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THE WAR FACTORY MYSTERY;

! .  Or ..

THE MAN FROM KRUPP'S.

How Nelson Lee, in his capacity of Inspector of

Government Factories, discovered a vast conspiracy

in connection with the War, and brought the
conspirators to book.

A e R - s - e s

CHAPTER 1.

‘““ A Strange and Serious Shortage in Outpu-t.”
—The Man from Krupp's. |

ITARP and shrill rang the tclephone bell in Nelson Lee's chumbers.
The famous detectivo answered it himself. lle held a brief conver-
sabion with someone at the other end of the wire, then laid down the

receiver.

“ I'm wanled at the office of the Miuister of Munitions, Nipper,”” he said.
“I must go at once.”

‘“ My word, sir, Mr. Lloyd George hasn’t given you much rest gince he
appoiunted you an Inspector of Government Factories a few weeks ago.”’

** This isn‘t a time for rest, my boy, but for work. We've all got to put
our backs into it o finish this war. That's why. knowing my engineering
experience might Le useful, I voluntcered my services. Fetch me a taxi.”

In a minute, he was whirling along the Gray's Inn Road. along Holborn,
and through a maze of streets to Whitchall Gardens. Alighting, he entered
the offices of the Minister of Munitions, N

“ Mr. Lloyd George expects me,’” be said, handing his card to the official
who came forward. ' ]

“ Ah, ves, you are Mr. Nelson Lee. AMr. Lloyd George has been called
away to a conference with the Prime Minister, bul he has deputed Siv
Reeveley Chart to see you, sir. Will you please step this way?"’ )

Quickly—everything was brisk and thorough here-—the detective was
ushered into an inner room, where Sir Reeveley Chart. one ot the Minister's
rieht-hand men. awaited him. He plunged into business at once.

%I believe, Mr. Lee. that in your tour of inspection of factories, youn
included Bordwell’s Small Arms and  Ammunition Factory down at
Blackfield.” o .,

“MPhat is so, and duly made a preliminary report. °

«1 have it here. \We have been discussing it, and it 1s the reason for the
Minister's sonding l'or%_\'oun.” l

“ Anything wrong, Sir Reeveley?’’ _

“” \-Vc) l‘o:\ruthcre is. Look at this Table of Output.” Ile passed the deteclive
a blue paper. ‘“Over two thousand hands are employed, yct the number
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of rifles, shells, nnd smaller ammunition is barely half what it should
be.”’ .

‘““ Thi» is grave indecd,” snid Leo, with grave cyes fised wpon the paper.
I am at a loss to account for it.”

*‘I'hey were rnnning at full speed when you wero down there?’*

“ Duy and night—double shifts, Not a lathe or machine idle.”

“Do the men drink?”’

“ No. ‘There may be a slacker here and there, but the bulk of them are
aplendid fellows—good, houest, hardworking Yorkshiremen.”

*““That makes the affair all the more inexplicable. Beyond all gueastion,
Lhere is a strange and serious shortage in output, and the reason for it must
be discovered. \ill you take the matter in hand?”’

“T will go down to Yorkshire at once.” . :

‘I'wo hours later, Nelson Lee and Nipper were in o fast train bound for
Blackfield. The detective was deep in thought. The shortage of which
the Minisler of Munitions complained was indeed as mysterious as it was
serions, and Lhe more he thought over it, the more it puzzled him.

“I1f they were a hard drinking lot, .I could understand it.”” he said {o
Nipper. ** Bul I could find no signs of that when I was at Blackfield threo
weeks ngo.”’

*‘ Perhaps they’ve broke out since, sir. Shouldu’t wonder if the German
ngeuls have been on their favourite lay of treating men so as to hinder work.””
l“'l'lmt, of course, has occurred to me. I must get n look at the time-
shcets.” :

Arrived at Blackficld, he made straight for Bordwell’s factory. As a
Goverument Inspector, he was graciously received by Mr. Jasper Murion,
ithe managing director. From him he learnt that the men were working
aplendidly and keeping regular hours, a fact which the Limne-sheets fully
confirmed.

I'arther corroboration was forthecoming when Lee presently walked through
the workshops, Iere were row on row of whirring and whizzing lathes,
all cngaged 1 their different, highly technical tasks. Various and intricate
these, for, as Lee well kuew, more than fourteen hundred different opera-
tiony go to the making of a single service rifle. Not a sigle lathe was idle,
not o wheel or press or drill or rod, but was fulfilling its part.

It was tho same in the shell and cartridge departments. Every man,
woman, girl, and boy was working at high pressure.

Nelson Lee left the place quite satisfied everything was in order from an
industrial point of view, and more puzzled, in consequence, at the shortage
of oulput,

Ile had left Nipper to await him outside the fanctory gatecs. To his
eurprise he could see nothing of him as he reached tho spot. Looking about
him, his eye almost at once caught sight of a curious mark made in green
chalk upon the pavement. . .

It was the figure one and the letter ““ R *” drawn side by side thus:

=

* A signal from Nipper,” muttered Lee. “ Means he’s gone, and taken
the first turning to the right. Something must be up. I'l follow.

e moved nlonﬁ with a leisurely nir so as not {o attract attention. Turn-
ing 1o the right, he traversed a narrow sireet to the end, his eyes secarching
the pavement every few yards. Right at tho corner, he found the outline of
& bent arrow also made in green chalk.

It gignified that Nipper had gone to the left this time, and Lee at once
followed. IHo now found himsell amid n, maze of railway arches, so dark
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cven in the daytime, ns {0 necessitale the lightinge g

guide pedesirians on their way, : ghting of & lamp or two to
Hore l.ce was compelled to stop, not knowing which of soveral ways Lo

follow. Suddcl:‘l({, as he stood there in mild perplexity, a faint mece-ow us of

somo cat reached his ears.

Ue looked round, and with his cyes growing accustomed lo the glodm.
made out a_figure standing close to the wall in n durk recess.

It was Nipper, and he was beckoning, with one finger on his lips to
cnjoin silence, .

clson Lee stepped into the recess. -

“ What's the matter?”* he whispered.

Nipper pointed to a low door leading to a sort of warchonse bemealh ono
of the arches.

“A man’s pone in there,” he answered in o low tone. “ X followed him
from Bordwell’s factory, where he cvidently works.”

“ What about it? Do you know him?”

“ That's just it. gir. I've scen him somewhere before Lo-day, bul I can't
fix him. Big chap he is, with a square head, and shoxt curly imir."

“And you don’t know’when you saw him before? Was it when we were
al Blackfeld two or three weeks ngo®'”

‘“ No, sir, I'm sure it wasn't, Igt was longer ago than that, and it wasn't
in Blackficld at all. I'm certain of that, but where it was I did secehim I
can't say.”’

“H’m, ils a little curious. I'd like to get a peop of him myself, I
wonder if—"' :

‘“ Back, sir, back,”” whispered Nipper, gripping Lee’s arm. * Ile's coming
out.”

They pressed thomeselves back into the corner.. and watched the man as he
issued from the cavernous archway and locked the door behind him,

It was impossible to see his fealures in the darkness, but Lec woe benl
on getting a clear view of him.

*“Stay here. Nipper.”” he said, and hurried after the man. )

Nipper waited lor five minutes, then Nelson Lee eame back. The detec
tive's face rarely betrayed his feelings, but there was o look of most wnusual
excitement in it now.

‘“ Well, sir?"

“You were quite right, my boy. You had scen the fellow before, and
so had I. It was nearly two years ago at Fssen, in Germany.”

‘““ Where Krupp’s factory.is?”’ ]

“Yes. It wns ot Krupp’'s you saw him. Lle was an overseer in one of
the shell shops. He’s a German, and his name is Wolfram Sachs !

‘A Germnn from Erupp's, and working in a British ammuuition factors!
What can it mean, sic?”’

‘“ Mischief, Nipper, that’s what it means!" said Lee, with emphasis. “ I
shouldn’t wonder if we haven't struck a clue to the shortage of output.
Wolfram Sachs is a man we must watch!”’

‘“ How will you do it, sir?” .

“ By getting n job at Bordwell's factory myaelf. The presence of Ll
‘man Sachs, here in Blackfield, is most strange, and we must not leave a
stone unturned to find out what it wmeans.” ) ]

Nelson Lee lost no time. Im an excellent disguise, and in the rele of an
engineer, he presented himself at Bordwell's factory the mext mornivg, and
applied for a job.

Ie was inforwmed he must sce Mr. Peler Mott, one of the foremen. On
being conducted to Motl's oftice al the end of ono of the big workshops, he
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wie somewhal surprised 1o find thut the individual who went by this namo,
war vo other than \Wolfram Sachs.” .

** 80 he poscs as o real Englishman,” thought Leo, and forthwith mado
his application for work, - .

“ Nothing for you,” said Mott curtly, as he cyed the applicant up and
down with iis ghrewd, narrow cyes, . )

“ But I thought youn conld do with extra hands—there’s n notice up.”

‘“That’s for cartridge fillers,”” said Mott shiftily. “ We've no vacancy
for enginecrs. Good-day !* . . . )

“ No go.” said Lee to Nipper presenlly when he rejoined him outside.
“ I saw Sachs, He calls himself Mott—DPecter Mott. IlIe scems to have tho
engnging of all the engincers, and cvidently likes to sclect his own men.
He fichts altogether shy of me."” o

*“It’s the look in your cye, 'sir. However you mq.F disguise youraclf,
there's always something in your optics that tells a shilty customer to look
out for himself, if he’s only clever cnough {o sece it. Mott must have
secn it,” : ,

“ Maybe s0,”” said Lee. “‘ He's shrowd and suspicious enough anyway.
But we're not at the end of our resources yet. Since I can’t get a job in
the factory, you must.’> <

“I'm willing, sir, but what as?"’ .

‘A cartridge-filler. They’'re short of hands in that department, and with
Tuck you’ll get taken on.”

* Right ho, sir. I'll bave a amack at it straight away.” e

Tauck was to favour Nipper. In the namo of Harry Watkins, he madg
np‘plicntion for a job as a ** filler,”’ and was enga there and then.

‘ Good,”” said Lee, when he heard the news. ** Now we can get to work,
It's up to you, my lad, to find out all you can, especially about Mr. Peter
Mott, inside the factory. As for me, I must do the best I ean ouside,™

—

CHAPTER 1II.-

What Nipper Saw in the Padlocked Room.

N four days Nipper had become quite an expert at his new job. He had
also struck up a friendly acquaintance with a good-natured lad of
nbout sevenleen, named Tom Parsons, who worked next to him in the

cartridge room.-

“My eye,” said Tom, as t]n;ir crossed the factory yard to go to dinuer
together, ** You ain’t half picked up the knack of your work quick. I heard
thic overscer say as you were a quicker hand than many who’ve been at it
for months.” ‘

_““ Very kind of him, I'm sure,” smiled Nipper. “ But I ain’t anything
like as quick as you, Tom, yet. When I am, I shall put in for a rise. DBut
what a lot of stufl Bordwell’s must be turnin’ out.”

‘““ Much as any private firm in England I should thiuk.” said Tom. *‘ Tens
of thousands of shells every week. $till, it’s nothing Lo what we shall be
doing in a fow weeks' time.”

"* What do you mean?” . '

Tom cast his cyes to the top floor of the great factory, and jerked his
thumb over his shoulder.

““Ah, of course, you don’t know what's going on up there,” he said
mysleriously. ‘“Few of the hands do know for that matter. But I happen
Lo know that they're Lesting some wonderful new machines for shell making.
Gol "em lixed up there, they have.’
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_ “Have Lthey really? Havo you scen ‘em, Tom?'™

“No fear. They don’t allow the likes of ua Lo see ‘em. Everybody's
been forbidden to go near thal poart on pnin of instant dismissal, The new
machines are a siriet secret. - Tho top floor's kept padiocked, and Me. Mott
keeps the keys!™

ipper. said no more, but he was profoundly interested. Presently, when
he saw Nelson Lee, he repeated what Tom Parsons had told him,

““This is important, Nipper,” the detective snid. “ Of course. this tlale
abont mew machinery may Le all right, hut it’s quecr that the testing
should be in the hands of Peler Molt, who isn't an ‘]:!nglishm:m at all, but

aner;nun. I wonder if you could manage lo get a peep into the forbidden
place?”

“I'Il have a try, sit.”

‘“Do. You can’t do it during working hours. You'd be at once missed
l'::omtl our place. The attempt must be made after you knock off. Under-
stand?”’

“Yes, sir  I'll hide up somewhere. Then, when the night-shift bave
fairly starled, I'll see if I can get to the top Moor."”

Nipper was not one to let the grass grow under his feet. and he lost no
time. When that evening he knocked off. he did wot leave the faclory with
the rest of the day-shift.  Instead. he hid himsclf behind a pile of
ammunition boxes and remained stowed awany there for some time.

The night-shift traoped in at the gales, and quickly moved to Uheir
appointed plnces. Nipper waited in his hiding-place until the routine of
.the factory was again in full swing, Then, al a moment when the const
wag clear, he crept stealthily out and mounted the stairs.

There were five storeys in the factory, and the four lower ones were busy
enough; but on reaching the top floor Nipper found it quite deserted. Not
ounly that, but every door that he inapected was secured with a padlock.

'1?his was disappointing. He had hoped to find at least ene door unlocked.,
and had planned a way of getting from such a room to some of the for-
bidden chambers by climbing out of one window, working his way along
the gultering wnder the parapel, and so achieving an entrance by means
of another window.

Finding every door. fust kunecked that plan on the haad, and his heart
ank a little.

Not for long, however. Even while he slood reflecling what he should
do, a heavy footstep sounded on the broad. stone stairway. Tu a moment
Nipper shrank back imto a dark corner, and looked in the direclion from
which the sound came.

It was quite dark, but almost immediately Lhe rays of a lontern cut the

loom in half, and, sending wp one mounting shaft of light, lit up a human
gncc. revealing the saturnine Fenturos of Peter Mott, the overseer.

Looking neither to the right nor the left, the man passed quite close to
where Nipper was, and made for a big door in the very middle of the
corridor.

Selecting a key from the Lig bunch he carried. he opened the padlock.
and, with his lantern sicinging in his hand, entered the room, leaving the
door ajur. o .

This was Nipper's chance. If ever he was Lo got a peep inside the forbidden
room, it was now. i
" He moved out from his place of concealment. and. on Liptoe, crossed the
. ecorridor to Lhe door. DPeeping through. he found to his surprise that all
was dark. The man with the lantern had passed right through the room
and.into another. So much could be guessed by the single ray of light
that shone through a door some ten yards away.
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Growing bolder, Nipper enlered the first room. By such dim light as eame
through the grimy windows, he could sec Lhal tho room was filled, not with
machinery, but with stacks and slacks of ammunition, piled up from tho
floor almost lo the ceiling, .

This was strunge. sccivg that stocks of ammunition were supposed to bhe
sent to Government stores as soon as completed. But Nipper had no time
for speculalion just then, The light moved agnin from the iuner room,
and Nipper lde barely time to crouch down behind the great stack of
casos cre Peler Molt once moro appoared. .

Straight {o the ouler door ¢ come, passed through, closed it and rclocked
it.

“ Geewhiz?”’ exclaimoed Nipper lo himself, with a blank look. ‘‘This is
a go! I'm locked in. I wonder what’ll llaJ)pen if Mott comes back and
finds me here? Well, I must risk that. And, as I am here, I may as well
gee all tkare is to be seen.”

Lo h rought an electric torch with him, and, waiting Lill Motl's foot-
sleps had died away, switcbed it on and stared about him. .

es, cascs of ammunition were piled all about, and here, near to him, was
ono the lid of which had not been fastened down. It was three parts full
of cartridges. - Nipper gave a violent start ns he caught sight of them.

No wonﬁgr, for instecad of the cartridges of the gort he had himself been
engaged in making for the British service rifle, these were heavier and
broader in the head.

“ Mauser cartridges!” he ponled, and then wiped his brow, which. bhad
become suddenly moist at this discovery. .

What could it mean? Such ammunilion as Lhis was of no carthly goo
1n the British Army. Il could only be fired from the particular pattern of
rifle used by the Germans! _

Nipper's heart beat fast as his brain got to work. German ammunilion
in a Dritish factory—stacks and stacks of it! What did it mean? Was
the stulf being made there? If so, it was infamous, monstrous, traitorous!

With head throbbing, Nipper passed through the inner door Lo the other
raom. Herc a similar sight met his gaze. Scores and scorcs of ammurition
cngos were piled high—ammunition of the same pattern as that he had

‘examinod.

“They’re making it here!”’ broke from him in lot indignation. “It's
horrible Lo think of. Iere, they're supposed to be working day and night
turning oul cariridges for our own brave fellows v the trcncica, and all
l.l;n time they’re working for the cursed Huns. It’s too horrible to Lhink
ol.” )

Iis blood boiled in his vcins as he thought of the enormity of it all. He
longed 1o go at once to Nelson Lee and tell him of his amazing discovery.
But Lhat was impossible just yet.

“T'm locked in,”” he muttered, with exceeding bitterness. ‘' There's
nothing to do but wait here till Molt comes back again. If he spols me
there’ll be trouble. T shall have to try and dodge him somehow,”

He returned o the outer room, and, selecling a place amid tho stacks of
eares, slrelched himsell at full length.

“IL means ataying here till to-morrow morning most likely. IU'll Le ag
well to got o nap if I can,””

He closed hin eyes, butl for some time his mind was too active for sleep.
Only when at length the stuffy atmosphere pressed upon his brain like a
nurcolic were his excited feclings lulch: and Ii’nc fell to sleep.

Over four hours must have pnssod thus, for when he au(})donly awonke it
wns Lo the deep, solemn hoom of n distaul church clock. It was chiming..

A momentary pause, and it etruck the hour. Two o'clock!
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“ Long Lime to wait yct,” murmilred Nipper. “I'll try and gel to sleep
apgnin, and—-—"’ :

. He broke off with a calch in his breath. A key was praling ; ;
outside, and there also came Lthe mumble of low \y;oicou. € § in the lock

Open came the door, and in came two men—Mott, carrying a lantern ag
before, and another man whom Nipper did not recognise.

*“The vans are below, you say, Nierstein?’ asked Mott in an undertone.

* Waiting in the lnne rendy for tho signal,”” was the reply.

“Then open the platform door and give the signal. We musL get to
work 8o aa to be clear before daylight.”

From where he crouched. Nipper could see the man called Niersiein
approach a wide door facing the strect, take down the heavy bar, and
push Che doors open.

Thia disclosed a small platform gaping over the sireet, with a crane
dnnglinﬁ just overhead. Such an arrangement existed on ecach floor. oy
Nippor knew, and wa= used for the lowering of goods into Lhe street Lelow.
Bul what was the meaning of such work al such an hour.

