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CHAPTER 1.

A Midnight Terror!
Q BOUT threce miles from the Dorset vil-

Jage of Hasset St. (iiles, on the main

L.ondon road, stands a fine mansion

surrounded by a stretch of parklands,
ruarded by stately trees. The villagers call
it the ‘‘Big House,” but its postal name
1s Ludford Grange. By standing on the
bridge that crossed the canal outside Hasset
8t. Giles, one could get a full view of the
house, with its turrets and gabled roof. and
of late it had been the custom of the village
folk to saunter as far as the bridge at
night-time, to look southwards towards ILud-
ford Grange.

For something out of the common hap-
pened there. At dusk, as regular as clock-
work, window after window of the great
house leaped into light. When the darkness
settled down, Ludford Grange became like
a huge fairy palace, blazing on the hillside.
From ground level to roof the clear white
beams poured out of every window, until

the house shone like a star in the distance.

It was known that the house was lighted
by electricity, having its own generating
plant. It was also known that Sir Edmund
Vanderley, the owner of the Grange, was a
wealthy man and could afford to indulge in
any extravagance that appealed to him. Sir
Edmund himself was a inystery to his neigh-
bours. They knew that he had been born
at Ludford Grange—the Vanderleys had
lived in that part of the world from the time
of the Normans—but he might as well have

been a stranger, for he had not sct foot
inside Dorset for forty years, until three
years ago, when he came to live at the
Grange.

Even then he had not mixed much with
those about hiin. Now and again he had
come down to the station to go to lLondon,
and the tall, gaunt ficure, with the tanned,
studious face had made a good 1mpression on
the village. But for the past six months
Sir Edmund had been more of a recluse
than ever, and all that time the mystery of
the lighted windows had exercised the minds
of the villagers,
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— Startling Incidents and Eerie Mystery in this Complete ’Tec Thriller !

A great flapping of wings, an eerie call, and the black shape swoops
across the countryside—it is the Grey Bat, and death is on the wing when
the Grey Bat flies !

Read how Nelson Lee, Nipper and Wolf, when faced with the task of solv-
ing the amazing appearance of the death bat, are involved in a series of
perilous adventures !
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Nor were they the only ones who won-
dered at the strange affair. One night,
about cleven o’clock, a girl was seated at
the window of her bed-room on the second
Aoor of Ludford Grange. Margaret Brierton
was Sir Edmund’s private sceretary, and
had been at the big house for over a year.
She was a beautiful girl of twenty—the
daughter of a major in the Marines, who
had been an oid friend of the baronet’s. Sir
Edmund had written to her when her futher
died, offering her a good home and a good
salary, and Margaret had gratefully accepted.
Her work was light and interesting, and she

had found the baronet the kindlicst of em-

ployers.

There was a big staff of servants in the
house, and Margaret had gradually found
herseli taking charge of the domestic arrange-
ments. It was a very happy time for the
girl until a certain incident had happened
that had altered Sir Edmund. She recalled
that incident now. It had happenecd at the
breakfast table, at which Sir Edmund in-
sisted she should be present. Among the
letters on his plate was a postcard, and the
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tall man had lifted it and had stared at the
crude drawing on the back of 1t; then, with-
out a word to Margaret, he had turned and
left the table, locking himself in his study
for the rest of the day. That same night the
order was 1ssued that all lights should be
kept going all night in any rooms that Sir
Edmund might select. And gradually it be-
came the custom to leave the lights burning
i every room in the front part of the house
—dining-room, study, drawing-room, library,
and the suite on the first floor that the
baronet occupied. Margaret had not ven-
tured to make uany inquiry concerning the

order. Sir Edmund never mentioned 1t, and
the girl also decided not to do so.

Three months later she had another sure
proof that something was wrong. Vincent
Storey, the young Huarley Street specialist,

who had made a study of mental diseases
and was already looked upon as one of the
leaders of his profession. visited So Ldimand,
and apparently examined him, for which
purpose he had been asked to come.  Mar-
caret heard his parting words to the baronet
quite by accident,
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“I have profited to the extent of fifty
guineas,” he said. ‘“And as I warned you,
the money has been thrown away, for you
are as sane as I am!”

This was extremely unsettling, 1if not
alarming. Sir Edmund had sent for. Storey
believing that there was something wrong
with himself. Sir Edmund’s own doubts,
coupled with all the peculiar things that went
on at the Grange, began to prey on the
girl’s mind. Margaret Brierton was only a
young girl, and was scarcely to be blamed
for the growing fears that came to her.
Night after night she found herself unable
to sleep. Her bed-room was exactly above

the study, and she could hear the restless
pacing to and fro of her employer—to and

fro, to and fro, long into the night. Oiften
and often had she crept into her bed and
dropped off to sleep with the steady footfalls
sounding in her ears. 1t was small wonder
that her nerves began to suffer from the
constant strain. .

“I feel that something is going to happen,
that I am waiting for something to happen,”
she murmured to herself now, as she drew
away from the dark window. .

She made her way across the room and
slipped into her bed. A wind had risen and
she could hcar its restless voice in the trees
and round the turrets of the house.
Gradually she dropped off to sleep. Then,
suddenly, she was awakened again, to find
herself stting up, listening intently, her
heart drumming in her throat. She knew
that something had startled her.

She listened again. What was that? Thud!
Thud! Thud! The sound was coming from
below. Something heavy was beating against
the walls of the study.

Crash! There came to her ears the quick
rending sound of broken wood, and with a

leap she was out of her bed, and had
wrapped  herself m her dressing-gown.
Frightened though she was, the natural

courage in her heart revealed itself then.
Something terrible was happening in the
study below—a struggle of some sort was
taking place.

In another moment Margaret was out ol
her room and hurrying downstairs. She knew
that all the servants lived in the other part
of the house—at the back, with the wide
galleries between them and the main part of
the mansion. She had often felt that there
was danger in that 1solation.

Thud! As she reached the foot of the
staircase some hecavy body crashed against
the door of the study, and she heard a scrap-
ing sound as it slid down the panels. With
a quick catch of her breath the plucky girl
leapt towards the door and turned the
knob. It was locked\ and resisted her
frantic efforts.

“Sir Edmund! 8ir Edmund!”’ she called,
h_elar voice sounding high and clear in the
silence.

She saw now that there was no light shin-
img from beneath the doorway, and she

stooped and peered through the keyhole. The
study was in darkness, but presently she saw
that the long French windows that opened
out on to the balcony were wide, and
through them she caught a glimpse of the
sky, with its white stars blinking.

“Sir Edmund! What’s happening?
you there?”’ '

Margaret drummed on the solid door with
her tiny fists for a moment, then the futility
of that attack came to her. |

“I must get in! The window on the land-
ing leads to the balcony! That will be the
best way.”

She flew along the wide-carpeted landing,
reaching the tall window, with its panels of
stained glass. In a moment she had opened
the lower half, and she slipped out to drop
on to the narrow iron balcony that ran along
the front of the house. Turning to her
right, Margaret sped forward and reached
the windows of the study. They were flung
wide, and the curtains were swaying in the
wind. She leapt inside the room, gripping at
the curtains.

Sir Edmund !’ she called.

She took another pace and the curtain in
her right hand was suddenly jerked away
from her. With a strangled scream Mar-
garet leapt aside. She tripped over the
trailing end of the other curtain and fell
on her knees, dragging the curtain down with
her. As she did so she felt a surging cur-
rent of air strike her chcek—air that seemed
to have a hot, fetid tang in it. She had a
dim idea that some great shadow passed
between her and the opcned window, then
the folds of the curtain enveloped her, and
she fought for a moment to extricate herself
from them. '

As she drew herself clear she touched the -
thin leg of the table set in one corner of
the study. She recognised it at. once. 1t
was the little typing table at which she
worked. She knew that there was a shaded
electric lamp on the table, and, kneeling
there, Margaret felt for the switch. The
bulb leaped into light, dispelling the gloom,
and the girl rose to her fcet and turned
the lamp round so that it shone full on the
room.

A hecap of splintered glass in the centre
indicated the fact that the electric chande-
lier in the ceiling had been shattered. And
indeed, the whole room was an absolute
wreck. Pictures, ornaments, were smashed
to pieces, and the heavy wallpaper bore
marks of blows here and there. A chair
had been smashed, and the desk beside the
fireplace was split in two. And lying in a
heap against the closed door was the figure
of Sir Edmund. In one hand he was grip-
ping the heavy poker that he must have
picked up from the fireplace. Margaret, who
had rushed across to him, at once saw a
dull, black bruise on the temple from which
the blood was oozing slowly.

For a moment she thought that he was
dead, but as she raised his head his lips
moved and a low groan came from them.

Are
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The slender girl managed to drag the tall
man to one side, then, turning the key in
the door, she leapt out on to the landing,
and a moment later the bell in the butler’s
room set up its whirring clamour.

As the butler came stumbling out of his

roomm he collided with another hurrying
figure.

“What i1s wrong, Tempest?”

Tempest, Sir Edmund’s valet, shook his

head. He was a middle-aged man, clean-
shaven, and had the sleek, dapper look of
his type.

“PDon’t know. Heard the bell go just
now. Got dressed and came along,” he re-
plied in his jerky voice.

Martin, the butler, began to hurry down
the long passage, buttoning his coat as he
went.

“Wish I could get dressed as quickly as
vou scemn able to do,”” he said with a chuckle,
for Tempest had managed to pull on his
boots and was completely attired.

They found Margaret waiting for them in
‘the wide hall, her eyes full of fear. In a
few words she told them what she had dis-
covered, and Martin turned to Tempest.

‘‘ Better get your bike and go for the doc-
tor,”” he said, a command that Tempest
obeyed at once, hurrying off to his own
rooms, and emerging presently with his
bicycle. Margaret saw him wheel off down
the long avenue, his wiry figure bowed over
the machine, pedalling  for dear life.

CHAPTER 2.
Mysterious!

1" was an hour before the doctor appeared,
][ and by that time Sir Edmund had been
carried into his own room and was
lying on the bed. The doctor met Mar-
paret in the hall when he descended. It
séemed to the girl that there was a per-
plexed look on the medico’s face.

“There is a superficial wound on the
temple,” he said. ‘‘Probably it stunned him
for the moment, but it is not very obvious.
He is conscious now.” He hcsitated for a
moment. “Sir Edmund says he fell against
the door—tripped over a rug. But I—I
looked into the study and—and——" The
truth came out with a jerk. “I think he
has becn the wictim of a murdercus assault.
Yet he tells me that it was all an accident,
and refuses to say anything more about it.”

Margarcet stifled an exclamation. She had
heard that terrible struggle, that grimn fight
in the darknéss; yet Sir Edmund was trying
to make it appear that he had not been
attacked, that his wound was self-inflicted.

“Of course, it has nothing to do with me,”
the doctor went on. ‘“But—well, frankly,
Miss Brierton, there is something very sus-
picious about the whole matter, and 1
honestly think that it is a case for the police.”

A figure eame down the stairs at that
moment, and Tempest came forward. He

had an envelope in his hand which he handed
to the doctor.

“Sir Edmund sends his compliments, sir,”
the valet said respectfully, ‘““and hopes that
you will keep this matter a secret. He wants
you to convince yourself that the whole
affair was an accident.”

The valet looked at Margaret.

“Miss Brierton knows that Sir Edmund
has been rather troubled of late,’” he went.
“To-night, he says, he fell asleep in his
chair in the study, and when he came to him-
self again he found that he had snatched up
the poker and had been smashing up every-
thing in the room in the darkness. He says
that he tried to reach the door and tripped
over something, and that is all he can re-
member.”” He stood aside and pointed to
the staircase. ‘“He wants you, doctor, to
be thoroughly satisfied. He has asked me to
show you the study, and perhaps Miss Brier-
ton will go with you and explain.”

The doctor went up into the study with
Margaret, Tempest following at their heels.
To Margaret it was fairly evident that the
valet was carrying out orders of his master,
and he certainly did so in a very able
manner. They halted in the wrecked room
and the valet looked at Margaret.

‘Miss Brierton found the door locked.
with the key inside,” he said. “That is
right, is it not?”

Margaret nodded.

““The door was locked and the key was
on the inside,” she said. “And I know that
no one came out by the balcony way. They
would have had to pass me. It is over a
forty-feet drop from the balcony to the
ground—too much for anyone to risk.”

The doctor peered over the balcony down
to the ground, glanced over his shoulder
again, then nodded his head.

“I am much more satisfied now,” he ad-
mitted. ‘‘ And, under the circumstances, you
can inform Sir Edmund that the affair will
not be alluded to further by me.”

To Margaret, Tempest’s relief indicated
how deeply intercited he was on his master’s
behalf. It showed itself in the sleek face
in a quick smile, then the valet turned and
hurried away out of the room. The doctor
looked at Margaret for a moment.

“You look as though she had had a severe
shock,” he went on. “If you take my advice
you will go and lie down for an hour. It
must have been a terrible experience for
you.”

The girl tried to obey that
but she found it impossible to rest. Again
and again she heard the heavy blows, the
sounds of that grim fight. Sir Edmund had
scnt the doctor off, quite satisfied; but Mar-
garet knew that i1t had been no dream;
that her cmployer had fought with some-
one—ay life-and-death struggle in the davk-
11CSS.

“T must tell someone,” she thought.
“Someone who will be able to help me. But
I know of no one at all!”

suggestion,
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At lunch she had a chat with Martin. Sir
IEdmund was much better. Tempest had
taken lunch up to him, and the baronet had
‘been able to sit up in bed and write a few
letters. Before the meal was over the valet

appeared, and told Margaret that Sir
Edmund wanted to see her.
Tempest’s anxious face made Margaret

smile faintly.

“I think you ought to have a rest,” she
said. “You look absolutely fagged out.”
The clean-shaven man shook his head..
“Pm all right, miss,” he returned, as he

went out of the room. |

It was about two o’clock when Margaret
entered Sir Edmund’s room. She fournid him
sitting up in bed. His head was bandaged
and there were dark circles under his eyes,
but he smiled -at the girl as she approached
in his usual kindly way.

“I'm afraid I’ve given you a very severe
shock, Miss Brierton,” he gaid. ‘‘But it’s
all over now. 1 shall be quitc myself in a
day or so.”

Margaret murmured something in reply,
and then the baronet drew an emwelope out
from under hiz pillow.

“I thought that a change would do you
good, and I want you to go to London, to
Harley Street, and give this letter to Dr.
Storey. You will be able to catch the three
twenty-five. 1 don’t suppose you’ll be able
to get back to-night. There i1s no immediate
hurry. You can have a day or two in Lon-
don, if you like. The change will do you
good.” He gave her a cheque. ‘“You can
stop at the bank on your way to the sta-
tion,” he added, then paused for a moment.
“I don’t suppose anyone will question you
about what happened last night,” he went
on, ‘“‘but if they do, you can assure them
that it was only an accident—the result of
a bad dream.”

Margaret rcalised that the request was
really in the nature of a command, and she
nod(cl]ed her head. Sir Edmund leaned for-
ward.

“And I am very grateful to you for what
you did for me, Miss Brierton,” he went
on. ‘“You are very brave. It 1s not every
girl who would have climbed out on to the
balcony and have done what you did.” He
hesitated, his sombre eyes fixed on her face.
“Of course, you can prove that I was quite
alone in the room,” he added.

A subtle instinet came to Margaret then,
and she nodded her head.

“Yes, you were quite alone, Sir Edmund,”
she returned, and the baronet dropped back
?'g?inst the pillows with a famnt sigh of re-
1ef.

As Margaret came out of the bed-room she
met Tempest in the corridor, and the valet
stood. aside to let her pass.

*“I have ardered the car for three o’clock,”
he said. “®Bir Edmund told me you were
going to London, miss.”

“Yes. I am catching the three twenty-five,
but as 1 have to call at the bank you had
better arrange for the car to be here at half-

The bank

past two. shuts at three,

know.”

“Very good, miss.”

The lctter and cheque were in Margaret’s-
hand, and the eygs of the valet rested on
flhem for a moment before he turned and left

er. '

Margaret left Ludford Grange promptly
at half-past two, cashed the cheque at the’
local bank and caught the train for London.
She had to change at a junction, Belsdale,"
some ten miles from Hasset St. Giles. When'
she took her seat in the main line express
she found that the opposite seat in her com-
partment was occupied by a slim youngster,
and a small attache-case lay on the seat be-
side him.

It was rather stuffy in the train, and as
she was tired out after all she had been
through, Margaret leaned back in her seat
and closed her eyes, and it was not surpris-
ing that she soon dropped off irto a doze.
The day, that had promised to Le fine, now
became overcast, and thick haze settled down
over the valleys, and a brewing storm
blotted out the sun and mnade visibility very
poor indeed as the train approached the
London suburbs. The train stopped once,
then went on again for its last stretch into
Waterloo. Margaret had only just opened
her eyes at the halt, and as soon as the train
started again she went off to sleep once more
in real carnest.

She could have sworn that no one entered
or left the compartment; the door leading
into the corridor had not been opened. Yet
she was roused from her sleep to find herself
resting on -one of the long couches in the
first-class waiting-room of the big London
station, with a group of men standing around
her, and a woman In nurse’s garb holding
her head, while some strong aromatic stuff
was held to her nostrils.

‘4 "HAT—what has happened?” Mar-
garet asked.
She struggled up into a sitting

position and looked around. The
group of watchers fell back and allowed the
superintendent to come forward and explain
matters. She had been found unconscious in
the corner of her compartment when the
train stopped at the platform. A porter had
tried to rouse her, believing that she was
asleep, and, failing to do so, had sent for
the station-master.

““You feel better now?” he asked.

Margaret was conscious of a dull, sickly
pain in her head, and when she tried to
stand up she found herself swaying. The
nurse supported her for a moment, and
gradually the nausea passed.

“I think that you will find your property
intact,” the superintendent went on. ““You
had a suitcase and a handbag on the rack.
They are here with your gloves and a small
attache-case.”

The articles were brought forward.

“The suitcase and the handbag are mine,
but not the attache-case,”” she said.

you
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“It was found in your compartment,” the
railway official remarked.
Margaret fumbled in her handbag, where

she had placed the letter and her purse.
The purse was there, but the letter had
vauished.

“T have lost a letler,” she said.

A hurried search was made, but there was
no sign of the envelope or its contents.

“I had your carriage carefully examined,”
the superintendent assured her. ‘ There was
nothing else there.”

A swift memory came to Margaret.

‘““But what happened to the other passen-
ger?”’ she broke out. “There was a young-
ster—a youth about eighteen or nineteen, I
should think. He sat opposite me.”

A porter came forward, touching his cap.

“There weren’t anyone else In your com-
partment, miss, when I opened the door,”
he said. y \

Margaret pointed to the attache-case.

“But that is his,” she went on. *“I re-
member it quite distinctly now.”

It was cvident that her information was
news to them all. The superintendent
shrugged his shoulders.

“T wish I had known that before,” he said
regretfully. “I would have had every pas-
senger stopped and searched. Was the letter
important cr valuable?” _

“I don’t know,” Margaret returned. “I
had to deliver it to someone—to Dr. Storey,
of Harley Street. It was handed to me by
my employer, Sir Edmund Vanderley, of
Ludford Grange. It must have been 1im-
portant, for he sent me to London to de-
liver it personally, and now the only thing
I can do is to go to Harley Strcet right
away.”

She gave all particulars and the usual
promises were made about finding the thief
before long, but Margaret felt very doubtful
about it as she took a taxi to Harley Street.

“My dear girl,” exclaimed Doctor Storey,
when he had heard her tale, ““you were
drugged. There is not the slightest doubt
about that. And I should think that the
mysterious youngster who left his attache-
case behind was responsible. ;, It is hardly
your fault that the letter has been lost. In
my opinion, Sir Edmund had no right to
entrust an Important letter to you. Don’t
you worry, though. I will look into this
for you, and see what is best to be done.
I shall have to get into touch with Sir
Edmund and find out what the letter was
all about. And, of coursc, the police will
be busy trying to trace the owner of the
attache-case.”

EEEsE———

CHAPTER 3.
Nelson Lee Gets a Job!
NELSON LEE sat in his study in his

rooms at Grays Inn Road, discussing
something with a Scotland Yard
official, while on the table stood a

small attache-case. Inside the lid were the
initials N.L.

The door opened and Nipper entered.

“D’you want me, guv’nor?’”’ he asked.

Nelson Lee had whipped the attache-case
off the table and slipped it under his chair,
and he sent a flceting wink across to the plain-

clothes man. -
“Yes,” he said. “What did you do with

my attache-case?”

Nipper flushed, looked extraordinarily un-

comfortable for a moment, then blurted out
the truth.
" “I—1 forgot it, guv’nor—left it in the
train. To tell you the truth, I—I got in-
terested 1 something. I had a bit of an
adventure.”

‘““A bit of an adventure,” Lee repeated.
“Well, considering that Detective Thompson
here 1s out to arrest you for drugging a
young lady and robbing her——"

“Jiminy! You don’t mean the
lady who was in my compartment?”

Nelson Lee turned to the Scotland Yard
man and shrugged his shoulders.

““There you are, Thompson,” he said.
‘“Here is your man! Open confession! Take
him away.”

Thompson laughed as he turned to Nipper.

“I don’t think I could persuade the Yard
that I had found the real thief if I marched
you up there, Nipper,” he said. “So 1
don’t think I'll nsk it. But now, old chap,
you'd better let us know just what happened
that evening. What did you do when you
got to Waterloo? Considering that the
young lady who travelled with you *was
lifted out of the compartment unconscious,
I'd like to know how you missed seeing all

that?”’

“T missed it because I wasn’t there!
When that train rcached Waterloo I was
chasing a man down the raillway outside
Earlsfield Station. That’s what I was doing.”

He looked at Nelson Lee.

“It was a fool’s trick, guv’nor,” he
admitted, ‘““but I did it on the spur of the
moment. This is how it happened. 1 was
half asleep and did not know where we were.
The train pulled up, waiting for a signal, 1
suppose. Suddenly the corridor door opened
and a man came Into the compartment. He
looked at me and then at the young lady
opposite. I didn’t move, and suddenly he
crept forward and reached out to grab at
the young lady’s handbag that was lying on
the seat. I was neither fully awake nor
fully asleep, but I made a grab at him. He
turned and jumped for the door, and I fol-
lowed. I found that the outer door of the
corridor was open, and the fellow shot
through like a flash, with the train merely
crawling along. I jumped after him, and
landed on all fours in the middle of the
lines. Lucky I didn’t touch a live rail, too,
seeing that there are electric trains along
that stretch. 1 don’t know why I didn’t
look whero I was going, but the train was
almost at a standstill and I didn’t stop to
think. When I scrambled to my feet I saw
my man pelting down the line, and I went

B I
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aftecr him. There was a thick storm haze
and visibility was none too good. The train
moved off at that moment, and I just got a
glimpse of a man shutting the door I had
left open.”

“You think he was a confederate?”’

“1 didn’t think anything at the time,” said
Nipper ruefully. ‘“But 1t does seem like 1t
now. 'The other fellow must have been keep-
mg watch in the corridor, but my jump
was a bit too quick for him.”

“What happened to you afterwards?”

“I followed the beggar some way, then
he went slithering down the embankment,
over a wall, across a cemetery, along a road,
to a main road, and .1 was just in time to
see him jump on a tram that sped off betore
I had a chance to see what tram it was,
where it was going—or anything. And, as
usual, when you want a -tram you have to
wait. It was a solid twenty minutes before
another tram came along.”

‘“ And that was all?” *

““That was all, guv’nor.”

