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 The Specialist's |

Last Case

A Tale of Nelson Lee v. The Green Triangle.

By the Author of " Twenty Fathoms Dee»,” “ The Terror of Troone
Tcwers,” ' The Coffee Stall Mystery,' e:c., ete.
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CHAPTER 1.
The Smash in Oxford Street—Dr. Sims Jameson—Nelson Lee's Compact.

HY day was cold, damp, and allogether unpleasant. London was look-
ing drab and chill in its murky winter coal. Oxford Slreet was no
excaplion.  Taxis aud motor-"buses crawled along cantionsly over

tiie sticky mass of churned-up mud which covered the road like a film of
grease.

Two cheerful individuals who were striding briskly along. liowever,
scemed in nwo way depressed by the dismal weather conditions. One of them,
a tall. lithe man, with a strong face and a grim, yet indeseribably pleasant.
pair of grey eyes, was Neison Lee, the famous detective. The other. an
active, sturdy lad, was Nipper, the detective's equally famous assistant.

“ We've got to get busy, my lad,” Nelson Lee was saying. as he jerked the
ash from his cigar. “*It's no good hLanging about waiting for an oppor-
tunity. We've-got to make an opportunity ourselves.””

“That’s all very well, sir,” remarked Nipper. ““I don't want o be a
wet blanket, and [ don’t want to suggest that we've taken on more than
we can chew, but, to put it reildly, this Triangle business will want a
terrific lot of tackling. We're up aguinst the smartest collection of rogies
in Great Britain!” ©

“ Admitted, Nipper, but that only gives us a zest——"

Nelson Lee paused abruptly.

“That 'bus is going at an infernal spced i’ he exelaimed, coming to o
hatt. “In this treacherous grease By Jove, there'll be a smash!”

“ Sure as a gun, sir!”’ gasped Nipper. **Oh! That faxi! Oh!”

There was ample cau<e for Nipper's startled ejaculations. A moter-"his
coming from the direction of Oxford Circus, had taken advantage of =
clear streteh of road. and the driver vecklessly put on speed. As Nelson Liee
came to a sudden hait, his keen, guick eves eaw {hat an accident was
practically inevitable.

Tror, with a recklessness far move foolbardy than that of the motor-’bus
driver, @ taxi came shooting out of Newman Street.  What happened next
was all over in less than five seconds.

The *bhus driver gave a yell. and jammed on his brakes. ITad the roads
been dry uo mishap would have occurred, for the ’bus had aumnple space iu
which to pull up.  But {hc wheels simply locked, and the cumblerzome
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vehicle commenced a long, ha;lf-sidewuys skid towards the off-side of the

m:;fllx'\- taxi. by this {ime, had turned the cormer. The driver. seeing his
danger. pulled up with really wonderful alacrity, and "the faxi bumped
arainst the kerh and came to a jerky standstill.

“But it was dead in the way of the skidding ’bus! o

There was no time for avy further aclion. The taxi-driver, pale-faced
and thoroughly scared. hurled himself from tho driving-scat on to the
Had he waited on bis cab a scecond longer he would have been

.

pavement.
killed instauntly.

Crash! o ) .
I'he motor-'bus smashed into the front of the {axi wilh lerrible force. The

smaller vehicle crumpled up like so much cardboard, and lay a mangled
mas< upon the pavement. Eeveral pedestrians ouly escaped in the nick of

{ime.

The collision effectually put a stop to the 'bus’s headlong skid. Wilh ene
of its front wheels on the pavement it stopped dead. nearly all the glass
shaltered and broken. The driver was unhurt, and he jumped down with
a pallid face and pointed angrily to the chauffeur of the wrecked taxi.

* Your bloomin® fault I”” he roared furiously. ** What the thunder d’you
mean by cuiting across e "

“Stow it!" snapped the taxi man. “What about my fare? He was
inaide the keb, and I reckon he's copped out fair und proper! Dead, most
likely !

- J},ummci I (hought your old box was empty!™

Nelson Lee and Nipper had been standing quite close.  They dashed
forward and arrived upon the spot before the two drivers had linished their
altercation. A crowd had collected with amazing rapidity, and several
policemen wero soon upon the spot.

Nelson Lee and Nipper were not interfered with. The detective was by
the wrecked {axi’s side before anybody else could reach it. Gazing into
the shattered mass he saw the figure of a man—a young man—still and
silent. At first there was no sign of injury upon him, but {hen Nelson
Lee saw that bis head was bleediug seriously at the rear,

" Come, Nipper,” said the detective sharply, **let’s get the poor fellow
ouf !”

With rome little difliculty the victim of the accident was brought into the
open.  As he appeared a murmur of sympathy went up from the crowd.
A tall man, well dressed and wearing a silk hat. pushed lis way forcibly
throngh the morbid sightseers, and was confronied by a buriy constable.

“ Keep buck, siv!”’ ordered the police-officer grufily.

“On the contrary, I intend to make a brief examination of the injured
man i said the tall stranger, in cold, cutting tones, ** Let me pass, my
man ! Lam Dr. Sims Jamesen, of Darley Strest!™

" O, beg pardon, sir !

And the constable, a little flustered, allowed {be great man {o pass. lor
I)r._ Simy Jameson was one of the mosl lumous, one of the wost clever,
brain specialisiy in the West Eud.

Nm_-lm_m Lee gave the doclor a sharp look as bhe came up. But the brain
specialist was too intent npon the injured man to even notice Nelson Lee's
existence. The examination was short, and Sims Jameson looked up with a
grim fuce toa policeman beside him.,

‘F r:u-turoc[ skull,” he said sharply,  ““Rather serious case. Do you kuow
who tho man is?"*

** No, sir,”

** Then Jou'd hetter el me tuke him away, and make yeur inquiries
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aflerwards,” said the specialist.  ““ An operalion mmust be performed at cuen,
and I do not think it would be wise to send him to a hospital.  Call a tor:,
censtable, and I will take him straight to my surgery and perform {he
cperation myself.””

“* ¥Yery good, sir!”

Another motor-cab was rapidly procurcd. and then the unfortunate youns
man was cavelully carried through the inquisitive crowd and deposited en
ithe cushions, his head roughly bandaged. The doctor took his seat beside
him, a constable serambled next to the driver, and then the taxi started off
with all speed for Harley Street.

“That was prompt, anyway, sir,” said Nipper approvingly. If the
poor chap’s seriously injured he stands a pretty decent chunce of beivsg
-puiled through. There’s not a man in London who can patch up injures
heads co well as Dr. Sims Jameson !”

Nelson Lee nodded absent-mindedly. Ife was listening to the ftaxi-coi
driver being questioned by a constable. The man was able to give o
useful information. Ile bad simply picked up his fare haifway up Newimnza
Street aud had been instructed to drive to Liccadilly Circus. '

“Come along. Nipper,” the detective exclaimed, taking the lad's arn.
“There’s no Teason why we should remain here any louger. If a search of
the young man’s clothes is fruitless, and if he dics without becoming
conscious again, then I'm afraid his tdentity will remain a mysicry.”

