ducking his head.


  At just under six feet tall, Mark was barely able to walk down the passage without hitting his head on the ceiling. But David, who was two inches taller than his friend, had to stoop over and trust that Mark would tell him if any rock jutted down from the ceiling above.


  Slowly, Penny and David followed Mark down the dark passage.


  The stone floor of the tunnel was rough, and the three found themselves stumbling frequently.


  “Slow down, Mark,” David cautioned. “We can’t see so well behind you.”


  “Sorry,” Mark said, slowing his pace. “I’ll flash the light behind me as much as I can so you can see the floor.”


  Their rubber-soled shoes made little sound on the rock as they walked down the cool passage. Mark began to notice a fresh breeze blowing on his face from the dark tunnel ahead.


  “There’s air blowing this way,” Mark observed. “Wonder where it’s coming from.”


  “Maybe this tunnel opens to the sea,” David suggested.


  “Do you think it will take us back to the beach?” Penny asked hopefully.


  “Maybe it will,” Mark said.


  They walked a few more steps and found that the tunnel turned sharply to the right. They followed it, moving more slowly and hesitantly. For several minutes, they crept along the darkened passage.


  Suddenly, Mark stopped, and Penny bumped into his broad back.


  “What’s the matter?” she asked quickly, her voice low.


  “There’s another passage breaking off from this one,” Mark said. He flashed his beam to the right, and Penny and David, crowding beside him, could see a narrow tunnel slant off from the one they were following.


  No one said anything for a moment.


  Finally, Penny broke the silence. “I think we should go back.”


  “Well,” Mark began, “you’re probably …”


  Before he could finish, the voices of men arguing in Portuguese boomed from the tunnel behind them. They heard running feet closing in on them.


  The three were too stunned to do anything for a moment.


  Then David whispered, “Are those sightseers? Maybe they saw us go in the tunnel and followed to see what’s inside - just like we did.”


  “Then why are they running?” Mark asked.


  “Besides, I didn’t see anyone on the beach when I climbed in the tunnel!” Penny whispered.


  They stood frozen in place, listening intently.


  And then other words came into Penny’s mind: We’re trapped!


  7


  Pursued!
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  Manuel was outraged. He hurried along the narrow passage, following the beam of his light, trying - without success - to keep the anger out of his voice.


  “What have you done, Juan?” he demanded of the stocky man scurrying behind him.


  “Ramos told me to do it!” Juan replied, stumbling over the rough stone beneath him, his short legs struggling to keep pace with the huge man who raced ahead. “Ramos told us we had to break through to the cliff face, that we had to have another way out of the tunnel.”


  What Juan didn’t say was that Ramos had become suspicious of Manual and wanted another exit for his men to get to the gold should Manuel plan to double-cross him in some way.


  “Why didn’t you tell me about this before you blew a hole with that plastic explosive in the side of the cliff?” Manuel demanded.


  “I couldn’t find you, Manuel! You didn’t answer the radio. You weren’t at the rendezvous. We couldn’t reach you. And Ramos said that we had to have another way out, that it was foolish not to give ourselves a way of escape if we needed it. He wanted you to know - but we couldn’t find you!”


  Manuel cursed. He couldn’t admit that he’d been absent from his post on purpose. He couldn’t let this man know that he and his brother were planning to steal all the treasure as soon as Carlos brought it into the cave - and that he’d been in another part of the cave, preparing for the theft even as Ramos was trying to reach him. He couldn’t reveal that he and Pedro planned to haul the gold away with their own truck, while Ramos and his men were putting away their boats and driving to the cave to meet them. So he cursed again and continued to accuse Juan.


  “But you made a hole in the side of the cliff! Who knows how many people will see it?”


  “It’s very small,” Juan replied, panting as he followed the big man down the darkened tunnel. “I know how to use plastic explosives. But I didn’t know so much rock would fall. Anyway, it was early in the morning, while it was still dark. No one saw it!”


  “You fool! You could have killed me with that blast!” Manuel said. “I could have been right there when you blew it! And how’d you get in the tunnel? The door was locked!”


  “With the key,” Juan replied, trembling at the big man’s rage.


  “What key? When did you get a key to that door?” Manuel demanded, his voice rising.


  “Ramos had it. He gave it to me and said we couldn’t wait any longer to find you. He said we had to have that passage ready by tonight.”


  Manuel felt a chill run down his spine. So, Ramos had had a key to the passage all along! Manuel had not known that. How had Ramos gotten it? Manuel searched his memory frantically. As far as he knew, only he and Pedro had keys to the locks on the door from the tunnel to the hillside.


  Distracted by this sudden realization of what Ramos had done - and what he might know - Manuel failed to watch his step with sufficient care. Rushing headlong down the narrow passage, stooping to keep from striking his head on the low ceiling, he caught his foot on a stone and went sprawling, his face smashing on the stone floor. The light flew from his hand and broke, throwing them at once into total darkness.


  Juan stumbled over the big man’s legs and crashed down on Manuel’s back, smashing his face into the stone floor, breaking his nose. Enraged, Manuel twisted his body and threw the smaller man off, knocking him against the wall. Juan cried out, terrified and hurt, as Manuel scrambled to his hands and knees and searched frantically in the darkness for his flashlight.


  “You fool!” he shouted. “You broke my nose and made me lose my light!”


  Manuel’s nose hurt badly. Wiping his face with his huge hand, he felt the wet blood. He continued searching the stone floor with his hands, and finally grabbed hold of the flashlight. He flipped the switch to turn it on - and nothing happened. Then he felt broken glass and realized that the bulb was shattered.


  The big man went berserk. Raging, he threw the broken light far down the tunnel. It bounced against the wall, and skipped along the floor in the darkness ahead of them. Then there was no sound except that of the two men, who were breathing heavily.


  Around a bend in the tunnel just 40 yards ahead of Manuel and Juan, the three teens stood in an agony of indecision, trying to decide which of the two passages to follow.


  “They’re following us!” Mark whispered frantically. “Which way should we go?”


  “Straight ahead,” David replied instantly. “At least that’s close to the cliff and the beach - it might lead us out of here. The right-hand passage seems to go deeper into the hillside.”


  “Good thinking, David,” Mark said. He hurried on, flashing his light ahead and then down to his feet so that Penny and David could see. They walked rapidly - as fast as was safe in the narrow tunnel - their shoes making little noise on the stone floor.


  As the sound of men shouting continued to echo behind them, David whispered, “Hear them yell? What’s going on?”


  “I don’t think they’re coming this way right now,” Penny whispered back. “I think they’ve stopped.”


  “Maybe you’re right,” David replied. “Their voices are fainter now.”


  “That gives us a head start,” Mark said over his shoulder. But this was small comfort, he thought, because they had no idea where this tunnel would take them. Or who was behind them. Or what would happen when they reached the end of the passage.


  “Mark,” Penny whispered urgently as the three hurried through the narrow tunnel, “can you call Daddy?”


  “I don’t know,” he replied. “I don’t know if the cell phone will work in this cave.”


  “We’d better try,” David said.


  “Okay,” Mark said, stopping to unclip the cell phone from his belt. The three clustered together. “Take this light, David. Shine it on the phone, and I’ll try to call him.” He handed over the flashlight and began to dial.


  “It’s ringing,” Mark said. “But let’s keep going! David, you lead, I’ll follow Penny.”


  Mark turned down the volume on the phone to the lowest level. He held the phone to his ear as he followed his sister.


  “There’s too much static,” he whispered, trying to keep the disappointment out of his voice. “I can’t hear anything!”


  “Maybe this cave is blocking the reception,” David suggested.


  “Maybe,” Mark said. He had an awful memory of his experience in the Black Forest, when he’d tried over and over to call his dad but got no answer. He shuddered, then clipped the phone back on his belt.


  Suddenly, David’s light flashed upon a wooden door that blocked the passage ahead of them. David stopped, and the other two nearly ran into him.


  “What’s the matter?” Mark asked.


  “Look,” David said, shining the light ahead.


  Mark and Penny peered past his shoulders and saw the dark wooden door with iron bolts that barred their way.


  “Is it locked?” Penny whispered anxiously.


  “I’ll see,” David said. “But change places with Mark first, Penny. We don’t know what might be on the other side.”


  Penny stepped back to let her brother squeeze past and join David.


  “Ready?” David asked.


  “Ready,” Mark replied.


  David gripped the long metal handle and slowly moved it down. Then, holding the light in his other hand, he flung open the door and stepped swiftly through, with Mark right behind him. Both boys were in fighting stances.


  Looking around quickly, they discovered they were in a small room - and no one else was there. A wooden table was to their right, with three chairs around it. Two unlit lanterns hung on the wall above, and on the table sat a radio with a pair of earphones on top and an ashtray piled high with the remains of half-smoked cigarettes. Directly across from where they stood was another door.


  Coming up behind the boys, Penny said, “Someone’s been using this room - apparently not long ago.”


  Just then, a yellow light began to flash on the panel of the radio.


  8


  “We’re in a Huge Cave!”
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  Manuel and Juan groped their way through the pitch-black passage, hands outstretched to either side so they could feel the wall. They’d turned around and were heading in the direction of the hole Juan had blown in the rock.


  “We’ve got to get back to the storeroom and get flashlights!” Manuel hissed. He fought to control his fury at Juan for stumbling into him, causing him to break his nose on the stone floor.


  “How far to that hole in the cliff?” Juan asked. He was growing more and more fearful because of the total blackness in which they were entombed.


  “Not far,” Manuel snapped. He couldn’t get his mind off the problem posed by the key Ramos had given to Juan. How had Ramos gotten a key to the tunnel? Then Manuel had a dreadful thought: Is Ramos planning to cut me out of my share in the treasure?


  Suddenly, his outstretched hands felt a curve in the tunnel. Then a glimmer of light appeared ahead.


  “We’re almost to that hole!” he said.


  The sound of men’s voices ahead stopped the two in their tracks.


  “Quiet!” Manuel hissed. “Someone’s out there!”


  They listened intently.


  “That’s Thomas!” Juan said finally, relief in his voice.


  “Let’s go,” Manuel said.


  Soon Thomas and Mario were packed into the narrow passage, talking earnestly with Manuel and Juan.


  “Did you see those Americans go into the tunnel?” Mario asked. He was a large man, but not as big as Manuel.


  “No!” Manuel replied, shocked. “Who are they? What are they doing in this tunnel.”


  Thomas and Mario exchanged glances. Neither of them believed Manuel was ignorant of the Americans. They believed, in fact, that he was plotting with them to rob Ramos and his gang.


  So Thomas answered carefully. “They’re three teenagers, two boys and a girl, traveling with their father. We followed them yesterday from Sagres to Saint Vincent, then back to their hotel in Lagos.”


  “Why?” Manuel asked sharply. His mind was racing. Why were Ramos’s men here now? How can I get rid of these two before they see the gold ingots we’ve moved?


  Thomas answered, trying to keep the suspicion out of his voice. “We followed them because we heard them talking about a sunken ship loaded with gold, just off the coast. They pointed out to sea, right where the ship is! How’d they know about the ship and the gold?”


  Thomas was convinced that Manuel and the Americans were working together. How else would the Americans know about the wreck? he asked himself. Manuel must have told them!