It was certainly a very open confession,
and both listeners fully realised why Nipper
had kept it to himself. 'The best of us do
foolish, impulsive things at times, and we
do not care to shout them from the house-
tops. /

“It was that attache-case that worried
me,””> the youngster went on. *“I tried to
get another like it, but I had a feeling in
my benes that you’d find out sooner or
later.” | -

Thompson leaned forward.

“You would be able to
man again, 1 take 1t1”

Nipper hesitated.

“I’m not sure, but I think so,” he replied.
“Y only got a very indistinct view of his
face. 1 fanc he had a short, black
moustache, and was very tanned. But he
certainly was nimble enough, for he could run
like a deer. I’'m not exactly slow on my

recognise your

ping, but he fairly left me standing in the

first hundred yards.”

“I’ll have to make a report at hcad-
quarters,’” said Thompson. “But, of course,
that won’t worry you, Nipper. You claim

the case, of course?”

““Oh, yes,” said Nelson Lee. ‘‘It belongs
to me, and if I disown it you will be follow-
ing a false clue.”

But later that evening, when Nipper and
Nelson Lee were having dinner, the dctec-
tive pointed out a probable development of
the affair.

“PDon’t be surprised if we are dragged into
this, my son,” he said. “I could see a glint
n Thom{)son’s eye that meant much. But
I can tell you that if they do ask me to
take up the case you’re in it as well. And
‘there’ll be no trip to Scotland for you until
it’s over.”

“They won’t ask us, guv'nor,” said Nipper.
“Why should they? It has nothing to do
with us, really.”

“I don’t know so much. You certainly
did travel with Miss Brierton, and from your

own account, was a witness to the first
attempt made at robbing her. Mark my
words, we shali be drawn into this somehow.’;

He was to prove himself a very surc
prophet. At twelve noon on the following
day, Nipper, seated in the dining-room,
heard the old landlady usher a visitor into
Nelson Lee's consulting-room.* '

“Dr. Vincent Storey,” the old lady an-
nounced.

Nipper rose to his feet with a groan of

dismay.
- ““Thompson mentioned that name yester-
day,” he thought. ‘‘He is the specialist
who went down to Hasset St. Giles about
the missing letter.” :

A ‘moment later the bell whirred and
Nipper went into the consulting-room and
was introduced to the kecen-looking young
doctor. Storey looked lard at Nipper as
he shook hands. . ]
- “So you’re the bloodthirsty person we
have all been hunting for?”’ he said, with .a
smile. | ' | )
~ ““Yes, he is the culprit, doctor.” ILee put
1n, ] } ’

Storey turned to the detective. .

“Well,”” he said, ‘‘now your assistant is
here 1 can get on with my business.”

Nipper seated himself, and after a'paﬁ';se
Storey went straight to the point.

“I want your help, Mr. Lee,””. he said.
“In a way, that attache-case gives me a good
excuse for coming to you. ~Yesterday, as
no doubt Deteetive-inspector Thompson
mentioned to you, I went down to Hasset
St. Giles to see my patient, Sir Edmund
Vanderley I found out then what was in the
letter. It was simply a request from Sir
Edmund that 1 should go down to his place,
Ludford Grange, and take charge of him ‘as
a special mental case.” |

“Does that mean he is mad?”

“Sir Edmund is as sane as you or I,” the
specialist went on. “I tested him again
yesterday. He is absolutely mormal.”

L“I don’t quite understand,” said Nelson
ee.

Vincent Storey gave him a full account of
all that had happened at Ludford Grange,
just as Margaret Brierton had told him—
of the strange fear that Sir Edmund had
displayed of darkness, of the strange attack
upon him that was hushed up.

‘“When I told him that Miss Brierton had
been attacked in the train he did not appear
to be surprised,” the specialist went on. ‘I
am convinced that he recally expected some-
thing of the kind to happen. It rather
annoyed me, for I don’t think he ought
to have sent her on such an errand that
might have proved dangerous to her, and I
told him so. He only remarked that I must
put it down to his failing mental powers,
and suggested that in itself his act was
enough reason for my keeping him in stiict
observation.”

“He 1s atraid of going mad.
you mean ?”’ :

Is that what
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“1 don’t think so,” he replied, with
the air of a man who weighed his
words very carefully. “If you werc

o meet him you would realise at once that
his whole attitude is absurd. He 1s a typical
specimen of a healthy English gentleman. But
he is afraid of something. The fear 1s a very
tangible one; vet he would not admit it to
a soul. Why should he keep his house in

STOREY was silent for a moment.
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time on a normal man when there are so
many unfortunates needing me up here in
London. But 1t may be a case where your
special training would be useful, Mr. I.ee.
As a matter of fact, I have everything cut
and dried for you, guessing you wouldn’t
say no. DMiss Brierton tells me that Sir
Edmund requires a gardener and a boy to
look after his orchid houses—keep the fires
going and watch the various temperatures. 1
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The crook lunged forward with the oar and brought the blade hard against Nelson Lee. The

detective was caught napping.

In a moment he was sent headlong off his feet clean into the

canal !

a blaze of light all night? e never goes
outside his park gates now, and I learn to-
day that he has bought a couple of huge
boar-hounds, which he takes with him when
he goes for a walk in his own grounds.”

“1t certainly suggests that he 1s afraid of
some sudden attack.”

“But he does not know a soul In  the
county, and he certainly has not had time
to make an enemy there. 1 found out some-
thing else while I was examining him. I
found marks on his skin which prove to me
that he is wearing a shirt of mail beneath
his clothes. T kept that discovery to my-
self; but it is very significant.”

Then, abruptly, Vincent Storey jerked out
his request.

13 ’ .

I can’t go down and look after him,”
be said. “It wouldu't be right to waste 1ny

had a chat with Thompson this morning, and
he assured me that as you are an F.R.H.S.
the job would not be beyond your powers.”
Nipper suddenly chuckled. ’
“Considering that the guv’nor gave over
fiftty new orchids to the Botanical Society
a couple of years ago, and found every one
of them in a trip across South America, 1
rather think that an orchid house would suit
him down to the ground. But with me, of
course, it’s quite different. I don't know
an orchid from a cowslip. But perhaps you
could get some kid from the village to "
“That will be quite all right, doctor,”
said Nelson Lee grimly. “I think Nipper
will be able to stoke fires without much
training. But don’t tell Sir Edmund who
we are. I mean that Nipper and I could
go there and start work without anyone
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being In the sccret. I can get one or two
good men to give me suitable testimonials.”

The specialist looked surprised for a
moment, then a glimmer came into his eyes.

“I think I understand,” he said, “and I
fancy it will be better if Sir Edmund 1s kept
in i1gnorance of your identity.”

That same afternoon Margaret Brierton left
for Hasset St. Giles, and the specialist, Nelsoa
Lee, and Nipper were on the platform to see
her off. It had been arranged that Nelson
Lee and Nipper should go down to Dorset
on the following Monday, and in the mean-
while Lee had to send on the testimonials.

“And you will be Mr. Brown and his
nephew, Tom,” saild Margaret as she shook
hands with them,

CHAPTER 4.
The House of Fe_gr!

HAT evening Nclson Lee sent off the
letters, and on Saturday morning re-
ccived a letter from Ludford Grange.
Sir Edmund was quite satisied with

the testimonials, and would be glad if Mr.
Brown and his nephew came to Hasset St
Giles to take charge of the orchid houses at
once.

By Saturday evening Nelson Lee had made -

all arrangements for his journey to Dorset,
and Monday saw him and Nipper in the train
cn route for Hasset St. Giles. Lee had not
troubled very much about his disguise—a
touch of grey in his hair and a slight tan on
his cheeks was all that was necessary. In his
rough tweeds, with his shabby suitcase,
Nelson Lee looked the part of the typical
professional gardener to the life. Nipper,
an old suit and with a tweed cap pulled down
well over his brows, was also 1nconspicuous
cnough to pass muster.

They reached Ludford Grange about lunch-
timc, and Sir Edmund himself came out to
speak to Nelson Lee. Lee had to admit that
the baronct made a good impression on him
at once. The clear grey eyes and the quick,
kindly smile were proofs of a fine character.
Sir Edmund had set apart a small cottage
outside the grounds for Lee’s use, and he
handed the detective a key.

“That will allow you to get into the
grounds at any time,’’ he said. ‘ Even at this
time of the year the mghts are often cold,
and for the delicate orchids I possess the
fires must be kept going. I have arranged for
a woman to look after your piace for you,
and vou can scttle terms witﬁ her. Mean-
while, if you go round to the servants hall

you will find a meal ready for you.”

Nelson Lee and Nipper promptly went off
round the great house, and presently found
themselves seated at a bip table along with
the staff of the house. The detective enjoyed
a good meal, and listened to the gossip that

assecd between the maids and footmen.
Rlipper noted that there was one individual
whom they did not secm to like very much—
the valet, Tempest.

‘ SPEED MAD !’ Hurricane story of motor-racing abroad—

““He’s always sneaking about the place hike
a cat,” was what one of the maids, a pert-
looking girl, with flashing black eycs,
declared. “I met him coming out of the
library just now, and he fair made me jump,
he did.” I told him he ought to wear a bell,
so’s people could hear him coming.”

After the meal, Nelson Lee and Nipper
went down to their cottage, and found that
it was an 1deal little place.

. “It strikes me that there are worse jobs
than being a head orchid man,” Nipper
decided.

It was four o’clock when they first entered
the range of hot-houses. 8Sir Edmund was
waiting for Nelson Lee, and Nipper saw that
the baronet was very keen on the wonderful
flowers, for which men had given their lives:
In a few momenés he and Nelson Lee were
deeply engrossed, and Nipper, after following
tlfme;n from house to house, finally had ecnough
of 1it.

“If I listened to much more of that it
would drive me dotty,” he mutfered. ‘With
their odontoglossum and symbibiums and onct-
dums and—and goodness-knows-what-iums!
They’d have my head going round like a top.
Give me the old stoking jcﬁ;—that’s more my
mark !” .

He found his way into the little furnace-
room that supplied the glasshouses with heat,
There were various pipes and valves leading
to the houses, and cach of them bad to show
a certain unvarying temperature. It had all
been explained to Nipper by Sir Edmund, and
the voungster went over the pipes, checking
the details from memory. He glanced at the
fire, and saw that it was all right. It was
anthracite coal that was used, and that meant
long spclls between the stoking.

Presently Nipper heard a footfall outside
the boiler-room, and he glanced up in time
to see a narrow-shouldered man pass along
the gravel path towards the orchid house.

“Who are you, I wonder?” the lad mut-
tered, rising to his feet.

He stepped to a small window and looked
out. The thin figure had just halted at the
door of the first house. He made no attempt
to enter, but, shading his eyes with his hands,
he was peering through the glass panels.

“H'm! Are you the great Tempest, then?”
thought Nipper, his nimble wit giving him
the identity of the man at once. “Still fol-
lowing your master, ch? Well, you needn’t
be scared. He won’t take much harm in
there.”

Presently the valet seemed to catch sight
of somecone in the glasshouse, for he turned
swiftly and began to hurry down the path
again. The young detective looked at the
clean-shaven face, then a stifled gasp broke
from his lips.

“Jiminy! I—I do believe—— Yes, it is!”

He withdrew his head from the window and
wailted. Tempest came on past the door, and
his footfalls died away. A moment later Sir
Edmund’s voice sounded, and he and Nelson
Lee entered the furnace-room.

‘“Have you mastered all those details now,
Tom ?”’ the baronet asked, with a smile,
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Nipper touched his cap.

“Yes, Sir Edmund. I think I've got 'em
right.”
“(xood' And if vou are half as clever a

man as vour uucle here, I am sure that you
and I will get on nicely. Good-night.”

He nodded to them both, and went out of
the warm little building. Nelson Lee crossed
to the fire, and, lighting a spill, applied it to
his pipe. ’\elcon cyed him slowly.

« \\ cll, guv’nor ?”’

Nelson Lee looked up

“T like him,” he said. ‘1 was half inclined
to think that he was acting a part—that all
these mysterious happenings were the pre-
. liminaries to some big move. It would not
be the first .time that such a thing has
happened, and that was w by T wanted to come
down here unknown

¢ And now, guv’nor?”

“Sir Edmund is a white man,” said Nelson
Lee. ‘“Whatever lies behind his methods,
‘he 1s no criminal. That I am sure. And 1
know that he is troubled. As I spoke to him,
his mind scemed to wander now and then,
He is always on the look out for something
his eves never seem to be still for a moment.
He seems to be always watching for some-
thing to happen. It rather gets on your
nerves if you are with him for any length of
time.”

Nipper lcaned forward.

“He 1sn’t the onlx onc who’s doing the
watching stunt here,” he said. “While you
were 1n the house I watched a man come
along and staré through the door up there.
I reckoned he was the valet, Tempest. You
can generally tell the type by the cut of their
clothes and their faces. But I had a bit of
a shock when he turned round and came back,
just before you appeared. I didn’t think T’ d
ever recognise that fellow I chased off the
train that dav, but, by James, guv’'nor, I
find I was mistaken. The man who I think
1s Tempest is the identical image of the fellow
who ]um ed from the- express with me at
his heels.”

Nelson I.cc looked at the youngster.

“You are sure of this?”

Nipper hesitated.

‘Mv man had @ moustache, and this fellow
was clean-shaven,” he said slowlv ‘“ And my
man looked brown and qunburnt while thxs
fellow was a sallow white. But in build and
general appearance, guv’nor, they were
absolutelv 1dentical.”

, “He didn’t sce you ?”

“No; I took good care to bob- down as
soon as I caught sight of his face, I wasn’t
taking any chances.”

Nelson Lec had seated himsclf on a box,
and he was silent for a while.

¢ KNOW how we will test your dis-
covery,” he said. *‘‘ Miss Brierton can

easilv find out if Tempee.t was here

that afternoon. A man can’t be in two

places at once, and if he didn’t leave Ludford
range, it is obwous that he could not have
been on that train. ” ‘.
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“Shall we sece Miss Brierton to-night 7>’

“Yes. I have arranged that we meet at the
cottage. Sho tells me that she usually takes
a walk after dinner, and, as it was through
her recommendatlon that yvou_and I got this
job, it is only natural that she should take
an interest in us.’

And at nine o’clock that evening Margaret
arrived at the cottage, and was able to state
definitely that Tempest had not left Ludford
Grange that day when she had been drugged
1n the train.

“I am sure of that,” she said, ““because Sir
Edmund mentioned to me how Tempest had
waited on him all that day and night. Why

do you ask?”’
Nelson Lee shook his head.

“I shall ask you many similar questions,”
he replied, with his quiet smile, “but I am
afrald that T will not be able to give you
many reasons for them.”

“T don’t mind,” she saixd. “I was only
thinking that perhaps you had heard some-
thing against Tempest. I know that he 1s
not exactly popular. The maids hate him!”

‘“We have noticed that already,” returned
Nipper, laughing.

They chatted for half an hour or so, then
Margaret rose to go.

“SBir Edmund seems very delighted with
his new orchid man,” she said, her wide
eyes- flashing a smile at Nelson Lee. ‘‘He
little dreams who Mr. Brown really is, and
he is amazec at your knowledge.”

‘“‘He ard the guv’nor went twice through
the dictionary while I was listening to them,”
put in Nipper.

‘“He seemed ever so much more' cheerful
this evening,”” Margaret added. “I1 really
think that your coming here has done hnm
good. 1 only hope that it proves the turn-
ing point: and already one thmg has hap-

pened.”’

“What 1s that?”

“Had you been here two nights ago you
would have seen the whole of the house m
a blaze of light—and now it is in darkness.”

“You mean that Sir Edmund is no longer,
afraid of the dark?” Lee said. .
His visitor nodded her shapely head.

‘““He has gone to the other extreme now,”
she returned. ‘“He won’t have any lights
at all! But that, anyhow, proves that one
weakness, or whatever you might term 1it,
has been conquered.” *

She went away across .the road, and they
saw her vanish through the little whxte
wicket gate. Nelson Lee, leaning against
the doorpost, looked for a long moment at
the black pile opposite. Not a light was
visible where only a few nights ago every

window blazed. . K
“From light to darkness,” the detectlv

muttered. “FIOIII one extreme to the other.”
He turned away at last, shrugging hlS
broad shoulders.

“I wonder .why Sir Edmund has changcd
his fears?” he said, half to himself.
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CHAPTER 5.
The Dead Hound!

N the Wednesday morning, Nelson

Lee, seated at brecakfast in the little

cottage, heard hurrying feet sound on

the little path eutside, and a moment

later Nipper burst into the room. The

youngster was in his shirtsleeves, and there

was subdued excitement in his eyes as he

came up to Lee. The door of the room was

open and the village woman was in the

kitchen, within earshot. Nipper had to be
careful.

““Something has happened up at the big
house, uncle,” he said, loud enough for the
woman to hear. “One of Sir Edmund’s
dogs—the big boarhounds—has been found
dead on the terrace. Sir Edmund seems very
upset.”

Nelson Lee pushed his chair aside and rose
to his feet. |

“ All right, Tom,” he returned. *‘ Don’t
you trouble about dead do®s. It’s a dead
fire you've got to guard against. Have you
seen to the boilers?”

“Yes, the fires are all right, uncle,” he
said, following - Nelson I.ee out of the
cottage.

As soon as they were out of earshot the
detective fired off a quick question,

“You say the dog 18 dead?”

“Yes, guv’nor—poisoned, it scems to me.”

‘““Where was it found ?” '

““On the steps of the terrace, close to the
orchid house. I was at work in the furnace-
room when I heard voices, and saw Sir
Edmund and some of the servants standing
round the dog.”

“You could see them from the furnace-
room ?”’

“Yes, guv’nor.”

“ And the dog?”

““Yes, guv’nor.
the steps.”

““And it wasn’t there when you went iIn
to look after the fires?”

The question seemed to perplex Nipper.
He scratched his head for a moment.

““That’s just the sort of awkward question
that you do fire off at people,” he said,
with a grin. “Coming to think of it, now,
T’ll swear that the .dog was not there when
I went into the furnace-room. The steps
of the terrace are right in front of the door,
and I could not have missed seeing the
animal.”

“That’s what I’'m driving at,”” Lee re-
turned. ‘‘However, you can keep that in-
formation to yourself. I know that you were
the first to make a move in the house; it
could not have been muth after six o’clock
this morning when you went to look after
the fires. It struck me that if the dog had
been there you were bound to see it.”

“Of course I would,” Nipper returned.
“But I reckoned that the dog was found
somewhere else was just carried to the steps.”

“That strikes me as being a very useless
sort of thing to do,” Nelson Lee remarked
dryly.

It was lying at the top of
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They were inside the grounds by now, and
presently they reached the long line of
orchid houses. Lee saw the tall figure of the
baronet standing on the edge of the terrace
looking down at a black heap at his feet.
The detective came forward and raised his
cap. Sir Edmund looked up, and Lee was
struck by the look of utter agony in the
fine eyes.

“Good-morning, Brown,” said Sir Ed-
mund. “I suppose you can shed no light
on this?”

Margarct Brierton was standing beside her
employer, and she cast a swift glance at
Lee. Her hands were clasped tightly in each
other, and there were tears in her eyes.

“It's too dreadful!” she said. ‘‘Poor -
1Heclgor. He was really as gentle as a
amb.”

Lee mounted the steps and stooped over
the- dog. The blackened tongue, protruding
from the drawn muzzle, the fleck of dried
foam, told only too plainly what had hap-
pened. The huge boarhound had becen
poisoned.

“Where did you find him, Sir Edmund?”
Lee asked.

‘‘Here, on the edge of the terrace,” the
baronet said in a hoarse voice. “It was one
of the maids who noticed him first. She
did so .when she went to draw the blinds of
the library there.”

He pointed to the wide French windows
that stood open just opposite whére they
stood.

“ThHe maid saw him?” said Lee.

“Yes. Hector always waited by the win-
dow to be let in in the morning. It was
his duty to look after the terrace at night,
and he seems to have done it well.”

Sir Edmund stopped and patted the inert
body that would answer his caresses no
more.

‘“Poor old man,” Nelson Lee heard the
barohet whisper. ““You have paid the
penalty of being loyal.”

Margaret ventured to give
ing look at Lee.

‘“Have you anything to suggest, Brown?”
she said. “It i1s so terrible. How did the
poor thing meet its death?”

“It has been poisoned, miss,”” Lee replied.
“Not much doubt about that.”

Sir Edmund nodded his head.

““Yos, that is pretty obvious,” he agreed.
“Yet I cannot understand how it could have
happened. I know that Hector has been
trained only to eat at a certain time. You
know that, Miss Brierton. You often tried
to get him and Victor to eat something.”

“That is quite true,” said Margaret.
“They would not take a thing—not even a
bit of sugar.”

Nelson Lee was still kneeling beside the
animal, and presently he turned the great
body over. He stooped lower for a moment,
then he placed his hand on the hound’s
collar. Just above the great brass collar
was a small clot of blood. The blood was
discoloured, and Nelson Lee removed it very

-a quick, appeal-
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carefully with the edge of his pocket-knife.
Below the clot was a tiny wound, a half-
arc of small punctures, deep in the flesh.

¢TI think this is how Hector came by his
death,” he said. ‘ The poison cntered the
body through this wound.”

Sir Edmund knelt down and looked at the
wound. Nelson Lee heard him draw a deep
breath—the breath of a man to whom light
had suddenly come.

“By hecavens—if
Brown!”

Nelson Lee had taken a piece of paper
from his pocket and had carefully placed the
dried clot in it, folding it up.

“You could send this to London to be
tested, Sir Edmund,” he went on. *They
would soon find out
what type of poison it
was.”’

But you’re right,
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where he found the groon who not only
looked after the %rses on the estate, but glsa
had the care of the two dogs.

f;lGood-evening, Mr. Brown,"”
said.

Nelson Lee chatsed for a few moments,
then turned the conversation round to the
point he had In view.

“Can’t make out about Hector,”” he said.
“I think 1t was you who used to look after
him and Victor, was=’t it?”

the groom

The groom—a very young man—straight-
ened up sharply.

““There are others heside you who can’t
make it out, Mr. Brown,” he said. ‘ Both
of them dogs were
properly trained, they
were., You couldn’t get

The baronet did not
seem to hear him. He
was staring down at the
thick throat with the
little half-arc punctures,

A GRAND TALE OF FAR-OFF
MANCHURIA...

‘“THE PRISONER

’emy to snatch a bit of
raw meat, although you
put it under their noses.
Thew want me to
believe that some

as though they fasci- poacher, with a grudge

nated b, OF THE TEMPLE!” by e mesten did
[ D,
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forward. Starring Nelson Lee, Nipper and Hector wouldn’t have

“I cannot quite make
out what sort of instru-
ment was used to make
that wound,” he went
on. ‘A single puncture

Lord Dorrimore, the millionaire
rover.
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shifted away from that
window for anything.
I told the master so
myself.?”

So the wound in the

would have been casily
explained, ‘but that
almost looks like a—
like—a bite——"

Sir IKdmund leaped to his feet, and his
attitude changed like a flash. A cold re-
scrve seecmed to come down on him.

“I have sent for the police,” he said
slowly, ‘““and they will take up the matter.

I am much obliged to you, Brown, for your

suggestions.”

He moved back a pace, and cast a signifi-
cant glance in the direction of the orchid
houses. Very bluntly and plainly he was let-
ting Nelson Lee know that he wanted him
to go and attend to his duties. Nelson Lee
took the hint at once, and there was a
thoughtful expression on the detective’s face
as he descended the steps and headed for
the orchid house. What did it mean? Why
had Sir Edmund changed so suddenly?