“Olh, he’ll have papers, or somecthing on him,” said Nipper ceniidentiy.
“Bul, I say, guv'nor, what made you give the doctor such 2 gueer lock
when he cane up?”’

Nelson Lee waited until they were striding along a fairly clear piece of
“pavement before answering.

“ IHave you no memory, my lad?"’ he asked quietly. ** Wasn't the nrme
of Dr. Sims Jameson mentioned in my consulting-room only a shert time
back?"'

** Jameson,” said Nipper thoughtfully— Sims Jameson? Of course, I've
heard the namme scores of times Why, great jumping kangurocs! lie's
—he's a member v _

“Don't stand gaping, my Dboy,” said Nelson Lee, tugging at Nipper's
sleeve. “ Yes, you have at last remembered what shouid have been foremest
ts your wusudl active mind. Dr. Sims Jamezon, the colicbrated brain
specialiet, 1s a member of the Governing Cirele of the infamovs League of
the Green Triangle.”

Nipper, his face flushed with excitement, looked up into thst of his
masler. But Nelson Lee's countenance was perfectly nmobile cad calm.

“ A member of the league,” said Nipper brealhlessly. “ Of course, sir!
“What’s been confusing my brain? But so many famous men are membirs
of the Governing Circle that I'm not much to blume, am I? Ok, guv'nor,
when do wo start the campaign?”’

Nelson Lee's jaw looked formidable.

“ At once, young 'un!”’ he answered curtly.  Professor Zingrave, Chicl
of the League, will begin to™feel a little uneasy before many days have
passed.  The Green Triangle has held sway over fair Britain far too leng!
The day of reckoning is necar at hand!”’

Nelson Lee relapsed into deep thought, and Nipper knew beller than ta
ask any further questions. They walked on in silence through New Oxford
Street, along Iligh llolborn, and so to Gray’s Inn Road. '

When they avrived at the detective's rooms, they found a visitor in the
consulting-room. IIe jumped up nimbly as Nelson Lee walked in. Yel he
did not seem a very young man. llis well-clipped beard wax iron-grey. aad
Lis haiv was streaked with grey also.  Heavy gold-rimmed pince-nes restad
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upon ihe bridge of his nose, but a very c]ose.oll'J‘se]r\'ctli1 would l!m‘c made
the remarkable discovery tl_ml]- the glass had precisely the same amouut of
yaenifyvine guabitics as a window pane. ]

“"‘_'Jlllz:rl‘l:w.b.ﬂ.liu-ri(-k t wreeted Nelson Lee. ™ If(‘:cu here long?"’ _

‘ \hout ten minutes,”” replied the other. ““DBut is therg any ncgc’(:ssn(y,
Mr. Lee. to keep up this pretence even Ml your own consutl{-lllg—foom._ .

- Every necessity,” replied the detective grmll):. _ Doug!uo Clifford is
dead. so far as the outside world is concerned. Until the time comes for
vou to return to life—and that is a long way llen«_:c——,;s'our name is Jobn
Merrick, and you are a harmless, middle-aged Colonial. _

The other nodded silently, and lit a cigarette. Remarkable as it secmed,
his age was no more than twenty-seven. His bair and beard were his own,
but Nelson Lee was respousible for thCI‘l‘ greyness. The disguise, in fact.
was perfect; nobody who had known him in the form‘er days would have
recognised in the tedate Mr. Jobu Merrick the carcless, wealthy young
Donglas Clifford. ]

Nouglas Clifford’s story was an amazing onc.

Just over five years had clapsed since he fell into the hands of Professor
Cyrus Zingrave, {he renowned scientist. Zingrave was (he chief of the
loagite of the Green Triangle. TFor five years Clifford had been a prisoncr
in the hands of the league, and during those five years the league had grown
and grown until it was now a deadly menace Lo the country.

{s chief members—the Governing Circle-—were compozed entirely of
famous public men-—-men who had mnot the faintest breath of suspicion
ageinst {heir itlustrious cames. Dudley Foxceroft, financier; Lord Sylvester:
Sir Roger Hogarth, shipowner; Sir Gordon Hyde, Cabinet Minister; Edmund
Gresswell, the famons K.C.. Superintendent Valling, of Scotland Yard; Dr.
Nims-Jameson--and many others equally as prominent.

After five years' confinement, Douglas Clifford had made his escape. and
Nelson Lee formed a compact with the young man to fight the league teoth
and nail, until it no longer «xisted.  Nelson Lee was in a favourable
position, for the league were satisfied that Douglas Cliflord was decad.
Whereas, in plain {ruth, he was hidden in the person of John Merrick, his
very soul burning 1o wipe out the years of misery he had suffered.

Another point was in the detlective's favour. e had a valuable ally in
Martin Caine, a controlling agent of the league, who had sworn to serve
Nelson Lee and Clifford.  So far, the man had had no opportunity of proving
bis faith, but Nelson Lee had no doubts. '

‘Oue memory had caused Cliftord many an nneasy hour during this last
weele or two. It was the memory of a brief meeting with a delightful,
bacent girl—whose beauty and daintiness had set all Clifford’s emotions
thrilling. Tle kunew that another meeting with her was practically im-
pessible, much as he desired to look into her sweet face and soft, brewn
eyes again. For she was Vera Zingrave, the daughter of {he prime mover
of the Governing Cirele of the league. -

Yet, nltl‘loug_h this was a terrible fact, the girl was totally ignorant of
ho.r f:l'.ther s disgraceful double life; she only knew him to he the famous
scientist he was rcpuled Lo be. One day perhaps she would be told all—
the blow would have to fall sooner or later. But at present there was
work to do—grim, determined work.

Unsecen, unsuspected, Nelson Lee meant o attack the league. One by
one ils infamous members would be dealt with. TFor many days past Nelson
Lee had been se_ckmg an opportunity to strike a blow al the heart of tho
\':llnrl'nqus_orgmnsution.

" This inactivity cannot continue,” said the great detective, standing
beiore the fire and lighting a cigar, * Possibly a live to work upon will
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present itself very shortly now. T have an i P
oul of the tucident whick Nipper and nf g th
““And what was-that?”’ asked Clifford.
Nelson l.ee related how Dy,
injured man away to his surgery.
“There -is nothing much in the actual h peniae i i y
; A % actug a H n.‘ltS‘“‘,” bapliva
remarked. ““ but there is no telling what jt {\Ell lod to. 1 s:tl:?flldﬁ;:ll-'&"-‘-
my business to kerop a vexy keen eye upon our friend of Harley Street.
_ But although Nelson Lee was hopeful of taking up a definiie line of actjn
in the mm_lcdmtc fulm'c‘. be had not, the slightest concepticn of the ut-:r\li'itln:lr
events which were to follow as a divect consequence of thal unfortunat.
motor accident in Oxford Street. h ' mu
It was, in faet, to be the starting point in the wreal caming s o'
all-powerful League of the Green c;l'}'iuuglc. greal campaign against (e

at something will ¢q

An udea th ' _ e
yself witnessed Lhis morning.'

