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FOREWORD BY THE EDITOR

GILBERT FOYL was a young London stockbroker, who reas the ticlim of a grova
wascarriage of justice. He was arresied for the murder of another stockbroker,
named SALTER, who had really been myurdered by a discharged clerk named
SHAND. NELSON LEE 1was engaged on behalf of Foyl, but although the
deteclive oblained moral proof that the crime had been commitied by Shand, e
could not lay his hards on Shand, who had fied to America after making il appear
that he had drowned himself in the Thames.

Foyl was tried al the Old Bailey before MMR. JUSTICE MEREDITH. The leading
counsel for the prosecution was CRAWFORD BANUHAM, K.C., M.P.. and
the principal witnesses agains! Foyl were « clerk named ARNOLD and a rmlm-
broker named LEGQ, who—gquite honestly but quite misiakenly—identijied Foyl
as the man who had purchased the revolver with which the murder wts commitied.
I the end Foyl was found guilty and sentenced to death, but his sentence wus
afterwcards commuted o penal servitude for life.

To add to Foyl's biticrness, he receired lwo letters from the girl io whom he was en-
gaged—JESSIE MALV ERN—from which il appeared that she belicved him
guilty, and threw him over. Unknown to Foyl, thesc lelters were forged by
HUBERT PRYCE, the ruscally son of Jessic’'s unscrupulous guardiun,
COLOXEL PRYCE.

At the time of his arrest, Foyl and his pariner HERVEY 1werc conducting a specn -
lative deal, which afterwards turned ont so well that they made a projit of oo'r
holf a million. Abl'er Foyl had been sentenced he made over his share of (i
wrofils lo Iervey, bul the latter declared he should alhways regard the moncy «s
.’Foyl'a, and if ever Foyl came out of prizon he would find hiz quarier of «
million waiting for him.

(Now read 1hat Jollows.)

CHAPTER 1

The Return of Gilbert Foyl.

SULTRY August afternoon was drawing to ils close, and David
Hervey, in his office in, Threadneedle Avenue, had just affixed his
signaturc to the last of a big pile of letters when his hend clerk

announced a visitor, ' .

“ Who is it?” smapped Llervey, for the heat had made him rather
irritable this afternoou. . ) .

‘““1le’s a,stranger to me, sir, and he refuses lo give his name, replicd
the clerk. ‘“ He said you'd kuow him when yon saw him, and 1 was to tell
you that his busincss was bolh urgent and private.”

For a moment liervey lhesilated; then:
- ““ ANl right; show him in,” he growled. )

The clerk withdrew, but presently returned and ushered in an clderly-
looking man ‘whose clothos werg obviously new and ubmistakubly ready-

ry
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B
. We have de-~cribed him ons *f clderly-looking ' Il'. roason of the
;:::hl.hnl l:u- ;I.I‘ltl: was snow-white nud his face was deeply imcd; yet, some-

Low or otker, when one looked at him clowly, one realised Lhot he was

put by any rucane & old us e looked. - .

- Well, mir. who are you. sud what do you want, and why did you
reluse vouwr name:”’ demanded Hervey, in not too fricudly tones.

» ited till the clerk hiad left the oflice and closed the door;

The sirnuger waited : o
theu he planted himself in Iront of Ucrvey and looked him steadily in
the even, .

" l'}on'tl_\-ou kuow 130 l' bo usll’:eed quﬁ'.-l.ly. |

* No, I'll be han if—"’ an Iervey. . .

'l‘hl:-n be utoppcdg:nd caught Eis breath. A atartled look came into his
{acc and be Logon to tremble. For a second or two he gazed fixedly at
thy stranger, then the (ruth—tho wonderful, ineredible truth—burst on
lnm like a thundercinp. . . . .

' Good henvens—it's Foyl!” he cried, Jeaping to his feet and seizing the
new arrival’s hand,

' Yea, il's me,” said Foyl. ‘* But plense don’t speak go loudly. I don’t
waut anybody excepl yourself to kuow that I am here.”” _

** But—but how did vou get here?”’ stammered Hervey, half crazy with
cxcitement aud joy. ‘I thonght you wero at Dartmoor, Have you
oncaped? No, no; that's impossible, of course! Mave they let you out
on ticket-of-leave?”’ :

I‘ovl shook his head. , o

** No, 1 haven’t run away, and they haven't let me ont on ticket-of-leave,”
he said. ** I'm o frec man now—as free as yourself. Im other words,” he
wdded, with grim sarcasm, ‘ they have granted me a frec pardon for a
crime which they bave discovered I never committed !

* Then the truth has come to iight at last, thank Heaven!” eaid Hervey
delightedly, * How did it come out?"

*“In a very simple and wnromantic fashion,” answered Foyl. ¢ Somo
little timo ago a_man, who went by the name of Hurst, met with a fatal
gecident in New York. When the doctors told him that he couldn’t recover,
he confessed that his name was Shand, and that it was he who had mur-
dered Marmaduke. Salter. o gave full detaile of the criine and how he
cscaped from l-:nﬁlnnd—dotails, by the way, which fully confirmed Nelson
lee’s theory—and then he died. '

7" Uis signed confession was forwarded to Scotlend Yard by the New

York police,’”” he continued. ‘‘ IL was submilted to the Home Secretary,

and yoqterdnlsir morning I was informed by the governor of Dartmoor that

his Majesty had granted mo a freo pardon. They offered me two hundred

lmundn a8 compensalion—two hundred pounds for wrecking my life! But
m;]rn[ull{ roi]:;tcd the offer—and, that’s all!”

“ But why | nothing of this been published in the nowspapers?”
dewanded Uervey. ** Why has there been l)no official anuouucemel:]l’t l:)l.' the
in--t that your iumocence has been established®”

|'0\};.lhnhruggcd his shoulders, ,

" When the police muke n mistake,” he said, * they don’ int:
print aud prociaim 1o all the world that they have mnd{ f olﬂigt:ll::h 111’1;.::
r?:lldp L expect them to, They naturally wish to hush the matter Iip and

d bonscnee,”” pr «“ .
I“'bl_:;;}' brandod as n mur u::rc.stﬂdlfl%l:o{h&n?glll{. iunozco:coh!]l;n(; kﬁ:}:
proved, wo must wmake the whole country ring with tho nowa.?
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' 'A%nin Foyl shook his head.

““ Yon have always been my friend.”” he said—** the beat friend 1 ever
had. Do you still wish to be my friend?”

“ Of course.”

“ Then promise me that until I give vou leive you won't tell anybody
that my innocence has been proved and thut I aave been released” from
prison. Promise!’’

“Yes, I'll promise if you insist on it,” snid Hervey reluctantly, *' But
I must confesas I don’t understand——"" )

“ You’'ll understand later,”” said Foyl grimly. ' In the meantime, what
about that flutter in White Eagles? i'm not forgetling, of course, that |
made over my share of tho profits to yon before L went to prison; bul [
nlso remember that you expressed your intention of holding it in trust for
11_10, Jn case I ever came out of prison. Do you still adhere to that iuten-
ion?"’