  “Where’s their father?” Manuel asked, ignoring Thomas’s question.


  “He’s in Lagos, meeting with a banker. We think they’ve got plans to get that gold! And they’re getting financing from the bank!”


  “What?” Manuel exclaimed.


  “That’s right,” Thomas said. He didn’t believe Manuel for a minute, but he had to admit the man was a good actor, so he played along with him. “We called Ramos a few minutes ago and told him the teenagers were going into the tunnel. He said to go after them and lock them in the storeroom. They can’t be allowed to escape before we’re finished getting all the gold out - if we let them go at all,” he concluded grimly.


  “We’ve got to capture them!” Manuel said. “But our flashlight is broken. Have you got one?” What a mess! He thought. Three Americans in the tunnel, and Ramos’s men inside, too! How will Pedro and I get those gold ingots out with all these people around?


  “Take mine,” Thomas replied, handing over his flashlight. “You show us the way.” We’ll see how seriously you want to catch those Americans, he thought as he and Mario began to follow Manuel and Juan. Thomas felt for the pistol in his pocket, making sure he could draw quickly if Manuel threatened to double-cross him.


  Manuel raced down the tunnel, stooping awkwardly to avoid striking his head on the ceiling. The others moved quickly after him, frequently stumbling on the rough stone floor. Several minutes later, the men reached the passage that slanted off to the right. Manuel stopped, and the others piled up behind him.


  “What’s the matter?” Thomas asked impatiently.


  “The tunnel divides here,” Manuel answered. “I’m trying to think which way to go.”


  “We could split up and cover both passages,” Juan suggested.


  Manuel said nothing. Then he made up his mind. “No, we’ll stick together. We’ve only got one light. We’ll keep going straight ahead to the radio room. There are more flashlights there. This passage to the right goes deep into the cliff and connects with the underground dock. We can still catch them later if they went that way because they’ll be trapped.”


  “Unless they come back the way they came and go out through the hole in the cliff,” Thomas said.


  “We can’t split up now,” Manuel said impatiently. He wasn’t used to being questioned. “If we don’t find them in the radio room, you two can take a light and go back to guard that hole. Juan and I will go on to the dock. We’ve got them trapped! Let’s go!”


  He led them at a fast pace down the passage the teenagers had taken just a few minutes before. Soon Manuel’s light flashed on the heavy wooden door that led to the radio room.


  “Quiet!” Manuel commanded, stopping. The others came to a halt close behind him. “This is the radio room,” he whispered. “If they’re inside, we’ll have them trapped before they can escape through the other door. Let’s rush them.”


  His giant fist closed around the door handle. Slowly, quietly, he turned it - then shoved the door. “Now!” he commanded, and the men behind charged forward. But the door didn’t budge. The three men jammed into Manuel, flattening his huge body against the unyielding door, smashing his nose again.


  Cursing wildly, he flung the men away, knocking Juan down with his huge arm.


  “They’ve locked it!” he cried in anger.


  “Then unlock it,” Mario said tersely.


  “I can’t!” Manuel said, enraged. “It’s bolted from the inside!”


  “Then kick it down!” Thomas said.


  “That’s what I’ll do!” Manuel said. “Back off. Give me room!”


  The men moved away, and the huge man began to kick the door with his powerful leg. Again and again his booted foot crashed into the door, just below the handle. Slowly, the metal frame around the lock on the other side of the door began to bend. Manuel redoubled his efforts.


  “I’ve almost got it!” he cried triumphantly. “Now those kids are trapped! They’ll pay for the trouble they’ve caused!”


  When Juan flashed the light on the big man, he could see that blood covered Manuel’s face and shirt from his smashed nose. Then once again Manuel’s mighty kicks shook the heavy door. The metal frame of the lock inside bent more with each kick.


  Finally, the metal frame snapped and the door flew open. The men rushed inside. Looking around frantically, they found the room was empty.


  But far down the passage on the other side of the radio room, the three teens hurried to make their escape. David led Penny and Mark down the tunnel, following the beam of his light as it lit the way through the narrow passage.


  “Will they be able to open that door you bolted?” Penny asked, reaching her hand out to David’s back to steady herself in the darkness.


  “Not right away, I hope. It’ll hold for a few minutes,” Mark replied.


  “It’s not so strong that they can’t kick it down,” David added grimly. “We’ve got to find a way out of here!”


  They came to a steep stairway cut into the limestone cliff.


  “Careful!” David advised, as he slowed his pace and searched ahead with the beam of light. “These steps are steep,” he warned, looking down.


  “We’re going deeper and deeper into the cliff,” Penny said anxiously.


  “We’re still above the level of the sea, I think,” Mark said as he followed Penny and David carefully down the steps. “Remember, we had to climb pretty far up the cliff to get into the tunnel.”


  “That’s right,” David agreed. “I wonder if this will lead us out to the sea.”


  “I can’t see why anyone would cut tunnels so close to the ocean if they didn’t want it to lead out to the beach,” Mark said thoughtfully. “Smugglers used passages like this for centuries.”


  Slowly, the three descended into the narrow tunnel.


  “I think I hear the water!” Penny whispered suddenly.


  “So do I!” David said, his voice showing his excitement. “And look! There’s light ahead. It’s pretty dim, but it looks like something’s ahead.”


  The three stopped, and David switched off his flashlight.


  “Do you hear anyone?” Mark asked.


  Their hearts pounded as they strained to listen, but all they heard was the sound of water.


  “I don’t hear anyone,” David said finally. “Let’s keep going. But we’ve got to feel our way. I don’t want to warn anyone by using the flashlight.”


  They crept down the dark passage. Then, Penny and Mark began to see light, too. The sound of the water grew louder.


  “It’s like a tide rushing in and out!” Penny whispered.


  “I think you’re right,” David agreed. “I bet this leads to the ocean!”


  “Then we’ll be able to get out of here!” Penny exclaimed.


  The passage curved to their right. The three stopped, and David peered around the corner.


  “Wow!” he whispered. “We’re in a huge cave! It’s got lights! And I can see the ocean coming in and out!”


  “Do you see any men?” Penny asked.


  “Not yet,” he said. He turned and handed her the flashlight. “Hold this, Penny, while I look out and see what’s there.”


  “Be careful!” Mark warned.


  No one wanted to mention the desperate situation they’d be in if there were men waiting in the cave ahead.


  We can’t go back! Penny thought. Those men behind us are bound to get through that door soon. Maybe they already have! Maybe they’re close behind us already!


  David stepped slowly around the corner of the stone passage.


  9


  “They’ve Found Us!”
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  Manuel raged like a wounded lion. “They’re gone!” he shouted, picking up one of the wooden chairs and smashing it to pieces against the stone wall.


  “Where are the lights?” Thomas demanded contemptuously. What a time for that giant of a fool to act crazy!


  “Here!” Manuel yelled, reaching down to a wooden chest under the table and yanking it across the stone floor. He flung open the lid and rummaged inside. “Here are flashlights. You two take these and go back to that hole in the cliff. Juan and I will follow those Americans to the cave! They’re trapped now!”


  Without waiting for a reply, he rushed from the room, with Juan in close pursuit.


  Thomas sighed with disgust, turned, and headed back through the broken door, flashing his light ahead of him. “Let’s go,” he said to Mario. “That’s fool’s making enough noise to warn anyone a mile away!”


  Manuel and Juan hurried along the narrow passage that the Americans had taken just a short time before. “We’d better be quiet,” Juan hissed to the big man ahead of him. “We don’t want to warn them we’re coming.”


  “What does it matter?” Manuel snapped. “They can’t get away.”


  “Thomas said that there are two boys and a girl,” Juan huffed, panting as he hurried after the enraged Manuel.


  “Fine,” Manuel said through gritted teeth. “I’ll smash those boys to the ground, then we’ll lock them all in the storeroom!”


  But his mind was racing desperately. I’ve got to find those kids and lock them up so Juan and those other two will leave the tunnel. If I can’t get them out of here, Pedro and I will never get away with that gold!


  Several miles away, back toward the city, Ramos’s driver pulled the truck off the road, drove around a high cluster of rock, and parked under a grove of trees. Ramos reached for the phone and called his men back in town. While he did this, the driver got out and began to rummage in the back of the truck for something to drink. When he returned to the driver’s seat, Ramos’s face was grim.


  “What’s the matter?” the driver asked, alarmed.


  “The Americans,” Ramos replied. “We think they’re in on a plot to steal the gold. Thomas and Mario heard them talking about the ship and the gold in Sagres yesterday, and followed them back to Lagos, to the house they’re renting. They put another man on the teenagers’ father’s trail today so they could follow the three of them. That man just told me that the father was meeting with a banker.”


  “Yeah, so?”


  “So,” Ramos snapped, “we think that American is arranging financing for salvage operations, so he can get that gold.”


  The driver’s face showed shock. “How did he learn about the ship and the gold?”


  “I think Juan or Manuel told him,” Ramos said through clenched teeth. His face was flushed with anger. “Thomas followed the teenagers to the beach, and they went right up to the escape hole in the cliff that Juan had blown open this morning. Those kids seemed to know exactly where to go. And they went right in the tunnel! Someone must have told them where it was. Who could have done that but Juan or Manuel?”


  “But couldn’t the kids have just seen that hole accidentally as they walked on the beach?” the driver asked. “It could just be a coincidence.”


  “Maybe,” Ramos replied. “But there are too many coincidences. We can’t take any chances.”


  “What are you going to do?”


  “The American’s name is Daring. We tapped his phone this morning. He called the banker to confirm his appointment and told him that when he’d finished with his business at the bank he was going to join his kids at the beach.”


  Ramos paused. These complications could wreck his whole plan.


  “Daring thinks he’s going to meet his kids. But we’re going to stop him. We’ll capture him as he returns to his rented cabin. Then we’ll question him - and get some answers!”


  Back in the tunnel, Thomas and Mario reached the opening that led to the side of the cliff. Thomas stuck his head out cautiously and looked around.


  “I don’t see those kids,” he said with satisfaction, pulling his head back. “That means they’re still in the tunnel. They’re trapped!” He smiled grimly.


  “But aren’t there different tunnels down there?” Mario asked. “How will Manuel and Juan know which ones to search?”


  “That’s Manuel’s problem,” Thomas said. “He’s so confident - let him figure it out. Besides, he knows where all those tunnels lead and where they connect to each other. He says those American kids can’t get out the main door to the hillside, because it’s locked. And we’re blocking the only other entrance.”


  “Could they take a boat and get out the way Carlos is bringing in the gold, through that tunnel to the ocean?’


  “Maybe, but I doubt it. I don’t know if Manuel’s got a boat there. If he did, those Americans wouldn’t know how to get out of that tunnel. Carlos says it’s a terrible trap, that it scares him to death each time he makes it - and he knows the way! Anyone who didn’t would be smashed against the rock walls, he says.” He took out a cigarette and lit it.


  “We’d better stay out of sight,” Mario said. “We don’t want anyone to see us now.”


  “You’re right,” Thomas admitted, ducking back farther into the tunnel. “We’ll wait here. If those kids try to escape this way, they’re doomed.”