Sims Jameson had carricd the unkpaws

—— —

CHAPTER 1I1,
The Cperation—A Strange Story Strangely Told. _

T, SIMS JAMIESON softly entered the operating-chamber bHehind Iiis
surgery in Marley Street. His cyes, dark and picreing, were alight
with kcenness and interest.  Rogue in a kind of way though he

undoubtedly was, he nevertheless took a consummate interest in mi own
peculiar work. He looked round the apartment swiftly and aaw that th
patient was lying upon the operating table. ) ,

“ Bverything ready?’ he asked shortly. ““ Is {be patient prepared #*

Two nurses were in the room, and one of them siepped forward.

“But I'm afraid there is not much lhope, dector.’” she said gravely., “I'Le

Q)
[

fracture is sevious, and the brain is almost certainly—-—"
The specialist waved his hand.
“Tut-tut!” he said sharply. “Let us make a tkerough cxaminatien

before .we form any opinions. I think I could make a sucecssful job of ii.
We will sce——we will sec!”

The _operation was indeed a gravely serious one. Silence reiganed in the
apartment while Dr. Sims Jamaoson set about his work with as much ooml-
ness and methodical exactness as though he had heen mierely making up a
prescription.

The two nurses hovered about the grim table, where a human life huzg on
o thread. and attended to all the brain specialist’s wants. Half an hour
slowly ticked away, and then Dr. Sims Jameson looked up with a trivaphant
gleam in his dark cyes. : ) . o

“I think our young friend is not quile so near to dealh’s door now.” he
murmured softly. “ It’s been onc of the mest Uicklish operations I have
ever undertaken, but suecess has rewarded my efforts.”

“He will live?" asked one of the nurses in a whisper. o

““ Assuredly. And he will recover consciousness \\'it.hll‘] the next hour :i’ [
am not mistaken,”” replied Dr. Jameson. *'See, a littie colour is already
returning to the poor fellow’s pallid cheo_ks.‘ ' Tl e

The patient was propped up now a littie, his head swn!::ou“_zn‘ a‘l.?\::‘::
whiteé bandaocs. The doctor cvessed the room and busied himsell fox 2ORN
little time. ~When le came back his sleeves were turned down and his
coat was on. . , . .

ﬂtczt;r(l,_z:t;n_se‘., he remarked thoughtfully. T haven't the shightest ’l‘lf‘:l
who the man is, where he came from, 01‘_“’1391'c he was going to.  The
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$ ature of the wound, however, aroused my professional interests.
;u;tll"u:}ag":ow that I brought himn here. Had he been taken to a hespital,
1 feel %ure that he would have succumbed.’”” )
- Are tho police in ignorance as to his identity?” asked the nurse.
' peplied Jameson. * They are perfectly

G letely, so far as I kuow, r
m:iscﬁzlclllptﬁ Llc}m-c the patient here, however. His clothes have told us

ing; there is not a letter or card upon him. At this slage his J'dent-itvy
illotnmnulgslery. Perbaps later on he will be able to speak for himself. We
can then let his relatives know.” _ ]
The specialist drew a chair close against the unconscious man, and sab
watching bim intently, waiting for the first sign of returning animation.
He \\'usbvcry anxious to kmow the result of the delicate operation he had

just performed. L ]
Jl\\’c!)uld the man recover, or would he dic without speaking?

One of the nurses passed to and fro once or twice. She made practically
no noise, but her presence annoyed the doctor, and he waved his hand in
the air,
thf"(i:o!" he murmured testily. ‘“Leave this clearing-up Dbusiness until
afterwards.  Sit down and keep quiel I

The nurse nodded silently; she was accustomed {o Jameson’s queer moods.
And she softly went to fhe far end of the reom, and joined her companion.
The pair then seated themselves and talked tggcthcr m low'vo.lccs_. The
apartment was a long one, so they did not disturb the specialist in the

least.

LD:-. Sims Jameson had not the slightest interest in his patient’s identity.
That detail did not trouble him at all. But, having operated, he was keenly
g the result at the earliest possible moment. He prided

desirous of knowin ‘ mom
d save a man’s life when every hospital in London would

himse!f that he couT

fasl

Thiz case bad been a particularly difficult ome. If it proved successful,
Dr. Jameson would metaplorically pat himself upon the back. So he
walched the patien$ anxiously, expectantly.

The minutes passcd slowly until fully a couple of hours had elapsed.
Stiil the doctor sat at his post, scarcely having moved an inch during the
whole hour. The nurses, however, had busied themselves again, and were
now softly passing to and Iro in a little ante-room.

Suddenly Dr. Jameson became rigid, and he bent forward, his keen eyes
watching the lips of the patient. -

“Ha!” murmured the specialist. “ Sign of life—at last !’

The young man’s lips had twitched a little, and a few moments later his
eyelids lifted heavily, and he stared in a glazed, dull kind of way at the
opposite wall. Tor several minutes Jameson did not move. Then, as the
patient still continued to stare, he rose silently aud bent over the young
man.
 Can you see me?”’ he asked softly. ““Cau you hear me?”

The patient’s lips moved, and a tiny gurgle came from them. Simul-
Ltancously his eyes lost their glazed expression and became almost intenso,
But. Ll:u:re was no sign of comprelension in them. They looked like tle
cyes of a man in a trance.

© You are quite safe,” said the physician guiclly. ‘“All danger has——""

I've brought the most wonderful news, Travers !’ said the paticur, in
% voice 1o louder than a mere whisper. “You will be amazed when I tell
you. T's splendid uews, old chap !’

:: Upon my soul I ejaculated Dr. Jameson,

]oodnir.rllgéllgllilcii]]{otlilll\;g:l]ldI}J? surprised, Travers,” went on the young man,
x a gh Dr. Jameson as though the latter had no existence.
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“I dida't say a word about my arrival in England, or let vou know of iy
Jouiney across, because T wanted to take.the wind out of your suils--.-- " °

“Wait ! interposed the specialist softly. ** Who arve you? What iz
your name?”’ :

" Don’t you know me. Travers?"’ said the palient dully. “Doun't yon
Inow your own brother—Charles Markham?  I've just come from
America——-""

“Of course—of course!” said Dr. Jomeson quickiv. “ Well, let’s lear
the yarn, Charlie!”

dJameson prasped the situation in a moment, and was rather annoyed with
himself,  1le knew exactly what had occurvad- and with thakt knowledge
came Lhe realisatizn that the patient would have to undergo ancther
operation,

Charles Markham's brair was still affected by the fracture he had
sustained—-pessibly a tiny piece of bone was pressing upon the brain at
some point, The case was exceedingly curious, The patient did not know
where he was, and he had no knowledge of the accident which had oceurred.

Obviously hie had been aboulb to visit his brother, Travers Markbam, when
the smolor smash had taken place. And now, although gravely injured,
his brain could not grasp the facl.

His mind was still ruaning upon the subject which had filled il at the
time of the accident. Charles Markham, in fact, was speoking aloud tho
things he had intended saying to his brother. e actuzlly thaught that he
was speaking to his brothev. " Iis brain had stopped working al the second
he had sustained his injury, and now, bheing conscious agoin, it hod
recemmenced work as though nothing had happeucd.

“Well?"” said the doctor. ““Go on!”’