He was soon to ece. Following a low whistle from Nierslein. there camo
the rumble of heavy wheels below. A covered van had halted Leneath the
platform. At once Mott and his companion got to work. Case after case
of ammunition was dragged {o the platform, made fast by the grappling.
hooks, and lowered by a long ckain lo the waiting van.

Duly the carman gave Lhe signal that the van was full, Asa he drove
off. Mott and Nierstein moved into the inuner room for a brief rest and
refreshment.,

‘“ Now’s my chance,”” said Nipper to himself, and made for the door giving
on to tho enrridor.

To his dismay he found it locked.

At the snme moment, and before he could creep back lo his biding-place,
oune of Lhe men camo back inlo the room.

It was Nierstein, and the first thing he saw was Nipper as he seuttled
away from the door. Vielent wrath flashed in his eyes, as, with an onth, he
made n dash at the youngster. ) ]

But Nipper was ready. With a swift. movemenl lo the right he avoided
the onslanght. and as the ponderous Nierstein lwmbered past landed upon
hiz ribs so heavily with his left as to knock the man completely off his
balance.

Out rushed Peter Mott at the sounds of the scuffle. A revolver gleamed
dully in his hand, and Nipper saw it. Ho saw also thal Mott would not
hesitate to fire, since the sound of a shot in an ammunition factory would
‘attract little attention from the outside world. . .

One chance remained for Nipper. and one alone. As Molt raised hia
pistol hand, he ducked, and, with a leap, gained the little platform
projecting over the street. . .

In an instant he had grasped the cranc-chain, and. agile as a monkey.
was lowering himself swiftly down. o i

One glimpse he got of Deter Molt as, with eyes shining like these of a
fiond and his face all torn with wild rage. he craned over the platform as
far as he dared. Lucky then for Nipper that a sudden fit of giddiness
‘made the villain quickly draw back and clulch the side of the door for
safely, while the revolver dropped from his momenlarily nerveless hand.

But by this time Nieratein had regained his feet. Running forward lo
the platform. he whistled sharply.

Nipper, dangling in wmid-air.” looked up at the sound, then down, as a
second covered van, similar to the fivat, rounded the corver and drew up
immediately-beneath him.
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* JIallo, what's this game?’ cried the carman, dropping bis rcins in
amazement al sight of Nipper. *“ Who the blazes are you?”

**Seize bim, Garker !’ cried Nicrstein, in a hoarse whisper from aloft.
“INe’s a apy! Don't Jet him escape ! . :

The carman leapt from his scat, and, just as Nipper dropped to tho ground,
pounced right upon bim. His beavy fist crashed on to Nipper's left cye
with such force as to send him reeling to the ground. _

On Lo him Garker pounced, one hand gripping his throat to prevent his
shouting. the other grasping his sleeve.

““I've got him !’ he called, looking up. . ] ]

“ Hold him, then, till we come down !"* cried Nicrstein, and disappeared.

“I'll hold him all right—" Garker was beginning, and then stopped
abruptly. ) . .

For in the middle of his spcech someone camo rumning up behind. A
blow on tho jaw made the carman relax his hold, and sent him sprawling.
Then Nelson Lee—the newcomer was no other—stooped quickly, hoisted his
voung assistant to his feet, and whisnered inlo his car:

" Run, Nipper, down this pnssage, fast as you can! It’s our only chance!'s

In 2 moment they were sprinting away as though for dear life.

——ci—

CHAPTER IIlL

Foul Play—The Lone House on the Moor.
WO hundred yards away they pulled up breathless, but safe from
T pursuit. '
““ My word, sir, but you came up in the nick of time,”” said Nipper.
‘*“ Another few seconds, and that fellow would have choked me. How came
you to be on the spot?”’

““I waited about on purpose, fearing that something might happen.
Why did you have to escape by that cranechain? What happened inside
the factory?"”

Nipper expluined. Into Lee’s eyes, as he listened, came a look of deepest
gravity. -~

“ Mguser cariridges!”” he exclaimed. ‘ You are sure?™

** Absolulely, sir; cases and cases of ’em, of exactly the same patlern
o wo saw at Essen (wo years ago. Omne van drove away full of ’em.”

I saw it ﬁo. Nipper, this is a most serious business, and the discovery
youn have made is most important. Do yon think Mott recognised you?”

** Pretty sure he didn’t, sir; it was too dark. And the other cove—Nier-
stein—had never secen me before, neither had the carman.”

‘““All the betler, then. You will be able to go to the faclory as wsual
Lo-morrow morning. DBehave, of course, as if nothing had bappened, and
just keep your eyev and ears open.”

"I can keep my cars open all right, sir,”” said Nipper. ‘“But as to my
left eye, it ain’t no ensy job. That fellow nearly bunged it up when he
landed with his right.”

" Yes, il’s getting black already,” said Lee, scrutinising the damaged
oplic by the light of a street lamp; * but I'll give you something to tako
ihe pnin away presently. Any other damage?”’

* None at all, sir. I feel ne right as a trivet.”

But Nipper had sustained some other damage, as he discovered when on
his way Lo the faclory the next morming. Not physical damage, bLut
shght material damage. A picce of cloth, about an in¢h or so long, was
missing from the sleeve of his tweed coat. .
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That was a small matter, for tho coat was an old one; yet, =3 will be
seen, it wus to prove n fateful matter for Nipper. N

For that evening, as he wns about to leave the factory, he chanced
to como face to face with Peter Mott. The latter scowled at him, aus he
had been wont lo scowl on previous occasions, for, from the first, Nipper,
had been out of favour with the overscer.

But on 4his -nifllt he was not content with scowling.

fl:i‘ Y?'n'rc the chap I want to sce,” he growled.  Come along to my
office.

Nipper felt suspicious, but dare not disobey. To refuse meant the sack,
and to gel the snck meant hampering further investigations. e [ollowed
the overseer without a word.

No sooner were they in the room, than Mott turned the key in the lock.
At the sime moment Nipper beheld Garker, the carman, standing at the
other cnd of the room. .

‘“ Now then, yon young cur,”” hissed Mott, ““ tell me how you came by
that black cye?’’

‘““ Iad a bLit of a dust-up with some bloke on my way home from work
last night,” replied Nipper, with a light attempt at evasion, though his
heari was I:cnl,in$ fast. )

Mott gripp®d him enddenly by the sleeve, drow a small picce of cleth
from his own pocket, and pecred close down into his face.

‘““ And you got vour cont torn at the same time, didn’t you?'' he hizsed,
his face all twisted with fury and hate. ‘ Ilere's the picce. You left it
in the carman’s hands. Who are you—who are you?"

“You alrecady know mmy name. 1t's Harry Watkins.”

“That isn’t your real name at all. Who was the man who came up
and rescued you?’

“Why should I tell you that?"’ retorted Nipper stoutly, despite anm
inward quaking. ‘‘ Let me go!"

“Let you go? No feor! hat were you doing on the top floor of dhis
place at two o’clock in the morning? Curse yon, you're a young spy "

“Let me go!” said Nipper agmin.  And, with a sudden jerk, wrenched
himself free and dashed towards the door.

Too late, he remembered that it was locked!

‘“Open this door and let me——"*

He said no more. With a torrent of oaths, Peter Mott came at him,
He had snatched up a heavy, ebony ruler from his desk, and now whirled
it aloft. . .

Up shot Nipper's arm to ward off the blow. Usecless. The force of tho
downward sweep broke through his gnard, and straight upon his head tle
riler crashed, knocking all the senses clean out of him.

[ ] ] - [ ] (] L] - » .

That evoning, Nelson Lee waited for Nipper's return, and waited in vain.
As hour after hour passed with no sign of his assistant, a dread anxiely
began to fill him. ) L. )

““It may mean they have recognised him as being in the forbidden room
last night. If so, it may have gone hard with the 1)001- Ind. T did wrong
to let him go back to the factory to-day, but I thonght he'd be safe enough.
I wonder il there's been foul play? ~ Ought I to go to the factory and
inquire?”’ . e ae e

Te pondered Lhis question for several minutes. His whole mclmn'l.ml’l
wns to go at omce in search of Nipper, yet what good would that do!
If Nipper had really fallen into the hands of Mott, the latter would
certainly net give himself away.
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On the other hand, a visil from Lee al such a time would reveal his own
identity, and spoil all his plans by putting Mott and the others on their

aard. ’ ’

“ “1 mnst trusl to luck to find poor Nipper safe and sound later on,” ho
decided.  * Mcanwhile, I must pursue another plan.’’

le waited at his lodgings till midunight, still hoping against hope Lhat
the lad might return.  Bul with no sign of him as the clock struck twelve,
he drensed himsell in a shabby old suit, and disguising himself Ly means
of a wig and a scraggy, false beard, slarted forth. _

Muking straight for Bordwell's factory, he took up a poesition in a dark
corner which commanded a view of that side of the building where the
covered van had been loaded up some twenty-four hours before.

Tugide the factory, the night shift were hard on as usual: From the
vavious workshops inside came the whir and whiz of Inthes and other
~machinery, and the low, buzzing sound of hundreds of hauds working at
full pressure at their various tasks.

But in the street all was silent, while the lane rumming out of it was
quite cmnpty.

“Ity early yet.” Tee said to himself. ““The van didn’t appear (ill
lwo o’clock last night. I'll .wait.” . .

e did ro, his purpose being to follow the van lo its destination il
fo-night it again appeared. The secret cartage of so much ammunition
intended for the enemy, was altogether puzzling. \What could they do
with it?  Impossible for them to transport it to Germany or Austria or
‘Turkey. The Dritish Navy, those vigilant sentinels of all the seas, and
safe custodinvs of the Empire, would see to that. A vessel carrying con-
traband of war had only to show itself in the North Sea, or elsewhere, for
it 1o be brought 4o, and convoyod as a prize back to the nearest port.

What, then, could be the meaning of these strange movements? T.eo
wal resolved (o find out, and so waited patiently for the van again to
appear.

Ilia patience was rewarded. At two o’clock, punciual to (he minule as
on the preceding. night, the platform doors opened at the top of the
building, and Nierstein, craning out, gave a low whistle.

At once came n rumble of wheels, and round the corner of the narrow
lane appeared again the covered van with Garker in charge. Then onco
more bhegan 4he londing up of contraband ammumition.

“Full wp!” came from Garker prescutly; and, with a wave of his hand
to Nierstein, he drove off.

It was enny for Lee Lo follow, for with such a heavy load the horse could
only proceed al a walking pace. On through the streets it lumbered, with
the delective shadowing it some forty yards lLehind.

Mile after mile it went, until it was beyond the confines of the town, nand
travelling across a broad and lonely moor. It whs n stiff climb for a long
Lime, and frequently tho horse hnd Lo stop for a breather. But after o
while came a change.

Arrived nt one of the highesl points on the wido upland, the van at
length turned, and by menns of a rough and rutty track began to descend
Mo a valley, Tess a valley perhaps than a shallow ravine. Each side
showed banks of nringled vegotation and stomt:. These growing over
higher and higher, presently assumed (he appearance of clifis all bristling
\\'I.Illl great boulders and spikes of jagged rocl:.z _

Rum place this!” thought Lee. “ As desolale 'a spot as you could

li:u;l.'"Nut a soul nbout; not a house Lo be scen. Hallo, thongh, I'm uot so
ware !
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- His last words had been prompled by the van suddenly turning again
and disnppearing through a breuk in the clif wall on the right. '

Moving stealthily forward, Lee came to the spot. The van had passcd
through a gate, hanging in ruin by one hinge, and along by what once
. might have bLeen o ﬁra\'el drive, but which was now ovorgrown with grass
and thistles and endless other weeds. But two very distinct obliterations
of these, showed that vehicles had passed along with their brond whecls
many times of ]ate.

‘The road wound and dipped into a further hollow that formed a valley
within a vnllc{, and presenlly revealed a grove of trees on Lhe right hand.

And throngh this dark and dense belt, gleamed one colilary light! It
gave Lee quite a start, so long had he been tmvelling’r in darkness,

“A house at Inst!” he exclaimed to bimself. , ‘“ And so this loncly
place is the van’s destinntion.

He counld hear the lumbering wheels grating on the rough rond. Moving
forward, he stopped amid the trees and watched. Before him was an
ancient house—long, low, and flat-roofed. It wns casicligted, and in Lhe
long past might well have been a manor, but now the most cursory glance
showed that it had long lacked a temant, and been allowed {o fall gradu-
ally into decay. From a room on the top floor gleamed the solitary light
that had altracted him.

The van had already drawn up beside a short flight of descending steps,
Jleading to a sort of aren door at the side of the old house. T'rom this
dloor Lhree or four men stepped, and began at once their task of wnloading |
the van. .

Lee watched the operation for a long time, noling case alter case of
ammunition a8 it was carried beloy.

In twenty minutes or so the work was finished, and, with a word and a
wave of his hand, Garker drove off. .

Lee lingered where ho was. What he had so far seen had stirred his
curiosity deeply, and he was cager to discover more. He waited till the
van had disappearcd and the men had returned into the house.

“T'd like to get a peep into that lighted reom,” he murmured. “ Wonder
if it's possible?””

- Ile moved cautiously out of the grove of trees to reconnoitre. On so dark
a night there was little chance of his being scen, and he stepped quile
close up to the walls. .« :

Not a water-pipe or similar means of climbing' up to that lighted window
ihowcd itself; not a handhold or foothold of any sort on the front of Lhe

ouse. .

“ No luck so far. Wonder il the other side is any better?”

He passed to the end of the house to the south side.

“ All:, here’s a chanoe!" broke from him.

And in truth there was a chance. An old and t-oth wisteria stretched
out its twisted branches and knots all over the side of the house, right up
to the very parapet of the flat roof.

Nelson ]ymo lost not a moment. With his foot planted in an angular
junction of branches, and his hands gripping the stem at a higher point,
¢ hauled himself up. Apart from the risk of missing his fooling in tho
darkness, there was no groat difficulty in the climb. )
“Caution itself, ¢the detective steadily ascondod foot by foot, unlil he
was ablo to grasp the parapet itself. Like a gymnast at the horizountal bar,
be pulled himself up, and swung himself on to the broad gutter.

In front of him was the proteotive castellated wall, while behind him tho
shallow roof inclined upward (o its apex, from the crest of which ros¢c up
two stacks of broad, stunted chimnoys.
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Slowly moving along, and now and then ensting an cye over the low wall,
he halted presently and peeped over.  Immediately below him, at a
distance of no more than cight feet, gleamed the lighted window. From
somewhere behind the window came the low murmur of guttural voices.

Witliout a seccond’s delay, Nelson Lee removed his coat and waisteoat,
and quickly wncoiled a hempen rope whi?h he had wound about him.

Douning his cont and waislcont agnin, he made the rope fast about
one of Lhe costellated projecltions of the wall. Then, looping the other
end under his arm, he slowly Jet himeelf down nntil he was on a level with
the window, and about two feet away from it.

leld firmly by the rope, he worked his hands along the face of the
building, so that, by craning his head, he conld see into the room.

Ile starled as in a moment he recoguised Lhe nature of the place. The
room was fitled up like & chemicnl laboratory, and was full of relorts, test-
tubes, and innumerable brown jars, from which camo the pungent reck
of chemicals.

AL a dable sat {wo men, obviously resting from {heir labours. One was
u man of very distinguished presence, with a flowing grey beard, and deep-
eet cyes partly hidden by shaggy brows und a pair of round, gold-rimmed
sncctacles.

“Otto DBergmann!” gasped T.ee to himself. ‘ Lale professor of
cexperimental chemisiry at Jastminster University! How comes he 1o bo
here? Ile was supposed 4o be deporled to Germany immediately alter war
broke out!”

Professor Bergmann was talking to his companion in German, and
Icc strained his cars to listen. DBut before he could catch a single word,
something clse bappencd.

A shout of alarm came from below. Lee looked down, to Lehold to his
horror that a second van had drawn up near the area door, and that the
carman in chargo was shouting and pointing up to him as he hung there
in mid-nir!

Only a second passed cre there came the sound of rushing feet, and ont
of the arca door appeared several men. Angry cries came from them
at once. :

“A spy—na spy!” came distinctly to Lee's ears. ‘““Fetch a rifle, some-
body, and bring him down!"™

At the same moment Professor Bergmann and his companion, roused by
the din below, rushed to the window. Seeing a man swinging there within
a foot or 80 of him, Bergmann made a grab.

He ecaught Lee by the fool; hut, with a violent kick, the detective
wrenched himsell free. Then, nimble as a sailor, he haunled himself on to

_the roof.

Only just in time, for barely had he ducked down behind the wall than
there came a bang—a bullet flatlened itsell against the stone coping !

'chlow" and all round the house, I.ee conld see that the place was alive
with men.

“ A ladder! Tetch n Jadder)”” wag tho next ery, and three or four men
ran ofl in obedience o the order.

“Trapped!” snid Lee, and bit his lips. “ But 4hey sha’n’t take me if I
~can help it!”’ '

To faco a score of armed and desperate enemics would be madness.
Mcekly to yicld himself up would bhe cqually insensate. They would
question him, would discover who he wasg, and (hen his fate wonld be
gealed.  1is only chance of cecape must lio in some other direction.

He looked carefully aboul him for o minnte. The sonnds of Lhe men
Aeturmng with 4he ladder reached him; he heard them planting it against
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tho wall, Then. full of desperate courage, he threw himself flat on the
sllal}‘ow roof, nnd edged himself up towards a squat, brond-mouthed chimuey
stack.

Never hesitating, he hauled himseli up, and at Lhe very wmoment that the
first man appeared upon the rool, revolver in hand, dropped over the lip of
the wide-mouthed chimney, and let himself slowly down. ‘

Descent was n fairly ensy matter. The shaft had been built ages ago,
nnd was provided with projecting bricks, to allow of the free passnge of u
“ climbing boy " in days when chimncys were cleaned. not ns they are
Eowdwith n tefcscopic broom, but by a cleaner who would ascend brush iu

and.

At the same Lime, instead of being perpendicular, the chimney was built
in a zigzag form, to prevent too [ree o rush of air on wild winter nights.

For this latter fact Nelson Lee had good reason to Le thankful. For on
reaching the roof, and not aoeinig their quarry anywhere about, one of the
men who had ascended by the lndder, made a rush for the chimney and
etared down it. Sceing nothing of Lee, and not being able to detect its
niﬁzng formation in the darkness, he promptly hurried away to search else.
where.

Not dnrin% to atrike a light or to switch on his electric-lorch, Lee descended
very carcfully. Feeling with hands and feet, he made his way down, inch
by 1mch. There were several minor shafts giving off from the main one, and
doubtless leading to various upper rooms.

