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No. 2. THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY. ONE PENNY,

THE Case OF The

ity SECRET ROOM

LN ﬂ: A Maghnificent Long, Complete Detective Story,
- Introducing Nelson Lee and His Assistant
Nipper. Speclally Written for This Issue.

By the author of “ Graft,” ** Plam . Sexton Blake,"
“ The Acdoentures of Deteclive S";.:nr';nl."’c::.. ote.

' CHAPTER 1.
Cyrus L. Spender—The Guardians of the House—-A Faked Measage—
Into Thin Air.

L] -
kisox Lke pushed tho papers before him impatiently away, roze (o lhia
N [eet, and stood slaring through Lho window at Geay's Inn Road and tho
thinga that woro happening in it. Not that there was much t4 lovk at
from the woint of viow of tho ordinary man. A cyelist carrving newapsjets
appeared to skid and with difliculty save himaolf from being thrown, but the
detective did nol fail to notico that the man who wont to his assistance—who
was of the horse-horsoy—reccived a pieco of paper from the cyelist's hand beforo
the latter pedallod away.

“Yet thoy trouble to make laws against street betting ! ™ Nelson Leo mutterod
disgustedly. Thon his oyes brightoned, and he beckoned Nipper to his side.
‘“ Do you sco that man over there,” ho eaid ¢uickly—* European clothes, but
with the slanting cyes of a Chinamen ? Probably his pigtail is coiled up un-er
his bowler hat.”

“You mean tho lamo ono, sir—the man with the club foot ?”’ Nipper, tho
deteclive’s young assistani, answered brightly.

“Tho man who appears to have a club foot,” Nelson Lee corrected, “If
you walch him closely you will sco that tho bend of his kneo is not natural, thas
nisdlcg would be the same length as the other one if he cared to straighton it out,
and—-" :

“ But what's the idea of it, sir ? " Nipper demanded.

Nelson Lee shrugeed his shoulders, and the expression of his face suggested
that he was bored to death. . -

“ Opium smuggling,” he answered briefly. “T have often thought that thero
was a depot for that kind of thing round King's Cross. and now I am sure.  Look
at the colour of the man’s face, if you can call it a colour—tho leaden-grey huv
that speaks of the man who not only eclls opium, but smokes it."”

Nelson Lco tumed shortly away from the window, and paced up and down
the room, Nipper following him with anxious eycs.

“Why don't you do somothing about it then. gir 2" he asked. * We'te slal,
and you've refused that job over the Entell diamonds.”

t 5[‘ coursec I hevo refused it ! " the detective answered, in an irritable tone,
“It is an affair for the police, and il they cannot run the thicl down it is alout
lime they gave up their job.! Bah! I'm getting sick and tired of these Intlo
afairs-—old men whose sons have got into tronble, women who have puised brd_e
debts that they can’t pay, nll the litt}e idiotic thing of Jife that people vuzin
o Lo able Lo look after for themeselves.”

Nelson Ice strodo back to the window, and something of the Lored-m left Lis

’
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fnee a8 he loshed domo at the occupant of the car that had pulled up before the

bwmild : hich h had rnona

- 1;';:' L'H;:rnder." he said, il; a low (one,

. Amrrican millionsire, sir ! . .

. m Nelen l:nn:- answered shortly, and with a cortain amount of disgust
is his tone. * Sbow him in when ho knooks, but I'm not going to take on
another casc unless it shows some sort of roal interost. For two pins 1'd clozo

place d take s holiday 1" _
“?‘ And ('::ll::l.e.lnnth in about 2 cil ," Nipper chuckled. “I believe you'd rather

bairpin than be idle for—" -
h"'ln';t.ro:ntl?'t' Nehnr.t“Loe snap l ,cthough there was a' smilo on his lips, “ There's

the bell and knockoer going at tho same timo.” - .

Nipper did get out, to return in a very ahorl._ space of tnmo_wnth a tall, cloan-
shuven man of somothing over filty. Ho was thin and angular in every part, and,
though his clothes were good, they were obviously not English. .For the rest, his
face rather reminded onc of a hawk that has been baulked of its proy, and tho
bruad-brimmed hat that he woro added to tho improssion that ho was American.

“Say,” he ssid quickly, closing tho door bohind him end standing with his
foct a little npart, ** you're Nelson Lee?” ] I

" Correct at the firsl guess,” the dolective assured him coldly. * You aro
Cyrus L. Spender? By the way, Nipper will hang your hat up for you in the hall.’

Cyrus k., Bpender, who in America was used to cvon lesser millionaires cringing
to him,.frowned, and removed his headgear. It was tho first time that in so
many words ho had been asked to tako his hat off, and certainly it was the first
time thet ho would have obeyod. Ho had a way of reckoning that millions counted
for cverything, yet thero was something about the quiet-faced detective thet
made him doubt that fact for once. ..