That question troubled him all day, and he
could find no real solution to it, while the
mystery was deepened that evening, when
Margaret Brierton came to the cottage to
tell him that the police were baflled, that
Sir Edmund had had the dog cremated, as
if to destroy all trace of the strange wound,
and that the other dog, Victor, was from that
moment to spend every night inside Sir
Kdmund’s room, instead of outside, as
formerly had been the case.

When she had gone Nelson Il.ee left the
cottage ard made his way to the stables,
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neck had been kept a
secret by Sir Edmund!

BELL whirred in the shed and the
A groom jumped to his feet. It was
then getting on for ten ©’clock.

“That’s the signal for me to fetch
Victor,” he said. ‘‘The master always rings
about this time.”

He and Nelson Lee crossed the stable
yard to a splendid kennel. The groom
halted at the door of the kennel, and, stretch-
ing out his hand, lifted a lamp from a small
locker fixed in the wall.

“Hallo!” he exclaimed.
I filled it last night!”

He struck a match and 2xamined the lan-
tern, which was of the usual storm type. The
glass was blackenad and an examination re-
vealed that the wick had burned to an ash.

“Now, who ths dickens has done this?”
the groom asked wrathfuhy. *This i3 my
lamp, and no one is supposed to use it ex-
cept me.”

“Did you put it back herev last night?”

“Of course I did. I do the same thing
every night. 1t was filled and there was a
new wick in it yesterday morning. Thas
ought to have been enough to have lasted
me five or six days.”

He went off, grumbling, acrosa the ya:d
to replenish the lamp. Nelsun Lee waited
beside the kennel until the groom returned.
As soon as the lamp, lighted now, appear:d

“Empty! And
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at the door of the kennel there was a
scrambling of heavy paws, followed by a low
whimpering bark. |

“Right-ho, Victor!”” the groom said, as
he undid the lock. “The old boy knows me
and my lamp, don’t you, son?”

A great body came bounding out, halting
as soon as i1t saw Lee,

‘““ All right, Victor,” the groom said. ‘‘He’s
a friend.”

Beneath the light of the lamp Nelson Lee
saw the great head, with its wide, fearless
eyes. Victor was a splendid animal of 1its
type, clean-limbed and powerful.

‘““He won’t touch you, Mr. Brown,’” said
the groom.

Nelson Lee laughed suddenly. He had
been thinking of something else. To the
horror of the groom, the detective walked
straight up to the hound. |

‘“Good old boy, Victor,” the deep voice
said. Y1 think wo could be friends, you
and 1 7 e

“For goodness’ sake, be
groom cried, starting forward.

Nelson L.ee held out his hands Man and
dog looked at each other for a moment;
then, because of that wonderful sagacity that
all dogs have, a sure instinct that tells them
who is fitend and who is foe, Victor, the
massive boarhound, went up to Nelson Lee
and rubbed his great jowl against the ex-
tended hand.

“l wouldn’t have believed it,” the groom
gasped, wiping the perspiration from his
brow.

Again the bell whirred, and the groom
slipped his hand under the thick collar of

’”
!

careful the

the boarhound.
“1l must oe going now,” he said. ‘‘Good-
night, Mr. Brown.”
Nelson Le¢ took a pace forward.
“Goga-night,” he said. ‘“And, by the

way, I shouldn’t mention what happened just
now to Sir Edmund. I have always had a
way with dogs, and that was why  Victor
made friends with me.” Sir IEKdmund might
not like 1t if he knew that his hound was
capable of making friends with a stranger,
you see.”

“I won’t say a word about it,” the groom
promised, as he moved off.

CHAPTER B6.
Vanished!

ELSON LEE watched the figure of the
man and the great dog go across the
yard with the light in front of them,
to vanish round the angle of the

great house.

“T think I will satisfy my curiosity,” the
detective muttered to himself. “It may be
only a theory, but it is worth while putting
it to the test.”

Ile went off across the ground and entered
the spinney between the stables and the
gates by his cottage, finally reaching the cot-
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tage. Nipper was just emerging as Lee
entered. .

“Going to have a last squint at the fires,
guv’nor,” the youngster said.

Nelson Lee nodded. Nipper was taking
his task very seriously. One might have
thought that the orchid houses werc a great
liner, so conscientiously did he do his stoking.

“Right-ho, my son,” said Lee. ‘And, by
the way, you might have a look into house
No. 3. Tne thermometer ought to show
about eighty, but I think it has dropped a
bit. You could let it have a little more
heat from the furnace-room, if it has. 1t’s
been on the chilly side to-day.”

“I'll see to that, guv’nor,” said Nipper.
“It wouldn’t do for any of your odonto-
what-you-call-’ems to get toothache, or a
touch of the ’flu, would it?”

He sauntered out of the cottage and Lee
sat down lighting his pipe. He knew ‘that
Nipper would oe busy for the best part of
an hour at least. The stoking up at night
was the most important operation, and
Nipper usually had to clean the clinkers out
and tidy up generally before he returned.

It was after eleven o’clock before Lee rose
and left the cottage again. He had waited
for that time, so that the coast might be
clear for his work. When he entered the
grounds this time he headed straight across
the paddock and reached the drive that led
up to the house, passing through the trees
and emerging on the wide lawn. Ludford
Grange was in darkness, but Nelson Lee
could make out the tall white columns of
marble that marked the graceful sweep of
the terrace in front of the house.

A tall hedge of laurels hid the orchid
house from view, and Lee headed across the
lawn, gaining the terrace from the other
end. He clinbed on to it, and, keeping close
to the wall, worked his way along, passing
the windows of the drawing-room and dining--
room until he reached the library. The ter-
race was about twenty yards wide, and he
counld see the top of the steps from where
he stood. He was standing in the centre
of the high French window, on the exact
spot where the dead hound had usually
slept, guarding his master’s home.

Nelson Lee stoed still for a moment, listen-
ing, then, drawing a pocket torch out, he
began a careful examination of the window
and- the grey granite walls. On the left of
the window, at about the height of his head,
he found something that riveted his atten-
tion. A long, steel nail had been thrust into
the woodwork, and the nail was covered with
a thick, black, greasy substance which
smmeared Lee’s fingers as he touched the
nail. He lecaned forward and smelt at the
wooden surface. There is no mistaking the
smell of paraffin.

“I was right!”

There was a note of quiet satisfaction in
his voice.

Someone borrowed that lantern last night,
and hung it up here, allowing it to burn
until it smoked itself out. As it was filled
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with oil, that must have taken two or three
hours at least.”

His quick brain had hit on the solution
of the groom’s discovery, but it could not
fathom the riddle that that discovery put
forward. Why should anyone hang a lighted
lamp above the window where the hound
lay asleep? What object could there be in
doing such a thing? It was obvious that
the man who had done so had come there
later on and removed the lamp, and that
before daybreak, for Nipper had not men-
tioned that a lamp hung there.

Later, when the detective questioned
Nipper, he was emphatic on the point.
““There was no lamp there, guv’nor,” he
declared. “It beats me, guv’nor. I could
understand someone using the light to get
at the dog, but why should they leave 1t
there burning all night? For, coming to
think of it now, I did notice that there was
a rotten smell of burning paraffin hanging
round when I went into the furhace-room this
morning. It must have been the smoke from
the lamp. You know how that smell hangs
round a place. But the lamp had been re-
moved by then.”

“It was moved while you were at work,”
said Nelson Lee. ‘“And I think that the man
who moved the lamp also moved tho dead
. body of the hound from the window to the
edge of the terrace. He did so in order to
make it appear that Hector had been tempted
away from his post and had then been
poisoned, whereas I believe that the dog died
ll:pder the window, where his master had left
im.”

The future was to prove that Nelson Lee
had been perfectly accurate in his deductions
and thcorjes. But the mystery of the hound
was swept completely away from the minds
of everyone concerned through the greater
mystery that took its place.

Early on the following morning Nelson Lee
was roused from his sleep by the sound of
- frantic knocking on the door of the cottage,
and, leaning out of the window, the detective
saw the slender figure of Margaret Brierton
standing in the porch. The girl’s face was a
picture of dismay, and she beckoned to him.

““Come down at once!” she cried. “Sir
Edmund has vanished, and I think he’s been
murdered. Please come at once!”

The crisis had indeed developed.

CHAPTER 1.
The Secret Sign!
¢¢ NOTHING has been touched,” Mar-

garet Bricerton said as she came to a

halt on the threshold of Sir

Edmund’s bed-room. “I thought it

best to leave everything until you had time
to examine the room.”

Nelson Leo gave a quick, appreciative nod.

“That was thoughtful of you, Miss Brier-

ton,” he remarked. |

He and Nipper entered the room and Mar-

garet stood in the doorway watching them.
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The room was beautifully furmshed, and
everything scemed to be in perfect order.
The bed had been slept in, and the blankets
were tossed down to the foot as though the
baronet had been roused suddenly, and had
leaped out of his bed.

Nelson Lec and Nipper begzan a minute
cxamination. Lee noted that the baronet’s
clothes had been laid recady for donning in the
morning. They had not been touched. A
huge wardrobe stood on one side of the room,
and Nelson Lee found that it was locked. The
key was in the lock, and he opened the door,
casually glancing at the various suits of
clothes on their hangers. It seemed to him'
that they had not been tampered with.

“You might send Tempest up, Miss Brier-
ton,” he said. ‘There are one or two ques-
tions I'd like to ask him.”

Margaret hurried away, and presently the
clean-shaven valet came into the room. He
halted abruptly, and stared at Nelson Lee and
Nipper.

‘““ Miss Brierton tcld me that London detec-
tives were here,” he said, a slight colour on
his pallid cheeks. “Where have they gone
to. Mr. Brown?”

Nelson Lee had made up his mind now that
it was nccessary for him to relinquish the
role he had been playing.”

““Miss Brierton mecant myvself,” he said.
“My name is Nelson Lee. I am a private
detective.” ,

Tempest drew back a pace.

“ And vou were here as gardencr ?”.

“ Exactly.”

The valet’s dismay seemed to i1ncrease.

“Did—did Sir Edmund know about you?”

Nelson Lee could not see the necessity of
entering into any elaborate explanation to
the servant. .

“T don’t think we need discuss that now,”
he said quietly. “I want you to answer a
few questions, if yvou will.”

A curious look came into the valet’s cyes,
and he withdrew towards the door.

“I don’t know that I’'ll answer your ques-
tions,” he said surlily. ‘“You bhave no
authority ——"’

Nelson Lec revealed a certain badge that
he always carricd. Tempest scemed to recog-
nise 1t.

“I think vou will find that I have sufficient
authority,” the detective returned. *“This 1s
a case for the police. You understand?”

Tempest nodded.

““Yes, I understand that,” he said. ‘T can-
not make it out. I came here this morning,
as usual, to rouse Sir Edmund, and found
the door locked with the key on the inside.
I had to force the door open at last, and
found the room cmpty.” .

He pointed to a blanket lying on the rug.

“ Not only Sir Edmund, but Victor had also
vanished,” he went on, alluding to the second
hound. *‘Yet there is no other way of get-
ting out of this room, and, as I tell you, the
door was locked on the inside.” |

Nelson Lec had neoted that the door had
been forcod. He went up to 1t now and -
examined it carefully, He caught at the key
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and withdrew it. It came away quite easily,
and he slipped it 1nto his pocket.

“Sir I dmund slept 1n pyjamas,

€< Yes b3

‘“We cannot find the suit he was using
which looks as though he had been takex
away, or had left in them.”’

The valet searched the bed and blankets,
then nodded his head.

“It does look like that,” he admitted.

Nelson Lee pointed to the suit of clothes
Inid out on the small table.

“These were for your master this morn-

I suppose ?”

ing, I take it?” he went on. “I want you
tu scarch the wardrobe and let me know
whether there are any suits of clothes
missing,’’

Tempest made a scarch through the big
wardrobe.

““Yes, there 1s a suit gone,” he said at last.
“A grey tweed. An  old st of Sir
Edmund’s

IHe indicated the vacant place in the ward-
robe.
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Nelson Lee stepped across to the window
and looked out. On his right he could sce
the end of the balcony that communicated
with the study, which was on the same floor
as the bed-room, with a corridor between
them.

“Sir Edmund could not have reached the
balcony from here,” he said. “It is too far
away.”

There was a clear twelve feet between the
window and the end of the small balcony, and

there wasz no ledge on which anyone could
work their way along to it.

“The window was closed,” said Tempest,
““just as 1t 1s now. Besides, there is the dog.”

The apple-piec condition of the room did not
suggest that there had been any struggle
there. On the face of it, 1t looked as though
Sir Kdmund had been attacked as ho slept,
or there had been no attack, and he had lcft
the room of his own free w1l]

“When did you find out about this?”
Nelson Lee asked, turning to the valet again.
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¢“ About six o'clock,” said Tempest. “My
master asked me to call him at that time. I
know that he has been worried of late, and
he thought it best to go. to bed earlier.”

“Were you with hlm when he retired ?”’

“Yes. I laid out his clothes before I left.”

“What did you do after that?”

“I went down to the kitchen to get Victor’s
supper. I had to heat it up, and it was about
twelve before T had it ready. I came back to
Sir Edmund’s room, and found him lying 1n
bed, reading. I gave Victor his supper, then
went down to the butler’s pantry and had a
cup of coffee with Martin. That would be
about midnight, I should think.”

“You sleep at the back of the house?”

“Yes, sir.

Tempest’s attitude had gradually changed,
and thme was a deference in his manner now
that made Nipper smile secretly. The quiet,
kecn questions put to him by the supposed
gardener were making their mnpression.

“Now, if Sir Edmund did leave this room,
he would have to go down the stairs, and
either leave by the back premises or by the
front door ?”

“He would leave by the front, sir,” said
Tempest.  ““ Martin, the butler, alw ays locks
the (loor that commumcates with the ser-
vant's quarters at night.”

Nelson Lee changed the trend of his ques-
tions.

“You say that Sir Edmund was afraid of
something,” he went on. ‘“Have you any
kno“ledge of what that fear was?”

- Tempest hesitated.

““I think he fcared—that his life was 1in
danger,” he said slowly. “I was looking
thlouqh his desk once—he sent me for his
cheque-book—and I found a card—a post-
card.”

. “*Do you think it’s 1in his desk now ?”’

U «It might be, sir.”

3 “Go and get it.”

" Tempest hurried out of the room, and
Nelson Lee turned round and looked at
Nipper. Somecthing in the youngster’s atti-
tude made the detective smile.

“You don’t like the voluble Tempest ?”’ he
sald dryly.

“T don’t, guv’'nor,” Nipper agreed.

“Yet I don’t mind wagering that every
word he says can be proved up to the hilt.
I am inclined to think that Tempest 13
either a verv honest man, or—

He left the latter part of his sentence un-
finished. Margaret had come into the room
again, followed by one of the gamekeepers.

L' ‘

“Victor has been found—dead!”’ she said.
“In the spmney, beside the canal. Jackson
here found him.”

CHAPTER 8.
On the Trail!
1E gamekeeper touched his cap to
Nelson Lee.
“Just inside the spinney, sir,”” he
sald. “Lying right in the centre of
the footpath. Dead as a doornail, poor
thing!”
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“It’s too dreadful,” Margaret broke out.
“They were both such splendid animals, and
Sir Kdmund was so fond of them.”

“I'll 1ook at the dog later on,” said ILee.
“There is nothing more to be found here.”

He followed Margaret out of the room and
halted in the corridor.

““That 1s the study, I suppose?”

“Yes,” said Margaret.

The big stained-glass window at the bottom
of the corridor was reached, and Nelson Lee
opencd 1t. The end of the little balcony
was close to the ledge of the window, and
by leaning out Lee could see the ledge of
Sir Edmund’s bed-room window. It seemed
to Nipper that the detective took rather a
long time to make his observations, but
when he withdrew his head and closed the
window again, Lee did not make any re-
mark.

The gamekeeper had gone by now, and a
few moments Jater Tempest came up the

stairs. He hesitated when he saw Margaret,
but Lee hecld out his hand.

“Have you found the card ?’’

“Yes, sir.’

Tempest held the square of cardboard out
and Lee looked at it. It was an ordinary
postcard addressed to Sir Edmund, but on
the back of the card, instead of a message,
there was a crude drawing in black "ink.

“What’s it supposed to be, guv’nor?”
Nipper asked.

Margaret leaned forward and a famt cry
came from her lips.

‘“Why, that is the postcard that Sir Ed-
mund received some time ago,” she broke
out, turning to Tempest. *Where did you
find 1t?”

““T mentioned to this gentleman that I had
seen it in the master’s desk, miss,” said the
valet. “He asked me to try and find it for
him."”

“In Sir Edmund’s desk?
was in there?”

Nipper was watching the valet’s
closely and saw it change colour.

“Why should I tell a lie about it?” pro-
tested Tempest.

It seemed a very tnvml thing for the man
to get annoyed about, yet he was annoyed.

“I didn’t mean it like that,” Margaret
said swiftly. ‘“Only, you know that I often
use Sir Edmund’s desk, and I have never
seen it there.”

“It was in the bottom drawer, under a
heap of papers,” Tempest said, drawmg back
a pace. ‘I found it by accident. once, when
looking for Sir Edmund’s cheque-book, for
which he had sent me.’

Neclson Lece. apparently, had taken no
notice of the little argument. He loked up
from the card.

“I should think that this 1s just a erude
sort of joke on the part of someone,” he
said. ‘‘The design might represent a butter-
fly, or a moth, or anything like that.”

““ And the skull above it, guv’nor?”

he said.

Are you sure it

face
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The skull had been fairly well drawn, and
below it was another design—a crescent and
a broad-handled sword.

““I think 1t 1s quite meaningless,’
“But I’ll keep 1t.”

He turned to Margaret and shook his head.

“I'm afraid I can give you no explanation
of what has happened,” he said. " And,
candidly, I think you ought to send for the
local police. To me there appears to be no
clue left by which anyone can hope to trace
what did occur last night.”

Tempest had turned away and was moving
towards the stairs now.

“Sir Edmund appears to have vanished
into thin air,” sald Lee, raising his voice
shghtly.

Nipper was watching the shoulders of the
valet as they vanished below the level of
the stairs. There are occasions when a
man’s back i1s as eloquent as his face.

‘““That seems to please you, old man,” the
youngster thought. ...,

He dared not look at Margaret. He knew
that her face would be full of dismay and
doubt. That a famous detective like Nelson
Lee should openly admit failure seemed un-
thinkable.

“I felt sorry for her, guv’nor,”” Nipper said
later, when he and Lee were crossing the
park together, ‘‘but I suppose it couldn’t
be helped.”

Nelson Lee smiled grimly.

“1 am still working on Tempest,” he said.
“That man knows a great deal more than he
cares to tell. I have worked several small
points out of him alrcady; but he is very
cunning.” |

“I didn’t think you’d got anything out of
him at all.™

Nelson Lee took out
handed it to Nipper.”

‘““Smell 1t,” he said.

There was a strong tang of tobacco on
the card, and it was stained here and there
with the marks such as the covers of a
pocket-book would make.

““That card did not come out of Sir Ed-
mund’s desk this morning, but out of Tem-
pest’s pocket,” said Lee. ‘‘It was quite warm
when he handed it to me, which indicated
that he had been carrying it about with him.
Then, again, if it had been in a drawer
among papers it would not be stained, nor
would it smell of tobacco-smoke.”

“‘That was one for you, certainly, guv’nor.”

“ And another point, Nipper. Tempest lied
when he said that he found the key in the
inside of the lock this morning. 1t is true
that he had to force the lock, but he did so
to suit his own purpose, and he put the key
in afterwards.” |

Nelson Lee took the key out of his pocket
and held 1t out.

““The lock was almost bent in two by the
force used,” he said. “If you like to have
a look at it you will seec what I mean. Had
the key been in it when i1t was forced it
would Klave been jammed in its place. As
it was, it came out just as easily as it went

’

said Lee.

the postcard and

-
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in, for it was put in after the
smashed.”

“Then you think that Tempest is at the
bottom——"’

“I don’t know, my son, and I never jump
at conclusions. But I do know that it was
quite possible for a man to get out of that
bed-room window and reach the balcony.
And I also know that it was done last night.”

He slipped his hand into his pocket and
drew out a fragment of grey tweed.

“This was sticking to the granite just
above the balcony, where it meets the corri-
dor window,” he said. “In the wall, mid-
way between the balcony and Sir Edmund’s
room, there is a very solid water-pipe. And
that pipe has a mark on it where a rope
was used to swing a heavy body from the
window to the edge of the balcony.”

“But, guv’nor. if Sir Edmund did get out
that way, he may have left the key in the
lock, just as Tempesé said.”

“If Sir Edmund did that! But we’re not
going to do any ‘ifing ’ in this case. Besides,
you forget about Victor!” B

They had been heading for the spinney,
and they reached it at last to find the game-
keeper and another man waiting for them.
The body of the second boarhound had been
drawn out and Nelson Lee began to examine
the animal. A glance told Nipper that the
dog had met the same fate as its companion.
It had been poisoned. Lee had to scarch for
some time before he found the punctured
wound. It was on the right flank of the
animal, almaost hidden under the smooth
hair—a half-circle of deep, sharp incisions.

“You might as well take it up to the
house now,” Lee said to the gamekeeper,
and the animal was lifted and carried away.

Nelson Lee entered the spinney and began
to move along the path with Nipper by his
side. They kept on straight through the
wood until they gained the canal bank, but
they found no trace of feet. The ground
had been baked hard by the sun, and thcre
had been very little dew that night. |

““T had hoped to find some traces of the
man who brought. Victor here,”” said Lee,
““but the hard ground has beaten me, I'm
afraid.” . '

Nipper leancd forward and touched Lee’s
arm.

“I know someone who’d make short work
of this little job,” he put in. “It’s an ideal
morning for a good scent. My hat! Wouldn’t
old Wolf get his tail up In quick time!”

‘“ A sound idea, my son,” said Nelson Lee,
‘“‘and you can set off at once and bring the
old fellew back with you. Are you game?”

“I’m game enough, guv’nor, but I haven’t
a bean on me.”

Fortunately Nelson Lee had a few pounds
in his pocket, and he handed them over to
his young assistant.

“I think that the best way you could take
would be bty the footpath along the canal,”
sald the detective. “It ought to bring you
out by the bridge, and the station is only
a few hundred yards away from there.”

lock was
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It was a quick departure, but Nipper was
used to that kind of thing. In a few moments
he was hurrying off along the canal bank,
while Nelson Lee turned and went back
through the spinney again.

It was exactly half-past eight that even-
ing when Nipper arrived back at the cottage
with Woll.

“You're well up to time,” said Leec.

“I’ve got to know the lay of the land,”
said Nipper. ‘“And I think I can open your
eyes on one or two small points, guv’nor.
As you know, I went across to Bedsdale
Station instead of going to Hasset St. Giles.
I got talking with the fellow in the booking
office, and he was saying all the folk at Lud-
ford Grange ought to go to Bedsdale when
travelling to London, and it seems that only
one ever does, and that one 1s Tempest.
And what’s more, he travelled up to London
on the same train as Miss Brierton when
she was drugged. And he followed me to
the station this morning, and he’d have
spotted me coming back, only I gave him the
slip. It looks as if he’s been playing the
traitor right through, guv’nor. 1 believe
he’s at the bottom of all this business. He
knows where Sir Edmund is now, I’ll bet.”

ELSON LEE leaned back in his chair.
“Things have been happenings since
“You

police-

village,”

you've been away,” he said.
‘know, of course, that the
sergeant came here?”

“I met him outside the
Nipper.

‘“Well, this afternoon the news came that
Sir Edmund’s clothes had been found beside
a mill-pond about three miles away. They
are dragging the pond now for the body.”