Hervoy looked at him reproanchfully,

‘““ Did you ever know me go back on my word?" he said. ** Of course, 1
adbere lo my intention. I have always kept a separale account of your
share of the profits, and the money is yours whenever you want it."

“ How mueh does it amount to?"’

Hervey opened his safe and consulted n ledger.

‘““ As near ag I can tell, without going carefully into Lhe account,” he
snid, ““ the sum at present standing to your credit is about two hundred
and seventy thousand pounds.”’ :

It might have been as many pence for any sign of clation which Foyl
dis )la}'(&l. He had just learnt that he was worth over a quarter of o
million, yet never a~quiver disturbed the impassivencss of his face.

“ When can I have it?”" he asked quietly. * It is Tuesday now. It will
take you some time to realise the securitics and arrange matiers with the
bank. If I call here again on Saturday morning, c¢an you give me au
cheque for the amount?”’

Hervey stared at him in Llank amazement. .

““ \We'll talk nbout the money in a miunte,”” he said. ““ In the meantime.
what do you mean by saying you’ll call here again on Saturday morning*
Now I've found you, do you think I'm going to part with you as oasily
as that? You're coming homo with me, of course, and you're going o
stay at my house till your affairs are put in order and you're ready to

+6et up a house of your own.” -

Again Foyl shook his head.

“You're very good,” he said, “ but I've made olher arrangemenls.”

Hervey was hurt—deeply hurt—but was too proud to show it.

“Oh, very well,” he said coldly. *‘ If you've made other arrangements
I've no wish to disturb them. If youw'll call again on Sntm:day morning
I' have the account made out for you, and as soon as youve goue over
it and found it correct, 1’1l give you a cheque for the bulance.

“ Thank you,” said Foyl, picking up his hat. * And, in the meanlime,
yow’ll remember your promise not to tell anybody that I'm at liberty:”

“ Certainly,"’ eaid Hervey. _

“ Thank you,” enid Foyl again; and, without another word, he lefl

the office. .
. For nearly half an hour after he had gone Ilervey saat at his desk, losl
in thought. From time to time his cyes grew dim, as though the tears
Wero very near. .

e waus thinking of the past—of the days when he had stood by I'oyl
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whin all the world had been agoiust him,  Jle had been Foyl's closest
triend. hie staunchest defonder and supporter. And this wos hie rewnrd!

 Heo was a different man in those days,'* he mused. * In those days
ke would never have acted as he acted this afternoon. lle would never
have treated me ax if 1 were merely a casual acquaintance who had no
laim op bis canfidence. No, ho has greatly changed in the last two yecars.

“ Iut, safter ail, it would be strange if he hadu’t changed,” he added, by
way of evinforting himself. *‘A man can’t epend two ycars in prison,
hoowing all the time that ho is inmocent, without becoming hardened and
eoured. | musta’t judge him too harshly. I must wait a bit. When he
has tasted Lhe sweets of liberty for a while, aud has mixed with his friends,
be'll soften ind unbend and become his old self again.”

When Foyl called at the office ngnin on Saturday, however, there was no
vign of any softening and uubending, On the contrary, he was moro
reserved and standeoflish thean ever. .

' Yen, that scems all right,” he said, after glancing over the Lalance-
aheet which Hervey had prepared. * Have you wrilten out the cheque?”’

 No, but Ul do so now,” said lervey, opening his cheque-book.

** Make it payable to Robert Smith,” said Foyl.

Ucrn-f lovked up with a queslioning glance.

* Ia (hat the uome you’re passing uunder at present?” he asked.

“ It's the name I wish you to put on the cheque,”” suid Foyl, in a voico
thzt forbade any further questions.

Hervey wrole out the cheque and handed it to Foyl, who, without cven
lanking at it, slipped it into his ket and held out his hand. .

* Thank yvou,” he said. ‘* Good-morning !’

‘Fliis was more than Hervey could stand. .

" Foxl, what's come over you?”’ he almost sobbed. *“ What bave I
d re that you should treat your oldest and closest friend like this? L
knoy you've had a lot {o hear. I can imagine what you've suffcred "

* Oh, no, you can’t,” interrupted Foyl fiercely. ‘‘ No ono can imagine
what 1've suffered. Look at my hair. A man’s hair docen’t turn whito
for nothing. Look at my face, and remember that I'm mnot yet forly.
Think of me as 1 was two years ago, and look at me now!

“ For two vears,” he continued, **I've heenm shut up in prison and
cempelled to herd wilh tho scum of tho criminal world. For two yeara
my nume hos been o symbol of shamo and disgrace. Even theso things I
might have borne, but—Dbut ”—here his voice broke—‘ the bitterest blow:*
of all way that the girl I loved believed me guilty and deserted me. They
.r.n‘nl Tlvc m:_e Lack m_v"_ I;l.n-t:-lyiI n;y good name, my position, but they have
ovbed me for ¢ver of that which wna dearer to me than ] ' y
ul :.u- girl who had promised to be my wife.” ¢ than my life—tho love

Aw il anhamed of hia ontburst, he snatehed up his hat an y ;
d.a:»r. With his hand on the handle, he turn}:d I'OIUI(% ant(ll 8:1112:'12 tfa:h:
\u:fl. uncanny light in his eyes which made Hervey shiver,

" ..'?'.“l. nt;w I'm going (o have my revenge!” he hissed. ‘“ An eye for
‘! \.‘_}.:: and @ tooth for n (ooth—that's my motto now! All I live for now
wreek e It ‘“‘[d 1 have sworn thal every one of {hoso who conspired to
wha oy o'i rom the judgo who sentenced me, 10 the meaneat wilness
! RaYe evidence againal me—shall sufier as I have suffered?”
¢ opened the door and wos gone before Hervey could speak.

“ Mad - guite e : - . .
lllrnodnh;u‘ ‘I"II ;.“.n.-_mcl! mutlered HMervey to himeelf. ‘* Hig suflerings have

Auvd perhaps, after a}l, David Hervey was right,
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CHAPTER 11.

The Disappearance of Crawford Banham.
GMMER had gone, and autumn had followed, and now it was Novembrer.
In the House of Commons an important debate was in progross, and

Crawford Banham, K.C., M.P., had just concluded a brilliunt speech
in his well-known elashing style.

As he re.sn.med hig acat, amid the enthusiastic plaundits of his friends, an
attendont glided up to him and hauded him a telegram. lie opened it, and
no soouer had he read the first words than his face went suddenly while.

‘“ Wife mot with scrious accident,’”” he read. “ Come at omce. Doctor
bas wired for London specialist, who will join you at King's Cruss.

y s * Panren.”

Bad news, old man?'’' asked a collengue, who had noted his sudden
blanching.

““ Very bad,” said Banham, in @ husky voice. My wife, who is slaying
with friends in York, has met with an accident: and Mr., Parker—that’s
thoe name of the friends with whom ehe’s staying—has wired for me
to go at once.”’

A look of dec aympnthy crossed his colleague’s face, for it was well
known in the * House  that Crawlord Banham was devoted-to his youns
and beautiful wife, to whom lic had ouly been married a few months. At
the same time this colleaguo was a practical man, and the irst thing he
did was to glance at the clock. |

“ Then you've no time to lose,” he snid. ““ If you hurry, you'll just
have lime lo catch the 11.45 from King’s Cross, which will land you in
York albout half-past three to-morrow morning.”

