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THE CASE of the

CHAPTER 1.

Kidnapped!
AMES STONE. a Seeret Service man and
J King’s Courier, strode thoughtiully along
the glistening pavcments of \\hltehall
It was one o’clock in the morming, and
the great boom of Big Ben had just chined
out over the sleeping city.

The fameous thoroughlave, ordinaiily so full
of life and bustle and scuarrying throngs of
people, was deserted. 1t had been rannng

]z.nd and the pavement glistened beneath the
long line of ~t|cpt Lmnlw

James  Stone had been summoned {to a
private meeting m Whitehall Couart. Momen-
tous 1ssues had been dmussed and on his
shoulders now rested grave 1espmmh|lltmq of
world wide :m;ontance to the British Kmpire.
They had been entrusted to his able hands,
for he was the only man capable of seeing
them through.

By his resowrcefulness and enferprise many
a sluliul diplomatic ventine had been birovght



— And Detective Adventure, Featuring Nelson Lee!
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KING'S SPY!

The kidnapping of Jimmy Stone, King’s Spy, causes no little
consternation in political circles, for foreign powers seek to

throw Europe into conflict.

And it falls to Nelson Lee, with

few clues to help him, to prevent this appalling catastrophe.

to a successful end. Now he was again to
be tried. 'The
infinite trust in his ability to see this thing
through. And not without reason, for he was
far-famed and well-named, ¢ Stone.’
hard, with an iron will and strong courage,

Government

had

reposed

He was

and he was a tower of strength to those for
whom he worked.

He had dismissed his chauffeur some time
before, for he had not known how long he
would be in conference, and had no wish to
keep his man waiting indefinitely.
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As he strode thoughtfully along the pave-
ment a thousand and one questions crowded
into his active mind. He was to go abroad
again on some secret mission. There was no
time to lose; the matter was urgent.

He thought of the charming Miss Laura
Valentine, the famous actress, whom he was
.shortly to make his wife. The wedding had
already been arranged. The photographs had
appeared in the papers that very day.

However, duty must come first. His country

had need of his services, and his weddinga

must be put off.

With a start, Stone suddenly pulled him-
self together. His mind had been wandering.
That was not usually a failing of his, for his
work was too full of unknown dangers to
allow him to indulge in dreams. He reached
the top of Whitehall and crossed into Parlia-
ment Street.

“Good-night, sir!”

James Stone looked up quickly. It was
the policeman on point duty. He stood in
the shade of a lamp-post, and Stone<had not
noticed him as he was passing by.

“Good-night, constable!” he said pleasantly,
and continued his way across the road.

The constable watched him until BRe
vanished in the darkness.

The next moment a big limousine, with
shaded headlights, glided swiftly past the
constable and went on in the direction taken
by James Stone. It slowed down in the
shadow of the Abbey gardens. Then a door
was flung open, and two men sprang out and
crept silently and swiftly after the retreating
figure of Jimmy Stone. The car hid them
from the view of the watching policeman.

Suddenly the King’s Spy heard the patter
of footsteps immediately )t’)ehind him. In-
stantly, he was on the alert. He swung
round to face his unknown assailants, clench-
ing his fists and bracing his muscles with
the knowledge of some impending danger.

But it was too late! The headlights of
the car shone full in his face and blinded
him for the moment. The next instant a
blow from a sandbag hit him full on the
forehead. He staggered back a few steps,
with his hand raised above his head, then
crumpled up into the arms of his adversary.

Quickly one man dragged the unconscious
victim into the waiting car, while the other
was on guard against danger. The next
moment the car was speeding towards Vic-
toria Street. |

The policeman had hurried to the spot,
but all was silent. He stood in the middle
of the road, staring after the tail-light of the
car until it vanisﬁed round the bend into
Victoria Street.

“Well, that’s a rum go!”
“Sure I heard a sort of rumpus.
what the game was?”

So saying the policeman scratched his head
and began retracing his steps. He turned
the matter over in his mind for the next half
hour, and having arrived at no solution of the
problem, he straightway dismissed it from his
mind. ,

Meanwhile, the big limousine swung up
Victoria Street at a great speed, and, turning

he muttered.
Wonder
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to the left just before reaching the station,
sped on over Vauxhall Bridge. After thread-
g 1its way for some distance in and out of
a number of narrow turnings, it eventually
entered a mews and pulled up at the rear
of a gaunt-looking house in Kennington.

A door of the car was flung open, and two
men leapt out, carrying the motionless form
of Jimmy Stone between them.

Without a word they entered the yard door
of the building and closed it behind thein.
The big limousine moved silently off into the
night.

The two men stumbled heavily across the
yard, cursing below their breaths at the
weight of their unconscious burden. Reach-
ing the back door of the house they laid
their victim on the ground and one of them
gave a peculiar rap at the door.

The house appeared to be in darkness and
untenanted; not a glimmer of light showed
at any of its numerous windows. But their
visit had evidently been expected for the
door opened, and, without a word, they

'picked up their burden and passed inside.

“This way,” said a voice, obviously of a
foreigner.

The three men stole silently down the
length of the passage, and the foreigner
gently opened the door of the room facing
them. A flood of light immediately shone out
into the passage. The room was luxuriously
furnished. A thick Axminster rug covered
the floor, the walls were lined with hunting
pictures and trophies of the chase, and in-
numerable articles of bric-a-brac stood about
the room on quaintly carved tables.

The two men deposited their unconscious
burden on the floor, while the foreigner locked
the door. Then, the latter, turning to one
of the two men, a burly-looking ruffian with
thick shaggy eyebrows and big prominent
teeth, said a trifle nervously:

“Well, Mister Dykes, I congratulate you.
So far everything has worked splendidly.
(l;lo’\y, there is one more thing for you to
0.

“Look here, guv’nor,” retorted the other
man. ‘“How about the dough ?”’

It was Dykes’ companion who had spoken.
Up to now he had been content to play
second fiddle to Dykes, but now it was fairly
evident " that he didn’t quite relish the job
in hand, and wanted to make sure of his
share of the generous pay and clear out.

“Quite right, Crick,” said Dykes eagerly.
“What about it, guv’nor? We ain’t seen
much brass yet ?”

The foreigner’s face suddenly underwent a
change. He turned swiftly on the two men
like a wild cat.

“Confound you both!” he hissed fiercely.
“We agreed on the terms. You know what
they are—five hundred between you when
you’ve finished your job. And until it’s
finished you don’t get a penny. Under-
stand 77

The two men cowered back before the
other’s fierce onslaught. Like all bullies of
their type, they were very brave when it
came to creeping behind a man in the dark
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and knocking him senseless. But it was quite
a different matter when i1t came to facing a
man who was as unscrupulous as themselves,
and who knew how to use his power.

“All right, guv’nor,” said Dykes humbly.
“Keep your hair on; we'll see the job
through.”

“Very good, my friend,” said the foreigner
pleasantly. “Now, just help me to undress
Mr. Stone, and then we can get the job
finished with.”

For the next few minutes the three men
were busily engaged in removing every
article of clothing from the unconscious man
on the floor. Soon they had him stripped
and the foreigner flung a blanket over him.

“Now Mister Crick,” he said, “you remain
here and see that he doesn’t come to his
senses. If he does, tie him up with that
rope over there. Come on, Mister Dykes;
there’s another James Stone anxiously wait-
ing to put on these clothes in the next room.”

He gave vent to a sinister chuckle, and led
the way to a door on the other side of the
room, with Dykes following at his hecls.

The room which they entered was just as
luxuriously furnished as the other. Another
thick Axminster rug covered the floor; the
dressing-table and wardrobe were made of
solid oak. Everything betokened refinement
and wealth. ,

Over in the further corner was a bed, and
sitting beside it in a comfortable armchair
was a man dressed in evening clothes, read-
ing a book.

He rose to his feet as the two men entered
the room and came silently towards them.

- “How goes it, Dulac ?” he asked pleasantly,

The foreigner answered the stranger in a
respectful manner,

‘“ Everything 1s all right, so far, Baron,”
he said. ‘The plan has worked without a
hitch.”

“Good!” exclaimed the man in evening-
dress.

He turned towards the bed.

“Our friend is sleeping peacecfully,” he said.
“We must wake him up.”

The form of a man lay across the bed. He
was breathing heavily and irregularly. His
Jeft arm was sprawled across his head so
that his face was hidden. The stranger shook
him roughly by the shoulder,

“Now, Mister James Stone the Sccond,”
he said jeeringly, ‘““it’s time to get up!”

The s{eeping man shook himself wearily,
and, raising himself, sat up.

“Phew! Well, that’s the liomt!”

The exclamation came from Dykes. He was
staring in fascination at the man’s face; he
rubbed his cyes as if he were drecaming.

“Well, I'm blowed!” he said. “But it's
the same chap! Are there two of ’em ?”

The Baron gave a low, amused chuckle.

“That’ll put your confounded Secret Ser-
vice agents off the scent,” he muttered, and
rubbed his hands gleefully.

Dykes was right. The man on the bed bore
a wonderful resemblance to James Stone, the
King’s Spy. The man had the same short

beard, cut
moustache,

His thick head of hair was tinged with

grey at tho sides, and brushed straight back
over his forechead, as was Stone’s. In all
respects he was the double of the famous
Secret Service man—in height, age, and
general build.

But his face was not keen and alert and
healthy, as was Stone's. Instead, the marks
of long dissipation were clearly discernible.
His cyes were dull and lifeless, as if he were
suffering from the effects of “drugs, and .a
strange pallor hung over his features.

The Baron bowed mockingly in front of his
strange guest,

“And how are you feeling to-night, Mr.
James Stone ?”’ he asked sarcastically.

The man gazed stupidly at the suave-
mannercd Baron, as if he did not understand
the question. Then he muttered in a toneless
voice,.

“Why do you call me James Stone? I
keep on telling you my name i1s Jones.”

“Perdon me,” sald the Baron 1n suave
tones. ‘““ You are forgetting. You are now
Mister James Stone, known throughout
Europe as Jimmy Stone, of the Secret Service.
And for that vou are to have one thousand
guineas., Just think, my friend—one thou-
sand guincas all to yourself!”

naval fashion, the same dark

The Baron suddenly bent closer to the
other man,
‘“Listen!” he whispered carnestly. *‘ There

is no time to lese. You must get into thesc
clothes. Everything will be all right; the
car will take you to Chelsea. You need do
nothing. You will simply be found by the
police, wandering in the street and suffering
from loss of memory. You nced say nothing,
or, at least, very little. You must not remem-
ber anything. Your resemblance, and the
fact that you wear these clothes, will bo
cnough. For one brief fortnight you will be
James Stone, and for that vou will receive
one thousand guineas. Do you understand ?”

A flush of excitement passed over the man’s
pale face. He roused himself with an effort.

“Yes, I understand,” he said.

“Good!” said the Baron, “Then get into
these things immediately.”

The threce men helped him into tue clothes
of James Stone, and in a few r1ainutes the
change had been effected. The resemblance
was now amazing.,

Strong as the ‘likeness to James Stone had
been before, it was now so extraordinary that
it would have been difficult for Jimmy
Stone’s most intimate friend to have dis
covered the impersonation.

At length the Baron stood back with an
exclamation of undisguised triumph,

“Ah!” he said. ‘“That i1s indeed excelleunt.
And now, Mr., Dykes, just sec if the car 1s
outside.”

As Dykes left the room the Baron drew a
wad of notes from his pocket.

“There, Mr. Stone,” he said.
five hundred pounds for you.

‘““There are
And you shail
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have the remainder at the end of the fort-
night.”

The other man took the notes eagerly and
thrust them into his pocket just as the door
reopened and Dykes entered.

“The car’s outside, sir,” said Dykes.

“Very good,” said the Baron. “ Well, you
know what to do. Take him to Chelsea and
drop him outside Stone’s house. I needn’t
impress upon you the need for speed and
secrecy. 1f you bungle the job, it will be the
worse for you, Remember that!”

CHAPTER 2.
Lee Investigates!

N an apartment on the second floor of a
great block of buildings just off White-
hall, Sir Vrymer Fane, attached to the
Foreign Office, was striding in agitation

to and fro in front of the ﬁre‘)lace, when a
knock sounded on the door.

“Come 1n!” called Sir Vrymer expectantly.

In response to his request the door opened,
and Nelson Lee, the famous detectwe, was
ushered 1n.

““Ah, good-evening, Mr. Leec!” said Sir

Yrymer Fane, as he hastened to meet his

visitor with outstretched hand. ‘I have
been anxiously awaiting you. Won't you sit
down ?”

Nelson Lee took the proffered chair and
waited for the other to speak again, watching
him narrowly through half-closed eyes.

Sir Vrymer cleared his voice and went on
speaking with evident embarrassment.

“Mr. Lee,” he said, “no doubt you are
wondering why I have sent for you. I admit
that it is rather an unusual course for a man
in my position to adopt, but there are strong
reasons for 1t.”

He gazed keenly at the detective, and care-
fully chose his words,

“You understand,” he said, “that what
takes place between us 1is strictly confi-
dential 7” .

“The warning is unnecessary, Sir Vrymer,”
sald Lee quietly. *“I always offer my services
on that assumption.”

“l1 beg your pardon, Mr. Lee! the
Minister said quickly. ‘I should have taken
that for granted. Listen carcfully. I will be
very brief., Last night, in this very room,
I had a private interview with Mr. James
Stone. I need not tell you what Mr, Stone’s
official capacity is, as doubtless you are
already well aware of that. Certain matters
of a highly confidential and secret nature took
place between us, and a certain course of
action was decided upon, Mr. Stone left this
building at five minutes to one this morning.
Everything had been arranged. He was to
catch a-train at eight o’clack—the Continental
express. By this time he should have been
travelling overland on the Continent.”

The Minister paused a moment, and looked
at Leo intently. /

“ Early this morning,” he continued, * some
two hours after he left me here, Mr. Stone

was discovered wandering near his house at
Chelsea. His manner was strange; he could
give no account of himself. He was taken to
his rooms, and a doctor was sent for. We
have since been informed that Mr. Stone has
been suddenly stricken with total loss of
memory.”’

Again the Minister paused and glanced at
the detective inquiringly, His manner was
self-possessed now, but a tremor of his fingers
denoted the high nervous tension under
which he was labouring.

“Mr. Lee,”” he said gravely, ‘“the task
which Mr. Stone had undertaken must be
accomplished not later than within fourteen
days from to-day. There 1is only one man
who can possibly see it through with any
chance of success, and that man 1s Mr. James
Stone.”

The Minister rose from his chair and began
pacing up and down, with his hands behind
him, and his head bent in thought. Suddenly
he stopped in front of the detective, and,
speaking in a low voice, said:

‘“Do you understand now, Mr. Lee, why
I took the somewhat extraordinary course of
sending for you?”

The detective met the other’s gaze un-
fiitnchingly. Very coolly, he took the cigarette

from his hps, flicked the ash from 1it, and

then leant back in his chair again.

“I will answer your question,” he said
quietiy, “by asking you another. Do you
understand, Sir Vrymer, that you have recally
told me uothing ?”

The Minister’s tiuln lips contracted in a
flicker of amusement,

. “Precisely, Mr. Lee!” he said.
say, I have told you nothing.
stand? I must not tell you anything. The
authorities have the matter in hand. If 1t
were known that I bad approached you n
my oflicial capacity it would be absolutely
fatal. You see, I am trusting you im-
plicitly,

“Mr. James Stone, to all intents and pur-
poses, 1s suffering from loss of memory. It
is not an unusual occurrence, yet I cannot
help thinking that there 1s something mys-
terious behind 1t. That 1s why I have
broached the subject to you. I am more
intimately aware of your wonderful powers of
unravelling things than you may possibly
think, Mr. Lee. I have told you nothing, as
vou say; and yet I am hoping that out of
nothing you may possibly discover sonic-
thing, Of course, my fears may be perfectly
groundless. That remains to be seen.”

The two men regarded each other narrowly
for a minute or two, each trying to read the
thoughts that were surging through the mind
gf t(ll]e other. Then the Minister ield out his

and.

“Well, good-bye, Mr. Lee!” he said. ** You
understand that to the outsijde world this
meeting has never taken place. Whatever
you do—that is, if you do anything in the
matter at all—will be done on your own
initiative.”

The detective wrung the Minister’s hand,

‘“As you
You unaer-
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“I wunderstand, Sir sald.
“ Good-bye.”

As he reached the door the Minister called
him back.

“Just one thing more, Mr. Lee,” he said.
“You understand that the Secret Service
funds do not have to be accounted for.
Should you require any money——"

The detective nodded his head.

““Quite so, Sir Vrymer,” he said.

The next moment Nelson Lee had gone.

Vrymer,” he

T was about two hours later that the
famous detective sat in his study at
Grays Inn Road, with Nipper lying full
length on the couch, idly studying the

pictures in the daily paper.

“Well, T wish ’em luck,” said Nipper care-

lessly. ‘“She’s a fine actress, and he looks
a tough nut!”

“What’s interested you?” asked Lee
casually.

““Miss Laura Valentine is to marry a chap
named James Stone. The fellow’s name
sounds familiar to me, guv'nor, and

Here, what’s the game ?”

4 g'

That exclamation was caused by the way-

Nelson Lee snatched the
He exclaimed further when the detective
reached for the telephone directory, dis-
covered a number and put a call through.
““Gerrard 004, please.” he said, and waited.
“Hallo! . Is that Gerrard 004? Is Miss
Laura Valentine there? Right, thanks!”

He waited a moment or two, and then
began again.  Nipper stood by, with his
mouth wide open and a bewildered expression
on his face.

“Hallo! Yes. Is that Miss Laura Valen-
tine? My name 1s Nelson Lee—— Ah, yes—
1{ 18 very nice of you to say so. I should
like to see you, if I may. Can you spare me
a few moments if I come along now ? Thanks,
i.)wh!llly. I'll come straight away. Good-

ye )

Nelson Lee replaced the receiver and got
up from his chair, Nipper watched him in
amazement.

“Well, if that isn’t the limit!” he gasped.

“Shan’t be long, old son,” said Nelson Lee,
as he put on his hat and strode from the
room., Outside he hailed a passing taxi, and
was driven off to Miss Valentine's flat, where
he was shown straight up to her room.,

‘“Good-tvening, Mr. Lee!” said Miss
Valentine, hastening to meet the famous de-
teotive. *‘I am c=o pleased to mect you.”

“The pleasure is mine,” said Lee, bowing
gallantly to the beautiful and accomplished
acfress,

‘“ Please sit down, Mr, Lee, and make your-
self at home. Perhaps you will smoke—
there are some cigars in that box over there.”

Nelson Lee helped himself to a cigar and
lit it, Then, leaning back in his chair, he
looked keenly at the charming lady of whom
he had heard so much.

“I ought really to apologise, Miss Valen-
;.line,” he said, “ for troubling you at this late

our,”

paper from him.

Now on Sale. (f

“Not at all, Mr. Lee,” the actress replied
smilingly.

~Then, leaning ecagerly towards the detec-
tive, she asked in a low voice:

“Tell me, Mr. Lee, it is about my fiancsé,
Mr. Stone, that you have called—isn’t it ?”

“You are quite right, Miss Valentine,”
sald the detective.

“Ah, I'm glad of that, Mr. Lee! I have
been very anxious and worried,. and I have
absolutely no one on whom I can rely.”

“ But surely Scotland Yard is in close touch
with the matter ?” asked Nelson Lee.

“Yes, yes! But you do not quite under-
stand. You see, the police think it i1s simply
a case of loss of memory, and so there i1s not
much for them to do. They are quite con-
tent to lcave the matter 1n the doctor’s
hands.”

“Would you mind, Miss Valentine, telling
me all you know about the matter ?”

“Not at all, Mr. Lee. But there 1s so
little. 1 saw Jimmy—Mr. Stone—yesterday
afternoon. We had tea together. You have
heard, no doubt, that we are to be married
shortly. He came to the thcéatre with me
and stayed through the first act., Later he
left to keep an appointment of a rather im-
portant nature,

“He was to have called for me at the end
of the performance, to take me home, but a
message arrived just before the last act to
say that he could not possibly see me again
that night and would call in the morning.
That 1s all I knew until midday to-day, when
an inspector called here to say that Mr.
Stone had been found wandering about the
street early in the morning and could give
no account of himself.”

“Thank you, Miss Valentine,” said Lee
quietly. *‘‘Have you been along to see Mr.
Stone since ??”

“I went over immediately, Mr.
course., But——"

The girl hesitated a moment, and seemed
about to burst into tears. Lee saw that the

Lee, ol

actress was somewhat distraught, and felt
very sorry for her.

“Tell me, Miss Valentine,” said Leo
gently, ‘‘just one thing more. Did Mr.

Stone betray the slightest sign of recognition
when he saw you to-day ?”

“No, Mr. Lee; not the slightest. He pre-
tended he did, to a certain extent, out of

mere politeness; but I am certain that he
regarded me as a perfect stranger.,”

The actress thought for a moment, then
went on excitedly.
“Do you know, Mr. Lee, 1t 1is extraor-

dinary, I cannot believe it is the same man,
Of course, it is stupid of me to say that; but
there is some remarkable change that I can’t
quite make out. I was absolutely dumb-
founded.”

Nelson Lee was silent for some moments.
Suddenly he looked up.

“You are aware, 1 suppose,” he said,
“that Mr. Stone was to have caught the Con-
tinental express this morning ?”



“It is the first I have heard of it,” replied
Miss Valentine. “But I am not a bit sur-
prised. He 1is always going away at the
shortest notice. He was very hopeful of
being able to stay in London for several
weeks; but I thought it seemed too good to
be true.”

Nelson Lee did not answer for some time.
He was thinking deeply, trying to piece some
slender chain of reasoning together that
would throw some light on the strange affair.

“Well, good-night, Miss Valentine,” he
sald, ‘There is just one thing that I should
like to ask you. 1ll you allow me to accom-
pany you to see Mr. Stone to-morrow ?”

“Certainly, Mr, Lee.- If you will call here
at about eleven to-morrow morning my car
will be waiting ready for you.”

“Thank you very much,” said the detec-
tive. ‘‘ Good-night!”
“Good-night, Mr. Lee!”

- ®
CHAPTER 3.
The Watchers!

ELSON LEE went back to Gravs Inn
N Road, and for some time after Nipper
had gone off to bed he sat silent,
thinking things over. It seemed as
if he had a case on his hands that might not
be a case. James Stone might really be suf-
fering from loss of memory, and then there
would be no case at all. But Sir Vrymer
Fane suspected something wrong, and it was
Nelson Lee’s job to prove or disprove that.

Eventually he went out again. It was a
fine starlight night, and the air was 1n-
vigorating, Nelson Lee plunged into some
side-streets, and after a time arrived in the
vicinity of Whitehall, He made his way to
the building in which he had had the inter-
view with Sir Vrymer Fane earlier on. in the

evening, and soon reached the flight of
marble steps. .
He took out his watch, It was just five

minutes to one—the exact time that James
Stone had left the building on the night
before.