“You'll have to chuck up this journalist business, Travers,” said the
young man, his veice getting a trifle stronger. aad becoming a murinnr
inslead of a whisper. “I've brought the most wonderful news fram the
States. Qur fortunes are made.”

““ Nonsense !’ said Jameson, wishing to encourage the patient to speak
further. Omne of the nurses commenced walking quictly aecrcss the rocwm,
but the physician waved her back imperiously. He wanted no interruptions
NOw.

“It’s an absolute fact, Travers,” said Charies Markham, kis weak voice
vibrating a little. “I'll get to the important part straight away. TIu a
wild part of Nevada I've discovered one of the richest gold seams in the
whole world. It's true, man—as true as I'm alive! Before leaving T mude
the most pains-taking examination, and.I kuow 1hat I'm a millionaire!
We're both millionaires, Travers!”

Dr. Jameson’s eyes gleamed.

“But vou may be mistaken,’
cazily discovered——" .

“1 am not mistaken,”” the sick man intevrupted. I spent weeks making
absolutely positive that the seam was not a mere surface affaiv. It will
produce tons of gold—pure. virgin metal—and nob another person in the
world knows of it but myself. L have kept the szecrvet locked in my heart.
The locality is a wild one, far from habitation: the nearest settlement 14
twenty miles off. Prospectors never go near the spot becouse it is generaliy
admitted that no gold exists.” .

“Then how did you make this wonderful discovery?'" .

“ A tremendous land-slide occurred, expesing the rich gold deposit. T
only made the discovery by sheer chance. But we are both millionaive-,
Travers! You can guess why I have come home. I'm absolutely broke. in
spite of the fact that I'm the owner of onc of the richest gold mines in the

?

he exclaimed quickly.  Gold is not so
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world. T brought a small nugget away with me—fearing that other men
wgnld suspect the truth if I carried more. The nugget sold precisely the

amonnt of my fare home—and here I am. You're rich, Travers. It's Il]])
to vou 1o use every penny you own, if necessary, in exl"»lmtmg the golc
mine. You will never regret doing se to your dying day!” o
Y will.do it,”’ said Dr. Jameson softly. ‘‘IRlely on me, old man! .
T kuew vou would, Travers,”” said Charles Markham, his \'oi(:c celtling
a little weaker. *‘I'm not the man to come to you on a fool's crrand.
You know me too well for that: you know that I always go to almost absurd

lengths to make certain of a thing before I act. I suppoese you ];l:l(l no more
idea of sceing me to-day than of seeing the Shak of Persia? You 1\1{91}1{;11%
0 .

that I was still kuocking about the States. like a rolling stone?
rolled for a good while, but I took care to roll inlo a soft spot at the
finish !" ’ _
The patient closed his eyes, breathing a little heavily. Dr. Jameson bent
over him and murmured a few words, but Markham took no notice what-
ever. He lhad quietly lapsed into unconsciousness again, the strain of
the loug couversation having proved a little too much for his weakened
brain.
The specialist’s eyes wore a foxy, cuuning cxpression—an expression
which would have surprised his fashionable patients of the West End could

tbey have seen him at that moment. )
*“By James!” he murmured. ‘‘\What possibilities! What stupendous,

amazing possibilitiecs!  The thing is almost too huge {o grasp in one
thought "’

He looked down at Charles Markham with a curious smile round his thin
lips.

“This man is urknown—the police haven’t the slightest idea who he is,’
his thoughts ran on. ‘“He has just come from America, and his bLrother,
Travers Markham, js in utter ignorance of his presence in this country,
By Jove, what possibilities!”

Never for an instant did Dr. Sims Jameson doubt {he trull of Markham's

story. He knew that it was no hallucination of the injured brain; he kuew
that it was no wild talk of delirium. The man’s peculiar injurr was the
cause of his unfolding this amazing story. He had Dbeen in a kind of
trance, and had spoken thoughts which had been foremost in his mind ab
the time of the accident.
_And th_e doctor, being far from an honourable man, realised that he was
it a position to take full and absolute advantage of Markham’s helpless-
ness. Another operation would probably set him right again, without any
remembrance of what had just happened. Markbam’s brain would work in
1ts normal grooves ouce more. On the other hand, if no operation was
performed, he would remain in the same condition as now—and would be
ready and willing to give fuller details if necessary.

Fuller details! )l

I must have advice before I proceed,” Dr. Jameson murmured t¢ him-
self. *“The thing is too big for me to tackle single-handed. A gold mine
worth millions! "What a stupendous piece of Inck my nurses were out of
carshot all the time !

‘]%‘ven at that moment one of the women came quietly across the apartment.

I beard you speaking,” she said softly. ‘‘ Has the patient recovered?':

’.I,\lfg sRe]chhst shoo(l; his head :adly. -

No,”" he answered, wit aj : in his

“ Dot T hearerss b a pained look in his eyes,

You ‘heard the young fellow uttering unintelligible nonsense,”
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inlerjected Jameson. ‘ Ile became conscious for a short period, but is far
from being in his right senses.”’

‘““ e did not give his name?”’ .

““I have said that he only murmuved nonsense,”” cxclaimed the doctor
curtly. ‘It is most arnoying, nurse!”’ .

‘‘ Indeed, it is,”’ agreed the nurse. “If he had only given his name wo
might have traced his relatives. I suppose another operation will bo
necessary?’’

“Probably. I did my utmoest to bring him to reason, butl. he beeamo
insensible again without having given véice to a single intelligible remark.”

And Dr. Sims Jameson, having lied thus glibly, dismissed the nurse from
his side, and busied himself with the patient once more. When he had
finished, Charles Markham was breathing evenly and (uietly, and there was
no danger of his becoming conscious again for at least six hours.

At the end of that time the doctor wonld know exactly how to act, for
he immediately put machinery into motion to arrauge a meeting of the
Governing Circle of the League of the Green Triangle in precisely three -
hours time --which would be at eight-thirty.

S ——

CHAPTER 1III.
A Welcome Visitor—Nelson Lee Mee's the Prison Governor.

LELSON LEE kicked the fire into a blaze, and switched on the electrie-
N light in his consulting-room.
He and Nipper had just finished tea, and the detective was in a

rather irritable mood. Just before tea a distracted would-be client had
called, but Nelson Lee had been forced to decline the case, much as the
facts interested him.

e had formed a compact with Douglas Clifiord to combat the league,
and. althongh he would attend to other matters from time to time, just at
present he wanted to wse all his energies and resources in a big initial
cllort against the great criminal organisation.

But an opening was wanted; he had to break through somewhere.

“To-night I intend to start work, Nipper,” said the great detective
grimly. ‘‘I have already formed a plan——"

‘“Hallo! That was the bell, sir!”’ interrupted Nipper.

Nelson Lee uttered an impatient ejaculation.

‘“ Another client, I suppose,’”” he snapped. ‘ Hang it all, I won't sce
anybody! What on carth is the use?”’

But a minute later Mrs. Jones, the housckeeper, announced Mr. Jamecs
Hale. Nipper and lis master exchanged guick. meaning glances.

““Show Mr. Hale up at onee, Mrs. Jones,” said Nelson Lee crisply.