With his brain in a whirl of anxiety and grief, Banham left the House,
jumped iuto a taxi, and drove to King's Cross station. The York express
was standing alongside the platform; and as he walked towards it, aflcer
booking bis ticket, two well-drcsscd men accosted him.

:‘ glr. Crawford Banham?’ 3aid the elder of the two, raising his hat.

4 res.ll -

“I'm Dr. Stone,”’ said the man, menlioning the name of a famoun
London surgeon,

. *““You are going to York to see my wife?”’

4 Yes. Didu't they tell yon they had wired for me?”

“ Phey said the York doctor had wired for a London speciulist, but they
didu’t mention any name.”

“ Well, it was for me that Dr. Naylor wired. Ile eaid your wife bhad
fractured her skull, and he feared an operation would be nceessary. As
he didn’t feel compotent to perform the operation himself, he asked me
1o come by the 11.45 and to bring an assistant with me."

- He waved his hand towards the other man who was with him.

“1This is my® assistant—Dr. Birrell,” he aid. “ As I am old-fashioned
enougl to prefer privacy when I travel, I've reserved a firat-class compart-
ment in the non-corridor porlion of the train. Will you join us?”

““ With pleasure,” said Banham. _ )

Dr. Stone led the way to a first-clags comparlment, in which were a
large portmantean and a couple of professional-looking bags. In this
compartment the three men Look their seats, and a few minutes luter the
train steamed out of the station.. . o

It should here be explained that the train was not due to alop until it
reached Grantham, at 1.45. In other words, alter leaving King's Croes, it
was schoduled to make a non-stop run of exactly two houra.
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For nearly half this time the theee men kept up a desnllory conversalion;

. [ turned o his anstunt, .
'h:-'n':'u.:u?u Birrell,”” he mid, *' did you putl any chloroform in my

i % d Dirrell. " But I'll see.” .
": p‘l::'.:l ::';o o?nt';: ngn, and afler rummaging in it he drew out an

smbng<oloured bottle.

‘..\.;.:,}hz:::ll;'ntl:'r‘:lm:'mpulae, Bauham {urned to look at tho Dlottle.

. urnod his head again he found himself gazing into the muzzle
..“rtmmtzl:or in ** Dr. Stonc’s ** outstretched haud. .

“* Que sound, and you're a dead man! _said the so-called doctor, in a 'l’ow,
lierve voice. *° Draw down the blinds, Birrell, and get the stuff ready.

Vor » moment Banham was too dazed and bewildered to grasp what was
h“.!";:'_'_"-'ﬂg'thi“ some slupid joke?”’ he faltercd, finding his tongue at Jast.

“It's a joke you won'i relish, I fear,”” snid the ‘‘ doctor ’ imly. .

Stll covering Banham with the revolver in his right band, he raised his
lefL band to his face and jerked off a wig and false beard.

** Now do you know who 1 am?"” ho aeked. ]

Banham shook his head and glanced out of the corner of his cyo at tho
red chaiu which was labelled ** Danger Signal,’”’ and which had replaced
the old-fashioned ** communication cord.”

I don’t,” ho said, for tho sake of gaining time. ‘‘ To the best of my
Leliel I bave never ecen you before.”. : -

** Oh, yes, you have! DBut I don’t wonder that you don’t recognise me.
‘I'wo yeurs in prison make a great change in a man’s appearance, don’t
they? lLel me assist your memory. Do you remember a man of the name
of Gilbert Foyl—a man who, thanks in part to you, was convicted of a
mupder of which he wag innocent? A man who, thanks again in part to
you, was sent to penal servitude? You remember him, I see. Well, I am
Gilbert Foyl 1

** And you have cscach from prison?’’ gasped Banham.

“ Nol at all,” suid IFoyl. *“ I have been pardoned—pardoned for a crimo
I never commitled !’

Onoe more that wild, mmaniacal Jight blazed in his eyes.

“ And now I'm out for revenge!’ he continued. ‘‘ Every ome of those
who helped to seud me Lo prigon shall suffer what I have suffered and shhll
drain the cup of my vengeance to ils bitterest dregs. And you, Mr. Craw-
ford Banham, who did more than any other man to convince the jury that
1 was guilty, you are going to bo tho first victim of my vendettn !’

* Then that telegram about my wife—""

" Was a forgery,” said Foyl calnly. * So far as I knmow, your wife is
ax well a8 ever she—"'

Bivfore he could say more Banham made o sudden desperage Jeap towards
the daugor signal. Tunt Foyl had expected this, and a blow between the
vyes With the butt-end of his revolver sent Banham reeling back into tho
torner of the seat. Then, dropping his revolver, Foyl scized his victim by
2-1: n;m:;:., torc«l‘_llim |110\l\'n on I:hc seat, and turned to his conmfederate,

o, m the meantime, i j '3
tents of the nmlmr-colmlr(.-?l( bg{,{II(:‘ led & pad of liut with some of the con-

now 3 Bo gaid hoareely,  “ We must bo gotting near the cutling
‘While Foyl hicld the barrister down and gripped the windpipe to prevent

bim calling oul, his confederate presacd Lh na
D o chiorof d pad ov ’
mowth and nostrils and compelil;d bim to inhalo (:il;matu;el‘;')i:lg ']l:]:l'!ll::l:.m >
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Tt woe in vain Lhat Banham foughit and struggled. Little by little the
deadly vapour stole uwa{ his senwes and robbed him of his strength.
Fecbler and feebler grew his atruggles, till at last they cenned nod he Iny
on the seat, @ limp and lmddlcdglmap of inscnsibility.

" That's onough,” suid Foyl. *‘ Now for the sack.”

* Ilis confederate opened the biﬁi porlmanteau and drew out a bulky
eack, to the neck of which were affixed a slout leather atrap nnd n strong
steel buckle. Into this sack the barrister's wnconscious forin was quickly

thrust, after which a couple of ropes were passed round the eack and
securely knotted. .

'* Now see where we are.” said Foyl.

His accomplice lowered one of the windows and looked out,

. " We're not in tho cutting yet,” he snid, ** but 1 can see the signal-light
in_the distance, and it’s agoinst us, so that's all right.”

He had scarcely spoken ere the driver of the engine blew a long blast
on his whistle, following which he clapped on his brakes and the train
began to slow down. A few moments l.later it came to o atandstill in o
loug, deep cutting Lordered on caoh side by high embankmente.

Almost before the wheels of the train had ceased to revolve Foyl opened
the earringe door. It was pitch-dark in tho cutting. but by the light
which filtered through the other earriage windows he could sce four ehadowy
figures standing at the side of the line. At the sight of Ioyl, they glided
towards Lhe open oarringe door, and in little more time than it takes lo
tell Foyl and his confederate, by meaus of the ropes, lowered the anck into
their upraised arms. No sooner had this been accomplished than the
sigpal-light changed from red to green, and Foyl had barely time to toss
out Lhe big portmauntean and one of the bags ere the train moved off again.

“ B3 of Act One,” chuckled Foyl as he closed the door and drew down
the blind. “ Now to change our disguises.”

