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THE WAR FACTORY MYSTERY;

! .  Or ..

THE MAN FROM KRUPP'S.

How Nelson Lee, in his capacity of Inspector of

Government Factories, discovered a vast conspiracy

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

A e R - s - e s

CHAPTER 1.

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

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

receiver.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“ Anything wrong, Sir Reeveley?’’ _

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

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

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

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

“Do the men drink?”’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

=

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

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

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

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

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

somo cat reached his ears.

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

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

clson Lee stepped into the recess. -

“ What's the matter?”* he whispered.

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

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

“ What about it? Do you know him?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘“ Well, sir?"

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

‘““ Where Krupp’s factory.is?”’ ]

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

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

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

‘“ How will you do it, sir?” .

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I'm willing, sir, but what as?"’ .

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

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

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

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

—

CHAPTER 1II.-

What Nipper Saw in the Padlocked Room.

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

cartridge room.-

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

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

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

"* What do you mean?” . '

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I'Il have a try, sit.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘examinod.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

To his dismay he found it locked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

——ci—

CHAPTER IIlL

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Too late, he remembered that it was locked!

‘“Open this door and let me——"*

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

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

[ ] ] - [ ] (] L] - » .

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

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

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

aard. ’ ’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

ouse. .

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

_the roof.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

and.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

——

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

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

roof of her mouth,

In that seccond of respile the detective spoke.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You heard! What did you hear?”

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

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

ow— '

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

** Cerlainly.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Inspector Shuter listened to his slory in amazement, _ ]

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

** It’s true, nevertheless.” .

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They rang again. Still ne answer.

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

They entered the hall, and Leo called out:

“ [Iallo! Anyone here?"” ,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“ Very good, Mr. Lee; T understand.”

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

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

X CHAPTER V.-

An Unexpected Visitor—Startling News. -

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

“There's a gentleman called to see you on moat important business, sir,’
sho called through the door. '
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playing the spy. NPoor Greta—poor Greta! To think that slie is in his
power !’ .

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

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

f* Mr. Baring,” said Lee, ‘‘ tell me all abeut yourself and Aiss Bergmaun.”

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

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

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

Judgoe, thon, of his amazement when her letter reached him through
Nelson Lee, saying that she still loved him with all her hearl. but had
been unable Lo lot him kuow this on account of tho close guard kept over
her by her father,






































































