~ But these ho earefully avoided—as indeed he was compelled to for the most
mrt, on account of their narrowness—keeping to the main chimney so as to
Jand ultimately on the ground floor, if possible. :

Al last, after several minuntea downward climb, during which he counld
now and them hear the sounds of the searchers on the roof, he became aware
of a feeble glimmer of light a few feet below him. '

This gave him a start. The light must come from one of the downstairs
roos; and in that case, if anyoue were there, the moment of his betraval
might be very near. »

At the same moment a sobbing sound reached his cars.  Holding his breath
he listened.

The sobbing continued for n minute. Then came low words, spoken in
low, broken-hearted feminine loues:

“Oh, Leonard—dear Leonard, if only T could see yon just for ome
moment! If only I could let you kvow that I am not the heartless girl you
must think me, but that I am still true Lo you and love you dearly in spite
of everything! Oh—" ) )

The strange, half-hysterienl speech ended in a long-drawn sigh, pregnant
with soulful sorrow and bitterest anguish.

"It would have been a strange speech lo hear under any circumstances, but
Tor Lee to hear it, ns he cronched in the chimney shaft, added greatly to its
strangencss and weirdness. ] C

For the words were spoken in English, and the veice was that of a young
girl. Their pur[:ort told. of love, of some dramatic misunderstanding of two
young hearts. An English givl shut up in an old house which, as he had
good reason now to Lelieve, was full of conspirators against England—what
could it mean? . . .

He must find out at whatever risk to himsell. The girl might be a
»wisoner in the hands of unscrupulons encmies. Since the war such things
lmd happoned to teach him that Germans were no longer to be reckoued
among the civilised races, but as savagea. Creatures endowed with a
devilry, and fiendish, primitive cruelty, which, at any moment of passion,
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war woni to break through their veneer of edueation and “ kultur.”” Tn
that case, the position of this girl might be—

He hesitated no longer, but descended stealthily. .In five seconds he found:
bimself at the back of a big open fireplace, staring inlo o room.

Senfed near to n small table was the weeping girl. Ier arms were out-
spread upon it, her face was buried in her arms, while her hair, which had
worked frec fromm its [aslemings, hung in rich, brown masses about her
shoulders.

With pity in his heart he watched her as she wept soflly lo herself. Of o
sudden she raised her head. The Iighl. of the lamp fell upon it and revealed
one of the moxst beauliful faces he had cver seen in all his life! -

——

| CHAPTER 1V.
Lee Escapes, and Undertakes a Romantic Errand.

HOE leapt to her feet, wild-eyed and terror-siricken, as Lee stepped forth
into the room. She would have shricked, but her tougue clove to the

roof of her mouth,

In that seccond of respile the detective spoke.

“ Have no fear, dear young lady,” he said gently. “ I am not an e¢nemy
but a friend.” ,

“ A friend!"” she said, recoiling a little at his words, *‘‘ But you are
Euglish?” -~ .

‘“Do you mnot look upon the English as your friends? Surely you are an
Euglish girl yourself#”’ _

** My mother wns an English lady, but my father is—is—-""

‘““ A German?’’ he asked, finishing her sentence.

** Oh, do not nsk me!” she snid, with a sudden deathly pallor coming
upon her beuutiful face. ** Who are you, and why are you here? Why did
you eome that way?” ‘

*“To eseape those who would have killed me. But never mind me. Tell

mo of yourself. Are youn in this house agninst your will?"”
. “* Yes!” Dburst from her involuntarily, then she checked herself hastily.
“ No, no, 1 did not mean that! I am here because my father— I am-
under his protection. But you must not ask me any question. If you are
in danger, as I can well believe, you must go. I can §I0(]Ip you Lo csenpe.””

“ I shall be glad Lo avail myself of your help. But first you must tell mo
something of yourself. You are in great trouble. While I was in' the
chimmuey there, I heard you sponk.’’ : g

“You heard! What did you hear?”

““I heard you talk of somcone named Leonard. e is your sweetheart?*’

“ Yes—oh, yes, he was. But my father—— But I eannot tell. I counot !’
lmu You must. I heard .you say that if only you could let Leonard

ow— '

“Ah, yes!” Mer tear-dimmed eﬁ'ca suddenly lighted up with a wonderful
glow. ““If only somecone could take him a letler. Could you?"

** Cerlainly.”

*“ Them here it is.”” She drew a letter from her Losom. I have had it
wrilten daye and days, wailing for o chance to post it, but without getling
any, If you would post it for me——="

:: I “‘l".” More than that, if you will tell me——"

ush ™" Again that deadly pallor overspread her face. ! Listen, they
are coming Lhis way!"’
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Footsteps sounded plainly along a passage outside.

“ You must go! 'This way. TFollow the pnssage, it will lead you (o the
siables.””

_Siie rolled back a sirip of carpet, lugged aL a ring sel in the floor, and
:‘lrlllcd a trapdoor. Lec would have lingered, but to do so would have l:cen
olly.

“ Good-bye!" he whispered. ‘I will see that your letter reaches its
destivation. Good-bye until we meet again!™” '

The trapdoor closed: over his head, and the strip of carpet was replaced,
From where he was, he could hear the excited voices of the men who had
just entered the roomn. .

*“There is au ememy in the houge!” he henrd one say, “ We think he
musl kave escaped from the rool by the chimney. llave you scen or heard
anything of him?'""

* 1 have scen no enemy—I have heard no enemy,” came back in passion-
Iceg Lonea from the girl.

“ Henven bless her'for those words,”” murmured Lee. ' 8hie spoke the truth
after all. For Heaven knows I am no enciny of hers. Yel she might have be-
trayed me afier all, How I wish I could help to gel hier away (rom this
place. DBut it is impossible al present—quite impossible, 1 ahall be luck
if I get awny safely myself. She said this passage led to the stubles.
must Iry and find my way there.”

He switched on hias eclectric-lorch to find himself in an undergronnd
pnssagp some five feet high by two broad, and quite dark. In a stooping
posture he moved cautiously along it.

‘[here were extensive cellars to the right and left of him—great, rambling
gloo:g}' places, where once upon a time rare vinlages had probably been
slored.

lle pagsed these with no more than a auick ginuce, and moved on. Some .
seventy yards on, and he came to a dend stop. He had arrived at the end
of the pasange, and a door barred his path.

Turning the handle he found to his relief that it was unlocked. It gave
on to a little square, paved aren, with some steps beyond. Ascending these,
he found himself under the fading stars in the stable-yard.

With no desire to risk capture now by lingorinf, he hurried nwaf. gained
the belt of trees in front oP the old house, passed through the broken gale,
and reached the rutty lnne along which he had followed the van. .

With little likelihood of mecting anybody, he hurried through the ravine,
and at length renched the high moor. The morniug had dawned by now,
and he was able to retrace his steps to Blackficld unmolested.

The eight of a post-office reminded him of the errand he had undertaken.
He took the letters which had been given him from his pocket. It was
stamped and addressed thus:

* Leonard Baring, Esq.,
University College,
Eastminster."’

“ Poor fellow, if I can judge from her demeanour, he'll be glad enough
to hear from her.” ) .

In the very act of dropping the letter into the box he .l:nused. . .

““ No, that won’t do. I may be able to help them both. I'll make il
poagible in any case.’” . X .

He cntered the post-oflice and wrote a brief covering note, explaining who
he was, and how the letter had come into his possession. Then enclosing

the whole in another stamped cuveloped, addressed Lo Leonard Baring, bo
posted it.
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JIe was tired and ready for steep, but ho hnd much to do before he could
think of rest. The mystery of the lone house ou the moor remained to bo
volved, aud mo time wust be lost. Hurrying back lo his .Iodgmfs,_llo
juquired eagerly for mnews of Nil:per. None was forthcoming. Having
bathed and changed his things he had breakfast, and then at once hurried
nlong (o Blackfield Police-stantion. i

Inspector Shuter listened to his slory in amazement, _ ]

“ Bordwell’s making nmmunition for the ecnemy !” he exclaimed incredul-
ously. ' It scems impossiblo!”

** It’s true, nevertheless.” .

“ It surely can’t be done with Mr. Murtou’s connivaunce?”’

“ 1 should say it would be most diflicult to do it without.'

“ Bui I could swear he's a real patriotic Englishman,”

“ That remains lo be seen, Imspector, we must go along Lo Lhe house on
the moor and arrest those scoundrels. They're u desperate lot, so you'll
need a strong force of men.” )

““ Right. \Ve shall be ready in a few minutes.” .

Tess than half an hour later four taxicabs, nll full of police officers, and
with Nelson Lee and Inspeetor Shuter in tho leading one, were on their
w:B‘ back to Lhe loncly house.

uly they alighted at the gate and dislll)osed themselves so as to surround
the place. That done, Nelson Lee and the inspector boldly approached the
door and rang the bell.

It echoed Lhrough and through the old place, but no answer camo.

They rang again. Still ne answer.

Lee tried the door, and it opened at a push.

They entered the hall, and Leo called out:

“ [Iallo! Anyone here?"” ,

';“m ccho of hiv own voice came back to him, but no other sound. All was
silenl.

Quickly, with the aid of other officers, they searched the place from top
to boltom. No inmates were visible.

“ We are Loo late,'” said Lee. ‘“ They've taken alarm, and have bolted!”

“ Scems like it,”” said Shuter. ‘“ And that certainly makes it look .
suspicious. What can we do now?”’

““ You must leave the matter in my hands for the present. inspeclor.”

** But aren’t we going to Bordwell's factory to make enquiries there?”

“ Not under any cowsideration—yet. If Murton's in it he'll doubtless
have been put on his guard. But he mustn’t be told more at present, Flo
musin’t know what part I've played in this business, or that I've told you,
For the present the maller must be kept a profound seceret.”

“ Very good, Mr. Lee; T understand.”

All felt disappointed on their way back to Blackfield, and the journey
passed in silence. During the remainder of the day Lee went about meking
canlious inquiries after Nipper, but without hearing any news of him.

Not till lato that night did he retire to bed. By that time he was
complelely worn out, and hardly had his head toucbhed the pillow than he
fell Lo sleep.

X CHAPTER V.-

An Unexpected Visitor—Startling News. -

IS sleep was deep und long. Not until nearly eleven o’clock Lhe next
moruing did he awake; then a tap at his door from Mrs. Saxby, his
landlady, aroused him.

“There's a gentleman called to see you on moat important business, sir,’
sho called through the door. '
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‘“A gentleman? What's his name?”

‘“Mr. Leonard Baring, sir.”

E’olson Lee was out o bed in a second.
niin:&l;.'!“m into my sitting-room, and say I will be down in a fow

He dressed with unwonted excitement, and descended the stajrs. A od
looking, well-dressed young fetlow of nbout six-and-twent . Chin
w9 ho ontered the sittlyng-rgom. y roue to meet bin

“You are Mr. Nelson Lee?” he said, and the detective could not hein
but notice his inward agilation. !

I am. And you are Mr. Leounard Bariug? You received my note with
Jts enclosure?”’ ‘ )

£ That is what has brought me here, sir. I got it by the first post. and
caught an early train from Eastminster. Please tell me how that letter
9:111:0 u;:o. your possession, and why Bliss Greta Bergmann did not post
at horself.”’

“ G;’gm Bergmann !"’ said Lee, with a start. *“Is that the young lady's
name!’

# Yes. She is the daughter of Professor Otto Bergmann, lute of Fast-
minster University, whore I am an assistant mathematical master.  Until
X roceived Lhis letler, I had no iden she was in Eogland. I thought she had
gone back to Germany with her father at the outbreak of the war!™

‘‘ They are both in England,’”” said Lee. “ Let me tell you all 1 know.™

He recounted what bad happened on the previous day, Leonard Baring
:lEi:stclnin with pained interest as he spoke of Lhe professor as an enemy of

ngland. .

‘I had feared it from the first,"’ he said brokenly. ‘“ And now I know
from my dear girl's lelter that it is true. For years past he has bLeen
playing the spy. DPoor Greta—poor Greta! To think that slie iz in lis
power !’ :

; "hBu’t ghe is his daughter. Surcly she has nothing Lo fear from Ler own
ather?’”

‘“She has everything to fear. He has always been eruel to her, and now
she says he is going to force her to marry a German named Ueinrich Ttz
swhen they get back to Berlin, Poor girl, her mother was a sweel English
Aady, but she died within n few days of the outbreak -of war. The sheek
killed her. She loathed the idea of being deported to Germany with her
¢child, for she, too, had suffered at Otto Bergmann's hands.”’

£ Mr. Baring,” said Lee, ‘“ tell me all abeut yourself and Miss Bergmaun.™

His visilor did so. He had known the German professor’s daughter for
five years, and had loved her from the first. She had loved him. too. and
somo few months previously they had become engaged. The professor. witl
ideas of his own regarding his daughter, had frowned on the engagement
from the first, but had been unsuccessful in persuading Grela to break
it ofl.

Then the war had broken out. To Teonard Baring, going lo the college
one evening to meet Greta ns usual, was brought the news that she and
Ler father had left Enstminster and had returned to Germany.

Gone, without a single word of farewell! That had secemed to snggest that
she no longer cared for him. and the thought had almost broken him down.
When weeks and months had gono on without his ever getting a single
word from her, his heart had come well-nigh to breaking. ]

Judge, then, of his amazement when her letter reached him throngh
Neolson Lee, eaying that she still loved him with all her hearl. but had
been unable Lo lot him kuow this on account of tho close guard kept over
her by her father,
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« and now it is {oo late,” he moaned. ‘‘She does nat love her falber.
vet. like the dutiful girl she is, she feele compelled to obey him. She will
¢ro buck to Germany with him, and she will be forced to marry Heinrich Lutz,
{he man her father bhas choscu for her.” ]

** Don‘t make too sure of thal, my young friend,” said Lee comfortingly.
*&he is not back in Germany yet. She is in England.”

** Where ig she?™" . :
«* Qhe was in a house a few miles from here ycatcrda‘y, but now she and

her father have gonc. He. at any rate, is o fugitive from justice.”

*“ Gone.”’ be said gloomily. ‘‘I bave lost her—lost her for ever.”

“Don’t despair. While she is in England there is hope. Hope on; every-
thing may turn out all right yet.” ) . ' '

Hec spoke on in that strain for some time, for, in s{nte of Baring's cfforts
to control his cmotions, it was easy to sce that he loved Greta Bergmann
deeply. and that his cstrangement from ber was cawsing him thc most
acute distress. ]

* Leave the matter in my hauds, Mr. Baring, for the present,” Lee said,
ar they shook bands. ‘“It will be part of my gublic duty to find her
father: therefore, it is not unlikely that I shall find her as well.”

*“ Cannot I help you in the search, sir?”” he asked anxiouslf.

‘“ Not just yet, al any rate. If I find you can be of use, I shall not fail
{o let you know at ouce.’” ) .

Lec remained deep in Lthought for n few minutes after the fellow had
gone; then, with his mind made up, he sprang to his feet.

** The plot has begun to thicken. I must solve it before it becomes quite
impenetrable. T must go back to the house on the moor. I feel sure that
if there is a clue to be picked up, I shall find it there.”

Young Lconard Bnrinf departed, sad at heart still, but a little comforted.
Ile had confidence in Nelson Lee, and knew that if it were possible to
restore his sweetheart to him the famous detective would do it.

Any qualms he might have had under other circumstances in regard to
running her father to earth did not exist in s case. He knew the professor
for a crucl, hard-bearted man—a man who would sacrifice his own daughter’s
happiness in order to satisfy his own wishes and ambitions.

ow, also, he bad learnt from Lee that Bergmann was a Uiraitor {o the
country which had given him hospitality for years. He had known Berg-
mann_as a great experimentnl chemist, and be found it ecasy to heliovo
what Nelson Lee had hinted at, that he was even new engaged in the secret
reparations of violent explosives and poisonous gases, to E: used in vongeful
l:at_rcd against innocent Brilish people when the proper moment should
arrive.

Therefore, for the father of his sweetheart he had but little pity, and h
folt that, dutiful as Greta had always shown bLersclf, she also would have
little pity for him when the full extent of his vile practices became known

Lo her.

-

— —

CHAPTER VI. .
Amid the Mountain Caves—Hidden Armaments.

NE particular thing had puzzled Nelson Lee greatly at the time of his
visit Lo tho old house on the moor with Inspector Shuter. Not the
disappearance of Professor Bergmanu and the rest of the conspirators,

That was a (hing to be expecled, once they bhad been forewarned of tho
danger of delection,
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What did puzzle him was the vanisbing of Lhe cases of ammunition he had
himeelf scen unlonded, together with quauntities that had presunably been
brought Lthere on previous days.

It was, to be sure, quite natural that the gang should wish to remove all
tracos of this tell-tale war material, but how they bad managed to do & in
the hour or two at their disposal was o baflling question.

Yet though he nud Shuter had searched everywhere—including the cellars
giving off tho tunnel of which previous mention had been made—not a sign
of the cnses or their contents was visible.

¢ How did they get it away so quickly, and where have they taken it to?
That's the first thing to discover,’”” Lee said to himself, as once more he
nrriv&:d at the old house, where a couple of police-officers had been left ¢n

uard. . !
g_Forthwith ho sct out to discover it. Letling lhimself into the tunnel
through the trapdoor by means of which Greta Bergmaoun bad helped him Lo
‘escapo, ho sturted on another systematic search of Lhe several cellurs.

For a time this was no more successful than the previous search. ‘The
tollars were empty, save for n solitary cask which at some time or other
may have contained beer. Upon the accumulated dust on the floors wero

atches and marks, showing where Lthe missing cases Mad probably stood
Eefore their hurried removal, but nothing more.

! Strange—very strange,”” murmured Lee, as he sat down on the up.
turned barrel to think things out. ‘‘ That ammunition was no light stull
to shift in a hurry. How on carth did they get it clear away in the time.
It's almost as baflling as the building of the pyramids.”

Speaking thus to himself, he toyed with his electric torch, letling ils
powerful beam of light play upon the floor.

Suddenly somcthing made him start and drop on to one knce. From
tvhere he was, two straight parallel lines ran to a recess in the wall some
oight yords away. These lines were really nothing but narrow, clean spaces
in tho dusty floor, and were faintly broken, at regular intervals ot ten
¥oel, by little ridges of caked mud, formed of dust miixed with some greasy
substance. .

To an ordinary man they might have passed wnnoticed, yet Lhey riveted
tho attemtion of Nelson Lee at once. Experience had long ago tanght
him what great results sprang from small things, and how the tiniest clues
often led to the unravelling of the deepest mysteries. _

Ou the instant then le was examining the double track with his lens,
the while bis razor-cdged deductive powers were hard at work. o

* Dead parallel,”” he mused. ‘‘Like a miniature railway or Lramlines in
» coalmine.’’