He opened the remaining bag, which contained two long. light over-
coats, a couple of caps, and o pair of false beards. With the help of these
ho nnd his companion completely altered their personal appearance. and
when the train renched Gramtham they calmly atepped out of the trainm.
.Enve up their tickets—which were single tickets from King's Croas to
iranntham—and walked out of tho station. ° .

Half a mile from the station a powerful molor-car was waiting for them.
Its engine was running, and as soon as they had taken their seata Ihe
chauffeur, without a word, slipped in his clutch and the car dashed off at
racing apeed in a southerly direction.

CHAPTZR IIL

Nelson Lee's Three Visitors.

WO days elapsed before Crawford Banham’s disappearance excited any

T particular attention. Then his wife happened {o wire to hima from

York, and, receiving no reply, she wired lo his eecretary, who wired

back that Banham had not been scen at his London house, or at hin
chambers, since Tuesday evening. .

Thoroughly alarmed, Mrs. Banham took the mext Lrain up lo Tondun.
Failing to obtuio any news of her husband at their London house, or at
his chambers, or at any of his clubs, she drove to the Houwe of Commons,
where eventually sho heard—from the member who had symputhised with
him—that he bad reccived a telegram on Tuesday night informing bim
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tha’ hse wife had mel with & serions accident, and requesting him to come

v York by the next train,
! K‘n::ln';.t of courer, that the telogram must have been a forgory, Mrs.
lenham mvoked the aid of Scotland Yard. The police first made inquirics
in York, where they ascertaived that the telegran had been banded in
by a wap wha bad given the namo of Parker, but whoso peraonal l:;spcar-
ance the clerk could not remember. The original telegram was produced,
sad was found, of course, not to be in Mr. Parker’s writing.

By this time it was evident that tho missing inrrmter had been made
the victim of a cunuing and deeply-laid Elot. 8 the result of further
snquirivs, the police discovered the taxi-cab jn which he had driven from
the Houmr of B:mmons to King's Cross station. From the booking clerk
they ancerlained that he had taken n first-olase single to York. A porter
remembered accing bim talking on the platform to two men, whose
descriptious he gave. Another porter deposed that Banham and these two
men had taken Lheir scats in o reserved first~class compartment in the
non-corridor portion of the train, And that wae as far as the police were
able to carry the case.

laquirien were made at Grantham, York, Neweastle, and even as far
norih s« Edinburgh and Abordeen; but at none of these stations had any-
bedy becu scen o lenve the train who resembled Crawford Banham and his
two companions. They were known to have stepped into the train at
King's Cross, hut from the momeunt the train steaned out of the station
sll trace of them was lost. :

These facts, when published in the newspapers, gave rise to a tremendéns
rennation in the conpntry. Little clse was talked about but the ‘‘ Mysterious
dirappearance of a well-known M.P.”” The police were bombarded with
theoriea and  suggestions, bul, wilh ove exception, nobody dreamed of
vonnecling the cace with the namo of Gilbert Foyl.

The exception was David Iervey. For three months, true to his
promixe, he bad told nobody that Foyl was now at liberty. lut when ho
read the news of Buanham’s disappearance, when he remembered the leading
part which Banham had played in securing Foylo’s conviction, when ho
remembered Foyle's wild talk about having his revenge on those who had
conapired to wreek his life, he b?an to wonder il Banham's disappenrance
was Lhe work of Gilbert Foyl, and whether he ought not to confide his sus-
picions Lo the Pollce. '

Never had Ilervey been placed in such a difficult position. I'riendehi
pointed one way und duty unother. He was deeply attached to Foyl, an
:u:!ﬂhml)t: wilhagly do anything to injure him, yet he could not square
ar ot rc\l':’n E‘g.nncmnce lo ussint Foy_l,even by his _mlence, to carry on a

M lasl, after several days of mental-torture, he deeid v
l.ce. who had just rol,urne}('l to England from Sonth :\m?:'ig?l- c:";ﬁ:;!: .lllxeel::‘g
Nipper had been conducting an investigation on behalf of ’I.he Argenti
Government. Nelson Lee had also been Ioyl's friend; he wouldg::dle"ﬁ
Nh;'lul‘ llcrve'?l": dillcmm., hic would advise him what to do. ’

ot on Tueadny morning, nearly a week after Hanham’s disa ypearance
'I:'I:'I:d""r?"l'." Ilrlencnle(l himself at the great detectivo’s rooms in E:y's Inn
. ‘.\'i“li(l‘l:‘“llhr.on rlmd Nipper had Pmt finished breakfast, and the detective
dnring liinanimf:::'ﬁ. i huge pile of correspondence which had accumutated
Wallo, Hervey —plad to  aeo you!” was the delective’s greeting.

“ What's hrougeht . i i
meuts doin lEu'lh-)E."-’-“ here so early in the morning? Some of my invest-

" Oh, no,” snid ]lorvoy, a8 hoe dropped into a chair, *¢ I'vo called to lltl\"ﬁ
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a talk wilh you about the disappearance of Crawford Banham. You'll have
heard of it by now, I supposer”’

““ Yes.” snid Nelson Lee. *‘ We only landed last night, so T don't know
much about the case, but from whut I've read in the papers it mocma to
be crenting a tremendous stir.

_“ But, look here,”” ho added banteringly. ‘‘ why on.earth should yon
display aay intercst in Crawlord Banham’s fate? e was no friend of
yours. On the contrary, it was he, almost more than an¥body else, who

helped to send your denrest friend to prison for a erime which you and |
know he never committed.” v

‘“ Meaning Gilbert Foyl?*"

““ Of course.”

“Well, it’s beeanse Gilbert Foyl was my dearcet friend that I've come
to ask your advico to-day. Did you know that Foxl was liberated from
prison last Angust?*’ :

‘““Indeed I didu’t! But I’ve boen abroad for the last three months, you
know. Why was he liberated?”

Hervey hesitated bLefore he replied. Even at the last minute he recoiled
from the ncotion of breaking his promise. Eventually, however, bis scnso
of duty urged him on, and, after Pledginﬁ Nelson Lee to secrecy, he told
him the whole story of Foyl's two visits to his office in the previous Aungust,

‘““ You’re the only person to whom I’ve told this,”” he said in conclusion,
“and I'lm breaking my promise to Foyl by telling even yon. Dut now
that you've heard my story, don’t vou agree with me that Banham may
have been kiduapped by Ifoyl as the first instalmeut of his scheme of
revenge?” ' :

‘“ It is possible—even probable,’’ said Nelsowr Lee. “ Have you communi-
cated your suspicions to tho police?’’ .

‘““ Ileavens, no!” exclaimed JITervey. ““I don't want to harm Foyl—T
want to eave him. If he hns really done this thing, I'm sure he isn't
morally responsible for it; he's mad. The injustice he has suffered has
turned his brain. That's why ['ve come to you instead of going 1o the
police. I want you to find-some way of tracing Foyl, of getting at him, of
rensoning with him, of persuading him to give up these wicked schemes of
revenge before he goes too far.

“ You were his friend onee,”’ he concluded, with pathetic earncstness.
“ You did your best to save him two ycars ago. Will yon be his friend
again? Will you do your best to save him now from the madness which
has come upon him?” .