* Soe hero,” he ssid, in his nosal voice, * there's & job on that I want you to
take in hand, if yoor figure sin’t too h;? S .

“Jt all depends what the caso is,” Nelson Lee answerod, in an oven voice.
“ If it intoreste me 1 will take it up ; if not, I must refer you to Scotland Yard."

Cyrus L. Spender’s sallow face went red ; then he snatehed a roll of notes from
hia kot, and threw it down on to the table.

‘“Thero ajn’t 8 man stands out against tho dollars ! ™ he said harshly, * There's
s cool fivo thousand there, and if that ain’t enough—"

** One moment,” Nelson Leo interrupted. “ There is no need to speak sbout
torms yot. Please tell me what you want done. You will find the chair in the
comer comfortable.” . '

The Amorican dropped his long body into the chair indicated—the Jight from
the window was full upon his face—and Nelson Lec took tha chair opposite.

" IVs liko this,” Cyrus L. Spander began. * You may or may not know that
{'ve thrown up businees, and that I've settled down in this littlo island of yours
= -bought a place called Mallaby Grange.”

Nelson Loe nodded, and there was tﬂ suggestion of a smile on his lipa.

. You mean that James Duggan, the man who bought it bofore, had to let
i"“ have it in parl payment of the debt he owed you,” tio detective put in. *If

remember rightly, lie camo a nasty cropper over the last comner in wheat that
yOH l(:ngll.lco{c A )

ut It that way, if you like,” the American agreed, with a grin. “If a man
ta '."E”“,“ feot waitin'"round to get rich it's hismi"::llt." Tho smilo died away

'“'If‘ 1is ips, and there waa an exprossion of nervous dread in his oyes as he drow
4 "\,"mf AJT;JI?:“ his prl:cktlat and held it out to the deteetive. * Read that.”

* 10 Bl are .

"h?. "l-'=' d to the point, :f. n(:\ i; lgcet of paper, and read the writing on it. It way

}iess you can give mo back Mallaby Grange and the sum of fifty thousand
dollae you” will loso your son Cyrus. if you agree to this leave {bo monoy
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ond the agrcement on your study {able in eight duyn from now, in the plare
where you found this lettor. Remember that nothing will stop rae taking the
boy.—Janks Duaaax.” '

* Where is the envelope ? ™ Nelson Lee inguired, looking up rom the leuier.

* There ain’t ono,” Cyrus L. Spender answered : and the deteetive noticed that
the man’s forchead was damp. * I just found that shect of paper on the study
table scven days ago. How it got there I don't know.”

. ;Th: gervants may have been bribed,” Nelson Lee suggested, without much
intereat.

“T guess not,” the millionaire answored quickly. * There ain’t one of my men
that don’t. get paid enough to keep him loyal.™

Nelson Lee looked at the paper again, and thore was a little line betweon his
oyces.

va What precaulions heve you taken ?™ ho asked. “I sec that to-day is tho
soventh day.” -

*“ That's jusl it,”” Cyrus L. Sponder aaid huekily. * Assoonas I got that letter
it waa me for bein’ busy. Thore's a ring of men round the Grange, onc watching
cvery window or door that & man could got through. But still [ ain't antisficd.
I'm afraid that they'll get the kid even then, and you don't know what that
means Lo mo.”

Nelson Lec’s oxpression changed to one of surprise, and perhaps the American
knew why. AN lus life Cyrus L. Spender had been working for himsclf, crushing
anyono who came into his path, kicking ruthlessly asido anyonc who showod
the slightest sign of boing in opposition.

*I know what you’ro thinking,” ho said slowly ; * but you are all the same.
You just think ofv the days when I was struggling to got the dollars, fighting
agninst men who would bave cut my throat or put a bullet into me to atop mo
doing it. You just think of the mon who have failed becausc I have won through,
aund beeavse you think of that you reckon that I haven't a heart. I'm tho machine
that's minted dollars to the tune of some millions, and I'm no good for anythin’
clse. That's what you think.”

** Something like it,” Nelson Lee admitted coolly.

“Then you're wrong!" Cyrus L. Spender said botween his teeth., Then hia
voice softened. “I'll tell you a bit of my life, the part that you don’t know
anything about, and maybe you'll understand.”

The imcricnn passed & handkerchief across his forchead, and bis bond wes
none too sleady.

