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Chapter 1: The Cave

It was late in the summer in the year 1503. It was a hot day,
and it was even hotter in England where the sun shone so bright as
to melt cheese in the shade. So it was that Philip dePaley, son of
Governor dePaley, of Lancashire, was walking along the cliffs of
Dover in an attempt to escape the heat.

“What a bright idea,” thought Philip as he slowly
inched his way down the rock path toward the lower ledge.
“I’ll just take off my clothes and sword, tie them to
my back and swim up toward the town—it doesn’t look too
deep.”

And so Philip unbuckled the jeweled belt that supported the
beautiful sword which hung from his side. He took off his boots,
shirt and hat and, after tying them upon his back, dived head first
into the cool water.

Down, down went Philip and suddenly he wasn’t diving
anymore. He was being pulled under by a strong undercurrent. Then,
suddenly, just as his wind was giving out, he was pushed upward and
a moment later was breathing the sweet smell of air.

When Philip regained his senses, he looked around him and to his
amazement found he was in a mammoth cave! He then realized that he
had been pulled up under the cliffs into a natural cave that had
been made by the sea washing in. While he was taking in his
surroundings his glance fell upon an old wreck of a ship in one
comer. Philip walked slowly toward it. It was an old Viking
ship.

“It was probably wrecked and pulled under here a long time
ago,” thought Philip. And then he saw it!! A skeleton,
clutching A SWORD!

 
Chapter 2: Glowing Discovery

Philip slowly walked toward the skeleton. Bending over he
touched it and instantly the dry bones crumbled into dust, leaving
only the sword leaning against the wet, damp wall.

Philip picked it up and noticed that it was glowing with white
light. It was a beautiful sword of gold, with rubies set in the
handle. On the upper part of the blade was an inscription which
Philip translated from the Norse. “HE WHO USES THE SWORD OF
PARMAGON WILL HAVE STRENGTH AND KNOWLEDGE BEYOND HIS OWN,” it
said.

It gave Philip a strange feeling to touch the burnished
blade—a feeling of unharnessed strength.

Suddenly Philip realized he had been standing there for quite
some time with the sword in his hand. He became aware of the danger
of his adventure! Here he was under the cliffs of Dover, far from
anyone! How would he get out?

All at once the sword began to quiver. It shook so violently
that Philip had to drop it. He saw that the light from the sword
was pointing to a hole in the wall that would have gone unnoticed!
It was then that Philip realized that there was something
mysterious about the sword—he knew not what, but he was
thankful for it!

Picking up the sword he advanced to the hole and saw an old
stone stairway leading up into the darkness. Using the sword as a
torch because of its glowing light, he crept carefully up.

Philip climbed and climbed and it seemed as though he had walked
up the stairs for hours, when suddenly he spied a sliver of light
ahead. Gathering all his strength he ran panting up the rest of the
stairs until he came to a huge wooden door. Spying a lever on the
wall, Philip pulled it and as he did, a sliding door revealed a
room filled with guns, knives, swords, gunpowder and all the
implements of war. Sitting on a large throne was the enemy of the
dePaley family, Baron Kovell, the BLACK BARON!

 
Chapter 3: Plan for War

“You,” cried the baron, jumping up—“a
dePaley! How did you get in here?”

Philip backed into a comer and drew the sword which now began
glowing with a stronger light than before. “You mean you
don’t know about the passage of the cave?” he said.

“My grandfather used to tell me about one but I never
found it, though my men have hunted for it,” the baron
retorted. “Since you have stumbled onto the secret, you will
never leave here…alive!”

“What is this room, an armory?” asked Philip.

“No,” said the baron with an evil smile,
I’this is my ace, my card that will help me conquer all the
lands governed by the dePaleys!”

Quickly the baron’s hand flashed to the wall behind him
and came up with a battleaxe. With a shout he leaped from his
throne and rushed at Philip. As the fatal blow descended, Philip
jumped aside and struck out weakly with the Sword of Parmagon. To
his amazement it severed the thick metal head from the handle of
the axe. The light from the sword glowed with a stronger
determination as though it were mocking the baron for his
clumsiness.