‘““ If he has broken tho law,”” snid Nelson Lee gravely, I cannot promiso
to shield him, or Lo help him to evade the pumishwent which the law
provides. I am here to serve the cause of justice, not to defeat at."”

*“But the poor fellow is mad,”” pleaded Ilervey. * Snrelr you don’t
believe that a man should Le punished for what he does when he isn't
rcsponsible for his actions?”’ .

‘ Certainly not,”’ said Nelson Lee. ** But tell me more abont Foyl. Tave
vou ever scem him, or heard from him, sinco his second visit to your
office?”’

““ No,”” snid Hervey, ““ but I've made certain inquiries on the quiet, and
I find that hie adopted the most elaborate precautlions to cover up his
movements. With the cheque which I gave him ho oponed an account in
the namo of Robert Smith at one of the London banks. Tle then drew all
the money out of the bank by means of cheqlucs made out in diflerent
names, \Vith these cheques he opened aboul a hundred small accounts, in
different names, in various parts of the country., Then he drew all the
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meoney ont of these buuke, one al a time, and asked for it Lo be pnid to
n wold. .

b \l\l'lhl:u ‘lmppt-llcd next, one can only guess,'” he concluded. ™ Having

into gold, he probubly deposited the money n ono

turned all his cheques t ]
or more hanks, utider ove or morc names; but ay gold coins cannot be

traced, it is impowmible to ind out where be is living now, or under what

pame he is pussing.”
The detective looked donbtiully at Hervey. i y
“ 1hnt doesu’t sound like the action of a madman,”’ he said. On tho

contrary, it suggeats the carefully-planned method of a man with all his
wils nbout bhim."” . . . .

“ But madmen sometimes display the most extraordinary cunning, don’t
they:* protested Hervey.

““Thal's s0,” admitted Nelson Lee.

A« Nie spoke some one rapped at the door.

* Come in,”” he called out. ,

Mra, Joncs appeared and handed him a lady’s visiting-card.

** There's a I:ull + downstairs wishes to sce youw,”’ she said. T told her
you were engaged, but she begged me to give you her cord and ask yon
to sce Jier 18 scon ns possible.”

The detective glanced at the card and then at Hervey.

“It's M. Crawford Bapnham,” he eaid quietly.

“ She has come to comsult you about her husband’s disappearance!”
gosped llervey. *“ She has come to ask you to try to find out what has
becone of him.™

‘_‘IOI:o nced not e a detective to guess that,’” said Nelson Lee, with a
smile, . -

“ Don’t sce her,” said Iervey in an agitated voice. ‘' Send her away,
Xay vou are oo busy (¢ undertake the case!” :

“ But why " -

** Becanve, if you engage yourself to Xrs. Banham, you'll be taking sides
against Foyl.”

** Not at all.” .

“ You will,” said Hervey vehemently. ¢ Anyhow, it isn't fair to give
Mra. Banham the I:rel'creuee over me. 1 came to sce you before she did, and
I ought to have the first claim on your services.”’ ' )

** Supposing I grant your claim?”’ snid Nelson Lee. “ What is it you
with me (o do? You wish me to renson with Foyl and persuade him to
drop thin inad scheme of revenge. But I can’t reason with Foyl until I've
discovered where he is.  You believe that it was he who kidnapped Crawford
Banham. If i.-ou are right, wherever Crawford Banham is, tfncre is Gilbert
Foyl. Mrs. Bnubam wishes me to find her hushand. You wish me %o
find (-l_llmrt.;l-o_\'l. On your own theory, if I can find Crawford Bavham I
shull find Gilbert Foyl. ‘T'herefore, by doing what Mys. Banham wishes
we {0 do, I shall he doing what don wish mo to do. In other words, even
M 1 engnge myself to Mrs, Banham, and place my services at her disposnl
ll-"l:)i‘ no menns follows thal I shall be taking sides agninst Zl“a:r;,rl.’P ’
Feel Im.t would be true,” said Hervey, * if you would promise not to hand

oxl over to the police when you discover where be in.”’

..l'l° ‘l"“‘l"-l\'eks-\mok his head. '

can’t make any promises at present,”” he snid. “ In the meanti
toe » N " » . antime, I
my_!‘,“ reason why 1 shouldn’t see Mrs. Banbam and hear what she has to
. Bat yeu won't tell her anything of what I've told you?"’ Legged Hervey.

Y on’ \
lmu{:::n J\;_-!l L tell her that you suspect it was Foyl who kidnapped her
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‘ Certainly not. What you have told me I
private and confidential.”

Ilervey rose to his feet and picked up his hat,

“I suppose I'd better leave youw mow.” he said.

“ You ncedn’t go unless you wish,’” said Nelson Lee. ““ Perlhiaps, on the
whole, you'd better stay and hear what Mre. Banhnm has to sny."

Hervey dropped back into his chair, and the detective turned to Mpw,
Jones, who was still standing at the doot.

‘“ Show Mrs. Banham up,” he said, sweeping his letters into a drawer.
_Even Hervey, much as he resented Mrs. Banham’s visit, wax moved to
]nt)' when she entered the room. She was a young and beautiful girl, not
ong out of her teens, but her face was haggard and drawn, her eves wero

red wilth recent weeping, and her whole appearance was that of one who way
bowed and crushed with anxiety and grief.

Ignoring Nipper and Hervey, ashe walked straight up to Nelson Lee and
clasped her hands.

“ Oh, Mr. Lee,” she almost sobbed, * I can’t tell you how thankful I was*
to read in the gnper this morning that you were back in London. I have
wanted your help so much, and it nearly broke my heart last week when
they told me you were abroad. All my hopes are built on you, and you
won't fanil me, I kuow. Indeed, if you fail me, I think I shall die.
know why I have come to see you, don't you?"’

“It's about your husband’s dis Pgearancc. I assume.” said Nelson
Lee, a8 he placed a chair for her. ‘“ As you know, I only returned from
South Amerion last vight, so I dou’t know very much about the case.
Supposing you begin at the beginning and tell me all about it.”

Despite her youth, Mrs. Banham was very level-headed, and in the
course of the next ten minutes ehe gave Nelson Lee a very complete and
very lueid nccount of her husband’s disappearance and the unavailing
efforts which the police had made to trace him. .

* Do the police suspect anybody?”” he asked when she had finished.

‘““ Nobody. The whole affuir, in fact, is most incomprehensible.”

* ITad your husband any enemies—anybody who owed him a grudge:”

“ Not that I'm aware of, and I think it most unlikely. At any rate, I
never heard him spenk of amy one whom ho regarded as an enemy.”’

“Fand he any financial troubles or domesfic worries?

- ¢ None whatever.”’ o .

¢ And nothing has been seen or heard of him aince he stepped into
the York ecxpress, in company with two unknown men, at 1145 last
Tucesday-night?” ‘

‘ tely nothing.” . ' ] o

‘ %}::o lll:oﬁgc, yon: EM', have made fnquiries at every station at which
{he train sto[l)pod. Do you know if theythzt}'e ascertaine if the train pulled

' tween any of the stations?”’ . . o
“p“‘itc?l:?'t Ea“yccl'o:"ec;rtnin, lglt I don’t think that poinl has been inquired
into.” L .