Everything was wrapped in silence, nobody
appeared to be about. Replacing his watch,
Nelson Lee began to walk in the direction
of Whitehall,

As he turned the corner the great boom of
Big Ben floated out over the silent city. Lee
continued his way slowly up Whitehall,
glancing alertly about him all the while.

Although he did not expect anything to
happen of a dramatic nature he thought that
by putting himself in the position of James
Stone he might stumble across some small
factor that would not be so easily seen in
the ordinary course of events.

As he stepped into the road to cross
Parliament Square he noticed the policeman
standing there on point duty. A sudden
idea flashed across Lee’s resoucreful mind.
He strode quickly up to the policeman.
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“Good-evening, constable—or rather, good-
morning,” he said. .

The policeman came a shade closer.

“Why, it's Mr. Lee!” he exclaimed.
“Good-morning, sir. . I didn’t recognise you
at first, sir. It’s rather dark and I couldn’t
see your face.”

“Did you happen to be on duty here last
night?” asked the detective.

“Yes, Mr. Lee. As a matter of fact, 'm
on this beat all this week.”

“Good!” muttered Lee. “Now think care-
fully before you answer my question. Do
you recollect seeing a man pass by here in
the direction of Victoria Street about this
time last night ?” -

The policeman thought for a moment or
two.

“Why, yes!” he said suddenly. “I do.
As a matter of fact, it was Mr. Stone, from
the Foreign Office. I remember him well
because he said good-night as he passed.
You know, sir, only men who have a good
eye for faces and know all the M.P.’s and
Government officials are put on this beat.”

“I am well aware of that,” said Lee.
“That’s what made me ask you about it.
Did Mr. Stone appear to be quite normal ?”

“Quite normal, sir. A bit thoughtful
perhaps.”

“And did you notice which way he wen#?”

‘““Yes; he crossed the road there and went
past the Abbey Gardens towards Victoria
Street.”

‘““ And that’s all ?"’ said Lee.

“That's about all, Mr. Lee,”
peliceman.

“You’re quite sure about that?”

The policeman puckered his brows and
scratched his head.

Suddenly he gave a start.

“Oh, wait a bit, though!” he said. “I
was forgetting one thing. Just after Mr.
Stone had crossed the road a big car came
gliding towards me from Whitehall, and
crossed over in that direction. Just over Ly
the grass there it suddenly pulled up. 1
thought it was rather funny at the time.
Then I heard a sort of fuss, so I ran towards
it. But it suddenly started up again and
was off down Victoria Street before I could
get more than a dozen yards.”

Nelson Lee was not the sort of map to give
vent to his feelings, but he could hardly
restrain a start at hearing this piece of news.

“Think carefully,” he said. ‘Now, do you..
recollect seeing Mr. Stone after the car had
gone off again?”

““No, sir. 1 expect he had gone some,
distance. It was too dark to see very far.”

“Just one more question, constable,” said’
Lee. “When you saw that car pull up, how
far do you think Mr. Stone had got?”

“Well, he had only just passed by, sir.
The car must have pulled up quite close to.
him.” .

“And there is nothing else that you can.
remember 2" -

said the
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For a figureé suddenly

appeared over the wall and dropped lightly to the ground.

““No, sir. That’s about all.”

“Thanks very much, constable,” said Lee.
““ Good-night.”

“Good-night, sir.”

Nelson Lee walked slowly over in the direc-
tion of the Abbey Gardens. He could not
over-estimate the importance of what the
policeman had told him.

Although as yet he had no clear idea of
what he was up against, he knew now that
Jimmy Stone’s sudden loss of memory was no
natural occurrence, but that behind the whole
business there was some deep and cunningly
laid plot.

By a stroke of luck, which was reall§
the result of his own quick intellect, he had
stumbled right up against an important clue
to the mystery at the outset. He guessed,
knowing what an important man Jimmy
Stone was in the Secret Service, that he
was up against a tough proposition, but he
meant to see the thing through at all costs.

Suddenly Nelson Lee became aware of a
dark shadow moving away from the dark-
ness of the building i1n front of him. It was
a man who seemed to have appeared from
nowhere in particular and he was going
away at right-angles to Lee.

Something in the man’s attitude made the
detective suspicious. He began to stride
rapidly in his direction. The man glanced
over his shoulder and began to quicken his
steps.

Nelson Lee suddenly came to a standstill.
The other man immediately slowed down.
Then Lee broke into a quick run, and the
man gave onc glance over his shoulder and
was off like greased lightning.

I.ee slowed up and leant against the rail-
ings, breathing heavily.

“Strange!” he muttered to himself. *“That
fellow seems to have been dogging me.
Wonder what his game was? DMaybe just
an ordinary pickpocket.”

He began retracing his steps the way he
had come. Big Ben had just struck the
half-hour and Lee was contemplating re-
turning ‘home.

But there was one other surprise in store
for the detectivo that night. As he was
crossing the road to Whitehall he saw a
man slouch away from the entrance to the
underground subway.

Nelson Lee wondered what the man was
doing there, for he knew that the subways
had long since been closed for the night.

He stopped by the entrance to make sure
that the gates were locked. To Lee’s sur-
prise the man on the other side of the road
also stopped.

Determined to get to the bottom of this
strange business, I.ce suddenly sprang across
the road and rushed straight at the stranger.
With an exclamation of dismay the man
turned to bolt.
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But it was too late; Lee was already upon
him. With an angry snarl the stranger
turned upon the detective and aimed a
savage blow at his head.

But Lee was not to be caught like that.
He ducked swiftly, and at the same time
his left shot out and crashed with a jarring
blow full on the chin of his unknown
assailant.

Gasping with rage and pain the man
staggered back with the detective pressing
him closely. Then suddenly a stunning blow
descended on Lee’s head from behind, and
the detective went down in a heap.

There you are.

t¢ (A TEADY on, guv’nor!
S round my

Just put your arm
neck.”
' It was Nipper who spoke.
Nelson Lee put his hand to his head and
gazed round him in a dazed fashion.

“What’s happened ?” he asked vaguely.

‘““You’ve had a nasty crack on the head,
guv'nor,” said Nipper. “You had got your
man set, but another chap came at you from
behind. Maybe you didn’t know there were
two of ‘em here. But don’t worry; just
hang on to me. That’s right. Now we’ll
get a move on.”

Hanging heavily on his young assistant,
LLee began to stagger slowly back along
Whitehall. '

‘““How did you get here, Nipper ?” he asked
presently. :

“I followed you, guv’nor. Heard you go
out and reckoned it was pretty late, and you
might need nelp when and where you
couldn’t send for it. Hope you’re not ratty
with me, but it's a good thing I came. Only
I arrived a second too late.”

The detective gave a dry, painful sort of
chuckle.

“Better too late than never, Nipper,” he
said quietly. “But I've discovered the
Foreign Office is being watched. 1 don’t
know why or by whom. We’ve got a case
on, Nipper, and it’s a tough one. Find a
taxi and we’ll get home.”

There was much that Lee wanted to know,
but he reckoned he had proved one thing
to his own satisfaction. There was some-
thing profoundly wrong with Jimmy Stone’s
alleged loss of memory.

In the meantime Crick and Dykes, the two
watchers Lee had surprised, had raced back
to Kennington to tell the Baron that Nelson
I.ee was on the case and they had only
narrowly escaped him. They were afraid
for their own skins, but the Baron was
just a8 nervous. The slightest interference
now and all his well-laid plans would go
for nought. And before sunrize he had
removed his prisoner from Kennington to a
village in Kent, where he owned a secluded
house that was locally rumoured to be
haunted. |

Sereamingly funny story of three mirth-inakers—

CHAPTER 4.
Lee’s Suspicions!

T eleven o’clock promptly next morning
Nelson Lee stepped from a taxi out-

side Miss Valentine’s flat. His head
ached badly from the blow he had
received the night before, but his active mind
would not let him rest while there was work
to be done. The car was already waiting
outside the house, and as the detective
entered the gate the front door opened and
the actress came down the steps. .
“(Good-morning, *Mr. Lee,” she said, hold-
ing out her hand. ‘“You are very punctual,
but I am quite ready, you see.”

He helped her inside and followed after,
closing the door behind him. After a run
of about tem minutes through the busy
London streets they pulled up in front of a
house in Chelsea and both got out.

“This is Number Twelve, where Mr. Stone
lives,” said the actress. ‘‘If you will wait
downstairs, Mr. Lee, I will call you in
two or three minutes.”

“Certainly, Miss Valentine,” said the detec-
tive. “There is no hurry whatever. I am
entirely at your service.”

“1 shall not be long, Mr. Lee,” she said.

Nelson Lee sat down in the hall and rested
his chin on his hands. He had a slight
swimming feeling in the head, but he tried
to think clearly and get all the aspects of
the case plainly before him.

He was eventually roused from his
thoughts by the entrance of Miss Valentine.
He could see from her face that the meeting
with her fiancé had greatly distressed her,
and her voice trembled a little as she spoke
to him.

“Will you come up now, Mr. Lee?” she
said. “But I am afraid you must not stay
long.”

“Thank you, Miss Valentine,” said Lee.
“JI shall not require more than a few
minutes. And please talk as much as you
can and ignore me altogether. It will help
me in my observations.”

He followed her up the stairs and waited
while she entered a room on the right of the
passage.

“Come in, Mr. Lee,” she said.

The detective strode into the room. The
doctor was standing by the window. He
turned and nodded pleasantly to the detec-
tive as he entered. The actress was standing
by a man who was huddled up in a chair
by the fireplace. ;

“This is Mr. Lee, Jimmy,” she said.

The man half rose from his seat and eyed
Lee furtively. . '

“How do you do?” he asked, holding out
his hand.

Nelson Lec shook hands with him, but he

was quick to notice how clammy the other’s
hand was and how limp the grasp.
“Good-morning, Mr. Stone,” he said,

sitting down in the vacant chair beside him.
“Miss Valentine is a friend of mine, and she
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has been good enough to bring me along
to see you.

“Oh, yes,” muttered the other man. 1
am very pleased to see you.’

He subsided into silence and for a moment
the detective felt slightly embarrassed. He
glanced swiftly at the actress; she took the
hint and began to talk idly about passing
events. I.ee did not add much to the con-
versation. Kvery now and then he ahipped
in with some remark, but he was watching
the man narrowly, nothing escaping his keen
observation.. '

He could sce that the man was very ill at
ease and was anxious for him to go. He
noticed that there were heavy rings round
his eyes, and that his face was puffy and

inflamed. His hands also were trembling,
and he constantly twisted his fingers
together. ,

Suddenly Nelson ILee turned quickly
towards him.

“Do you remember, Mr. Stone,” he 'said
quietly, “reading in the papers about a

fortnight or so ago that extraordinary case
of a soldier’s sudden loss of memory?”

“Ah yves!”’ exclaimed the maun. ‘It was
in—--"’

Suddenly he stopped short and cast a
suspicious look at the detective.

Nelson Lee stared back at him coolly, not
taking his eyes from the other’s face.

He could not meet the dectective’s steel

grey eyes; beads of perspiration started out
on his forehead.
“T was going to say,” he continued,

recovering himself with an effort, “that I
was reading it in the paper only to-day; 1t
was an old paper I found on the table.”

The detective made no reply; but behind
that impassive face of his a number of quick
thoughts flashed across his brain.

Was the man right? Had he read it only
that day in an old newspaper- or was he
lying ? The detective eyed his companion
narrowly, without appearing to do so.

The pseudo Jimmy Stone was clearly
struggling hard to hide his feelings, but Lee
could see that he was in a state of tension.
The man fumbled in his pocket, and drawing
forth a pair of small nail-scissors began
nervously cutting at his nails.

Lee took no notice for a while. Presently
he idly bent down to the carpet and then
slipped something into his pocket that he
picked up.

“I think I must go now,
rising from the chair.

A look of relief swept over the other man’s
features. He put out a limp. hand and
wished the delective good-day.

Outside in the passage Lee met the doctor.

“Just one moment, doctor,” he said.
“Has Mr. Stone been reading the newspaper
this morning ?”’

‘The . doctor shook hn head decidedly.

“No, he hasn’t,” he said. *“1 bhave
recommended a complete rest. He must not
undergo any mental effort whatever; it 18

” he said, suddenly

11

best in these cases not to tax the brain in

the slightest, and ‘he is notl permitted to look
at a newspaper.’

““Thank you,
grimly.

As the detective went downstairs he could
hardly repress a smile at the doctor’s pro-
fessional manner.

It was evident that to him his patient
was suffering from a simple loss of memory,
which could be cured by the usual prescrip-
tions and the usual procedure

Nelson Lee thought otherwise, and time
would show whether his susplclons were right
or wrong.

ATER that day the detective sat at his
desk pondering over all the details,
until Nipper interrupted his thoughts.

“I say, guv’nor,” he said. “You’ve
been staring at that blottmg pad for the last
half-hour. I know you’ve got something blg
on, but you haven’t told me a thing yet.”

Lee looked up.
(X} AS

doctor,” said Nelson Lee

_a_ matter of fact, Nipper, you’re
wrong,  he said. “I’'m not staring at the
blotter at all. T’m studying these nail

clippings which Mr. Jimmy Stone was good
enough to give me this morning.’

Lee glanced slyly at his young assistant’s
face. Nipper’s expression of incredulity was
so comic that Lee burst out into a hearty

laugh.
¢ But fancy a chap making you a present

of his finger-nail clippings!” exclaimed
Nipper. “Wh he must be off his rocker
or something. What will you do? Put ’em
on your watch-chain?”

Nelson Lee became serious.

“I was only kidding you, Nipper,” he

said. " He didn’t give them to me. I picked
them up off the carpet when he wasn’t
looking.”

“But what for, guv’nor?
use they can be.”

Nelson Lee did not vreply for
minutes. Nipper waited expectantly

‘““ Look here Nipper,” said the dectective
at length, “do yau realise that I oould find
out qulte a lot from a tiny pilece of your
finger-nail? 1 could find out what your
habits are, where you’ve been, and what
you’ve been up to during the last few days.”

Don’t see what

30IN6

“I don’t quite get you, guv’nor,”” said
Nipper in bewilderment.
“Well, you just listen, Nipper. Stored

under your finger-nails is a certain amount
of matter. It makes no difference how much
you wash them, you never wash it all away.
An expert puts your piece of finger-nail
under a high-powered microscope and 1is
able to analyse exactly what this matter
consists of, and it tells hnm all about you.’
Nlpper took a deep breath.

“Youw’re a marvel, guv nor,' he said
adnurmgly “That’s a cute notion on theo
quiet. But what about those ﬁnger nails ?

Going to send those to an expert?”
“Not these,” said Lee. *I had more from
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the same fingers, and they are already being
examined by Professor Bailey at the School
of Modern Scxence As a matter of fact, I
am expecting to get his preliminary 1eport
at any moment.”

As he spoke there was a ring at the door-
bell, and Nipper went to see who 1t was.
He soon returned with an envelope in his
hands

“Messenger just brought this, guv’nor,” he
said. “Any answer ?”

“"No,” said Lee. “I don't want him.”

Lee hurrledly cut the envelope with his
paper-knife and drew out a thin sheet of
paper. With a look of intense interest on his
face he read the contents.

“Ah!” he said suddenly. “I thought so.’

“Thought what, guv non‘?’ asked Nlpper,
who had returned from the front door.

Nelson Lee swung round in his chair. It
was clear that he had come to some startling
conclusion. Nipper, seeing that something
important had happened, waited 1mpat1eutly
for enlightenment. »

“ Nipper,” said Lee quictly, ‘‘that chap 1is
an impostor |”’
“What chap 1’ Nipper asked 1n surprise,
“Why, the man who is supposed to be
Jimmy Stone, and w hom they say 18 sufler-

ing from loss of memory,” said the detective,
Nipper looked astonished.

“How do you know that, guv'nor?” he
asked.
“Just, histen,” said Lee. He took up the

sheet of paper and read out the remarks of
the professor. ‘1 have made a minute
microscopic examination of the finger-nails,
and have come to the following conclusions:
The nails evidently belong to a mian who has
been working for somo time aboard a ship.
The deposits seem to indicate that he was a
steward and was in the habit of wearing a
white linen hat and cotton overalls.

““Tor the last few days, however, he
scems to have been living in some house -
there are various reasons for assuming this,
which I will state more clearly when T have
finished my tests. I have discovered fibres

— —-
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of a grey flannel material, and also fibres of
red plush, commonly used for upholstering
" purposes, There were also traces of a
peculiar aromatic soap. I am still engaged
on my tests.’ ”

Lee finished reading and looked keenly at
his assistant. ‘ f

“You ses, Nipper,” he said. ‘A man in
Jimmy Stone’s position would never have
such a report after an examination of his
finger-nails. I happen to know just how and
where Jimmy Stone spent the fortnight
before his alleged loss of memory, and this
report ought to be different, and can only
be. explained by assuming that the man who
1S now appearing as Jimmy Stone 1s an 1m-
postor, as I hawe suspected all along.”

Nipper was too dumbfounded to reply
immecdiately, That Lee should find out all
this merely from two pieces of finger-nail
which had been under the microscope was
quite beyond his understanding.

But the detective was plainly very pleased
with his discoveries. .

“We're getting a move on, Nipper,” he
sald. ‘““We know to some extent what we're
up against. We've got our work cut out,
but we'll come out on top, you see if we
don’t !”

“You bet we will,” said Nipper confidently,
“But why don’t you go and have that chap
arrcsted straight away, guv'nor?”

Nelson Lee gave a superior sort of smile.

“No,” replied Lee. “We've got to find the
real Jimmy Stone first. If we went and
kicked up a shindy - about this we should
give the show away, I've hinted that the
alleged pafient should be taken out of London,
preferably to Brighton, for a rest cure, and
the Foreign Office have Secret Service agents
watching him all the time. Even Scotland
Yard doesn’t know that. Moving him out of
town cuts him adrift, more or less, from the
gang for whom he must be working, But
we daren’t show our hand to that gang by
having him arrested. I want our unknown
cnemies to think that we ‘suspect nothing
definite, as yet.”

‘“And what’s our next move,
asked Nipper.

“We must get on the track of the real
Jimmy Stone, and I hardly know where to
start. It’s a stiff proposition, Nipper.”

“Well, I'm with you, guv’nor,” said Nipper
excitedly. “I reckon one of those crooks,
whoever they are, will slip up somehow and
leave a clue for us to follow.”

He was right, but 1t was not the clue that
even Nelson Lec could have anticipated in his
wildest moment.

Crick and Dykes, "the two ruffians em-
ployed by the Baron to kidnap Jimmy Stone,
had been paid their money and dismissed.
But the Baron made a big mistake., He paid
the money in one lump to Dykes, relying
upon him to settle up with Crick. Dykes
tricd to cheat his confederate, and there was
a quarrel and a fight, with the result that in
the early hours of one rainy morning the

dead body of Crick was found in a back alley
off Soho!

guv’'nor ?”

13
CHAPTER 5.
The Plot Deepens!

6t ARLY edishun! ’Orrible tragedy in
Soho! Body found in Soho alley!”
The warm rays of the midday sun
were slanting through the trees as
Nelson Lee strode thoughtfully along the
Embankment. He had been spending the
morning in making one or two inquiries con-
cerning the events of the preceding day, and
was hurrying in the direction of the Sirand
to have a hasty lunch, when the cries of the
newsboys attracted his attention.

He stopped one of the lads as he .came
rushing by, and, buying a paper, thrust it
intc his pocket., Then, turning to the right
up Savoy Street, he entered a famous res-
taurant.

For some time Nelson Lee sat idly watch-
ing the number of well-dressed people pass-
ing in and out of the luncheon-room.
Presently two men entered, and after look-
ing around for a vacant table, came and sat
down near the detective.

So accustomed was Nelson Lee to sizing
up people tnat 1t had become almost a second
nature with him. Consequently, he found
himself ecriticising and examining the two
strangers, and 1dly wondering who they were,

One of them was a tall, well-bred looking
man, dressed very fashionably, but with an
air of quiet distinction about him. The other
man had his back towards the detective, but
he appeared to be somewhat shorter in build,
with a closely cropped black beard and brist-
ling moustacﬁe.

Both men were slightly foreign in appear-
ance. Ifor a time neither spoke, Then the
walter came up, and the tall man ordered
lunch.

Dircctly the waiter had departed on his
errand, the shorter of the two men leaned
across the table and began talking excitedly
to the other in low tones. The other nodded
his hecad several times, then felt in his
pocket, and, taking out a newspaper, spread
1t open on the table.

FFor a few moments he remained silently
reading some item of news, then, looking up
at his companion, he shook his head vigor-
ously, and handed him the paper across the
table, The two men seemed so interested in
this particular piece of news that Lee’s
curiosity was aroused.

He craned his neck to see if he could get a
glimpse of the paragraph which had caused
all the excitement, but the table was too far
away. Then he remembered that he had
bought a paper just a little while before on’
the Embankment, and, feeling in his pocket,
dragged i1t out.

L

e glanced over at the other table. Tho
two men were studying the front page. Lee
ran his eyes over the headlines, and the

account of the Soho murder caught his eye,.

“ Karly this morning,” said the paper, “ the
body of a man was found in an alley in Soho,
The head was terribly mutilated and battered,,
and it is clear that he had been the victim
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‘of a murderous attack. Death appeared to be
due to strangulation, The only clue, so far,
to the identity of the stranger is a piece of
paper found in one of his pockets, bearing
the name of ‘'J. Crick.” The motive of the
crime 18 not clear.”

A description of the man followed, and it
went on to say that the police were making
1nquiries, and that anyone able to give infor-
mation concerning the dead man should com-
municate at once with Scotland Yard or any
police-station.

Nelson Lee glanced up again at the two
men sitting opposite.. They were still talking
together in excited whispers. Presently the
tall man, who was facing Lee, turned his
head slightly and cast a swift glance at the
detective.

Lee immediately began to turn over his
paper with an unconcerned look, yet he felt
sure that as the stranger’s eye had rested on
him he had given way to a half-concealed
start of recognition,

Without appearing to do so~the detective
carefully scrutinised the man out of the corner
of his eye. He saw him lean across the table
to his companion and mutter somethijng in a
low voice., The other man appeared to listen
with intense interest; then ﬁe very deliber-
ately dropped his serviette on the floor, and
as he stooped down to pick it up, he casually
glanced round and stared full at Nelson Lee.

Then he muitered something to his com-
panion and nodded his head several times!

As Nelson Lee was wondering what pos-
sible interest these two strangers could have
in  himself, the tall man called a passing
waiter and, after chatting for a moment or
{wo, paid his bill. A few minutes later both
men rose from the table and left the dining-
room without further incident.

By this time Nelson Lee had also finished
his lunch. He beckoned to the waiter and
asked for his bill, .

“By the way, waiter,” he said, slipping
half-a-crown into the man’s hand, ‘“do you
know who those two gentlemen were who
‘were sitting at the table over there1”

“The two gentlemen who have just left,
sir 77’

“Yes.”

‘“Well, to tell you the truth, sir, I don’t,”
sald the waiter. ‘“But it’s rather funny you
should ask me that, because the tall one asked
me 1f you were Mr. Nelson Lee.” .