‘““Great Seott, guv’nor!”

Neison Lee’s keen face
amused over something.

“Yes; the grey tweed suit was found—at
least, the coat and waistcoat were,” he went
on. ‘‘It was the police-sergeant who made
the discovery. He found that a gate on the
east of the grounds had been left open, and
he found footprints in the long grass there.
He followed them up and finally reached the
mill, where he discovered the clothes.”

Nipper 'leaned against the wall.

“That settles it, I suppose,” he said. “I
was half hoping that Wolf might pick up
Sir Edmund’s scent and follow it; but it
seems that that has been done already.”

“I’m not so sure,” replied Lee. ¢ There
is an air of the cut-and-dried about it that
somehow or other doesn’t appeal to me. It
18 too well staged, too thoroughly obvious.
It did not leave anything to chance of acci-
dent; it did not even allow for a little thing
like this,”

He was unfolding a piece of paper as he
spoke. Nipper bent forward. It was half of
a sleeve link, a plain gold oval, with the
initials K. V. engraved on them.

““I found that this afternoon,” said Lee;
“not at the mill pond, nor in the spinney
beside the canal., Presently I am going to

said
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put a little test to Wolf, and I will leave
him to decide whether I am right or not.”

“But what i1s it that you’ve got in your
mind, guv’nor?”

The detective shook his head.

“This i1s where I let you swing for a
moment, my son,” he said. ‘I have my
theory, a rather far-fetched one—so far-
fetched that I won’t mention it to a soul
till I have more proof to go with it. But’
before to-night is out you’ll have a chance
of finding all about it yourself.”

And with that, for the moment, Nipper had
to be content.

CHAPTER 9.

Dr. Storey Helps!

S soon as he heard of the amazing dis-
appearance of Sir Edmund Vander-
ley, Dr. Vincent Storey, the young
mental specialist, came down to

Hasset St. Giles at once. He found Nelson
Lee very thoughtful, and Nipper almost in
despair, :

Wolf, 1t seemed, had proved an utter
failure. At least, Nipper said so. They had
tricd the dog on several scents, but he seemed
to have led them round the grounds and
back to the wall of the Grange every time,
close to a huge buttress. Even when Nelson
Lee started him off from the garage, where,
in fact, he had found Sir Edmund’s cuff-
link, he had gone back to the Grange again.

“We strolled around for two mortal hours,
and ended with our noses against a blank
wall,” said Nipper. ‘‘That 1s what the
guv’'nor calls not altogether unsatisfactory!”

The great detective chuckled.

‘““ Nipper fails to see that thcse very blind
alleys that we ran into have their satisfactory
side,”” he explained. *“We have proved con-
clusively that Sir Edmund did not leave by
the front door of the Grange, did not go to
the spinney where the boarhound was found,
and did not go out of the other gate to-
wards the mill pond, where his clothes were
found. In short, we don’t know where he
has gone, but we are sure of several places
where we know he did not go. On the other
hand, take the clothes by the mill pond, and
the body of Victor, the hound. Both of
these clues were left in rather conspicuous
places and yet far apart. Either of them
might be taken as a hint that Sir Xdmund
had passed that way, but Wolf refused to
be hoodwinked. So, you see, we know that
Sir Edmund did not go ncar the canal, nor
did he go to the mill pond. That i1s quite
enough for one day’s work.” '

It i1s my turn now,” said the specialist.
““I have something to tell you regarding Sir
Edmund which may be of interest, although
I don’t suppose it will be of much use.”

“What i1s 1t?” .

“I belong to the Colonial Club,” Storey
explained, ‘‘and yesterday I chanced to meet
a man whom I had not seen for years. He
has spent years in Borneo: has a plantation
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close to the Dutch posessions there. Wae
talked of various people. and I mentioned Sir
Edmund. My friend knew him intimately.
It appears that Sir IXdmund was the British
representative there for a number of years.
He has left bchind him, I believe, a splendid
record of work—hence the baronetcy.”

, He was silent for a moment.

“I was rather interested,” he resumed,
“and 1 asked a lot of questions. My friend
told me several things concerning Sir Ed-
mund. It appears that he had a hard task
to restore law and order in the interior.
There used to be a lot of head-hunting
going on there in his time. His big job,
however, was the crushing of a rebellious
chief in the interior, a half-caste Arab, a
Mahommedan, who had sct up a small king-
dom and was in a fair way to becoming the
terror of his district wzen Sir Edmund
chipped in. He led a small company of
soldiers with a couple of machine-guns right
into the heart of the rebel territory, raided
the chief village and took Hasan Benaga
prisoner. They collared a great collection
of booty, worth thousand and thoysands of
pounds, I believe, and took the whole lot
down country. The Dutch were furious
about it at first, because Hasan Benaga’s
village was actually in their territory,
although the chief raided the British planta-
tions. Our Government were inclined to
climb down, but Sir Edmund is a very strong
man, and he instituted a drum-head court
martial, had dozens of Hasan’s poor victims
brought to testify against him, and the rebel
chief was shot as a murderer—a fate that
every man in Borneo agreed was the least he
deserved.”’

“What happened afterwards?” asked Nel-
son Lee.

‘““All this took place about three
ago,” Vincent Storey explained. ¢Our
Government were forced to back up their
man, especially as he had really done won-
ders in ridding the country of such a pest,
but they were wild about the high-handed
way he had dealt with the situation, and
mainly to keep the Dutch quiet, Sir Edmund
was pensioned off. He left Borneo and
came straight to England, but it seems they
still talk about him. The treasure that he
collected is still, for the greater part, un-
claimed. It is in custody of the govern-
ment out there, in one of the strong rooms
of the governor’s house, and the secal still

bears Sir Edmund’s initials.”
He looked at Nelson Lee.

“My informant told me that many of the
natives believe that Sir Edmund stuck to the
treasure himself, and that the sealed room is
only a blind,” he went on. ‘‘Of course, that
story 1s absolutely absurd, but you know
what these ignorant natives are. The present
governor does not feel inclined to do anything
to disprove these malevolent tales. He will
not allow any native to see the stuff, for
the simple reason that by doing so he might
allow a rogue the chance of describing some
of it, and so proving his claim. There have

years
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been hundreds of false claims made. The

. truth is that Hassan usually saw to it that

the man he robbed died—and all his family
with him. Two-thirds of the treasure will
never be claimed by its rightful owners. I
dare say it will probably revert to the
Crown.”

There was a long pause. Nelson Lee was
pufling at his briar pipe and his eyes were
sct and thoughtful.

“I should like to meet that friend of
yours,” he said. ‘‘Is he still in town?”

‘““Yes. He’ll be there for another month.
He 18 living at the club.”

‘““Well, Nipper has had a trip to town, so
why shouldn’t I?” said Nelson Lee. *To-
morrow, doctor, you and I will make an
early start for London.”

The following morning, as soon as they
reached London, Storey telephoned to the
club and was lucky enough to find his friend
there. He and Nelson Lee jumped into a
taxi, and half an hour IJater they were
seated in the smoke-room of the comfortable
club. Captain Chase seemed to know the
name of his famous guest.

‘“‘Even in Borneo we have heard of Nelson
Lee,” he said when matters were cxplained
to him. “So poor Vanderley has noi becn
allowed to enjoy his hours of case after a
very strenuous life. But I’m not surprised.
Many of us in Borneo half expected something
of the kind to happen. Sir Edmund was a
strong man, but in many ways he was a hard
one. He made many friends, but he also
made many encmies, cspecially among the
non-Brititsh natives.’’ o

“You refer to the Hasan case, I suppose,”
sald Nelson Lee.

‘“T told Mr. Lee about that,” =aid Storey.
“It might have some connection with his
disappearance. On the other hand, it 1s a
far cry from England to Borneco, and Hesan
1s dead, and——"’ .

The captain interrupted him with a gesture,
. “Borneo 1s not so far away, old chap,” he
returned quickly, ‘and although Hasan
Benaga i1s very much dead, there are plenty
of his relations left alive. A Mohammedan
believes in having a large family, and Hasan
must have scores of sons and nephcws scat-
tered over Borneo. Indeed. I know for a fact
that two at least were in England two years
ago. They were being educated in this coun-
try, I believe, at one of our universities.
That sort of thing is growing in the East.
The wealthy mnative sends ghis sons and
nephews to acquire Western polish and cduca-
tion, to return and snap up all the best jobs
out there. I'll try and find out for you if
they are still here.”

““It would help greatly,” returncd Lece. He
drew out his pocket-book and produced the
stained postcard. “I want you to examine
this, captain,”” he said. “It was received by
Sir Edmund some few months ago, and his
change of manncr dated from its receipt.”

Chase looked at the card. Nelson Lee,
watching the tanned face, saw the lines about
the well-shaped mouth suddenly tighten.

‘“ Any idea where it came from ?”’ he asked,
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Nelson Lee turned the card over and indi-
cated the post-mark.

“From London tho South-West district,”
he pointed out.

“H’m, that doesn’t help much,”™
turned.

He indicated the winged creature which
neither Nelson Lee nor Nipper had been able
to 1dentify.

“T don’t know what that means,’ ' he said,
‘““but the rest i1s casily explained. The cres-
cent and crossed swords was old Hasan
Benega's sign. He adopted it as a tribe
mark, and there is a tattored flag bearmg
that identical sign in the governor’s ante-
room. It was taken by the troops under Sir
Edmund, and had ﬂoated above the mud
palace where old Hasan had stored the
treasure.”

Storey drew a swift breatlh.

“Then there 1s
tered.

“The skull, of course, means death,”
Nelson Lee gnml\

‘“Death or vengcance,” Chase added.

“It might be vengeance,” agreed the detec-
tive. “So we have a threat of death or ven-
geance, then the weird flying thing, and
lastly the sign of Hasan Benaga.”

“It’s that trcasure cropping up again,’
Chase vowed excitedly. “The natives swear
that Sir Edmund collared the lot, making
himself a rich man.
of how he was living in England like a little
king, with a broad estatc and a castle. I
suppose thev referred to Ludford Grange.”

“But Ludford Grange was his when his
uncle died.” said Storey. ‘‘It had nothing to
do with Bornco. Sir Edmund was a poor
man before he succeeded to the estate.”

They discussed the probable nature of the
flying creature that had been drawn on the
card, hut arrived at no definite conclusion.
Eventuallv Nelson Lee replaced the card in
his pocket and rose to go. The interview
with Captain Chase had been well worth
while, althou h it had only opcned up a
fresh field for research, -

Chase re-

R}

a conncction!” he mut-

sald

CHAPTER 10.
In Dire Peril!
NELSON LEE and Storey left .the club,

and the detective, after a visit to

Grays Inn Road, started for MHasset

St. Giles again. It was not a very

fast train that he caught, and it was ten

o’clock before it reached the junction. As

there wag an hour to wait before the little

local train started for Hasset St. Giles, Lee

made up his mind to do what Nipper had

done—waik to Ludford. The porter who took
his ticket suggested a short cut.

“You can follow the canal, sir,” he said.

“Tho towpath will take you right to the

Grange. There is a spinney on the edge——"
“Yes, that’s right; T know 1t.”
The detective found the bridge and

descended on to the towpath, followmg it

Recently we had stories”
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along the quiet reach. A heavily laden
barge came sagging up the stream, drawn
by a patient horse, and the driver nodded
to the detective as he passed.

“How far is it to Lud{ord Spinney ?”’ Lee
asked.
-¢“’Bout two

»

the man re-
turned. “But if I were you I'd cross at
Taller’'s Bridge, which is about half-moile
alonz, and take the main road then until
you reach the lock, just below the spinney.
This danged towpath be rather cut up lower

moiles, sir,

down.”

It was the sort of advice that Nelson Leo
always took, and on reaching Taller’s Bridge
he acted on 1t, crossing the bridge, and find-
ing himself on a broad, white road that ran
along behind a high hed ge. It suddenly
dawned on him that this was the road on
which Nipper had secn a cyclist whom he
believed to be Tempest, when he had gone to
London to fetch Wolf

Nelson Lee swung along through the dark-
ness. The night was very clear and still,
and the hedges glimmered under the light of
the stars. Sound travels far on such a
ni ht and presently Lee was brought to a
halt by a thin, sweet sound. It was high
and shrill and ﬂute-]ike, and it lasted for a
" long moment, while the echoes of it ran over
the hills, to die slowly in little mocking
whispers.

“There’s no English night-bird that makes
a sound like that,” the detective muttered.

. He hurried on, rounded a_ bend, and saw
a small house standmg back on the left of
the road, surrourided by trees. Passing the
house, Lee reached a gateway about fifty
yards lower down .on the right. Haltm
beside that gate. Nelson Lee looked across
the canal. He was almost opposite the
spinney. He recognised the long, slender
trees and the u'ren'ular conformation of the
wood.

“The cry scemed to come from just about
there,” he thought, eyeing the spinney.

He stood still and silent, listening, and at
last he thought he heard a dry twig crack

‘on the other side of the canal Peering
through the darkness, Lee saw a shadow
cross from one tree to another. With a

quick bound the detective had cleared the
gate, and, moving forward cautiously, he
began to descend the high, sloping bank to-
wards the edge of the canal. He wanted
to work his way towards the spinney, so
that he might get a closer view of the un-
known figure., He moved slowly and very
carefully, and the slight noise he made could
not have reached the cars of anyone on the
opposite bank.

But the unexpected happened. Just as
Nelson Lee reached the end of the sloping.
bank beneath which the sluggish waters of
the canal ran, he heard a crash from behind
him. A L ht flashed for a moment from a
pocket torch and fell full on him. At the
same time there came a hoarse shout from
below him. There was a small dinghy ticd
up under the bank, and a figure leaped up
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in 1it, brandishing an oar. The light from
the torch was full on Lee’s figure, picking it
out clearly, and suddenly, swiftly, the man
with the oar lunged forward, driying the
blade hard at Nelson Lee.

In the half-sitting posture that he had to
use to negotiate the bank, the detective was
fairly caught napping. The heavy oar smote
him ful on the side, and he was sent head-
long from his precarious seat, to vanish into
the icy-cold waters of the dark canal. 1t
had all happened so swiftly that Nelson Lee
hardly realised whereo he was until the chill
water closed over his head. The icy touch
of 1t aroused him at once, ‘and instantly he
realised the danger he was 1n.

He had heard a shout from behind him
as he went down, and he knew that the
person who had flashed the torch on him
had leaped to the edge of the bank. It meant
that he had now two dangers to face. If
he tried to climb the bank again, he would
simply place himself in their hands again.

lIe felt his feet tounch the muddy bottom
for a moment, then, with a powerful stroke
of his arms, he began to swim away under
water as fast as he could go. It was for-
tunate for him that the canal was fairly free
from weeds. He found himself in a sluggish
channel, and came to the surface for a
moment. He had a swift view of the starry

sky., of the dark waters of the canal and the .

banks on either side.

The rattle of oars made him turn his
head for a moment. llc saw the squat-
shaped dinghy being pushed out from the
overhanging banks. In the bows a figure
poised with a light gleaming in one hand.
which it flashed to and fro across the sur-
face. The click of the oars in the rowlocks
told him that they were coming on at full
speed. secarching for him as they came. Nel-
son Lee filled his lungs, and, dropping below
the surface, put in another long swim. 1t
was 1ce-cold down there, but the swing of his
arms and legs kept the blood circulating.

Once, as he swam, he heard a muflled
report, and knew what it mcant. The rascals
in the boat had fired at some object, believ-
ing it to be him. He smiled grimly as he
thrashed his way onward. Again to the sur-
face, rising wit?; a quick turn of head and
body that allowed him to break the surface
with only the tiniest of ripples, filling his
lungs, then down again. e had marked
a shimmering clump of reeds on his left in
that brief moment. He was heading back
%owards the junction now, moving with the
current, and he knew on his left was the
safe side, for the towpath was there, and
Ludford Grange lay just beyond it. He had
cleared the spinney completely mnow, for
there were no signs of the tall trees.

" The irregular sound of the oars told him
that the man using them was pulling fran-
tically, with less skill than strength. Nelson
Lee, heading for the receds, reached them at
last, inch by inch worked his way through
them until he reached the cdge of the tow-
path. Here he knelt for a2 moment, listen-
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ing. Suddenly a light flashed on to the
reeds, and hung there for a moment, like
a white eye, searching through their slender
screen. Waist deep Nelson Lee knelt, watch-
iqg 9that slow-moving light. Would 1t find
1m ?

A harsh voice sounded, and the oars took
up their burden agam. The dinghy moved
off, and the light sagged away along the
bank. Nelson ILee waited for a moment,
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the section of the bookecase swul

revealed rolled the blackened figure of a

'

then noiselessly drew himself up on to the
towpath, and, keeping well down, he crept
back along the path heading for the spinney.
He reached the trees, and swung into them,
working his way through the long, slender
trunks until he struck the narrow track
which led through into the park. e knew
that it would be useless to attempt to follow
the boat, and he would be risking catching
a chill that might lay him up for days.

““We have to call it a draw,” he muttered
to himself. “And I am quite content with
that.”

He dropped into a trot and swung along
across the park, heading for ILudford Grange.

He struck across the gravelled drive, and.

f

[
|
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followed it, then crossed the paddock, to
finally emerge from the little mckeb gate
opposite his cottage. There was no light
visible, and Nelson Lee found the door
]ocked. Both he and Nipper had keys, and
in a moment he had entered the cottage and
hhghted the lamp in the kitchen. No Wolf,
and no Nipper—and the fire a heap of grey

ashes.
Lee

“Nice sort of we]come,” thought.

il inij'

" ; / uhl’!l [
§ 1 ’:ﬁ i

g' round and out of the dark cavity that was

boy. *‘ Nipper 1°* gasped Nelson Lee darting
rward.

He went upstairs and made a swift change,
then returned to the kitchen and set to work
to light the fire.” He soon had a kettle boil-
ing, and he made himself a strong cup of

ecocoa. A glance at the clock on the wall
told him t.hat it was past midnight.

| ‘“He ought to be here by now,” Lee
s }lhou ght. “I wonder what has happened to

im ?”

He went to the door of the cottage and
stood there for a moment glancing up and
down the road. Beyond the high hedge he
could see the somblo pile of the Grange
standing out against the dark heavens.

“You begin to get on one’s nerves,” Nel-
son Lee muttelcg, addressing the silent

house. “You have the real uncanny spell
about you to-night. Something has hap-
pened to that youngster, and I fancy you
know all about 1it.”

He waited until he felt the chill air have
its effect again, and then, giving it up as a
bad job, Nelson Lee went back into the cot-
tage and up into his room. When he lay
down he did a thing that was rather un-
usual as far as he was concerned. He took
his revolver out of 1ts case and tucked it
under his pillow before he dropped off to
sleep. In its way, that action was eloquent.
It indicated that the master tracker was fully
aware now that there was danger all 1ound
him—that Sir Edmund Vanderley’s disap-
pearance had not brought the mystery to
an end, but only intensified it. These un-
known enemies, whoever they were, had not
given up their grim work. They had now
turned their attention to Nelson Lee, or, at
least, his actions had focussed iheir atten-
tions on him.

CHAPTER 11.
Nipper Is Missing!
NELSON LEE awakened

grey morning shining
blinds. Someone was

the door of his room,

“Mr. Brown!”

It was the voice of the village woman,
and Lee answered her.

“Mr. Martin be downstairs,» and
like to see you,” came the messagec.

Nelson Lee hurriedly dressed himself and

to find the
through the
knocking on

would

went down into the little sitting-room. 'The
butler was waiting for him there. Martin
knew who Mr. Brown was now, and he

stood up as the detective entered.

“sts Brierton would like to see you,
sir,” he said. ‘“We’ve had a bit of trouble
across at the big house this morning.”

‘“More trouble?”’ Lee put in.

The butler smiled.

“Nothmg very bad this time,” he ex-
plained. “Only that big dog of yours has
taken possession of Sir Edmund’s room, and

10 one can make him budge.’
“Wolf in Sir. Edmund’s room 7’

“Yes, sir. Miss Brierton has tried to
tempt him with all sorts of things—choco-
lates, sugar, beef—but the old fellow isn’t
havmrr any ?”’ He laughed. “Goodness only
knous how he got in there—but there he
is,” he added.

'Nelson Lee and the servant left the coltage
and headed for the big mansion. On their
way Lce asked a few questions. The police
had dragged the deep mill pond from to
to bottom, but had not found the body
the baronet. The pond was rather deep m
places, and very mudd There was always
a chance of the body having got tangled
up in the weeds. "'

“Mr. Nipper was along there yesterday
afternoon,” Martin went on. ‘“He had a
bit of an argument with the pollce sergeant.
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He seemed to think that they
wasting their time, and that made the ser-
geant rather cross. He told your youngster
to mind his own business, and that *‘ Boys
should be seen, and not heard.” 1 had to
laugh at that, sir.”
Nelson Lee smiled.
“Yl don’t suppose
pleased,” he put in.
The butler shrugged his shoulders.

““Oh, he didn’'t seem to mind much,” he
replied. ‘It would take a lot to upset that
young man, I’m thinking. He and I came
back to the house together, and I showed
him all over the place. He’s a rare shrewd
lad, 1s that, sir.”

So Nipper had been displaying a new In-
terest in the house. Nelson Lee was silent
for a moment.

“When did he leave you, Martin?” he
asked. |

‘“ About dinner-time,”” said the butler.
‘“Miss Brierton asked him to stop and have
dinner with her, but he wouldn’t hear of it.
He said he was responsible for the orchid
houses, and would have to look after the
fires. I saw him go into the furnace shed
along with his dog.”

“He hasn’t been to the cottage,” said
Nelson Lee. “I was wondering what had
happened to him.”

Martin opened his eyes at this informa-
tion.

‘:iI hope he hasn’t got into trouble,” he
said.

“Nipper has a knack of doing that,” said
Lee quietly. ‘Fortunately he also has a
knack of getting out of it. I am not worry-
ing about him.”

They had reached the terrace by now, and
presently Lee found himself climbing the
broad staircase with Margaret. They halted
at the door of Sir Edmund’s room, and Mar-
garet opened it. .

“There he is!” she said, pointing to a
tawny body that lay at full length on the
mat in front of the fire. “He hasn’t moved
since this morning.”

Nelson Lee stepped into the room.

“Wolf!” he said, and the Alsatian, turning
his head, leaped up and came bounding to-
wards his master. Margaret shook her tiny
fist at the great animal.

Nipper was very

“Obstinate old thing!” she said. ‘“You
wouldn’t even look at me; but you seem
ready enough to do so now.”

She stooped and patted the broad head.
Wolf wagged his tail. He was quite friendly
now.

‘““How on earth did he get in here ?’’ Nelson
Lee asked, looking round the room.

“I haven’t the faintest idea,’”” Margaret
returned. “The front door was locked and
bolted as usual, and Martin tells me that
he closed up the back premises before going
to bed. I looked into this room before
going up to my room, and there was no one
in it then.”

Nelson Lee looked down at Wolf and shook
hiz head.

)

were only’

~ house,” Margaret said.
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“I have often regretted that you can't
speak,” he said.

The room was neat and tidy; nothing had
been misplaced. The door had not yet been
repaired, although the damaged lock was
removed.

“There would be no difficulty in getting
in here, provided one first got into the
“Only I don’t know

how he managed to get in.”

“He may have had a companion,” Lee
sald quietly. ‘“ Nipper 1s missing. He
didn’t turn up at the cottage at all last

night. Did you examine all the windows on
the ground floor?”

Margaret shook her head.

“No, 1 never thought of that,” she ad-
mitted.

They went downstairs and presently Lee
found that one of the wide French windows
of the drawing-room had been tampered with.
He indicated to Margaret the tell-tale marks
that a thin file had made as it was pressed
between the two windows just below the
catch.