“ Then I must inquire into it myselr,”” said Nelson Lee. In the mean-
time—>’

Again his landlady knocked at the door.

“'Come in !”’ he enlled out, somewhat 1rr_ntnh;l;. . § e

Mrs. Jon ned tho door. but hefore shie could speak an mgm man,
who hndol'g?lo?sl-’:d her upstnirs, pushed his way past her and staggered
wildly i oom. . .

ll?zﬂ::bf{:.h?]';g&l& Meredith, the judge who had sentenced Foyl Lo death.
His (ace was positively green with fear, his cyes were bulging with terror,

shall regard as atrictly

i
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i knees were knocking together, and allogether he was in a pitiable

» callapse, .

.“"'“il:l'n u:;nr:‘ W:R;w ‘llm-‘ * Protect me!” he monned, tottering townrds
Nelwn Lo and wringiog his hands,  ** My hlmrl-y:”porhn]m even my life,
e in donger. What «hall 1 do? What «hall 1 do? i

Suddenly be caught right of Hervey, and a cry of {error burst from his
‘l“-'-\.jl"?:.':f'.l :1 partuer!”* he shricked. ‘X remember his face. Perhaps
he's one of hin spicd.  What is he doing ller‘e?"

My Jord.” said Nelson Lee carnestly, * pmy calm yoursclf and tell

chat han happened.” : .

" l‘;ll;:r'rl IYox] !l'l asped the judge incoherently. !'t was he who kid-
napped Buoham, ..nﬁ lo-day he's going lo kidnap me!

CHAPTER IV.

The “ Bagging" of the Judge.

OTH Nelson Lee and Nipper had half suspected what was coming, and
so had Hervey, so that nome of these three was unduly startled by
the judge’s scusationn]l announcement. Mrs. Bunham, on the other

hand, was both slartled and excited.

“Who do you say it was who kidnapped my husband?”’ she ericd.
* Waat do you say is his name?”

** Gilbert Foyl,” replied the judge.

“ And who s Gilbert Foyx!?’ she demanded.

The judge glanced helplessly at Nelson Jee. He did not feel in the
mmullfnr cntering into Jenglhy explanations. Neilher did Nelson Lee—
just then,
™ Ilis lordehip may have been shadowed here,’”” he said to Nipper.
" Tuke n cantions squint through the window and sce if there are any
ﬁunll)il:ions-looltill characlers loafing about in the street outside.”

Then he turned to Mra, Jones. :

* You can leave us pow,’”’ he said. “ Il anybody clse callg to see mo
this morning, say Lbhat I'm not at home.”

.M;'s. Jones deparled, and a moment later Nipper came back from (e
Windaow, .

*“ There’s nobody who looks as if he were watching the houee,” he said,
“ but there's a taxi-cab outside the door.” ¢
" That’s mine—at least, it's the ono in which I came here,” said the
judgze, who, now that e found himself in the presence of Nelson Lee, scemed
1o e gradually recovering from the shock to his norves, *‘ Im my excite-
went 1 forgot to pay the man and send him away. Shall I do so now?"’

'N‘(il. yet,” said Nelson Lee. *‘ Tell me your story firet.”

Mhat’s xoon told,” said the judge. “I had just finished Lreakfast this
morwing, at. my honse in Tudor Square, when my bLutler brought me o
nole which le said had heen handed in at the front door by o man who
'l‘:“;(li:l\“n'l:‘r ::;:lfu_po reply. I opened the note, and—— But here it is. Read

He handed the deteetive a sheet of molepaper on which was written in
n ormubl, neut hand;

"o vears ago, al the Old nllile L ?
e o . Y. & man named Gilbert Foyl was tried
Lefore you for the murder of a stockhroker in I’enfold I.nne.} Thanks Lo
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your vindiclive summing-up, the jury f . .
tenced him {o death. g-up jury found him guilty, and You sen-

“ {.-dum :,hlrll;l m:ml. As you may have heard,
proved auc wve been set al liberty, DBut my life has | .
all thut L held dear has been tnken from me.}AII I Ing\-:et:; n::d;::l :::::-
ia Bi:I:VENGIE 111 'i:'ﬁ” who wronged  mec.

“It wne I who kidna Crawford Banham, aud he i i
the first stage of his punishment. You are the next on !ﬁ\'l;in':?\;n:rrl"a:lngn
sending you this note to inform you that within the next twenty-four hours
J will denl with you as I have dealt with Crawford Banham.’

“ You may communicate with the police, you may hide v
you will, bat I shall bag you, all theposamo.) y inde yourtcll where

my innocence hae been

‘“ Groent Fovo.™

‘“ My nerves are not very etrong,” said his lordship, *‘ and
I had rend that note I \\'ns)ao upsegt. that I hardly kuc\l:- what [ :::a:c(?(:‘in;"
I conld only think of you as the most likely man to protect me from
this arrogant scoundrel; so I snatched up my hat. rushed oul of the
honse, hailed a passing taxi, and drove straight to your rooms. Do vou
think it would have been botter if I had sent for the police?” )

““ Perhaps it would,” said Nelson Lee. *‘ All the eéame, I'm very glad
you came straight here.”” : '

Ile waved his hands towards Mrs. Banham, .-

““ This is Mr. Crawford Banham’s wife,” he said. “ We were discussing
ho‘t; (lzms:nplcli’s”dlsappcnrance when' yon arrived. May sho read (his nole®™

ertainly,

Mrs. Banham read the note aloud, o that both Ilervey and Nippor
heard its contents.

‘““ And who is Gilbert Foyl?”’ she asked again, -

The detective glanced at Hervey.

“I think I'll leave you to answer that question,” he said. ‘Ttz no
secret mow, you sce, that Foyl is at liberty, or that he has embarked on a
war of revenge, or that it was he who kidnapped Mr. Banham.”

Renlising that there was no further nced for concenlment, Hervey once
more told the story of IFoyl’s visits to his office; following which he told
how he had come to confide his suspicions to Nelson Lee and to ask the
detective to try to find Foyl and persuade him to abandon his vendetta.

‘“The poor [ellow is quite mad,” he said, addressing his remarks mors

articularly to Mrs. Banham. “ And if yon knew his story aa well as 1

o, you wonldn't wonder that the injustice of it all had turned hiz brain.
He was in love—passionately in love—with a young and charming girl.
Her guardian didn’t want her o marry Foyl—he wanted her to marry his
own son. Probably he kept her well supplied with the most unfavourable
reports of the evidence against Foyl, with the result that she believed
him guilty, and wrote to him that all was over between them.”

““ She couldu’t have loved him very much,” muarmured Mre. Tanham,
who was thinking that nothing conld ever make her believe that her
bhusbund had been guilty of a crime. e .