  The two men sat just inside the entrance, out of the bright sunlight, smoking and waiting. But Thomas was thinking. Why did Manuel insist on sending us back to this hole in the cliff? What’s he really planning to do? The more he thought about it, the more convinced he was that they were fools to just sit there, immobilized, while Manuel was free to pursue his plans.


  He took out his cell phone and punched Ramos’s number. There was no reply. He tried again. Still no reply. Irritated, he threw down his cigarette and stood. “All right, we’ll wait. Our job is to see that those Americans don’t escape this way. If we hear them coming, we’ll stop them.”


  Deep inside the tunnel, Manuel and Juan were moving as fast as they could through the narrow passage, following the way they thought the Americans had taken. Manuel was in a rage, careless of his steps, and had already fallen twice, which angered him even more.


  “Slow down, Manuel!” Juan whispered, afraid that the man would fall again and hurt himself. “They can’t get away!”


  “You’re right about that - they can’t!” Manuel said, but he didn’t slow down. “When I get my hands on them, they’ll wish they’d never found this tunnel!”


  “But didn’t you say there were other tunnels, all connecting with each other? If there are so many, how will we know which one to take to capture those Americans?”


  “There are connecting tunnels,” Manuel admitted, “but I know where they lead. And there’s only one way back to the entrance outside, and that way is locked. We’ll have those kids trapped, and we can just search the different passages until we catch them. They don’t know where any of them lead, but I know them all!”


  Manuel slowed suddenly. “Be quiet!” he hissed. “We’re getting close to the water!”


  Not far ahead of the two pursuing men, David stepped slowly out of the tunnel and stood looking at the empty cave below, which was illuminated by two bright lanterns. It was a huge, almost square-shaped room - just like a quarry, he thought. To his left, the ocean waves rushed in through a narrow passage.


  That’s the way to the sea! David thought. We may be close to a way out of here. He and the others had heard Manuel’s shouts behind them as they’d hurried down the passageway.


  The waves poured into the pool below him and the water level began to rise. Across the water, David saw the wooden landing, with its accordion-like stairway, rising and falling with the turbulent water. The walkway was hinged in the middle - the first part led to his right, down the side of the rock wall, then it connected with a similar stairway that went to the left and descended to the floating landing that rested on the surface of the water. David saw that people could walk down one way, then double back the other to reach the floating landing.


  He glanced quickly around the huge place, looking for other tunnels, searching the steps that led to a stone landing below him. A walkway set in the stone wall extended to his right and joined a similar ledge on the opposite wall that held the stairway and floating landing. The walkway was just a few feet above the highest level of the waves when they’d come into the tunnel.


  We can go around that ledge to the walkway, and go up those stairs! He thought. He turned back to Mark and Penny and explained his plan.


  “But how do we know what’s at the end of that passage?” Penny asked doubtfully.


  “We don’t know anything about it,” David admitted. “But we do know that there are men following us down the passage we’re standing in. And we’ve got to get away from them as fast as we can!”


  “You’re right,” Mark agreed. “Let’s move.”


  The three climbed carefully down the steep, narrow steps cut into the stone wall. Below them the waters rushed in from the sea again and crashed against the walls of the huge cave. Slowly, the Americans moved down the steps, pressing their hands to the rock wall, leaning into it, taking care not to lose their balance and fall into the violent waters so close beside them..


  Finally, they came to the rock ledge below. David reached for Penny’s hand to steady her. Mark followed, and soon the three were moving with great care along the narrow walkway.


  “The stone’s wet,” David cautioned, “so plant your feet carefully.”


  The waters below them rose and fell with the current from the ocean, sometimes splashing the narrow stone ledge on which they walked.


  One slip and we’d go in that water! Penny thought. She shuddered, and held David’s strong hand as she followed him along the ledge.


  They reached the corner of the cave, then followed the wall as it turned sharply to the left.


  “I think this was once a giant rock quarry,” Penny said, “and men cut it into a square shape. That must have been before the ocean waters got in here.”


  “It sure looks like that,” Mark agreed.


  They worked their way along the ledge, heading directly for the landing that had sunk low with the receding waters. Suddenly, there was a roar from the tunnel across the huge cave, and the ocean waves poured in. The waters rose fast, along with the floating landing, and for a panicked moment, the three thought the rushing waves would wash them off the ledge.


  Penny cried out. David stopped moving and held her against him, leaning back against the stone wall. The waves splashed against their feet, then began to recede just as swiftly as they had rushed into the huge cave.


  “Let’s go!” David said. Still gripping her hand, he led her quickly to the wooden stairs. Mark was right behind them. David reached the stairs, turned, and grabbed Penny’s wrist.


  “Hold my wrist with your hand,” he said. She did, and he pulled her up beside him.


  “Thanks,” she said, smiling with relief.


  He grinned. “You go ahead.”


  She scampered up the steep stairs, holding the wooden railing on each side, and David followed, ready to catch her if she fell. Mark was close behind.


  Penny reached the narrow landing where the two sets of stairs were hinged to each other. Stepping quickly on the landing, she turned and began to climb the other set of stairs. The two lanterns in the cave threw weird shadows along the rock walls, but her body blocked their light on the steps before her. Cautiously, she felt the steps with her feet and held tightly to the rail as she continued to climb up the shaking stairway.


  Then they all heard the thunderous sound of the waters pouring back into the cave. The lower level of stairs lurched and swayed again as the landing was forced upward against the rough rock wall with a terrible screech.


  The three moved rapidly up the wooden stairway, and soon they reached the top. There they stepped gratefully onto the stone floor to which the stairs were hinged.


  “At last we’re on solid ground!” Penny exclaimed.


  The three looked over the wooden platform and stared, fascinated, at the swirling waters below them. They watched as the waters began to rush out of the cave again, the wooden dock lowered, and the stairway slid down the stone wall, once more making horrible screeching noises as the wooden contraption scraped against the rough stone.


  “Thank goodness we’re safe!” Penny sighed gratefully, leaning against David. He put his arm around her shoulder.


  “Look!” Mark said, pointing across the waters to the tunnel through which they had emerged just a few minutes before.


  Horrified, the teenagers saw two men run out of the tunnel and stand staring at the incoming waters below them.


  “They’ve found us!” Penny whispered, her heart sinking.
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  “We've Got to Hide!”
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  “Get back!” David said, stepping backward swiftly and pulling Penny with him. Mark followed at once.


  The three moved deeper inside the tunnel, hidden from the sight of the men on the other side of the cave but still able to watch them from the darkness in which they stood. Across the waters, they could see that the two men were talking animatedly, the big one waving his arms in what appeared to be violent anger. The distance and the roar of the incoming waters prevented the teens from hearing their voices.


  “Did they see us?” Penny asked.


  “No,” Mark replied. “They were looking down at the ledge that we took to get over here. They didn’t look our way, thank the Lord!”


  “We’ve got to get away!” David said quickly. “They could come after us any minute.”


  “You’re right!” Mark agreed. “But don’t use your flashlight until we’re well into this tunnel - they might see us.”


  “Don’t worry,” David said. He took Penny’s hand in his left hand, then reached for the wall with his other hand and guided himself as he stepped deeper into the darkness of the passage.


  The ceiling of this tunnel was higher than the one in the passage they’d entered from the beach, and David was grateful for the extra headroom. Mark followed Penny, his right hand also brushing along the wall for guidance. Their feet were quiet on the worn stone.


  “It sure smells damp,” Penny whispered.


  “I bet things never dry out in this place,” David added.


  They walked farther and farther into the blackness. Finally, David pulled his flashlight out of his pocket, aimed it at the ground in front of his feet, and switched it on. The blackness of the tunnel was pierced by the powerful beam. Now the dark stone walls and ceiling that surrounded them seemed threatening, as if about to close in on them.


  Penny shuddered and said, “It feels more menacing now than it did when we had no light.”


  “I thought the same thing!” David replied, squeezing her hand.


  They continued walking, moving more quickly now with the aid of the light in David’s hand. He flashed the beam on the walls beside them, then aimed it upward along the ceiling. As he did, he came to a sudden halt. Penny and Mark stopped abruptly behind him.


  “What’s that?” David asked.


  “Where?” Mark asked, brushing past his sister to stand beside David.


  “In the ceiling,” David said, holding his beam upward.


  Mark and Penny saw a rough wooden hatch in the ceiling just two feet above David’s head.


  “It’s a trapdoor!” Penny said in a hushed tone.


  “It sure is!” David agreed.


  “How do you climb into it?” Mark asked. “Are there steps or handholds in the walls?”


  David flashed his light to his left - there was nothing on the wall. He turned the beam to the right, and the three saw several sets of holes cut into the stone. Mark stepped over and put his hand into the lowest hole.


  “It’s a handhold, all right, or foothold – or both, I guess,” he said thoughtfully, stepping back to join David.


  “Wonder what’s up there?” David asked, intrigued.


  “Should we take time to look?” Mark asked.


  “Maybe we should,” David said. “Those men down in the cave might be following us, but we’ve still got a good lead. Even if we keep ahead of them in this passage, we don’t know where we’re headed. But they do! Let’s look up there, in case we need a place to hide while we try to figure how to get out of these tunnels.”


  Penny said nothing, leaving this decision to the boys. She knew they were weighing the danger of the men behind as well as the unknowns ahead…and above.


  “Let me go up, Mark,” David said finally. “I’ll take a look. It’s just a couple of feet above me.”


  He put the mini-flashlight between his teeth, gripped the handholds in the wall, and began to climb. When his head touched the ceiling, he reached with his left hand and pushed against the wooden trapdoor. It lifted with surprising ease and fell back on its hinges into the tunnel above. David climbed higher, stuck his head in the opening, took his flashlight from his teeth, and shined the beam around a small room cut in the rock. Directly in front of him, at right angles to the tunnel below in which Mark and Penny were standing, he saw a narrow passage leading into darkness.


  “There’s another tunnel up here,” he said. “It veers off to the right from the direction we were headed.” David felt a sudden wave of cold air brush his face. “And it’s got air coming through it!”


  “Maybe it leads outside!” Mark said.


  “How far can you see down that passage?” Penny asked.


  “Not far,” David answered. “It seems to turn in about five yards.”


  “Then there’s no telling where it really leads,” she said.


  “No, but there’s air,” David replied. He climbed into the small room and crawled a few feet down the narrow passage.


  “That means it leads to the open - to the ocean or the ground above,” Mark said to Penny.


  Mark had somehow lost his flashlight in their race through the tunnels; It must have fallen out of my pocket in our rush through that tunnel! he thought bleakly. So with David in the tunnel above, Mark and Penny were now in complete darkness; but they were comforted somehow with the discovery of the tunnel with fresh air.


  “Oh, Mark, maybe we’re about to escape after all!” Penny said gratefully, leaning against him. He put his arm around her shoulder and squeezed.


  “I think you’re right,” he agreed.


  The sound of angry voices, magnified by the stone walls, boomed down the tunnel from the direction they had just come!


  “Hurry, Penny!” Mark whispered. “Climb! We’ve got to hide!”


  He groped his way to the wall, pulling his sister with him. She brushed her hands frantically across the stone until she felt the holes for hands and feet. Desperately, she put her hands and feet into the handholds and climbed up the wall and through the opening above.