“ Moro than fifty years ago I knew what it was to starve,” he said. “No. [
don’t .mean just goin’ without a meal for a day, but lyin’ on a bed of sacks in
little big Now York for close on a solid week at a time, an’ wonderin’ why the
dad didn’t come and give mo food like that I could smell cookin’ right througn
the tenoement building. My mother used to be away all day, too. Sometimea
ske brought food in, and somelimes she didn’t. My father was away a long time
just then, and kids in the strect called after me * Sing Sing." I didn't understanl
then, but I did later. My father was in prison for stealing to got the food tha:
we needed. He'd gone queer on Wall Strect some time back, but it was yenrs
after that I was_to know what that meant.” . ]

The millioncire paused, and though Nelson Lee said nothing, his face showed
decidedly mord interest.

“ I went out on the strects,” Cyrus I.. Spender continued, * and there you l:et
that I leamt more of the hard side of life. 1 made a few cents here an” thew
aellin’ papers an’ runnin' crrands right up to the time when I was fifteen. Then
my mother died, an’ the doetor said that it was through want of food.

“ And say "-—the millionaire's voice had grown very harsh, and his grey eies
wero cold as bits of stcel—* 1'd been in Fifth Avenue sellin® papers, and I'd Ik
in at tho swell cating-places an’ scon folks havo meals that would huve kopt
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for o yeas, and that's where | started on tho other game. The mnight after
my wother dird ] stole s bag swonunushoqol.outotucarringo,nnd
odd 1. The money that | got paid for the funeral.”

(yres L. Bpander lsughed buskily, without tho alightest mirth in tho sound.
“You sre that I'm making no bones about it,” ho continued; * Somochow

yru'en the purt of man | can tell.” .
* (o un,”’ Nebson Loo ordered, And Nipper, who stood by the door, was listening

rageuty Lo,

¥ | :ut a few dollars more, it don't matier how, and I started on my ewn with
o frait stall iv the Bowery quarter.  For fivo ycars things wont protty well, though
theer wyeva't no prospoots of Fifth Avenuo in sight, and I married.” '

The milllonaire's voico grew huskicr still, and it was fully a minuto beforo ho
eutinued, '

"] workod hard,” he mid, * for Minnioc wasn't any oo strong, and she noeded
the best of everything. Things weren't any too good, and I often wondered how
Minnie managed to got the food for me when I camo homo at night.  Later I knew..
Hbe wea fairly starvin’ hersolf so that 1 should do well on the dgm'b stakes, and—=-
that's what killed her later, when 1'd made part of my pile and the kid was bom,
11l-treatment in youth thoy callod it. ' - -

* Bho died. leavin’ me with the kid that's now ten, and I tell you that from that
moment if 1'd ever bad s héart I loet it except for the boy I'd run straight, though

msy not think it, in the way that I did businces, but after that I did not eare.
¢ was money that ] wanted, monoy for tho kid, and I mado it cven though I had
W tramplo other men underfoot."

* And one of them was Jamee Duggan,” Nelson Lee said elowly. - _

“ Yew,” Cyrus L. Bpender snapped back. *‘ One of them was James Duggan,
Jle war my partnor once, and he did his best to ruin me, but he failed. He went
Jdown and under, and I heard no moro of him until I knew that ho’d been in
England, got the place that's mine now, and was doin' well. I hated the man—
I tell you that right away, sir—for ho might have left my boy to starve to death
as Minnio had done. I saw that the monoy he had mado should do him no goud,
and ho flitted from this country a disgraced man.”

The Amarican wiped his forehoad again, and bis lips wore twitching. :
.. Now you'ro right inside all that I can tell you, Mr. Leo,” he said elowly.

Call mo what you like, but put agsinst it what my life has been. 1 want you (o
como right away to Essex—that’s where my place ie—and guard my boy, for I
know that Jamcs Duggen is a dangcrous man. Dack in the old days—"" his
richt hand wandered round to bis hip, * I'd have shot him down like a dog, but
the law don’t allow for things like that, so I've como to you, I said five thousand
dultars, but I don't carv if it's fifty eo long as tho boy is safe.

;\m.\rlo:ed; it forme?” .

¢ asitalod. He know what tho character of Cyrus L. Spendor wae
"_'I'I'}mﬂ_i to bo, though ho had novor heard this tale of the mgny's oarlicrll?l‘o, and ho
v ;:'*‘I'“"d l‘;o be mor: meroiful to him now.

scome Lo mo that nothing can happen 1o the boy after tho preeauntions
2::" you I'I.hve taken,” ho nmwolvg slowly ; Rebut Itell youywhnt I will do. Nipper
- -ﬁi'o::l )‘;‘ﬁ: :'z“&e:tt:nkmp la".n oyo on yl?:r bcily, h:%d if ho spots anytbin

; co. Nipper ith hi i ’
h::!lt hlmlto sco that nothing hn;»pongno o wit ol tho Aime, and [
hast’ ‘:‘::": fl‘wdcr roec to his fcot, and somohow ho looked older than when he

" You can't como yoursolf—now ?** he askod in hi i

" " 8 harsh voice.