““The catch was forced open from the out-
side,”” he said. ‘I should think that the
person who did it knew exactly where the
catch was. It’s a very clean job, as you can
see. There’s a certain expert touch about
it that makes me very suspicious. 1 fancy
I know the hand that operated that thin bit
of steel.”

“You think it was Nipper?”

“Very likely. Ah, look!”

On the polished woodwork inside the room
was the clean imprint of a broad paw.
Wolf had not come near the window mnow,
and yet there was no mistaking that print.

“That settles i1t,” said Nelson Lee, shak-
ing his head at the dog. ‘You've becn
house-breaking, you old criminal. You and
Nipper came in here, very carefully closed
the window after you were 1n, and—and,
well, what happened afterwards has still ‘to
be discovered.”

“But if Nipper came in here, where is he
now ?”’ Margaret asked.

““That is what we have to find out,” said
Lee, with a quiet smile.

They left the room, and went across to
the furnace shed, where Lee examined the

fire. It was almost out and was choked
with ashes. He had to set to work on it at
once.

““ Nipper would not have neglected this if
he could help it,” he said. “That seems to

indicate that he has been held up somewhere-
or by someone.”

Margaret was standing at the door of the
little shed, and she caught sight of Tempest
coming up the long avenue. The valet saw
her, stopped, hesitated for a moment, then
went on towards the house.

“Where has he been?” Lece asked.

“T don’t know,” the girl returned. ‘It
looks to me as though he had been away

all night. Of course, he is allowed to do
so if he likes.”
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Tempest was carrying a small handbag and
was wearing a light lounge suit. As a rule
he wore blue serge. Nelson Lee eyed the
thin figure until it had vanished across the
terrace.

‘“If Tempest was away last night it rather
cstablishes an alibi for him,” he pointed out.
“1 mean, that he could not have anything to
do with Nipper’s affair.”

“I could find out when he went away, if
you like,” Margaret offered.

“Do!” Lee returned.

The girl went off, and Nelson Lee crossed
to the orchid houses. He had been forced
to neglect his charges rather, but he made
a rapid tour of the glass houses and found
them all correct. The heat had evidently been
steadily maintained, proving that -Nipper had
not neglected his side of the bargain. Nelson
Lee was just emerging from the houses again
when he Leavd the quick patter of feet on the
gravel, and Margaret Brierton came running
towards him. There was dismay and fear in
her eyes, and she caught at Lee’s arm as she
came to a halt.

“Come with me, quickly!” she gasped.
‘“There’s something wrong—in the study—
I’m afraid—"

They began to hurry along the path.

“Did you spcak to Tempest?”

‘‘No. But I asked Martin, and he says
that Tempest left the house at eight o’clock
last night. He has a relative living in the
village, I believe, and he was going there
to spend the night. But I didn’t have much
time to make further inquiries. 1 went into
the study, and—and
for yourself.”

They climbed to the first floor, and Lee
and the girl entered the study, which stood
on the opposite side of the corridor where
Sir Edmund’s bed-room was situated. Mar-
ga;letl closed the door after her and came to
a halt. |

“Listen,” she whispered, holding up a
slender finger. |

Lee heard a muffled sound—a groan,
it seemed to him to be.
‘““There, that’s what I heard!”
Margaret’s wide eyes were round with fear,
and she leaned against the wall, staring at
Lee. The detective glanced round the well-
furnished room, with its lines of bookshelves
and dark oak panelling.

‘‘Hark!”

Again the girl broke the silent. A dull
booming sound came to them, and this time
Lee located it. It was coming from the
left corner of the room, near the window,
close to the great fireplace. @ A shullling,
scraping sound, as though something heavy

was being drawn along beside the wains-

coting. '

With a bound Nelson Lee reached the
corner and knelt down. Raising his fist, he
struck it against the oak panel—once—
twice— '

Then——

There was a brief interval.

THERE was a long silence, then suddenly

But you will hear
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Tap!—tap! the answer came. - o
There was something alive behind that
panel.

Nelson Lee lcaned back and looked at the
wall for a moment. Close to the fireplace
stood a tall bookcase. It was about three
feet broad and five fect high, made out of
solid oak, carved with a design that was also
follltl)wed out all round the panelling of the
walil. ]
The detective went up to the bookcase,
and Margaret saw him running his fingers
along the smooth, dark wood, now and again
pressing his weight against the solid piece
of furniture. Then, suddenly, to the girl’s
amazement, a part of the bookcase swung
round until it was resting against the tiled
fireplace, and where it had stood in the wall
was a black gap. "

Out of that gap there came rolling a
grimed, breathless figure, covered from head
to foot with dust and cobwebs—a figure
that presently straightened itself out, and
turned a keen, shrewd face towards the two
silent spectators. .

““Phew! That’s that, guv’nor!” said the
voice of Nipper. |

CHAPTER 12,
In Hiding!

‘4 OW, young ’un, I’m ready!™
N Margaret, Nipper and Nelson
Lee were seated in the little cot-
tage, to which they had gone as
soon as Nipper had made himself sufhiciently -
presentable to pass out of the big house.
There was always the chance of someone
playing the part of eavesdropper; and apart
from that, it was always a safer policy to get
Nipper away without any of the se‘rvalxllts
' that
The bookcase

had been made in the study.
place to await

had been slipped back into its
a future inspection.

Nipper_had bolted for his room as soon as
he had entered-the cottage, and now, In
another suit, and with a shining, well-cleaned
face, he seemed little the worse for his
adventure. = IIe had slipped into the kitchen
and had cut a huge sandwich for himself,’
which he was putting away steadily when
he rejoined Lee and Margaret in the sitting-
room. | !

They waited until the last fragment of
crust had vanished, then Nelson Lee nodded
to his young assistant.

““Go ahead,” he said.

“I suppose I'd better begin at the begin-
ning,” Nipper returned. * After you and
Dr. Storey went to town I mooned about
the orchid house for a bit, had lunch, and
then thought I'd take a stroll as far as the
mill pond with Martin. I had a bit of an-
argument with the sergeant, but I was only
pulling his leg, and that doesn’t count. I
came back with Martin and he showed me
over the house. I had never been right
through it before. I found out that the
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an addition to the big

north turret 1is reallﬁ
dmund’s ancestors are

gallery where Sir
hung.”

“You mean their portraits,
Nelson Lee put in.

Nipper ignored the dry remark.

“There is a glass roof to the gallery, a
flat one,” he went on. *“I asked Martin
about it. but he didn’t know very much.
No one had ever been up on the roof. 'The
glass i1s very thick and frosted, held in place
by a framework of steel. It is a good forty
feet high, and there are no windows to the
north side of the gallery. I thought that
might cxplain the blank wall that you and
I were led to by old Wolf there.”

“Go on,” urged Lece.

“T saw that the roof could be reached by
an iron ladder set against the walls of the
wrallery, guv’nor, and it dawned on me that
it might be worth while coming back there
and having a look round later on. I did not
say anything to Martin about that, however,
and as it was about dinner-time I left the
house and went .to have a look at the fur-
naces.” |

“I met vou,” Margaret reminded him,
“and you wouldn’t stay to dinner with me.”

Nipper nodded.

young ’un,’”’

“That is so, Miss Brierton,” he said. *1
just ﬁopped ‘into the furnace-room, saw
everything right for. the night, then went

back to the cottage. I didn’t leave there
untidl about ten o’clock, and Wolf insisted
on coming with me. I tried to get the old
boy to stay where he was, but it was no good.
He simply wouldn’t do it, so I let him come
at last. We went into the grounds, and I
began to make for the north tower, when I
suddenly heard a very familiar sound.”

‘““ A bicycle ?”

“Yes, guv’nor. It was coming from the
direction of the stables, and I stepped across
to try and catch sight of it, but it got past
me before I could rcach the trces. 1 doubled
back and came out on to the terrace in
front of the house. I had followed the
sound as well as I could, but it stopped sud-
denly, and I knew that the man must have
dismounted somewhere. Wolf was as good
as gold. He kept close to me and never
made a sound. I searched along the terrace
and worked my way back to the orchid
house without seeing a sign of anyone. I
was standing beside the furnace shed, and
when I saw a flash of light from the house
I looked up, guv’nor, and the light was shin-
ing from Sir Edmund’s bed-room.”

“aVhat time would that be?”

“Must have been after eleven by then—
might have been twelve, for that matter.”

“Go on!”

‘““I stood still watching the light for a long
time. I thought at first that it might be
Martin or Tempest at work in the room,
although I knew it was very late for anyone
to be there. Then I saw somcone appcar on
the balcony of the study, which, as you
know, is on a line with the bed-room window.
The figure had slipped out through the cor-
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ridor window, and it was lecaning forward,
trying to look into the other room.”

He glanced across at Nelson Lee.

‘“I was very anxious to get a look at the
fellow, guv’nor,” Nipper went on. “From
where I was standing I could just make out
that he was a thin, narrow-shouldered type,
something like the man who rode the bike,
in fact. I crept along beside the orchid house
until I was as close as I could get. I was
watching the man all the time, and T saw
him reach out his hand. It had a long rod
in it, and there was a weight at the end of
it. It just reached the length of Sir
Edmund’s window, and swung the weight
forward so that it tapped sharply against the
window-pane. I could hear the sound quite
distinctly.”

Margaret was listening, with her red lips
slightly apart, her eyes wide with interest.

“As soon as the tap-tap sounded the man
on the balcony withdrew the rod, and, whip-
ping round, leaped through the window into
the corridor. I could not understand tha
meaning of the move at first, but it was soon
explained to me. 1 saw a shadow appear on
the blinds of Sir Edmund’s room. The blind
was withdrawn, and in the light I saw a
man’s face appear, staring for a moment out
of the window.”

Nipper lecaned forward.

“It was only a glimpse, guv’nor,” he said
earnestly. “But I recognised it. The man
;’n !the bed-room was Sir Edmund Vander-
e}, .)’

“You're quite sure?”

“I'd stake anything on 1t,” said Nipper,
“and I can tell you it gave me a bit of a
shock.- While I stood there the head and
shoulders wero withdrawn, and a moment
after the light vanished. I came out from
the side of the orchid house, and ran to the
wall below the balcony. Wolf was at my
heels, and suddenly he gave a warning growl.
I whipped round, and goodness only knows
what i1t was, guv’nor, but some great big
flying thing came surging past me and circled
above my hcad. I lashed out at it, hardly
knowing why, and my fist landed against
something warm and soft and furry. Wolf
madc- a leap into the air, and I heard his
jaws snap; then I tripped over the edge of
ithe path, and when I stood up again the
beastly thing had gone. A moment later I
heard a curious sort of call—a long, thin note.
It came from across the park—somewhere
near the spinney, I should think.”

“Jove, youngster, this is gefting interecst-
ing! ;You were not the only one who heard
that call last night,” said Nelson Lee, lean-
ing forward eagerly.

“I only heard it once,” said Nipper, ‘‘and
I don’t know what it meant exactly. I stood
there for the best part of ten minutes, but
1t was not repeated, nor did I sce another
sign of the thing that had attacked me.”

““And you have no idea what it was?”
Margaret put in,

Nipper shook his head.

“INot the remotest,” he
didn’t get much chance, you know.

returned. “1
But 1
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do know that it must have been a very big
}:)e,a;st, or bird, or reptile, whatever it’s name
1s.

‘““What happened then ?”

T ELL, guv’nor, it struck me at last
that I was only wasting time
standing there gaping into the
darkness. I wanted to see what

was happening 1in Sir Edmund’s room, and I

thought that there might also be a chance

of collaring the man who had becen on the
balcony. I went round to the terrace and
tackled the drawing-room window.”

“We knew that,”” said Margaret, with a
quick, admiring glance at Nelson Lece.

Nipper smiled.

“] had an idea that the guv’nor would
recognise the ‘¢ file-and-catch’ trick, for he
taught i1t to me. I got 1n all right, and
Wolf and I went upstairs. I listened for a
sound, but the place was dead quiet. 1
reached Sir Edmund’s room, and found that
the door was standing wide open. I had
my pocket torch with me, and I went into
the room and searched all round it. There
was no sign of anyone . there, and I called to
Wolf and made the old boy lie on the rug.
I told him to wait there until I came back,
for I knew that if anyone did stir while 1
was gone he’d tackle them quickly enough.”

““He never moved from his post,” said
Margaret. ‘“We found him there this morn-
ing.”’

“Y came out of the bed-room, and I heard
a slight sound down below. It came from
the front hall, and I shpped down the stairs
as fast as I could. The boittom of the stair
faces the front door, and just as I recached
there 1 saw the door being closed slowly,
and heard the key turn in the lock outside.
I nipped across the hall and reached the
door. It’s a lock you ean open easily from
the inside, although you want a key to
open 1t from the outside. I went out on to
the steps and looked round. I couldn’t see
anyone. Then suddenly the clankety-clank
of that bike started up, and hang me if the
man on the bike didn’t come whecling out
into the avenue as large as life and go off
towards the stables!

“I pelted after him, and I got near enough
to make sure of my man this time. Guv’nor,
it was Tempest! I'll swear to that. He
was in his blue serge suit. 1 could see the
tall choker collar that he always wears, and
he was, pedalling for dear life up the drive.”

“Towards the stables?”

&4 Yes.”

“Tll have a word with you about that
later,” said Lee. *“Meanwhile, go on with
your story.”

“I didn’t want to let him see me,” Nipper
explained, ‘““and I kept well in the back-
ground. He rode along the drive until he
came to that square of turf beside the north
wall, then he leaped from his bike and ran
across the grass. 1 followed him as quickly
as I could, and saw him reach onc of the
buttresses, which jut out from the wall, you
remember, 1 thought he was hiding behind

it, and I crept up, ready for him: but when
I got round the buttress he had vanished.
It didn’t take mec long to rcalise that it was
just exactly at that spot where Woif had
ccmo to a halt when you and I put him on
the scent of Sir Jldmund that night.”

A quick grin crossed the youngster’s face.

“I saw then that there was some secret
that wanted discovering, and I got to work.
Guv’nor, that buttress is hollow! It’s about
nine feet high, and from thc¢ ground the
sloping top looks solid enough. But 1
climbed on it to have a look, and I found
that the top is not covered in at all. It is
just hke the mouth of a chimney, and you
can slip down inside. There is a passage
behind it that leads you right into the walls
of the old gallery. This old place has double
walls, with miles of passages, and goodness
only knows where they lead to. I’ve been
wandering alonﬁ them for hours.”

His listeners leaned forward.

“I’ve heard something about that,” Mar-
garet broke out. ‘I think Sir Edmund told
me once. But I had forgotten. The Grauge
was once a big stores—a war granary, in
fact—where the monks hid their food. The
outer walls are just as they were built, but,
of course, the other parts have all been
modernised.”’

“I was a bit of a fool,” said Nipper, taking
up the thread again. “The discovery
astounded me so much that I did not quite
realisc what I was doing. I went down one
of the passages, and found myself at a corner
where two passages branched. 1 took the
one on the right, and found myself climbing
a slope. It was only then that I thought of
my pocket torch, and I took it out and shone
it on the flagstones. They were covered
with dust, and there were footprints on
them. I thought that they were those of the
man I was after, and I followed them up.”

He took a deep breath.

“It ‘was just about the rottenest job I’'ve
ever tackled,” he added. “I could hardly
breathe in there, and at every few yards I
seemed to eome to another branch. Then,
to cap matters, my torch battery petered out,
and I was left to grope along in the dark.”

Margaret shivered. Her quick, sympathetic
nature could appreciate to the full the grim
terrors of that long struggle through those
century-old secret passages.

““I went on until T was fagged out, then
I sat down, and must have gone to slecp
for a while,” Nipper went on. ‘I wakened
and set off again, climbed to another slight
slope—they didn’t seem to know how to
make stairs in thosec days, guv’nor, for 1
reckon now that those slopes were used 1n
place of stairs—and my foot struck against
something. 1 picked it up; 1t was a little
silver match-box, and 1t had a few wax
matches left 1n it. Here’s the box.”

Ho held out the little object.

“That is Sir Edmund’s,” said Margaret.

Nipper nodded.

“T thought it was,” he returned. ‘' Any-
how, it did me a good turn, for I used the
matches and picked up the foeotprints zgain
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that led me to the hidden doorway in the
wall—thoe first I had found. 1 wasted all my
matches in trying to discover how the thin
opened; then I gave 1t up at last, and starteg
to knock on the wall.”

He looked across at Nelson Lee.

“It seemed about ten years before I heard
that answering tap of yours, guv'nor,” he
added. “I can tel 3ou that it sounded like
real music to me. had no i1deca where 1
was, and I was falrly whacked. I couldn’t

face another walk through those dark
passages. |
“Don’t talk about it, please,” saild Mar-

garet, with a shiver, stretchmg out her hmd
and giving Nipper a warm grip.

NELSON LEE lcaned back in his chair
for a moment.
“I think that you’re wrong on one
point, Nipper,” hc said, ‘“and that is
with regard to the identity of the man you
followed. As a matter of fact Tempest Teft
the Grange about ten o’clock last night, and
spent the night at Hasset St. lecs ‘Miss
Brierton and I met him as he was returning
this morning.’

Nipper shook his head.

“He may have worked that in as a blind,
guv’'nor,” he said doggedly. “I am sure
that 1t was Tempest. His build and hecight
arc not casily mistaken.”

‘““Well, we can soon prove it,”” Nelson Lee
pointed out, turning to Margaret “You
could get Martin to ask Tempest where he
put up last night, and I'll go down there
and make inquiries.’

“But why trouble about Tempest ?”’ Mar-
garet put in. ‘“Where 1s Sir Edmund? If
Nipper saw him in his room——"

Nelson Lec leaned forward.

“I think that T can promise you that Sir
Edmund will appear again beforo the day
is over,” he said grmel “But for the
moment it is Tempest’s action that interests
me."”’

Before two o’clock that afternoon Nelson
Lee was able to prove to Nipper that he was
mistaken with regard to the valet. Tempest
had stayed at the local inn, and Lcc had
received proofs of that fact for the valet

had shared a double-bedded room with the .

host himself.

“It’s an alibi which necither you nor any-
one clse could get over,” Lee said to his
assistant. I do not say that Tempest is not
implicatéd in what is happening here—those
strong alibis go to prove that—but 1t 1is
abundantly clear tlmt he was not the man
whom you followed.’

Nipper gave in then.

“PBut what about the footprints, guv'nor ?”
he asked.

“They were probably Sir Edmund’s,” Lee
pointed out. “But we will be able to test
later on. T must wait until to-night; then
vou and I will be able to follow the m3 steri-
ous passages, and find out just where they
lead to. And if nothing comes of that, I
shall take a closer look at that house down
by the canal, ncar the spinney.”

“ GUSSY THE RUNAWAY ! ” Sparkling book-length story of St. Jim’s—

Just before sunset, Nelson Lee and his
assistant went up to the Grange, and the
detectwe made a round of the lace study-
mg 1t intently. He saw that the old walls

were very clearb defined. They ran from
the front of the house, which loo ted south,
to the back, on the wost side. The older

portion only reached as far as the first floor,

and the more moderp part was very distinct,

ior the material used was much lighter in
ue.

“The passages that vou found onl¥ run
along the western portion.”’ said Nelson Lee.
““Being part and parcel of the old wall, they
could not have gonc anywhere clse. These
branches and turnings that you found prob-
ably followed the bays and conformatlon of
the older rooms.’”’

“It was like moving in a maze. guv’'nor,’
satd Nipper. There seemed to be miles of .
passages, but I dare sav I covered the same
ground several times without noticing it.”

They had been careful not to allow any-
one to observe them. and when the inspection
was over, Nelson Lee went to the orchid
house and spent an hour there. Later he
and Nipper went back to *the cottage and
had supper. At tcn o’clock Margaret DBrier-
ton entered the cottage and gave Nelson Lee
the key of the outer door of the big house.

“I will give vou a signal from my rcom
when everything i1s quiet,” she said.

““Make sure of Tempest,” said Neison L.ce
slowly. “I want him out of the way. Hae
had nothmg to do with last might’s uﬁan——
directly, at least—but I do not trust him.’

It was an hour later before Nelson Lee and
Nipper, standing beneath the trees in the
wide avenuc, saw a light flash from the bed-
room above the stud\ They crossed the
lawn and reached the front deor. Nelson
Lee opened it, and they stepped noiseleszly
into the wide hall. A slender figure was
waiting for them at the foot of the stairs,
and Margaret led them up 1nto the sl.udy.
Nelson Lece noted that the blinds had been
drawn and the heavy curtains puiled across
the window, so that po light might betray
their presence there.

“I thought it Dbest to do that,”
Margaret.

She had a small pocket torch in her hand,
and she held it up while Nelson Lee tackled
the bookcase again. He found the hidden
catch and pressed it down. drawing the hecavy
bookcase round on its hinges, revealing the
dark, narrow gap. Margaret leaned forward
and Jooked into the dark passage with a little
shiver,

“I—I want to come with vou,”
“but I don’t think I could.
and cvil 1n there.”

“You would be of more serviee to us if
vou just waited here until we rerurnod,” said
Nelson Lee hurriedly. . ““The c<ecret of this
opening imay be known to others, and wo
necd someone to watch here so that we are
not interrupted.”

satd

she said,
It looks so dark
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Margarct Brierton drew out a tiny re-
volver, an action which made Nipper smile.

“lI know how to use 1t,” the girl said,
““although I have never had to do so yet.”

~ Her voice was steady and there was courage
m the wide, lovely eyes. Nelson Leo
ncdded approval, :

“I don’t think 1t will be necessary for you
to make use of your wecapon, but to be armed
15 to be ready.”

She offered him her electric torch.

“I will sit in the dark,” she said.
torch will be more usecful to you.”

“But if anyone should come in here ?”
Margaret smiled faintly.

“I am going to sit directly under the
electric switch,” she pointed out. “‘It 1s just
oppositc the bookcase., If I hear anyono
coming I will turn on the light, and—and
do this!”

She held out the revolver; her little fist
was as steady as a rock. She crossed to the
opposite wall and drew a chair forward, so
that she was immediately below the switch
when she sat down. Nelson Lee, standing
I the black gap behind the bookcase,
glanced across at her.

“Are you all right 7’ he asked.

““Quite,” the clear voice returned.
wait for you here,”

“Tho

“I will

er and Lee crouched silently against the battlements as a sound came to their ears.

Sude-
denly Lee switched on his torch and the light fell on a figure that emerged slowly from the trap.
‘¢ Sir Edmund ! »

tive were 1n the passage, moving along

it slowly, with the light of the torch

flickering on the arched way, picking
out the long grey cobwebs and the dark
patches of moss on the walls. Nelson Lee
was ahead, and he was holding the hght =o
that it fell on the flagstones in front of hum.
They descenfled a slight slope until they were
on ground level, then went on until they
recached a branch in the passage. Nelson
Lee halted, and held tho light {orward.
There were footprints in both passages, one
set smaller than the others.

““These are yours, young ’un,”
indicating the ones on the left, “and this
is probably where you went wrong. The
other prints lead to the right, and we'll follow
them.”’

“I know I'd lost the track
guv'nor,” the lad replied.

It was slow work. The passage was nar-
row, and it scemed to Lee that herc and
there attempts had been made to block 1t up
in the past. Once he came to a portion
where the inner wall had been added to,
forming a complete barrier; but scmcone had
been at work on it, and had made a narrow
opening, through which there was just room
to pass. The heap of stones and rubble on
the floor indicated that the work had only
rccently been carried out, and that the

][N another moment Nipper and the detec-

said Lee,

somewhere,
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worker had not troubled or dared to remove
the debris.