  “David!” she whispered. “David!”


  Several yards down the passage, David stopped crawling. He turned with difficulty in the narrow tunnel and began to move toward her. “What’s up?” he asked, puzzled.


  But Mark got her attention first. “Penny!” he whispered desperately. “Close that door. They’re almost here.”


  “But Mark,” she protested, “We can’t leave you!”


  “Close it!” he said. “I’ve got to get ahead of them. Close it, Penny, before it’s too late!”


  Then Mark began to move rapidly away through the total darkness of the tunnel, one hand brushing along the wall to guide his way, the other outstretched before him. His heart was pounding as he hurried desperately through the blackness, praying that there’d be nothing on the floor to trip him.


  In the narrow passage above, David crawled on his hands and knees to rejoin Penny. “What’s going on, Penny?” he asked when he reached her. They huddled beside the open trapdoor.


  “Oh, David, the men were closing in, and Mark told me to shut the trapdoor. He thought we’d all be caught. Now he’s down in the other tunnel!”


  “Oh, no,” David said. “How will he - ?”


  But before he could finish, they heard the sound of the rapidly approaching men, still shouting and arguing. Quickly, David switched off his light, felt for the trapdoor, and lowered it back into place. Turning in the darkness, he reached for Penny.


  “We’ve got to get away from here,” he said. “They may come up. Follow me as fast as you can!”


  He squeezed past her and began crawling down the passage. He turned on his light, shielding it in his hand so that a narrow beam sliced through the dark ahead of him. Behind him, Penny crawled as fast as she could, in anguish over leaving Mark.


  “David, what will happen to him?” she whispered, her voice filled with fear.


  “He’s got a lead,” David whispered back. “If he can stay ahead of them, he’ll have a chance to get away or find a passage that turns off from the one he’s in.”


  “But what if he comes to a dead end?” Penny asked, her words catching in her throat. “How would he get away?”


  “I don’t know, Penny,” David said, heartsick at the thought that Mark might be trapped by those men below. “We’ve got to pray that the Lord will get him out of this. Remember how we got away in that Egyptian tomb - and in that tunnel in Herr Braun’s villa. Mark knows how to move in the dark. We’ve just got to pray that he’ll get away. But our job is to get out of here so we can run and get help.”


  Their whispers sounded strangely harsh in the stone tunnel through which they crawled.


  As she crawled after David, Penny bit her lip to keep from expressing her fears out loud. Just like in that awful Egyptian tomb! Only this time, the tunnel is so small. It’s like a coffin! Oh, God, please lead us out of here. And please save Mark. Lead him away from those men.
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  Run Off the Road!
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  Meanwhile, miles away from the tunnels in which the three teens were fleeing desperately, Jim Daring hummed a cheerful tune as he drove the rented car from the city toward their rented cabin. He was thanking the Lord for the successful meeting he’d had with the banker in Lagos. We’re lining up all the financing we need for this project, he thought. What a profitable trip this had been. Now I’ll be able to enjoy the beach with the kids.


  He glanced in the rearview mirror and saw a truck behind him, racing to catch up, looking as if it would ram him from behind.


  “Crazy!” he muttered under his breath as he steered his sedan to the right, almost off the side of the road. “I’ll give that nut all the room he wants!” His blue eyes clouded with alarm at the reckless driver so close behind him. Then the truck began to pass.


  The truck lurched by, then slowed suddenly, and veered toward Jim Daring’s car.


  Hitting the horn, he pulled the car off the road, bouncing along the uneven ground, trying to avoid a cluster of boulders directly ahead. He swerved farther to the right and lifted his foot from the brake to keep from flipping over when his wheel turned in the soft dirt. The truck beside him moved onto the rough ground also, veered left around the cluster of boulders, then headed once more toward Daring’s sedan.


  Greatly alarmed now and realizing that the other driver was determined either to wreck his car or force him to stop, Daring pressed the accelerator hard and pulled away from the truck. Then he slowed, turned again to his right, and headed in a complete circle back to the road.


  Behind him, the driver of the truck made a serious mistake. Trying to keep the sedan from reaching the road, he turned his wheel too sharply, putting the truck into an impossibly tight turn. He still might have made it had not his front wheel hit a boulder. The truck lifted on one side, lurched wildly, then flipped over with a horrendous crash of bending metal, and rolled over twice more.


  What’s going on? Daring asked himself, looking in the mirror at the wrecked truck. He got a brief glimpse of dazed men struggling out of the windows of the capsized vehicle. Who are they? Why did they run me off the road?


  He regained the road and pressed the accelerator. I’ve got to get back to the kids - something’s going on!


  Far to the west of his father, Mark raced down the pitch-black tunnel, brushing his right hand along the wall, keeping his left outstretched in case of some obstruction, praying that nothing on the floor ahead would trip him up. The voices of the men were behind him. Glancing back once, he saw the reflection of their light as it illumined the tunnel floor in front of their hurrying feet.


  They’re close! he thought, fighting to keep his fear under control.


  The men were arguing about something, he realized, their voices raised in violent dispute. But they were moving as fast as he was, and he knew that if he came to a dead end or a locked door, he would be trapped.


  Suddenly, his right hand fell away from the stone wall - and he felt nothing. Quickly, he reached to his left. Again he felt nothing. This must be a crossing tunnel! He thought. But which way should I go?


  The men’s voices were closer and louder, and their tones were more violent.


  What are they arguing about? He wondered, distracted momentarily from the decision before him. Then he brought his attention back to his immediate problem: Which one shall I take - the left or the right?


  There was no time to think. Mark plunged to his left, extending his right arm to reach for the wall. As he turned, however, his right hand brushed the wall on that side. This tunnel’s narrow, he thought. Praying desperately that there would be nothing ahead in the blackness, he moved as fast as he dared, his left hand touching the wall for guidance.


  Soon the angry men came to the crossing, and light from their powerful beam spread into the passages on either side. Glancing back fearfully, Mark saw their shadowed forms and prayed that they would not be able to see him.


  Which way will they go? he asked himself as he hurried soundlessly through the darkness.


  After a moment, he realized that his prayer had been answered. The men, arguing still, had passed on, continuing the way they had come. Mark slowed his pace at once.


  I wonder if I should follow them? They may lead me out of these tunnels! Instantly, he decided to do just that. Turning quickly, he began to hurry back toward the intersection of the passages, guiding himself by feeling the walls on either side. Soon he reached the crossing - and halted.


  Glancing down the passage to his left, the way the men had taken, he could make out their shadowy forms in the light of the beam directed at the ground before them. They were perhaps 30 yards away. Mark took a deep breath and pondered his next move.


  If I follow them, I might find the way out of here. On the other hand, if one of them comes back, I’ll be in the same mess I’ve been in - I’ll have to move back into these passages ahead of him, trying to guess where he won’t turn! But if I don’t follow them, how will I ever get out?


  The tunnel was cold and damp, but that didn’t keep Mark from sweating. Wiping his face with his sleeve, he wrestled with his decision.


  Then the light down the passage disappeared. They’ve turned! I’ve got to follow! Quickly, he reached for the wall and guided himself by touch as he raced as fast as he could through the darkness. His hearing was more acute, he noticed, now that the darkness prevented him from seeing. The voices of the men still came down the passage, but he could tell that they were farther away.


  Mark thought suddenly that he didn’t know whether the men had turned to their right or to their left. I’d better keep a hand on each wall, so I don’t miss a side passage. Then another thought came into his mind. Where are Penny and David now? Who knows where that trapdoor led to. It could lead nowhere and they could be trapped! Oh, Lord, please keep them safe! Lead them out of these tunnels!


  Mark knew he had to get out of the tunnels, and that his escape might be the only way that Penny and David could be rescued.


  No one knows where we are! Dad thinks we’re walking along the beach, and he’s expecting to meet us there. He doesn’t know that we went into the cliff through that hole in the stone - no one does!


  Mark was walking rapidly thorough the darkness, fingers brushing the side walls to guide him. Suddenly, his right hand felt nothing. He turned and peered through the darkness. In the distance, he could barely make out the dim glow of a flashlight. He strained to see more clearly.


  Just then, he heard the sound of a door being opened. Light filtered into the darkness, then was quickly extinguished. Mark found himself in utter blackness once again.


  They’ve gone out of the tunnel! I bet that’s the way to the outside! Impulsively, he started to dart down that passage, then hesitated. I don’t know if they’re coming back right away or not. He halted, wondering what to do.


  Then he realized that he had no choice, that he had to get to the outside so he could try again to reach his dad on the cell phone and get help for David and Penny! He moved swiftly down the passage, hoping that the men did not lock the door behind them.


  Mark hurried silently through the dark, one hand outstretched in front of him. Before long, he felt a wooden door, and he halted at once.


  This has got to be the door they took to get out! How long should I wait for them to get away from the entrance? he asked himself. He stood in the blackness and waited.


  



  Miles away from the tunnels in which Mark, Penny, and David were trapped, Jim Daring drove his car with deliberate speed toward the house they’d rented on the Atlantic shore.


  I’ve got to find the kids! I don’t know what’s going on, but that truck sure tried to wreck me! I’ve got to find the kids and get us all out of here!


  Daring steered with great skill along the narrow road, his mind racing as he considered the dangers that threatened them. They’re exploring the beach to the west. I’ll find them there, and we’ll get to a police station!


  Far behind him, three dazed men struggled out of the overturned truck that had now begun to burn. Their leader grabbed his cell phone from the upside-down cab and dashed to safety. Frantically, he called up Manual at the cave.


  



  Manuel and Juan were hurrying along the hillside toward their truck when Manuel heard the buzzing of the cell phone in his pocket. He halted, took it out, and turned it on.


  “Yes?”


  The sounds of the voice was garbled and indistinct. “Say that again!” he said. Again he asked for clarification. This time, the reception was better. As he listened to the urgent instructions, his face showed increasing alarm.


  “All right!” he replied. “I was going to the truck for rope, but I’ll return at once and block that entrance!”


  Turning off the phone, he spoke to Juan. “Forget the rope to tie them up. I’ve got to get back. Their father got away from our men, and he’s heading this way. We’ve got to find those kids before he reaches them and they can call in help! Let’s move!”


  The two men whipped around and began to run back toward the thick brush that concealed the door to the passage.


  Inside the tunnel, Mark had finally found his way to the door toward which Manuel and Juan had gone. He knew that if it were locked, he’d have no option but to try to return the way he had come - back through the cave, down the stairs that led to the boat landing, around the wave-washed ledge to the other side and the tunnel that led out to the cliff entrance.


  There’s no telling how many men are prowling these passages now! he thought. How could I ever make it back to the beach? But if this door is unlocked, I can get out and get back to the house and call Dad. Then we can rescue Penny and David.


  His hand felt for the door handle and found it. Breathing a deep sigh of relief, he prayed fervently, and began to turn the handle.


  Just outside, Manuel and Juan had reached the clump of brush that concealed the door. Manuel forced his way through the branches and felt for the handle of the door. The big man was in a wild rage at these complications to his plans.


  We’ve got to capture those kids! Manuel thought. Then I’ve got to get Juan out of here, so Pedro and I can take away that gold! He grabbed the handle in his huge fist and yanked violently.