He paused, then sprang up. . .

¢ Tramlines! Why not? Why shouldn’t they havé conveyed the ammuni-
tion away in miviature trams? Germans are always resourceful and
thorough in their methods. Of course. they tore up the lines in a burry
before they went away, so as not to give the game away. The lines must
have been laid in ten-foot lengths, and Lhe ridges of mud show whore the

Aust got through at the joina mixed with oil!™ )

. " It soemed a feasible theory, but a discouraging fact presented itself
Rhnost at once. . :

For the lines should have led outward inlo the passage to allow of the
transport of the cases, whereas they simply led up to the solid wall at the
end of the cellar.
© Seolid! Was it solid, though? . . all

Once again he dropped to bis kuées and examined the Lase of the wall.
®is heart gave o jump as he discovered a small drilled space at the base
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plugged up with wood. A similar plugged hole appeared two feet away,
the two aperturcs forming a continuation of the mysterious parallel lines.

“ Ilo, ho! I'm on the track!"” he exclnimed, and out came his knife,

In a minule or two he had cxtracted the concenling plugs. He thrust
his fingers through. They touched metal on the other side of what was
cvidently a thin wall of plaster, and not solid etove ot all!

Tho metal seomed like a small iron knob. He pressed on it. It yielded
to pressure as though set on a powerful spring, and instantly an extra-
ordinary thing happened. _

The lathe and plaster wall moved sideways, and, with conlinued pressure.
slid into a grooved space in the recess. A sudden click, and the wall
rcmained fast, revealing a tunnel beyond.

Leo stooped and stepped through. Iis torch flashed ahead, and mowed
down the darkness like grass. And then he could have cried out, so com-
pletely was his preconceived theory verified.

For straight ahead, far as the beam of light would carry, was a double
- line of tramlines set two feet apart!

“My luck’s in—dead in !’ he exclaimed, with a joyful whoop. ‘I've only
to follow the tramlines and I'm bound to discover something.”

He strode. forward along the narrow way for quile a long distance—
a_full half-mile as he computed. Yet still the tramlines ran on ahead of him.

But now he noticed that the nature of the place had undergone a trans-
formation. Whereas at starting the tunnel showed itself to be the work
of cunving engincers, it now revealed itself as entirely a work of nature.
It was true that the ground had been levelled to allow of the laying of the
rails, but wall and roof were jagged and spiky.

“I'm under the moor itself,”” Lec said. ‘“ This tunnel may run for miles.
Yorkshire has subterranean places of this sort, I know. I remember explor-
ing part of the ‘Cravren Fault’ years ago. That runs miles and miles

“under the Penine Chain. Heavens, but those Germans are a cunning and
ingenious lot to bore through and join up with a natural tunnel like this!
Must have taken them a heap 'o} time. But, after all. they've been

reparing for war against France for over forty years, so why not against

ﬁland. too?"’
¢ hastened on, compelled to duck now and again where the rocky roof
loomed low, but never hesitating to follow the clearly defined track which
the parallel rails made.

Of uneven width and height, as has been mentioned, the tunnel still
remained in the course of the first two miles, nothing but a tunnel, perhaps
in dnys long past the bed of some subterrancan stream.

But presently came a change. The tunnel widened out in a serfes of four
or five chambers, separated by natural pillars of rock, and resembling
gigantic oval beads thrended on a string.

In the first of these caves, Nelson Lee pulled up short. He had to, for
the way was blocked. On the raile which he had been following, there
otood, like o diminutive train, half a dozen small trolleys loaded with
ammupition cases. :

Jece gave vent to an exclamation of pleasure. He had found what he
had come to find.

- But it wag not to be the end of his discoveries—it was only the beginning.
Slnrl.mﬁi the trolleys, and walking a few yards on, he came upon several
great, high stacks of similar cascs.

Good heavens!” he exclaimed. ‘“ Millions on millions of rounds of

ammunition! Tbis is a find!”’ )

Still his amazement was to grow. In the mext cave, his electric toreh
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flashod upon thousands of rifles, all ranged upright in rows
racks. ]Il(:osnntcltml al the nearest, and oxgatminel:.l ﬁ; of waaden
““ Mausers!” he gasped. * Beyond all doubt intended for the enemy !
. Still moving on, he discovered that the next cave was filled in similar
[:l;ehion, while in the wext were mighty stacks of slill more formidable
things. -
Shells in abundance, bolh shrapnel and high explosive, as their labels
showed !
Little wonder that such a scries of slartling discoverica should hold
the deteclive spellbonnd, and that he should stand staring wide-eyed
al this secrel slore of nccumulnied armaments.

Thus lost in thought, his sense of hearing was, for the time being,
deadened. Otherwise he might have heard the stealthy creeping of Lhreo
men towards him. As it was, he remained oblivious of the davger which
now threatened him,

Ju the very act of l.urning from the abell-chamber, to penctrate still.
further, he suddenly heard o dull, swishing sound closo over his head. The
next second the torch was knocked from his grasp, and instantly all was
darkneass, .

Simultancously 'a sandbag cnme crashing down upon his head. Ie sank
lo the ground beneath the weight, wns conscious for a moment that Lwo or

three men had leapt upon him. Then, with his scuses drifting from L:im,
he knew no more!

CHAPTER VII.
Among the Yorkshire Fells -Greta's Threatened Fate.

N n desolate cotlage nmong the mouctnins, some six miles from the

I spot where. Nelson Leo hod been struck down, sat two people. A

grey-bearded mnn of cold, cruel, and treacherous aspeot, ond a
beautiful young girl.

They were Greta and her father, Professor Otlo Bergmanu, and for the
time being they were alone.

“ I have sent the others away, Greta, Lecause I want to {alk to you,”
the professor said, in a harsh, guttural voice. “1 have news for you.
Heinrich Lutz has smuggled himself into England.”

‘* Indced, father,” she said, with an inward shudder she could not hide.

“Yes. He has been cmployed at Fssen, as you kiow, in the chemical
laboratories there, but now he hos been sent to England to nssist me.
There’s no cleverer man in the Fatberlaud than Heinrich in devising
poisonous gas shells.” ) i .

““ And he has come to England to do that?' " she asked faintly, while her
face wont white. .

‘“That is 80, he chuckled brutally. “‘ There is much work to be done
hore in that direction. Tens of thousands of shells to be made. What
a time there’ll ho when they are done, and when we get the signal to uso
them !** .

““What is to be done with them, father? What will llpspen:’ L

““ What will happen?" Ile threw up his hands in fiendish ecstasy, whie
his cyes burnt bchind his glasses with a diabolical fire. What \flll
happen? Why, whole towus will be wiped out! People will die by the
thousand—by the ¢ens of thousand ! _

‘““ Women ond little childron as well as men!" came from her horrifiad
throat.
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“ And why not? Are they not English, and do we not hate the English
with a bate that nothing {vut their wholesale annihilation can quench?
Ah, but they shall be exterminated, you shall see! Curse the English!”

“ObL, father, do not say such things! You frighten me! Surely to kill
seople in this way, little babes and poor, defenceless women, ijs not war?
{t is blind, ruthless murder!*’

“What of that? They arc English, let that suflice!”’

“But I am half Evglish myself.”

“Stop!” he hissed. “ Do not say that again. It is true that your
motlier was an Englishwoman. It was because of that that I came (o
hate her at the Inst.” -
~ “You hated my mother!” A dreadful shudder shook her. *‘ You hated
the dear, sweet lady who was your wife?"’

Ay, with a complete hate! Why did I ever marry her? Why did I
not marry onc of my own counirywomen? DBut if I made a mistake, you
ghall not repeat it. I have told you that Ieinrich is in England. In a
day or two we shall meet him, and you shall then become his wife!”

‘““ Oh, father, father, I cannot—I cavmnot!” she broke oul sobbingly.
‘““ Spare me that, oh pray—pray spare me that! I do not love him! I
vever can love him! My heart is given to somebody else!”

“ To that cursed Enghshman, Leonard Baring!” he said, with narrowing
eyes. ‘‘ Ilave you not got him out of your mind yet? I advise you to
do so at once. Rether thawn you shouls marry a cursed Eunglisbman, I
would zec you dead at my feel. I would kill you mysclf—with my own
hands—rathier than such a {hing should come to pass. No: Illeinrich Lulz
shall be your husband, and you shall marry bim within the next few
days! How now, Guworth, why are you here? Didn't I say I was not
10 be disturbed?”

“I beg your pardon,” said the man who had rushed unceremoniously
into the room in a great state of excitement, ** but something has hap-
pened. Velmar has just come in with some startling news. Ile and two
othérs had gome to work iv the tunnel as wsual, when they suddenly came
upon Nelson Lee!” '

““ Nelson Lee, the English detective!" cried Bergmamn, leaping to lis
feet. ** How came he in the tunnel? How came he to get on the track?”

““ TIe has been recognised as the same man who was scen on the roof ot
the Manor House, and who escaped. But he did not escape this time.
“Velmar and the others saw to that!”

“Ah! They killed him?” .

“No. They knocked him senseless, and bound him hand and foot. Then
they left him in the tunnel, and came back here for iustructions. They
wish to know if they shall return and finish him?**’ :

““No. I have other work for them to do, and there will be no time. We
all move from here in the nest twenty-four hours. I have to meet Ierr
Heinrich Lutz.” ' '

“ But what about this man Nelson Lee? What is {o be done with him?"’

**Leave him where he is. You say he is safely bound, so we need fear
him no longer. Leave him where he is to starve to death. Send for Velmar;
I wish to talk with him.- Greta,”” he added, in a whisper, and with a hard
look in his eyes, * you may go to your room. Remember what I have said.
You are to marry Heinrich Lutz within the nest three days.”

The girl tottered away, as though all her strength had left her. And of
a truth she was horrified enough. Not only at the prospect before her of
being forced {o marry a man she not only did not love but whom she posi-
Lively abhorred—not only at that, but at the dreadful news which Guworth
had told her father, :
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Nelson Lee—Lhe wman she had hcl’

) ped Lo escape—had fallen into their
hands. Ilo waa lying semscless in the tunnel, and was to be left vhere
until denth from starvalion should overtake him. Oh, it wns awful—awful
beyond oll words!

n an agony of despair, she threw hersell on her bed, and sobbed ns if
her hearl would break.

All throngh the day she was left alone. Food was brought into her by
her father, but she left it unlouched. Night came, and wilh it the Lime
when she should have slept.

But. she could not sleep. IHow was il possible when her wmind was
secthing with so much that was dwful to contewmplale? ILeonard was lost
to her for evermore. She would never zee him again, Within three days
airc wonld bLe forced to become the wife of Hemrich Lutz. It would be
gond-bye to-all her dreams of happiness Lhen—good-bye to even a life of
telerable peace.

She would be joined Lo a hateful and unserupulous man—a man who,
like her own father—how she thrilled with horror at ihe thought'—was
cengaged in a wicked, revolting, and murderous work.

Could she endure it? -Why should she endure it?  Ilitherlo she had
always obeyed her father implicitly, believing that, althengh she did not
love him as a girl should love her father, it was at least her. duty Lo obey.

But now was she bound to do that? Wnas she, in the sight of a just
ITeaven, comEelled to ally herself to a man who was not only an enemy
to England, but to civilisalion itself?

Surely not, surely filinl duty did not compel her Lo go so fur as that?

‘““ Oh, molher, my dear, darling mother:!* she cried, throwing herself
upon her knees in front of the window, and gozing with misly eyes up
al the starlit heavens. “ Tell me what T am to do!™

Did a voice answer her? It seemed impossible, for her words had been
spoken only in a whisper. Yet to her henrt, if not to her ears, thero
came spoken words in reply, and the words she heard, spoken in her dear,
dead mother’s voice as it scemed, were these:. _

‘“Fly from this place, dear child. Fly from this place, and go to him
{o whom you have already given your heart!™ _

Startled Ly the strange incident beyvond all description, Greta sprang
to her feet, with a burning light of resolution in her cyes. )

““Yes,” she said to herself, “I will fly from this place. I will leave
this house, this very night—this very minute:” ) _

She wrapped a cloak about her, and pushed open ‘the window. All was
silent within and without. The cottage wns cune of one storey. She
clambered on to the sill, and jumped to the ground. In another momcut
she was hurrying along the lonely mountain path.

CHAPTER VIIIL

Lee's Agony of Mind—Set Free—His Rescuer Made Captive,

ANY hours passed ere Nelson Lee recovered his semses. It was, in
fact, although he had no means of judging the time, nearly
midnight. o .

Opening his cyes at last, he found himself staring into n void of black-

ness. Impossible to sco in the utter darkness, he could only imagine the

] {Ful ing down on him. _ E
" e w::c 1131.51?‘1‘;2::“(5 au(:l foot, and ached all over. An inlolerable weight



24 THE'NELSON LEE LIBRARY

1 to be dragging at the back of his head, while his throat was con-
seemed . oy brick. . .
atr:ctod,' and ;}u ns"rilnng;_\ ll)lc:(? k::'l li:lbs, wag the fearful anguish of mind

But worse thon P t once overwhelmed him. He kucw not of

with which reviving mcmory a him. | He kuew not o
thi ssor Otto Bergmann had mapped out for hum, but ho
I';'lllz“{“lt.l(;n:Illll:l;u{:lrofncllcn into the hands of bitler enemies, and that he was

a hielpless captive in a place from which rescue was a thing almost beyond
all hope. . . e Ve e

1o was likely to scarch for him here? Who was likely {o know cven
or“t::: c":cli:jslcm:cy of this tunnel, save those fees of England who had
probably for n long time pnst, used it for their own nefarious purposgs.

Besides, even supposing that, by some providential inspiration, anybody
did think to search for him there, was it not only too likely that they too
would fall victims to the same malign foes as hie had himself? .

His case then was almost beyond hope, and as he conlemplated it, he was
fitled with a dull, dragging anguish of mind. . o

Not on his own account, He had faced death a hundred times in his
life, and he was ready Lo suffer death now, bravely and stoically.

It was for his country's sake thal he now longed to live. IFor the sake of
bis beloved England, against which these vile, inveterale foes were cei-
spiring. Full details of their vast and complicated plot were as yet un-
known to him, but he had discovered enough to imagine that its ramifica-
tions were many, and that the net result aimed at would entail much
suffering and dire calamity. X

That great store of shells and cartridges; that hidden collection of rifles;
Bergmann’s fiendish chemical work; what could these things mean save
some cunning, subtle blow aimod at England’s peaceful population !

Oh, to be ‘f'rec to frustrate such knavish tricks, to expose the infamy of
these alien sojourners in our land, and to bring them (o justice!

Lee tugged at his bonds in his despair, till the cords chafed and cut into
llis;1 wrists. In vain. Against such tight-bound bLonds his strength wag
usoless. . -

Tears of bilter vesalion started to his eyes, and he actually cried out in
his anguish. _

And then he suddenly checked himself. Out of the darkness, from a
distance along the tunnel, came a pin-point of light.

With straining eyes he watched it grow and groy as it came vearer, until
he could make out the distinct glow of a lantern.

His enemies were relurning lﬁen? It must be they. What would they
dorwith hihml? \ :

“ven while he asked himself this question, th ' wingi
lanlern revealed the outline of a skirl?. A \vomaen E?I:::: ?\fa.:]lcﬁlri“:::gl?tg
:mﬂ not a manl! Who could she Le? ymg 1%

¢ was not long left w doubt. The erac c i
il‘:‘fl‘“(‘:h‘;:l?o? and closer, l?:{rking1m tllegri gﬁ{“lm{i(‘f“l:-(i‘ tc-:lzryslllllf ctzl:l el.m;t:ri:;
arch Or . someone. as she searchin im? ;
Ie cried out aloud at the thonght. g for him? It might be so.

L once came an answering or » and up went the la; v
the better to see inlo the d:glrknyess. b went the lantern above ber head,

a“ a\l..' : " . . .
i,,,,hmt‘q Bergmann!” gasped Lee, recognising the Leautiful fealures in an

llcatio:l- I\lf-lui(::“r Lu:l!” She_dropped ta his side in a second. “Thank

And while ehen-lm- 3 on. Tet me ent those cruel cords, and sef vou free !’
wrofound ema in;?‘:i‘ t?lt(:: I::lii l)ond;;. she told him in a voice al) shaking with
ramalie mecting. cwmstances which had. led up to this strange,
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: 3
*“ And s0 you have left your father, dear young lady?** said Lee. ** W
let me say that you have done quite right. "Let me nlso thank you- from ::llé

bottom of my heart for thinking of me. You ure a good ‘e g .
come Lo save me."” E good, brave girl Lo have

“ How could I leave you here to--to die?”’

“ Your father intended that I should be left here to dic?” :

She could not answer so direct n question ; conld not accuse her own father
of projected murder. She turned her head away Lo hide her agony. Lee
read her sufferings, and did not press his question, °

" And now that you have left your father, what do you intend to do?”
he asked. '

“To go back to Leonard—lo Mr. Baring. He surcly will help me.”

** Ay, that he will, and without the asking. Miss Bergmann, he ?oves you
more dearly than ever. I know that, l'or% have seen him.”

“ Youn have seen him?”

" Thig very morning. I rostcd your letter to him, and enclosed a note
with it offering my help. }e eame by the first train to sce me. e will
indeed welcome you back with open arms.”

Her eyes glowed with the love that was in her heart.

“ Will you take me to him, Mr. Lee?"”

‘““Yes. indeed. Come, we will leave this place at once. We will refrace
our way to the Manor House.”"

““No, there is another way. - A guarter of a mile further along is an
opening from this l.nunel.vgn'ing on {o Lhe mountains.”

““Then lead the way. ¢ shall be safer out of this place. Your father
may miss you. If he does, he inay send this way in sonrclln of you. Lead the.

way !”’

- ﬁc rose to his kneex, then partly to his feet. As he did so, a sudden
nttack of vertigo scized him, the result of many hours in a cramped, recum.
bent position. .

To her ezlarm, to say nothing of his own, he rocked and recled, and had
to clutch at the jngged wall for support.

““ Water—can you get me water?” he gasped, and then, before he could
utter another word, or she make answer, he towled to the ground.

‘““ He has fainted "’ she panted in anguish. ‘ Water, yes I must get him
water. ‘‘ Through the gap in the tunnel there is a little mountain stream.’”

She was gone at a run, before Nelson Lee, who had not actually fainted,
as she had supposed, could récall her. Ho scrambled to his feet, this time
with less giddiness, and moved after her. Ie cried out, but hiz voice was
faint, and failed to reach her-as she sped along.