Philip jumped over a pile of crossbows and, terrified, he ran
down a large hall. He heard footsteps running behind him so he
dashed into the nearest room. It was empty except for a small door
at the back, which Philip opened.

It was the entrance to the dog kennels, and Philip was greeted
with a sight that chilled his blood. Five snarling hungry beasts
were chained to the wall opposite him.

The frightened boy could easily imagine why the animals looked
so hungry. They were the dogs used in dogfights and were kept
hungry so they would be more vicious and could fight better. They
looked at Philip with a crazed expression and suddenly, with a
snarl, one of the animals snapped his chain and leaped upon
Philip!

 
Chapter 4: The Long Fuse

The weight of the crazed animal threw Philip to the floor and to
his horror he found that his sword had dropped behind him out of
his reach. The foaming jaws of the dog were coming closer and
closer to Philip’s throat.

Suddenly the terrorized boy heard the beast howl and drop over.
Slowly he rose and, looking toward the door, he saw one of the
baron’s guards.

“I didn’t mean to kill the dog,” said the
guard dumbly, “I was aiming at you!”

“Thank goodness your aim is bad—you got that knife
right in the beast’s back!” replied Philip.

“Maybe if I capture you the baron won’t be so mad at
me for killing one of his dogs,” mumbled the guard.

“I don’t plan to give you a chance,” said
Philip, and quickly he grabbed his sword. With one blow he struck
the Sword of Parmagon against the head of the stupid soldier.
Stepping over the soldier’s body, Philip crept out into the
hall.

“It would be foolish to try to get out of the castle
now,” Philip thought. “The one place they
wouldn’t be looking for me is back in the armory.”
Keeping in the shadows of the tapestries he slowly made his way
back to the room where he first saw the baron.

As Philip entered the room he had an idea. Why not rid the
countryside of the tyrannical rule of the Black Baron? He spied a
pile of gunpowder—just the thing to carry out his plan!
Quickly he emptied the barrels of gunpowder on the floor, and then
put one end of a coil of heavy string under the pile of explosives.
He put the other end of the string on the floor and lit it with a
flint.

“It won’t be long till the whole castle goes
up,” thought Philip. “I’d better get out of
here—fast!”

Picking up the sword he ran into the hall and down a long flight
of stairs. He found himself in a room whose only other way out was
a small window. He was about to go out again when suddenly the door
slammed shut and the baron backed him into a corner. Philip ran to
the window, but one look out showed that it would be suicide to
jump!

It was a 60-foot drop to the water below! Philip turned back and
saw a more horrible fate. The baron was advancing with his sword
drawn. And then Philip imagined he saw the burning fuse-was it as
long now as when he left the armory? He made his decision!

 
Chapter 5: The Plunge

Philip drew the sword up sharply and hit the baron’s chin.
The baron thudded to the floor, but as he fell he pulled the cord,
summoning his guards.

With a flash Philip was on the window sill and with a crash he
plunged headlong through the portal into the emptiness below. As he
fell he heard the deafening roar of an explosion, and he knew that
the castle was gone and the Black Baron would cause no more
trouble. Then he went down and down.

When Philip awoke he found himself in his own bed in Lancashire.
His father and mother were standing over him.

“A job well done, son,” said his father. “Some
of our good people found you washed up on the beach and remembered
you from the Inn. You have been unconscious for three days. The
baron’s castle was completely demolished.”

“We found you with an old sword when they brought you
back,” said his mother. “We have it here,”

As she was speaking she unwrapped a long package and handed
Philip the Sword of Parmagon.

“This sword saved my life more than once while I was in
the castle,” replied Philip. “It belonged to a great
hero once.”

With a smile on his face Philip’s father said, “ And
it belongs to a hero now!”