  On the other side of the door, Mark felt the handle suddenly snatched from his grasp.
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  Lost
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  David’s heart was pounding as he crawled through the narrow tunnel. The beam of his flashlight lit the blackness ahead. How long will this air last? he asked himself.


  Penny, right behind him, was asking herself the same thing. She voiced this fear to David in a whisper - for some reason, both of them felt they should whisper in this constricted passage.


  “I think the air’s still fresh, Penny,” he whispered back. “Maybe this passage leads to one of the larger connecting tunnels, or maybe to the outside. I think it may be another way to get to the main tunnels below us. But thank the Lord that it’s got air!”


  Then Penny’s thoughts turned to her brother. “Oh, David, I’ve been praying for Mark,” she said. “Remember when we read the Book of Jonah with Dad last night? It reminded us that God rules seas and mountains and everything He made. I know He sees us now, even deep in this tunnel.”


  “I know He does, Penny. And I’ve been praying for Mark, too. He had a head start on those guys, and they couldn’t see beyond their flashlight. He’ll probably get out of these tunnels before we do!”


  David stopped suddenly. The tunnel had become wider, branching out several feet on either side. He flashed the light left and right but saw no opening in the walls. Maybe this is just a place for storage, he thought. The two crawled into this larger area.


  “Let’s take a break, Penny.”


  David turned around and sat with his back against the wall. She came and sat beside him. He twisted the cap of his flashlight, and a bright glow shined all around, instead of the direct beam. He set this on the floor beside him.


  David reached out and put his arm around Penny’s shoulders, drawing her close. She rested her head against him, and the two sat silently for several moments, drawing strength from each other.


  “I wonder where Dad is, David,” she asked finally. “He didn’t answer when Mark called. I hope he’s all right!”


  “I’m sure he is,” David replied. “He’s probably looking for us on the beach right now.”


  “But what will he do when he doesn’t find us? No one saw us go into the tunnel. No one on earth knows where we are!”


  “I know,” he replied, his heart heavy with guilt. Penny had warned him and Mark about entering the tunnel, but they hadn’t listened. And they’d gotten her into this danger.


  “When your dad doesn’t meet us, he’ll call the police to come search. So we won’t have to worry much longer.”


  “It could take a long time for them to find us, David,” she replied. “We’ve got to be careful that we don’t let any of those men capture us before the police find us.”


  “I know. But once the police start looking, it won’t take them long to find that hole we climbed through - after all, we found it! It won’t be long, Penny.”


  “It’s nice to stop crawling for a minute,” she said.


  They sat in companionable silence for a while, then David spoke.


  “I think we should start moving again. We’ll probably get out of here before long. Then we can find your dad, and he can call the police to come get Mark out.”


  “All right. But I wonder who those men are, David. And what are they doing in these tunnels?”


  She looked up at him, close now, and he could see the deep anxiety in her eyes.


  “I don’t know, Penny. I guess people have known about these tunnels for a long time - they could be hundreds of years old. Maybe the Portuguese used them in their wars with the Mohammedans. Or maybe smugglers used them, like the place we found in the south of France a few weeks ago.”


  “Do you think those men are smugglers? We didn’t see anything that looked like it was a military base.” Bad as their situation was, she had begun to feel safer with David’s arm around her.


  “I wouldn’t be surprised. But there’s no telling. We’ll find out when we get out and call the police.


  “If they are smugglers, what will they do to Mark if they catch him?”


  “I don’t know. Tie him up, I guess. But Penny, that’s if they catch him, which I don’t think they’ll be able to do.”


  He squeezed her reassuringly with his strong arm, then let go to pick up the flashlight. “Well, we’d better get going,” he said. Twisting the top of the flashlight to narrow the beam, he shined it once again down the passage. “This tunnel has got to end soon!” he said hopefully.


  They began to crawl, leaving the wide space behind and making their way through the constricted passage.


  “It’s damper now,” she said.


  “I think you’re right,” he replied.


  “Maybe we’re getting closer to the sea!” she said excitedly.


  “Maybe we are!” he answered, his heart lifting. “Boy, are my knees getting sore!”


  “Mine, too!” she said. How many times this summer have we had to crawl like this? she wondered as she followed him on hands and knees through the darkness.


  Then David saw ahead the outlines of a trapdoor.


  “Penny!” he whispered excitedly.


  “What?”


  “There’s a trapdoor ahead, just like the one we came through from that tunnel below!” He crawled faster until he reached the square wooden door set in the stone floor of the passage. Moving to the other side of it, he turned around and faced her. She crawled over to join him and watched as he cautiously shone the beam of his light around the edges of the door.


  “What do you think we should do?” she asked.


  “I don’t know,” he said. “We could lift this and see if we can hear anything. Or maybe we should keep crawling to see if this comes out by the sea.”


  “Maybe that’s best, David,” she said after a moment. “We can always come back here if we can’t get out at the end of the passage.”


  “Penny, I think you’re right. We should first see if this passage we’re in leads to the outside. If it does, we won’t have to get back into those tunnels below us. I hate it, though! It seems like the stone walls are smothering me!”


  “That’s how I feel, too,” she said. “I know it’s worse for you, David. You’re bigger than I am, and you don’t have as much room in this tunnel.”


  “Oh, I don’t think it’s any worse for me than it is for you, Penny.” He reached out and cupped her cheek in his hand. “You know what? You’re the bravest girl in the world!”


  “No, I’m not, David,” she said. “I’m scared.”


  “That’s why you’re brave, Penny. Being brave is when you keep going on - even when you’re scared. That’s what you always do. You never quit.” She leaned her face into his hand for a moment and closed her eyes.


  “Well, let’s keep going,” he said reluctantly. Turning with difficulty in the narrow space, he led once again, following the beam of the small light.


  



  Several miles away, Jim Daring pulled the sedan into the driveway of the rented cottage, jumped out, and ran inside. There, on the kitchen floor, he found the note the kids had left him.


  Dad. We’ve gone exploring along the beach,


  Heading west. Join us if you can. Mark.


  He rushed into his room, threw off his work clothes, and changed into shorts, polo shirt, and tennis shoes. He reached for his briefcase and took out a 9mm semi-automatic pistol and an extra clip of ammunition. Thrusting these into his pocket, he ran out of the cottage and headed for the beach.


  Something’s dreadfully wrong! he told himself as he ran. I’ve got to reach those kids and get them away from the coast!


  As he ran down to the seaside, he pulled out his cell phone and punched in their number. Anxiously he waited for an answer. None came.
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  “I've Got to Find Dad!”
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  Outside the entrance to the tunnel, Manuel and Juan prepared to follow Ramos’s orders and re-enter the passage they’d just left. Manuel turned his head and spoke to Juan over his shoulder.


  “Keep alert! We’ve got to spot those Americans before they can get away!”


  He yanked open the door as he spoke, swinging his head back toward the entrance. Mark’s powerful kick caught him right below the belt with terrible force.


  A split-second of panic had paralyzed Mark as the door had been pulled from his hand and he’d seen the entrance filed with the giant figure of Manuel. Instinct and long training took over at once, however, and his thrust kick caught Manuel before the man had a chance to defend himself. The breath whooshed from the lungs of the huge Portuguese man, and he collapsed in a heap to the ground.


  Mark leaped over the fallen Manuel and slammed his fist into the face of the smaller man behind. Juan, too, was utterly surprised by the sudden onslaught and he, too, crumpled and fell.


  Thank God they weren’t expecting me! Mark thought, as he turned quickly and ran toward the hill that towered above the spot where the entrance to the tunnel was hidden. Reaching the top, he paused, gazing at the vast panorama of sea that spread out before him. The beautiful emerald-green waters washed against the sandstone cliffs to left and right. Bright beaches stretched along the shoreline. At his feet, the cliff face fell in a jagged tumble to the swirling waters below.


  Mark backed away from the edge of the cliff, then began running along the high ground, heading east, back toward the cottage where his father might already be waiting. I’ve got to get away before those men recover! he thought. He ran carefully, picking his way among the clusters of rock that dotted the top of the cliff. Beneath him and to his right, the ocean pounded against the rocks. A flock of sea birds flew by, soaring up from the waters below as they headed the same way he was running.


  Soon he came to a steep crevice. He stopped, stepped gingerly to the edge, and peered over at the jagged rocks that fell away before his feet. I’ll have to go around this, he thought. Turning to his left he began running again. One false step, he knew, and he’d break an ankle…or worse.


  Yet he couldn’t waste time. David and Penny are trapped in that tunnel and I’ve got to get help! He ran faster, yet with great care. But with every step he ran away from the beach, he was leaving Penny and David farther behind.


  To the east of Mark, Jim Daring was running along the beach, following the way the kids had taken earlier that day, searching ahead as he rounded each jagged outcropping of cliff that blocked his view ahead. How far have they gone? he asked himself. They’ve probably had a two-hour head start. But I can’t take a chance of passing them. I’ve got to check all these openings in the rock.


  He dashed into a gap in the tall rock cliff. But there was no one there. He ran out and continued his race along the beach. His mind wrestled anxiously over the truck that had run him off the road. Who’s behind that? He couldn’t think of any reason for it. He only knew that he had to find the kids and take them all out of danger.


  Finally, Jim Daring slowed his pace. Sweat poured down his face and soaked his shirt. I can’t wear myself out, he realized. He continued his trek at a fast walk, heading relentlessly to the west, searching for the teenagers. Periodically, he pulled out his cell phone and tried to call the kids. But each time, there was no answer.


  



  Behind Daring, several miles farther east, in the grove of trees where his men and equipment were concealed, Ramos was beside himself with rage.


  “What do you mean they capsized the truck?” he shouted. “All they had to do was run the American off the road and capture him! How’d those clumsy fools wreck their own truck?”


  “I don’t know,” the quailing man before him replied, shrinking before Ramos’s dreadful anger. “They just called and told me that they’d turned over the truck, and it caught on fire. And that the American had gotten away! They called Manuel and warned him. And they told him about those American kids getting into the tunnel. Then they hung up!”


  Snatching the phone from the shaking man, Ramos punched in the numbers. I’ll find out what those fools have done! he thought. He jammed the phone against his ear and waited. But there was no reply. Maddened, he punched the numbers again. Again, there was no answer. His round face grew redder, and he threw the phone to the ground and yelled for his men.


  “Get your gear! We’ve got to finish tonight! We’ll start at sundown. Now, you two - ” he pointed to two husky men in jeans and turtleneck sweaters “ - go to that hole in the cave that Juan blew this morning. Help Manuel and Juan capture those kids. Then guard both entrances to the tunnels. We’ll come in with a load of gold two hours after sundown. Then we’ll send Carlos back for the last load - I don’t care how much he complains! We’ll finish this job tonight! Understand?”


  The two men nodded, ran for their car, jumped in, and headed west along the road that paralleled the beach. The others began gathering their gear with haste under the bitter lashing of Ramos’s tongue.


  “We can’t waste a minute!” Ramos raged. “When the sun goes down, we launch the raft and head for that caravel. The divers will go under at once. We’ve got to finish tonight! There are too many people clustering around this beach and these caves!”