‘“He did, did he?’’ echoed Lee, somewhat
taken aback. ‘And what did you say?”

“Well, of course, sir, I couldn’t deny it. I
said you were Mr. Nelson Lee, right enough.”

‘“ And you’ve never gseen them before?”

“Not to my knowledge, sir.”

Lee finished his cigarette and a few
moments later left the restaurant. As he
made his way in the direction of the Grays
Inn Road ti)e detective could not help
puzzling over the incident that had just taken
place in the dining-room of the famous
hotel. o

He found Nipper in the study waiting for

Rousing Tale of the days of Dick Turpin—

his return. He greeted the detective bhur-
riedly as he entered the room.

“l say, guv’nor. Professor Bailey has
been ringing you up. Something important
to tell you. Says he’ll send a message
along.”

“How long ago was that?” asked Lee.
“Oh, about two hours,” said Nipper. “The
messenger should be here by this time.”

“Well, perhaps he won’t be long now,”
said the detective, and was soon busy In
attending to a mass of correspondence.

In about half an hour a double knock
sounded at the street door, and Nipper hur-
ried from the room. He returned almost
immediately and handed the detective a
small blue envelope. Lee took it quickly
and tore it open. It was from Professor
Bailey, and was scribbled on a half-sheet of
paper in the professor’s well-known hand-
writing.

“Dear Mr. Lee,” it read. *“Just to tell
you I was called in at the post-mortem on
the body of the man found at Soho this
morning. Finger-nail analysis revealed red-
plush fibres and traces of that peculiar aro-
matio soap. Thought it would interest you
in view of the analysis I undertook for you
yesterday. May be a pure coincidence, of
course, so don’t attach too much importance
to it. However, I thought I would just let
you know.—Yours sincerely,

“BAILEY.”

“Phew!” Lee whistled his amazement and
carefully read the message through again.

What amazing fact had he stumbled on?
What was the meaning of this new turn of
events? What connection could this tragedy
at Soho have with the mystery of Jimmy

Stone? Or was it simply a case of coinci-
dence, as Professor Bailey suggested it
might be?

These questions, and many more besides,
passed swiftly through the detective’s active
mind. The incident in the restaurant, which
had been half forgotten, came back té him
now with renewed significance.

Suddenly Lee’s face cleared a little, and
he looked up quickly.

“I say, Nipper,”’ he said, ‘I want you to
do a job for me.”

“Right-ho, guv’nor!” said Nipper. “I’m

on.”
“It’s not very exciting, I’m afraid,” said
Lee, “but it’s rather important. I want you
to go straight over to Professor Bailey’s
place at Hampstead and ask him to give you
a plece of cloth from the clothes of the man
whose body was found at Soho this morning.
Do Iyou understand ?” |

“T’'ve got gou, guv’nor,” said Nipper.

“Right! ff you go. I’'ll get on the
’phone to the professor at once and tell him
you’re on your way.”

Nipper seized his hat and departed on his
errand without further discussion., About
half an hour after he had gone the telephone
bell on Lee’s desk suddenly started ringing.
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The detective took off the receiver and put
it to his ear.

““Hallo!” he said.

A girl’s voice sounded
end.

‘““Hallo, Mr. Lee! Miss Valentine speak-
ing. I. want you to have dinner with me
to-night at Dalgretty’s. Will you come?”

““Delighted,” said Lee, half guessing that
there was something more than mere hospi-
tality in the invitation.

“That i1s awfully good of you, Mr. Lee.
A friend of mine is coming—a gentleman
who is very anxious to mecet you. He is
very intérest¢tl in criminology, and as he was
very kind to me some time ago, I thought
I'd give him a little pleasure; that is, if you
don’t mind. I shall expect you there at
seven o’clock sharp. I've got to be at the
theatre at ecight-thirty.”

from the other
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The actress was there, and she rose with a
smile as hc came up and greeted him with
outstretched hand. Lee bowed courteously
and held her chair for her while she seated
herself again; then took the chair on her
right. She rested her dainty fingers lightly
on his arm.

“I hope you don’t mind my asking
here to-night, Mr. Lee,” she said. ‘I am
expecting a friend of mine to dinner—a
Baron Rodanoff. I met him some time ago,
when T was touring the Continent not long
after the war  Strangely enough, I came
across him to-day. He used to be In the
diplomatic service. DBut he is very eager to
make your acquaintance; that is why 1
asked him to come along.”

“I shall be very charmed to meet any
friend of wvours,” said Lee.

““That’s very nice of you, Mr. Lee,” said

you
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“You can rely on to be there
punctual,” said Lee.

“Thank vou so much. Good-bye.”

‘“ Good-bye,” said the detective.

Lee was puzzled and slightly worried. There
might be nothing wrong in the famous
actress being friendly with a man interested
in crime and criminology, and, of course, an
actress with the fame and charm of Miss
Laura Valentine is bound to have a host of
friends wherever she goes. But Nelson Lee
could not forget that she was the fiancée of
Jimmy Stone, and it occurred to him that
the men who were behind that mystery would
be bound to keep a close watch on the
actress. Accordingly he set out for the hotel
with more than a passing interest in the 1n-

vitation than he might have had otherwise.

moe

CHAPTER 6.
The Baron!

HE gorgeous dining-room at Dalgretty’s

ll was ablaze with light. Ladics dressed
in beautiful clothes and bedecked with
glittering jewels; and men in even-

ing dress, with their wide expanse of shirt

front, sat about at the snow-white tables
and laughed and chatted gaily over their
glasses of sparkling wine.

As Nelson Lee strode down the thick-

carpeted aisle between the tables, the strains
of the band came floating to his ears to the
soft, dreamy tune of a waltz

the actress, smiling. ‘“And now, just to
talk shop for a moment; I promise not to
do so any more this evening. Mr. Stone—
vou know who I mean—they have taken him
to a nursing home at Brighton.”

The dectective nodded his head.

‘“It was my suggestion,” he said. “I am
keeping in touch with events. You may
relv on me.”

The actress was about to reply, but checked
herself, and glanced expectantly over Lee’s
shoulder.

‘“Here i1s the baron,” she said.

The man was approaching them from be-
hind, so that the detective did not have a
chance of sceing his face before he reached
the table. .

‘“ Ah, baron, you have arrived!” said the
actress gaily, as she rose to meet him. “May
1 introduce Mr. Nelson Lee—Baron
Rodanoff.”

The detective rose to his feet and turned
towards the stranger. For one instant a
thrill of incredible astonishment shot through
him; the next moment the two men were
gravely bowing to each othor.

They ceremoniously took their seats. Lee’s
face was imperturbable and cold: not the
vestige of an expression erossed it to indi-
cate his tumultuous feelings.

Yet in the first moment of meeting he had
recognised in this Baron Rodanoff the man
he had seen at the hotel earlier on in the
day—the same man who had stared .at him
with such curiosity and had asked the waiter
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if he were really Mr. Nelson Lee, the detec-
t1ve.

Why had he expressed the wish to meet
him? Who was he?! What was he doing
here? Was he involved in the mystery that
surrounded the fate of Jimmy Stone? Did
he know anything of the murder that had
taken place the night before in that dark
passage In Soho? And how much did Miss
Valentine know of his history?

All these thoughts crowded swiftly through
the detective’s mind in the space of a few
seconds. At that moment the waiter came
up, and he found himself glancing down at
the menu.

“Will you take hors-d’ceuvre, Miss Valen-
tine ?”’ he asked.

The actiess nodded her head, and con-
tinued chatting intimately with the baron
for some time. Eventually the baron turned

suddenly to Nelson Lee.

- ¢“Mr. Lee,” he said, “I am greatly
honoured to dine with you. I have heard
much of your extraordinary career in the

detection of crime. Youks reputation 1is
world-wide. It i1s indeed a pleasure to meet
you.”

Nelson Lee’s keen grey eyes were fixed
searchingly on the baron’s smiling fice. Lee
was wondering what were his motives. 1t
occurred to the detective that if this Baron
Rodanoff was the man behind the mystery of
Jimmy Stone, he might choose just this way
of getting to know something of the man he
was up against. In short, Baron Rodanoff
might be using his old friendship with Miss
Valentine in order to become acquainted
with his opponent.

Nelson Lee determined to sound him at the
first opportunity that presented itself. Kor
the next half-hour nothing of importance
occurred. The detective was thoroughly en-
joying his dinner, and the good wine and
the splendid music had the effect of making
him feel friendly disposed towards his com-
panion. After all, the man was jolly good
company.

Suddenly the detective leaned towards the
baron and looked him full in the face.

‘““Baron Rodanoff,” he said, ‘I have just
remembered we have met before. In the
Grand to-day, at lunch-time, you sat at a
table near mine, and seemed very interested
in the Soho crime.”

It was a cute shot, and the suddenness and
unexpectedness of the challenge quite took
the baron off his guard. He started vio-
lently and recovered himself with an effort.

For the space of a minute or two, the
two men glared across the table at each
other. Neither spoke. It was a conflict of
wills, and both men were strong-willed and
resolute. But Baron Rodanoff’s eyes
wavered. Lee could see that heo was fighting
hard to conceal his embarrassment. At last
he spoke.

‘““Really, Mr. Lee,” he said, ‘“you surprise
me. Fancy my being so near to you with-
out knowing it!”

For the moment there was an awkward
silence. The baron looked uneasy; those steel
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grey eyes of Lee seemed to be boring holes
in him. What was the meaning of that
slight smile of mockery that played over the
detective’s thin lips?

Baron Rodanoff felt strangely - uncom-
fortable, but he tried to pass the incident off
with a forced laugh and turned to the
actress. But Nelson Lee knew that he had
deliberately lied; for had he not asked the
waiter if he were Mr. Lee? More than
that, Nelson Lce felt sure that Baron
Rodanoff also knew that the detective sus-
pected him.

When the baron turned to him again there
was a simster glint in his eyes, as if he
recognised that between them was proceeding
a struggle of wills.

“Mr. Lee,” he said, “now that you have
referred to this mysterious murder in Soho,
I should like to know what your opinion is
as to the motive of the crime.”

The detective’s lip curled slightly, but he
answered without a moment’s hesitation.

““I think,” he said, very deliberately, *‘ that
the motive was robbery. But behind it
there 1s something bigger at stake. If I am
not greatly mistaken, the crime is connected
in some strange way with diplomatic 1n-
trigue. It remains to be seen whether I am
right or wrong.”

This time the baron was plainly discon-
certed. Hec could not forbear a start of sur-
prise, and his fingers plucked nervously at
the table-cloth. It was merely a chance shot
on Lee’s part. He had no evidence on which
to base his startling theory, excepting the
deductions to which his own cleverness had
led him. But he noted the baron’s embar-
rassment with secret satisfaction.

Presently Baron Rodanoff spoke again.

“I think, Mr. Lee,” he said, ‘““you are
rather melodramatic. The crime is just a
simple case of robbery, -and nothing else. At
any rate, if there i1s a deeper motive behind
it, as you suggest, then I am sure it will not
be discovered until the information is too
late to be of any use. I am willing to stake
a hundred pounds on that.” .

The detective leaned suddenly forward.

“Done!” he said quietly. “‘I accept your
challenge, Baron Rodanoff.”

Baron Rodanoff pushed back his chair with
a Jjerk. He had never expected Lee’s prompt
reply. He immediately regretted his rash
statement. “But it was too late now to with-
drew it; the only thing left to do was to put
as bold a face on it as possible. He gave a
queer little laugh, but his eyes were blazing
fiercely.

“Good, Mr. Lee!” he said, and he put
out his hand. “It is a bet!”

The detective gravely shook hands with
the baron, as if the difference between them
was just a simple matter of opinion. He
glanced at the glowing face of the actress.
She had been following the conversation with
intense 1nterest.

Presently the baron got up, and, apologis-
ing, bade them good-night and strode from
the room. Soon after, Miss Valentine rose
to go. Nelson Lee saw her to her car, and,
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as he was bidding her good-night, asked her
how much she knew of the baron.

““Not very much, I am afraid, Mr. Lee,”
she said. ‘‘He 1s fairly well known on the
Continent, and I think he 13 very wealthy.”

“Do you know where he is staying?”
asked Lce.

“Yes, Mr. Lee. At the Imperial Club. He
is a member.”’

“Thank you,” said lLee, raising his hat.
‘“ Good-night.”

The detective was perfectly calm out-
wardly, but he had made up his mind to
find out more about the baron. On the other
hand, the baron was far from calm. At the
Imperial Club he found his confederate,
Dulac, to whom he made it quite clear that
Nelson Lee’s interest in the Soho murder
and his theory with regard to its connection
with diplomatic intrigue represented a real
danger to them.

“There 1s no' doubt that Dykes did it,”
said the baron. ‘“And the arrest of Dykes
may mean the ruin of our plans. We must
find Dykes and get him away safely for our
own sakes. He may go to the house at Ken-
nington for help, so we must leave a mes-
sage for him there.”

When the karon and Dulac motored to
Kennington, Nelson Lee was following them
in a taxi. He could not guess why they
went there, but he felt ‘certain it was another
Iink i1n the chain, to be put in its proper
place later on.

Unfortunately the baron found no sign that
Dykes had been near Kennington. He de-
cided that it would be dangerous to leave
messages about, and returned to the West
End, hoping to find Dykes in some other
way. Nelson Lee’s taximan lost the quarry
in a traflic block, and the detective had to
return to Grays Inn Road, not sure whether
he had made progress or only deepened the
mystery.

But Dykes had been to the house at Ken-
nington before tho baron revisited his old
haunt. He was a hunted man and wanted
help. But the house was empty, the birds
had flown, and Dykes went hunting for
them elsewhere.

CHAPTER 1.
Wolf on the Scent!

[PPER had long returned from Hamp-
N stead when Nelson Lee got back that
night. He was wondering rather at
the detective’s absence, for he knew
nothing of the dinner at Dalgretty’s. He
was, therefore, somewhat relieved when he
heard the familiar footsteps of his master on
the stairs.

““Well, Nipper,” said Lee, “have you done
the needful 7”

““I should say so, guv’nor,” said Nipper,
producing from his pocket a handkerchief
and unfolding it. ‘‘Here’s the piece of cloth.
Professor Bailey cut it from the dead man’s
clothes himself.”
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“Good ! said Lee, gingerly taking the
dirty piece of rag from his assistant’s fingers.
“It isn’t over-clean, is it, Nipper?”

“I say, guv'nor, I've got something else,”
sald Nipper mysteriously.

“What’s that?” asked Lee quickly.

“A photograph of the finger-prints on the
dead man’s throat. I saw it on the pro-
fessor’s desk, and asked him for a copy. He
happened to have one and obliged yours
truly.”

‘““Capital!” said Nelson Lee.
up to you, Nipper!”

Nipper carefully unwrapped the freshly
taken print and laid it on Lee’s desk. The
detective rested this chin on his hand and
began poring over it. |

To the average man the small photograph
with the strange markings on it would have
conveyed nothing. But to the great detec-
tive it conveyed.quite a number of things.
He read it as easily as if it were an open
book.

For a long time Lee sat engrossed in study-
ing the photograph, turning it this way and
that, and scrutimising 1t through a power-
ful magnifying glass. At last he glanced at
his assistant with a look of unconcealed satis-
faction.

‘“ Nipper,” he said quietly, *“the man who
murdered this fellow Crick has a finger miss-
ing—the little finger on the left hand.”

Nipper stared at him with an air of doubt.

“How do you know that, guv’nor?”

“Just look at this photograph,” said Lee.
“Do you sec those five marks there? Well,
they correspond to the fingers and thumb of
the right hand.”

Nipper stared down at the photograph.

“I suppose you're right, as usual, guv’nor,”
he said, only half convinced. “But I'm
hanged if I would have known it.”

‘““Now, just look at these marks here.
You’ll se¢ them better through the glass.
There—do you see? How many can you
count ?”’

‘““That’s one

“Why, guv’nor,” said Nipper, after a
moment or two, “there certainly seems to
be only four, comparing them with the other

side. But I shouldn't have noticed it if you

hadn’t pointed it out.”
Nelson Lee laughed softly.

‘““It’s as clear as a pikestaff to me, Nipper,”
he said. “I’ve studied too many of these
photographs In my time to be mistaken over
a thing like that. The man whno Kkilled
Crick, Nipper, had three fingers only on his
left hand; the fourth finger was missing.”’

Suddenly he turned to his assistant.

“Get Wolf, Nipper,” he demanded shortly.
‘““We’re going on the warpath.”

Nipper’s eyes sparkled with excitement.

“That’s the stuff, guv’nor,” he cried
delightedly. “You haven’t put me up to
all this business, but I’m with you.”

He turned to leave the room, but Lee
with a gesture of his hand stopped him.

“Just a minute. Nipper,” he said. “You
are quite right, you ought to know every-
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thing. Just sxt down a moment and I’ll tell
you the story.”

Nipper sat down by Lee’s desk and listened
intently while the detectlve told him of the
events that had taken place that evening
and the things which he thouo'ht pointed to
the connectlon between the Soho murder and
the mystery of Jimmy Stone.

“You see, I have a lot of facts,” said Lee.
“Without any definite connecting link
between them. I want to find out a htt]e
more in order to straighten out things.

Five minutes later Nclson Lee, I\uppm and
Wolf, the detective’s big Alsatxdn, left the

house The dog was in a state of great
cxcitement and tugged frantically at the
lead, pulling Nipper along at the double.
“%teady boy!” said Lee. “Save your
wind. You may need it before the night’s
out.”
The great hound looked up at the sound

of his masters voice and gave a little yelp
of delight. The mtelllgegt animal seemed
to understand Lee’s meaning, for he went
more soberly after that.

'They stlode on in silence for some time,
their thou ghts being occupied with the
mystery that confronted them. About half
an hour’s sharp walk brought them to Vaux-
hall Bridge, and after crossing it, Lee
quickly left the main road and plunged into
some side turning. Presently he caught hold
of Nipper’s arm.

~
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“This is the street, Nipper,” he whispered.
“The house is down thero on the right. Stay
here with Wolf, and if I’'m not back in ten
minutes come and look for me.”

““Right, guv’nor,” said Nipper, as he
watched his master stride swiftly down the
street.

It seemed to Nipper as if he had been
wailting there quite half an hour, although
his watch told him it was only five minutes,
when he saw Nelson Lee’s familiar form
appear out of the darkness.

“The house is in absolute darkness,”
Lece. “I don’t believe anybody is there.
I discovered a mews at the back, and
climbed over the wall and undid the gate.
Come on. We'll see what Wolf makes of 1t.”

Very cautiously, Nipper, with Wolf pulling
hard on the lead, followed the detective along
the street until they came to the entrance
of the mews. At the third gate on the left
L.ee paused and gently turned the handle.
The door swung back easily, and motioning
to Nipper to follow him, the detective stole
across the yard.

In the shadow of the house Lee took a
small aluminium box from his pocket, and
removing the lid, took out the piece of cloth
which Nipper had brought back from his
visit to Professor Bailey.

“Here, Wolf!” he muttered,

said
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The Alsatian buried his nose in the rag,
growling low and quivering with excitement.
Then Lee took the cloth away.

“Now, boy!” he said. “Seek! After
him!”

Wolf cast a swift glance of inquiry at his
master, waiged his tail as if he were pleased,
then lifted his great nose, sniffing suspiciously
at the air. Then his head went down, and
he pattered noiselessly to and fro for a few
moments with his nose to the ground.

Presently he stopped dead, sniffing the
ground and growling to himself; then he
gave a little yelp of satisfaction and ran
acrqss the yard, sniffing the ground all the
while.

Nelson Lee drew in his breath.

‘“Jove, Nipper!” he said. “He’s picked
up the scent. I was right, then. Baron
Rodanoff is in some way connected with the
Soho murder. That poor fellow Crick must
have been here within the last day or two.
Very likely he left here on the very same
night that he met his death.”

Nelson Lee stopped suddenly as Wolf came
slowly towards them. The dog was well on
the scent now and was engrosed in his work.
He came close to the wall and followed the
trail along by the house. Then he stopped
suddenly in the shadow, growling savagely
and pawing at the back door.

“Ah!” said Lee, hurrying to the spot.
“So Crick must have entered the house by
this door. We must get inside somehow,
Nipper, even if it happens to be occupied.”

The detective tried the door, but it was
locked on the inside. He took a pace back
to look up at the windows and his feet
crunched loudly on something lying on the

ground. He stooped down and felt in the
darkness.
“Broken glass,” he said shortly, th{n

took another look at the wall to the right.
“See!” he said. ‘‘There is a small window
there. Somebody has forced an entry in

there to-night.. Just give me a hoist up,
Nipper.”
The next moment Nelson Lee had

scrambled through the window.

“I’'ll open the door in a moment,” he whis-
pered, and dropped inside.

In a few moments the bolts were shot back
and the door gently opened.

“This way, Nipper,” said the detective.
“ Hold on to Wolf and see wheré he goes.”

The dog sniffed at the floor and moved
forward in the darkness. Lee took out an
electric torch and shot a thin beam of light
ahead. A few yards to the right was a
broad staircase towards ‘which Wolf was
making, with Lee and Nipper following hard
behind.

They climbed the stairs and Wolf led them
along the passage to a door on the first
floor where he stopped and sniffed. Lee
tried the handle; it turned easily, and the
door swung back.

The room was in darkness. Feeling for
the electric switch Lee flooded the place with
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light. The room was not occupied; the
furniture appeared new, as if it had nob
been there long. In the centre stood a full-
size billiard-table. The detective began cast-
ing swift glances around.

Wolf had been slowly nosing about the
room. Presently he came to the door on the
other side, and after one or two sniffs he
pushed it open and disappeared inside.
Nelson Lee and Nipper quickly followed
him. This room was also in darkness, but
Lee switched on the light and gazed
curiously around.

Over in the corner stood a bed; it was
flattened and disordered, as if someone had
recently been lying upon it.

“Nipper,” said Lee suddenly, “do you
notice those chairs? They ~are upholstered
in red plush.”

Nipper looked puzzled for a moment.

“I’'ve got you, guv’nor,” he muttered
suddenly. “What Professor Bailey found in
the finger-nails.”

“Just so,” said Lee.
a coincidénce, of course,
strange.”

Then an idea suddenly occurred to him.
He strode over to the washstand, and lift-
ing the lid of the soap-box, took out a piece
of soap. Lee took one smell at it and
uttered an exclamation of surprise.
h“Nipper,” he cried excitedly, *just smell
this!”’

Nipper took the piece of soap and did as
he was told.

“What a funny smell it’s got, guv’nor,”
he said. “Bat it’s jolly nice, all the same.”

The detective did not speak for some
moments. He semed to be deep in thought.

“Do you know, Nipper,” he said at length,
“that it 1s the very aromatic soap which
Professor Bailey found, not only on the
nails of that poor chap Crick, but also on
the nails of the man who is posing as Jimmy
Stone ?”