Twenty yards down this passage Nelson
Lee found himself emerging into a wider
one, and here he found the footprints of two
distinet types of boots again.

“I think I know where we are,” Nipper
murmured. *‘We're getting near to the
glace where I entered by way of the

uttress.’”’

L4

They went down the passage, and pre-
sently they could feel a wave of cooler and
fresher air. A moment later Nelson Lee
rcached the arched opening that led to the
chimney-like entrance in the hollow buttress.
He went into 1t and looked up at the star-
ht sky.

“So far, so good,” he said, rétracing his

steps. ‘““But it has not brought us to —
Ah, look, Nipper! You must have missed
these.” |

There were footprints in the passhge that

ran on past the opening, footprints that
pointed away from the direction Nipper
had taken.

“I only spotted the other lot, guv'nor,”
the lad said. :

They went on again, and presently they
found themselves climbing another slope that
scemed to run round and round some inner
chamber.

“We’re climbing the north turret,” said
Lee, “and I think that we're now nearing
the end of our journey.”

They went on in silence, Nipper plodding
along behind the detective. The slope
scemed to stiffen until they had to help
themselves up by holding on to a ledge of
stone in the wall. Suddenly Nelson Lee
stopped and switched off his torch. A strong
current of air had struck him, and he had
caught a glimmer of the dark sky above.

“Steady, young ’un,”” he whispered
warning.

A couple of paces brought him to the end
of the passage. He stretched out his hand
and touched the cold rungs of an iron ladder
cemented into the stonework. He began to
climb, and presently he found himself look-
ing across a dark space. It was the roof
of the turret. IHe could see the parapet with
its loopuoles, and the tall flag-post with its
halliard swayving in the breeze. Nelson Lce
stepped out on to the roof and Nipper fol-
lowed him. They crossed to the Hag-post
and looked over the parapet. They were
looking down on to the square of turf across
which Wolf had led them. The thin hal-
liards by which the flags could be hoisted
on to the staff hung down the wall to within
a few feet from the ground.

“I say, guv’'nor—look!”

Nipper caught at his master’s arm and
pointed across the lawn. A figure had just
emerged from the direction of the stables
and was hurrying across the turf. Lee and
Nippcr drew back from the edge of the
parapet, and, kneeling down, watched the
advancing figure. It came right up to where
the ropes of the flag-post hung, and they saw
it attach a heavy package to the end of the

in
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rope. Then, darting back across the lawn,
again it halted for a moment beneath the
clump of laurels, and a shrill whistle sounded.
Next moment the ficure had vanished, and
Nelson Lee turned to Nipper.

““This time there was no mistaking who
that was,” he said quietly.
“Tempest, guv’'nor?”

“Yes."
Click! From behind them came a faint
metallic sound, and Nelson Lee, touching

Nipper on tne arm, drew away from the Hag-
post, and, crouching below the parapet,
turned his head in the direction of the sound.
He saw a trap-door open in the centre of the
roof and a tall figure emerged. Nipper held
his breath. Suddenly Nelson Lee switched
on his torch and the light fell full on the
figure. There came a startled gasp from
the man and he stopped motionless in his
tracks by the trapdoor.

Nelson Lee rose noiselessly to his feet and
took a quick stride forward.
¢“Sir Edmund!” he said.

Nipper, standing behind Lece, saw a
dangerous gleam come into the eyes of the
baronet. |

6¢ HO—who are you?” he asked.
He was close to the edge of the
trap-door now, and Nelson Lee

pointed to it.

‘“‘Had we not better go down there first?”

he said in his quiet voice. “I am a friend

of Dr. Storey’s, although you might recognise

me as the man Brown whom you engaged
to look after your orchids.”

The baronet seemed to recognise the voice
now, for he suddenly turned and headed for
the trap-door.

““Come!” he said.

Nipper, following the detective, found
himseif descending another iron ladder into
a dark interior. Sir Edmund closed the trap-
door, a match scraped, and he saw the
baronet stoop over a lamp. A moment later
the yellow flame dispersed the gloom and
the three men eyed each other. Sir Edmund
was standing beside the little table, on which
he had placed the lamp, and the parcel stood
by his side. Nipper was amazed at the
change in the tanned features. The cyes
were hollow and there were lines around the
firm mouth.

“I recognise you both now,¥
Edmund in a cold voice. “but
understand why you are here.”

His voice was steady enough, but a slight
twitching of his fingers indicated that he was
holding himself in check.

“If I remember correctly, vou were en-
gaged to look after my orchids,” he added
pointediy. |

It was a distinctly difficult position. Sir
E%mund was not at all friendly. in his atti-
tude.

“That 1s true.” said Nelson Lee. “But in
the first place 1 4vas really engaged by Dr,

said Sir
I do not
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Storey. ]I am a detective, and he asked me
to take up your case.”

“My case, sir? And what need had I of
a detective, sir?” .

Nipper smothered an impatient word. Th
youngster was quick to see the very apparent
blank ingratitude in this cold attitude.

“Dr, Storey thought that you were In
danger,” said Lee quietly. ‘‘You had asked
him to come down here and take charge of
you. He was unable to accede to that re-
quest, and he gave mo the task.” He leaned
forward. ‘Do you deny that, for the past
few months, you have gone in fear of your
life—that you were forced into this trick of
hiding yourself in order to escape from your
enemies ?”’

“What I have done is surely my own
affair, retorted the baronet.

“Not if your actions cause others to be-
lieve that a crime has been committed,” Lee
pointed out. ‘“You are suppcsed to have
committed suicide; the police have been work-
ing for iwo days trying to find you. That
brings your action inside the Ilaw, BSir

Edmund,”
The listener was silent for a moment.

“1 realise that you Lave forced me into
giving up my plan, sir,”” he said gravely.
“You have discovered my innocent secret, or
trick—call it what you will. Under these
circumstances, I am ready to go back with
you to miy rooms. I have no further use for
this place. 1 congratulate you on your clever-
ness in finding me. 1 was warned against
you, but I thought that 1 was safe enough.”

“You were wamed by Tempest?”

“Yes, Tempest—a man whom 1 trust im-
plicitly.” | |

“l1 am afraid that your Tempest i3 a
rascal,” -said Nelson Lee, ‘‘and one day 1

hope to prove that to you.”
Sir Edmund shook his head.

‘““That 1s where you're utterly mistaken,”
he said. ‘‘Tempest has stood between - me
and that danger to which you are now forc-
ing me to return. Come.”

He led the way to the iron Jadder. They
followed him in silence down ‘the sloping pas-
sage and on until they reached the arched
entry in the buttress. Sir Edmund passed
into the square space and climbed the set
of rungs to drop out on to the soft turf.
Nelson Lee and Nipper followed, and they
came to a halt for a moment.

“If T might be allowed to suggest a plan,
Sir Edmund,” ‘Nelson Lee said at last, "1
would advise you to spend the night at our
cottage. It could thén be reported that you
had returned there. Your absence might be
explained by loss of memory-——anything.
Both Nipper and I are at your service in
that respect.”’

Sir Edmund nodded his head.

“The suggestion is a good one,’”’ he said.
“It is kind of you to take so much trouble
over my affairs.”
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IS voice was a shade more friendly
H now. Perhaps he was beginning to
realise that these two strangers had
their side of the matter at stake.
Nelson Lee bowed, and not another word
was passed between the trio until they were
safely inside the cottage, then Nelson Lee
turned to Nipper and handed him a key.

‘“Better cut along and let Miss Brierton
know what has happened,” he said in a low
tone, ‘‘otherwise sﬁe might sit there on
gentry all night.”

Nipper hurried away and Nelson Lee went
into the little sitting-room, where he found
the baronct seated in one of the chairs.
Under the light Sir Edmund’s features were
drawn and haggard, and Nelson Lee felt a
quick stir of pity in his heart. This man
had gone through some terrible mental
strain, and for that reason had to be handled
gently.

“I may owe you an apology, Sir Edmund,”
sald Nelson Lee. “I came down here and
passed myseif off as someone else. That
was wrong, of course, but it was not done
with the idea of hwrting you in any way.
Dr. Storey and Miss DBrierton . were both
aware of what I was doing, and I did it at
their imstigation.”

“I’ve been thinking it over,” returned the
baronet. ‘1 see that my first remarks were
entirely uncalled for, and may have sounded
harsh. I withdraw them. You are aware, of
course, that certain things have happened at
the Grange?”

‘T have allowed very little to escape me,”
sald Nelson Lee. “And I think I can even
come very near to the truth with regard to
your sudden disappearance. Had it anything
to do with the death of the boarhound,
Victor ?”

Nelson Lee asked the question swiftly, and
he saw the haggard face twitch.

“It had everything to do with the death
of Victor,” said Sir Edmund Vanderley.
Then suddeply his reserve seemed to desert
him for a moment. ‘‘ You are a cléver man,”
he went on, ‘“and perhaps you can help me.
That night I had Victor in myv room, asleep
on ths rug in front of the fireplace. The
door was locked and bolted, and there is no
other way of gaining an entrance.”

“Not even by a secret passage?”

“No My bedroom is on the more
modern side of the house. The only secret
passage 1is the one that leads up to the
study.”

“1l have already found that one,”
Lee.

“I did not sleep very well that night. I
have not slept very well for some time. 1
suppose I did doze off, however, for I was
awakened by a scraping sound close to the
window. I reached out and switched on
the electric light. Victor was stretched out
in his dying agonies under the window.’”*

“The window was open?”

““Five or six inches ‘at the top—that was
a .?’

“What did you do then?”

sald
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Sir Edmund hesitated.

““TI realised that the second warning was
something that I should not neglect.
Hector, and then my other guard had paid
the penalty. 1 made up my mind to play
my last card. The secret room in the turret
would be a secure hiding-place. As I was
dressing I heard a knock at the door. It
was Tempest.”

He looked at Nelson Lee.

“You seem. to suspect my valet,” he said,
““but to me he has proved a most loyal and
devoted servant. His appearance then had
been brought about by his anxiety on my
behalf. It appears that he had made it his
duty to patrol the grounds of the Grange
during the night, and he saw the light in
my room.”’

‘““He helped you to get away,” said Nelson
Lee. ‘“The grey tweed suit left beside the
mill pond was his idea. You went with him
as far as the gate, then turned back and
entered the tower.”

“How do you know that?” Sir Edmund
asked. '

“I followed your movement,” said Lee,
“but unfortunately I did not trust sufficiently
to the creature who tracked you. He is an
Alsatian—at the present moment asleep i1n
the kitchen.”

“You are quite correct,” Sir Edmund
said. ‘‘Tempest did take my clothes to the
mill ponid. It was all done with the object
of throwing my—my searchers off the track.”

‘““ And Tempest has been in touch with you
all along?”

“Yes. He brought me food. Perhaps you
saw him to-night?”

‘““You're making out a good case for your
man, Sir Edmund,” said Nelson Lee. *But
was it at your ‘orders that Tempest followed
Miss Brierton to town, in order to discover
what was the message with which you had
entrusted her? Think for a moment. 1t
was a Wednesday evening. You had gone
through an ordeal of some sort and were
in bed. What did Tempest do that
evening ?”’

‘s EMPEST did not go to town that
ll night.. I, can’t remember exactly.
I went to sleep soon after Miss
Brierton left, and I did not see
Tenpest again until the next morning. But
that proves nothing. Tempest might not
have been at tne Grange, but that doesn’t
prove he went up to London on the same
train as Miss Brierton.” -

“Quite so. But I can produce a witness
who will prove that Tempest alighted from
the early London train the following morn-
ing at the junction. And iy witness states
that it is not the first time that your valet
has gone to London at night and come back
by the first train.”

The eyes of the baronet widened.

“Tempest never mentioned any of these
trips to me,” he said. ‘‘But even so, there
i3 nothiug actually guilty in his conduct. 1
know that in my hour of need he stood by

First
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me. He had a hard task—you yourself will
admit that—for he was constantly being
watched by you and your assistant.”

Nelson Lee smiled grimly.

“I do not know that we watched him any
closer than he deserved,” he returned.
““There will be other points about him that
we will have to. discuss, but——"

He came to a halt, for the door of the
cottage was suddenly opened, and Nipper
came hurrying into the sitting-room. The
look on the youngster’s face brought Lee, t
his feet. -

“What is it, young ’un?” he asked.

Nipper held out his hand. A little. red
morocco shoe lay in his palm. ’

“I can’t find Miss Brierton, guv’nor,” he
said.- ‘‘She wasn’t in the study. I went
up to her room and knocked, but she wasn’t
there. When I came down to the terrace
again I found this at the foot of the stone
steps.”’

Lee recognised the shoe as having been
worn by Margaret. Nipper drew a deep
breath.

“L thought that there was something
wrong as soon as I looked into the study,”
he added, ‘“for the bookcase was back in
its place, and the chair that Miss Brierton
had sat on was lying on its side. What are
we going to do about it, guv’nor. We’'ve
got to find her!”

““One by one,” said Nelson Lee, turning
to Sir Edmund, “the guards—the dogs and
people—who stand between you and your
enemies are removed, in order that your
enemies may get at you the easier. That
being so, it is remarkable that nothing has
yet happened to Tempest. Anyway, this dis-
appearance of Miss Brierton 1s serious, and
we shall have to carry the war into the
enemy’s camp. Attack is sometimes the best
defence.”

“But—where 1s their camp?” asked Sir
Edmund.

“I am almost sure it is in the house down
by the canal,” replied Nelson Lee. ’

[ )

CHAPTER 1.
Sinister House!

BOUT a hundred yards away from the
lock below Ludford Spinney there is
an open space which a careful
observer will discover to be the site

As a matter of faect, it

18 a favourite halting-place for the gipsies in

the summer time, and has the attraction of

being near to two villages and being com-
mon land, that is to say, land which anyone

18 allowed to camp on.

It 1s sheltered from the winds by a hedge
on one side, and the canal runs along on
the other side, making a convenient wash-
ing place. And here there appeared an old
tinker who set up his tent and made himself
comfortable. Close to the tent stood a ram-
shackle cart, and a grey horse was cropping
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.at the stunted grass. A small fire was burn-
ing in front of the tent, sending up a column
of smoke straight into the sky. On a box
in the doorway of the tent was seated a
grey-bearded man, in the nondescript gar-
ments of his species.

His skin was a dark mahogany tint, his
beard long and straggling, is hair un-
kempt. There was a kettle on the fire, and
he was regarding it complacently, waiting
for the moment when i1t would boil. A tin of
cocoa stood on the edge of the box, flanked
by an enamelled cup. The tramp, with
folded arms, was puffing contentedly at a
short clay pipe—evidently at peace with the
world.

It was about seven o’clock in the morning,
and there was very little traffic on the road
that ran past the hedge. A gap allowed the
tramp to have a full view of anyone passing,
and presently he saw a man, rather . well
wrapped up considering the time of the year
—as if he felt every little fresh breeze—come
down slowly along the hedge. The indi-
vidual glanced across at the tent and its
occupant, stopped, hesitated for a moment,
then passed on, frowning. The man’s face
was quite clear to the tramp. He was an
Oriental, dark-skinned and hook-nosed,
probably an Arab.

A day had passed since Sir Edmund Van-
derley had been found by Nelson Lee and
Nipper. The baronet had followed Lee’s
advice and had duly appeared at the Grange
next morning. The report about his having
suffered from loss of memory was spread
about and seemed to be satisfactory. DBut
L.ee had not waited to sce the result.
Nipper’s discovery concerning Margaret
Brie(airton had opened up another immediate
need.

To Nelson Lee there was only one possible
solution to the problem. Margaret had fallen
into the hands of the band of rascals who
were at work there. It was urgent that a
move should be made at once, and so, on the
same morning, Lee had left the Grange and
to all appearances went back to London.
He had left Nipper behind to look after the
affair, and the youngster knew what Nelson
Lee was really intending to do. The detec-
tive only travelled to a large town on the
main line, sought out the chief of the
County Police, and as soon as that official
knew who his visitor was, the rest was easy.
Before nightfall Lee had taken up his dis-
guise as the travelling hawker, and a long
drive saw him land at the cleared space
beside the. canal by the morning. He had
chosen the site deliberately, for it was within
a stone’s throw of the lonely house which
now became to him the centre of attraction.

He wanted to find out what was going on
in that nouse, and he also wanted to put a
check on the movements of its occupants
for the moment. That cleared space was
ideal for his purpose. It gave him a full
view of the canal, and the spinney and the
towpath on one side; it also gave him the
chance of seeing everything that went on in
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the road that ran past the lonely house. He
had counted on some sort of trouble arising
through his move, for if the house was really
the headquarters of the gang, they certainly
would not tolerate the presence of the tramp
80 near to their house.

“I must have time,’”’ Lee muttered to him-
self. ‘These rascals have had it all their
own way up to now. While I am herec there
won’t be much chance of their attempting
any open attacks, and that is all I want. 1
have been handicapped and I’ve got a lot
to make up, but I think I can see the end
of this case now.”

His keen eyes were full of the glow that

tells of a man who has strung hmself up to
concert pitch. He was out to make good,
and that first sight of the enemy had been

a grim forerunner of what was to follow.
But it was not until after dark that he ex-
pected trouble to come to him, and by that
timo he was ready, and had made up his
mind just what to do. He left his tent and
crept to the shallow ditch that ran beside the
hedge. It was not long before someonc
approached.

He raised his head and listened. The fect
came on down the road, passing on the other
side of the hedge. Then he heard them
enter the field and come on towards the tent.
Peering through the darkness, Lee saw two
shadowy figures cross between him and tho
canal, and come to a halt at the door of the
tent. A faint gleam of light appeared for
a moment and was flashed into the interior,
where Nelson Lee had so made up his bed
as to appear as though he stil]l lay there.

A low whispering reached him; then the
light vanished, and he saw one of the figures
draw the flaps of the tent together and lace
them up. The other figure was kneeling in
the grass, working at some object that Lee
could not recognise. |

S-5-88! There came to his cars a faint,
sibilant sound—the hiss of gas escaping
through a thin aperture. A quick thril]l ran
through him, for he knew what that meant.
They were-filling the tent, closed now, with
some form of gas—a drug, no doubt—that
would assure for them the silence of tho
old hawker who had suddenly taken up his
abode near them. .

The sound stopped, and he saw the two
figures rise to their feet. They seemed to
be very sure of the power of their drug, for
they did not go near the closed tent now.
Perhaps:they were afraid of sharing the same
fate of the man whom they believed was
inside. Quietly and stealthily, they moved
away cross the field, to vanish through the
gate again, and Nelson Lee heard their re-
treating footfalls go past. When they had
died away he roso to his feet and glanced
about him.

‘“You have clecared the way now,” he
thought. “You think that you’re quite safe.
But that remains to be seen.”

He moved off along the hedge and emerged
on to the road, darting across to the oppo-
sito side. Then, entering the field beyond,
he began to make his way towards the tiny
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garden that surrounded the lonely house.
He found himself close to the fence at last,
and halted for a moment, eycing the build-
ing, There was a light in one of the ground
floor windows, and as he watched he saw a
shadow across the bhnd.

The lhight vanished, and a moment later
Lee heard the rattle of a lock. A door
opencd, and a figure emerged on to the
narrow path. It halted, looked to right and
to left, then, turning along the path, began
to make 1ts way down the garden. Lce saw
it vanish behind a high trellis, and, moving
out from the fence, the detective worked his
way down until ho was opposite the trellis
work. He saw now that there was a low-
roofed summer-house standing behind the
screen, and he heard the jangle of a bunch
of keys. The figure entered the structure,
closing the door behind it, and a beam of
light appeared through a tiny window.

Nelson Lee did not hesitate then. He
clcared the fence and struck across towards
the summer-house, and, gaining it, he found
the narrow window. There was a big water-
butt standing beside the window, forming a
convenient hiding-place. Lee knelt behind
it, then, raising his head above the level of
the sill, he stared into the interior.

It was a circular space that met his eyes.
The wooden walls had a beneh running round
thkem, and in the centre of the floor stood a
rustic table.  The man who had entered was
just 1n the act of lighting a small lamp that
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hung from one of the low beams. He turned
up the wick, and the inercased light allowed
Lee to take stock of the whole of the
interior. A quick breath cscaped from his
lips as he saw the slender figure of Mar-
garet. Bricrton seated opposito the window.
Her arms were tied belind her back, and a
ropec had been fastened round her slender
ankles and secured to a stout ring in the
wall. A handkerchicf was around her mouth
and chin. She was lecaning back against the
wall, but her eyes were wide open, and she
was watching the man at the table intently.

“ A prisoner!” Nelson Lee thought grimly.
“T was afraid that was what had happened.”

The figure at the table did not do more
than glance at the bound girl. He adjusted
the wick of the lamp, then, stepping across
the summer-house, he drew aside a thick
curtain that hung from the roof, and, reach-
ing up, he unhooked a huge wicker cafzc
from behind the curtain. T.ece watched tho
man as he came back to the table, carrying
the cage. It seemed to Lee that the fcllow
was afraid of his burden, for he held the
cage out at arm’s-length, and as soon as heo
had placed ‘it on the floor he stepped back.

The movement allowed the watching
detective a full view of the cage. Nelson
Lee peered at it steadily, trying to make out
what it was that hung inside. A wedge-
shaped object it scemed, attached to the root
of the cage. something that hung still and
motionless, inert. Then gradually the detec-
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tive picked out the leather-like wings, the
round; furry body. It was a gigantic bat!

As 1t hung there, the creature was a good
twenty-four inches long; it almost filled the
huge cage. In flight, 1t must have had a
spread of at least three fcet. A swift memor
came back to Nelson Lee—the posteard,
with its strange designs; the skull, and the
winged object below.

“Jove, I’ve got it—at last!” the watching
{n.an thought, a swift thrill rupning through
1m.

CHAPTER 14.
Zero Hour!

EE saw the man, who had moved away
from the cage, return now, and saw
that he had drawn a thick pair of
gloves over his hands. Very

cautiously the fellow opened the door of the
cage, and, watching his chance, made a
sudden grab at the suspended creature. Lee
saw the wicked head, with thin, pointed snout
and ears, make a dart at the gloved hand;
but it was too late, and in another moment
it had been lifted from its place and dragged
out of the cage, to be wrapped in a piece
of thick cloth.” One huge wing unfolded and
flapped violently for a moment, but the man
handling it was cvidently used to his task,
and he mastered the struggling creature.
Lee*saw the intent look of care in the brown
face as the man wrapped the cloth round
his captive; every movement, every gesture,
whispered of a deadly fear.

“You don’t seem "to enjoy "your task very
much,’” Lee thought. “I wonder why you
should be so scared 7”’

The cage was lifted up and thrown into
a corner of the room. Then the stranger,
tucking the wrapped-up animal under his
coat, reached out and extinguished the ligtit.
Lee slipped away from the window and lay
flat behind the trellis work, waiting for the
other to appear. He came out of the

summer-house, locked the door behind him, £

then went on down the path and into the
house. ' |

Nelson Lee rose to his feet, hesitated for
a moment. His desire was to follow the
mysterious stranger, but he knew it was
his duty to help Miss Brierton. He could
not leave her there alone in that dark
prison.
house, and, kneeling down, examined the
lock. It was a stout affair, and it took him
the best part of five minutes’ work before he
mastered it. He glanced over his shoulder
at the house. There was no sign of light
there, and, opening the door of the little
rustic building, he slipped- inside.

“All right, Miss Brierton!’’ he whispered.