  



  Mark stopped at another jagged slash in the rocks before him. How much farther from the beach do I have to go to get around this? he asked himself. Looking back, he tried to gauge the distance that he’d covered since leaving the cave. He stood, breathing deeply, weighing the alternatives; his normally friendly face frowned in concentration. Then he made up his mind.


  I’ve got to head back to the beach! If David and Penny escape from that tunnel, that’s where they’ll be looking for me. And Dad will look there, too. I can’t keep going away from the beach like this!


  He searched for a way down the steep slope before him. Carefully, he plotted his course, then began his slow descent. The sun beat down with increasing force, yet the strong breeze from the sea kept the heat form being too oppressive. The wind was refreshing after his time in the tunnel, and his spirits began to lift. Those tunnels were a trap! Thank the Lord I’m out! Now, to get help for Penny and David.


  He descended carefully, testing the rocks and stone ledges before trusting all his weight to them, holding on to outcroppings with his hands as he made his way slowly down the steep slope.


  Suddenly, a rock gave way beneath him, his feet flew out, and only his frenzied grip on a rocky ledge beside him kept him from plunging downward.


  Heart pounding, he hung for a moment. Then he began to move his feet, groping for a ledge to stand on. Finally, he found one and got both feet firmly planted. His other hand had found a hold, and for a moment he hung like that, with part of his weight resting on the ledge, but most of it on the strength of his arms as he held to the rocks above his head.


  One careless step - that’s all it takes! I almost went down with those sliding rocks!


  When his heartbeat began to slow down, he reached out with his feet again, glancing beneath him, searching for another place to step. He found one and tested it gingerly, first with one foot, then with both. It seemed firm. He reached one hand down for another grip, found a piece of stone jutting from the side of the slope, and grabbed it. Then he put his weight on the stone beneath his feet. It held.


  Slowly, Mark moved down the rocky slope, knocking stones loose occasionally as he descended. They rattled down the cliff, bouncing out toward the sea, until they reached the beach below.


  A flock of birds flew by from behind him, startling him with their wild cries. The ocean pounded on the rocks and beaches below. The powerful breeze from the sea swirled dust around his face from the sandy rock wall of the cliff. Step by careful step he descended, the sweat soaking his clothes and streaming from his face.


  At last, he reached the bottom. He stood on the beach and collected himself. Turning, he faced the ocean and let the strong breeze cool him. The beach stretched toward the cliffs to the west and to the beaches east from which he and Penny and David had come earlier that day.


  Glancing at his watch, he was shocked to see how much time had past since they had left the cottage. He glanced up at the sun. Wow, it’s getting lower. Pretty soon it’ll be dark. I’ve got to find Dad.


  Mark began to run along the beach, heading east, back toward the cottage. It greatly concerned him that he was leaving Penny and David behind, but he knew he had to reach his father and call the police. There were just too many men around those tunnels for him and David to fight alone.


  The beach widened. He swerved toward the water, running along the edge of the rock cliff, glancing upward frequently. That hole we went through to get to the tunnel can’t be far, he thought.


  And before long he saw it, on the side of the slanting hill above him. Mark swerved closer to the cliff, glancing up at the opening through which he and Penny and David had entered the caves. He ground to a halt before a large boulder and stood irresolutely for a moment. The boulder blocked his view of the beach to the east.


  Would it help Penny and David if I went back in there and looked for them? But he already knew the answer to that. Their only hope of rescue was from the police. There’s no telling how many men are in those caves now. I’ve got to keep going! I’ve got to reach Dad and the police!


  He started to go around the large boulder, then stopped: I’d better make sure if anyone’s coming? Slowly he leaned his head past the boulder – and saw two men in the distance, running his way.


  He whirled – he was out of their sight behind the large rock – and began running back westward, toward the entrance to the tunnel, searching as he ran for a place to hide.
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  Gold!
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  David stopped. “Penny! Here’s another trapdoor!”


  His excited whisper pierced the silence of the tunnel, and Penny’s heart leaped with hope. David pointed his flashlight at the wooden door just before him. Then he realized that Penny, directly behind him, could not see it. So he scrambled across the door, turned with difficulty in the constricted tunnel, and faced her, his light shining on the door.


  “Where do you think it leads?” she asked. “To the cliffs? Oh, David, maybe we can get out of these tunnels now!”


  “Maybe we can, Penny,” he said hopefully. “I’m going to try it. Don’t make a sound!”


  David located the hinges on which the trapdoor swung. Then he turned off his light and stuck it in his pocket. He gripped the door and lifted it a couple of inches. Instantly, fresh air blew up into the tunnel in which the two were crouched.


  “I smell salt air, David!” Penny whispered excitedly.


  “Shhh!” he cautioned. “Let me see if there’s anyone below us!”


  He peered through the narrow opening…but saw nothing in the blackness below. Raising the trapdoor higher, he leaned his head into the opening. Still he could see nothing. He pulled himself back and whispered over the door he still held open in his hands.


  “Penny, the air’s coming from the right. I bet that leads to the cliffs. And you’re right - it’s salt air! It’s from the ocean!”


  “Oh, David, it’ll be tough to get down.”


  “I’ll try to feel for the footholds with my feet while you hold the light,” he whispered. “Back up so I can lay this trapdoor on the floor.”


  Penny scurried backward, and David lowered the wooden frame quietly to the stone floor.


  “Now, let me try to find those holes,” he whispered.


  He sat on the edge of the opening, then lowered himself part way. Holding himself with his hands, he felt with his feet along the walls of the tunnel below him.


  “There’s one!” he whispered triumphantly. Resting his weight on it, he felt with his foot for another hole in the wall. “And there’s another!”


  Step by careful step, he lowered himself into the tunnel below. Finally, he stood on the stone floor.


  Listening closely for any noise, David said softly, “Find a foothold and step carefully.”


  Penny lowered herself through the opening and felt with her foot for one hole and then another. Slowly, she descended, just as David had done. When she was on the bottom, she sighed and whispered, “Oh, David.” He put his strong arms around her and held her for a minute.


  “Let’s follow this breeze,” he said. “It’s got to be coming from the outside, so there must be an opening to the sea this way. It smells of salt!”


  He took her hand, put his other hand on the wall, and began to lead her through the darkness.


  “It’s damp,” Penny whispered.


  “It sure is,” David agreed. “We’ve got to be getting close to the ocean!”


  David stopped suddenly, and Penny bumped into him.


  “What’s the matter?” she asked.


  “There’s another passage here,” he replied. He flashed his light on the floor around him, sweeping it in a circle. He knew immediately that they were in some kind of room. Across from them, stacked against the wall, were canvas-wrapped packages.


  “What are those, David?”


  “Let’s look,” he said, stepping over to them. He flashed the light over the bundles.


  “They’re damp,” he said.


  He reached toward one of them and pulled at the canvas. It wouldn’t budge. Then David realized that they were all tied with thick rope. He tried to pry loose the other end. It, too, was wrapped tight. Now he was really interested. Kneeling down, he handed the light to Penny.


  “Shine this for me, while I open up one of these packages. Maybe this will tell us why all these men are in the tunnels.”


  Pulling his knife from his pocket, he opened it, then slashed the rope, and pulled away the canvas. The metal bar that greeted his eyes was discolored and mottled from its centuries’ long immersion in the sea. David scraped it with his blade.


  “What could this stuff be?” he whispered.


  Penny’s heart leaped with the realization of what it was. “It’s gold, David! It’s a gold bar! That’s how they used to ship gold from the New World - in bars just like that! I’ve read about it.”


  “Gold? This dull stuff?”


  “But it’s not so dull where you scraped it with your knife. That’s gold, David. I know it is. Remember those pictures in the film we saw at Sagres?”


  “Penny, you’re right! It’s got to be that!”


  Penny reached out and felt the canvas. “This canvas is wet, David,” she said, her voice rising with excitement. “And it smells of salt. I bet these just came from the ocean.”


  David felt the other bundles. They were soaked as well.


  “Penny, I bet you’re right. The canvas is new, but these bars are old and crusted. Do you think those men we saw in the tunnels found these things in the ocean.”


  “If they did, they’ll be desperate to catch us…and keep us from telling anyone.” She said soberly. “We’ve got to get going.”


  “We sure do!” he agreed. If it’s not already too late! he thought grimly.


  Hastily, he pulled the canvas back to cover the bar of gold.


  “I’m going to keep the light switched off in case any of those men are close by. Let’s go!”


  He turned off the light and took her hand. Then he led back into the tunnel, feeling the wall with his other hand.


  The two hurried down the black tunnel, moving as fast as they dared, praying that they would encounter none of the men.


  After racing through the passage for what seemed like a long time, Penny thought, When will we find a way out of here? She knew it would be easy to panic in such a dark and confined place. But she also knew they might be closer to the beach, and escape.


  “I think we’re getting closer to the sea, David!” she said.


  “I do too,” he replied. “It won’t be long now, Penny!” he replied.


  For several more minutes, they continued their flight through the darkness, expecting any moment to encounter some of the men connected with the bars of gold they’d discovered. Suddenly, David’s right hand felt nothing but air. He stretched out to touch the other wall, and he realized they had come to a turn. Slowly, he led her into the turn, and then, in the distance, he could make out a faint glow.


  “There’s light ahead!’ he whispered over his shoulder.


  David wanted to run toward that light, but he dared not. He led her at the same careful pace, closer and closer to the light that he could now see pouring into the tunnel from the left.


  “Penny, this is where we came in!” he whispered, excitement in his voice. “We’re almost out!”


  “Oh, David! At last!”


  



  Just outside the entrance to the tunnel - only a few yards from David and Penny - Mark scrambled desperately to hide from the two men he’d seen running his way. He clambered up the stone cliff wall, trying not to knock loose stones that would roll down and betray his presence. Cutting his hands on the rocks, he pulled himself up vertically to a narrow ledge just above the hole that led into the tunnel. He stretched his frame along the ledge, praying that he’d be hidden from the men below if they looked up along the cliff.


  His heart was pounding as he lay flat. Then he remembered the phone in his pocket. Frantically, he pulled it out and tried once more to reach his father.


  This time his father answered.


  “Mark, where are you?”


  “Dad, I’m hiding on a ledge, halfway up the cliff, just outside a hole that leads to a tunnel in the hill. We went exploring a couple of hours ago and got trapped by some men inside. We ran away from them before they found us. I … ”


  “What about Penny and David?’ his father asked quickly, interrupting. “Are they with you?”


  “No, they’re still inside. Call the police. There’s a bunch of men in the tunnels, and they’re up to no good. I got out of the tunnel and was heading back toward you to get help, but I just saw two men running this way. They’re about to climb up the cliff below me. Dad, you’ve got to call the police! They’ve got to come rescue David and Penny!”


  “What about you, Mark? Can those two men see you?”


  “I don’t think so. I’m behind a long piece of stone just over the entrance to the tunnel.” Mark described the location of the cave, giving his dad some landmarks to guide him. Then he stopped suddenly. Below him on the beach, he heard the men speaking.


  “Dad,” he whispered, “I’ve got to sign off. They’re climbing up the cliff below me.”


  “Right, Mark. Stay there! I’m on the way, and I’m calling the police.”