Nipper could only look astonished and
wait for Lee to continue. '

“Yes,” said the detective, “there are the
red plush chairs and here is the soap. Taken
separately, neither is very strong evidence;
but together they prove one thing, and that
is that the man now oocupying Jimmy
Stone’s position and this fellow Joe Crick
must have both at some time been in this
room.”’

The detective began an exhaustive search
of the two rooms, but after a long and
minute examination he was unable to dis-
cover anything else of importance. Wolf
had now given up the scent and had
stretched himself on the carpet.

Nelson Lee and Nipper then made a search
of the whole house, but nothing came to
light of any value in the solution of the
mystery. With the exception of the two
rooms on the first floor the remainder of the
house was quite unfurnished. Lee at length
decided to give up the hunt for that nig%\t.

‘““We must keep a close watch on this

“It may be merely
but 1t seems
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place,” he said, as they were going down
the stairs. “So far, I am rather at a loss
for an explanation of the whole strange
business. No doubt these men will return
here in a day or two, so I think I'd better
lock the back door and climb through the
window again. We don’t want them to know
wo’ve been here in their absence.”

Nipper and Wolf passed out into the yard,
and having bolted the door Lee proceeded
to hoist himself through the window. Just
a3 he was balancing himself in the frame,
however, he was struck by a sudden thought.
He took out his pocket torch and carefully
scrutinised the woodwork. A moment later
he gave a quick cry of amazement.

““Nipper!” he whispered hoarsely. ‘“What
d’you think? There are two sets of finger-
prints plainly discernible on the sill here,
and the little finger of the left hand is miss-
ing. The, Soho murderer must have broken
this window and climbed tlgough here. And
it must have happened within the last hour
or two.”

OR three solid hours in the early morn-

F ing Nipper kept watch-on the house in

Kennington, but nothing had occurred

to arouse his suspicions. Nipper was

feeling a trifle fed up and was just deciding

to hook it when he chanced to glance down
the road again. | i

A man was approaching from the other
end, and something in his appearance and
gait seemed to attract Nipper’s attention.

“Might as well see where he goes,”
muttered Nipper. ‘‘Looks as if he’s got the
wind up over something.”

Nipper crept back to his corner from
where he could obtain a good view of the
house without being seen himself. As the
man approached Nipper noticed that his cap
was pulled down over his eyes and the collar
of his coat was turned up so that little of
his face could be seen.

Nipper watched the stranger curiously as
he slowly passed the house and stared up at
the windows.
and after giving a rapid glance up and down
the road, turn and slowly pass the house
agailn.

Nipper’s interest was now thoroughly
aroused. Craning his neck he watched the
man repeat his performance several times,
each time casting that swift glance up at

the windows.

“Now what’s his game, I wonder?”
muttered Nipper. ‘‘Does he expect some-
Hallo, he’s coming this

thing to happen?
way !”

Nipper drew himself back behind the
corner, preparing to look as unconcerned
as possible should the man come along and
notice. him. Not nearing the approaching
footsteps after waiting a few minutes
Nipper took another peep round the corner.
The stranger was nowhere in sight.

“He must have gone down the mews,”
muttered Nipper, and ran swiftly across
the road to the entrance.

Then Nipper saw him stop,
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He was right. The stranger had paused
outside the third gate, and after giving a
swift glance around he made a spring on to
the wall and the next moment had dropped
down on the other side.

Now greatly excited and eager to see
what the stranger would do Nipper ran
quickly to the gate and peered through the
keyhole. He was just in time to see the
man’s legs disappear through the broken
window.

For a moment Nipper was undecided
whether he should scale the wall and chance
his luck in meeting the stranger or stay
where he was. He determined, however, to
stay where he was for a time and see if
anything happened.

For five minutes or more Nipper remained
with his eye glued to the keyhole. Then he
saw the stranger's head poke through the
window again as he scrambled out of the
small opening.

Without stopping he strode straight across
the yard towards the door through which
Nipper was peeping. Nipper beat a hurried
retreat up the mews. He was just in time,
for hardly had he concealed himself when
the man dropped lightly over the wall and
strode swiftly away, muttering to himself
angrily.

Nipper quickly made up his mind. At all
costs he must keep him in sight and see
where he was going. There was something
very fishy about this man's movements.
Nipper felt he was well on the way to
making an important discovery, and it was
too good an opportunity to miss.

For ten minutes or more Nipper dogged
the footsteps of the stranger, keeping well
behind him and never losing sight of his
quarry. Presently they came to the Vaux-
hall Bridge, and Nipper began to close up
until he was barely a dozen yards or so
behind. Then something startling happened.

They were just about half-wly across the
bridge when a taxi which was speeding to-
wards them from the direction of Victoria
suddenly pulled up abruptly. Nipper saw a
man poke his head out of the window and
gesticulate wildly to the driver. The cab
immediately skidded round in the road and
came to a stop alongside the man Nipper
had been following.

The stranger gave a start of surprise and
made as if to run, but the occupant of the
cab flung open the door and grabbed him
by the shoulder. For a few seconds the tweo
seemed to be having a fierce argument over
something, then the other man half pulled,
half persuaded the stranger into the taxi,
gave some order to the driver and slammed
the door. :

The taxi swung round again and sped off
in the direction of seuth-east London. The
whole incident had happened so quickly that
it was over before Nipper had had time $%
grasp properly what was going on. As the
taxi went by, however, he caught a brief
glimpse of a bearded face peering out of the
window.
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Nipper gave a swift glance at the back of

the taxi and made a mental note of the
number. For a moment he was mmde_d to
follow, but there was no spare taxi 1n

sight. After watching the taxi disappear in
the distance Nipper turned and hurrred in
the direction of the Grays Inn Road, where
he told his story to Nelson Lee.

“The bearded man,” said the detective,
‘““was undoubtedly the man who lunched
with Baron Rodanoff at the Grand. The
stranger was the Soho murderer, I fancy.
But we can do nothing at the moment. We

must give the taxi time to get back to 1ts
garage and then we must interview the
driver.” :

But that was delayed longer than the
detective had expected. He found it easy
enough to trace the taxi as Nipper had a
note of the number, but it was plain that
the vehicle had been some distance, and it
was six hours later before Nelson Lee found
the driver.

“Just a moment,” he said. “In the small
hours of this morning you were passing over
Vauxhall Bridge with a fare when you
suddenly stopped and picked up another man
and then went off again.”

“Yes sir, I did,” agreed the driver. ‘‘Just
come back from that trip. - Had a fifty
mile run or more.”

“I should like to know where you took
them,” said Lee, slipping a coin into the
man’s hand. “I happen to know the’gentle-
man.

The driver regarded Lee thoughtfully for
a moment.

“Right, boss,” he said at last. “No reason
that I know of why I should keep 1t dark.
I picked the gentleman up here this morn-
ing and he asked me to drive him to
Kennington. Then he stopped me on
Vauxhall Bridge and picked up the other
chap. I reckon he was out looking for that
chap all the time and reckoned to find him
at Kennington, only met him before we got
there.
promised me twenty quid if I’d take them
down to Denesford in Kent—about a fifty-

mile run.”
“Thanks,” said Nelson Lee. “ And did
“They

you stop at a house there?”

“No, I didn’t,” said the man.
asked me to drop them just outside the
village, which 4 did. Wasn’t no oconcern
of mine. They paid me; that was quite
good enough for me.” "

“Quite so,” said Nelson Lee. “That’s all
right. Thanks very much. Good-day.”

The detective went straight back to the
Grays Inn Road. He found Nipper wait-
ing for his return and told him what he
had learnt.

“Nipper,”

he said, “we must hustle.

Just - find out exactly where Denesford is

while T get the car ready and pack a few
things. We’ve got to get there as soon as
possible.”

Anyway, he changed his mind and®
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CHAPTER 8.
The Sinister House!

ELSON LEE’S powerful car came to

N a halt outside the Chequers Inn at

Denesford. The detective was at the

. wheel, while Nipper and Wolf sat

beside him, and their scanty baggage was
bundled in the dickey seat.

“You wait here,” said Lee, alighting,
‘while T explore a bit. We don’t want to
create a sensation by all trooping in at once.
They’ll think there’s a raid on or something.”

The detective opened the door and strode
into the bar. About half a dozen yokels
were sitting round the old-fashioned grate,
drinking and smoking. A chorus of “Good-
evening, sur’s!” greeted Lee’s entry.

“Good-evening, gentlemen,” said Lee
pleasantly, as he made his way towards the
innkeeper, who was behind the bar.

"Good-evening, sur,” said the innkeeper
respectfully, eyeing his visitor with some
surprise.

“Have you a spare room?” asked Nelson
Lee, lowering his voice so as not to be over-
heard by the other customers. ‘““My friend
1e:md J want to put up here for a day or
wOo. '

The innkeeper scratched his head dubiously.

““Don’t know ’bout that, sur »”  he
began. But Nelson Lee would not take a
retusal.

‘““Look here,” he said, ‘“we’ve got to stay
here to-night,” He thrust a note into the
man’s hand. “You’ll be well paid for it.”

The innkeeper crushed the note in his hand
and put 1t in his pocket.

“That’s all right, sur,”” he said.
this way.”

Ten minutes later Nelson Lee and Nipper
were sitting down to a meal in the cosy little
bar-parlour, while Wolf and the car were
safely stowed away in the stables at the back,
Woli doing justice to a mutton bone.

‘“After that ride, this grub goes down just
right, guv'nor,” said Nipper, with en-
thusiasm. .

“Well, make the most of it, Nipper,” said
Lee. “I don’t think our stay here will be
in the nature of a rest cure. If you've
finished just go for a stroll round and get
acquainted with the lie of the land.”

Nipper rose with a sigh of satisfaction and
left the room. As he passed the door that
led into the bar he happened to glance above
the frosted-glass window. Immediately he
gave a gasp of surprise and ducked his head.

‘“What's the matter, Nipper?’” asked Lee
sharply, as Nipper returned to the bar-
parlour again,

“There’s a chap standing by the bar having
a drink, guv’nor,” whispered Nipper. ‘It's
the same chap who climbed into that house
at Kennington, and who got into the taxi on
Vauxhall Bridge!”

The detective tiptoed to the door and
peeped above it. Presently he came back
to where Nipoer was standing. .

*““Nipper,” he said impressively, *‘that
man has only three fingers on his left hand.

“Come
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The fourth finger 1s mx’ssing. It 1s the man
who murdered Joe Crick 1in Soho, unless I
am greatly mistaken.”

prer gave a low whistle.

““Well, what arc you going to do, guv’-
nor ?”’

“Follow him, Nipper,” said the detcctive.
“Very likely we shall get some clue as to
the whereabouts of the rcal Jimmy Stone.”

At that moment they heard the bar door
shut to, and Nelson Lee took a hasty glance
into the bar.

“Come on, Nipper,” he said. “Out of
the back door! We must find out where he's
off to.”

Without making any noise, Lee unfastened
the yard door and, followed closely by his
young assistant, crept out into the yard.

A low hedge scparated them from a lane
lcading down on the right of the inn. As
they got outside the figure of a man vanished
swiftly round the cormer. It did not take
Nelson Lee and Nigper long to vault that
hedge. The next moment they were dogging
the footsteps of the stranger as he strode
quickly down the winding, narrow lanec.

For about ten minutes they crept on in
stlence. The lane was soft and muddy and
their feet made no sound. It was now get-
ting dark, and it was very difficult to keep
sight of the man in frvont. Eventually they
lost him altogether.

Nelson Lee and Nipper crept stealthily
forward, hiding in the shadow of the hedge
as much as possible. Then they came upon
a gate on the right of the lane which led to
a path across the fields.

““This must have been the way he went,”
whispered Lee. ‘“Come on, Nipper. Mind
how you go.”

They climmbed the gate and hurried across
the field. Soon, the dark formi of the
stranger appeared again in front, and they
went more slowly. They must have been
walking thus for nearly twentv minutes, when

resent%y there loomed up against the sky-
inc a great, gaunt-looking house.

The place seemed silent and deserted, no
lights shone in any of the windows, and an
air of profound gloom hung over the whole
place. From just beyond came the low mur-
mur of the sea breaking on the shore, .

Nelson Lee and Nipper were now stand-
ing among some tall fir trees. while the man
they had been following had strode straight
towards the house. and disappcured in the
shadow of the walls.

‘““So that’s where he’s hiding!” muttered
Nelson Lee. ‘‘Well. we're hot on the scent,
Nipper, my boy! I wonder who owns this
show. It stands in its own grounds and
they’re pretty extensive, too. TL.ook. they
rcach for miles and cover all this wood to
the right. There’s the sea over there, too.
You can hear it.”

‘““Look, guv’nor!” said Nipper suddenly.
“There’s a light in that room. It wasn’t
there a moment ago.”

“You’'re right, Nipper,” said Lee.
one’s pulling the blind down, too.”

They watched in silence for some time.

’

)

b4

**Some-

) ]

Nelson Lee was thinking out his plans.
Presently, he turned to Nipper. |

““Nipper,” he said, ‘“I'm going back to
the inn. I want to find out to whom this
glace belongs, and also to fetch Wolf along.
‘ou had better wait here for an hour or so
until I come back. I'll give the signal when
I do. If I don’t return in an hour you might
come on to the inn.”

“Right you are, guv’'nor,” said Nipper.

The detective made his way as quickly as

r

Iﬂ .

— !

Suddenly Nipper saw the shadows of two figures
followed the lash, lash of a whip falli

ossible back to the inn, only to find the
andlord anxiously awaiting him.

“Just looking for you, sir,” he said.
“Here’'s a telegram. Found 1t at the post
ofhee, and the postmaster gave 1t to- me to
give to you. Came directly after you left.”

“Thanks,”” said the detective, taking the
envelope and tearing 1t open.

He stood staring at the message, with a
puzzled look on his face. The telegram had
been sent to Grays Inn Road, and the detec-
tive’'s housekeceper had had:it sent on to him
at : Denesford. It was from Sir Vrymer
Fane.

3

Important news,
‘¢ FANE 3

“Must see you at once.

Greatly perplexed Lee read the message
through several tiunes before he quite realised
its import. For a moment he could not
decide what to do for the best; then he
realised that he would have to obey that



ppear at the frosted and barred window,
g, and fearful, savage snarls rang out.
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cummons. Obviously, 1t scemed that some-
thing extraordinary had occurred for Sir
Vrymer Fane to summon him to the Foreign
Ofthice so unexpectedly. After all, he could

specd up to London in the car and be back
just after midnight, and Nipper would return
to the inn, In any case, in an hour’s time.

Accordingly, the detective hastily scribbled
a note for Nipper, explaining what had hap-
pened, then motored back to London as hard
as he could go.
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Then

ing silently in the grounds of the

grim-looking house at Denesford. A

strange stillness scemed to have
stolen over the place. There was not the
sound of the slightest movement or the rustle
of the trees. 'The sky had clouded over, and
the night was pitch dark.

In front, loomed the vague, dark outline
of the house, rising gaunt and ghostly out
of the darkness that spread around. The
light still shone through the red blind of the
room on the second floor. Otherwise the
whole place was shrouded in blackness.

Nipper glanced again at the lighted win-
dow. It seemed rather to fascinate him. He
wondered what was going on behind it. Who
was 1n the room? Was 1t the strange man
whom they had followed from the inn? To
whom did the place belong, anvhow?

While these thoughts were surging through
hie mind, Nipper had been unconsciously
creeping ncarer and nearer to the honse. He

MEAN\VIIILE. Nipper remained stand-

“helng seen.
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pulled up suddenly to find that he was almost
within thirty yards of the building. He was
now out in the open without any cover of
any sort. At all events he must not stand
there. At any moment somcone might come
out of the house and discover his prescnce.

He was about to turn back and make for
the cover of the trees again, when he noticed
a privet hedge a little to his right, and about
ten yvards ahead. Nipper glanced at the
window again, Yes, he must get closer.

Without further thought he bent his body
to the double and ran swiftly forward, His
fect made no noise on the springy turf. He
rcached the hedge and hid behind 1t. IFrom
his position Nippetr could get a necar view
of the house without running any danger of
He stuck his head above the
nedge and peered over.

Another hight had now appeared. It shone
throngh a window 1n the basement. The
window scemed to be made of heavy, opaque
glass, and a number of thick iron bars
crossed 1t on the outside. From the sill pro-
jected a row of spikes.  What was happening
in  there, Nipper wondered. If he could
only get a peep inside! But Nelson Lee
might be back at anyv moment, -

Suddenly Nipper gave a start and almost
stopped breathing. For a tune he remained
listening 1ntently. Had his ears deceived
him? What was that strange cry he had
heard, or had 1t only keen his fancy? He
listecned again, feeling his heart throbbing
painfully at the base of his throat,

“Pah!”’ he muttered at length,
cctting windy, Nipper, old son!
s¢lf together!”

Put the place was getting on his nerves.
He glanced anxiously over his shoulder. If
only Nelson Lee would hurry up!

Then suddenly he hecard i1t again, this timc
distinctly. It came from the room in tho
basement, a strange, snarling cry—angry,
menacing, full of horror! For a moment
Nipper remained, petrified with fear. He had
his full share of git, and could stand up in
a fair fight with a man twice his own weight
and take his gruelling without a murmur.

But this was difterent, That ghastly, 1n-
human cry seemed fairly to freeze the very
marrow in his bones. He remained where
he was, 1ncapable of moving, and gazing with
wild eyes at the room from which the sound
came,. \

Suddenly that fearful snarl rang out again,
and with it came the sounds of commotion.
Something crashed to the floor, as if the
table nad been overturned. Then, across the
frosted and parred window came two shadows.
For onc instant only did Nipper see them—
the shadow of a man with his arm upraised
striking at the other shadow. Then fol-
lowed the lash, lash of a heavy whip falling
on some body.

Again a shadow crossed the window, a
nioustrous, ungainly shape, and swiftly dis-
appecarcd, and those same savage snarls rang
out. 'T'hen, with a crash, the light went out

“You're
Pull your-

"and all was darkness,

Scarcely daring to breathe, Nipper stood
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as 1f turned to stone, unable to stir a limb
through sheer cold‘fright, The sweat stood
out on s forehead in icy beads, and a cold
hand seemed to clutch at his spine. Suddenly
there was a smashing of glass, and the weird,
ghastly 'cries grew louder, mingled with the
hoarse shouts of men,

Immediately afterwards came a
panting noise, and the crumbling
work, then the sound of a body falling to
the ground, as if the iron-barred grating In
front of the window had been wrenched trom
the frame.

Quite unable to move, Nipper stood behind
the privet hedge, trying to pierce the dark-
ness in front. Something was bounding
towards him—some great, uncouth shape. The
next moment the thing had fled past and
went bounding towards the trees. But 1ts
terrible snarls still rang in Nipper’s cars.

Then several other figures came racing
fromm the house, shoutihg to each other in
short, excited tones. 'T'hey rushed past
Nipper also, and made for the trees. Almost
directly a shot rang out, then another, and
after an interval came four or five in quick
succession.

Gradually the noise subsided in the dis-
tance, and all was deathly silence once more.
For nearly ten minutes Nipper stood there
listening, He wanted to run from this night
of horror, but his limbs scemed to have
turncd to stone. He did not seem capable
of moving them,

But he heard no more. The house remained
dark and siient. No noise came from it now,
and the men who rushed so madly after the
strange thing that had cscaped from the
roomn had not returned. Perhaps they were
still hunting it! At any rate, he could hear
no more cries or sounds of firing. By this
time they might be miles away.

strange
of brick-

With an effort Nipper crept from his
hiding-place. He must return to the inn and

find Nelson Lee. Perhaps he would meet him
on the way. He should have arrived back at
the grim house by now, if he intended
coming back at all,

Nipper took stock of the situation as best
he could in the darkness, That was the direc-
tion, over there through the trees. 'I'he path
across the fields was just on the other side
of the coppice. Once there he could easily
- find his way back again, He stole across the
open cautiously, anxious to reach the cover
of the trees as quickly as possible.

When he reached the wood it was so dark
that he had to grope his way with his hands.
Where was the path? It must be close at
hand now. He paused a moment and peered
around, then pushed on again.

Suddenly he tripped over something lying
on the grass, and put out his hands to save
himself. Then he gave a gasp and drew back
dismayed. It was the body of a man! He
-could just make out the vague white smudge
of the upturrned face! .

That dreadful fear came over Nipper again.
He stood rooted to the spot, gazing in horror
at the dark. irndistinet form.
came to him that this might bo Nelson Lee.

The thought
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One of the shots might have ended that
brilliant career—and Nipper was alone. |
Then the sharp snap of a branch sounded
a dozen yards away. Nipper stood straining
his ears and trying to pierce the gloom in the
direction of the sound. What was that?
Something was moving, some big, monstrous
shape creeping stealthily towards him.
Nipper tried to open his mouth to shout,
but his tongue clove to the roof. For a
moment he seemed as if he would drop help-
less with fright. Then, turning on his heel,
he rushed like a madman through the wood.
The thing was pursuing him, He could
hear 1ts soft padding feet close behind. It
was galning on him, He tried to shake 1t off,
dodging behind trees, falling in holes, tear-

ang his clothes on prickly plants and sharp

wire, and bruising his hands in his mad
flight,

But the thing was getting nearer and
nearer. It was almost on him now. A second

more, and its great hairy arms would be
reaching out to grasp him,

Then Nipper suddenly felt the ground give
way beneath his feet. He flung up his arms,
gave one_piercing shriek, and shot down!

Down he went, down into a black, bottom-
less pit. He flung out his arms and clutched
frantically at the sides, gripping at pieces of
tree roots and projecting stones to save him-
self from the dizzy fall into the inky blackness
below., His hands were torn and bleeding,
and his body was bruised and battered as 1t
was flung from side to side. Yet he still went
down and down. :

Then his feet struck a projecting side of

the pit. He swung violently round, clutched
wildly in the darkness, and held on for a
moment to the root of a trece. It broke
beneath his weight, and he dropped again.
But only a few feet this time, for imme-
diately after he pulled up with a shattering
jerk.
' And he remembered no more. Nipper lay
at the bottom of the pit, unconscious and
bleeding, with a deathly pallor on his thin,
drawn face.

CHAPTER 9.
Missing !

ELSON LEE remained in London all
N that night. Sir Vrymer Fane’s news
was important, but not so important
as to have dragged the detective
away from Denesford at that juncture. It
was simply that the Jimmy Stone who was
at the nursing home at Brighton had sud-
denly started to rave for drugs, proving that
he was addicted to drugs, whereas the real
Jimmy Stone was not the sort of man to
have such a weakness, The news had come
as a shock to Sir Vrymer, for 1t proved
what he had suspected, that there was foul
play behind the whole business.

But Nelson Lee was not amazed. He had
already proved to his own satisfaction that
the Jimmy Stone in the nursing home at
Brighton was an impostor., Accordingly, he
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made Sir Vrymer aware of all that had taken
place, and he promised to find the real Jimmny
Stone within a week,

After that hc snatched a little rest and a
meal, then motored back to Denesford in the
early hours of the morning, He arrived at
the Chequer’s Inn about eight o’clock, to
find Nipper was missing. -

“I haven’t scen the young gent since yes-
terday evening,” said the landlord solemnly.
‘“He never came back here, Your letter is
lying on the table now, waiting for him!”