His eyes had gleamed a little, and he waited expectantly for the visitor

to enter the room. Ioxr ** James Hale’ was merely the name which Nelson
Lee had advised - Martie Caine to assume when visiting Gray’s Inn Road.
Martin Caine was the controlling agent of the league who had sworn
allegiance to the detective. .
" The visitor entered, and both Nelson Lee and Nipper were somewhat taken
by surprise. For Martin Caine had donned a really clever disguise. He
was naturally a man of gentlemanly appearance; but now he was decidedly
““horsey,” and wrre aggressive side-whiskers which were extraordinarily
life-like.

‘““ Good-cvening, Mr. Lee—evening, Nipper!” he remarked, as Mrs, Jones
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howed him in. Then as the door closed, and {be bousckeeper's foolsteps
died 2waes, he sal dewn in a chair and allowed himself {o become somewhat
(xeited.

“ Your discuise is exceileut—— ) ) ) .

“Never mind the disguise, Mr. Lee.”” said Caine, inlerrupling the defec-
tive. © 1 was forced to go to n great deal of trouble, for my life would pay
the peualty if it were known that I had visited you. I've come with news—
news which might prove o be of great value.”

* Goed man i said Nelson Lee approvingly.

“1 am heart and sovl with you, Mr. Lee, and with Mr. Clifford,” went
on Caine. **I am ouly hoping to live to the day when tke Green Triangle
will no longer be a menace to hionest people. But 1 must hurry. T ouly
wislh to remain a few minutes. ‘The league's accursed spies are everywhere.
altheugh I've slipped them this cvening.  Well. there’s going to be a
meeting of the Governing Circle at cight-thirty to-night. So far as 1 can
gather, Dr. Sims Jemeson has called it.”

Nelzon Lee pursed his lips,

“ Dr. Sims Jameson!”' he exclaimed sharply. “ By Jove

The coincidence was certainly peculiar. Only that afternoon he had seen
the Tiarley Street physician himself, and bad wonderced if {he Oxford Strect
aceident would lead ta anything important.

“ Will you be able to get to know what passes at {he mecting?'’ he asked.
“ 1t might be of the utmost importance——""

But Cuine shook his head vigorously.

*Impessible!” bhe declaved. I am only an agent of the league—an
intermediary bhetween the cirele and the working members. 1 have never
heen inside the Orpheum Club, the headquarters of the league, and could
never gain admission.  As for attending a meeting of the circle—the idea
is prokuslm'nus. Exactly what passes in the governing chamber only the
cirele know themselves,”

Niplpr-r grunied.
f“_’J' e yOUT news is worthless,” he said bluntly. “How can we make use
of it:'

“That is for Mr. Lee to deeide,” answered Caine. ¢ Taken in conjunc-
tion with another picce of news which I have brought there is a distinet
possibility that something useful will result.”

" The other news,”” said Nelson Lee. “What is it?"

Martin Caine bent forward with an air of importance. _

A train will arrive at Paddington at ten minutes to seven— fifty minutes
from pow,” he said, with a glance at the clock. ** Mr. Oscar Killard. the
governor of I'ortmoor Conviet Prison, will step out of that train, and his
first Journey will be to the Orpheum Club {o attend the meetling of the
Governing Cirele.”

Nipper whistled,

" The governer of Portmaor!” he cjaculated. “ A member of {hatl rolten’
orgiansation of thieves and murderers! Wel!, I'm blowed !

" Talready knew the fact,” Nelson Lee said quictly. **Well, Caine, what
of Mr. Sillard’s vizit to London? Perhaps yon wiil think me dense, Lut I
really fail to see———' )

Came Imn.l'. a little closer still.

* Osear Sillard is one of the Governing Circle who attends a meeting only
:\)n. rare occasions,” he sgnd significantly.  ** Ile has not been inside the -

rpheum Club for over six months, and his visits are usually separated by
ll:llll: ;lil:lt:l_l'lt.ofl time.  ‘Therefore, although he is well known, he is not a man

at Zmgrave and the rest meet very often.  His work at Portinocor does not
permit kim mueh time in London.”

vy
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“ Bul what the denee——="" began Nipper.

“Wail! Mr. Sillard is a man of just about veur size. Mr. T.ce.” weni
on Martin Caine meaningly. ““In addition, he wears a full beard and has
bushy eyebrows. e also walks with decidedly stooping shoulders!™

Nelson Iee breathed hard.

. "By James!”" he exclaimed tensely. “I think I understand your
meaning. Caine !

The visitor jumped Lo his feet.

“T must go now; T have stayed too long already,” he said quickly,
“There, Mr. Lee. the news I have brought is only superficial, but it may be
of some use. Actual, inside facts it is not within my power to obtain. I
leave the rest to you, and I am sure that you will take advantage of tle
trivial help it has been my privilege to proffer. The train arrives at six-
fifty, and Sillard will make straight for the Orpheum Club. Ie is expected:
but, of course, he will not know of the circle meeting until he arrives. for
he was in the train when Dr. Jameson arranged it.”’

The next moment, with a hasty farewell, Martin Caine had disappeared.
and Nelson T.ee and Nipper were still staring at one another silently when
the street door banged. The sound aroused Nelson Lec to action. -

“That man is a treasure!” he exclaimed with conviction. “ Tle has
brains, too, and he has suggested a plan of action which will probably lead
to oveatl things.”

Nipper's shvewd Lrain had absorbed cverything instantly.

“ But the danger, guv'nor!” he gasped. “Youw'll be in lerrible peril!
Suppese vou'ro spotted "

“Wo will suppose nothing so ridiculous, young ‘'un,” inlerjected the
detective sharply. 8o far as I can see the undertaking will not be fraught
with mnch danger—at least, not whken you consider the way in which [
intend Lo carry it out.”

“What's the wheeze, sir?"’ asked the lad cagerly.

“My good Nipper, glance at the clock!” rapped out Nelson Lee. 1€
we =lop talking another minute the whole project will be ruined, and Caine's
visit will have been for naught!”

The time was then ten minutes past six. The next twenly minules were
rushingly busy ones.. Both Nelson Leo and Nipper worked their hardest,
and at{ six-thirty preeisely a jovial ship’s officer hailed a taxt in Gray’s Tun
Road.

“ Make for Paddivgton with your engines working under fovced draunght,
skipper!"" ordercd the ship’s officer genially. “ I've got to be theve by ten
to seven, and there's double pay if you do 1t in a quarter of an lhour.”

“I'm vour man, boss!” cried the taxi-driver.

And the vehicle whizzed away with all speed. Even Nipper, sharp-eyed
though he was, would not have recognised his master beneath that clever
diszuise, had he not assisted Nelson Lee in the douning of it.

Nelson Lee sal in the taxi musing over his hastily formed plans. The
opportunity he had long been waiting for had come at last. aud although
he had no clear iden of how things were to go in the immediate following
half-hour, he intended to use all his powers to ensure {ke suceess of his hold
move. '

The thing had been sprung upon him so snddenly, bhat, had he hesitaled,
it would never have been carried out at all.  Possibly he would have con-
sidered it a little too foolhardy, had he had muah time ab his disposal ta
think it over. )

But, foolbardy or not. he had started outl on the undertaking now, and il
was not the great criminologist’s way to back out once he was fairly on the
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road. e had enough confidence in himeelf to be hopeful of carrying the
venture through {rivmphantly. ‘ '
A the taxi was speeding along he drew from his pocket a large newspaper

cutling. and inspected it intently by the light of & mateh. It was a head-
and-shoulder photograph of Mr. Oscar Sillard, which had been publiched a
couple of years before, when a daring cscape had been made from Porl.moqr.