  Jim Daring reached in his pocket and took out his wallet. He pulled out a business card and read off the number of Dervy de Souza, his banker friend. Quickly, he punched in the numbers. He’ll know how to reach the police, he reasoned. As he waited for his friend to answer, he prayed to the Lord to keep the kids safe. He began to run westward along the beach.


  Mark stretched along the ledge that overhung the opening to the tunnel. He was praying, too - praying that the rock would keep him from the eyes of the men below. He tensed his muscles as he heard them approach.


  The men made no effort to be quiet, clambering up the sloping cliff with wild abandon, loosening rocks that bounced and tumbled their way to the beach below. As they drew closer, Mark heard their rapid conversation - in Portuguese, he guessed, for he couldn’t make out a word.


  Oh, no! Mark thought wildly. Will they see me?


  



  Far down the beach, out of Mark’s sight behind the protruding stones of the cliff, his dad ran, phone pressed to his ear. He punched the numbers again, trying to reach his friend in Lagos. He realized with alarm that it would be dark soon.


  A lonely bird, carried along by the strong breeze, swept over Jim Daring’s head, crying mournfully as he passed. His wings barely moved. Then he was gone.


  Daring waited for de Souza to answer. But the phone continued to ring. Where is he?
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  Darkness Was Falling
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  Crouching inside the tunnel near the hole in the cliff, Thomas and Mario could stand to wait no longer.


  Tossing aside his cigarette, Thomas snapped, “I can’t just do nothing! C’mon, let’s go find those Americans.”


  “Suits me,” Mario replied. “I’m ready to punch those boys for all the trouble they’ve caused us!”


  David, closely followed by Penny, approached the hole in the cliff wall when the light from outside was blocked by Thomas’s body as he stood and began to walk deeper into the tunnel. The man flashed his light to his left, away from David. Hearing Penny gasp, the man whirled to his right. But David had stepped forward and planted his feet. Instantly, he twisted his torso back, then forward, and his right fist drove into Thomas’s midsection with all the force of his body. Twisting again, David drove his left fist into the man’s face.


  The big flashlight fell from Thomas’s hand as he collapsed. David scooped up the light and swung it in a vicious arc, striking the face of Mario, who had rushed toward him. With a cry of pain, the big man stumbled back and stood outside the entrance, swaying to regain his balance as blood gushed from his broken nose. Then he yelled in anger and pain, yanked a long knife from his belt, and started to go back into the hole.


  “Back, Penny!” David called, as he saw the man’s blade.


  Just above them, Mark was shocked at the noise and commotion, as well as by David’s voice. He peered over the ledge on which he was lying - and he saw a big man with a knife starting into the cave.


  Instantly, Mark rolled over the edge and toppled the man below, crashing Mario’s head against the rock. Mark knelt on the back of the stunned man and began pummeling him with his fists. The long knife fell from Mario’s hand, and he went limp.


  “David!” Mark called.


  “Mark!” Penny and David cried out together.


  “Get out quick!” Mark said, his chest heaving. “Hurry - while this guy’s still out!”


  David climbed through the tunnel opening, gripped his friend’s hand, grinning gratefully to see him safe, then reached back and grabbed Penny’s wrist. She seized his wrist with her hand, and he pulled her out easily. Soon the three of them stood perched on the narrow rock platform. Penny threw her arms around her brother’s neck and began to cry with relief.


  “Oh, Mark, we didn’t know what had happened to you.”


  “I’ll tell you when we’ve got more time,” he said, hugging her fiercely. “Right now we’ve got to get out of here before those guys recover and call their friends!”


  He turned and led the way down the cliff. Penny followed, and David came last. Soon they were on the beach.


  David and Penny noticed that the sun was almost setting and they were astonished at the passage of time.


  The three began to trot eastward, back toward the cabin they’d left so many hours before on what they’d thought would be a pleasant stroll on the beach. Mark punched the numbers of his cell phone as he ran. David and Penny searched the cliffs for a hiding place.


  This time his father answered the phone immediately. Mark outlined the situation as quickly as he could while the three continued along the beach.


  “All right!” Jim Daring said decisively, when he’d heard the story. “Get back here as fast as you can! I’m still trying to reach the banker - he hasn’t answered yet. I’ll keep heading your way until we meet, then we’ll head back to the cabin.”


  



  To the east of Jim Daring, Ramos’s men launched the large rubber craft as the sun’s light began fading in the west. Carlos’s powerboat was already ahead of them, cruising for the spot where the caravel had sunk four centuries before. The two crafts would meet there, and the divers would go to work bringing up the remaining bars of gold.


  “We’ve got to finish this in a hurry!” Ramos snapped to his men as the waves began to buffet the fast-moving boat.


  On the beach, heading toward the tunnel entrance that Juan had blown open that morning, Ramos’s two men in jeans and turtleneck sweaters were hurrying. One of them had drawn a pistol from his belt, and the other held a cell phone.


  Heading directly toward them, out of sight because of the curve of the beach, the three teenagers were running, earnestly searching for a hiding place.


  David, running ahead of Penny and Mark, stopped suddenly and threw himself to the ground just behind a rock ledge. The others did the same, not knowing what he had seen.


  “What is it?” Mark whispered urgently.


  “Two men running this way!” David answered. “I think one of them has a gun in his hand!”


  “They’re probably in the gang with those guys in the tunnel!” Mark said.


  “Let’s crawl behind those rocks, then climb!” David said.


  Quickly, the three crawled over the few feet of sand until they reached the outcropping of rock that jutted from the cliff. They stood behind the cover of the wall of rocks, and then ran to the face of the cliff.


  “They’re still heading this way,” Mark said in alarm. “How can we get out of sight before they get here?”


  “We’ve got to hide until they run by,” David answered, looking frantically for handholds.


  “There’s a big cluster of rocks up there!” Penny pointed. “Maybe those would hide us.”


  “Let’s go!” Mark answered. “That’s our only hope now.”


  The three began to climb.


  I’m not sure we can make it to those rocks before the men come around that corner, David thought. Mark and Penny had similar doubts. Mark was leading, Penny was just behind him, and David followed. Handhold by handhold, foothold by precarious foothold, the three desperate teens struggled up the sloping cliff. Each was praying that they’d make it to the cluster of rocks before the men saw them.


  “David, if those men have guns, we’re sunk!” Mark whispered.


  David didn’t reply. He knew Mark was right. They couldn’t do anything to protect themselves if those men had guns - and David was sure he’d seen a pistol in the hand of one of them.


  They’d climbed about 40 feet up the slanting cliff before they heard the shouted conversation of the two running men.


  “Freeze!” David said urgently. “Hide as best you can!”


  Turning, Penny wedged herself into a crevice between two sharp rocks. Mark flattened himself against the wall, hoping he wouldn’t be immediately noticeable to the men below. David crouched behind a large rock and made himself as narrow a target for anyone’s vision as he could.


  The two men rushed around the large rock outcropping and continued to run toward the opening in the cave. But even as the men passed below, the three teens realized that there were no jutting rocks to hide them from sight if the two men looked back.


  “Let’s keep going,” Mark said.


  The three continued their laborious climb up the cliff. Finally, they reached the cluster of rocks that they’d hoped would hide them. They crawled around a large boulder.


  “We’re out of sight!” Penny said, panting. She glanced to her right at the two running men who still headed west.


  “Thank the Lord for that!” David replied, gulping in air.


  “Wait! What’s that?” Mark said in sudden alarm, pointing out to sea.


  David and Penny turned their heads and looked where Mark pointed.


  Not far from the beach, still visible in the falling darkness, two powered craft were crashing through the waves, heading out to sea. The large rubber raft was packed with men.


  “Those men in the boats could have seen us climbing if they looked this way!” Penny said in alarm.


  “Are they working with the gang in the tunnels?” David wondered aloud. “Or the men running along the beach?”


  As if to answer his questions, one of the men in the large rubber raft flashed a light toward the beach. Looking to their right, the teenagers saw that the two running men had stopped and were aiming their own flashlight out to sea.


  “They’re signaling each other!” Mark said.


  “If the men in the boats saw us, they’ll tell those men to come back and get us!” David said.


  “Should we go back down and run away from them?’ Penny asked.


  “I don’t think so,” David answered. His brown eyes were anguished. “It’ll take us too long to get down. They’d be right below us before we could make it.”


  “Can we keep going up?’ she asked.


  The two boys scanned the cliff above them. It was a bleak prospect, because from that point upward the cliff was smooth, without any handholds or outcroppings to climb on.


  “I don’t see how we can go any father,” Mark said slowly.


  “Then we’re trapped here,” Penny said.
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  “Can They See Us?”
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  “No, we’re not!” David insisted. “We’re not trapped. Not yet. In a few minutes, it’ll be darker - then we can start climbing down. But we can’t wait too long, or it’ll be too dangerous to find footholds when there’s no light at all. Those men in the boat didn’t see us.” He nodded toward the men on the beach below. “Look, they’re running again, in the same direction they were going. And those boats haven’t stopped - they’re still heading to sea. I think we’ve gotten away!”


  “Thank God!” Penny said gratefully.


  “You’re right about going down, David,” Mark said. “We’ll break our necks if we wait too long. Let’s go pretty soon, while we can still see something.”


  They waited a few minutes. Then the three began their descent. With hearts pounding, they encouraged each other as they reached for footholds, gripping with their hands until they stood securely on rocks, then letting go and reaching for footholds and handholds. It was a race against time - they had to get to the bottom while they still could see.


  “Do you think those men on the beach are looking for us, David?” Mark asked, as he reached for his grip.


  “I sure do!” David replied. “I think they’re all connected. Those boats are going for more gold, I bet. Penny and I saw gold bars that had been in the ocean. And the men in the cave have got to be part of the same gang. They know that they’ve got to get us if they don’t want the police brought in to stop them.”


  “Then they still might come after us if they see us?” Penny asked.


  “Yes,” David answered. “But it’s getting darker all the time. I don’t think they can see us anymore.”


  I hope he’s right! She thought as she struggled to find a foothold. It’s harder and harder to see where to step!


  



  At the entrance to the caves, Thomas and Mario had finally staggered to their feet. Both were bleeding. Outraged at the sudden attack that had left them groggy and helpless, and realizing that the kids had gotten away, they began to limp down the passage to the radio room, planning to call Ramos and warn him. Finally, they reached the room and burst in - only to find Juan tied to a chair.


  “What’s going on?” Mario shouted, whipping out his knife and slicing the ropes that bound the struggling man.


  “Ramos told us to get back in the tunnel and find those Americans,” Juan reported. “But just as we came in, one of them surprised us at the tunnel entrance and knocked us down. We weren’t expecting anyone there! Manuel went wild, and when another man joined him, he pulled a gun on me and they tied me up!”


  “Another man?” Thomas yelled. “Who was he?”


  “I don’t know,” Juan said. “I never saw him before. Manuel called him ‘Pedro.’


  Thomas and Mario were stunned at this news. They stared at Juan as he struggled to his feet and rubbed his hands.


  “They’re working together, though. And they’re going to get that gold from us.”


  “What?” Thomas yelled. “Get our gold? How do you know that?”