For the moment Lee was stunned by this
piece of news. So unexpected had it been,
and so unaccountable was Nipper’s absence,
that even now he could scarce?y believe the
landlord was speaking the truth. He strode
into the bar-parlour and glanced round the
room, hall expecting to see Nipper there.
But there was the letter on the table, un-
opened, just as he had left it. What on earth
had happened to Nipper?

Then a familiar sound smote on Lce’s ears.
It was the muflled baying of a great dog.
He turned on the innkeeper, who had been
standing by silently watching him,

“What about my dog?” he asked sternly.
‘“Have you fed him?”

““N-no, sur! Not a man here dare go near
him, sur, and that’s a fact.”

Cold anger gliftered in Lee’s eyes, but he
knew that rage would not help him. He
strode to the stables to pacify the great dog,
and feed him. Not until then did he attend
to his own wants.

‘“ And now,” said Nelson Lee to the inn-
keeper, ‘“I want to talk to you. There is a
big stone house standing all alone in its own
grounds about two miles from here, near

the shore. Do you know anything about
it?”’

“You mean the haunted house, sur,” said
the innkeeper, sinking his voice.

“The haunted house!” echoed Lee. ‘What
on earth do you mean?”

“The place is supposed to be haunted,
sur. Nobody ever goes near it. Many years

ago a murder was committed in the woods.
For some time after 1t was empty; then it
was bought by a foreign gentleman. But
strange noises have been heard there at
night-time. ”?

‘Ah!” said Nelson Lee, deeply interested.
“And who is this foreign gentleman who
owns it now ?”

‘““Can’t say, sur! He 18 very seldom seen.
Comes down in a car. As a matter of fact,
nobody is particularly anxious to have any-
thing to do with him. Those things are best
left alone.”

““Rubbish!” said Lee scornfully. “There
are no such things as ghosts. What exactly
do you mean?” |

“Why, sur, I’ve told you. Strange noises
have been heard, not only in the house, but
in the woods. Inhuman noises—make your
blood .run cold, they do!” |

As if even the recollection had the same
effect, the innkeeper’s teeth chattered and
he gave a quick shiver.
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‘“And that is all you know?” asked the
detective. o |

““That’s about all, sur.” | |

The detective dismissed the man, and, took
from his hip pocket a shiny automatic re-
volver and fingered it lovingly. Then he
replaced it.

‘““Come on, Wolf!” he said.
to find Nipper!”

Wolf gave a yelp of delight. He seemed to
understand every word his master said. To-
gether ther passed out of the inn door and

y

“We’re going

went swiftly down the lane that skirted the
right of the inn. It did not take them long
to reach the gate in the hedge, and they were
soon trudging across the fields by the same
pgtlﬁtLee and Nipper had taken the previous
night.

The detective kept a sharp look-out on the
newly ploughed ground on each side for
footprints that might indicate which way
Nipper had gone; but nothing attracted his
attention. After nearly half an hour’s walk
the gaunt outline of the house hove in view.
Lee went more cautiously now. He did not
know who might be on the look-out for tres-
passers, or whom he might meet in the
vicinity of the house, and he did not wish
his presence to be discovered.

Presently Lee found himself among the fir-
trees where he and Nipper stood the night
before. The trees were crowded so closely
together that very little light penetrated
them. Through the rising trunks the broad,
sweeping lawn ran down to the house, and
Nelson Lee had an uninterrupted view with-
out any danger of being observed.

He began to take rapid stock of his sur-
roundings. Where exactly had he left Nip-
per the night before? It must have been
about here, Lee thought, after carefully
measuring his steps. his 1s where they
must have stood, on the verge of the wood,
and between tliese two great trees. |

Would Wolf e able to pick up the scent
from here? Nearly twelve hours had passed
by—it seemed more like a week to Nelson
Lee. It was rather a severe test for Wolf.
Would he succeed? Lee looked hastily
around for the big dog. He could not see
him immediately. He called him softly by
name. Through the trees there echoed in
Lee’s ears the sound of a low, savage growl.

The detective stood listening for a moment.

“Wolf!” he called again, and began
threading his way through the trees in the
direction of the sound. Suddenly he came
upon the dog a dozen yards or so away.

Nelson Lee stood still, silently watching
him. Something was the matter with Wolf.
Along the ridge of his back the hair was
bristling in a straight line. His ears were
held back and his tail drooped peculiarly be-
tween his hind legs. He was sniffing at the
cround around a big fir-tree, and all the
time ]t,he great dog kept up that deep, angry

rowl.
© Half fascinated, Lee did not attempt to in-
terrupt him. Nothing was there as far as
he could:see, only the great gnarled roots
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of the tree projecting about the carpet of
dead leaves. Presently the dog began to
steal stealthily away from the spot with his
nose to the ground as if he were on the
scent. Lee watched him pause for a moment,
undecided; then he went on again and drew
nearer and nearer to the edge of the wood.

The animal was now on the fringe of the
trees at the spot where Lece judged he had
left Nipper standing last night. The dog
thrust out his nose towards the wide, sweep-
ing lawn which led down to the house and
sniffed the air suspiciously. Again the de-
tective called to him.

“Wolf! Wolf!” he said softly.

But the faithful animal failed to answer.
Lee began to creep quietly towards the spot,
but at the moment the dog sank his head
again and stole stealthily out into the open.
Greatly puzzled, Lee watched him as he went
across the level stretch of grass. The dog
moved in little spurts, running forward a
few paces half crouching close to the ground,
then pausing and nosing the air with his
cars held back. Nearer and nearer he ap-
proached to the house. Was he making for

it? Was this Nipper’s scent he had picked
up, and was Nipper in that grim stone
building ?

Nelson Lee’s hand went to his hjp pocket
reassuringly. He would let the dog get a
little nearer. He must make sure that it
was the house that Wolf was heading for,
then Lee’ would follow him up. But it was
Wolf’s strange manner that was puzzling

Nelson Lee. He had never seen the dog like
this before. It was obvious that he was
uneasy.

Wolf was now within thirty yards of the
house, and still he crept furtively nearer.
Then suddenly he turned sharply to the right
and ran towards the privet hedge that skirted
the right wing of the building. ¥or some
moments Wolf nosed close up to the hedge,
then he turned about, and, with his head
held low, came creeping back across the lawn
towards where the detective was standing.

Nelson Lee was, by now, utterly mystified.
That the animal was on Nipper’s scent he
had no doubt. His quick mind immediately
grasped the fact that after he had left him
Nipper had stolen across the lawn to the
privet hedge i1n order to get a closer view
of the house. That was all straightforward.
And he could also understand the dog re-
tracing his steps, for it was evident that after
satisfying his curiosity Nipper would return
to his former position among the trees.

But what puzzled Nelson Lee was Wolf’s
strange behaviour. What other factor was
present to account for that? There was
something uncanny here.

Lee glanced around again for Wolf. The
dog was back again at the roots of the big
tree, sniffing at the ground. What was 1t
that was attracting the animal’s attention ?
The detective made his way towards him,
and, kneeling down at the base of the tree,
carefully scrutinised the spot.

Something had lain here—some. body had

/
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pressed down the leaves. An ordinary per-
son might not have noticed anyvthing amiss,
but to Lee’s expert eyes it was plain. Some
pressure had caused that slight flattening of
the leaves, and by the shape of it .ee judged
that it was caused by the body of a man.

Yes, there was no doubt about it, for just
where the damp earth protruded round the
roots there was a slight depression, as if, in
falling, the man’s arm and elbow had hit
the soft earth first. The detective wondered
who had lain there. Had it been Nipper?
And, if so, who had removed his body?
Nelson I.ee was just rising to his feet when a
piece of metal just showing above the leaves
caught his eye. He hastily dragged it forth
and held it up, gazing at 1t with a frown on
his face. It was a cigarette case made of
solid silver. But that was not the point that
was troubling Lee. He was wondering where
he had seen it before for it seemed familiar.

Then suddenly he knew. This cigarette case
belonged to Baron Rodanoff. He remem-
bered now. He had offered Lee a cigarette
that night the three of them had dined to-
gether at Dalgretty’s. There was no mistak-
ing it. He would have recognised that pecu-
liar design and workmanship anywhere.

Nelson Lee tried to think clearly. So
Baron Rodanoff had been here, and Nipper
also. What had happened? Whose body was
it that had lain there on the ground? Was
it Nipper, or was it the baron? Had they
fought together; and if so—

Again the thought of foul play came to
Lee’s mind. He could not conceal his
anxiety. He must get on the track of
Nipper’s body immediately. The great dog
was still nosing among the leaves. Tee
caught hold of him by The secruff of the
neck.

“Wolf!”? he whispered hoarsely. ‘Nipper!
Where’s Nipper? Good boy! Find him!”

The dog lifted up his head to his master,
his eyes were blazing madly, and froth
dripped from his red jaws. But that one
look had been almost human. Lee knew that
he understood. Something was worrying the
animal that Lee could not fathom. But he
would find Nipper; Lee felt sure of that.

He slipped the cigarette case in his pocket
and rose to his fect. The Alsatian had picked
up the trail this time. He was moving off
into the heart of the wood. Keeping close
behind, the detective followed him as he
threaded his way in and out amongst the
trees. The trail wound about in a perfect
maze, and as he went along Lee’s quick eyes
noted the broken twigs and trampled ferns
that strewed the path.

For ten minutes more Lee forced his way
through the wood. He could still see Wolf
some yards ahead, nosing the ground in-
tently. Presently, in front, there appeared
a small clearing, thickly overgrown with
ferns and mosses, and suddenly he saw the
dog leap back a couple of paces and stand
growling fiercely, with his nose stuck up-
wards.

Then, very cautiously, Wolf crept forward
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and came to a standstill, with his body
quivering. A second or so later Lee pulled
himself up with a start. At his very feet
yawned a black, unfathomable pit. e had
not halted a second too soon. He was on the
very brink of it. Already the soft earth was
crumbling beneath his feet.

So this was the explanation of Nipper’s
disappearance! He had been hurled down
this frightful chasm. Nelson Lee had not
the slightest doubt about that. Wolf’s un-
erring sense of smell had led him right.

Nelson Lee knew all about these pits.
This was one of the famous Dene Holes that
abound in that part of the country. They
were dug many centuries ago by the Druids.
They led into subterranean caverns, where
they used to perform religious rites.

The detective stood trying to pierce the
black opening _beneath his feet. At the
bottom of this pit, perhaps a hundred or
more feet ‘below, Nipper was lying crushed
and bleeding. At the thought of it the cold
sweat stood out on Nelson Lee’s forehead.
He forgot that other strange presence that
had been with them ever since they had en-
tecred the wood, and which had caused that
smouldering anger of Wolf’s.

He looked around wildly for some means
of descent. If he only had a rope! But there
was nothing handy—mnothing he could use.
Yet he must get a rope from somewhere.
The only thing he could do was to hasten
back to the inn. He knew he could get one
there.

Nelson Lee turned to Wollf.

“Good dog!” he said. ‘‘Good dog, Wolf!
Guard Nipper!”

The Alsatian growled deeply and sank down
with his great paws hanging over the brink
of the chasm. Nelson Lee turned and sped
through the wood back to the inn.

CHAPTER 10.
Lost Underground!

T was many hours after Nipper had
I fallen down the Dene Hole that con-
sciousness began slowly to return to his
bruised and numb body. That last
frantic clutch at the tree-root had saved him;
it had checked his fall. All through that
night he lay at the bottom of the pit, sense-
less and bleeding, but with no bones broken.

For a time he lay perfectly still, blinking
up at the chasm overhead, staring at the
patch of sky far above. He could not quite
make out what had happened to him or
where he was.

It was now broad daylight. Suddenly
memories began to rush back to Nipper’s
mind. The recollection of that last awful
drop down into the unfathomable black pit
came back to him with renewed force. He
could feel himself falling again until ho
almost cried out at the sensation.

Then he remembered with a shiver that
frantic race through the woods with that
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strange, fearful thing padding behind him.
What was it? What could 1t have been?:
Had it toppled over the brink of the chasm?

At the thought of that a thrill of " fear
went through Nipper’s body. Perhaps it was
lying beside him now, all crushed and
mangled! A feeling of sickness came over
him. He tried to raise himself to glance
around, but sank back with a groan. His
limbs were stiff and cold, and it was agony
to move.

After a time, however, his limbs moved
more freely. He began gently rubbing him-
self down until there was some sort of real
feeling in his numbed limbs. Sitting up
and supporting himself on his arms, he
looked fearfully around. It was pitch dark.
Nothing could be seen but that tiny blue
patch far above.

Then Nipper remembered the electric torch
he always carried in his pocket. He felt
for it and dragged it forth. He pressed the
button and a thin beam of light shone out.
He flashed it around. The light seemed so0
feeble in that terrible darkness that it was
little he could see. But there was no sign
of that mangled shape that he so much
dreaded. That was a great relief.

The walls of the pit semed to rise up sheer
on all sides, and seemed to be formed of
some dirty-white, chalky substance. But
what was that darker smudge over there?
Was 1t the entrance to a tunnel ?

Slowly and painfully Nipper rose to his
feet. He felt as weak as a rat, and could
scarcely drag his legs along. Yes, it was
a tunnel. It seemed to branch away right
into the bowels of the earth. He flashed the
torch over the walls. It was roughly circu-
lar, and was composed of that same chalky
substance.

A glance upwards at the smooth sides of
the pit down which he had fallen showed

"him that he could not hope to scale that

height. If there wwas any way of escape for
him at all, then it lay along that tunnel. It
must lead somewhere, although, of course, it
might be a blind alley. However, there was
no harm in investigating it.

Nipper made his way again to the dark
mouth of the tunnel and began to proceed
very cautiously along it, flashing his torch

over tho uneven floor on which he was tread-

ing. The air was intensely cold, and smelt
rank and musty. He wondered how long
ago it must be since a human being had
walked along this labyrinth. Perhaps, cen-
turies had passed since then.

The tunnel wound in and out like a maze.
He passed a number of smaller openings on
each side, but contrived to keep to the main
tunnel., There seemed to be no ending to
this labyrinth. He kept on and on for over
half an hour. The sameness of the place was
oppressive. This was no good, he thought,
suddenly coming to a standstill. There did
not seem to be any way out in this direction.
He had better turn and retrace his steps. He
could at least remain at the bottom of the
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pit .and shout in the hope of someone hear-
ing his cries.

Accordingly he turned back and plodded
on and on, his strength gradually failing him.
‘That: feeling of sickness assailed him again.
\f\’ould he never get to the end of .this tunnel ?
Surely he should be getting near the pit by

this time? Yet no patch of light showed far
above his head to mark the exit.

Ah, here was a sudden bend! No doubt
he would find the pit just round here. He
went on with renewed hope, only to find, on
rounding the bend, that same all-pervading
darkness before him and above him. Still
he kept on, every bend bringing renewed
hope, only to mock him with the darkness
and the soft echoes of his despairing foot-
steps.

Suddenly, Nipper came to a dead stop. At
that awful moment the actual truth flashed in
upon him that he had somehow taken the
wrong turning and wandered off into one of
the branch tunnels. Once realising this he
did not stop to question if it were correct or
not. He simply turned and sped off in the
opposite direction, his weakness giving way
lo panie.

For another ten minutes Nipper stumbled
frantically on. Sometimes the roof of the
tunnel came so low that his head crashed
against the hard surface, and he had to
crouch down. At another time he floundered
down two or three steps, rudely cut in the
chadk, which he had scarcely noticed in his
rush, He tried to keep the truth from him-
self, but eventually it became stronger and
stronger. The fact was he had lost himsclf
in this awful labyrinth, far underground!

~Then, to add to his horror, the feeble
light of the torch slowly faded away into the
impalpable blackness of night. The battery
had given out! It was hard, in his weak-
ened state, not to give way to that panic of
fear which he felt in his heart. The young-
ster was full of grit and pluck, and fought
hard to keep his end up, but he was almost
at the end of his tether.

He yelled for help despairingly. It secmed
as 1f that one dreadful ery of his had awak-
ened a thousand devils. The echoes mocked
him, rumbling and wailing in the myriad
tunnels, He remained, listening fearfully,
while the echoes gradually ceased. The still-
ress now seemed all the more oppressive,
Had they really been merely the echoes of
his own voice?

He strained his ears to listen, and he heard

a strange moise distinctly—soft, stealthy, pad-
ding steps coming towards him. Then he

heard a half-human snarl. Cold, clammy
Mbeads of sweat dripped into Nipper’s
cyes. ‘He knew it was the horror that had

pursued him through the wood the night
before, The ghastly thing was coming to-
wards him, softly padding down that silent
corridor.

Nipper did not try to move. He was
transfixed. He opened his mouth and tried
to shout, but his voice only sounded in a
hoarse, gurgling whisper. Then he felt that
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he was raving mad. He laughed a hysterical,
croaking gurgle, and sank to the ground.
For a brief moment his fevered brain
mocked him with the sound of Nelson Lee's
voice echoing eome distance- along the
tunnels.
Then he remembered no more!

T did not take Nelson Lee long to find
his way back to the inn after leaving
Wolf on guard at the mouth of the Dene
Hole. He had never run so fast in his

life before. The thought of his young
assistant lying there at the bottom of the
pit, crushed and bleeding, added wings to his
feet. He covered the ground in record time.

The innkeeper saw him coming down the
lane, and immediately beat a hasty retreat
into the bar-parlour.

*“Hi!” shouted the detective, breathlessly,

as he got to the door of the inn. *“Get me
a rope! Don’t stand there gaping! 1 want
a rope!”

The innkceper was in a flurry at once. e
did not understand why this masterful man
wanted a rope, but 1t was best to lyumour
him as he seemed a dangerous character.
He backed nervously towards the yard door.

f‘dThere’s a rope in the stable, sir,” he
said.

Nelson Lee vaulted over the bar and rushed
after him.

‘““Here,” he said, grasping the innkeeper
by the arm, “I'll get 1it. You go and get
some food—cheese, bread, biscuits—anything.
Do it up 1in a small parcel—and quck!”

lIe gave the man a push that sent him fly-
ing into the kitchen, then strode to the stable
and flung open the door.

A coil of stout rope was hanging from a
nail en the wall. Lee caught hold of it and
turned 1t over; altogether there was about
fifty yards.

‘““That ought to be enough, I should think,”
muttered Lee.

Then, pulling the end of the rope free, he
began to tie knots along 1t at distances of
about a yard. In about five minutes he had
completed his task, and, picking up the coil
of rope, flung 1t over his shoulder and re-
turned to the kitchen. The innkeeper was
just tying the string on the parcel of food.

“Good!” said Lee. ‘““That will do.”

He snatched up the parcel, and witheut
a word rushed out of the house. The inn-
keeper gazed after him in astonishment;
then he shook his head and tapped his fore-
head significantly.

1t took Nelson Lee even less time to get
back to the Dene Hole than it had taken
him to get to the inn. The way was getting
familiar now, and he knew the most direct
path. Ile found Wolf where he had left him
a short time before, on guard at the brink
of the chasm. The animal wagged his tail
by way of recognition.

Lee picked up a piece 'of clinker lying
near by, and tied it securely to the end of
the rope. Then he dropped it over the side
and began paying out the rope. What a
great depth the pit must be! He began to
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wonder f the rope would be long ecnough.
Then, presently, the rope began to sag and
e knew *that the eclinker had touched the
bottorn.

Lee glanced round. About half a dozen
vards away was a stout fir tree. He backed
towards it, letting the rope run through his
hands as he moved away from the pit. He
had just sufficient for his purpose. Flinging
the end of the rope round the trunk of the
tree, he tied it securely, then leant his weight
against it to make sure that it would hold
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little way down the opening. He paused a
moment and shouted, ‘“Nipper! Nipper!”

and waited until the echoes died down. DBut
no Nipper answered.

What ought he to do? Had Nipper lost
himself down here in this loathsome fpla,ce‘?
It was too dangerous to penetrate any farther

Lee thought of Wolf,

into the labyrinth.

Suddenly, Nelson
and hurried back to the pit-mouth. He
began to scale the rope. It was harder work
geing up than coming down, but the knots

Advancing along the subterranean passage, Nelson Lee came across an inert form stretched
out on the ground. Flashing his torch upon it, the detective found himself staring at the
white, upturned face of Nipper !

himm. Then, satisfied, he tied the parcel of
food round his neck, took one more glance
round, then lowered himself over the chasm.

“Good dog, Wolf! You stay here,” said
Lee, and began his descent into the pit.

He found his task quite easy; the knots
in the rope gave him a good grip and pre-
vented his hands from slipping. Down he
went, lower and lower. The mouth of the
pit gradually became smaller and smaller,
until presently it was merely a faint, lumin-
ous patch overhead.

He was just wondering 1f he would ever
rcach the bottom, when suddenly he felt his
fcet touch the solid earth. He glanced about
apprehensively. He flashed his torch around.
Where was Nippor? There was no sign of
him. And yet, when he came to examine the
soft ground he found footprints, made
recently, about Nipper’s size.

He stared about him again. Ah, what was
this? A tunnel running into the earth. Had
Nipper gone along there? With the aid of
his torch the detective crept cautiously a

gave hiun “a good hold. Presently, he

emerged again at the surface, pulling some-
what from his efforts, and with the skin
chafed from his knuckles, but otherwise un-

hurt. He took a deep breath and filled his
lungs with fresh air.

“You’re going down there, Wolf,”
Lee, pointing to the gaping pit.

The dog wagged his tail excitedly, as much
as to say:

“I knew you’d want me. I’m ready.”

Nelson Lee began hauling up the rope
until the clinker appeared again. Then he
undid 1t, and, taking a scarf-pin from his
pocket, made a sling for Wolf. Fixing it
securely round the dog's body he lowered

said

him down the pit. Presently, the rope
sagged, then followed a series of jerks. The
detective smiled to himself. Wolf wa:

already trying to free himself to follow up
the scent.

Nelson Lee let himself down again, and
a fcw moments later touched bottom. Wolf
was struggling furiously to get loose. lle
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undid the fastening, but he did not let the

dog- - go. He tied his handkerchief to his
collar and held him back.
‘““Now, Wolf,” he said. ‘“Where's

Nipper 2 After him, boy!”

The dog growled excitedly and began pull-
ing Lee towards the entrance to the tunnel,
then on they went into the depths. 1t seemed
to the detective as 1f he were in a maze. He
passed quite a number of small tunnels that
branched off on the left and right. Several
times 1t seemed that he was going over the
same ground agailn.

Twice Wolf had deliberately turned about,
and. with his nose to the ground, had gone
back again. They still continued on, travers-
ing the dark, silent corridors. They had
been underground for nearly an hour now.
Lce was feeling very anxious, yvet Wolf still
led on as if he were quite certain of himself.

Then suddenly the detective’s head came
in contact with the roof. He gave a sharp
exclamation and went more carefully, bend-
ing his body until the roof rose again.