A strangled gasp came to him. He dared
not risk a light, and he came across the
room with hands outstretched until they
touched the bound girl. In a few seconds
Margaret Brierton found herself freed from
her bonds, and she stood beside the detec-
tive. numb and trembling,

He crept to the door of the tiny
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“It’s all right now,” the detective mur-
mured. ‘““Just wait for a moment—you’re
quite safe.”

“I nearly collapsed then,” she whispered.
“You must think me an awful coward; but
1t has all been like a nightmare. 1 want to
get out of this terrible place.””

There was no time then to ask questions.
Margaret’s story would have to wait. -

“Come,” said Lee, turning towards the
dark doorway; “just follow me, and don’t
make any noise. We'll get through all
right1” |

In silence they left the summer-house and
began to move along the path. Lee led his
companion to the fence, and, lifting her in
his powerful arms, swung her over the bar-
rier. A light vault saw him by her side a
moment later, and they cut across the field,
heading for the roadway. As they reached
the hedge that guarded the road Lee heard
the creak of bicycle pedals sound, and he
and his companion came to a halt, and at
last, round a bend in the road, there came
a cyclist. The light in front of his machine
shed a feeble glimmer along fhe road, and
Lee, leaning forward, watched the rider as
he came on. He was bending down over
the bars, pedalling for dear life. He swung
past at full speed, and Lee heard a little
gasp by his side.

“You recognised him?” he whispered.

‘““Yes,” said Margaret. ‘‘It was Tempest.’>

They listened intently for a moment, then
the sound of the bicycle suddenly ceased—
stopped dead. .

‘“He has reached -the house,” said Lee
grimly. ‘He’s evidently in a great hurry.
I expect he has some important message.
I think it will be wise for you and I to
get away while we have time.”

He pressed himself through the hedge and
helped his companion to follow. Not for
worlds would he let her know that at that
moment she was in the way, and a hindrance
to his plans, for it was hardly her fault. A
rim - instiftet told him that something was
brewing back there in that quiet house,
something that should have claimed his
whole attention. But he could not leave the

girl alone and unprotected there.
“We must get back to the Grange,” he
said. ‘“I think it will be safe to try the

lock; the gates are usually closed at night,
and there is a footbridge across them.”

THEY hurried off along the road and

reached the canal. The lock gates

were closed and Lee walked across in

front of his companion. A moment
later they were hurrying on up the lane that
led out into the roadway, which skirted the
grounds of Ludford Grange. Lee saw his
companion begin to falter, and he drew her
arm under his own.

“I am very tired,” Margaret murmured.
“They kept me there all day without a bite
of food.”

Lee turned into a gate that gave access
to the park-lands in which the spinney stood
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and turned to his left, heading for the big
house.
“They will pay for all they have done,”
he said grimly. ‘“What happened to you?”
She told her story as they hurried along.
She had sat there in the dark study, waiting
for their return. The time had passed very

slowly, and sho admitted .that she must have-

dropped into a half doze. She was
awakened by a sound from the hidden door-
way in the hall, and she rose to her feet.

“I thought it was you and Nipper return-
mg,” Margarct went on. ‘I called to you,
Mr. Lee. 1 had no idea it would be any-
one else. 1 heard someone leap out from
the doorway and come across towards me.
I tried to reach the switch, but I was too
late. The room seemed to fill with men. 1
heard their voices whispering, and someone
caught me, forcing me back into the chair.
A heavy cloth was thrown over my head, and
I heard the click of the electric switch.
Rough hands gripped at my wrists, and they
were wrenched back. I struggled hard, but
I was powerless. Then a sponge saturated
with some drug was pressed across my lips,
and I remembered no more until I found
myself in that hut.”

She shivered. |

““There were two men in it when I re-
gained consciousness,” she went on. “Two
brown-skinned men. They were standing at
the table, and did not even glance at me.
They were busy with that hideous thing in
the cage. "You saw it?”

“Tt’s a bat,” said Lee. ‘A big, grey bat
of a species I have never seen before. What
were they doing with it?”

“I couldo’t quite understand,” Margaret
returned. ‘‘One- of them held it while the
other seemed to be tormenting it. He had
a piece of raw flesh - on a skewer; and he
smeared gome brown stuff over it, then began
to torment the evil thing until it tried again
and again to get at him. But every time it
struck he met it with the bit of flesh, and it
tore at it and bit at it like a fury. They
kept that up for a long hour; then they
thrust the bat back into the cage behind the
curtain and went out, leaving me alone wibh
the horrible ‘thing. I could hear it moving
back and forward across the wicker cage,
trying to get free. All day long 1t seemed to
move to and fro, to and fro, and I was
afraid that it might get out.”

“The brutes!” growled Lee. ““That’s
another thing they’ll have to pay for.”

They were close to the avenue now, and
presently they found themselves on the edge
of the lawn opposite the Grange. A sudden
idea came to Nelson Lee. He began to
understand the meaning of the brown stuft
that had been smeared on the meat with
which the strangers tormented the grey bat.
He recalled the peculiar wounds that had
brought death to the boarhounds, and the
quecer, flute-like call. But what was more,
he became aware that men were moving
across the park-lands towards the dark pile
of Ludford Grange.
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“I don’t think it is advisable for you to
go to the Grange just yet,” ho said to Mar-
garet. “We had better make for the cot-
tage.” .

They turned, and, recaching the paddock,
passed through it and out through the gate
opposite Lee’s cottage. They entered and
Lee lit the lamp. He sat down at the table
and hurriedly scribbled a note.

“The end is coming,” he said. “ You
have been through a trying time, Miss Brier-
ton; I feel half afraid to ask you to do any
more for me.”

“I’ll do anything that is within my power,”
she said earnestly. ‘

““You’re hungry,” he reminded her. * Take

as many of those cakes as you like. Kat
them on your way to the village. Run with
this note to the police-station. I have a

dozen men waiting there for me to call them.
I want help. Their instructions are in that
note. Go at once, and run!”

She went with him out to the gate, the
note in one hand, a cake in the other.
" “But—I have heard nothing, and——"" As
she spoke there came that queer, flute-like
note on the silent air. ‘*What’s that?’’ she
gasped. :

“The end—for someone,”’ saidt Lee sternly.
“ Run—with that note! There isn’t a second
to be lost!”

She fled down the road, while Nelson Lee
spun round and raced towards the Grange.

CHAPTER 15.
The Death Bat! )

A S soon as Nipper found himseclf left in
A charge of Ludford Grange he set
himself to establish one certain point.

. Despite all the faith that Sir Edmund
had in Tempest, Nipper still clung obstin-
ately to the belief that the valet was at
work on some underhand trick, and the
youngster made up his mind to keep a close
watch on the servant. |

Sir Edmund had gone to his room, and
he did not leave it for the whole of the fol-
lowing day. Nipper, still keeping up his
work at the furnace shed, made inquiries
now and again, and discovered that Tempest
had not returned to the Grange. It was
Martin, the butler, who told Nippér this
item of news.

““He is staying in the village,” Martin
added. ‘1 think he has taken offence at
something.”’

Nipper smiled to himself.

“Got the wind up, more likely,” he mut-
tered grimly. “I don’t trust the beggar,
and, come nightfall, I’]l have to watch.”

Accordingly he snatched what rest he could
during the day, and as soon as the sun sank
in the west he started off for the house.

The dark pile of the house ztood in sombre
shadow, and Nipper, crossing the paddock,
made his way round by the orchid house,
reaching the gravelled path that ran directly
beneath Sir Edmund’s bed-room.
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“A light!”

The words broke from his lips as he saw
a long thin beam striking out from the top
of the window. He knew that there had
been no light there when he had looked at
the house from the spinney, yet he saw now
that the light came from a lantern that
hun
window.

It was like a sinister, luminous eye, that
hooded gleam, and Nipper felt that there was
some deadly purpose behind it.

“YI know that he’s not very keen about
me and the guv’nor,” Nipper thought. * But
I'm going to risk it. He’ll find out the
truth soon enough, and, anyhow, I mean to
find out the meaning of that light.”

Nipper increased his pace and came to the
french windows by the balcony. In a
moment he was inside the house and making
him way to Sir Edmund’s room. But when
he cautiously tried the lock it resisted his
efforts. Sir Edmund had locked himself in.

Nipper withdrew his hand and stepped
back. Under other circumstances he might
have ventured to rouse the baronet, but Sir
Edmund had been frankly antagomistic, and
Nipper hesitated. There was always the
chance that Sir Edmund might know all
about the light, and Niﬁper would. have to
apologise for disturbing him, and feel some-
thing of an idiot into the bargain.

“I won’t risk it,”” he muttered. ‘‘But I've
got to make sure that things are all right in
there.”

Then he had an idea, and, going down the
corridor and reaching the window, opened
1t, stepping out on to the iron balcony out-
side. Leaning forward, he peered at the bed-
room window. Something dangling to the
projecting water-pipe above caught his eyes.
He had to lean forward at a precarious
angle before he could grip it. It was a thick,
knotted rope., and a quick thrill ran through
him. Nelson Lee had indicated how it was
possible for a man to gain the balcony from
the bed-room window by making use of that
very water-pipe.

““Someone has been doing it
Nipper thought.

A tempting notion came to him. The rope
was a stout one, and the window ledge very
broad; what one man had done another could
surely do, and he wanted to have a closer
view of that strange light. In another
moment he was standing on the edge of the
balcony rail, tightening his grip on the
knotted rope.

““Now,” he murmured, as he swung him-
self clear. Dark though 1t was, he had
Judged his distance with beautiful accuracy.
He swung up and up until he landed with
his fcet on the broad sill. For a moment
theroc was a tussle as he fought for his
balance; but his lithe young muscles were
cqual to the task, and he steadied himself
at last. He had only just succeeded in doing
s0 when there came to him a swift rush of
wind, followed by a heavy swishing sound.

to-night,”’

from the side of the wall above a
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Clinging to the edge of the window, Nipper
turned his head.

Something was poised about ten yards
away from the window—a great grey float-
ing shadow that swooped up and passed
through the shaft of light, then came circling
down again. Down and down, until the
great wings brushed against the lad’s cheek,
and he struck out at the huge shape. He
missed his object, but the great creature
sagged down again and described another
huge, fluttering circle.

‘“A bat!” Nipper thought. ‘But what a
huge brute! here the dickens has it come
from, and——"

GAIN the long-winged creaturc turned,
flashing into the thin beam of light.
Nipper could see the small, beady
eyes; the long, thin snout and the

pricked ears as it came hurtling forward.
He thought it was going to attack him
again, but just as it reached where he stood
it suddenly lifted itself with a mighty beat
of its wings, shot upwards, and vanished over
the top of the window into the room, the
leathery rustle of its wings coming to the
Jad’s ears as it brushed across the thick
curtains.

‘“ Jiminy !
light was placed there?
like moths!”’

He could hear the restless creature flutter-
ing down the heavy curtains. He tried to
open the window and found that it was nailed
—top and bottom had been secured by
screws. Thud! A faint concussion came to
his ears, and the curtains ceased to rustle.
The hideous creature had dropped on to the
floor below the curtains and was now inside

the room.
“Sir Edmund! Sir Edmund!”

Nipper knocked on the window-pane and
called aloud, but there was mno reply.
Nipper made up his mind then, and gripping
at the rope again, launched himself blindly
towards the balcony. He shot straight over
the rail*and landed with bruised hands on
the steel floor of the structure. Picking him-
self up, he rushed to the window, If'eaped
through it, and charged down on the door
of Sir Edmund’s bed-room. One well-
directed kick smashed the lock, another mad
charge sent the door crashing back, and
Nipper went into the dark room on all-fours.

He picked himself up and darted to the
electrio switch, but the light did not appear.
Someone had tampered with the switch.
Swish. The beat of wings suddenly sounded,
and Nipper felt the leathery hooked edge
flick across his face. He struck blindly in
the darkness and felt the creature sag away
across the room again. He felt in his
pockets for his torch and pulled it out. He
made a pace forward and came into contact
with the bed, and his hands touched a bound
figure that lay there.

Swish! Again the beat of wings and the
acrid, evil stench of the furry body foated
towards him. He struck out, and this time

I wonder if that was why the
These creatures are
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his fist landed on the soft, flabby |
A thin sgqueak sounded, and the bat shecred
off. Nipper heard the wings beating to and
fro, up and down, and cold horror caught
at his heart. The bat could sece in the dark-
ness, where he was blinded. He heard a
faint, choking breathing, and ho rcalised that
Sir IKdmund was awake and fully conscious
of the battle that was taking place. Nipper
fought madly, every nerve strung, cvery
muscle tense, straining his ears to follow the
fluttering movements of the winged shape.

Then a flute-like note sounded. The bat
hesitated, headed for the window—but came
back, and Nipper fought it furiously. 1t
seemed mad to get at the bed, but the young-
«@v held it at bay, until feet thudded on
the stairs, and a dark form came charging
into the room—somcone who clicked on an
clectric torch and shone the beams full on
that horrible winged thing. |

“Kill it, guv’nor!” cried Nipper hoarscly.
“IGIL it!”

That flute-like note sounded once more,

and the bat shot towards the window. The
light of the torch was on it. Crack! Lee’s

revolver :poke. The evil thing squcaked,
then dropped in a fluttering heap, dead, just
as the servant came rushing in. |
“Wh-what is it, sir?” cried Martin, the
butler.
“It 1s the end of Sir Edmund’s troubles,”

said Les. “Your master is bound and
gagged oun the bed. Someone has tampered
with the lights. Release Sir Edmund,

Martin, and one of you fetch a lamp of some
sort.”

There was amazing activity at Ludford
Grange and all over the wide grounds. There
seemed {o be men everywhere. Sir Edmund,
released from his bonds, seemed dazed.

“You have killed the grey bat,” *he said
eventually. ‘“But what of the men?”

““T spread the net. In a moment or two
I fancy you will see the catch,” said Nelson
Lee grimly. ‘“Miss Bricrton went to the
police.”

And within ten minutes there were police
inside Ludford Grange, with their prisoners.
Threce had been captured at the quiet house,
and one in the spinney—the man who had
tried to call the grey bat home with the
flute-like whistle, and had failed. Four men
in all—onc a dark-skinned Arab, one a native
of Borneo, and two were white men, one of
whom brought a gasp to the lips of Sir
Icdmund.

“Tempest!” he exclaimed.
true!l” ‘

“But T couldn’t help myself, sir,”
whined Tempest. “Once I committed a
crime and was sent to prison., My brother—
there ’—he 1ndicated the other white prisoner
—*he knew I had escaped from prison, and
knowing I was your valet, forced me to
Lhelp them in their work of revenge. Those
two foreigners are two of the sons of Hasan
Benaga, and have vowed to kill you. The
teeth of the grey bat are poisoned, and the
light was fixed to guide it to your room.

“Then—it was

thing.-
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Several times they failed. because the  bat
killed tlie dogs instead of you. Then they
wanted me to bind you. 1 was afraid and
wouldi’t do 1t, I left the Grange and never
meant to come back, but my brother camne
and bound you as you lay asleep, drugging
you, as you know, now, to make it easy
for him. My brother is very much like me,
as you can sce, aud he has often got into
the house by mcans of that likeness. I
wanted to warn you more than once, but
they threatened to hand me over to the
police. Now—the game’s up for all of us.”

““That explains a lot,” said Nelson Lee.

“I knew that Hasan Benaga’s relatives
were menacing me,” put in Sir Edmund. ‘1
had the house Iit up at night so that they
could not surprise me. But the grey bat
killed Hector, and 1 knew that the lights

were more dangerous than the darkness.”
“That’s right,” cried Tempest. “ My

brother hung a lantern out on the terrace
for that job, and fixed the light to-night to
make sure the bat would come. And when
Victor died m your room, Sir Edmund—if
the dog hadn’t been there the bat would

have got you!”
“But,” said . Nelson Lee, addressing Sir
Edmund, “if vou had made your danger

known to the Government they would have
protected you.’’

“The Government oflicials
action 1n suppressing the infamous Hasan
Benaga,” said Sir Edmund. ‘I was forced
to retire- because of that, and I was too
proud tc appeal to them for mercy and pro-
tectiomn. Now these two sons of Hasan
Benaga will go to prison for life. The case
1s ended, I think. There 1s ouly one thing
left for me to do, Mr. Lee, and that is to
apologise humbly to you and your plucky
assistant for having misjudged yvou so harshly.
I owe you my life, and if there is anything
I can do in return, I am at your service.”

“There i1s nothing, Sir Edmund,” replied
Lee. “But T would advise one thing. 'Be
merciful to the sons of Hasan Benaga. They
have judged matters not with European eyes,
but with Eastern understanding.”

“That is true,” said the dark-skinned man.
“The life of our father, Hasan Benaga, was

scorned my

nothing. That was the fortune of war. But
Si]r Ed,muud stole the treasure for hims-
self y

“I did not. It is still in Borneo,” said

Sir Edmund.

“Exactly,”*said Nelson Lee. “Faced with
these facts the Government will now make
that clear to everyone in Borneo, and thus
prevent such bitter feuds as this has been. I
will deal with that matter myself. ¥or the
rest, these prisoners must face a judge and
jury and suffer for their crimes.”

And in that Nelson Leo proved a true
prophet, which ended the strange story of the
Grey Bat. '

TIIE END..
(Next weelk’s Detective-Tinviller is Great.
Don’t miss ‘‘“The DPrisoner of The

Temple!’’}
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St. Frank’s Welcomes The Amazing Change Their New
Headmaster Has Brought Into The School!

. JAPERS JAPED!
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In the opinion of St. Frank’s generally, Fighting James Kingswood, the
new headmaster, is a great sport.
But in the opinion of E. O. Handforth he is a man who is living a double life—
for hasn’t Handy seen him in the company of a disreputable tramp and also
seen him climbing the school wall late at night ?

—
—

Keeping It Up!

HURCH and McClure found their burly
leader thoughtful and silent in the dor-
mitory. And this was such an unusual
condition for the great Edward Oswald

that his chums were quite anxious about him.
For once, Handforth kept his own counsel.

He believed that he Ead hit upon a simster
mystery. Undoubtedly there was something
strange in connection with the Head. Mr.
Kingswood had a secret of his own.

For no self-respecting Headmaster would

leave his own house by climbing over the wall—
neither would he dress himself in such strange
clothing. Where had the Head been going ?
Why had he acted so mysteriously ¢  Handforth,
jealous of sharing his secret with even his own
chums, hugged it tightly to his own bosom.

Next morning, however, Church and McClure
made up their minds to get at the truth of it.

“What's up with you, Handy ?” asked
Church bluntly, as they strolled in the sunny
Triangle, before bhreakfast. ‘‘ Why were you
like a boiled owl last night 1
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“ There was nothing the matter with me last
night, fat-head,” replied Handforth with a start.
* What are you getting at 7 "’

“ What happened when you went out to th
Pav. to fetch your bat ? '

‘“ Nothing! That is to say, nothing I'm
going to tell you chaps,” replied Handforth
m{steriously dropping his voice. *‘ Youneedn't
ask me any questions—because I'm not going
to answer.”’

“ That’'s all right with us,” said McClure
cheerfully. “ We aren’t interested in your
silly secret. I’ll bet it’s nothing, anyway.”

“ Oh, isn’t it ? ” retorted Handforth. *‘ Sup-
posing I tell you that the Head isn’t all e seems
to be ? Supposing I tell you that he creeps out
at night, dressed like a tramp, and By
George! That's funny! He makes pals with
trampas, too !

“The Head ? ” said Church incredulously.

“ I'm going to make it my business to watch
him,” said Handforth darkly. ‘‘ He’s a fine
chap—anyvbody who can fight like Kingswood
is a fine chap—but there’s some mystery in his
life. He may be in the power of some crooks.
I'll bet that’s it!” he went on excitedly.
““ Somehow the Head has got into trouble with
some crooks, and they’ve got a hold over him.”

“ Smugglers, perhaps ?*’ suggested McClure

carelessly.
possible !

““ That's

““ Or coiners ? *’ put in Church.

In spite of his inward vows, Handforth—who
nover could keep a secret—Ilet the cat completely
out of the bag. Very soon Church and McClure

‘were in full possession of the full facts. Not that

they regarded them as facts. They were well
aware of Handforth’s peculiar powers of
" exaggeration ; and they knew, too, what a
lively imagination he possessed.

‘ Poor old Handy—it’s just another of your

‘bees,” said Church, shaking his head.

“My bees ?”

“ The sort, you keep in your bonnet!" ex-
plained Church.

“ You—you silly ass!* growled Handforth.
“I tell you that I saw the Head ”

“Rats! You've got it all mixed up, some-
how,” said Church. *‘ We don’t believe a word
of it, do we, Mac ?

“Not a syllable,” replied the Scottish
junior, with a grin. ‘ Still, it doesn’t matter.
Handy said that he wasn’t going to tell us any-
thing, didn’t he ? So we don’t know ! "

The afternoon was sunny and hot—ideal
cricket weather,

Seldom, if ever, had such a great crowd of
juniors turned out for a Form match. Usually,
-6 game between the Remove and the Fourth
interested only the players. With luck, there
anight be a dozen spectators, straggling round
the field, but no more. Everybody else went
,{qu{ _bicycle rides, or they went swimming, or

iking.,

This afternoon the Remove turned out to a
man—and the Fourth copied its example. The
Removites, of course, had come along to see
the overwhelming and crushing defeat of
Buster Boots and his eleven. The Fourth-
Formers were on the spot to shout encourage-
ment to their men,
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For now that the boys had had time to sober
down, (the . Fourth.-Formers realised—Dbetter
than anybody — that Boots had taken on a
diﬁli(cult, task—indced, almost an impossible
task.

But there was this difference between the two
Elevens. Reggic Pitt and his players were
supremely confident, and they felt that it would
be the easiest thing in the world to lick their
rivals. The Fourth Form Eleven, on the
other hand, was fully alive to the task before
them, and they were full of dogged determina-
tion.

And over-confidence can be just as fatal in
cricket as in football.

There was a new spirit in the Fourth now—
but the Removites did not quite realise this
yoet. Boots and his men were pepped up to
a terrific enthusiasm, and they were in no way
daunted when Pitt won the toss, and elected
to bat first.

“You'd better come in with me, Handy,”
sald Reggie, in the pavilion., “ The bowling
won’t be any good, and your slogging is just
what we need. If we can give the bowling a
good old slogging to begin with, we’'ll take the
heart out of t%e bowlers, and we shall have the
game in our pockets.”

“ Leave it to me ! said Handforth confi-
dently. *‘ I've got a feeling that I shall make
a century this afternoon!”

Alas for Handforth’s feeling ! Taking it for
granted that the bowling was no good, he
lashed out recklessly at the very first ball,
and his middle stump crashed. He was out for
a duck !

That first wicket made a tremendous differ-
ence to the game. Not only did it give the
Fourth-Formers more confidence than ever,
but it robbed the Removites of some of their
complacency.

Further disasters followed. Pitt’s wicket
fell when only four runs were on the board.
And it wasn't long before the Remove Eleven
realised, with a shock, that this Fourth Form
Eleven was totally different frorn any other
Eleven that Boots had ever put into the field.

To be quite truthful, the Fourth bowlers were
not particularly good ; but this afternoon they
performed miracles. They surpassed them.
selves. A feeling of desperation took charge
of the Removites, and instead of batting confi-
dently they batted like a defeated team.

As a result of all this, the last wicket fell for
a paltry total of forty-three.

Flushed and excited, the Fourth-Formers
clapped and cheered and yelled. For even they
could scarcely believe it to be true. The
stalwarts of the Remove—the backbone of the

Junior School Eleven—out for forty-three ! It
was almost too good to be true.
‘“ My children, we’re for it ! ”’ said Reggie Pitt

sadly. * We thought the Fourth would be eafy
game—and we’ve paid the price of cockiness! ”

“If they can get us out for forty-three,
we can get them out for a couple of dozen ! ”
said Handforth desperately. ‘‘ They can't bat
for toffee !