o uld, N;!fﬁ" Leo answored quictly, * but it would bo of no use. 1f this
y bas mado a plan for getting your boy away it would simply

mean that he would mako a f i i :
d will be with you in—loton:o ncn:l,l ho:\:'fz;l Ii'u )m:nbn;odrmou go h;;inﬂoy:;nﬁ hnppem
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“ Forly miles.”
¢ I promisc you that I will be with you in an hour after I inve had the summens ™

Nipper and young Cyrus Spender were having a bigh old time of it ; .
rooml L[ Mallaby Grange that was specially rcsli-rvcdgfnr the Imyuivlhn:“w‘mh:.l-?'u::-
day inherit millions. If there was a known game that was not o be found
the room it was not tho [ault of Cyrus L. bgpend('r, and Njpper (r once bad
almost forgoticn that ho was the assistant of perhups the gicatest detective m
1'fll(;{\\'orldE_}Wl Snend bo

oung Cyrus Spender was o of boys, unspoiled by the luxurica heaped upes
him, m\g ho had leon to Nip ryright. n)\:ny. pe ™ Pt

* I wish wo could go and play in the grounds,” he said wistfully, after he and
Nippor had, contested e strenuous game of ring-pong: * but there are o lot of
men who won’t let me—one ab cvery door. 1 wonder why they're there,”

Nipper was about to answor when thore was a knock at tho door, and an el
manservant of the name of Joe Milea looked in. He was butler to Cyrus I,
Spender, and had served in the same capacity in the days of Jamnes Duggan.,

“There's a rin? on the 'phone for you, sir,” ho said, addressing Nipper.  * The
gontleman gives his name as Mr. Nelson Lee.  If you'll come this way 1l show
you where the 'phone is.” '

AL the name of his master Nipper forgol all about the games, and moved haatily
towards the door. Young Spender was safe enough where he was, he told himsell,
and anyway, he would not be absont for more than a couple of minutes,

* All right,” he answered. ' Show me the way.”

Miles led the way seross the hall and into a room on the left of it, where the
receiver of a telephone hung down by its wire. Then the man retired, closing the
door behind him., .

‘“‘ Hallo, that you, sir 1 ™ he said into the instrument.

A muflled voice came back over the wires, so that Nipper could not make out
& word that wos said ; and he ropeatod his question, still with the same reaul®.

¥or fully five minutes Nipper tricd to get an intelligible answer, and it was at
the ond of that time that he received the shock of his life. Over the wires he
olearly heard & man’s laugh, and a voice that was certainly not that of his muster
spoke to him.

“Say,” it said, “you go right along and sce whether young Cyrus is all
right.” :

gNippcr paled as he heard a recciver being dropped back into its place, then,
with the quickness that life with Nelson Lee had taught him, he dropped the
{eceiver that he hold and dashed out of the room and into the onc in which he had

eft youn 18 Sponder.

The rogmcfrnue empty of tho boy.

Nipper dashoed out of tho room again, across the hall, and threw the great fiont
dooropen. A big man stood on the othor side of it, leaning on a heavy stick.

“ Has Master Cyrus como out ! " ho asked quickly. _

“No,” the man answered without hesitation. * Orders not Lo let him out of
the house without special permission. Mr. Spender’s out tuking a walk.”

Nippor felt his hoart go-cold, and for & moment ho stood wondering what to de,
Then he was dashing round tho old house that steod in solilary state in its gronnda.
Here and thero ho found a biz man posted, cach determined looking nnd alert,
but tho answor from each was the same—he had not scen young Cyrus.

v Back in tho houso Nippor ran into old Joe Miles, who cxpressed astonishment
oand alarm when he hcnr(rt-lmt, young Cyrus was not in the play.raom ; and between
thom thoy made a search of the premises without finding the boy.

It was then that Nipper felt that -he had failed in the trust that Im. muaster ]u.d
reposed in him, though later, he was Lo learn Lhat a man of double his age might
have been deccivod just as successfully.
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With fraatic haste the lad called up Nclson Leo, and this timo ho knew that

th ! was that of his master.
w. ;;T: . .'.f".g."cﬁf ;;qml. ** ‘They told me that you'd rung e up, and—""

] shall bo down in an hour,” the voico of Nolson Leo c}ippcd in with, and
Nopper hoard the receiver of the telepbone drepped back into itg place,

CHAPTER Il

Nelson Lee Arrives—The Visit of James Duggan—The Mystery of His
Appearance—Escaped—No Clue.

Lex looked grave .as ho stood in the study of Cyrus L. Spender, in
N Bul“gl’l'l n wointh tlmgt- rentlcman and Nipper. True to his word the dotective
hadl 1o more than an hour coming down in his powerful car, reaching

« Grange just as dusk was falling.
ulmlmufl‘:o”:ﬁmoﬁm millionnim.gho was ag palo as death, and he scomed to bavo

uddenly grown old—very, very old.