“I know nolhing about her love for kim,” said Iervey, * bul I do
know that he was madly, passionately in love with her, and it ix the fact
that he has lost her, more than anything else, which has driven him off hin
head. So don’t Le too hard on him, Mrs. Banham. Remember what he has
suffered, and think of him as leniently as you can. lle has undaubtedly
committed a great wrong by kidnapping your busband: but Mr. Lee will
find him, and restore your husband to you; and when he has done so, 'I_
pray you to be merciful to Gilbert Foyl and grant him your forgiveness,
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Lioham was deeply moved be llervey's a peal, for ohe was of n
:..:::;li.! ::ulcl u-nlinwntnll nature, and she could ?nmgmc what Foyl had
anflered through the losa of the girl l_m loved. But tbere was nothing
romantic or sentimental about ;\II‘..JIIBt!co M.(.'I‘e(llllll. . . ]

Al thin talk about Foyl’s sullerings 18 beside the mark,” he said loftily,
1t 1 sufliciently scandalous that he should have kidnapped Mr. Banham,
but it in |x-rfrctf\' monstrons that he should dare to threaten ono of His
Majosty's jmlgm.’ Such an outrage is uvpardonable! I _t-rust you agree
with me. Mr. Lee? I trust you do mot share Mr. Iervey's qxt_ruordmnr,};
view that we should sympathise with Foyl and condone his eriminal acts?

- 1 certainly think that Foyl is deserving of our sympnth{,’.’ snid Nelson
lee. ** At tho same time, we must nol let our sym iathy blind us to the
fact that he has commilted o verx serions breach of the law, and is now
soposing to commil another. Ithough we may find exeuses for his
conduet, it is. none the less, our duty to opposo his sch-emes aud to do our
utmost to defeat them,” . _ 3 _

“ Quite so—quite so!” eaid the judge. That is very well put. I
couldn’t have put it better myself. And now to come to the point. Foyl
hoe apnonnced his intention of kidnapping me within the next twenty-four
hours, What steps do you propose to-take to oppose and defeat such a

L

villninons scheme? .

** While you have all been talking,”” said Nelson Lee, ‘ I've been trying
to think of some plan by which I could mcet the wishes of all three of you.
Fuch of you has made a different request to me. Mr. Hervey wants me to
find Foyl and persuade him to abandon his campaign of revenge. Mrs.
Hanham wishes me {o rescue her husband, and your lordship desires me
to sxave vou from heing kidunpl)ed. It is a difficult problem, but I have
thought of a plan by which I think I can do what each of yon desires meo
{o do.”

“ And your plan?” asked the judge.

1 will disguise myself as your lordship,”’ said Nelson Lee, “ and I will
dress mysell in your clothes. I will then leave you here in chargo of
Nipper while I lake your cab and drive to your house. You have doubt-
leas heen shadowed here by some of Foyl’s spies, When they see me leave
this house they will think it is you. They will shadow me back to your
house, and some time within the next twenly-four hours they will kidna
me, They will take me 10 Foyl's headquarters, and there I shall find bot
Gilhert Foyl and Mr. Lanhom.”

* He would kill you!” gasped the judge. ‘ Ho would shoot you on the
~pot when he found how you had fooled him.”

" Oh. no, he wouldn’t,” said Nelson I.co. * Foyl and I were very good
friends at the Lime of his trinl, and he knows that I worked tooth and
uail to save him. e will be very angry at first, of course, when he finds
that it isn I whom he has kidunptui instead of your lordship, but he
won't harm me. 1 shall then be able 1o reason with him, and show himn
the wicked folly of his conduct, and persnade him to set Mr. Banham free
and abandon his war of revenge.’’

" Splendid ! Maognificent!  An inepiration of genius!"’ cried the judgo
enthusinatically, * Let us change clothes at once!"

Mra. Dunham rose hastily to her feet.

" T suppone My, Tlervey and I may go now,” she said.

" Not vel,” said Nelson leo , * Al wough Nipper couldn’t seec any sus-
picions cimrncl_om in the streel, I baven't the slightest doubt that Foyl’s
RpIts are Iteollnng watch on the honse. At present they don’t know that
\'nu“;md Mr. Tlervey ave here, and thoy don’t even know if 1 am’ at liomo.

wanl them to think that I am out—thal's why I seat Nipper to the
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window, instead of looking oul mywsell; hLut
lHorvey leave the house they might
had been consulting me.””

““ Then you wish us to remain h
spies have followed you?'"

“ Yes,” snid Nelson Lee,
me,”’ he said. .

He led the judge into his hedroom, which o
and closed the door. About twenty minutes

: th::‘ judge came back into the sitting-room.

: gracious! Why, you haven’t even chawged your clothes vet '™
exclnimed Mrs. Banham. ‘" What on carth have you beeu doi:® all this
tm}o? I thought Iirml'd have finished by now." °

“Wo have lnished, madam,’” said the judge. in his Luw-Courts’ voice.

“ But I thought Mr. Lee was going to dress himself in your clothes.” she
probested. .

“lle has alrendy done so, madam,” said the judge Llandly.
Mrs. Banhnm stared at him and then at Hervey, and then at Nipper.
“ Will someone please cxplain what the man is talking about:” she

asked. * Ho is still wearing his own clothes, and yet he says thal Mr.
I.ce has already changed clothes wilh him.”

Hervey shook his head. EHe was as bewildered as Mrs. Banham. XNipper's
*yes began to twinkle; them he suddenly burst out laughing.

“ Shall T expkin, Mrs. Banham?’’ he said. *‘‘ That isn't Mr. Justice
Meredith who stauds before youw; it's the guv'nor—Ar. Lee, 1 mean—dis-
guised as the Iind ¢ and wearing the judge's clothes.” .

““ Impossible :”’ she gasped.

“ But true,” snid Nelson Lee, in his natural voice. ‘“ So you think my
disFuise will pags?”’

‘“It's absol)l‘ltel perfect,”” she declared. “ I've never scen anylhing oo
marvellous in my life.”’

“ You think it will deceive Foyl's spies?”

“It would deccive tho judge's wife, if he has one.” _

The judge himself now came out of the bedroom. arrayed in one
of the detective's suits, and grinning from car to ear like a delighted
schoolboy. - )

“Isn't he a wonderful man?” he said. *“ Would you hare believed that
anybody could so completely change his indentity?” i

‘Sparo my blushes, if you please,” said Nelson Lee. * I'm going now,
but before I go let me first explain the idea which I wish to impress on the
mon who aro watching the house. I wish them to believe that his lord.
ship camo here to consult me, but was told by Nipper that I was cot at
home. I want them to think that he waited three-quarters of an hour.
and then, as I hadn’'t turned up, he drove back to his house in Tudor
Square. . .
kY II;3 order to carry out this iden,’” he concluded, “ Nipper will now escorl
mo to the door and sco me off. After I've gone, Mrs. Bonham and Mr.
Hervey will remain here for another hour and will then slip out quietly
by the back door.” . )

‘“ And how long am I to rewnin here?™ asked the judge.:

“ Until further notice,”’ said Nelson Lee, “ Both you and T are on the
telephone, go that I can 'phone to you from Tudor Square if I have any-
thing fresh to communicate. Now, Nipper. come alonf. The tagicab
N]l:por led tho way deownstairs and opened the front door. 1o taxi-en

jn which the judge had arrived was still -atanding alongside the kerb.

il they waw you and Me
suspect that 1 was in, and (hat yoy

ere unlil you have left the house and the
Le turned Lo lhe judge, *‘ Please come with

ened off the sitting-room,
ater the deor opencd and



e THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

o Tarn her round,” «aid Nipper to tho driver, and when the Iatter
bad oleveed, Nipper crosext the pavement and openod tho eab door.