Suddenly Wolf stopped still. Lee flashed
the light on him. The dog was standing
tensoc and quivering, with his nose thrust for-
ward, and the hair along his back bristhing
in the same strange way it had done an
hour or so ago in the wood. Then he gave
vent to that low, ominous growl, and began
to move stealthily forward,

Wondering. what had so disturbed the
animal, Lee crept after him, holding tightly
to the handkerchief that was tied to his
collar. Suddenly, through those gloomy cor-
ridors a ghastly cry rang out!

"CHAPTER 11.
Trapped in the Tunnell

ELSON LEE stood stock-still, petrified,
N his ears straining painfully as that
dreadful cry echoed up and down the
tunnel, The next moment the hand-
kerchief slipped from his grasp. Wolf had
sprung away into the darkness with a fierce,
savage snarl.

‘““Nipper! Nipper!” shouted Lee, madly

blundering forward, with his torch flashing
on the ground in front. “ Nipper, where are
rou?”’
! At that instant the cavern was filled with
a frightful din. A fierce struggle was going
on in the darkness somewhere 1n front. There
were ghastly snarling screams and a rushing
to ang fro, as if Wolf were being dragged
over the hard surface of the ground.

But above the awful din rose always the
deep, throaty baying of the big dog as he
fought that grim, unseen death struggle In
the black abysmal caverns of the labyrinth.
Wolf had at last come to grips with that
strange, invisible foe that he had Leen relent-
Jessly following through the wood

But Nelson Lee had no ears for this grue-
some struggle, At that moment he had
stumbled across a body lying close to the
cavern wall, and, flashing his torch upon it,
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stood staring down at the white, upturned
face of his young assistant.

He knelt down beside the still form, and,
placing his hand over Nipper's heart, re-
mained thus, scarcely daring to breathe.
Presently a great look of joy came into his
face.. Lee’s sensitive hands had felt the tell-

tale Autter of the heart which told him that
life was not yet extinet.

Propping Nipper's head on his knee, Lee
took a brandy flask from his pocket and
forced some of the fiery liquid between the
lad’s clenched teeth.

From away down the tunnel the echoing
noise of that grim, savage struggle still came
to his cars; while above those demoniacal
screcams sounded the ferocious baying of the
great dog.

A moment later Nipper's eyelids quivered
and opened, and he gazed wonderingly at the
detective. Then he spluttered feebly and
tried to sit up. -

From the end of the tunnel campe the low
sobbing of the great dog, but those other
ghastly screams had ceased.

Presently Nipper spoke.
in a hoarse whisper.

“Is that you, guv'nor ?” he asked,.

Nelson Lee put his hand reassuringly on
his young assistant’s arm.

“Yes, Nipper,” he said. “It’'s me right
enough., How are vou feeling? Can you
stand up vet? Lect me help you.”

He put his hands under Nipper’s arms and
pulled him to his feet. Nipper leant, gasping,
against the wall of the cavern.

“How did yvou get here, guv’nor?”’ he
asked slowly. ‘I can’t think straight vet.”

Lee chuckled dryly.

“Don’t try to think yet, Nipper,” he said.
“You’ll be all right in a few minutes.”

The sobbing moan of the Alsatian still
sounded in the distance, Nipper heard it,
too, and a shiver of fear shot through his
body. Suddenly he remembered that grim
shape that had haunted the passage. Lee's
quick eyes noted Nipper’s sudden fear.

“That’s all right now, Nipper,” he said
reassuringly. ‘“Don’t worry. That's Wolf
vou can hear. I'mm afraid he needs help, too.
Just wait here a moment while I go along
tc him.”

“I’m coming with you,” declared N:ipper
boldly. |

He tried 1o move, but he would have
fallen if Lee’s hand had not been there.

“Hold on to me, Nipper,” he said. “That’s
the stvle. Now we’re moving!”

Half supporting his young assistant, Nelson
Lee moved forward in the direction {rom
whence the sound procceded. Presentiy he
heard Wolf a few yards ahead in the darkness.

““Lean against the wall, Nipper,” he said.
“That’s right. Now for Wolf.”

He stepped cauticusly forward, flashing
his torch around. In the feeble circle of
light a strange scene met Lee's eyes. Lying
on the cold floor of the cavern was the
monstrous hairy form of a great haboon, and
sprawled across it was the body of Woli!

His voice came
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Lee took a step nearer and gazed repug-
nantly at the uncouth creature. It was dead
now, yet as he looked at its gigantio limbs
and its huge size, the detective suddenly
understood what fearful odds the brave dog
had been up agairst.

But what was the matter with Wolf? The
dog was still sobbing softly, but he did not
attempt to move. Lee knelt down and
looked more closely. The Alsatian’s teeth
were buried deeply in the creature’s throat.

So that was how Wolf had won his great
fight. He had taken that awful strangle-
hold on the creature’s throat from the com-
mencement. And once he took that grip
Wolf never let go. Nelson Lee began to
have some ‘:dea now of the fury
struggle. Driven to a frenzy by the dog’s
remorseless grip, the creature had tried every
possible means to fling him off, rushing
madly to and fro in the dark tunnel, and
beating the dog’s body against the hard walls
and the groung.

Yet Wolf’s grip had never slackened. He
had won against fearful odds by sheer
tenacity.

“Wolf!” whispered Lee, “Good dog,
Wolf! Leave go, boy!”

But the dog took no notice of his master.
Lee caught hold of his collar and gently
pulled him away. The Alsatian rolled over
on his side,
absolutely exhausted. As Lee looked at the
faithful animal he could not restrain the tears
of gratitude that came into his eyes,

He stooped over the bruised animal and
felt his body. Fortunately no limbs had been
broken, but poor- Wolf had been through the
mill, and his coat was ripped and torn and
covered with blood. Very gently Lee lifted
the big dog in his arms and stumbled back to
where he had left Nipper.

“ Nipper,” he whispered. *“ Wolf has had
a rough house. I shall have to carry him
for a time. Let’'s get out of this, Can you
manage to hoid on to me?” -

“I can manage all right now, guv’nor,”
sald Nipper, “but I'm mighty hungry and
thirsty.” .

“I've got some grub, Ninper,” said Lee,
“and we can find water along here. But
let’s get away from this place first.”

They made their way slowly down the
tunnel until they came to a wider one, and
there Lee stopped where some water trickled
down the waﬁs, and put Wolf down.

“Get busy on this grub, Nipper,” said Lee,
handing him the parcel, ‘‘and you’ll find this

water quite clean. 'There’s a pool on the
gﬁoilkng ere, and it's well filtered through the
chalk.

The detective soaked his handkerchief in
the water and began to bathe Wolf’s bruised
body. The animal was slowly recovering
from his exhaustion, and lickecf his master’s
hands in gratitude. At last the dog took
a long drink of the refreshing water and
started to lick his wounds,

“You'll do!” said Nelson Lee. ‘ Gallant
old veteran !?

of that

with his tonEue hanging out,
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He turned to Nipper, who was munchng
stolidly in the darkness, as if he had never
eaten before. S

“Don’t eat them all, Nipper,” he laughed.
“Save a little for Wolt. I expect .he’s’
hungry.” SIE

“Right you are, guv’nor,” said Nipper.
And Lee noted with a feeling of satisfaction
that the words sounded more like Nipper's
old self. “I won’t eat the lot, but, gosh,
I am hungry! How did you manage to get
down the hole, guv'nor?”

“By a rope,.of course, That’s why I'm 1n
a hurry to get back. It'll be good to breaths
the fresh air once more. Ready?”

““Yes,” said Nipper,

“Right. We'll talk when we're clear of
this. Wolf, good dog! Which way, Wolf?”

Poor Wolf was still in rather a shaky con-
dition, but he ‘was still game, and knew what
was required of him, Lee did not have to
hold him back this time, however. Wolf was
too tired to do more than patter on silently
just in front of Nelson Lee and Nipper.

So they wended their way back through
the maze of those dark, tortuous passages
until at last they saw that faint patch of light
ahead. A few minutes later the three of
them came into the circle of light cast by

the yawning mouth of the pit. .

. Nelson Lee gazed up at that great circular
shaft, then he rubbed his eyes and looked
again. Yes, he was right. The rope had
gone. Somebody had hauled 1t up from the
top. They were imprisoned in that appalling
subterranean chasm.

CHAPTER 12
Free!

T HOUGHT you said there was a rope
here, guv’nor?” queried Nipper.

“JIt’s gone!” Nelson Lee gasped.

“That means that they know we’re

here.”
“Rats in a trap,” observed Nipper
huskily. “And it’s my fault. I reckon I

lost my head last night when that baboon
chased me through the wood.”

L“Let’s hear all about it,” said Nelson
ee.

They compared notes, and even when they
had fiinished, their knowledge was not greatly
increased.

“We have at least laid the ghost that has
apparently terrified the Denesford folk,”
said Nelson Lee. ‘But why should Baron
R%?ia’l’wﬁ keep a brute like that running
wild.

““He wasn’t running wild at first, guv’nor,”
said Nipper. “From what I could see
through that window the brute was un-
manageable, and escaped. They were
glashing at it with a whip.”

“Granted. That sounds feasible,” said the
detective. “But it doesn’t explain why the
baron kept the brute at all.”
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“It would make a fine watch dog, guv’'nor.”

“I was thinking the same thing. If the
real Jimmy Stone is in that house he would
not escape very easily. Neither could any-
one et In to rescue him. But the baboon
15 dead now. I wonder if they know that.
Someone has evidently found the rope, and
they must guess we are down here, Nipper.
We've got to get out of here. I don’t want
to starve down here and I don’t want Baron
Rodanoff to capture us.”

“Well, guv’'nor,” said Nipper thoughtfully,
““I don’t hanker after goihg in those passages
again; but that baboon got in somehow, and
I’'m ready to swear he never came down by
way of this pit.”

Nelson Lee sat down to think it out. He
and Nipper had got as near the truth as
was humanly possible to do, but they were
not strictly accurate. The baboon did belong
to Baron Rodanoff. He had captured the
animal when it was quite young on a big
game expedition in Africa, and had brought
it to England and taken it to Denesford
when he bought the big house. His servant,
a man named Mason, looked after the house
and the animal.

But the baboon had grown bigger and
bigger until it became a danger. The baron
had often considered the advisability of
having it done away with until he had
occasion to find a more secure prison for
Jimmy Stone. Then the baboon came in
handy as a sentinel. Only Mason was cruel,
and when he had had too much to drink he
was inclined to use the whip too much. The
baboon had rebelled under the lash and
had broken out of the house.

Dismaycd, the baron, Dulac and Mason
had given chase through the wood. Nipper
had seen them in the dim light without fully
understanding what was taking place.
Baron Rodanoff, however, had tripped over
a root and had stunned himself. His re-
volver had exploded as he fell, and thinking
that he was trying to shoot the baboon
rather than let it escape, the other men had
promptly fired at every shadow. '

In the end they had missed the baron,
hunted around till they found him, and had
carried him back to the house, not daring to

remain out in the woods any longer with

that brute waiting to pounce out on them
from behind every tree. After all, no one
in the neighbourhood knew there was such
an animal in the county. They would have
to trust to luck.

After breakfast the next morning, however,
the baron instituted a search for the missing
animal and gave the men orders to shoot
the brute on sight. He even forced Dykes,
the Sohe murderer, to -help. And it was
Dykes who came to the Dene Hole and
found the rope dangling there, noticed the
tracks of a man and a big dog leading from
the village. Dykes immediately had visions
of himself on the gallows, sent there by
Nelson Lee. Therefore he had pulled up
the rope to make sure the detective could
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not get away. The baron knew nothing of
it until later in the day.

In the meantime, Dykes was panic-stricken.
He cared nothing about the baboon or
Jimmy Stone. He was a murderer, and the
man who could and would force him to pay
the penalty of his crime was down the Dene
Hole. Dykes raced back to the house for
explosives. e meant to make short work
of the meddling Nelson Lee and his infernal
dog. And he would do it before Baron
Rodanoff could interfere.

ELSON LEE was already retracing his
N steps along the tortuous passages far
underground with Wolf and Nipper.
They had not gone more than a
hundred yards, however, when the sudden
noise of an explosion shook the cavern, then
followed the sound of falling earth and
debris.
Nelson Lee and Nipper stood still with
blanched faces until the sounds ceased.
“The fiends!” muttered Lee savagely.
“They’ve blown in the mouth of the pit.
We were only just in time, Nipper. Come
on!” |
The detective blamed Rodanoff for that
fiendish piece of work, but Rodanoff knew
nothing of it until the roar of the explosion
brought him to the spot to find Dykes
chuckling with triumph, Then the news
came out. The baron merely shrugged his
shoulders and turned away.

“I couldrn’t have done it so coolly,” he
remarked. “Still, that is the end of Nelson
Lee. I only wish the baboon could be got
rid of as easily. I am not anxious to have
too many inquiries round here.”

But Nelson Lee was still alive and follow-
ing Wolf through the maze of tunnels
through which they had passed before. They
were compelled to go very slowly for Lee’s
torch was giving out. But there was hope.
They must find how the baboon had got
into the labyrinth, and .that would mean
freedom for them.

Eventually they approached the spot where
Wolf had put up such a splendid fight. The
dog was still suspicious of his old foe and
moved very stealthily, with his hair bristling,
as he made his way towards the body of the
brute lying in the cold and silent corridor.
Nipper could not repress a shiver of fear

and repugnance.
“Now,” said Lee. ‘1 wonder if Wolf will
pick up the scent?”

He stooped down and patted the animal.

““Good old fellow,” he said. *“Which way
now, Wolf?”

Wolf cast an appealing look at his master.
then sniffed listlessly at the floor. He
pattered on a little way, and then began
smelling again. This time he did not lift
his head, but continued his way silently up
the tunnel with his nose to the ground.

“T believe he’s picked it up,” whispered
ILee. “Poor old chap! 1It's a shame to
overwork him. But it must be dene.”
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They held on 1n silence for a time. Wolf
was evidently following the scent, although
he did not betray his usual excitement. It
was clear that he was not leading them iIn
and out of those tunnels on a wild goose
chase. Suddenly Nelson Lee stopped still,
listening intently.

“Did you hear
Nipper.

Both stood straining their ears. 1In
distance came the low muflled beat of
waves on the long line of the shore.

““The seal” cried Lee. “Come
Nipper. We’re almost free!”

They went on again. Sometimes the noise
of the breakers sounded loud and sometimes
far away. At times they lost it altogether.
Lee knew that they must be pursuing an
erratic path owing to the wandering of the
baboon in the labyrinth. But it was best
to trust to Wolf. Sooner or later the scent
must lead them to the exit.

Suddenly on rounding a bend in the tunnel
the boom of the waves rose to a crescendo.
The seashore was close at hand. Hurrying
forward, Lee and Nipper rounded another
bend and gave a gasp of great relief and
joy. In front of them was a great gap of
luminous blue light, and a glorious current
of pure sea air swept inward.

They drew in their breath and filled their
Jlungs with a sigh of satisfaction. It was
like wine after the fetid atmosphere in
which they had becen imprisoned for so many
hours. They climbed up the steep slopes to-
wards the opening, and a few moments later
were standing at the entrance to the cave.
Before them stretched the sea, with its long
line of foam-flecked billows breaking on the
shore, and above reached the vault of the
sky ablaze with light.

They were free once more !

that noise?” he asked
the

the

on,

Y noon that day Nelson Lee and

Nipper with Wolf arrived in London.

But before starting on that motor ride

the detective had scouted round the

grim house where the baron was hiding, and

had actually succeeded in getting a glimpse

of the real Jimmy Stone through the blind

of one of the rooins. For this reason he
hastened back to town.

This case was by no means straightforward.
Sir Vrymer Fane would not thank Nelson
Lee if he barged into that house, arrested all
the inmates, rescued Jimmy Stone, and thus
caused a floodlight of publicity. Unfortun-
ately whereas the affair of Jimmy Stone was
purely a diplomatic matter which the
Foreign Office wanted kept secret, the Soho
murder was mn a different category. There-
fore, Nelson Lee went back to London to
seek instructions from Sir Vrymer Fane.
There must be a way of rescuing Jimmy
Stone, deporting the baron and his con-
federates, and bringing the Soho murderer
to justice without the public ever learning
of the diplomatic dangers that lay behind
it all.
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They drove straight to the Gray’s Inn
Road where there were several things that
required attention. Lee’s first care was for
Wolf. The dog had been badly mauled in
his great fight in the tunnel, and there were
two or three very nasty wounds. When the

. dog had been made comfortable and Lee

and Nipper had enjoyed their lunch they
busied themselves making their plans and
visiting Sir Vrymer Kane and the officials
at Scotland Yard.

The telephones wires were kept busy, and
even Miss Laura Valentine was dragged n
to help, which she did eagerly, when che
knew that at the end of it all Jimmy Stune
would be restored to her.

She got into touch ®*with the baron by
means of a message sent to the Imperial

Club and invited him to dinner. Curio-s
as to the reason for this, the baron accepted
the invitation. He felt secure enough.

Jimmy Stone was safe in the house at Dencs-
ford, and Nelson L.ee was dead at the bottom
of the Dcne Hole. He reckoned he had
nothing to fear.

CHAPTER 13.
Rodanoff Gets a Shock!

S Nelson Lee strode again up the aisle
A of Dalgretty’s sumptuous dining-rooin
he could not help contrasting h's
present position with that of a few

davs previously, when he had last dined
with the actress at the self-same restaurant.

oy
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Then: hec had seemed nowhere near a
solution of the mystery with which he was
grappling. All the 1ssues had seemed con-
fused and unrelated. Certainly he had never
for ond moment doubted his ablhty to pull
through with the task which Sir Vrymer
Fane had assigned to him under such strange
circunmstances. Yet that he should now,
after the short lapse of a few days, be on
the eve of releasing the famous King’s Spy
and thereby Justlfymg Sir Vrymer Fane’s
trust in him seemed almost too good to be
{raoe.

The detective entertained not the slightest
doubt that in a few short hours at the most
he would be bringinggthe real Jimmy Stone
back to London, safe and sound. A big
touring car was outside the restaurant, and
Bradley, the Scotland Yard inspector, and
Nipper and six men were inside waiting.
Nelson Lee had delayed attempting the
rescue for the simple reason that he wished
to involve the baron in a great anti-climax.
Baron Rodanoff was no ordinary criminal
who could be tracked down and punished
by the usual methods. In his way he was
just as courageous and resolute as was
Jimmy Stone, for the two men played the
same big game in the secret and hidden
undercurrents of European politics.

Sir Vrymer Fane had expressly stated that
he wished no publicity to be given to the
drama in which Lee had played such an
importaht part. It must remain for ever
but one more of those secret intrigues of
those who pull the strings of international
affairs. ¢

For these reasons Lee had taken it upon
himself to administer a bitter pill to the
proud and haughty baron. It was a little
personal triumph.which he could not bring
himself to forego. He had felt a sneaking
admiration for the baron until that last
apparently treacherous act of hlS in blowing
in the mouth of the tunnel. : Lee did not
know that the baron was not responsible
for that. He could only regard it as a
fiendish piece of work.

These were the thoughts that were surging
through Lee’s mind as he wended his way
towards the table at which the actress was
already sitting awaiting him,

“Ah Mr. Lee!” she said. “I am dread-
fully anxious to know what you have to
tell me. Your ’phone message simply set
me furiously thinking. I am all at snxes
and sevens. Please satisfy my curiosity.”

“I certainly wtl,” said the detective,
sitting down beside her “But first of all,
how long have we to talk before Baron
Rodanoff arrives?”

. “He promised to be here at seven, Mr.
Jee

“Well, we have just twenty minutes, so [
will fire away. The most important thing
which I have to tell you is that I have dis-
covered the Whereabouts of Mr. James
“Stone.”

The actress caught her breath.

‘himself.
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“Mr. Lee,” she said in a low voice. “Is

that really true?”

“Yes, it is really true. In fact, I promise
to bring him to London within a few hours
or, at any rate, early to-morrow morning.’

“It all seems like a dream,” exclaimed
Miss Valentine. “My mind is too confused
to frame any questlons But then I shall
see ‘him soon—very soon now. And he 1is
quite well? But where is he? What is the
meaning of it all?”

The detective laughed softly.

“1 am going to let Mr. Stone have the
opportunity of answering all those questions
when youn meet him,” he said. ‘1 am sure
he will be able to auswer them much better
than I can. . But you know that his work 1is
very impoxtant and that he lives behind
the screen, as it were, of the ordinary, every-
day aﬂ’alrs of life. It was because of this
fact: and also that he had undertaken a very
delicate dlplomat.ic mission, that led to his
abduction.”

“Then he has been abducted ?”’

“Yes, and is being forcibly detained. But
I am off to secure his release directly I have
seen Baron Rodanoff.”

“But what has Baron Rodanoff to do with
it ?” asked the actress in surprise.

Nelson Lee gave a dry laugh.

“Don’t you remember our bet, Miss
Valentine, on the last occasion we dined
together here?”

“Yes; but that was to do with the Soho
affair.”

“Precisely.”

“Then you have won, and Baron Rodanoff
owes you one hundred pounds ?”

“He will do very soon, unless I have made
a great mistake,” said Lee.

The actress was about to reply, when
happening to glance across the room she saw
Baron Rodanoff approaching.

‘““Here comes the baron,” she whispered.

Baron Rodanoff came across the carpeted
floor with an air of preoccupation on his
handsome face. The detective’s back was
turned towards him, and he did not trouble
to look too closely at this third member of

the party.

He was frowning heavily, as 1f some
incident had caused him irritation and
annoyance. '

As a matter of fact, the cause of this look
of - annoyance was a telegram which at tHat
moment was crushed in the pocket of his
dinner jacket. It was from Dulac and was
in code, of course, and to the effect that
although the hunt for the missing baboon
was still going on at intervals, no news of
the brute had been received, and what was
more extraordinary, no one in all Kent
seemed to have discovered that the savage
beast was roaming wild and free.

“It’s - a- mystery to me,” the baron told
“And it’s a worry. 1If only I can
hold James Stone a prisoner .for one mors
week Great Britain will have lost her chance
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on the Continent, and there might be war,
which my people want. One never knows.”

Except for the mystery of the baboon he
was playing a safe game now, and a few
more days would see it brought to a success-
ful conclusion.

Baron Rodanoff shrugged his shoulders,
and dismissing the subject from his mind,
bowed to. the actress.

“You have met this gentleman before,
Baron *Rodanoff,” said Miss Valentine, as
Nelson Lee rose to his feet,

Baron Rodanoff turned affably to the
detective with a bland smile of welcome.

The next instant his face went livid and
then turned grey. He swayed violently and
clutched at the back of the chair for support.
Then with a superhuman effort he had re-
covered his usual sang-froid.

“I beg your pardon,” he said, turning
politely to the actress. “Just a sudden
twinge of my old complaint. I hope I have
not alarmed you.”

‘““Shall we help you to a chair?” said Miss
Valentine, greatly distressed at what she
thought wa$ a sudden attack of illness. *‘I
am so very sorry. Perhaps you will take a
little wine 7”

“Yes, I will take a little wine, thanks,”
said the Baron, sitting down rather heavily.
“But it is nothing, I assure you. Do not
distress yourself, %am quite well now.”