" i )%“i‘::'lo have comc:.{ﬁratr{bis might not havo happened,” he said in a ahakiog
voice, then he held out his hands appesling. * You've got to find thoe lad, Mr.
lec. I guess that vou can have half my millions so long as you find him. I'vo
boen gmbbin’ after dollers all my life, but 1 guess that they ain’t worth anythin’
cumpared with the little Jad.”

Ncison Lee nodded, and his fingers rubbed at his smooth.-shaven chin. Possibly
he was chagrined at what had happened, but if so his faco did not show it, for it
waa imimnobtle as ever. _ .

“ It would bhave happened just the same,” he answered. ‘‘It-is plain thet
Jamea Duggan, if it is he who has done this thing, knows all about your movements.
Possibly ho has acted sooner than he intended to do, though, if you ask me; the
talk about tho cighth day was o bluff, It was the seventh on which he intended
to acl, and ho has done 80.” _

The dotective walked across Lo tho window, but the dusk had fallen to such an
oxtant that he could sce no more than a few yards into the grounds.

** You bavo sent your man Miles for all the men on guard ? ' he agked over his
shoulder.  * You are not afrzid of them leaving thoir poste 7™

** Yes, I hove sent for them,” the millionaire answered. *“ What is the good of
them watching now that the boy has gono t "

It was thon that the door of tho room opencd, and Miles slood aside to allow °
a file of mon to onter. Each was a big man, bull-doggy and determined in appear-
ance, and as Nelson Lee looked at them there was not one that he could pick out
n not being on the square. The mon were of the typo—l!ritinhors—who would
uidertako a tark and carry it out to the best of their ability.

Yet young Cyrue had disappeared completely, despite the fact that cvery
exit from the louse was guarded, and the gearch that Nelson Lee had made
of the houso had convinced him that the boy was not there. And he kiew
how to search,

“‘i‘ti\::l);u leave this to me,” Cyrus L. Spender said hoarsely as tho men stood

Nolson Teo nodded, and the millionaire faced the men, his features working
with agitation,

" Soo here,” he esid. *I've paid you well to guard my boy, yet ho's gone
_\\tv!l. we'll leavo that part of the business out, ﬂll I wagt. isyt:aygct. him back

vain, and I'm willin® to pay the prico for it, Thero’s o thotisand pounds, and no

m'[ﬁ"‘ lnlwn.‘fol: the n:(t]m who tellls meo how my lad was taken away.” '
1 men of the guard looked from one to tho other,
3% the millionaire sur\'eyed them with cager, anxious 0}'2:.t not one of them BPOko
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“ I'll make it two thourand-—three,” he said huskily.
like 8o long as I get my boy back.” -

The big mon whispered among themselves, then one of them steppoed forwar)
and touched his forehead.

“ It's no good, sir,”” he answered shortly. * You paid us Lo Go a job and we'vo
done it ag woll as we could. Mc and my mat 23 are ready to swear that the yeung
gentleman hasn’t left the house.”

‘“ He lras,”” Cyrus L. Spender snapped, and his face was almost that of a madman
as he stepped forward towards the men.  “ I'll mako the reward five thousand.™

The spokeaman of the men shru his shoulders,

“IL's no good if you make it fifty thousand, sir,” ho answered. * D'you think
that mo and my mates wouldn't earn the roward, if we could? ‘We aren't
niillionaires.™ )

“ You may as well let them go,” Nolson Tee put in, and at a sign from the
millionaire they left the room. . .

. * Go back to your posts !’ Nelson Lee called aftor them, and Cyrus 1. Spender
smiled bitterly.

“What's the good of it 1" ho asked, as the door closed behind the last man.
“The boy's gone.” :

* But thero's still James Duggan to reckon with.,” Nelson Lee answered.  * I
thoy watch closoly cnough they may learn how it was that the man got that lart
Ietter through to you.”

Cyrus L. g‘ponder took a cigar from Lhe box on the table —he was a great smoker,
and it was just a habit with him—and stood twirling il in his fingers until the leal
was broken and the cigar uscloss.

** What do you mean to do ? ™ he asked al last.

“ Wait to sco the next move of Duggan.” tho dotcetive answered, without
hesitation. “ Until thon we can do nothin?. Wo know that he is out for a reward,
aud I reckon that it won't he lung before he tries to claim it."

“You're right!” a harsh voice snid, and with one accord the two men and
Nipper tumed towands the door. ]

tall, very thin man had entered, closing the door bohind him, and now ho
stood with his back ageinst it, a cruel smile of trinmph on his narrow lips. He was
dressed in black, and his clothes gave him something of the appearnce of an
undertaker’s mute.