Well, ho would go after her as fast as lic could. e would make for the
gap of which she had spoken, and where she herself was going in order to
get water. Among the mountains, both he and she would be safer than in
this tunmel. i

Progress with him was slow, for the eficcts of the blow he had received
had left him very weak and dizzy. More than ence he had to stop and
lean for support against the wall, before he reached the gap.

But he reaclied it at last. A streak of grey light from the onter world
showed where it was. He stooped, and passing through the tunnel wall,
found himself upon the mountain side, i .

He looked about. but could see nothing of Greta until the gurgling sound
of rushing water drew his eycs to the right. ) .

Yes, there was a (umbling waterfall, the stream of which she had spoken.
and there was the girl herself, stretching over to cateh seme waler 12 o
can which she had cvidently brought from the tunnel. ) q

The moon had risen. and from where he was. he watched her riso. an

¢ ——
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wilh (he can in her hand, start on the return journey. She hind hardly
gone twenly paces, and was still some hundred ond fifty yards from him,

when she suddenly uttered a shrill scream of alarm!
The cause was to Le sccn at once. Round a bend in the mountain path

came {hree mevw, the foremost of whom was easily recognisable ns Professor

Bergmann !
Straight up to his daugater he went. Another scream came from her

as he shook her roughly by the arm. But that was all the sound she made.
For, without hesitalion, Otte Bergmann clapped a cloth over her mouth
and pose, and Lhere she was, drugged into a atate of collapse.

Nelson Lee watched the scene in horror. Had he been in his usual health,
he would have raced at once to the rescue. As it was, he totlered forward,
bent on putling up as good a fight as he could.

But by the time he had laboriously arrived at the spot, the three men-—
two of them carrying Greta between them—had vanished completely.

Crushed by this new calamity—for lie rightly regarded the recaplure of
Greta Bergmann by her relentless fatber as such—and with bis little
slrength overcome Ly pain and fatigue, Nelson Lee suddenly sank down,
aud for a second time within a few hours, his consciousncss left him.

Aud there, upon the bleak mountain side, he was found in the carly
hours of the morning. by a shepherd. Alarmed by lhis discovery. the latter
hastened away to a cotlage for help. Help being forthcoming. Nelson Lee
was placed wpon a hurdle, carried to the cottage, and put to bed, there to
await the arrival of the doctor who was at once sent for.

CHAPTER IX
Dismay of the Villains—The Flight from the Mountains.

HOW had the recapture of Greta come about? In the simplest manuner

possible.

Within an hour of her Qight, her absence had been discovered by
her father, and inatantly he had given the alarm. He recalled now how,
when Guworth had told him of the capture of Nelson Lee, his doaughter’s
face had changed. Knowing of her inveterale sympathy with England
and her whole-learted hatred of things German, it had struck bim at lho
time that she wonld, if she could, go to Nelson Lec’s assistance.

When he discovered that she had disappeared, be rightly guessed that
parl of her nrotive for this was to set the English detective free, for, previous
o that, he had suspected that it was she who had helped him to escape from
the Manor House.

Full now of a boiling rage against her, he summoned Guworth and Velmar
and at once set out with them to the tunnel. Although the tunnel con-
tinued for nearly two miles beyond the spot where Lee had been siruck
down, Lhe ncarest way to where he lay was across Lhe mountain path, and
80 thrc;:gh the gap in the rocky wall—the very way which Greta had herself
traversed.

Thus it happened that they came upon her just as she was about to
relurn to Lee with Lhe can of water. To stifle her cries and to drug her
inlo inscnsibility. was the work of a moment, and this, as has alrcady been
feen, was promptly done, '

With hardly n word spoken, Guworth and Velmar, carrying her Letween
ﬁ:ogu. p&nrchcd down the mountain path, with Otto Bergmann walking Ly

cir side, : '
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His heav 'brows'wqrc knit in o thunderous frown, while Leneall bis
long, grcf card, his jaws worked like those of u champing tiger.
) ?;Id enly he rapped out a sharp word that brought the others to a dead
mlt. . :
“Stop!”* he said. ‘““Before we return to Lhe coltage, we have somethine
clse to do. Velmar, return Lo the spot where you left Nelson Lee, and sce
that he is still there.”

“Why shouldn’t he be still there?'” asked Velmar, with o lift of his
cyebrows,

‘““She may have set him free!” hissed Otlo Bergmann with a glance of
hate at Greta. “She must have found him. Why else should she havo
been gelling water? (o back and make sure, we will await you here.”

Velmar hurried away. He had barely gone a dozen yards when Bergmann
shouted after him, -

“ }'ou have your revolver with you?"’

if fcs-?’

“Then if fou find Nelson Lee where you left him, use it. Put a bullet
through his hend, and so get rid of him for cver.”’

Vpl{l1ar sped away, leaving the olhers to await his return in a fever of
anxioty. _

In something more than half an hour he arrived back, breathless with
excitement,

‘“Well, did you find him?"*.snapped Bergmann,

““No, he has gone!”

The cyes of the professor blazed with an evil light, while his leeth closed
over his lower lip.

“It is as I feared,” he hissed. ‘“ She did set him free. By Heaven, if
she were not my own daughter, I'd—"’

“But il Nelson Lee is free we are in the greatest danger,” broke in
Guworth.

“You are right!"” exclaimed Bergmann, checking the wild oulburst that
had. threatened. ‘“ He will relurn to Blackfield and raise the alarm. The
police will come, and we—— Quick. pick that girl up, we must get clear
of. this place before daylight comes!™

““Do we return to the cottage?”

“No, it will not be safe. ake for the landing stage at the end of the
tunnel. We must board one of the barges, and escape to Pursleydale by
canal. Quick, wo have no time to lose. Curse that girl! She is my own
flerh and bload, but she has betrayed us to the English. Curse her, I say!”

They had halted almost at the foot of the mountain. Now, as t'_hc_v
continned their way down into the valley, they changed their direclion.
Instend of following the path tHat led back to the cottage from whence
they had come, they pursued another that wound round the lower slopes.

Here, some two miles on, they arrived at a lonely improvised wharf on
the banks of a canal. Against the wharf a barge was moored.

At o whistle from Velmar, a man showed himself out of the cabin door.

‘“You're here, then, Waldeck?” whispered Velmar. .

“Of course I'm here,” ecame back in surly answer. ‘‘ Didu’t you expect
me as usual? Scems as if you didn't, for there's no stuff here to load up
with. No sign of a single trolley or case.” . . :

“ All-right, Waldeck,”” said Otlo Bergmann, stepping forward. 'l‘hc-rcr's
been no time to get it nlong the tunnel. Sowething has happened. We
must get clear of this place, or we shall have the police after us. Got your
horse rendy. Wo are all coming aboard. We must return to Pursleydale
at onee.”

““ Why, professor, what has bappeued?*’
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* Don’l waste Lime by asking questions. Get your horse in nt once.”

Waldeck jumped ashore, and hurried nlonﬁ the bank to sheller among
the rocks. Returning wilh o stout horse, he harnessed it, and quickly
attaching it Lo a long rope which was fastened to the barge, followed tl:e
othérs who had alrcady stepped aboard.

*“*I'his is the second queer load I've had,”” he mutlered as the barge began
to move slowly along. *‘The first one wns last night.""

“ What was that?” asked Bergmana.

““\Vhy. Peter Mott brought along a prisoner—a boy !’

“Whal boy?"’ :

“ Nome of Nipper. Believed to be assistant to Nelson Lee, the London
delective !’

““So Mott hos captured him. Good. How did he manage it?’’

“Don’t know any details. All I know is he was brought abonrd this
barge late last night, stowed aboard between the cabin and the keel, aund
taken on to Pursleydale, the very place we're going to now.”

CHAPTER X
Nipper in Captivity—What Happened at the Lock-houce,

HAT Waldeck had said was perfectly true. Nipper was al that
moment in safe-keeping in an ancient lock-house some miles further
along this very canal.

After Peter Motl’s attack upon him, he had heen conveyed from DBlack-
ficld under cover of the darknesd, placed aboard the barge, and taken to

the place named.

As to tho canal, it was not greatly used in these days, the railways long
hiaving superseded it in utility. But it was still navigable, and the German
plotters had for yecars past recogpised that when “The Day ” should
come, it wos likely to prove more than useful to them.

So, in the thorough and methodica]l manner which would seem to shine
alone as the solitnry virtne of Germany as a nation, the most completo
sleps had been token to secure free and uninterrupted passage-way for their
conlrabond traflic.

NoL a lock on that part of the canal existed, but was kept and managed
by a German masquerading as an Englishman, or by some other man in
I’'ruesiun pay. Thus barges could pnss and repuss londed up with rifles and
ammubition intended for the enemy, without any awkward questions being
asked; and, since the wicked traflic went on by night, without any but
the smalleat risk of detection. _

But to return to Nipper. At this very moment he was lodged in a dreary,
miserable and secure prison-house.

A dark loft, immediatoly under the roof of the lock-house, formed his
cell. Cold and droughty it was, and mildewed, and licavily-draped ns to
tho‘ ¢(‘lllll‘f nnd corners, with festoons of ancient cobwebs.

For bed a sack of straw had been provided, while, so that he should
have no chance of cscape, his right wrist had been placed in a steel manacle,
aitached Lo a six-feet chain made fast {o n stout beam. Mercifully he had
nol been gagped. but nn'y( inclivation he might have had to shout for hel
Imf} l;tccn eflectunlly checked by Peter Mott immediately after their urrivaﬁ

You will be closely guarded,” Mott had snid. *‘ Raise your voice in a
cry of alarm—not that it would help you, for you have no friends here—
but dure to do iv, and- your mouth will be closed for ever in this way!”
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At tho ominowa words Nipper had raised his eyes, to i £ Mavi
atDn rchlvclI:-bar{ﬂ wilthig: :l: foot of his head. d find himeeld nving
ceming discretion the belter part of valour for the present :
Nipper had lapsed into silence, ml:d so had remained forptlle ln-;;t? :;;rl;;yo;nt'iﬂ',
twlf'[“'ty.&ﬂ'ir laonm hcl'hlt:d been there.
isera cpressed he was, as may well bo wnderstood., Apar
the fact t-ﬁnt. Sw food supplied to hifn had been quite iusuﬁicl:i.:nt. fg::t
mat.mﬁ as it did of a mug of water and dry bread, his position naturally
filled him with the gravest apprchensions.

e knew now that he was in the hauds of enemies without pity or
seruple. and what next might happen to him be did not know. Mauny—-
many times he thought of Neleon Lee, and wondered whether he would
cver agnin see tho old employer he loved.

At such times tho tears would well uwp into his eyes, for the bond between
himeell and his master was that of a Friendﬂhip which endures, and which
'I'md tlbcc:n fostered by dangers which often and often they had faced
ogether.

evertheless, Nipper was unot oue to give way to unvestrained grief, nor
yet to despond unduly. While there was life there was hope—that was tho
thought that saved him from falling into too deep a depression. :

And, closely confined prisoner though he was, he stisl found a means of
relieving himselfl from too much brooding on his probable fate, and to
escape the dreadfulness of the perpelunal darkness.

The floor of the loft wag, as has already been said, formed of old beams,
These also formed the ceiling of the room below. On the underside this
had been overlaid with a Jayer of plaster. But in the courso of years of
neglect this had cracked in more than one place, so that when there was
a light there, a faint streak or so wounld penetrate inlo the loft whero .
Nipper was.

He very goon discovered this, and, glad of the light for company, resolved
lo increase it if it wero possible. With a long splinter of wood from onc of
the beams which he inserted through a crevice, he managed to drill two
or three small holes through the plaster, which, by transferring his eve
from on¢ to the other, nfforded him a frirly complete view of the room
helow, It meed hardly be said that he performed this operation at a time
when the apartment was wnoccupied. ]

T'his was not often. The room seemed to be used for all sorta of private
counsutations, and many times during the first twenty-four hours of his
incarceration quite a number of people came, and went, after conversing in
low tones on some topic of scemingly great importance and secrecy. ‘

Most of theso visitors were men of sinister aspect and gutturnl accent,
80 that in spite of the fact that many of them spoke quite passable English,.
it was not difficult to see that they were mostly German and Austriads:

To Nipper the whole place seemed to seetho with intrigue, and ho very
soon made up bis mind fl'mt the lock-house was a sort of local headquarters
for these foroigners, and a veritable hot-bed of conspiracy and sedition.

Among others whom Nipper saw come and go during the first three days
of his imprisonment were Peter Mott and elix Murton, the managing-
director of Bordwell’s Ammunition Factory. _ ]

The Lurden of such scraps of comversation as reached his ears quickly
made it plain that Murton was as deep in tbe conapiracy as Peter Mott
himsaplf. - :

While the contemplation of these things were sufliciently engroaslln_g
to take Nipper out of himself and prevent his breoding too much ou his
robable fate, something occurred ou the evening of the third day to stir
i3 emolions in a different manner.
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The room below was lighted up ns though for some special function,
and (ho sound of a deep and angry voice made Nipper at once apply
his oye to onc of his peep-noles. . -

‘I'o his surpriso he beheld an clderly, grey-bearded and spectacled man,
dragging into tho room a beoutiful girl in bridnl attire.

The man was no other than Professor Otto Bergmann, while the girl was
his doughter Greta! _

Although Nipper did mnot kpow {his, the incongruous sight at once
riveted his attention. So did the words which the man was speaking in s
angry a {ono. . .

““Slop this absurd cry:nf. and dr{ {‘our eyes!”” he said. *“The priest
will be here presently with Ileinrich Lutz. In a few minutes you will
bo his wife.”

“ Qh, father, father!”’ she plended, dropping to her knces and clasping
Jier honds together, the while the Lears streamod down her pale checks.
‘““ Spare me—spare me this awful ordeal! I have told you I do not love
Herr Lutz—that I never can love him!”’ .

“ Quaisch !’ ho exclaimed irritablr “Love will como afterwards, and
if it doesn’t what matlers? IHecinrich Lutz stands well with the Court at
Potsdam—ay, even with the I{aiser himself. As my son-in-law he will
be able to advance my fortunes, and IHeaven knows they stand in need of
advancing V'

“ But it means death to all my hopes of happiness.”’

‘“ Your hopes—what are your hopes compared to mine?”

“ Bul think of me a little, I pray, father. I have always been a duliful
dangbler. I have obeyed you in everything."

* Aud you must obey me now!”’

“ Butl 1L ig Lhe crisis of my life!”’

“It is the crizis of my life, too. And hecause of that, you must obey
me. Think of the new gas-bomb I have invented. It is all but com-
letod, all but perfect. I only nced a little help and advice from Heinrich,

hen he is my son-in-law he wiil give me that help and advice, and thea
«—and then—the Emperor will recognise my true worth. I shall have fame
and forlune, and shall win high honours. You shall marry Heinrich—
you must!"’ :

* Father—-"’

“Hush! I hear his voice. Ile is below with Lhe priest. They are
comivg up. Nol another word of objection.”

Nipper had listened to the foregoing conversation with heart and brain
on fire. lle read the girl’s story, knew that she did not love the man
her falher was forcing ler to marry, and from the bottom of his heart
he pitied her.

Yel he counld do nothing to aid her. All he do could was to remain with
his eye flucd lo the benm and wateh what was going forward.

Into the room atrode a tall man of perhaps forty with n close-cropped,
square head, and the jaw of a bulldog. This was leinrien Lutz.

lle wan followed by an older man dressed in a sorl of cassock—the German
priost who was {o celebrale Ltho wmarriage.

At firsl right of the bridegroom (reta turned lher hend to hide her
tllm'lrloaa, but at a whisper from lher Iather she nllowed Lutz to take her
wand.

Thore were a few preliminarios: the priest gabbled over some sentences
from a hook he held; then questions were asked and amswers made; by tho
bridegroom in loud, harsh toues, and by tho brido in .a low, trembling,
emolional voice thut told all too plainly of her despoir.

Then with a look of triumph on his faco, Heinrich Lutz took from his

-
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‘pocket a plain gold ring. Ho was about to place it on the third
of Ureta’s right hand when the door of tllcproom was flung ;m..'_i",ﬁfj
into the place strodo a big. ungainly man with a fierce, upturned moustache,
a \\'ld? Jaw sct like an iron vice, aud eyes that Onshed with a violent
anger! ,

“ General von Schoffen!™ gasped Feinrich Lutz, dropping Greta’s hand
and the ring in his amazement, while the others fell back.

. “Yes!” came raspingly from the new-comer. “I have arrived ecemingly
just in time. What is this mummery?”’

“ Herr Lutz was about to marry my daughter,” said Otto Bergmann,
with an apologised bow.

. lﬁinrry your daughter—at such a time as this! Ias he marricd her?”

‘“ No, sir.” :

“Then delny the ceremony till a wmore fitting time. I have much
important and urgeut work ¥or Heinrich Lutz to do—work that will not
wait.  Till it is done all privato considerations muwst be put aside.
Professor, conduct your dmlglztcr away, and return here yoursel{ without
delay. We have business Lo discuss that will not wait.’

Olto Bergmann took Greta by the arm, and led her from Lhe room and

from Lhe house towards another small cottage two hundred yards away,

where Lhey had been staying for the past three days. .

He was greatly augered by the interruplion of the wedding: but General
von Schoffen was a masterful, iron-willed man whose commands must not
be disobeyed, whose word must not even be questioned.

“ Why did he come at such a moment?”’ he muttered. *‘ I only he had
delayed a minute longer, you would have been Heinrich Lutz's wife.”

“Iy it not better as it is, father?” quavered Greta, whose heart was
bursting with gratilude at the respite from the awful fate which had
threatened her. ““ It scems like an intervenlion of Providence.”

Her father’s lips curled with cruel scorn, .

“If you think that, and are glad, your salisfaclion will be short lived,”
Jhe answered. ‘' You are not his wife yet, but you will be very scon.”

They had reached the cottage by now. It was unoccupied, save by thew-
relves. At ouce he led her {o an upper room, thrust her in, and locked
the door on her.

“ Stay there till I returi!” he ordered, through the door. ‘“ And do not
make a sound! The general wants me: I am goinﬁ back to him.”

He was gone, leaving her alone wilh her tortured, heart.

CHAPTER XI.
General von Schoffen's ‘¢ Frightful” Scheme—Nipper's Tragic Position.

IPPER’S relief at finding the wedding intcrrupted after all, gave
place to a fecling of amazemeut at the cause of it.