I shall make no mistake,” murmured Nelson Lee. *‘ Nipper's work in
obtaining all the photographs of the known members of the Goaverning
Cirele has not been in vain,  Sillard’s type of countenance 1s a eplendid ono
fer my purpose.  Forlune is certainly smiling upon me.” ) )

He arrived at Paddington well within the stipulated time, and the taxi-
driver consequently went off 1'(‘joicing. The detective lounged into the
great ctation with a swinging gait, a big cigar befween his {eeth,

He was in no way shabby.  On the contrary, he looked like the first officor
of & big Trans-Atlantic liner. and every inch a gentleman.  But. apparently,
he had been partaking of the eup that cheers just a little too likerally.
Not that Ite beliaved in an intoxicated way: but he had just that breczy
carclessnesz which made him cheerful to all men.

He stationed himself against the gates where the passcngers from the
six-fifty express would emerge.  Sure enough, Martin Caime’s information was
correet, for Nelson Lee observed the slightly bent figure of Mr. Oscar Rillard
among the first batch of passengers Lo leave the platform,

“ Good!” murmured the deteetive. " Now 1o start the real business.”

He lounged forward, placed himself divectly in Mr. Sillard’s path. and
aszumed a smile, which féw men ceuld have resisted.

" Glad to welcome you, Gibson !’ he cried jovially. “ By the Blue Peter,
vowve altered a foir amount this last two years! How the dence are yon,
old man?”’ '

Aud he grabbed Oszecar Sillard’s hand, and wrung it warmly.

“CGood gracious!” gasped Sillard, utterly 1aken aback.

“Didn’t expect 1o sece me—eh?” langhed Nelson Iee genially.

Sillard laughed, tco. The stranger’s merry {ones were too infecticus f{o
resisl. The prison governor was a companionable man, by nature, and he
was in no way anunoyed by the apparent mistake of this complete stranger,

“ Pardon me, sir,” said Sillard, *‘ but T think vou have the advantage of
me. My name is Oscar Sillard, and 1 have never scen you before in my life,”

* Got away! You're Jim Gibson "

“ Really, you are mistaken, sir.”’

Nelzon l.ee stared blankly at the prison governor,

“Well,” hie gasped, “* now J come to look at vou fair and square, I don't
think yow're Jim, after all! Yet I could have sworn—— By gum, I hopo
you're not cross, cap'n?”’

Sillard Taughed.

* Why, ehould T he cross?” he asked. * Mistakes are often ceceurring.
1 hope you will find your friend Mr. Gibson ”

“ Say, yon're nol going in such a hurry!” cried Nelson Lee, catching
hold of Sillard’s arm. ‘“ I've got lo apologize for making such a darned
fool of mysclf. T gather you're going right out of the station now?*

“Yes; but—-"’

“Then do me the lionour of Leing my guest for just five minutes,” said
Lhe detective cheerfully. ““ No, it’s not a bit of vse, sir. I’m mot the man
to take refusals, and I want to make amends. Five minutes—no more. I
gucss you could do with a whisky-and-soda after a long rail journey.”

Oscar Sillard shook his head smilingly, * "’

:: 'm I:Lfraid I ave no time at my disposal -

Don’t be hasty, cap’n,” interrupted Nelson Lee compellingly, ¢ There's

"
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the clock, staring vou in the face. You're nol in such a mighty hurry
that vou can’t give me the great pleasure of drinking with \nu—ﬂlv”

Sillard Lvrg;.m to thaw,

O If vowre really bursting with nl]\l"l\ to honronr me. I supposas Il
Lotter .l(‘(""])l. your generous m\lldl)on ' he sal 1, wilh a vhucL!e *“T1 think
there's a decent refreshment-room eomewhere m the station.’

“ Refreshment-room " repealed Nelson Lee.  * Perish the thought! There
is a little inn Lwo hundred yards along the road that’ll Le a rrlonou., revela-
tion to you.”

And Nelson Lee placed his arm round Sillard’s, and the paiv marched off.
Inwardly the detective was cinging a eong of trinmph. The most difficuls
part of his underiaking had been .lccompllshcd Sillard had fallen into the
trap with really less persuasion {than Nelson Lee had thought would be
PCCCsSATY,

As a matler of fact, Sillard felt that whisky-and-oda would be¢ rather
palatable after his journey : and if Lhis cheerful stranger chose to foot the
bill, all well and good.  There was certainly nothing whalever in Nelson
Lee’s manner or aclions to causze Sillard a moment's suspicion. Ilis com-
panion was merely a jovi:ll sailor, with a manner abouwt him that was almost
irvesistible.

At irst the governor of Portmoor had not had the slightest intention of
accompanying the stranger; but now he was walking arm-in-arm with him
with {he wimost cheeriness. There arc some men who seem lo pessess a
magnetic personalily, and Nelson Lee could conveniently assume that quality
whenever he choze.

There was nothing extraordinary in Sillard accepting his  invitation.
Strangers drink tegether, at one another’s expense, every minute of cvery
hour of cvery day. And Sillard was a companionable man, aud happened
Lo have a sirong partiality for Scotch.

e was led rapidly out of the station. The distance to the little holel
was a Lrifle furthier than Nelson Lee had stated, but Sillard did not notics
this, for the deleetive kept him amused the whole time. The hotel was an
old-fashioned one, and Nelson Leo led the way to a cosy back-parlour, which
was emply when the\ centeredl.

They scated themselves before the five, and two whiskies were =oon placed
Lefore them. By this time Nelson Lee was in the middle of a long narrativa
concerning an adventure in the ¥outh Pacific. It was all made up oun ihe
¢pwr of thie moment, but Sillard found it extremely inleresting.

Nelson Lee fumbled in his pockets, and finally produced a photogr \]nh ef o
Iarge ship. 1Ie handed it to his comp'\mon, resting his arm on the able.

“Thal’s the boat T'm talking about,” he rattled on breezily, A gead
craft—as good a craft as ever sailed the high seas. 1 dnn t think vew can
spot mo on the bridge, although T'm there sure enough.’

Sillard looked clo .cl\' and while he was thus inte utly engaged, Nelson
Lee's hand carelessly overed over lis companion’s glass, and.a tiny (rans-
parent pellet dropped into the whisky, to dissolve wilh almest instautancomus
action,

The thing was dene in lees than two seconds.  The barmaid had hex
back towards the visitors at the time, but even had she been watching she
wonld never have suspected the thing which had been doue Lefore hei very
eVves.

“The effect of the drug which \o]son Lee had introduced into Sillard’s
vhisky soon Legan to take cﬂcol‘ once & portion.of that whisky was trans-
ferred to the pricon governor’s interior. Ile scemed {o become thick-veiced
and decidedly intoxicaied.