“ Duggan ! " Cyrus L. Spender panted furiously, and his hands were clenched
as he took a quick step forward, but the other man did not move. |
' “Don’t you try that game, my friond ! ” Duggan drawled. * I've got the whip-
hand of yon, and don't you forget it! You'vo played with me in your time,
Spender. and I paid dearly for it, bnt it's my turn now. I've got you there ! “—he
held out his ri 'f:: hand and slowly closed the fingers of it as if he were gripping
eomething. ** I oan squecoze you just how I like, and I'm going to do it! ™

Cyrus L. Spender took anotlier step forward, but still Dugzan showed no sign
of fear. .

“You'd hest not try force!™ he warned. “ You know me of old, Speader.
and though I may have heen a fool, you never kuew me to be a coward,

The man turned his eyes on tho detective, and the latter kuew that the trulh
had been spoken. There ‘was nothing of the coward about James Duggan.  Her was
a cool, calculnl-ing, man who had been taking risks all his life, and who was ready
to take them again. . .

“I guess that you're Nelson Leo ¢ ™ Daggan said, with a grin. *“T've heanl of
vou, though it's the first time that I've had the pleasure of meeting you. I supposw
the hoy's Nipper t .

“ILis, old son!"™ the lotter answered ravagely.,  “ Aud don’t you be so cany
;"ilh my name. ‘I'ho boss and I will have you in the dock, yet, and don't you

orgel it.”

“1T'Il make it what yoa
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* fle quirt,” Nelsan lce ordered. and faced Duggan. ITe know that ho WAS up
ngainst No mean antagonist, nl somehow he was not sorry. 1t was a case liko this
that roade detootive work worth going on with.

 May | ask how you got in here 17 ho inquired. :

* (h, you can ask.'’ Duggan a reed, and the glaro of tho cleotric light showed
the wicked smile on his lips.  ** You ean ask, but I'm not going to answor. 1 got
here, if that's any rood to you, just as the lettor of warning to Sponder did—it just
got here, that's all.” . .

* And what do you want 1" Cyrus L. Spender put in, in o hoarss voice.

James Duggan’s smile becamo broader than ever, and his narrow shouldcrd
ehrigged up to his cars. .

" 1‘ thought Lthat you knew,” he answered, ** but T guess thet I'd better remind
you. 1 want this placo—I kind of took a fancy Lo it when I was here before, and
until you swiedled mo out of it—-and I want fifty thousand dollars. I reckon that
J'm ketting you down lightly.” L. ) _

Cynus L. Spender passed bis tonguo over his lips, and his face was terribly haggard.

“Suppwse 1 refuse 1 ) .

" That’s up to you,” Duggan eaid carelessly ; “ but if you do, you can take it
from 1no that you'll never ece that boy of yours again.”

**Then I——"' broke from Spender, Lut a quick motion of Nelson Lec's stopped
him before ho could say more. '

* You would murder the boy 7™ the deteclive asked, his eyes lovking strright
into thase of tho other man.

*That's my aflair 1"’ Duggon answered alow]_}vi “I'm not dealing with you!"

*That's whore you go wrong, mlv friend ! " Nolson Leo correoted him coldly.
* You are dealing with me, and I will tell you one thing now : Mr. Spender will not
pay you a farthing, and if 830 much ns a hair of tho boy’s head is touched I shall
duvote the whols of my time, if it takes mo years, o bringing the crime home to
vou. ] should not reat until 1 saw you standing in the dock of the Old Bailey.”

* Very noble ! Duggan snccred, but there was not quite so much confidence
mn his voice. ** Why not let Spender answer for himsolf T It isn’¢ as if you've losb
thst brat Nipper. You might want to make tcrms about him."

Nolson Lee tumned to Sponder,’ and looked at the latter’s white, haggard faco.

* You will nat give in 1™ ho said slowly. ** We've got to scttle this matter once
und for all, or the same thing may happen again.’ '

Tho Amcerican looked back inlo tho detective’s oycs, and they held him as
though ho was hypnotised. :

** Nag, 1 shall not give in,” he answered hesitatingly, and suddenly his hand darted
Lo his hip, and ho drew out a heavy rovolvor. : -

" llands up, James Duggan ! ™ he ordered, bat the man who received the com.
mwd did not move. Instead, tho grin camo back to his lips.

" Not on your lifo ! * he sneered. * If you kill mo, Spendor, you say good-bye to
secing that precious boy of yours again. You sleep on what I've told you to-night,
und to-morrow 1'l\ ask you for a hundred: thousand dollars instead of fifty.”