Tiven if the new-comer's name had not Leen mentioned he would
havo recognised him instantly. No German general had !.Iccll more pho.to-
graphed and described in the Brilish Dress unm_n the iron-visaged Von
Schoffen, and none had |:rovcd himsell more active and successful than

it ion of Lhe war, .
hc\r\"lllu;tt;hilnlg?s\c\?a‘;u&:: 0mcaning of his presence in Fugland—in that house
of comspiracy? What great and secret plans were in course of f(;rlll:ltl(::l:
to allow of bhis being spared from the campoign 1-_Iamlers... Surely
they mwust bo of supreme importauce from the German point ol view,

\
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They were, as Nipper, straining his cars eo ne not to miss n word, waa
preacntly to learn, .

Following the return of Profcssor Bergmann, Felix Murton, Peter Mott,
and two or three other men who had evidently been sent for, came into the
room.

*“ 3o sealed,” said General von Schoffen, in a deep voice of unquestionable
authority, not untinged with arrogance. ‘' We havo important matters to
dincuss. You did nol expect mo so soon—ch?’”

“ We did not, sir,” replied Heiorich Luts rcspect.l'w. .

“I am glud I came, else you might have committed an irreparable folly
by Lying yourscll to a wife.” .

He half turved to Otto Bergmann to make an explanation.

* I am not snying, professor,” he went on, with an oracular wave of his
hand, ‘* that your daughter would not make an altogether satisfactory wife
for our [riend. Doubtless she is o most charming girl. But the present, is
no Lime for sentiment; certainly no time for any of us to hamper ourselves
by the forging of conjll¥al fetters. Herr Lutz has important work to do
here in England. It will require all his time, all his attention, and all hias
cocrgy. Therefore, until that work is comploted, all other matters must be
pushed on oue side. lerr Lutz, you understand?”

The man addressed bowed.

“Yery well,”” pursued Von Schoffen, with a grim smile; * having
dim.pnso(& of Lthat, we will come to real business. You know why I am in
England?** '

"BWc have some inkling of the greal plans afoot,’”” replied Otto Bergmanu,
“But we are not yet in posscssion of full details.”

“ Wo are coming to that almost immediately. But first, I want to know
how far ndvanced are the preparations you have in hand, Wolfram Sachs?'’

Peter Molt, whom he addressed, answered :

*“ As Mr. Murton can tell you, we have secerelly turned out no less than
fifty thousand Mauser rifles, and several million rounds of cartridges.™

“ Good—and shells?’’

** Of ghells for the buried guns, sir, there is an ample supply.”’

“ Excellent! Now look at this map. It is an Ordnance Survey map of
Great Britiiin, You will observe upon it various marks and notes. ‘These
indicate the various places in (his conntry to which tho arms and ammunition
arc {o be conveyed. The blue circles show whore conerete bnses for big
gunn have heen made, and where the shells will be wanled. You, Wolfram
Sachs, will take that matter in hand.”’

Peter Mo, bowed, and took the proferred map. General von Schoflen.
turncd to Otlo Bergmann.

“ And you, professor—how stand your preparations?”’

“I and my stall have been working hard on the gas bombs and poison
shells from (he moment we rececived instructions,”’ Bergmann replied. ““ In
addition to that, I have a new invention in hand which, with a little help
from Ilerr Lutz, enn be completed. IL is an invention which will be eapable

n the space of a few mibules of wiping out whole populations of citics
where il ig put inlo operation.”
. Excellent newa ! anjd Von Schoffen, rubbing his heavy hands {ogelher.
* Doubtless ITerr Lulz will give you all the help necessary.”

" Moat cerluinly, sir,”’

“And now, gentlemen,”” went on the general, “T wonder il yon know
exactly why all these arms and ammunitions are wanted."”

- For invasion purposcs, I presume, sir,'* said Lutz.

Perfeetly so; but not for the invaders to us. There will be an invasion,
and that very soon. But the hidden rifles are vot for invading forces. They
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are to Le used by tho sons of onr Fatherland who aro at present interned
in the various concentration camps.’” '

A murmur of surprise ran through the room.

“Yes,”’ continued Von Schoffen, ““ it is astonishing, Lut it is true. All
the preparations have been made. Every German at present a prizoner hero
has n told what te do. At a given signal, all will revolt, Y\renk out of
camp, and arm himself at a place he nlrendy knows of.”

Otto Bergmaun, lifled his }lea\'y brows. )

" Will that be casy, sir? The camps are well-gnarded, and—"

“It will not be difficult, because eversthing will be timed to the second.
The invasion will take place. Ounrx troops will be Janded at a dozen different
places on the DBritish const. With such suddeuness, and in such numbers,
etm.llkwc éweep down upou these islands, that the whole country will be panie-
stricken.”

“‘l'hey aro not easily driven to panic, sir,”” ventuved Bergmaun. * Tho
British are a calm, imperturbable race, and never more calm and resoluto
ihan when faced by a great and sudden dunger.”

General von Schoffen’s face darkened with anger.

“T tell_you we shall shake them out of their calm! They will be panic-
slricken, I tell you they will, «when the invaders come. Every Dritish soldier
possible will bo hurried forward to the coast to repel them. As a conac-
quence, the guacds at the interment camps will be greatly weakeued. That
witl bo the moment for vebellion. ‘The prisoners will rise like one man, over-
whel;n their few remaining guards, arm themselves, and over-run Lho
country,” :

** Meanwhile, our Zeppelins, specially appointed for the task, will drop gas
shell aund incendiary bomlbs over the big cities. In this work, you,
Irofessor Bergmann, and your men will assist.”

“* It sounds a magnificcut scheme, sir,’”” said Lutz, with a sycophantic air.

“It is o wagnilicent scheme!" repeated Von Schboffen, with emphasis.
‘It has taken years and years to plan, but now it is all complete. Wilhin a
month of tho blow being astruck, perhaps less, this proud and beastiul
IEngland will be ﬁround to powder under the Prussian heel !’

With what feelings Nipper had listened as the details of the diabolical
schiemo were unfolded, it must be left to the reader to imagine,

IIad he been lree the chances are that he would, in his nncontrollable
and rightous indignation, have rushed into the rcom, and donc his best o
administer physical chastisement 'on Von Schofien, heedless of the comse-
quences to himself. . :

As it was, it was only with the greatest diffieulty that he checked an
impulse to shout out. Chained there by the wrist to an iren staple driven
into ouo of the beams, he ground his teeth in impotent rage, and shitted
about restively. . ) .

Im his restiveness and wrath, he raised one foot in the air and yrought the
heel of his hoot down on to the beam with a savage kick.

The result of this was electrical on those in the room below. General von
Schoffen sprang to his feet with an oath, while the others, whe for the timo
being had forgotten all about Nipper, looked at one another in liorrificil
amazement. Y :

“Und tousand tewfels!’ roared Von Schofen. * Someone is overhead.
Who is it?” : ] _ sl

** It is a boy, sir,” replied Peler Mott, in a tremble of fear. An Buglish
fellow whom we made prisoner three days xgo. . “ ]

““ A prisoner "’ came boarsely from the enraged Von Schofien. - And you
lace o i)rigoner in o room where e can overhear all our plans? Wheo is the
ellow?":
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TR wmame is Nipper,  He is assislan? (o Nelson Lee.™

© Nelsm Lee, the detective who has done wmere than any other man in
huating down owr spics in this country! Worse and worse! What folly
possessed you Lo feave his assistant to overhear all I have had lo say? Theve
3> only one thing for it now-=the fellow must die this very hour. Bring him
fo me!”

Like a very deatii-knell the words fell on Nipper's ears.  Bitter indeed d::l
he vegret his folly in permitting his feelings (o gel Lhe better of him, so na
(o vemind these blew of his prescnee there.

But it was too late now. Ileavy footsieps were already asconding the
ladder leading to the loft. The trapdoor opened, Lhe light of a lanlern
showed, 2ned into the loft came Peter Moll and anolher powerfuel man,

* Curee veu, your Englishman! Your hour has come!” hissed Motl, as he
unlocked the manacle on Nipper's wrist. “ Down youn come with us!”

Rougaly they seized him and dragged him down the ladder to the room
below,  Yon Schoffen’s eyes blazed like live coals as he looked at him. Ilo
scized Nipper by the arm with a tigeriszh clutleh, and with the strength almost
of a Jhrse, dragged him to the window which had now been thrown wide
open.  Against the light showing from the room the deep waters of the lock
immedialely benecath gleamed Lo (ke sight.

“You sgee that?”’ cried Von Schofien, from between his clenched tcelh.
“ Look well upon it. It is the Iust thing yon will ever see. It is to be your
rave.”’ .
€ Nipper gave one awlunl shudder, ‘Then, with a cunning wriggle, and with
the strength of despair, he suddenly wronched himself free. Up swung his
right fisl, and full and hard it crashed on Von Schoffen’s square jaw, sending
him staggering, and almost knocking him down.

It was a fine blow and a plucky onc, but it was all Nipper was able to do.
Wilh hoarse yells, Peter Mott und two other men threw themsglves upon
him, bearing him roughly to the ground, where they hacked at him with their
bheavy boots until all the wind was knocked out of him.

Anguished groans broke from the poor lad, but Profcssor Bergmann,
slepping forward, slilfled them on the instant by clapping a drugged pad
over his lee.

General von Schoffen, 6till nursing his iaw, scowled down al him,

“Curse the English viper!" he hissed. ' Up with him, and out of the
wind'c:w with him! Hurl him into the lock! Me shall drown under our very
eyest”

Murder wag in every Hunnish heart as Mott and another mau stooped and
picked the unconscious Nipper up, and carried him close Lo Lhe window.

Once, Lwice. thrice they swung him to and fro. ‘Then at a word from
Von Schofien they let go.

Through the air Nipper was hurled; then down—down—till his inanimalo
body cleft ‘tho waters with a great splash !

“:"Drl?wnl—drovn like a wretched rat!™ cried Von Schoflen, and laughed
ike a fiend. :

What was that sound? Running foolaleps? Yes. Made by that stalwavt
figure vushing out of the shadow inta the glow of light.

What was it? Would it be possible that it was Nelson Lee? Yes, beyoad
all manner of doubt, How he came {o b> there will presently be told. IFor
the moment it ix suflicient Lo say that, in the very nick of time, he had canght
0 glinpso of Nipper in the hands of his enemies overhend, and had scen Lim
hurled to almost certain death into the deep lock.
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Tt scemed certain death to him also to attempt a rescue. Yet Nelson Lee
did not hesitate one second. Nipper, after his first immersion, had bobhed
up Lo the surface,

‘That was enough for the deleclive. In another moment he”had dived
to clutch the¢ drowning lad by the collar with one hand, and then, swimming
to the lock side, to clutch with the other a chain that dangled there.

Saved now conld both of them have been had there heen a {riendly baud to
help. But the only available hands were not of friends, but ol encmics.

The men assembled in the room above had seen Lee rush up and dive t¢ tho

rescue. More than that, both Peter Mott and Velmar had recognised him as
for n moment he stood in the glow of light.

‘It is Nelson Lee!” cried the latter,

‘“ Do you say that?”’ ronred Von Schofien. '‘ Nelson Lee here, and attempt-
ing o resecue! Madman that he is, he has delivered himself into our hands.
Both shall drown now. Come!" - - _

Downstairs they rushed, and out of doers. On the bank was a skiff. and
in it » pair of sculls. Seizing one of Lhem, Yon Schoffen rushed to the lock-
side, and leaning over, aimed a blow at the head of Nelson Lee, who was

. 8till clinging frantically to the chain.

IIe avoided the blow Ly ducking Leneath the water. But e conld only
remain so for a second of two. As he rose to the surface, Von Schoffen. Iving
down and leaning over the lock wall, tixed the blade of the scull upou Lee’s
shoulder, and pressed with all his strength.

The detective dived again, and relensing his hold of the chain swam across
the tock to where another dangled on the other side. As he did so Nipper -
opened his eyes for the first time. S

** You, sir!"” he gasped feebly,

‘“ Yes—I, Nippev. I'll save you yvet!” ‘

* Not much chance, sir. Look, those fiends are runuing round! They are
armed with long poles. They’ll batter our heads in, or press ws under the
waler. Best let go of me, sir. and do your best to save yourself.”

** Not if I know it, old chap! II you are te dic, I die with vou!”’

Death to bolh certainly scemed inevitable, for by this time Von Schoffen
aud two of Lhe other men. both armed like himsell with oars, were crossing
the narrow bridge over the lower sluices, bent on forcing Lee and Nipper
beneath Lhe water.

But of a sudden came a loud cry of alarm from Peter Mott. .

“Look!” he cried, and pointed skywards, from whence came a whirring
and whistling sound. _ :

Those on the lock-bridge halted. and looked np amazed. And no wonder.
For overhead, at no very great height and still descending, was a huge, cigar-
shaped airship, that blotted the stars frem their sight.

““A Zeppelin!’ yelled Yon Schollen. “ And, great Gott! They aro
dropping bombs! They must have lost their bearings and taken us for
*enemies. Quick, somebody, a light—a light! Flash a signal to them:*

1Ie himself dropped his scull, and raced back into the lock-house, followed
by the other panic-stricken crew. .

It was, as it happened, the very worse thing they could have done.
Descending sufficiently low to make certain of (heir aim, the crew of tho
mighty Zeppelin dropped a big bomb straight on the lock-house. .

ith a ‘mom as of thunder it crashed throngh the flimsy raom. and in o
}nom&-nt tho house was battered iuto ruins as if it had Deen built of curd-
»onrd.

Up shot the flames, and east, west, north and south came hurling masses
ol wood and masoury, while walls collapsed with a resounding erash, buryving
those within the house under a mass of burning debris.
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CHAPTER XIL
Saved by a Zeppelin—Greta Bergmann's Peril—Rescued.

N the midst of all this unprecedented excilement, Nelson Lee had nol for
l a moment lost his presence of mind.

At sight of that falling bomb, he had at once realised that, perilous
as lis and Nipper's plight was, they were really in the safest possible

lace.

. With a word to Nier. whom he was slill auprortiug with one hand,
he waited Lill the bomb was about to plunge through the roof of the house,
and then dived! _

When. a few seconds afler, they rose again o the surface, it was to find
the bouse in a mass of flaming ruins, while the Zeppelin, whicah had gone
higher again, was circling round as if in scarch of other buildings.

But there had been another effect of the cxplosion. Whether as the
result of concussion, or what, part of the lower sluice-gates had been blown
away, making it possible now to ecscape through into the lower level of the
canal beyond.

Lee saw it, and seized the chance at once. Still supporting Nipper, he
swam (o the ragged aperture, worked through it, struck across the ** basin *
on Lhe other side, and so gained the bank. :

As they did so, a number of men from a neighbouring village came running
up, headed by a comstable. To the latler Nelson Lee explained what had
happened. :

'I' Ve saw the airship, sir,”” the constable said, ‘“ and heard the explosion.
Heaven have merey on us! They’ve mado a pretty wreck of Lhe old lock-
house. Wonder if there was anybody inside?”’

“ Several men,”” replied Lee. *‘ Bul nearly all Germans and enemies of
England. Ileaven kuows how mavy of them are dead. You'd best get (o
work with buckets fo put the fire out. It’s impossible (o search till then.”

“ Groal. heavens!” gasped Nipper suddenly, as the policeman and the
villagers hurried towards the howse. “1'd forgotten. There was a girl
inside the houwse. A beauntiful girl, the danghter of a villainous German
prolessor.”’

*“* You mean Miss Greta Bergmann?”’

“You know her, sir!”’ :

“Yes; and she is safe. I watched her lather take her from the lock-
house Lo another cotiage over yonder, directly after General von Schofien’s
arrival.  One thing I could not understand. That was thal she was in
bridal attire.” _

“1 can explain that, sir. Iler father was forcing her Lo marry a man
nimed Hoinrich Lutz. 1 saw the whole business.”’

““And is she marvied to this man?” uasked Leo anxiously,

‘“ No: Yon Schofien slopped Lhe ceremony in the nick of time.”’

“Heuven be praised for that! You shall tell me all laler on, Nipper,
and T will tell yon how I came Lo be on the spot. Meantime, we must go
to the cotlage yonder, and sce if the yvoung lucl r is safe.”

‘“Hallo,” cried Nipper suddenly, ‘“ that Zeppelin’s on the job again !’

It was.  After ascending, it was descending again,

Nelson Lee caught his breath ns he noled its position.

. Tt’s coming right over 1he coltage where Miss Bergmann js!” he gasped.
" Aud look, they are dropping awother bomb. What fiends they are, yet
what fools to waste their ammunition on such fruilless enterprises, Down,
Nipper—-flat down til} the explasion is over!” :

Both dvopped to the ground amid some bushes.
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Boom ! came a veport.
the preceding one.
time.

Dropped with deadly aim, though, right on the solitary house to which
the mirl had been taken!

*‘ The place is one mass of flames,” said Lee, as the
*‘ Heaven help the poor girl if she's still inside.”

That she was became plain at once.  Across the intervening space came
a_picrcing. feminine seream of agony. ‘Three scconds afterwards, and Grela
Bergmann cowld be seen, framed by tongues and hanners of flame wreathing
about one of the upper windows. _

. Inatan#ly Nelson Lee was rushing away. Not, however, toewards where (he
givl stood in such peril, but back lowards the lock. )

" Good heavens. sir, aren’t we going to help the poor young lady?" cricd
Nipper in amazement.

““ Wait half a minute!"’ achowled Tee over his shoulder, and hurried on.

In & few scconds he was racing buck. carrying a white bundle in bis
arms.

‘“ A folded sail,”” he explained. ' I had noliced it Iving in a boat. Quick!
We've not &4 moment Lo lose!™
Hasle indeed was necessary, for the girl’s peril was extreme. While she

had so far escaped being set on fire herself, it was clear she could not do
so much longer. '

All the room in which she was, was one vast glow of fire and flame. °

‘“ Miss Bergmann!"” roared Ice from the ground immediately bencath
the burning window.

‘““Mr. Nelson Lee!”” she shricked.

‘“Yes. Come to save you! One second!”

He threw one end of the sail to Nipper. Quickly unfolding it, they spread
. ont like n sheet, and held it three feet or so from the ground.

The girl had climbed on to the smouldering sill.

“Jump!” cried Nelson Lee.

~ She obeyed, landing in the middle of the sheet unharmed. It sagged
beneath her weight. They lowered it to the ground. She stepped out.

And then her strength, which had carried her magnificently through ker
terrible ordeal, at last gave out. With just one swilt look of gratitude

and ]mtlletic pleading at Nelson I.ce, she threw out her hands, and fell
into his arms in a dend swoon.

““ Fainted !”’ said Lee. ‘“ Well, it’s not to he wondered at. She’s gone
throngh cnough, poor girl, goodness only knows. DBut we must get her
to shelter at the nearest village.” -

The village was about a mile away, and as they made their way thither.
the sound of the Zeppelin could be heard high up. It scemed to be going
in an casterly direction.