Nelson Lec’s eyes gleamed with vietory. The very instant Sillard finished
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his drink. {wo more were ordered. And l'll ten mi_mltcs {ime Ne]so_n Lee's
companion was in that unfortunate state”which is vulgarly described as

lwing “* blind to the world.”" 'I'he drug was a p-_cl:fccl]_\'_._h:n-mlo_ss one, but

it had the same efiect as a dozen stiff doses of spivits.  Sillard, indeed, was
guite unable to «land. .

Nelson Lee beckoned {he harmaid,

My friend does nol appear to have been able {o stand ll!ll(‘]l «lrong
drivk,” he smiled, handing over a sovereign. ' You've got private rooms
hore?  Well, lead the way to a decent one. and I'll help the gentleman up,
A couple of hours’ sleep will set im on lus. feet again,™

“ Will vou want the room for the night, sir?’’

“ Oh, no! Only unlil ten o'clock.”

Tie barmaid left him, and soon retnrned with Nelson Lee's change and
a kev., She then led the wary upsiairs to a decently furnished bed-sitting-
room. and smiled as Nelson Lee staggered in after her, assisting his
apparenlly intoxicated companion. There was nothing whatever in the
affair 1o make the girl think that the whole thing was a definite plan. A
centleman had come in, had partaken rather 400 liberally, and was in no fit
state to leave. Therefore, he was going to have a short nap to sleep off
the effects. How could there possibly be anvthing suspicious in that?

Once Neleon Lee was in the room alone with Sillard, his careless, free-and-
easy manner vanished. e became brizk and active. Ile quietly locked
the door, and then saw {hat the blind was fully down. The detective gazed
down upon Sillard. as the latter sprawled upon the hed. and chuckled grimly
to himself.

“ For all your cleverness, for all your being a member of the wonderful
tiverning Circle, vow've fallen jnto the very first trap that's been set for
vou,” lie murmured. ‘ You were entirely off your guard. my friend, and
I don't think you'll altend the circle meeting to-night. 1 shall kindly
oblize hy going in vour place.”

Working swiftly, Nelsou Lee ripped off his own disguise. And then, from
a bag which he had been carryving, he produced hiz make-up articles, and an
assortment of lalee heards and other hair,

Nelson Lee was a past-imaster in the art of disguising himeelf. DBut on
this occasion he {ook greater pains than he had ever done before.  IHis
very life might depend upon the life-like exaciness of his make-up.

When he had finished, the result was truly remarkable. IIe was Oscar
Sillard’s double in every particular, TFor five minutes, while working, he
had been talking to himself, mimicking Sillard’s voice until he had mastered
the intonation and style of speech. .

A last searching look into {he mirror, and then he switched {he light off.

*And now for the great adventure,”” he murmured. * Will it succeed
or fail?  There may be many unknown dificulties, but I must take my,
chance. My keenest desire is o get within the walls of the Governing
Chamber of the Teague: o see my enemies plotting and planning; to seo
them as they really are, with their false cloak of respectability cast off. By
Jove, what a victory if T pull the venture through!” '

‘He left the room, locked the door after him, and slipped downstairs,
Sillard would not recover his right senses for two lours, at least.

With o mufller covering the lower part of his face—for it would never
do for the supposedly inloxicated man to Dbe seen leaving the hotel—he
passed swiftly out by the quiet holel entrance into the street.

Fhen, breathing . freely, he walked charply to Edgware Road. and hailed
a taxi. A moment later Mr. Oscar Sillard No. 2 was being whirled rapidly,
throngh the West End stroets to the Orphepm C(lub, '
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CHAPTER 1IV.
The Meeting of the Circle—Zingrave's Plot.
1Y, bless my sounl, il's dMr. Sillard!”
Sir Roger Hogarth came to a halt in the magnificent lobby of
the Orphecum Club, and took the hand of a slightly hent man
who had just entered.  Sir Roger would have worn a very different expression
from his present onc of pleasant surprise had he known that he was ehaking
the hand of Mr. Nelson Lee.

“ 1 heard you were coming up, Sillard,” said Sir Roger.  ‘“ Jusb-arcived in
Lown, I suppese?”’ -

“ Well, my train reached Paddington about seven,” replied Nelson T:ce
coolly. ** Come on into the reading-room; I should like a word in private.”

In & few minutes the deteclive was talking to Sir Roger and o
Superiatendent Valling, of Scotland Yard. Dudley Foxcroft, the financier,
joined them, and drinks were ordered.  After fifteen minutes had expired
Nelzon Lee had partaken of several drinks, and he behaved very much as
1hough he was partinlly bowled over, and gave voice Lo some inane remarks,
which caused Foxeroft, to take his arm rather tightly.

“This won't do, Sillard,” said Foxcroft softly. ‘“ 'ull voursel together.
man! It's not like you to get inlo this fix. The meeling is in ten minutes,
and-—" "

Nelson Lee smiled serenely.

“ That's all right, old man!"* he exclaimed. “I'm as steady as a rock!”’

‘1 should advise you to take no more spirits, anyhow !"’

And Foxcroft walked away, rather annoyed. Nelson Lec sank into @n
casy-chaiv, and lit a cigar. Then he sat pufling it, and watching the doings
around him withont appearing to take the slightest interest.

In reality the detective was jubilant. His disgunise had stood tlie test of
three of the best-known members of the Governing Circle.  The others would
certainly sce nothing in his appearance to arousz their suspicions.

* Excellent I Nelson Lee told himseli. *“ By Jove, my pians are working
on oiled wheels! T can sce success already within sight.””

But he knew that exposure would result in dire consequences. Therefore,
having tested his disguise, he took care to aveid mixing with the cther men
as far as possible. His asswmplion of slight intoxication was done with a
sel, definite purpose

It prevented men from bothering him with awkward questions, and, if
such questions were actually asked, it gave him license to reply evasively
aud confusedly. Being somewhat the worse for drink, nobody would wonder
at his seeming lack of knowledge.

Little details like these meant the success of the whole scheme, for, had
Le been periectly sober, he would have had absolutely no excuse for giving
vague replies to pessible questions, and in that way he would probably have
been bowled out at a critical moment.

As events turned out, nobody troubled him with a single qucstion, but per-
Laps this was due to the fact that he appeared to be in no fit state for intelli-
gent coaversation.

The success of his hold venture hinged entirvely npon trivial details, amld
Nelson Lee had taken care that not a single one was overlooked. He noticed
presently that the men were drifting out of the reading-room. The last to
go were Lord Sylvester and Edmund Gresswell, TE.C.

The latter—a thin, keen-faced man—looked back when he reached the deox,
aazd then he swiltly stepped to Nelson Lee's chair,
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“ Come, Sillard!” he murntured. .You_\\'ish 1o allend, 3[,::‘.111)13050? I
Abisk Sims Jameson las sometinung 1':1.{‘he'r imporiaut cu”]u:ud.l‘- .

“h: ejaculated the detective. Oh, yes; of course: m coming,
‘ ’i(l«\“n‘«:lel, and followed the K.C. oul of the reom and up the palatial .m.n-r!allcl:
clairease. Al cne of the deors of the wide, well-lighted corridor, Gresswe!
paused.  Upon {he door was a brass plate, with the ingcription:

“ (.'il.-\IR-MAN ‘S OFIICE.—PRIVATE.”