  “Pedro told me. They were mad as devils at first. Then they started talking about their ‘plan.’ They started laughing and said that they’d at least get away with what they have. Then they tied me up and ran out.” He rushed to the locker and yanked open the door. “Here, we need lights.” Finding only two flashlights, he handed one to Thomas and kept the other.


  “Thomas, call Ramos now! Mario, come with me. We’ve got to get to the gold before those scum can take it!”


  Thomas went to the radio as Juan and Mario rushed out of the room and hurried along the passage that led to the boat landing. Reaching it, they skirted the huge quarry by the narrow ledge, then went up the wooden steps to the tunnel. From here they ran to the storeroom.


  The gold was gone!


  Outside the entrance to the cave, on the landward side, Pedro and Manuel lifted the last of the ingots into the back of a small truck. They left the dolly inside the door, since they wouldn’t need it anymore. Shutting the tailgate of the truck, they ran to the cab and got in. Pedro started the engine, put the truck in gear, and pulled away from the cluster of trees in which the vehicle had been hidden.


  “Well, brother, we didn’t get it all - but we got a lot! Much more than our share would have been from Ramos. We’re rich, Manuel!” Pedro threw back his head and laughed.


  Manuel grinned. Then he laughed, too. He’d been outraged that the American boy had felled him - and that Ramos had somehow suspected him and had sent Juan to spy on his actions. He laughed again, feeling smug that he had outwitted Ramos after all.


  “That scum Ramos is so arrogant!” Manuel said contemptuously. “Thought he was so smart and I was so dumb. He’ll learn who was dumb when he gets to that room and the gold is gone! By the time they find Juan and learn what’s happened, we’ll be far away!”


  The cabin of the truck resounded with the triumphant laughter of the two thieves.


  “We’ve won!” Pedro shouted, wiping his sleeve across his face to brush away the tears his wild laughing had brought to his eyes.


  “We have indeed!” Manuel shouted in return. “We’ve beaten them all. And we’re rich, Pedro, rich! Wouldn’t Father have been proud that we’ve stolen so much gold? He never stole this much. He hoped we’d become better thieves than he was.”


  “And we have!” Pedro said, his thick face wreathed in a smile.


  The truck, with its gold, sped through the darkness and away from the cliff and its network of tunnels.


  



  Out on the ocean, Ramos sat in the stern of the large rubber craft, stunned at what he’d just heard on his radio. Finally, he regained his voice.


  “What do you mean, Juan was tied up? Why was he tied up? Where is Manuel?” His eyes grew wide as he listened to Thomas tell what had happened. “What? The gold is gone?” he cried, half-rising in the pitching boat.


  Ahead of him in the craft that bounced on the rolling swells, men labored swiftly, retrieving the bars as the divers brought them to the surface, then loading them on Carlos’s boat, which was tied alongside. The divers wasted no time on the surface. As soon as the men in the rubber raft took the gold bars from them, they dived under again, heading for the caravel. Below, one man was bringing bars out of the vessel and placing them on the sandy bottom, while two others brought them to the surface.


  The work was going swiftly, and Ramos had been pleased - until this news. Now he was shouting again.


  “What do you mean, you can’t find Manuel? You know where he’s supposed to be - getting ready to receive another load from Carlos’s boat! Find him at once! Then get to the cave and get ready to receive the load from Carlos.” He switched off the radio. “Something’s very wrong,” he said grimly to his lieutenant. “Manuel’s missing. He and another man named Pedro tied Juan to a chair in the radio room and left. The gold is gone from the storeroom!”


  “What? Is Manuel double-crossing us?” his lieutenant asked swiftly. His dark eyes narrowed. “Doesn’t he remember what happened to the last man who tried to cross us up?”


  “They’ll learn soon enough,” Ramos said. “Even if they try to steal the gold they have, it’s just a part of what we’ve found. We’ll get’em. We’ll get that gold, too!”


  



  Jim Daring dodged a large boulder as he ran along the beach - then he spotted the kids just 30 yards away. Shouting with joy and relief, they rushed toward each other.


  “Daddy!” Penny cried, increasing her speed.


  Mark and David were right behind her. She threw herself into her father’s strong arms, and he hugged her tight. Mark and David clustered around.


  “Thank the Lord that you’re safe!” he said. Still holding Penny with his left arm, he shook hands with Mark and then with David. The three teens started talking at once.


  “One at a time!” he protested with a laugh.


  “Okay, Dad,” Mark replied. “This is the story.” He quickly told Jim Daring what had happened.


  David broke in to tell of the boats out at sea and of the men who had passed them a few minutes ago.


  “So it’s a cargo of gold that they’re bringing up from the ocean?” Jim Daring said, astounded. He wondered what connection this had with the truck that had run him off the road. But Mark made it clear that there was no time to lose.


  “There are lots of men around, Dad,” Mark concluded. “We better get away fast!”


  “Let’s go!” Jim Daring said. They turned and began trotting along the sandy shore toward their cabin.


  “Dad, did you get the police?’ Mark asked suddenly.


  “I got my friend the banker, Mark. He said he’d call the police immediately. He suggested we wait for them at the cabin.”


  “Let’s hope they come in time!” David said.
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  Carlos steered the speeding boat through the rough waters. Loaded with the gold ingots, the boat rose heavily on the relentlessly incoming waves. The boat’s overloaded, he thought. We’re taking in too much water!


  In the darkness, he could barely make out the towering cliffs to his right. What he watched intently were the white-capped waves coming in from his left. These hit the boat violently, erratically, throwing it off course, covering him with spray. The bow of the small craft was tossed in the air at times and plunged into the waves’ troughs at others.


  It wasn’t just the salt spray that had drenched his body - it was sweat. And fear…fear that the powerful waves sweeping in from the sea would swamp his fragile boat...fear that he’d not be able to enter that narrow slice in the rock cliff that led to the cave where he was to unload the gold…fear that he’d be smashed against the unforgiving rocks that loomed in the darkness.


  We’re taking in too much water! he thought again, watching the white water sweep over the sides of the boat. The pump that removed water from inside the boat was going full-tilt, but it wasn’t working fast enough. The rough waves were beginning to wash too much water into the boat for him to maintain this course and this speed much longer.


  Carlos moved the throttle, and the boat slowed at once. Then he turned the wheel several degrees. The boat settled into a more even pace, and the water no longer washed into the boat. But this will take longer! And he knew that there was little time to spare. Ramos had told him of Manuel’s treachery.


  “They’re probably gone by now!” Ramos had said bitterly. “With the gold you brought before. But they won’t get far. We’ll catch them! And they won’t get any of the gold that remains. We’ll all be richer for cutting those crooks out!”


  Brave words, Carlos thought. But how was Ramos going to catch Manuel and his companion?


  Never mind that now! he thought suddenly. I’ve got to concentrate on getting into that cliff! Then I can think about the gold - and my share!


  He pulled alongside the high cliffs near the entrance, turned his boat, and prepared for the final dash.


  Carlos never saw the Navy Patrol Boat approach - not until its powerful searchlight nearly blinded him and the voice from the loudspeaker commanded him to come alongside.


  He would not make that final dash for the opening in the cliff.


  



  Several miles away, the rubber raft landed on the beach. Ramos’s small boat beached beside it. Men leaped from the two craft and rushed the raft and its equipment to the hide-away in the rocks. A truck and a car waited to take the men away.


  Ramos stepped onshore with the radio in his hand, while his companion in the motorboat backed the craft into the sea, turned, and took off at high speed.


  “Hurry! Hurry!” Ramos shouted at the men. “We’ve got to get to the cave! We can’t have any more slip-ups!”


  What he meant was, he didn’t trust those men any more than he trusted Manuel, and he didn’t dare leave them alone with the gold.


  “We’ve got to get there when Carlos does!” he yelled.


  The men worked frantically but efficiently, and soon their gear was loaded in their truck. Ramos jumped in his sedan with two of his men. The truck followed them along the narrow road. We’ll make it! Ramos gloated. We’ll make it!


  The lights of the waiting police cars shocked them all.


  



  In the evening of the following day, the three teenagers were enjoying a fabulous pastry after their elaborate meal as the guests of Senor and Senora de Souza. Penny, lovely in her white dress, sat between Mark and David. Jim Daring and the de Souzas sat across from the teenagers.


  “But how did you discover those gold thieves?” Senor de Souza asked, astonished at their story. “No one had suspected such a thing until you three found them and told your dad to call the police!” The dark-haired banker leaned forward, awaiting a response.


  “Actually, sir, we were just exploring the tunnel,” David answered.


  “And when we heard men following us in that tunnel, we thought we’d better stay out of their sight,” Mark added.


  “When David discovered those gold ingots, we knew that those men were up to no good!” Penny put in, smiling at David, as if he was responsible for the capture of the thieves.


  “Well, this is really sensational!” Senor de Souza told them. He turned his smiling face toward Jim Daring. “I contacted the police as soon as you called me, Jim, and they rushed to the beach at once. They caught the men in the cave. They captured the boat loaded with gold as it tried to enter the cliff. They also caught a truck with two men who’d robbed the others of some gold they’d already delivered to the cave. And they caught the ring leader and his men who were heading to the cave to recover the gold.”


  The banker shook his head in wonder and said, “The police are ecstatic, Jim! Not only that the gold has been recovered, but that the gang of thieves was caught as well!” He beamed at the three teenagers. “You three have really done a great favor to Portugal!”


  The three looked at each other, embarrassed.


  Finally, Mark replied. “Actually, sir, we were just trying to escape! And we would really like to return and see more of Portugal. None of us had any idea of the marvelous historical monuments and buildings in your country!”


  “We were spared the destruction that ruined so much of Western Europe in the Second World War,” Senor de Souza said. “That’s why we have so much - what would you call it? - ‘visible history.’ But where do you go from here, Jim?”


  “Madrid,” Jim Daring answered at once. “We go to Madrid. I’ve got an investor there who’s also interested in financing my Egyptian project. We’ll drive there tomorrow, in fact.”


  A half hour later, the three teenagers left Jim Daring and the de Souzas at the table.


  Penny, Mark, and David strolled on the wide sidewalk around the square. Late as it was, there were also many others enjoying a walk in the pleasant evening.


  “They sure keep late hours in Portugal,” David observed.


  “They do that in Spain, too,” Penny said, smiling up at him. She walked between the two boys, her arms linked in theirs. “And they eat late dinners, often at ten o’clock. I can’t imagine how you boys will survive, waiting so long to eat!”


  “Don’t worry about us, Penny,” Mark said decisively. “We’re not going to wait that long. We’ll find a snack or two while you and Dad wait for dinner!”


  Penny laughed. The moonlight fell on her as they moved out of the shadow of a tall tree.


  “Madrid!” Mark exclaimed, his mind turning to their trip the next day. “Now that’s a famous city!”


  “I’ve already looked at the guidebook,” David said. “Spain has got an incredible history - it once ruled much of Western Europe and controlled the trade to Latin America because it controlled the sea!”


  “We’ll have such a wonderful time there,” Penny said. “I can’t wait to buy some of that famous Spanish lace!”


  The three headed back to rejoin Jim Daring, happily chatting about their coming visit to one of the world’s most historic cities, and wondering what adventures might await them there.
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