He turned to the detective and stared him
straight 1n the eyes. He was quite composed
now, although the pallor still hung akout his
face. Nelson Lee could not but admire that
iron self-discipline which had enabled him to
carry the thing off so well.

“It 1s just these little attacks, Mr. Lee,”
he said, “that remind one that one is gettin
old. You, doubtless, are immune from suc
trifling ailments. of the flesh.”

Nelson Lee’s lips curled ironically. .

“Well, you certainly did your best this
morning to make me immune from all earthly
troubles,’” he said quietly,

Baron Rodanoff regarded Nelson Lee with
a puzzled expression for a moment, Then he
leant across the table and spoke in a low
voice,

“I do not quite understand that last remark
of yours, Mr. Lee,” he said. - ‘“Do you refer
to the blowing-in of the pit-mouth ?”

‘““ Exactly,” said the detective,.

“Then, Mr. Lee, belileve me when 1 say
that, as far as I am concerned, I had nothing
to do with it. 1 did not order it to be done,
and knew nothing of it until I heard the roar
of the explosion.” o

Nelson Leg looked searchingly into the face
of his opponent, as if he were probing mto
his mind. Then that last infamous act was
not sanctioned by the Baron? He was not
responsible for it?

Kither it was a pure accident, or else one
of his men had taken the responsibility upon
himself to make sure that Nelson Lee and
N,igper should never come out of the pit alive,

ut it had been no aecident, for he had

plainly heard tho explosion. Then it must
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have been the ruflian who had committed tha

Soho crime. Dykes was the one most likely to
benefit by Nelson Lee’s death. -

Well, at any rate, his nours were numbered.
Bradley, the Scotland Yard man in-charge.
of the Soho murder investigations, would
soon have him under arrest, ,

“I take your word for 1t,”” he said eventu-
ally.  *“I am glad, Baron, that yvou have
cleared yourselig of that outrage. It hardly
scemed worthy of you.”

The Baron was about to reply when Miss
Valentine, who had been following the con-
versation with the utmost astonishment, in-
terrupted.

“Whatever are¢ you two whispering
about ?” she asked. “ Really, you seem both
to have been imvolved in some mysterious
imtrigue,”

“As a matter of fact, Miss Valentine,”
remarked Lee, with a laugh, “1 was about
to remind the Baron of the bet we made on
the last occasion when he dined here, 1
think, Baron, that in a very short time you
will be owing me one hundred pounds.”

Baron Rodanoff shot a look of keen inquiry
at the detective, He had an uncomfortable
feeling that Nelson Lee- was plaving with
him as a cat plays with a mouse.

He had now recovered from the first shock
of surprise that he had felt at mceting him
here in Dalgretty’s, of all places, when he
believed him to be lying dead at the bottom
of the Dene Hole. How he had escaped that
fate was a mystery he would solve later.

But the important question now was how
much did this calm, dispassionate man know
of his schemes? What was to be his next
move ?

Was he recally concerned with this Soho
crime, or did he know that James Stone, the
King’s Spy, was a prisoner at the house at
Denesford? Baron Rodanoff was not sure of
himself at all.

“What exactly do you mean by that, Mr.
Lee?? he asked. ‘“How should I owe you
a hundred pouflds?”

“But you surely have not forgotten our
little bet with regard to the Soho murder,
Baron ?¥ said the detective sarcastically.

“Not at all, Mr. Lee! I remember it per-
fectly well. I think your opinion was that
the crime was connccted In some way with
diplomatic affairs.” ‘

** Precisely, Baron Rodanoff.”

“While I maintained tbat 1t was a simple
case of robbery.”

L X ] Yes !”

The Baron hesitated, and scemed disin-
clined to continue. But Nelson Lec would
not let him escape.

“Go on!” he said quietly,

““T further maintained that if you were
right in your theory, and there was a deeper
motive behind the crime, it would not be
discovered until the information was too late
to be of any use. 1 think I was willing to
stake a hundred pounds on thait ”

“You were not only willing, Baron, but I
accepted 1t s a bet.”
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“Yes, Mr. Lee. I do not deny 1it.
do not sec your argument,
prove your case.”

The detective took out his wateh. It was
just scven-thirty. He got up from his scat.

“You will excuse me, Miss Valentine,” he
said. Then, turning to ‘the Baron, he added:
“TI am just off now, Baron Rodanoﬂ', to

But I
You have vet to

prove my case, and I shall prove it beyond

all question and argument. We may yet meet
again. Good-night!” And without another
word Nelson Lee left the dining-room.

Baron Radonoff bit his lip, and gazed after
the retreating figure of the great detective
with a look of mingled anger and bewilder-
ment on his face. What did he mean, he
wondered, by that last strange remark ? How

much did he know? Was he going to
Denesford ?

He turned to the actress.

“Perhaps vou will excuse me, too, Miss

Valentine,” he sald, “I also have

appointment.”
He bowed
Lee.

all

low and hurried after Nelson

CHAPTER 14,
The Baron Beaten!
OUI’EIDE Dalgretty’s, Nelson Lee found

Sit Vrymer Fane's touring car, with

the engine just ticking over, -ready

to start at a moment’s notice. The
men in the car were all in plain clothes, and
Lee recognised most of them. They were all
used to working silently and swiftly in the
nner affairs of the Secret Service, and could
be relied upon in an emergency.

He had already given the driver instruc-
tions where to go, and the car jerked forward
directly the door had closed behmd him. His
dramatlc meeting with Baron Rodanoff had
given Nelson Lee a scnse of keen satisfaction.

He had certainly bested him so far in this
exciting struggle against time: and in a few
hours now he hoped to be able to wash his
hands of the trust that he had voluntarily
taken upon his shoulders. The detective
leant back against the upholstered seat, and,
closing his eyes, began reviewing the events
of the evening.

There was nothing that the Baron could
do now to circummvent him. The house at
Denesford was not equipped with a tele}i»hone,
and a telegram sent via the village could not
reach the house until the following morning.
Nelson Lee had worked the thing out to the
last letter, and Baron Rodanoff \\Ould have
another surprise in the morning.

They were now speeding along the hilly
roads of Kent, It was a fine night, and +he
powerful touring car was running smoothly
and almost silently, taking the hills W1thout
the slightest effort. The sped on and on
until at last they passed through Denesford.
Some ten mmutes later, as they were running
along the road that led down to the beach,
Lee told the driver to slow up, and thev

slowly approached the house without shomng
any lights
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When they were within a few hundred
yards Nelson Lee stopped the car ‘altogether,
and leaving the driver in charge, cautiously
made his way towards the house, with the
others following close behind. Near the great
iron gate, which stood at the entrance of the
drive, the detective told Inspector Bradley to
wait behind with the men while he and Nlpper .

made a closer investigation,

The front of the house was in darkness,
save for that one window on the second floor,
where a glmmer of light still showed
through the slat of the blind.

“I don’t think they've bhad any warmng,”
whispered Lee.

“It doesn't seem like it, guv’ nor, does 1t1?”
sald Nipper. “ How about getting in through
that window in the basement where the
baboon wrenched awayv the bars? 1 don't
suppose'they’ve boarded it up.”’

*That’'s a good 1dea, Nipper.
round and explore first.”

They crept round to the rear of the build-
ing, V\hele the level stretch of grass reached
to the wood. In one of the windows on the
sccond floor was another lhight. -

‘““Be careful.” whispered “Lae.
may be on the watch.’

Stealing noisclessly alon
the wall they came upon t ie window through
which the baboon had made its escape. The
iron grating was still lying on the ground in
front of the window, and nothing had been
done to close up the openin Nelson Lee
and Nipper quickly ciimbed t rou h into the
chamber, and the detective ﬁashed his torch
around.

The floor was covered with straw. In one
corner was lying the smashed lamp, with
the overturned table, just as it had happened
when Mason, the baron’s servant, had driven
the baboon to desperation by the ]ash of the
whip, plied once too often.

““Let’s try the door,” said. Lee. “But 1
expect it’s locked.”

He turned the handle, but as he had sur-
mised, 1t was locked from the outside.

“Won’t take me long to pick that,” he
said. “Go and fetch Bradley and the men,
and I'll have it open when you get back.
Be very cmeful not to arouse anybody in
the house.”

Nipper stole through the window again and
dcparted on his errand. When he returned
wnth Bradley and the others a little later,
Nelson Lee had already picked the lock.

“Now,” whispered the detective, “ follow
me and keep your weapons handy

Let's go

“Somcone

in the shadow of

He gently pushed the dooy open and
looked out into the passage. All was in
darkness. Closely followed by the others,

Lee tlptoed alonghthe COI‘I‘ldOl‘ flashing his
torch in front of him Presentl they came
to a flight of stone steps, and after climb-
Ing them they found themselves in another
corridor.

Suddenly the sound of voices smote upon
Lee’s ears. A little farther along the corri-
dor a streak of light crept out from be-
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neath a door. Nelson Lee uttered a low
warning, crept forward a dozen paces,
grasped the handle and flung the door open.

Two men, who were sitting at the table
playing cards, sprang to their feet with ex-
damations of frightened surprise, to find
themselves staring at Nelson Lee’s automatic.

“Put your hands up!” he ordered.

One of the men immediately complied, but
the other seemed petrified with fear, and
stood staring at the detective with a blanched
lJook on his face, as if he had seen a ghost.

It was Bill Dykes! As Nelson Lee looked
at his terror-stricken face he knew who it

was who had blown in the mouth of the
Dene Hole.

“That’s your man, Bradley,” he said.

Inspector Bradley went up to Dykes and
clapped a pair of handcuffs on his wrists
before he could recover from his fright and
surprise.

‘“I- arrest you on a charge of having mur-
dered Joe Crick at Soho, last Monday,” he
said.  ‘“ Anything you say will be taken
down, and may be used as evidence against
you.”’

But Bill Dykes was incapable of saying
anything. He could only gaze at Nelson Lee
with his eyes staring out of his head.

““One of you stay with Bradley,” said Lee.
““The rest follow me.”

They went on up another flight of stairs,
and were just going along the second-floor
corridor, when the door opened at the farther
cnd, and Dulac came out. He stood stock
still at seeing Nelson Lee and his com-
panions advancing towards him, quite over-
come with amazement.

“Hands up!” shouted Lee, rushing at him.

But before he could get mear enough
Dulac had turned and sprang back into his
room. Lee grasped
key was turned
side.

‘“PDoesn’t matter about him,” he said.
“QOur man’s in the front of the house. This
way !’ :

They hurried to the left and raced down
the passage to a door on the right.” Nelson
Lee tried the handle. It was locked. He
tapped gently on the door,

“Who’s there?” asked a voice, and foot-
steps approached from the inside.

Nelson Lee heard the key turn in the lock;
then, with a quick twist, he turned the
handle and flung his weight against .the
door. The door shot open, sending the man
the baron had stationed there as sentry
sprawling to the floor.

“Just sce to him!” said Nelson Lee to
one of his men, and turned to the man
who sat in the farther corner of the room,
and who had calmly closed the book he had
been reading as if nothing had happened to
get excited about.

“I am pleased to meet you, Mr. Stone,”
sald the detective.

the handle just as the.
in the lock from the in-.
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“Jove! Mr. Lee!” said the other, rising
to his feet with some difficulty. ‘I should -
like to shake your hand if you will be good -
enough to remove these handcuffs.”

Courier, was rescued, and Sir "'Vrymer

Fane could- not thank Nelson Lee

enough. For that matter, neither could
Miss Laura Valentine, the famous actress.
-But Jimmy Stone had little time m which
to marry the actress. He was sent off post
haste to the Continent to tackle the business
which Baron Rodanoff, on behalf of his
secret employers, had wished to prevent.

The baron and his men, being guilty only
of a diplomatic offence, were simply kept
in custody, but well treated, until Jimmy
Stone had done the work the Government
required of him., As soon as the news of
his success came through the baron and his
confederates would be allowed to go out of
the- country. Sir Vrymer Fane pledged his
word on that.

But it was different with Bill Dykes. Heo
had to stand his trial for wilful murder, and
the verdict was never in doubt for a moment.

“I think Bradley carried that through
quite well, Nipper,”” said Nelson Lee one
morning.

They were having breakifast in their rooms
some time later, and the detective had been
reading the account of the trial of Bill Dykes
for the murder of Joe Crick at Soho.

“You mean that he didn’t drag us, and
Jimmy Stone, and the baron into publicity,”
sald Nipper. ‘ Well, considering that it was
you who really found the murderer and gave
Bradley his opportunity, he ought to be
jolly well grateful. But I see that Dykes
has got away with it, more or less. He says
it was a row over money and he hit harder
than he knew and didn’t intend to kill. He’s
got twenty yearg but he deserves hanging.
After all, it’s not his fault that we are not
lying stark and stiff at the bottom of that
beastly hole now. The jury didn’t take that
into consideration.”

“Well, naturally. They didn’t know about
that, Nipper.”

They went on reading in silence for some
time. |

“By the way, guv’nor,” said Nipper pre-
sently, ‘‘what’s happened to that chap who
pretended he was Jimmy Stone, suffering
from loss of memory? Didn’t he get it in
the neck?”

“No. He was only a cat’s-paw, Nipper.
We found out all about him from Professor
Bailey’s finger-nail analysis; made inquiries
at the docks, and found that he had been
missing from his vessel for about a week.
Remarkable likeness to James Stone, though.
The baron happened to come across on that
same vessel—that’s how he met him. But
the fellow is an mveterate drug fiend. He's

(Continued on page 44.)

]AMES STONE, the King’s Spy and



¢ Waking Up St. Frank’s!”’

More Amazing Chapters—

The FIGHTING HEAD

Handforth on the Trail!

ANDFORTH was in a thoughtful, silent
mood at bedtime ; and for once, Church
and McClure did not *‘ twig >’ the real
reason.

They knew that their leader was suddenly
fired with the determination to be the Remove’s
chosen man to battle for the Kingswood Belt,
and they knew that he had been out for a run
that evening, in the rain. And they took 1t
for granted that his thoughtful condition was
occasioned by a realisation of the hopeless
task he had taken on.

_Hence his unwonted moodiness at bedtime.
He undressed and got into bed without exchang-
Ing more than half a dozen words with his chums.

““ Tired, old man ? " asked Mac, sympatheti-
cally.

*“ No, fathead!” retorted Handforth.

“I1 thought, after your run in the rain

??

-
‘,
Y
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8
/
“You shouldn’t think—your  constitution

"

can’t stand the strain,”’ interrupted Handforth.
“Why can’t you chaps dry up, and let me got
to sleep ? ”’

“Well, we hope you’ll get on with your
training all right, and we wish you luck,” said
Church handsomely.

“Oh, that !’ growled Handforth.

“Wheren't you thinking of the boxing
contest ? 7’

“Why should I think about it ¢ retorted
Handforth. * Haven’t I already told you that
I'm going to lick Lawrence ¥ Why ask silly
questions ¢ The result of that fight is a fore-
gone conclusion !

And Handforth rolled over in bed, and preo-
pared himself for sleep. Church and McClure
did the same—but now they were beginning to
wonder. Perhaps their earlier suppositions
had been wrong.
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—Of E. S. Brooks’ Popular School Story!

OF

x

James King

ST. FRANK’S!

swood, who has very
running a school, has made himself a pop
ourite as headmaster of St. Frank’s.
Handforth thinks that he is leading a double life—
that He is connected with a gang of crooks. So
when Handy discovers the Head is to make a

original ideas on
ular fav-
But E. O.

*

nocturnal visit to & derelict cottage, he determines

to trail him.

As a matter of fact, Handforth was thinking
of his queer encounter with Mr. Kingswood at
the tumble-down cottage. And he remembered,
too, that the Head had planned to go back to
that cottage to-night—Ilate.

Handforth meant to be there !

He recalled every word of the little note
which Mr. Kingswood had left in the cottage :
“ All right—will come again late to-night—
and shall expect to find the stuff here.—J. K.”
A significant enough message! What was the
“gtuff ” which Mr. Kingswood expected to
find ?

From the very first Handforth had enter-
tained the deepest suspicions against the
stalwart headmaster. He really hated doing
s0, because he had a great respect for Mr. Kings-
wood. He could not bring himself to believe
that the Head was actively mixed up with
crooks. It was Handforth’s theory, in fact,
that the unfortunate Head was being forced,
against his will, to engage in some unlawful
enterprise. '

“I'll save him ! muttered Handforth, with
gudden fire. ‘‘ By George! He's a decent chap,
and it’s a rotten shame to see him in this mess !
I'll probe this mystery to the bottom, and save
Mr. Kingswood from his enemies!

“What’s that ? ”’ came a mumbling inquiry
from Church.

Handforth started.

“Go to sleep!’ he growled. “ I thought
you and Mac had dropped off long ago.”

“My hat! Were you talking to yourself,
“then t  asked the sleepy Church, in wonder.

“I wasn’t talking at all, ass!’’ snapped
‘Handforth. o

Church subsided, and Handforth waited
impatiently. It seemed ages to him before
his chums were hreathing regularly in healthy
slumber. With infinite caution, Edward Oswald
crept out of bed, alipped into bis clothes, and
stole out of the little dormitory.

He had ahieady decided upon his plan of
action. It would be a wrong policy to watch
the Head’s House for Mr. Kingswood to legve.
He might have left already—he might get out
,by the back door, or a window. Handforth
could not possibly watch the whole House.

But by going to the ramshackle cottage, he
would be in a much better position. He could
get thore first, and conceal himself somewhere
within.

The night was fittingly dark for sach an
adventuce, Heavy clouds obscured the sky,

. Handforth did—he approached.

but, fortunately, there was no rair. A fairly
strong wind blew inland from the sea, and i1t
sighed and moaned through the trees,

Hanrdforth made up his mind, years ago, that
when he grew up he would be a detective. A
rcally great dctectivo. Sherlock Holmes and
Sexton Blake and Nelson Lee, ell rolled into
oae. And therc was nothing like early training.
The more detective work Handforth could do
at school, the better., And when that detcctive
work involved the saving of the headmaster
himself from desperate criminals—well, it was
an eaterprise worthy of his powors.

In this spirit Handforth took a short cut
across the meadows towards the wild back-
water of rural country which stretched away
behind Bellton Wood. He kept a sharp look-out
on the way—in case be should accidentally
run up against Mr, Kingswood, or some of the
members of the gang.

But for all the sign of human life that Hand-
forth saw he might have been the only human
being in this little rustic world.

Thus he came, at length, to the half-ruined
cottage. He wasn’t sure whether the place
had the reputation of being haunted, but he
thought it fairly likely. It was just the kind of
cottage, he thought, that would be likely to
have mysterious happenings.

With cae-like tread— although 1t is hardly
probable that any self-respecting cat would
have broken the weeds underfoot as noisily as
Perhaps it
was fortunate that he paused, near tho over-
grown hedge of the cottage garden, to take a
careful survey of the scene. For it was while
ho was standing motionless there, concluding
that he had never seen such a mysterious-
looking building in all his life, that he heard
from a belt of trees near by the unmistakable
sound of a whistle, -

“My only hat!’ breathed Handforth,
quivering. ‘A signal!”

It was certainly an unusual kind of signal,
for the whistler was indulging in an old-fashioned
ballad melody. And presently he came in
sight, from beyond the trees—ard Handforth
recognised the burly, bulky figure of the
Fighting Head.

Mr. Kingswood was not whistling now. He
approached the cottage boldly, making straight
for the tumble-down doorway.

He entered, and then followed a sudden
crashing fall, accompanied by a gasping shout.
After that—silence.
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Handforth strained his ears, but a stronger
rust of wind than usual whistled noisily through
he noighbouring troes, and drowned every
ther gound. And from the cottage there was
hat Ssame ominous silence. Not a light was
howing. The place remained uncannily quiet.

“A trap ! ” panted Handforth, his imagina-

iop getting into high gear. ‘ Somebody was
Naitinf in the cottage—and when the Head
valked in——"’

S0 dreadful was the picture which Handforth
ronjured up in his mind that he was startled
oy 1t. Perhaps more than one nian had been
vaiting—perhaps two or three. The Head
nadn’t had a chance, |

The amateur sleuth could stand the strain
no longer. Throwing all caution to the winds,
he ran to the cottage doorway and peered
within. The interior was black and silent.

“ Mr. Kingswood !’ called Handforth, in a
rautious undertone.

No reply.

‘“ Is there anybody here ? '’ demanded Hand-
forth, raising his voice.

Still no reply.

He was about to plunge in when a thought
occurred to him. Mr. Kingswood had met with
disaster because of the darkness, DBut Hand-
forth—Ilike ail efficient detectives—-had pre-
pared himself with a powerful electric torch.
He pulled it out of his pocket, and pressed the
switch. |

A beam of wnite light shot into the untidy
space which had once been the cottage’s front
parlour. » Grass and weeds grew up between the
crevices of the ancient bricks which lined the
floor.

But Handforth saw nothing of this. His
attention had become riveted upon something
else——and he stared with fascination and horror,
For there, on the bricks, almost at his feet,
was an imprint of a hand—and it was wet
and red in the torchlight.

The Red Stains!
¢ H, my goodness!’ panted Handforth
faintly. |
He was more shocked than he

could express. He had suspected from
the first that Mr. Kingswood had met with some
misadventure. But this! There could be no
mistaking the grim significance of that blood-
red handprint. |

“Mr. Kingswood!"”
hoarsely.

Only the echoes of his own voice came back
to him,

““ They’ve got him—they either stunned him,
or killed him?  he muttered feverishly. ‘‘ Then
they must have dragged him out at the back,
and—and Yes, that’s it | They’re dragging
him down to the river ! ”’

There was no back door—only an empty
space. Handforth dashed through, but presently
when he came to the river, there was not a sign
of any living soul. In some mysterious way,
Mr. Kingswood had been spirited off. And now
Handforth turned his thoughts in another
direction. In this moment of crisis he was not
8o self-reliant as he had been.

“Help! That’s it!’ he muttered.
got to fetch help ! ”

yolled Handforth

“I’ve
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1t was natural that he should dash for the
school. Arriving there out of breath, it was
rather & wonder that he did not dash up and

clang the firebell, or yell at the top of his voice
and arouse the whole school.

What he actually did was to get into the
Ancient House through the window of Study
D, which he had left unlatched. He raced up-
stairs, burst into the dormitory, and awoke
Church and McClure by the very flurry of his
entrance.

“ Great Scott!” gasped Church, sitting up
in bed. *It’s—it'e Handy—fully dressed |
What’s the matter ? »’

“ The Head ! *’ gurgled Handforth. ‘‘ Quick—
get dressed—come ! ”’ -

““ But what's the matter ?

“Dead ! ”

“What!” gasped Church and McClure in
one voice. |

‘“ The Head—murdered ! ”

“You’re mad! > said Church horrified. ¢ How
the dickens can you be sure——"

“T tell you, I heard it—and then I saw the
immprint of the hand,’’ said Handforth, gulping !
““An imprint—in blood! Oh, my goodness
It’s—it’s awful ! ”’

“Well, it’s a jolly good thing you came
straight to us,’”’ said McClure, who knew exactly
how Handforth’s imagination could run away
with him. ‘ Buck up, Churchy—we’d better
get into some togs and go with him.”