But John Busterfield Boots and Lionel Cor-
coran went to the wicket, and they batted so
vigorously, so confidently, that they made the
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Remove bowlmg lock smy" It was an amazing
performance.

Hitting out with tremendous energy at
every kind of ball that was bowled, Boots and
Corky took the score up like li htmng . They

d boundaries until the Remove fieldsmen
stood aghast. On all parts of Little Side, the
Removites were streaming with perspiration ;
they were kept ball hunting until they were
leg weary.

And Boots himself, with a glorious sw;pe,
took the score to forty-svc——a.nd the match was
won. And the Fourth had not lost a wicket.

It was another crashing blow at the prestige
of the Remove. The ‘‘dud’” Fourth had
proved, beyond question, that.it was now a force
to be reckoned with !

Quite Extraerdinary!?

N the fiush of victory, Buster Boots insisted
I ll:g;m carrying on play until the full time
it.
‘“ Might as well show the Remove tha.t
it wasn’t a ﬂaeh in the pan,” he said calmly,

And he and Corky carried on so enthusiasti-
cally that Boots himself knocked up his first
century of the season. By the time stumps
were drawn, Boots’ score was 105 and Corcora.n
had contributed 72.

Having licked the Remove, Boots had then
proceeded to rub it in. Yet the Fourth Form
skipper was the first to admit, after his exuber-
ance had spent itself, that the game had not
been a real test of prowess. _

After the Fourth had passed the Remove’s
total, the losing side had naturally lost interest.
Tho bowlers slackened, the ﬁeldsmen, already
leg-weary, took things easily.

““ Well, you put it across us, old man,”
Reggie Pitt good-naturedly. ‘‘ But cricket, as
you know, is an uncertain game "

“ Don’t say it,” grinned Boots. * We’re not
such asses as to consider ourselves the better
team.’

“Oh?” said Bob - Christine, staring.
““ Haven’t we proved that we’re the better
team S

‘“ Not on your life,” replied Boots. *‘ In this
particular game we were inspired. Fll bet we
couldn’t do it again if we pla,yed every day of
term ! ”

- “ By George! The man possesses sense !’
sad Handforth in wonder

‘“ All the same, we’ve shown you,”
Buster cheerfully. ‘“ And that was what we
set out to do. From now onward, my sons,
you’ll find that the Fourth is well in the pic-
ture. I'm going to make my men practise hard,
and, within a week or twWo we rea ly will be on
equa.l terms with you.’

All things consxdered it was rather handsome
of the red-headed Fourth skipper to be so frank.
There were congratulations all round, and an
excellent spirit resulted. ' And there wasn’t a
shadow of doubt that the match had had the
effect of instilling great ambitions into the
Fourth-Formers. They had tasted the intoxi-
cating nectar of victory, and they had found it
very palatable.

Gone completely was the Fourth’s former
lethargy.

“It’s a jolly good thing for the Junior School,

said

continued
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my sons,’”’ said Reggie Pitt, as he faced his'own
team. ‘‘ Nobody will take much notice of this
match—it was a frea.k game, anyhow. Cricket’s
like that. DBut next week We’ll play the
Fourth again—and then we’ll have our re-
venge.’

‘““We owe them a few japes, too!
Tommy Watson darkly.

‘“ Plenty of time,”’ said Pitt. ¢ There’s not}ung
to Worry about, children all. St. Frank’s i1s
better place to live in, these days. Good luck
to the %‘ourth' May it carry on in the samo
energetic spirit ! ”’

HANDFORTH & CO., still in flannels,

1” said>

lounged on the Ancient House steps,

I the evening sunlight. It was &

slack hour, and the chums of Study D
wero at a loose end.

‘“ Jiggered if I can got over it !>’ Handforth
was saying, in a grumbling tone. *‘ It beats me
how Boots made a century in that potty match !
What a sock in the eye for us ! ”’

‘““ Forget it, old man,” advised McClure.
‘“ Let’s take a boat out on the river.”

“Too fagging,” said Handforth wearily.
“I'm aching in every limb after that match !

‘“ Something in that,” said Church, with a
sympathetic nod.  We all did a good bit of
chasing about. Why not go for a run in your
Morris Minor, Handy ? ”’

‘“ That’s better,” said the burly junior. “In
fact, it’s not at all a bad idea. \Ve can potter
along and enjoy the scenery, and take things
easily—and call in at the Japanese Café, in
Bannington, on the way home, for some of their
special sundaes.”

“ Now, that’s what I call a sensible sugges-
tlon,” sald McClure. -

It was at that moment that Mr. James Kings-
wood appeared. He was walking with his pur-
poseful strides, and he looked even more gigan-
tic than ever in the hiking togs he had donned.
There was a knapsack on his back—or perhaps
it would be more fashionable to call 1t a ruck-
sack—and he was using a hefty ashplant as a
walking-stick.

“ By George !’ said Handforth,
sudde nly sparkling.

An expression of deep suspicion had come
mto his face, and Church and McClure, follow-

ing the direction of his gaze, glanced at one
another In some alarm.

“Do you twig him, you cha 8 ?” went on
Ha.ndforth in a low voice. °‘ He’s off on an-
other of his mysterious jaunts!”

his eyes

‘““Rats! He’s only going for a hike,” said
Church.
“ That's a blind ! declared Handy. * After

what I've seen, I'm gomg to keep my eye on
Fighting Jim Kingswood ! - Oh, you can sniff !
But I know jolly well that there s something
fishy about the Head !

“You make me tired,” said Mc¢Clure impa-
tiently. ¢ The whole school knows that Mr.
Kingswood is true blue from his big toes to the
crown of his head. I'm surpnsed at vou,
Handy ! Harbouring those rotten  suspi-
clons "

“I'm not saying that the Head himself is
crooked,” broke in Handforth tensely. ‘I
believe he’s mixed up with a gang of some
sort. They've got-a hold over him. Why




42
) s * ""-_hp R
shouldn’t we rescue him ? Come on—let's
follow.” - L
« ‘““ Nothing doing!’’ said his chums, in one
voice.

- “Don’t waste time,
on Handforth hurriedly.
into the lane ?

““Well, if you really think so, perhaps it's a
good 1dea,” said Church, with a wink at Maec.

“Might as well,”” said McClure.

“Good men! Come on!?”

““ Of course we're hardly dressed for it,”” went
on Church.

¢ Ell ? ”

““T mean, these whito flannels.*

“By George! I'd forgotten that! said
Handforth, with concern.

““ We know what a wonderful tracker you are,
Handy,” proceeded Church glibly. ‘I doubt
if there’s any detective at Scotland Yard with
your ability when it comes to ‘trailing.” But
no real detective goes on a job like that, wearing
white flannels.”

‘““He’s so easily spotted,” said McClure,
nodding. ‘‘ Besides, the Head was dressed for
rough walking—which means that he’s going
on to the moor, or into the woods. We’re only
wearing light shoes, and ”

““ Couldn’t we dodge indoors and change ? *
suggested Handforth desperately.

“*That’s a good idea, too,” said Church,
“ Let’s go and change.”

‘“ No, there’s no time,” said Handforth.
““ Come on, we'll have to go just as we are.”
' They hurried to the gateway, but, on looking
up and down the lane, there was no sign of
Fighting Jim Kingswood.
- “What a pity!” said Church, grinning be-
hind Handforth’s back. ‘‘He’s gone!”’

{

¢ Handforth’s chums, in fact, had deliberately
argued in order to cause the delay. Having
gained their object, they were full of sympathy—
and Handforth, in his innocence, never saw
through the dodge.

‘“ Rats and blow !" he =said.
follow him now.”

““ Better go on that motor ride, then,” said
'MecClure.

you fatheads,” went
‘“ He's already turned

‘“We can’t

- Considerably disgruntled, Handforth agreed.
So the chums of Study D got out the faithful
little Morris Minor, and soon they were bowling
away, with Handforth at the wheel, on a pleasant

~vening run.

Hard Lines on Mr. Pycraft!

EGGIE PITT, the enterprising Remove
R captain, was nothing if not an oppor-
tunist.

The gym was crowded with juniors
of all houses, for an exciting glove tussle was in
progress.

And when the scrap in the gymnasium was at
its height, Pitt nudged Jack Grey and Travers
and Potts, and they in turn nudged Castleton
and Nick Trotwood and two or three others.

Unobtrusively, they slipped out of the gym.,
and gathered in the evening dusk.

“ What’s the idea ? " asked Tommy Watson
bluntly.

‘“ Edifying as the scene we have just left is,
don’t you think that we could employ ourselves
better clsewhere ? 2! murmured Reggie. ** Per-
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haps you didn’t notice that most of the Modern
House Fourth-Formers are in the A |

‘““Well, well! A chance for us to exhibit
our famous ingenuity, eh ? " said Travers
coolly. ¢ Dear old fellow, spill it! I must
confess that the possibilities fascinate me.”

‘““ Anybody got any ideas ?’’ asked Castle-
ton, looking round.

““I have one,” replied Reggie. ‘It's not
very elaborate, of course—there hasn’t been
time. And if it comes to that, there’s not time
for us to do anything particularly big. What
we need 18 something snappy—but, by the same
token, something effective.”’

““ Something that will give Boots and his
pals several varieties of a shock,’” said Watson,
nodding.

‘“ That's all very well,”’ objected Grey. ‘° But
I don’t see what we can do in such a short
time ”

‘“ Come with me, my sons,”” broke in Reggie.
“Yes, this way—into the Modern House. In
a case like this we need-to display our natural
brilliance. And, as everybody Lknows, we
Remove chaps aro simply scintillating with
brilliance. Can’t you see the glow all round
us ?”’

Chuckling, Reggie led the way into the
Modern House, and the others, grinning,
followed. But no sooner had they entered than
a figure, which had been coming through the
Big Arch, paused. It was not a particularly
well-favoured figure—being, in fact, the pro-
gerty of Mr. Horace Pycraft. And even Mr.

yeraft’s fondest friends could not call him
good-looking.

He was, 1n fact, a weedy, round-shouldered,
unpleasant specimen of humanity, with a face
which, according to many experts in the Fourth,
had been known to turn milk sour at a single
glance.

It was Mr. Pycraft’s mission in life to preside
over the Fourth Form, and although he had a
very poor opinion of the Fourth as a whole, the
Fourth’s opinion of Mr. Pycraft was such that
it could only be talked of in whispers.

In a word, Mr. Pycraft was a most unpopular
gentleman. He was not only unpopular with
his own Form, but he was unpopular with the
Junior Scgpol in general ; he was unpopular
with the prefects, and his fellow masters, in the
privacy of their own quarters, referred to him
in such uncomplimentary terms that they were
obliged to lower their voices, too.

Mr. Pycrafit had many unpleasant habits ;
but the most obnoxious of them all, perhaps,
was his creeping habit. Mr. Pycraft was an
expert creeper. He crept here, and he crept
there. It was one of his delightful little customs
to silently appear, as though from nowhere,
when some of his boys were doing something
they shouldn’'t He made a practice of jumping
on them at odd times. Other masters were quite
decent ; they coughed loudly as they approached
any suspicious-looking gathering, thus giving
the boys time to affect an innocent air.

‘““Ah! There's mischief afoot, or I'm very
much mistaken!” muttered Mr. Pycraft
suspiciously.

He had not recognised all those boys as they
went into the Modern House. He had not recog-
nised any of them, in fact ; but he had seen, at a

(Continued on foot of next page.)
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Your Editor’s At Hdme—-Meet Him Below'!

My DEAR CHUMS, [
— It {was quite a
happy inspiration of
mine to introduce
that very popular | '
character, Lord gy /\}
Dorrimore, into our | NANAY
Detective - Thrillers. P
Dorrio has:- a large P&
gathering of admirers
in all parts of the
world —and
wonder, for isn’t he
the king-pin of
daredevils,

Whenever; Dorrie has ‘appeared in a story
there has generally been a most lextraordinary
collection of adventures. As Nipper was once
heard to remark : ‘ Hullo, here comes Dorrie
—now look out for Thrills !’ and that pretty
well sums up Lord Dorrimore’s character.

I am glad his introduction into the detective-
thrillers has met with such wholesale approval,
for in the programme of stories in preparation he
appears fairly frequently—in fact, he stars in
next week’s story. I nmght go as far as to say
that I am at predent working on a series of
thrillers of the most extra-extraordinary
variety in which Nelson Lee, Nipper and Dorrie
are very much in the limelight., But more of
that later,

Just a word or two about next week’s issue.

-----
------

no BERR L300

Stories of the Far Fast always make a quick
appeal. Possibly it’s because we know so little
of the strange people, so little of the customs,
that we’re eager to read a workmanlike story
that 1s staged there. And when that story has
something to do with secret service work I think
there is an additional attraction. At all events,
next week’s detective-thriller deals with the
amazing adventures of Nelson Lee, Nipper and
Lord Dorrimore in Manchuria, The title of the
story is ‘‘ The Prisoner of the Temple !’ and
contains hundred per cent. thrills.

Further chepters of E. S. Brooks’ great
school story : *“ Waking Up St. Frank’s!” will

= should be addressed I _ il
to NELSON LEE LIBRARY, Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

71 be found iIn next
week’s 18sue, in
] which Handforth
makes another dis-
covery  concerning
& j the strange move-
i ments of Fighting
James Kingswood.
/= Finally, there is &
1 rush on the Nelson
b/7: 2] 1.ec—so take the old,

Aeely
-----
DO
O s
.....

. .
------
.....

-J old advice and order
early !

READERS’ JOKES WIN PRIZES!

Solicitor :  “° Remember, my client i1s only
charged with simple theft ! ”

The Accusged : “ Simple ? 1'd hke to see you-
do it !” ,

(P. Laxton, 19, Park Grove, Frizinghall,
Bradford—a penknife.)

.

“May I make a confidant of you ?

Smith :

Jones : ‘“ Why, certainly ! ”’ -

Smith : *“ Well, I'm hard-up and wont half-a-
crown.”’

Jones: “ You can trust me; T am as silent

as the grave, I have heard nothing ! ”

(C. Warner, 104, Dalberqg Load, Brivton,
S.W.2—a pocket wallet.)

Brown had a bad shilling in his pocket. He
was absolutely certain how he had come by
it~ and calling upon his tobacconist the next day,
said :

“T believe you gave me a bad shilling
yesterday ? *’

‘““ Hardly probable,” said the tobacconist.
“ I’'ve never had a false coin since I've been 1n
the trade. I seem to have an instinet for spotting
them. What did you do with it ?

““ Oh,” wa¢ the response, ““ I've just given it
to you for these cigarettes.” |

(C. Parker, 19, McKenzie Street, Brunswick,
Melbourne, Austrada—a grand prize.)

—~

glance, that they were wearing Remove caps,
and the very manner of their entry indicated
that they were bent upon some unlawful mission.

Advancing further into the Triangle, Mr.
Pycraft heard the shouting and commotion from
the gymnasium. This was an easy thing to see
through, for a man of Mr. Pycraft’s keen per-
ception. Most of the boys were in the gvm—
and those others were taking advantage of the
fact to steal into the Modern House on some
vicious jape,

Mr. Pycraft regarded all japes as vicious. He
was down on them like a ton of bricks. And the
more boys he could get into trouble in the course
gf one day, the more successful he regarded that

ay.

He advanced towards the Modern House with
his celebtated cat-like tread, which, in its way,
was masterly. For although Mr. Pycraft made
absolutely no sound, he appeared to be walking

normally. It had taken him many, many years
to perfect that combination.

HE very thing!’ said Reggie Pitt,
II grinning.
He and his fellow conspirators were
in the Junior passage of the Modern
House. As they had expected, it was deserted.
Study doors were left half open, and in somo
studies the lights were still glowing—just as
the occupants had left them when the first word
of the excitement in the gym. had gone round.
““ Who’s got some string ? ’ went on Reggic.
““ Buck up! All the string we can find, you
chaps ! ”
‘“ But what’s the wheeze 7’ asked Watson,
in wonder., _
“I can explain it in ten words,” grinned
Reggie, *‘ See this fire hose ? ™
(Contsnued overleaf.)
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(Con!inued frem previcus page.)

Ho pointed to the apparatuswhich hung on

the wall at the end of the passage.
“I’m!,.Tmn not so sure about tluq saul

Cagtlétbin: dabiously.. “ We can get” into- mxlul
trouble - fm monko;) ing with the fire -fighting
apparatus.’ ; .

- But we're not gmnrr 10 do anything to halm
it,” said Reggies “ Youleave this to me. We

can trust the. Fourth.Form chaps to put 0\'01) -
thing right. again afterwards.”

\\ orking lapl("\ he effected a si; :mficaul

- ¢hange in {hat fpparatus, "-What he* actuﬁl!\

did whg-to dlqommoci tho long brass 11077]@ frgm

the hoze. e had seen that #he thread on this

nozzl was ox acﬂ} the same as the'thread™on thie

main |pe . So lgr d;v,fpnnef'tml th{' Jhose from
_the main pipe,-tdo, - T hen, *“ ith \‘"(hu?'kln he
Cse ﬁowod the nozzle direct-oli'to the Outlf‘ i

¢ Soe the dodrre 2" he said JO\'OU‘J\ = This

: nZZelis pmnhnfr stlmght down the. passage.

isn't it ? What do vou thmk will happoh if the-
4 Q(l\. 15 suddenly:s turnod on?"”’ T e

= % No need to think of that 12" said Travers

}'a p )IIY - Therd’ll be a’solid slab of water sent

dmnr* tho il ]engt‘\ of the. passage, from end

. s

tQ end. “Bif who is ‘going” to turn the cock

-*"{I’hal“»’ rophed Regeie, “4is the most brl-
"i-mnf par*(érf jche whole stunt.” _

(_{looful]v' thq Removites nomplete d the nefa-
~1101.s work* Tt-was a simplé enough 'matfer to’
Tatthch ® strona:strmg to the "turncock.’on. the
app‘amtus > And  this string. was “cunningly.
“earried down tl‘e passage; mght to the other énd:
Ts SvasTedged on all the*door frames, 8o timt™ it

was well’ out of snght But ut the othm (‘ntl néar*

the lol»hv the string was mtensnl)lv carrmd over
a handy hook so that the end of it dangled in
full view, | _
That’s that ! chuckled Reggie. ©“ You ean
‘sée e what will happen, can’t you ? Boots and his

“aw

niighty mén will eome in, they ‘IL.spot:the string,

and,- being inquisitive b(ggars, thav’ll pull it.
A% mla ' Swooooooqh P . .

¢ Ha, ha ha ! "’ chuckled the othor Remm ites.

They fled. In fact, they went out of the l'nblw
€0 rapldlv that Mr. Pycraft, who was lurking
there, scarcely had time to dodge into the cloak-
room. - Unfortunately-—or fortunately, which
ever way the matter is looked at—DMr. Pycraft
‘had not heard those murmured words. But he
had certainly seen the Removites putting the
finishing touches to their work. He had seen the
string passed over the hook, and he knew that
it was dangling lmndlh. ‘ .

“80 1" he mutfered unple \santl\. as he
strode into the Junior passage.” ““T’ll find out

vhat those wretched boys w (m domg' Loorl
“gracious me ! There appﬂars to be nothmg_) wrong
w ha,tm er!’” .- x

- He was quite dis mmmmt(‘r] Ho tonk hold of
the: temptmg string, tuggedtatTit,” but nothing
lmpponod “Then he tugged again—harder.
Swoonodooosh ! cax 4. HOI G
A solid masi of water shot down the Junior
passage with terrific, béwifdering \pldmt\f——aml
it struck Mr. Horace Pycraft fairly ahﬁsaqumolv

in the chest, - AR I i R

SRR % o . K
(Well, ﬂuy’e done it! There’s q?fz'n,g to
 be trouble for somebody. See next week's

(~Iaapter~sM6}7laas sensational school etory )

" -

SPURPROOF TENTS Mod-el X

Madc from llghfwmght ploofca
mafcznl Complete with thrce-

irée jointed: pQles, pégs cuy-
incg, .. and., brownp . \allsc
‘Woff'ht 5 ibs. Size 6 fb X 4 {t,

Bin.~x 3Jt‘\ 6- i, ,
,Wth 67, Wall I o 6
and 3« m Yeave!

1'Acr*01111110(]a\t09 thrée® Koys. ~Extrar l]g'ht -~ Qo8¢ 9d.
Aweight it l‘mptmn"(‘ntton “Weight 38 1bs. 15/<... .

Ground Sheels, 6 ft." X 2 ft, 67 ins™> 2'3 cach, °
Send farbegutiful Ilhrstra!cd(‘ampnm List ~post free, 2d.
1 GEO. GROSE & CO 8. New Brldge St '8.0.4.

BE TALL Your Height incrrased in 14 davs

B, or Moniey Back.:Complete Conese: -
5/-. Booklet free Dl‘l\dt(l\' -STEBBING SYSTEM,
28, Dcan Road, LONDON N.w.2, )

DON'T BE- BULLIED1

Soex sprcial_lessons in Juutsu - Large _Photo. Plate of

Japanese Champions and “full partlc ars gent frec. Stamp-

for pest:’ Better than Boxing, Leavn: to fear - N0 1man
- Or send-P-0O...1/: for First Pare, to- A.P.,

“ Blenheim_House,” _Bedfont ‘Lane, Feltham, Middi.
3. BOYS, ~You "UST HAVE

e

THE ‘“MALCOLM " SHOCK, DUST
AND DAMP PROOF. WRIST WATCH:

(“omp]etc with leatherztrapas used by Racing nInfnr-
ists, Speedway Riders,.Navy, Army and Air Yoree
o GUARANTEED FOR:TWOYEARS, = -
YOURs NOW FOR 2/- and 4 weekly payments of 1/6,:
or 7/8 ecasli.- ~ Limited..gupply, "s0 - write now- 10
LUROPLA’\T TRADING CORPORATION,

: Hertford btrr‘ct Mav au' London

I XMAS CLUBS

b L .. emLb g @ 4 L e " . .
SPARE TIME AGENTS WANTED
Fo¥ “oldest, largest and "best club.,

Chaocolates, . Tovs, Faney Goods, ete. - Over7uc

articles. . No .outlay—Excellent .commission. = Writc

for Att Catalogué and full particulars,

SAMUEL DRIVER, Ltd., _Bvsgggsoad

A W r"te for my frco Barfzain \("
» Listsv. of the best A- I;ﬁl,;,
- ,BII’{P'LI\ cyeles, 14 DAYS

ROV ATL. CARRIAGE

2 ’ATD. Cash pricc £3 10s.

. or rterms., - All - achssorlcs
I‘R]“h Value 21/-,+~ + ww—

- Y uBrien 3 °=e.:%w

' Increased my own ne1ght. to 6frt.
BE TALLER 33ins. Treatment £2.2s. —-Dr taily
23d. stamp.=A->- B.»* M. - ROsS,

Helghb Specia,llst SCARBOROUGH, ENGL ND.

* Shyness, “Nervez,”.Self—conclousness,

LUSH'N Worry Habit, Unreasonable Fears,etc.

, cared or moneyba.ckl Com ete Cm.rsc

5,-. Detalls —L A. Stebbmg‘ 28, Dean Road, London N.W.2.

AGENTS WANTED to sell PRIVA?E -CHRIST
MAS CARDS. Magnificent collection of beautiful Cards.
Sample Book free. "Highest commission.” - Valuable prizes.

Apply D(nton 1.id., Dcpt D 29 Accx‘mgton
- ¥ » """"""'
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