“Going back to Rorkum or Ileligoland, or wherever it came from, 1
suppose,”” said Tee. ““ In a day or two the German newspapers will report
a raid on some fortified Raglish town. There won’t be o word of the
actual truth of what they’ve dome.  Strange, Nipper, that you aufl‘ I
should have heen saved from German foes by a German airship! The
commander of it must have been drunk or mad to bombard those twe
houses as lhie did. Ile cerlainly could mever have gugssed that G(‘Ilé’l":ll
von Schoffen and the other German arch-plotters were in one ol them.™ .

“ Wonder what's happened to them, sir:” said Nipper, o

“Impossible to say till ke fire has heen got under, n!xd the rTuint

But thia Lime 1he explosion was far lems loud than
. IL was an incendiary homb that had Leen dropped this

¥ again moved forward,

e
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scorched. But I very much doubt if any of Lhem can have escaped. thut
we shall know later.”’ .

They talked on till they nrrived at the village. Ilere Grela was placod
in charge of a kindly woman, while Lee and Nipper made for the :ocal
inn in order lo get their clothes dried.

While thus wailing, the two exchanged accounts of what had happened
to them since they had last parled at Blackfield, Lee informing his young
asvistant of how he had been attacked in the tunnel, afterwards rescued
by Miss Bergmann, and later on discovered by the shepherd in an exhausted
condition ou the mountain side. ’

IHo had remained at the shepherd’s cottage for {wenty-four hours, and
feoling by thal time quite recovered, had once more remewed his senrch
of the tunnel.

Conlinuing alonﬁ- past the gap by which he had made his exit on (he
previous occasion, e had at last come to the end where it gave on to the
whar! on the canal bank. :

A fow hours of watching there, and he had been rewarded by the appear-
ance of Vehnar and several other men, They had come with a barge for
another cargo of rifles, shells, and cartridges.

“Y followed,” concluded Lee. *“ It wns an casy thing o do with a slow
thing like a barge, and in that way I tracked them down to Pursleydale.”

“ And arrived just in time to save me, sir.”

“Oh, I'd heen hanging about the place for some time before that. I
saw Von Schoffen and several others arrive. X also saw Olto Bergmann
take his daughter to (hat other house. I'd no idea you were in the
lock-house, or I might have done something sooner.”

“ Perhaps it’s as well you didu’t, sir, as things have turwed out. They
were about ten Lo one, and a murderons lot, I ean tell you. And the schemo
I overheard! 'My word, talk about German frightfulness!"”

“ What was the scheme, Nipper:"’

Tl tell you everything, sir.”” And the boy did.

Nelson Lee listened, amazed. He had already surmised that some par-
ticularly vile and dastardly scheme was afoot, Lut the cextent and com-
pletoncas of Lthe plans for it, astounded him.

‘ Good heavens, Nixpcr. it scems as if a most elaborate and wicked plot
hna been frustrated. And to think the{'\'c been hoist by their own potard ;
thal Lhey’'ve come to their end through one of their own Zeppelius!”

‘“ Poctic juslice, sir. Compensation for some of the poor liltle babies of
Southend and other places.’ |

“ You are right. And you say the arms and ammunition have been sent
to varions places all over the country?”

“ So Von Schoffen said. e handed Peter Mott the marked plan.”

“ How I wish we could have got hold of that plan! Il’s just possible
we may yet, if the body of Mott is found.” -

They talked on until their clothes were dry. Then, having put them
on, ﬂmf went inlo the outer air, intending to return to the lock-house,
to see how things were progressing there.

As they entered the village street, a sndden uproar arose at the end.
Quickly the meaning of this hecame clear. '

The Zeppelin had returned to that neighbourhood, and was scudding
along al a groal rate, with something clse scudding nfter it.

A Dritish acroplane! One of a squadron that had been seat wp from one

u‘f the coast lowns n few miles awny, to intercept it on its way back to
Germany.
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They had intercepled it, and had driven it back to Lho v
where il had been l;pcrnting only an hour or so Lefore. © Yery sphere
It had cscaped from most of its ememics. but one remained upon its
track. The night was clear enough for people on the ground (o sce both
crafts, but a light, billowy cloud flonting Lctwcen them prevented them
secing each other. *

Not until the acroplane had mancuvred quite close, did the Zeppelin
hear Lhe whir of its propeller. - -

When it did, it acted on the instant. Tt began to ** searchlight ** tho
*smaller crafl, sending hia- flicks of lights in various directions till it
spotled il.

Then camo & r-r-r-r-rip; as, with machive-gun trained, it spat out a
fusillade of bullets. -

But for these the pilot of the acroplane was ready. For some minutes
past he had been going for height for all he was worth, in order to mount
above the huge gasbag. Now he avoided both bullets and scarchlight, by
tu&:;ing outwards, nud placing a bank of mist helween them.

1ic Zeppelin, unable to sce its adversary, rose. too, and for a minute
all waa silent, save for the whir of propellers aud the throb of engines.

Suddenly they came into view of each other, and {hen it was scen how
completely the British acroplane had out-mancuvred its huge foc,

For there it was, plain for all those on firm earth Lo sece, straight over
the Zeppelin, with only a few hundred feet separating them.

Something like panic seemed then to scize the German crew. A machine-

un was instantly trained on the aeroplane. But {oo late!

With a downward drop that brought him still ncarer the gasbag, tho
intrepid Dritisher dropped three bombs in quick snceession.

So short was Lhe range that cvery one found its proper mark. Threo
lcud reports reached the ears of the watchers below. They were followed
by a fearful and {remendons roar of sound, while a great sheet of flamo
shot up and illamined all the sky.

“ Hurrah!"* cried Nelson Lee. “ Our brave fellow has setiled the enemy.
‘The Zop’s beaten!™

Ay, beaten and done with for ever, as was now to be scen. For, all on
five and battered all to wreckage, the great murder machine "turned night
over, and with incredible speed swept down—down—down. till it struck
the earth wilh am awfnl thud, a mighty mass of flaming ruin, and with all
its crew dead and buried beneath it!

A few miuntes later, and the aeroplane descended safely o earth a few
ficlds away. Both pilot and observer were quite uninjured, and loud and
prolonged were the cheers that greeted them when they came down,

Having given his hearty congratulations to them both, Nelson Lee and
Niner Eurricd c¢n towards the lock-house. .

y the time of their arrival. the fire had been got under, and a_purtml
search of the rnins made. The result of that search was the discovery
of many dead bodics. General von Schoflen was amongst them, so was
Professor Bergmann, and Felix Murlon. They, with others, had perished
im_the burning house. .

Wolfram Sachs, alias Peter Mott, alone seemed to have escaped. Nothing
of him had ns yet been found. Still, some of the ruius remained yet to be
oxplmc'fid. aud in this grim work both Nelson Lee and Nipper forthwith
asvisted. )

Streuuous and diffienlt work it was, and all the more weird for having
to be dono in the durkuess of Lhe night. DBut it duly met with its reward.-‘

In the groy of the morning dawn, the detective and Nipper came upon.
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a hugo seclion of blackened wall, which had apparently been bent outwards
by the force of the cxplosion.

Hacking and bauling away at this for some twenly winules, Nipper
siddenly gave vent lo a cry.

“ What i3 it?” Lee nsked.

“A dead mun!” >

“ Whe?"

“I can’t see yet. He's lying on his face.’”

“I'll come and nelp you.”

Lee sprang over n heap of dobris, and stooped over the dead man lying
therie. Gently he turned the body over, and looked upon ihe still face.

* Wolfram Sachs!” he snid. *‘ Bridently killed a8 he was making his
" escape from the house.”’ )

“ What about the map General von Schoflen gave him, sir? I saw him
place it in his breast-pocket. Perhaps it is there still.”

*Yes, it is!” And Lee, taking 4he map from the dead man’s coat,
unfolded it.

“A complete plan of everything you heard Von Schoffen explain,” ho
said, after exomining it o ‘moment, °‘ Nipper, this is a most valuable,
Aind! It will put the British War Office in posscssion of all those stores
of arms and ammunilion!”’

Ile paused a moment, then spoke again.

“Qur work here js finished, my lad. We will go back and see how it
fares with Miss Bergmaun.”

CHAPTER XIIL
Conclusion.

IIEN they arrived back at the village, it was to find that Greta,
thanka to the good woman in whose carc slie had heen placed,
nnd the kind-hearted doctor who had been sent for, had quite

recovered from her swoon,
She had ulready been informed of the wreck of the lock-bouse, and of

how her father, with the others, had met with their deaths. _

Her gricf at the dealh of her parent was, of course, keen. DBut it was
not of that deep and poignant character which would have marked it, had
he been o man of a (Iiﬂ'vront stamp.

All her life she had endured much at bis hawds. He had bLeen eruel,
not only to her but Lo her denr, dead mother, and had proved himsecll
altogether an unnatural parent.

And {o crown all, he had endecavoured, as we know, Lo force her into a
marriage with a man for whom she had tbe greatest repugnanco, showing
himaoll rondy to sacrifice all her chances of happiuess in order to gratify
his own ambitions and aims. That had obliterated from her heart the
Just signs of anything like filial love. .

Consequently, now that both he and Heinrich Lutz were dead, it was not
Lo be oxpoct«? that their end would cause her very deep or lusting sorrow.

A few tears, a few suppreased sighs and sobs, and she was able to control
her cmotion, R

“Mr. Nelson Lee,”” she said, when the detective cnlled at the cotlage,
“ I owo you much, more than I can cver repny. You saved my life."

“H T did, it is no more Lhan you did for me, my denr young lady,”
answerod Lee. *“T have not forgoften bow you sel me free in that tunnel,
S In that matler we are quits.” ’

* You have been—oh, so kind to me. I can never thank you-enough.”
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" Don’t talk of thanks. My reward is Lo see you well.
will bo to see you made happy for life.”

She shook her head mournfully.

::Thnt I fear will never be,” she replied, in n low tone.
Bnri?lgo-t}-— gracious me! Why not? When you are married to Leonard

She put up her band. the tears slarting Lo her eyes,

““I can never marry Leonard Baring!” she said.

““ Good heavona! \Why not? He loves you with all his heart and soul.”

““Yes, I know that. I am surc of that.”

““ And you still love him?"”

** With all the strength of my being.””

““Then what in the world is to prevent your marrging him and being
happy all the rest of your life.””

“I cannot. It would ruin his happiness,™

“How? Why?" asked Lee in amaze.

‘‘ Becauge I amm of German nationality. Oh, my father {old me. It was
afler he took.me back from the tunnel. He told me that if ever I ran away
ngain, the English police would arrest me. and that because I was the
daughter of n German subject I should be deported—sent back to Germany —
for I am a German subjeot, Loo.”

‘“So that is what you mean, is it?”’ said Lee, with a gentle smile. “* Well,
I suppose you arc right. Technieally. becanse your father was a German,
you are a German, too, and, therefore, linble to deportalion. But in all
save patornity you are English. Your mother was an English lady, and
you are English in temperament, character, sympathies, looks—everything.”

*“ Yes—yes, that is true; but——""

‘““ Aud, therefore, I think tho technical difficully can be surmounted.”

‘“ How is it possible?’: .

“I will myself soc one of the Cabinet Ministers, and ask him to use his
influence in your favour. When I have made your position clear to him, I
am quite sure everything will be all right. You will be granted naturalisa-
tion papers. You will become English legally, as well as being English in
every other respeet.” e

“ Oh, if that can be done!”” she exclaimed, her beauliful eyes lighting up
with hope. , .

** Make up your mind that it will be done. And make up your mind
that you are to be the wife of Leonard Baring.”

““Dear Leonard,” she murmured, “ what will he say when he hears all
that has happened? I must write to him at once.”

““There will be no need for that,”” said Lee, smiling. “In a few hours
you will see him.”

“Am I to go to Eastminster, then?” )

‘“ No, ho is coming here. I sent a lelegram to him nn hour ago. By
thia time he is on his \va{."-,

Toars of gratitude welled up in her eyes. « Loy 0B

““ How good you are to me,” she said fervently.  How very, very kind."™

Nelson Lee was right about Leonard Baring. Receiving the detective’'s
long, oxplanatory message, he at once set ont for the railway-stalion.
Lucky to catch a train, he arrived at the nearest stalion to Pursleydale in
Jess than two hours. At once he drove over to the village. 0

From Nelson Lee, whomm he met in the village stireet, he l!curd a fu
account of all that had happened. Towards the deteclive his gratitude
was overwhelming, but Lee would not listen to"lns thanks, y L enitin

““Go to your sweetheart, my young friend,” he said. * She 18 waling
for you,”” - '

A grealer reward
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Tender and sweet was the meeting between the two lovers. During their
lang months of separation they had never been out of oucI! olher’s thoughts.

Sad thoughts often, because there had been times when it seemed as if Lho
obstacles separating them were insurmountable, as if the bappiness which
both had heped for could never be achieved. :

Now thal those obstocles had been removed clean from their palh, what
wonder that their hearts should overflow with happiness, '

‘“ Darling,”” said Leonard, as he held her in his passionate ombrace, * all
our difliculties have passed away. There is nothing to hinder your becoming
my wife now. You will marry me at once. I will get a licence, and we
will be mnorried iv three days.””

*“ No, Leonard—no,” she said. shaking her head. * That cannot be. I
cannol marry you in three days.”" .

“In a week, then?'

“Nor in a week.”

“ Well, how soon will you marry me?"’

“I don’t know. Perhaps not at all.”

*“ Gireta. what are you saying?”’ he cried, amazed.

““They may vot allow me to become a naturalised Englishwoman,'’

“But they will—they will. Mr. Lee has spoken about that to me. He
Is going 1o 8ce onc of the Cabinet Ministers, and—""' '

**Yex, be has told nie that, also. But until he has seen him, and until
the matler is quite settled, I cannot marry you, Leonard. Think how
awful it would be if after we were married we were torn apart, and I had
to be sent to Germany.”

“That shall never be, darling. I'm going to sce Mr. Nelson Lee at once.”

He did. Lee listened to what be had Lo say,

““So Miss Bergimann is still afraid,”” he said, with a smile. “ Well, a1l I
'c:;n sayl is that if that’s the only obslacle, she shall marry you in a week,
alter all” :

" You will see the Minister you mentioned ?"”

“To«lny. T am going to London at once. T have much Lo reporl Lo him.”

Indeed he had. When, some few hours later, Nelson Lee sat closete:d
with .the Minister of Munitions in Tondon, the latter listvned to the delec-
tive's revelations in admiring astonishment.

“Mr. Lee,” he anid, “this is splendid! You have accomplished a
magnificent coup.  Such services to our counlry are impossible of adequale
reward, but we must make some attempt al reward. What shall it he?"

‘“ Nothing, sir,’”” answered Tee, with a smile. ““ I am entitled to nothing.
I have only done my duly as a servanl of the Stale. Remember. you
nplpoinlo.(l me as an Inspector of ¥actories, and for that I receive an -official
salary.”” -
“So you do,”” laughed the Minisler. ““ But over and abové Lhat you
must have " ]
“If you insist on giving me a reward, sir, may I ask a favour?”
““Name it, Mr. Lee.”
“IL concerns a young lady, the danghter of I’rofessor Otlo Bergmann,
one alr‘ hh; men who perished through the Zeppelio attack.'
“ Well2* -
" As the daughter of a German she in technically a German, also, and
liable to deportntion.”” .
“Yes." .
" She does not want to be deported. She wants to slay in Englund and
marry a young Englishman.” :
** Iz Lthere anylhing to prevent her?”
Nothing except the feur of being deported. ‘To remove that, she wishes
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to be naturalised. She is Er
father’s nature is in her.”

*“ And the precice nalure of what you call a favour to you, Mr. i

“That Greta Bergmann be grnntc}('l naturalisation p.'lpzrs 80 thnﬁ?:.e may
marry her sweetheart within a week.* 7

“ All right, Mr. Lee,” said the Minister amilingly. ““ We must see what
:gntobc d'o’nc for these young people. You had belter send for them Lo come

wn, - )

Wired for by Nelson Iee. Teconard Baring bLrought his fiancee wp lo
London the next day. The deteclive met them at an appointed pluce, and
presenlly piloted them to an office off Whitehall.

Here Greta was questioned by a cerlain official. Her answers being
erfectly satisfactory. and there being not the smallest doubt about her
oyally to England, she was presently granted the necessary naturalisation
papery.

Allow me to Le first to congralulaie you on becoming a countrywoman

o:'l mine,” smiled Lee. “ You see, Mies Greta, it has come all right, after
a -ll

““Thanks to you, Mr Lec.”

‘““ And now thero’ll be ne difficully about your wedding—ch?"*

A Dbeautiful blush overspread her face, while Leonard Baring added to
her pretty embarrassment by saying:

“ Come along, darling, we'll go and sce about the licence at once. We
shall be marzied in a week, after all.”

But before the wedding came off, Nelson Lee and Nipper—who were duly
present at it—had a great deal of work Lo do. Another visit to Bordwell's
factory led to the discovers of certain correspondence that had taken place
between the traitorous Felix Murton and cerlain men in the German Secret
Service. Thiz made quile clear all that had taken place. An imspection
of the top floors of the factory showed nol ouly lathes and machinery for
the making of Mauser rifles and ammunition, but actually long lines of
cubicles where workers there had slept.

These workers were mostly German and Austrian mechanics, who had
Dbeen smuggled in on (he outbreak of war, and had ever since continued
{heir illegal work unknown to the real, honest workers in other parts of the
factory.

Mos{ of these werce subsequently arrested, and, in course of time, brought
Lo Lrial and punished. ) .

For the part he had played in exposing the whele vast plot, Nelson Leo
won tho thauks of the highest personages in the land,

1iglish through and through; nothing of her

TNE END,

Another Grand, Long, Complete
Story of Nelson Lee and Nipper,

ENTITLED-

“BRITISH TO THE BACKBONE;

THE GREAT TROOP-TRAIN MYSTERY.”
Appcars Next Week,
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The Boys of Ravenswood College;

or, Dick Clare’s Schooldays.
A New Story of School Life. By S. CLARKE HOOK.

Aathor of the famous Jach, Sam & Pate siorics, appearing wockly in.
" The Marvel Library.”

. s

Dick Clare, a rich youngster, joins Ravenswood College, and he sron makes kis
presence feli.

Onc day neuw comes to the school that Dick and his chum, Tom, have been drowned,
but ultimately they turn up safe and sound.

Melby, one of the olher boys, iakes a violent dislike to Dick Clare, and is especially
jealous because the Hcadmasier lakes special notice of the new boy.

Dick decides to enter a crew for the sculling race which is about to be held, and
hc engages a man named Bunny to train his men.