‘““That's it ! ’ said Handforth, who was now
slightly calmer. ‘° While you're getting dressed
I’ll rush down to Old Wilkey and wake him up.
Then he can ring up the police, and "

““ Not likely ! " interrupted Mac. * We don’t
want Old Wilkey in this—or the police, either,
Churchy and I will go with you, old man!”

‘““But you don’t realise how serious it is,”
ejaculated Handforth. *‘ The Head—killed !
At least, if he wasn’t killed, he must have been
badly injured !’

““You’re. altering your yarn already,” said
Church, with a sniff.

“ Those crooks got him——"’

““ Which crooks ? "

* The gang that he had been mixed up with,
of course!”

“What gang ? ™

“Oh, my hat! You make me tired ! said
Handforth. “I didn’t see the rotters, and 1
didn’t hear them, either. But when the Head
went into that cottage he was whacked on the
skull with a cudgel or something. I tell you I
saw the bloodstains on the floor. I’m going to
ring up the police——"

‘“ And let the police claim all the credit ? ”’
intorrupted McClure cunningly. ‘ That’s a fine
thing to do ! ”

(43 Eh ? ??

‘“ Far better for us to go with you, Handy,
and then we can rescue Mr. Kingswood our-
selves,’”’ went on the Scottish junior. ‘‘ Ready,
Churchy ? Good! Let's go!"

They did not allow Handforth to talk. They
whirled him downstairs, and soon they were all
out in the open, and proceeding at the double
for the ruined cottage. Handforth’s chums were
by no means satisfied that Mr. Kingswood had
met with disaster. Before they informed any-
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body else—particularly the police—they meant
to have a look at the scene themselves.

And as they went, Handforth found time—
and breath—to explain how he had got on the
track, and how he had waited for the Head to
arrive.

‘*“ The very fact that Mr. Kingswood came to
the cottage proves that I was on the right
scent ! ”’ he argued. ‘' Why should the Head
come to that cottage ? Why should he leave
such notes? I tell you there’s something
squiffy about the whole giddy business !

Church and McClure, for the first time, began
to feel uneasy. Handforth- had been talking
earnestly, and his story had the unmistakable
ring of truth. He had exaggerated, of course,
but his yarn, in the main, was a recitation of
fact.

‘“ Here we are,”” muttered Church suddenly.
“ We shall soon know now !

They were in sight of the cottage, and ap-
proaching, they found nothing to occasion them
any alarm.

“Sure you weren’t dreaming, Handy ? "’
murmured Church, pausing.

“Don’t be an ass! I’'ll show you
Handforth.

Producing his electric torch, Handforth
switched it on.

““No sense in messing about here,” he said
fiercely. *‘ Let’s rush the place !

They ran in and the first thing they saw was
that ominous handprint still gleaming red.

*“ There you are—look ! ’* panted Handforth.

There were some other stains, too—in one
place a considerable pool. And suddénly McClure
sharply sniffed the air.

The next moment he ran forward, bent down
and, to Handforth’s horror, touched that
dreadful stain with one of his fingers—and then
applied the reddened fingor to his nose.
~ “You hopeless fathead ! ” said Mac wither-
ingly.

'Y El.l ? &)

“You imbecile !

*“ Look here——"

“You dud detective!' roared McClure.
“ What do you think of yourself ! Dragging us
out of bed, and getting us here on this idiotic
wild goose-chase ! -

“But—but I don’t understand !’ gasped
Handforth feebly. ‘‘ All that blood on the

| 9
[
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floor "
“Blood !’ roared McClure. ‘“ This 1isn’t
blood, you chump ! ”

‘“ Not—not blood !’ burbled Handforth, in
& voice which was almost a squeak.

* It’s paint—common or garden red paint ! »

“ Whaaaat !

“You and your bloodstains !’ proceeded
McClure witheringly. ‘° Why didn’t you look
over against that wall ? " he added, pointing.
*“ Flash your light there now ! »

Handf’c')rth, hke a fellow in a dream, did so.
And he was staggered, and mortified, to see a
dirty bld paint pot tipped over on its side. Near
1t and farther away were two pools of the same
crimson stickiness.

" Well I'm blowed ! !’ said Handforth blankly.

Church was grinning.

Well, it’s lucky we didn’t arouse the giddy
school ! ” he said fervently.

Handforth wilted visibly, but he soon re-
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covered from the shock, and within a minuteé or
two he was practically himself again. R

“ Well, thank goodness the Head hasn’t been
murdered ! ”’ he said coolly. *‘ But this doesn’t
make any difference to my suspicions,” .my
sons.”’ -

““ He’s hopeless, Mac,’’ said Church wearily.

“It’s clear enough that the Head came in
here, in the dark, and he stumbled over that
paint pot,” went on Handforth. * That’s what
I heard and, naturally, I mistook the commotion
for something else. I thought the Head had been
attacked. While I was waiting against the
hedge, he must have gone out by the back way.”

“I’m not satisfied that the Head was here at
all 1’ said McClure.

‘““ But he was,” insisted Handforth. ‘ And
how do you account for it ¢ Why should Mr.
Kingswood come here, in the middle of the
night, falling over paint pots, and making me
believe that he had been murdered ?! And
what about that dispatch-box ? 1It’s gone'!
Don’t you see ! He came here, and he took that
dispatch-box away! There was something
in 1t.”

‘“ What could, have been in it ? »’

“The stuff ! ” 'said Handforth impressively.

*“ The which ?” .

* Don’t you remember what I told you about
that note !’ continued Handforth. ‘ The
Head said he would come back later and he
expected to find the stuff. Well, he must have
found it.” | 3

““ And you came along—and found a mare’s
nest ! >’ said Church coldly.

At the same time, both Church and McClure
were compelled, with justice, to admit that the
circumstances were queer. It was not their
business, of course, to spy into the headmaster’s
affairs ; but it did seem strange that he should
engage upon these nocturnal jaunts.

And at last Handforth’s chums were ready to
acknowledge that Mr. James Kingswood, in
addition to bging a fighting man, was something
of a mystery man. -

. The Head Hits Out! |
QUITE uncons&ious of Handforth's acti-

vities—which was just as well for his

peace of mind—Mr., Kingswood was

walking back towards St. Frank’s by
way of the main road.

Whatever the name of his recent mission,
his thoughts were not dwelling on it. He was
rather amused, than otherwise, by his mis-
adventure with the paint pot.

He recalled something he had seen near the
river during daylight. One of the villagers had
been busy with a rowing boat, which was
propped, bottom side up, near the stream. And
the villager had been engaged upon the task of

giving the boat a new coat of vivid paint.
Evidently the man had decided, owing to the
rain, to abandon his project—and he had put

his paint in the cottage, rather than carry it
all the way home.

** He might, at least, have placed it safely
out of the way, so that nobody would stumble
over it, as I did,” mused Mr. Kingswood.
‘“ Well, he will have to pay for his carelessness
bv buying some more paint. I don’t think that
I am called upon to shoulder any responsibility.,’?
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During the course of his night jaunt, the Head
had eome out on the main Bannington Road.
He was now approaching Bellton, which lay
lack and sleeping in front of him.

Suddenly a figure, which had been leaning
against a gateway, lurched out upon the road.
He did so drunkenly, and he came reeling
unsteadily towards Mr. Kingwood.

“Oh! Thought you’d get past me, huh!”
same a thick, threatening voice. * Where’s—
money ?

‘“ Steady, my friend,’”” said Mr. Kingswood
quietly. * You’d better pull yourself together.”

“ Gimme money ! *’ shouted the other, with
sudden fury.

It was very glcomy, but the Head could see
that this man was no ordinary tramp. Cer-
tainly, he appeared to be much the worse for
drink. He was dishevelled, too, and he must
have been out in the might for some time.

* Can’t get away from me, you rat ! '’ snarled

tho fellow. ‘‘ Where’s that money ? Better
hand it over quiet, or—or "

“Or what?? asked Mr. Kingswood
ominously.

“T'll lay you out—that’s what ! " muttered

the other, his voice thick.

And as he spoke he lunged out with his right.
With the skill of experience, Mr. Kingswood
side-stepped, allowing the fist to pass harmlessly
over his shoulder.

“Dodge, would you ?!” roared the man.
“ All right ! Come on—we'll fight it out ! "

He attacked with a ferocity which took
Fighting Kingswood by surprise. And in spite
of the man’s unsteady condition, it was obvious,
from the very first, that he was a past-master
in the noble art of self-defence. And thcre was
something about his dim figure—something
about his voice—which awoke a chord in the
Head’s memory.

*“If you want to fight, my friend, I'll give you
one !’ said Mr. Kingswood grimly. * But
you'd better understand, right away, that I
don’t give money to people who threaten me on
the highway !

Crash ! __

- Hie fist, with terrific force behind it, caught
the fellow on the chin, aud he reeled back
gasping,

But he could take his punishment well,
Recovering rapidly, he charged again. It was
like the onrush of a maddened bull. And the
next moment the pair was going at it hammer
and tongs, fighting desperately.

Crash! Thud! Crash!

Mr. Kingswood saw no reason why he should
prolong this unpleasant scene. In rapid suc-
cession he delivered a right-hander on the man’s
ear, then a left-hander on the point of his chin,
and another right-hander squarely in the centre
of his chest. The fellow, bewildered by this
attack, staggered back, stumbled and sprawled
full length in the road.

He lay there motionless.
~_“T’'m sorry, but you asked for it !’ said Mr.
Kingswood gruffly, ‘ If you hadn't been drunk
you wouldn't have threatened me——""

Then he suddenly caught his breath in.

He had gone down on one knee beside the
fallen man, and he had struck a match. He
could clearly see the features of the fellow now—
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strong, unhandsome features, but in no way
vicious or brutal,

“Kid Williams!" said the Head, taking
a closer look. “ Kid—Kid! What does this
mean ? *’ "

He was greatly shocked. The discovery
startled him—and pained him more. For the
man he had knocked out was, indecd, Kid
Williams, a very well-known pugilist and, to
the best of Kingswood’s knowledge, a thoroughly
decent man. It was the Kid, in fact, who had
helped Fighting Jim in his owna training, at
Rydehouse, his old school, before the big fight
for the Amateur Heavyweight Championship
of England—which Mr. Kingswood had won.
Kid Williams had been one of his most trusted
sparring partners.

“This is most distressing !’ muttered the
Head, as he hoisted the other from the road,
and supported him.

Mr. Kingswood was somewhat perplexed for
he knew Kid Williams as a simple, trustworthy
fellow without an ounce of harm in his whole
make-up. Heo had always found the man to be
as honest as the day and, moreover, a teetotaller.

Mr. Kingswood suddenly bent down and
sniffed at the Kid's face. A hard light came
into his eyes, for there was no tell-tale odour
of liquor. Perhaps the Kid had not been
drunk, after all ? |

“Well, I'm not going to leave you here,
Kid,” said Mr. Kingswood, coming to a sudden
decision. ‘““There’s something mysterious
about the whole affair, and I want to get to the
root of it, Come along ! Think you can stand ? "

But the man was more or less helpless. And
the Head realised that he must have delivered
a real knock-out.

With a sudden heave he got the man across
his shoulder, an oloquent testimony of his
strength. Then he strode off with the burden
without any apparent inconvenience.

“I'm taking you up to the school, my
friend,” said Mr. Kingswood calmly. “I
believe there’s some satisfactory explanation
that you can give me.”

The boxer, who was only semi-conscious,
merely grunted. But a little further on, recover-
ing somewhat, he was able to carry himself on
his own legs.

But he was still very unsteady. Mr., Kings.
wood was obliged to hold him tightly, and to
steer him.

Thus they arrived at St. Frank’s, The Head
opened the gate with his own key, and soon
they were off across the silent Triangle.

One of the windows of the KEast House
had been pushed cautiously open, and a figure
crouched thero, watching.

It was Mr. Horace Pycraft !

““Oh-ho!” muttered the resentful Form-
master. “ So the esteemed Mr. Kingswood
comes home in the middle of the night with
intoxicated conmpanions! By heaven! And
that 18 the man who had the utter audacity
to lecture me ! ”

From that moment onwards there was to be
another amateur detective on Fighting Jim
Kingswood’s trail !

(Don’t miss reading next week’s chapters
of this splendid school story. The Head
causes another surprisc in his efforts to
wouke up St. Frank’s.)
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Gather Round, Chums!

The Editor’s Weekly Pow-Wow !

My DeaR READERS, [
The other day I
received a4 nasty

shock, altheugh, |
snust say, the out-

come of it pleased
me rather. T was [@F DANVIAS §
going to lunch, with INSgY LY

pleasant thoughts of &
a nice steak, when a XK
terrific  report  rent [N
the air, almost shat. E2IZ
tering my ear-drums,

and, [ must eonfess,
making me nearly
jump out of my skin. I have heard nothing
quite like 1t sinee the davs of the Great War.
1 looked round for the cause of the awful noise,
and discovered 1t was a lorry that had back-
{ired on passing me.

But what T was coming to, and what
astonished me at first, was the apparent

inditfferenee to the explosion of a young lad

walking along in front of me, his head bent
reading a periodical.  He gave not the slightest
start, and never even looked up.

" The story that lad is reading must be very
interesting, ' [ thought. so as I pasged T glaneced
at the book he was reading. Then [ smiled
with satisfaction, for it was a copyv of the
NELSON LEE in which he was so absorbed.

It was some compensation for the shock T
had had, and it was real-life proof of the point
1 have stressed again and again—that for
sheer reader-interest the stories in the NELSON
LEE are second to none.

NEXT WEEK’S SPLENDID PROGRAMME.

Next Wednesday’s thrill-packed. book-length
yarn of Nelson Lee and Nipper will, I am sure,
compel your interest just asx much as did the
story the lad 1 have mentioned was reading.
The title of this magnificent novel is “ SOUTH
SKEA LOOT!”

Nelson l.ee undertakes one of the most
baffling casex of his adventurous career when he
investigates an amazing and brutal robbery
which oecurs in Llondon. A night watchman is
murdered, and the onlv article stolen iz a
grisly skull, a relic which had once adorned the
hut of the chief of a tribe of South Sea head-
hunters. Why should the thief want to steal a
skull 7 For what reason could he want it ?
These and other problems Nelson [.ee has to
solve, and you’ll enjoy immensely the workman-
like way the fameas detective goes about the
case, and the thrilling adventures in which he
and Nipper are involved in the South Sea.
Don’s miss this yarn.

Then there is another grand instalment of
our _toppm{.'; school tale-—“ WAKING UP ST.
FRANK'S!” The contest for the Kingswoed
Belt, which the Head has put up for the bexst
boxer in the lower school at St. Frank’s, has
aroused keen interest among the juniors—
80 much so, that even Archie Glenthorne decides
to go into training for the competition.

Noew we’ll have a few hearty laughs from the

Jokes whieh have earned for their senders
handsome prizes,

! Letters to the Egditor _ A
- should be addressed ! .
to NELSON LEE LIBRARY, Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

Lady (to bus cen-
ductor): ‘““ Do yon
stop at the Grand
Hotel 7 7

Conductor : *‘ No,
/N ma‘am, not on my
TN W salary.”

(. S. Naern, 8,
Timpron Street, Edge
H:l, Liverpool. 1A
Penkinife.)

——

Coach: “1I can
only see one obstacle
im the way of your
cetting the avicket every time.”

Enthusiastie Bowler: ¢ And what’« that ?

Coach ; ** The bhatsman.” |

(P, Marsh, . Southfield,” Bloomfield Road,
Bath, SNomerset. A penknife.)

[ P . E——

A Frenchman visiting his English friend’s
housze noticed on arriving that his friend had a
very savage-looking dog, which barked furiously
as he approached.

“ The dog won’t hurt you,” said the French-
man s friend. " There’s a proverb ‘ Barking
dogs don’'t bhite.” ™

" Yes,” said the ¥Frenchmnan, “I know ze
proverb, vou know ze preoverb, but ze dog---
does he know ze proverh ?

(K. Paget, The Shawbury School, Shustuke,
nr. Birmongham, A Penkriife.)

A city man, out for a walk in the country,
was crossing a meaxiow in which there was a
fierce-lookimg bull.

“I sayv,’ he shouted, turning
hand in an adjoining field. *‘1Js
here quite safe 97

“ Well,” returned the farm-hand, I reckon

to a farm-
this buwll in

he's a lot safer than yvou are just now. Run,
sie, run !’
(FE. Waddell, Nishi Suma, Naka ke noshita,

No. 19, Kobe, Japan. A Grand Prize.)
- -

Our 10,000 Gift Plan Result.

Our recent huge coupon-collecting scheme,
in winch manyv thousands of Fine Gift Books
were offered. proved a tremendous success,
and as a result readers all over the country
are now cnjoving the topping books they
have won.

We congratulate them on the n.any mag-
nificent totals of points =scored—prizes were
awarded for totals ranging from 32,700, sent
by H. Leggetter, of Luton, down to 3.000-
and we only regret that it 1s not possible ro
give all their names in the paper. All prizes
for Home readers were, however. sent off
promptly. and also personal letiers from rthe
Editor to all unsuccessful entrants.

The remaining 500 of the Prize DBook-
offered are, of "course, being reserved fo:
Overseas readers—for whom there 1s a laier
closing date—and these will be awarded and
sent as soon as possible after that dare.

p—
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THE CASE of the KING'S SPY!

(Continued from page 37.)

im a home for
present moment.”’

“Let’s hope he stops there,” said Nipper
erimlyv.  “PBut how about Baron Rodanofl?
Anv news of himn?”

“Yes, Nipper, and of
Jimmy has succeded in his task and there
will not be war in Lurope just yet. The
baron and his confcderates were escorted out
of the country two dayvs ago. He's on the
Continent now, and he has zent me this.”

Nipper took the slip of papep with a look
of wonderment.

“Why,” he
one hundred pounds!
“With Baron Rodanoff’s
what the dickens does he mean by

“Well, we had a hitle bet together.
Nipper, and 1 happened to win. It must
have been a shoek to him. He was arrested
that night as he stepped out of the door-
way at Dalgretty’s on to the pavement.  He
kuew, then. that he had lost. DBut, il his
wayv, he’s not a bad sort, ‘and was onlyv doing
the job his country paid him fo do, just as
Jimmy Stonc does for us. - He's honourabis
cnough to payv his debts. at anyv rate. 1
hope I meet him agam some dayv.”

mental  deficients at  the

Jimmy  Stone.

¢i gt

exclammed. “1t’s a cheque for
What does 1t say here?
complimentsy” Now,
that?”

THFE NELSON LEFE LIBRARY

Jut Baron Rodanoff  did noL deem 1
a(l\mlblc to visit England agattl,

Jimmy Stone returned, however, and . was

given a long holiday, which he" bég’zjri" by
marrving Miss Laura Valentine, tde famous

actress. The newspapers muade much of the
happy occasion, because Miss Valentine was

a’ popular favourite. They did -not  guess
that a far more exciting drama lay l)ehmd
that 1tem of news.

Ncelzon Lee and Nipper atte 1(10(1 fhe ceye-

mony, and made thenr preszent to the happy
pawr. : - .
When they returned from  their  honey-
moot. Jinmmy Stone. the King’s Npyv, and his
beautiful * wife, paid Nelson Lece a  special
visit to thank him. and Nipper for all. the

forget MWoif ;- lmt
o lll.mt v M%at'an

had done. Nor did they

the only present thar the
really d])})lC(iatm’l was jump sugar from , the
fingers of the lovely actress, “afrer, \\hl(h he
streteched himself on the aug.at’ hm feet and
went  to’ sleep. o As far as thev “ecould | tell,
Wolf . had - fm "urwn‘l] i hnm" baboon” ha

4 M-

fought 1 the s:ll)r(lltm((ln passage. andd ﬂl(“y’

were not o oanxinis to revive the mc-mon* of
~the mehtmare. ‘
THE END. ,
(*SOUTH SIi1 LOOT !’ — porcerful

Hirill-pacl:ed novel of clever deteciive work
and South Sea cdventure—in weat” Wed-
nesday’s issue.  Order ygour copy yt_ouf.)

GROSE'’S, Ludgate Circus, LONDON.
FOOTBALL JERSEYS

All Colours and Designs.

1 2/9 per doz.

SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED LIST
POST FREE.

GEO. GROSE & CO., 8; New Bridge St,,London, E.C.4

XMAS CLUBS

SPARE TIMI: AGENTS WANTED
For oldest. largest and best elub.
Chocolates, Tovs, Fancy Goods. cte.  Over 700

articles.” No outlay—FExcellent commiission.  Write

for Art Catalogue and full particulars.

SAMUEL DRIVER Ltd.,
STAMMERING. | 005, ook

let * free,= privately —SPPCIALIST Dept. A.P.,
28.  Dean Road. London, N.W.2 _

MAN-SIZ My Two TlHustrated Books show a

simple, quick way to be TALLER
and STRONGER.: Write TO-DAY for FREE copics-and
Bl MAN-RTIZL.

Burton Road,
LEEDS.

CARNE Institute, Rhiwbina, Cardiff, S. W.
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Be sure to mentlon The NELSON LEE
LIBRARY when communicating with
advertisers.

Write for my free Bar?m Y
J.ists .of . the best

BRITTQH cycles.r14 DAYS’

APPROVAL, . CARRIAGE
PAID, Cash price £3 108."
I or terms.« All-. accessories
FRJ:E Value 21/, ----

en“‘

Your Hught increascd.in 14 daw

BE TALL- or Moncey Bdlk*(“)!ll])‘l' O ‘Conrse,

5/'-. Booklet free privately —STBBBING SYSTEM
28,. Dean Road, LONDON«~N:W.2.. .

AGENTS WANTED to sell. PRIVATE CHRIST
MAS CARDS. Maguificent colleetion of be autiful € Tavdas,

Sample Book free. Highest commission . Vaiuable prizes,
‘\pph Denton Ltd., Dept. D. 29,‘A(«111|’rt<m K

Shyness, “Nerves " Self- -consciousness,

BL H Worry Habit, Unreasonable Fears, etc.
9 cured or money back ! Complete Course

, Details.—L. A. Stebbing, 28, Dean Road, London, N.W.2,

BE TALLER!:

q’"?\-

*"5. ? e

Imuased my.own hught to 61t
tins. Treaunent £2.2s.—Detai's

2*(] stamp.—A: B, M. ROSNS,

Hceight Specialist, SCARBOROUGH, ENGLAND.

Handsome Men Are Slightly Sunburnt.—‘ S1°N.
BROXNZIE ? remarkably mmproves appearance sl 6"-2 9.
7.000 Testimonials, (Booklet, stamp.)—Sunbronze Tabors -
torics (Dept. A7), Colwyn Bay, Wales. ~ 2 (Est#19N2.)
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I{(glxtcr(d for transmission hv Canadian magazine post.
5/6 for six months,
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