Al this time Nelwn Lee was «tandipg on the doorstep, shaking with
pretended lear and glanving nervously u and down t-_l:c sl.reeg.

 Tell the mau to drive me to 19, Tudor Square,” he said.

Nipper did mo with inimitable gravity.

,“.d vou'll pot furget to deliver my message to Mr. Lee the moment -
be returos:”’ ) .

“1'Il not forget. my lord,” enid Nipper solemnly.

Ooce more the detective glanced up and down the crowded streot. Then,
with a lm|l,. «kip, and & jump, he dasbed across the pavement and dived
into the cab,

““ Tell him to drive as fasl as he cap,” he called ont in a shrill voice,
* and not to stop for anything or anybody till ho reaches my house.”

Nipper closed the eab door and repeated these instructions to the driver.
A wonent later bhe cab was on its way 1o Tudor Square.

From time (o time—still acting tho part of tho terrified judge—the
detective thrust his head out of the cab window and glanced behind
him as if he were fearful of being followed. Ile saw mnot unF to arouse
hin suspicions, however, and at Jast, after a quick and uneventfnl run, the
cab pulﬂul up outside the door of 19, Tudor Square. _

‘I'hve moment the cab pulled up, the detective sprang out, tossed half-a-
rovereign to the Eriver, dashed up the steps, flung open the door, staggered
into the entrance hall, and locked the door.

[learing the ImnF. the butler hurried from bis paniry, which opéned
off the entrance hall. At the sight of his masler—ae he supposed—a look
of roliel cromsed his face. Ie was evidently an old and valwed servant
who enjoyved all the privileges of an old retainer.

“I'm s0o glad you’ve returned, sir,”” he said. “ I was becoming very
anxloun about you, You rushed away in such a hurry from the breakfast
table that I feared—''

‘There was n telephone in the hall, and before the butler conld say wore,
the bell hegan {o ring.

The butler picked up the reeciver, aud after listening for a few seconds
torned to Nelson Lee. .

'.'ll’l‘herc'u tomeone wishes to speak to you om the telephone, sir,”” he
said, .

The detective crossed the hall and took the receiver from the butler.

" allo " hie called out,

" Hallo!” said n voice 2t the other end. * Who's that?”

" Mr. Justice Meredith,” said Nelson Lee, in a perfect imitation of the
judge’s voice, :

A chuekle came along the wire.

" Very wall done,” said the voice at the other end. * But yon shouldn’t
tell wtorics, even over the telephone.”

" Do you wish (o insult me?” demanded Nelson Tee, with o fine show
of indignation, !

Bl:. (l:;‘ll :‘i::li\'m::]t'-. I should nover forgive myee!f if I thought I had jusulted

" Who in {thunder are you?" : T
g ot b hm"-tr are you?'' gasped Lhe delective, with a strange sink-
" Qilbert Foyl™ waa the astoundi “y i
P ¥, : H ng roply. I'm at your rooms in

« : . : A
m::\'“ﬁii l::.l_l Rond, and U've rung yon up in order to inform you that you
AMle uny mare time in fooling around at Tudor Square. I'vo

bagged the judge- a8 T wat . ’ . .
Juig My cm{v fogd B:::bn;l:l'.('l' llt\ould—nnd I'm now going to take him to
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CHAPTER V.

How it Was Done.

IIE. butler thought his master had suddenly gone mad. And, jndeed
there was something ncar akin to madness in the frenzy of rage.
mortification, and chagrin with. which Nelson lce hurled tie

receiver from him, swept the butler from his path, dragged the door ope.,
and dashed out of the House.

Never in his life had the great deteclive received such a humiliating blow.
Never had he been so neatly scored off. Never had his pride been wo
humbled in thoe duet. He was [urious—[lurious with Fovl, but «till more
furious with himeelf for having been so coml'llelely outwitled.

“ I shall be the laughing-stock of the country,” he groaned, as he sprancz
down the steps. -** Lle nppealed to mo to save him, and while I was playing
the mountebank and thinking how clever I was, Foyl was laughing a% me
behind® my buck and waiting until I was out of the way to curry out his
threat.”” :

At the cornor of the square ho found a taxi, in which he drove bLack
to his rooms, hoping against hope that he might. arrive before Foyl had
left. As the taxi swung into Gray’s Iun Road. he opencd the door, and
before it actually stopped in front of the rond he sprang to the ground,
darted across tho pavement, thrust his lulchkey into Lhe door and (lung
it open. Then, kicking the door to behind him, he dashed towards the stair.,
and there came upon the first sign of Foyl's visit.

Nipper, bound and gagged, was sitting on the bottom step of the stair
cage, wilh his hands tied Lehind his back and lashed to one of the bannistor
LETE N
: In mad hagte the detoctive tore away the gag.

‘“ Has he gone?’’ he demanded hoarsely.

“ Ten minutes ago,"” anid Nipper.

““ Was he alone?’ .

‘“ No. He bad two men with him.”

:‘ They have taken the judge away with them?”

*Yes.”

‘“ How?"

“In acar.”

“ And Mrs. Banham and Hervey?”’ . o -

“ Ilave't scen them since you left. They're still upstairs in the sitting-
room, I expect.” . i

The detective controlled his excitement with an effort. .

“Tell me quickly all that has happened since I left,” he said as he
started to unfasten the cords with which Nipper was bound. .

“ After I'd scen you iuto the cab,” gnid Nipper. **1 camo back into
the house and shut the door. When I turned round, after a'lEumng the
door, I found myself looking into the muzzle of a revolver, I'he man ot
the other end of the revolver was Gilbert Foyl. I shouldn’t have known
him, he’s 6o changed, but he told me aflterwards who he was. Behind him
were two other men, ench with a revolver in his h_nm_l: . B

“.After ndvising me to keep quiet if I valued my life, continned Nipper,
“ e told me who he was and gaid he had come for the judge. 1o swore
he'd shoot me if T made the slightest attempt to raise the nlarm; and a:
I saw he was in deadly carnest I'd no choice but to let the Lwo men binct
and gag mo and tic me up to this post.”

¢ lgug how had they glot,'into ll"}w house?™ asked Nelsen Tee, as be
severed the last cord.



TeAnIVeTR, and WRile 1I'0yl covered the judge, Ins two confederates covered
Mre. BHanham and rn_\'scl{ ) )

* Aller awearing ho would shoot us if we mado the slightest sound, Foyl
annotinced that he had como for tho judge. Mrs. Banham promglﬂy fainted,
and 1 thought the judge was going to follow her example. nover saw
noman so petrified with terror in all wy life. He was absolutely incapable
of apeaking, much less of offering resistamee. Mo could only stare clp~
Wanly at Foyl. like a bird that has boen fascinatod by n sunke.

1 appealed to Foyl and implored him to ralinquish his wicked schomes.
Y might as well have appealed to n atone wall, He did not oven oondescond



































































