Diek’s crow wins the race, which so cnrages Gowl that he makes yngulling remarks
regarding his rival’s mother, (Now read on.)

The Mile Race.

«“ OAT a howling cad the fellow is!"" exclaimed Tom. °‘ Still, it

\X/ would have been n lot worse if there had been a word of Lruth in

it. As a matter of facl, your mother is dressed in white, and is

aboul as much over-dressed as you are.  As for the rouge—well, that's a bit
Loo ridiculous.”’

* Right you are, Tom,'" answered Dick, watching Gowl's retreating form,
while Lhere was an angry glitter in his eyes. ‘“ My mother is desperately
proud of me withoutl a cause. I'm desperately proud of her with every cause
m this world., She has only one fanlt, and that iz letlting me have every-
thing I want, and do everything I like; beyond that she is perfeet. What
do you think of my chances in the mile handicap?*

““You will win i. Tt's certain; and I believe Gowl knows it. TTe com.
plained ol the start Hal Lokin was giving yow; but Hal said he considered it
would make a good race belween you and Gowl. The captain always gives
Lthe Lower School a fair chance. I wounldn’t be a bit surprised to see Cedric
come in second. Ile’s a fine runner for such a kid, and he’s got a very long
atart. I don’t believe Gowl will overtuke him. I'm cerlain he won't over-
tnke you.” '

* What about Fox**

“ He's nol much good at the mile. Ile’s splendid for a hundred yards, but
can’t last the mile.  Gowl will beat him.  Melby will lose heart. As for the
othera—well, T don’l helieve you need fear them.  Of course, Gowl is serateh,
Lat he'll pass most of Lhem. e may come up with you, but it will be by a
Lig effort, and he will be loo pumped out. for the spurt.”

" Right you are. T hope you are correct,’” said Dick. “ We ahall see.””

“ You have got three hundred yards starl, you sce. That wanls a lot of
making wp.”’

S0 it docx.”

“ Mind you, Gowl will do his level best, because it’e a valuable prize. It
would look jolly well in our study."”

‘““IUs a pity you are not running, Tom."

alslusnluln niacnlulnlalnlaiecnlslsln n a ulnlalulaleiele

'slaletetatntaralulnlatnlininlninialocn nln nlnlele
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‘“ Oh, bother! T've got the relml.nl.ion of Leing able (o run better thau T
can. You gece, you are uew (o the college, and the captnin inviuriably errs
on the right side with new chaps. If I were a betting man instead of being
a non-betling Loy, I'd back you to win.”

Now, Dick considered his ru:min% by far his strongest point. Neither the
captain nor Tow had secen him at his best, for Hal did not believe in trial
races for handicapping purposes. Te juat kept walch at odd times, and made
his notes. He had seen Dick at cricket, and that was all; and he bad given
<him three hundred yards start.

The mile handicap came off in the afternoon. There were three laps to the
mile, and Cedrie being the youngest boy in the college, had half a lap start.

‘“ Are you ready?”’ shouted Hal, who was the starter. * Go!”

The ll.iIStOI shot rang out, then there werc roars of laughter from the boya
of the Upper School, for Dick had turned, and commenced runiing in the
wrong dircetion.

** Ha, hn, ha! You are going the wrong way, Clare!”’ bawled one of them.
‘“ You will lose by six laps!”’

“ You silly ‘iugﬁins 1 %'ellcd onc of the youngsters. ‘“ Run the other way!
.Oh, bother 1t! Think of the Lower School.”

But Dick was thinking of the insult Lo his mother, and the prestige of the
Lower School was quile a sccondary consideration in comparison. Yor n
hundred and fifty yards he raced back, then turned as Gow! met him.

“ Wo run on cqual terms,” said Dick. *“ Our dislances are mow exaclly
the same.”””

“ You stupid little idiot!” panted Gowl. ‘ You had 8 good chance of
winning before. TYou have nonc now.”

He spurted and left Dick three yards behind, then round they went, and
‘Dr. Stanley gazed in wonder. He could not understand Dick’s extraordinary
conduct at all. . _

‘“ He has given the race away, sir!”’ said Hal.

“ Undoubtedly,” answered the Head. “ He is a strange lad. It is-quite
possible he may want little Cedric to win. The youngster is running re-

“markably well"’ -

““ Yes, sir. He will make a fine runner when he gets a little older. But
what do you think of Dick Clare’s style?””

*“ Perfect! But it is impossible that he could beat Gowl over the mile.”

" Cheers burst forth as Cedric came round. JI¢ was not Leing pressed yet.
The Lower School appcared to pin their failth on him, although Dick had been
the [avourite previous to what they called his rotten behaviour. .

All the youngsters came round first. Then came Gowl, who was steadily
overhauling the leaders. Next to him; at least six yarda behind, came Dick,
who was hissed by all the Lower School, laughed at by the big fellows, and
cheered by Hal and Tom, although the latter felt inclined to kick him.

But the prize was nothing to Dick. All he cared about was to beat Gowl,

“who had taken the best position, for he was hugging the ropes. :

Round they swept again. Many of the yonunger boys had now dropped out.
Cedric was still leading considerably, bul Gowl had spurted, and passing all
‘the rest drew closer to the leader. Dick was a dozen yards behind,

*“ Last lap!"* shouted Hal, handing Mr. Foster the other end of the tape
which they ran across the track. . .

Dick sct his teeth, and his breath hissed through I;hcm._ He qm_ckcncd his
‘pace and crepl up to Gowl, who, in his turn, was overhauling Cedrie.

Soon he passed him—so did Dick, who wis not two yards hehind Gowl.
They were half-way round the lap. Both were running grandly. B

Dick heard the roar of voices growing louder as they sped onwards, With
a few bounds he drew level, and thus they raced for a hundred yards or
more.
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Then came the finnl spurl. For some momenls the cheering ceased. It
looked like a dead-heat, then Dick sprang forward and swept the tape from
the holders” hands.

Ile had won the race, but not by many inches.

They swlopped side by xide, then Gowl turned ou him and panted out a few
words which were only heard by Dick.

He sprang forward, and struck the bully a beavy blow on the jaw, while

Hal sprang between them,

“ Go to my study, Clare, and remain there until I come !’ commanded Dr.
Stanley, while Dick bawed and walked townrds the college.

*“ Now, what. 2re you doing here?”’ demanded Vance, nn Dick entered the
ktudy, which the porter happened Lo be tidying., * You know perfectly well
that you ain’t got the right to come here.”

*“I know jolfy well T haven’t gol the inclination, old chap,’
Dick.

** Theit clear oul of it, else I'l chuck you out!*’

“ It enn’t be done, old boy,” said Dick. ** I'Q very mueh like to obey you,
but [ daren’t. A Iecad with a heart has sent me hers,” -

“ HHow the thunder can a head have a heart? You are talking ridic’lous.
Do you suppose your hearl is in your hend?'’

“ Il feels more as though it was in my bools al the present moment. Don’t
‘ou kee, YVanee, 1 have displeased bully Gowl and the Doclor, and the latter
1w ordered me to come here. Now, I don't mind doing that a little bit;
what 1 object Lo is his coming here, and he will do it. I feel quite certain
on that score. No matter. You leave me to my own and feelings.”’

““Is he going to cano you?”’
| "lI did not ask him, not being desirous of pulling such silly notions into
iy hend.”’

“ Haw, haw, haw! T hope as he gives it Lo you hot and slrong, ‘cos if cver
a boy deserved it you are the one. I've got your name down for being late,
bhut I ain’t going to trot it up Lo him till after he's finished with you.'’

“ Pure vindictiveness, Vance. Bul look here, here is a sum of money for
you, and—""

‘“ Of course, that makes all the difference. I shouldn’t think of reporting
n boy Lhat did the right thing by me.* :

*“‘This sum of money is a demi-denarius. Kuoow wbat that 32"

"1 don’t, young gent.”’

“ In Lancushire they call it a meg. No doubt you will better. nErrocinto
its value when I inform you that it is a ha’penny. Go and buy marbles with
it, and have a pice little game.”

“‘ Drat if 1 don't report you !"” snarled the disappointed porter, picking up
the coin and leaving the study. \

answered

Up a Treel

ICK had a long time {o wait, then the Head entered the study, accom-
D panicd by Gowl, who looked sullen and unensy in hjs mind. .

““ T have gueationed Gowl concerning your misconduct, Clare,” said
the Head, seating himself, while the big and small boy stood before him,
“ lle assures me that he has nol the slightest idea why you struck him.

Have you amy explanation to make?"

** No, nir.”

"I\'on mean to tell me that you refuse lo give your reason for such mis-
conduct ¥*’
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*“ T hopo you will not press ine Lo give any reason, I am quile prepa
take the conscquences.’ ) prepared to

*“ Was it through some misunderstoanding?”
““ No, sir.”

““ Was it done in passion?”’

I expect s0, sir.”

““ Do you wish to expreas contrition for your misconduct?”

‘: No, 9i1'. I would strike himn again under similar civcumstances. I would
strike lu'm now in your presence, or in the presence of any living mau or
woman.’ : '

““ Do you stLill agsert that you gave the boy no cause for Lhe blow, Gowl?

Gowl snid something to you, Clare,” exclaimed the Iead?’”
o« Y@.,Rir."

*“ And that is why you struck him?"’

‘“ Yes, sir. I hope you will ask me no more.”

“ What did. you say, Gowl?’’

“ I never spoke Lo him. e has spoken falsely now.'

““ You did speak to nim. I was watching you closely. I distinetly saw
your lips move.”

‘“ I may have made some remark. If go, I have forgotlen it.”’

““ You tell me that you forget what you said to make that boy strike you?”

‘“ It is not the first time he has insulted me in public.’”’

‘“ That has nothing to do with what I asked you. Do you assert that you
forget the insulting remark you made, or any remark you made.”

“"I made no remark that would warrant such conduct, sir.”

‘“ You are evading the question. You wish ine to belicve that you remem-

‘ber you snid nothing to warrant the blow, but cannot remember what you
said.”

*“ I gave him no cause to sirike me, sir.”

“ You can go,” snid the Head. And for some jnoments after Gowl had left
the room Dr. Stanley remained silent, as though doubting how to deal with
Dick. -

‘‘ You refuse to repeat the words he uttered, Clare?”

T hope you will not press me to do so, sir.”

““ You cousider I ought not to know them. That my knowing them would
get Gowl into serious trouble? Or is it that you comsider such repetition
would be ¢ sneaking ’ on your part?”’ N

“T don’t think the words would get him into serious trouble, sir.”

“ Now, Clare, I have never known you to pervert the truth. There is no
boy in the college—and no master in the college on whose word I would
place more implicit reliance than on yours. _Tell me, mi,' lad, do you in your
own mind consider you were justified in striking that blow?”

“Yes! I know fwns.”

“ Were the words actually against yourself?™

« Tou'ean lad. Tell the captain I wish to speak to bim.””

“ You can go, my lad. Te ¢ captain I wish to speak to him." .

Hal soon :Eade i:is appearance, ml:d he looked rather worricd. He liked
Clare, and was afraid he would get into scrious trouble.

““ Do you know what it was all about, Hal?” inquired the Head.

*“ No, sir. Clare mentioned nothing to me, except that you wished to sco
me, and he wishes the first prize to be given in place ol the third prize,
which means that the silver cup would go to little Cedric. Have you any
objcction? ) . _

“No, if Clare wishes it. The third prize could fo to the fourtli runmer.
Notw, from what T can gather, Gowl must have made some insulting remark
concerning Clare’s mother. He said the words were not actually against
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himself, therefore I imagine they must have dbcqndnlg:\i?:t Ez!i.fl- n?llnlﬁ:‘i.n )
l"c-:nr‘ the remark was grossly insull;:;:";g g,‘;:,:lly_oni(t‘ is,l of cgurse, iln]:)rossib!i!t;
}_ml " “'Im= l?ll:l.‘l.l'.;l:w('tl:::ct 'h?n‘(‘l'ggd?pf do not consider that he desérves punish-
or me (o lare;

. i ¢ gori vowl. Thero
ment ia correct. What [ wish You (o do 18 10 Shenit Son Aol o ctond at. il
is some sccret Plf:;r((',c'l:.m ]::ows something concerning Gowl’s past life, l)l!t-
It seoms_lormcta honourable to make usc of such knowledge. My fear 19
the In_d ’s nl|.| ook gome sort of revenge, and you must try to prevent any-
that Gowl “]l ;”cscc what you can do, Hal, then dine with me to-night.
th.'. -ll'ki L.::| "sir. I say, what n wonderful runnor Clare is.”
o }u : su;-priscd me, because Gowl renlly ran well. I remember
L!e rglf:f::-r )\ms o ereat athlete, and that is not the ouly thing in which
Cl.m';cla k':-s after him.. He has inherited his father’s love of t.rutly.”
Dl’lc'h-;tac\-ening Dick saw his mother to the station, and he decided on re-
turni'ng across country, ns it suved him nearly a mile. It is true that he had
to cross Farmer Garling's land, but as it was pasture land Dick (!I(l m:ll:
consider it maltered. Unfortunately, Garling did. Trespassers always mnd-
doe ke Boys of Ravensuood for that renson, becnuse they invariably
Boys of Ravenswood for tha . .
1\'0]:}: :'.'th.fs': h':: gro}und when they wanted to make a short cut. ¢ had once
flogged a boy so mercilessly that the vicar, who had heard the cries,
threatened to prosccute him, and promptly stopped all orders. Garling used
bad language to him, and told hu;: (lllcldu}) not;S :llrli:; l.mtl he :::::df;_f;gldﬁ;
ably when the matler was reported to Dr. anley, who 5
c}lll’a:':om (o a small flnrnll so;nﬁ .mlill::stawny.t : ing it. and forlune h‘\ sured
" Dick had heard all about this, but meant chancing it, a avou
hi:lr:: (I:Il;lla" he had gone alboul; half the distance, then he had some shocking
luck—so did Farmer Garling. . . ] o )
It was the fault of an enormous red bull, which Dick did not notice until
he gol into the particular field, which he did by climbing the gate. -
He was half across the ficld before the bull made its presence known by an
angry bellow. )
'l‘h':: ficld was a large one, and to have gained the hedge on Lhe further side
before the bull was on him would have been impossible even for such a swilt
runoer as Dick; for the bull no sooner sighted him than it came charging
down. '
“No you don’t, old boy!” cried Dick, bolting towards an old onk-tree
which stood in the centre of the field. *“ You go and toss Lthe varmer.”
The tree was close. Dick scrambled inlo the branches just as the bull came
charging down,
He was (lmf“c”-" safe now, but his position was an awkward one, for Ltho
bull waited for him (o come down with a patience that was exasperating.
Dick _workctl. his way along o bough. It was a dead bongh._ ond l.lc broke
some pieces off, and flung them at the bull in the hope of driving it away,
but n_ol‘hmg so fortunate as that happened, and Dick knew he would be late—
especially if the bull kept him there all night, |
MT(; d(fs%_mi]: w:l'-h that angry animal waiting for him was not Lo be thought
Otilc:rnsid lcr I.‘ll m]ost hoped {hat Farmer Garling, whose house was on the
i ¢ of the hedge, would see him, and drive the bull off.

owever, nothing like that happened, and Dick was wondering )
carth he was 1o :"' . A »ou onderin IO\\: .on
matters for hine get oul of his predicninent, when the dead bough decided

he 1 ; : - . . .
scen::dntT l::,»n?] immedialely heneath him. Tt was cropping some grass, and

down. elermined to feed off that particular palch until Dick cume
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Suddenly there~was a sharp crack.. Dick's weight was too much for the
rotten old bough, and he fell right on the top of his foe.

He would have gone to the ground—and possibly his dealh—had he not
clutched at the Lull's shagzy mane. Aa it was he went round the field.

Dick could ride a bare-backed horse with perfect case, hut thisewas the
first time he had ridden a bull, and he made a mental vow thnt it should
be the last. _ |

The bull’s fury knew no bounds. Madly acrosg the field it dashed, thence
through the hédge into I"armer Garling's kitchen-garden.

Now, Garling was accustomed to spend his evenings in that garden plot,
and he kepf it in excellent order. If anyone in his employ.-dared Lo tread
on the beds he would howl ut them, while if a cabbage was cut it was always

~the wrong onc. Ae for his cualéonlers, he would never allow anyone lo go
near Llie frames. :

But the bull had no more respect for the farmer than for his garden. It
churned up cabbages, onious, and carrots, in the most reckless munner. ‘The
currant-bushes would need no summer pruning after the bull had: been round
the garden once, then it rushed beneath an apple-tree, and Dick was, un.
geated; but he succeeded in grasping the bough of the tree, and clambered
up, bringing down a_dozen or so of fine u}iplou.

The bull went on—so did the farmer, for the angry animal was coming
in his direction. It caught him up, too, and toxsed him into the middle of -
his _cucumber-frames, after that the brute tore ils way through the hedge,

.and commenced to have its supper off a wheatlield. for it had got out on the
opposite side of the garden, into a wheatfield which was not meant for
grazing bulls.

** Are you hurt, old chap?” inquired Dick.

The question was (uite superltuous. for as Carling. struggled from -the
wrecked cuéwmber-frames his face looked as though he had been poking. it
into his gooseberry-bushes. He was angry too. You might have heard that
half a mile away. The characters he gave.the Boys of Ravenswood was even
worse” than Gowl “deserved, while? actording fo Garling, the masters were
ralher worse Lhan the boys. ) :

2 But, look here, my dear varmer;’
at the thing i the proper light.”. :

“ Bust me!"” howled Garling, by no means pacified by having his mode of

'_c;\'g:l.:limcd Dick. ‘* Thou mawn look

L4

specch mocked. ** I'll shoot you! Drat me if I won't!" .
. ** The chances are they will hang you if you will, old boy. What’s the good
of losing your femper over a little accident. We all have our trials, and
must bear them bravely. I wouldu't bother about it if I were you, After
all cabbages are cheap enough—so is glass. You can easily mend those
frames my dear wman, and there you are.”
““I'll get my goon and shoot you.” :
*“ Why, that’s not a bad idea,” said Diok,.who saw a chance of eseape if
“Garling went for his gun. *° You go and fetch the gun.”’.
. But Garling also foresaw this contingency.
“ Hi, Bill!  Bring my goon!" he howled. :
Bill was his handy man. It so happened that he was three miles away in
a little public house drinking ale. The woman who kept Garling’s house in
order had gone home for the night, and he had no wife.
For five minutes he howled for Bill, then he once more turned his fury on
the prisoner. -
"', ow, s¢e you here, you young varmint !’ heoted the farmer. “ If you
don’t come down it will be the worse for you, and so I tell ce.”

- (Another raltling long l'tw:’ahnent nezl week.)

-
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