It was not often that Nolson Lee failed to notico the movement of an o ponent,
but he had done so this time. Ho bad not scen Duggan’s right, hand go bohind him
snd grip tho handle of the door, with the consequonce that he was taken by eur-
prise when Duggan suddenly wrenohed the deor open and darted out. Tho next
moniont the door had banged bohind him, and thero was tho sound of the key
turning in the lock.

Quick a» lightning Nelson Teo darted at the door and tried Lo wrench it open, bud
|l~‘_!ms:_ht. as well havo tried to push a stono wall over.

‘“ v must get aflor him ! " Spender gasped. ** Break the door down |

| _':""l‘“" Lee drow back, then made a running kick at the panel just above tno
B ':‘; ”:]0“83 there was a creaking of woed the heavy panel stood firm. Ho
g round and snatohed up ono of tho hicavy chaire that wore in the room and,
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using it a8 a ballering.ram, he sct to work on the door. Time after tim~ w ooy
crashed against wood until at last a crack appoared in the panel. snd one more
blow rip out of it a picco of wondl rome six inohex in breadth. Through tha
gap the dotectivo thrust his hand, the key was turned in the lock, and he threw
the door opon. .

Nolson Leo sprinted aoross the great hall, Nipper and Spendor olaso behind him
making for tho front door, which stood wide op!:-l: and a gy broke from him as be
saw something that lay still across the step.

The thing that lay there was the big man who had been on guard over tho
cnlmanee, and on the side of the man's tomple was tho red mark of a heavy blow,
Spender saw it, t00, and once moro his rovolver was out. .

* He oan’t havo gone far!™ ho cried fiorecly. “ I'll shoot the dog down if we
oan find him.”

Nelson Loo turncd to Nipper, thrusting a revolver into his hand.

“ Down tho drivo !’ he ordered quickly. * Find out from the mon at the gato
il auyonc has passed him."

Nippor waa off in a sccond, for dangor meant nothing to him. and Nelwon Leo
dragged tho body of the unconscious man into the hall. '

" to him!"” he ordered bricfly. ** (Get brandy—he may be able to tell us
somecthing when he comes round.™

Once moro tho magnetism of the deteotive prevailed. and Cyrus L. Spender
hurricd off for the spirit. As for Nelson Lee, he walked quiokly over the step,
taking an clectrio toroh from his pooket as he did so, and flashed the light of it
on Lo the gravel of tho drive. The gravel was now ; in fact, it had not been down
(m[- the grealer part of a month, and a recent heavy downfall of rain hnd left it
solt.

Bending low, the delective examinéd the footprinta that were on it, and thero
was an eager oxpression in his eves. If he eoul‘r jiok up the trail thoro ho knew
that he would be able to follow it as certainly as a bloodhound.

Ho saw the marks of his own boots that had beon made when he had stepped
out of his car and cntored the building ; he saw tho reoent impressions made by
Nippor's fcet, and the other ones loft by Cyrus L. Spender. The lattor ho knew
from their ourious narrowness, but thero were no other marks that were at all
recent, nonc that gould have been made by James Duggen. T

Nippor came sprinting back up the drive, but he had no need to tell Nelson Lee
Lthat he had made no discovory. -

“ He's not been seen, sir! " the boy panted. “ He must have gone off through
the grounds.”

Tho deteotive looked back at the man who had been on guard, and who waa
coming round under the ministration of Cyrus L. Spender and Miles thoe butler, and
his eycs narrowed. Ho argued that if the guardian of the door had becn knooked
out, Duggan must have mado his cscape that way, yct the sbsence of footprints
made that impowsible.

“1 don't know anything ! ** the man said huskily, as Nclson Leo bent over him
* I was just hit from bohind as I heard the door open—that’sall ! ”

Cyrus L. Spendor looked at the detective hopelesaly.

““What can wo do ? ™ he moaned. “ What can we do ? .

* I sholl make an oxamination of the grounds,” Nelson Lee answored mechani:
" oally. *“ Duggan may have cscaped by way of ono of the windows. _ .

“But every onc is guarded ! "' the millionaire protested in a shaking voice.
“And why should this man have been knocked out if Duggan did nol escape
that way * He must have ! ™ _

“ Thore are no footmarks,” Nelson Leo answered slowly. Thon he turned on his
!lfrt'l_nml walked out into the night. Ho had struck up agaiust some curious casc:
in his timo, but this was ono of the most ourious,
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Ae tir Aiscrscan had aail, why had the guardinn of the door been attacked
of 1he hhinapper of young Npetwder had not madoe good hie attack that way ? _
With he clectric lurt'.ﬂ i his hand, and necolnL)nnied by Nipper, Nclson Leo
started on his srarch of the grounde.  Outside cach window he found onc of tho
al hi pemt, and cach awore that no ono had passed him, a fact that tho
Jetactive could have amom to himwell, for nowhoro was thoro tho tmck of James
1uuso on the soft turf. Right round the house ho wont, and hia faco was drawn
when he ntumed to thoe hall Lo find Cyrus L. Sponder wailing for him.

* We must search the house,” he said briefly. ** I can find no trace of the man
baving got away."” . o 3

For IL neyt {our both Nelson Leo and Spondor, carrying a revolvor in his lml_ul,
the erarching of the housc continued, and undor the oxport direction of the detoctivo
there was nol a spot that was loft unexplored—yet without result. Jamcs Duggan
had disappearcd as compléolely as if ho had vanished into thin air, and when tho
Inen mu.lp q:: r roturucd to the study, thoy stared at cach other with a blank
amazrment which in tho case of Cyrus L. Spondor was tinged with dread.

** What docs it mean ¢ ™ the latter asked in an awed voico.

** It ucaus that I am dealing with about tho cleverest oriminal that I ever maet,”
Nebson lec answered slowly. n%‘hcn his ¢hin went up. *‘ I want you to promiso mo
onn thing, Mr. Spendor.” ' -

L L] "“ ? -

" That whatever bappens you will not pay Duggan,” Nelson Leo explained.
* Booner or later he will make a slip that will let us in. Will you promiso 1"

Cyms L. Sl)ondor stood shaking in overy limb, for strango though his lifc had
been, ho loved the boy that was all that was loft to bim in the world to care about.”

* You are sure that you will win in the end 7 *” he pleaded. '

" Never knew the boss fasil yot,”” Nipper put in confidently.

* Yeu,” Nelson Lee answered,  ““ 1 have told you that I will undertake no other
work until 1 have restored your son to you,”

Once more the millionaire hesitated, thon he held out his hand,

1 guess that I do ns you say,” he said. :

CHAPTER IIL
Things Happen to Nipper—A Fresh Trail—The Disappearance of Miles,

Nmms Lee sat deop in thought in the study, but the more he thought tho

more perplexed he grew. The caeo that scomed to be a perfectly simplo

. ono at (init bad takon on complications with which he had never reckonedl,

owd inwardly ho had to admit that he was absolutely nl sea.  Young Spender had

disappeared. James Duggan had entered the house without being observed,

At had leftin an equally mysterious manner, in faet, it was cnough to mako anyono
believe in the supematural,

But Nolson Lee, who had probably run more criminals 1o carth than eny other
man living, knew that there was somo oxplanation. Noither the boy nor his
kidnapper could have vanished into thin air—but how had the gono ?

For & salid hour the detective had been running thoory after t eory through his
brain, but each one he had to throw aside as uscless.

. ::“[ﬁ;; l1:.1 :!;rh:::; “;I;l;(‘:c:l'(l nbm;.t the room in tho most disconsolale manner;
" ) \ ¢ [0 at oy - 1 . H o -
e Dlamed for Sttt s ; :‘;{t ing was his fault, though ho could in no way

“":'"l'm guing to have a stroll round, sir,”’ ho enid presently ; * if you don't want

" No.” his maater answored mechonically, .
probabiy bo o boavy day beforo ue 16 monow. 0 o0 b0 late, a8 thero will



Thoe man and the boy wore facing out across the grounds; or otherwise they might
have scen the faco of old Miles pressed agninst tE?glm.oI the window, his cyves
cager, his thin lips twisted into a grim smilo.

~¥“TH risk it,” Nipper answered carclessly. “I'm not worth pinching.”

The lad strolled away in the darkness, still full of tho idea that it was his faull
that young Spender had been kidnapped. He reached tho torrace at the back of
the house, and slood thore with his elbows resting on -tho top of the balustrade,
that bent round in a half circle and touched the wall of the honse. At this par-
ticular apot, for somo reason or othor, there was nol a solitary window breaking
the dead surface of the wall, with tho consequence Lhat thore was not ono of Cyrus
L. Spender's men on guard. e

Nipper stared away over tho dark grounds, tryinf 10 find a solution for the
problem that was boyond his master's unravelling. and hic was not so deep in thought
that he did not notice a figure that camec crawling along the broad balustrade--
until too late. )

Suddenly the scraping of o boot on stonework made him starl ercel. For a
moment he was looking at the figure of old Miles; for & moment ho saw the
cxpression of triumph in the man's-cyes, then Lhe Iatter was on him, grippiag at
bis throat, and lic was borne backwanls te the ground.

Nipper was no fool when it came to a fight, and his muscles were uncommonly
well-developod for o lad of his age, but struggle though he did he could not frew
himsolf from tho grip of the man who suddenly scemed to have grown young
the matler of strongth. _ ,

Nipper struck ont savagely at tho man, time after time, somelimes getting bia
blows home, but the grip on his throat did not relax, and ay he yasped for Lreath
























































































