The door stood ajar. and a sound of langhing men’s voices floated out into
tbe corridor. ‘The pair cutered, and Nelsen Lee found himself in a spacious,
lofty apartment, furnished with sttptuous ‘]uxur;'._ A cheerful five IJu_rn'od
in the grate, and before it stood Professor Cyrus Zingrave, chairman ol the
Orpheum Club, and Chief of the Gl‘pcu_'l‘rumg]_c. ]

After a fow minutes, during which time Nelson Lee listened {o the small
talk of a group oY four men, two others eilered, and t}lc door was clospd.
T'hen, in addition {o this, a great Ihaize-covered door was lelslcnc:d with spring
bolts, thus shulting out every particle of sound from the rest of the building.

“Am 1L in ihe Governing Chamber of the League?’” Nelson Lee asked him-
gelf. ** Surely not! I had imagined something very dificrent.™

Then Professor Zingrave's voice fell upon his ears. )

“We arc all here, gentlemen,” he said shortly. ** We will adjourn to the
Chamber.”’

The detective looked round, bat he failed to sce how all thesc gentlemen
were Lo adjourn anywhere, unless they left the room by the way they had
come. Loy there was no other door, and the window was tightly shuttered.

Nelson Lee watched with apparent languor, but his ¢yes were keenly on
the alert. e noted with a feeling of relief that nobody paid him much
attention.  Obviously the word had gone round that he was mnol quite
himself. .

Then the bold intruder received a stupefying surprize, for while he watlched
an astounding thing happened—a thiug so unexpected, so utterly amazing,
that Nelson Lee was almost betrayed into breathing a gasp. But he checked
himself with a masterly eflort of will.

‘The fiveplace had moved back a full yard!

The whole R)mjoct‘ing wall, in which the fire grate was built, had slid
silently and slowly backwards—overmantel, blazing coal fire, and all! It
was amazing in ils ingenuity—a marvel of building construction. .-

The room could have been tapped and searched for months for a secret exib
without this astonishing fact coming to light. The thick, solid walls had
shifted, and at precisely the spot where the fire had been burning a moment
hefore Nelson Lee could see a flight of narrow stairs leading downwards.

““ Wonderful!” thought the detective. ‘“ How the chimney is constrncted,
I cannot imagine. DBut the fire is still burning brightly enongh. By Jove,
what a mighty brain must he at the head of affairsi”

ITe saw Lthat his corapanions were filing down the stairs in quick succession,
s0 he followed their example with carcless ease, as though he had done the
same thing dozens of times belore. Professor Zingrave himself stood aside,
waiting until the last.

Nelson Lee was third from Lhe last; but, without looking round, he knew
th'n‘t the professor had closed the secret exit before descending himself.

The staircase was lit by little clectric-lamps in the walls, flush with the
brickwork. It led straight down for a considerable distance, and then Nelson

Lee found himgelf in a wide passage, This was short, and at the end a great
steel door stood wide opcn,
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Toven at such o tense moment as this, the great crime investigator could
not help a feeling ol almest dazed wonder hudmg a place in his breast. e
could hardly convince himself that he was not in a dream.

Was this actually true?

Right in the West End. the Orpheum Club stood for all thal was highly
T ~p(‘ct.|.hl(\ and above-hoard. 1ts members were Famous men all, with names
1hat were honoured and titled: and yet. wnsuspeeted. the club was really the
headgquarters of the greatest criminal organisation in the world, and its
members were safe and seenve from the :hﬂhlc‘w breath of suspicion.

“ By Heaven. what villainy ! thought Nol<;0n Lee grimly. “* What mar-
vellous brainwork has heen exercised in the dcvvlopmcnt of this great league
of rogues!”’

Yecs, they were rogues—every one and all. But who would have believer
the detcetive hiad he told all that he kuew? The Governing Circle were per-
feetly safe, for they were all trusted and honoured men.

The Governing Chamber was a large, oblong apartment. “The ceiling was

rather low, but the walls were richly uccm.lto-:l and the place was bril-
Liantly illuminated. The air was warm and fresh, although Nelson Lee could
not see how the apartment was ventilated.  The heat was suvplied by
clectricity.

All the lamps hanging from the ceiling were delicately shaded. casting
iheir full radiance down upon the long table. The men {ook their seuts al
the table in luxurious padded arm- -chairs, and Nelson Lee dropped into one
and lay back with partially closed eyes. But he counld see everything guite
distinctly, nevertheless, and ho noticed thatl, in addition to the chairs which
were filled by the present Governing Members, there were many chairs which
remained vacant. This secmed to point to the fact that this collection ol
men by uno means represented the whole Governing Civele.

*“Say, I hope this meeling ain't going to be a wash-out!” said a voice
with a decidedly Yankee twang, w hich emauated from A leau, sharp-featured
man two chaivs away (rom Nelson Lee. 1 guess

* Really, Mr. Dayton, we never guess thmcrs here,” interrupted the soft,
musical voice of Professor Zingrave.. “ We onlv deal with abseluie facts.”

Mr. Page T. Daytlon 01'111‘tcd and lit a fat cigar. Then Nelson Tee
beeame aware of the fact th.lt /Ancrnvo s piereing exves were upon him, aud,
strong-willed though he was, the detective almost felt an icy shiver run down
Qs spine. /nnol"w appeared to possess an uncanny power with those queer
cyes of his, and for a moment Nelson Lee actually felt nervous.

*I think, Mr. Sillard, that it was rather unwise of you to attend this
meeting ! said ngm\c. as gently as a purring cat. 1 observe with
regret that you arc inclined to be sleepy and indifierent. T liad intended
going into the matter which has brought you to Loundon, but under the cir-
cumstances I shall pestpone it. I\lnclly remember, Mr. Silkard, that this
Governing Chamber is only intended foer men with clear heads and keen
brains.’

The words, though spoken softly cnough, confained a arvim threat, and
Nelson Tee sat up rather hastily, and oponod his mouth to speak. But
Zingrave waved a curt hand, aud turned to Dr. Sims Jameron.

“ You have called us together, T have no doubt, for a very excellent reason,
doctor,” c\(-l--nucd the professor smoothly. * Kindly preceea with the
matter at ence.

As . the I['nle) Street specialist arose, Nelson Lee 1(.1]1»0(1 how near the
danger-mark he had hovered. 1i Zingrave had actually decided w0 discuss
the matier which had brought Oszcar Sillard to Londnn, then the impostor
would have heen exposed. ‘The detective thanked the impulse which had led
Lim to aflfect slight intoxication.
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e could understand now why it was {he professor was Chief of the League,
Nelson Lee had met many powerful and iron-willed men, but they were all
niere childven compared with this remarkable scientist. ) .

Professor dingrave's personality was absolutely unique. ITis_voice was
coft and infinitely musical, but it was com_mandm¥ and compo]_hng. His
eyes. rather deep sunken bemeath the massive forehead, were pitch-black.
Mhe verv instant he turned them upon any one of _lus compauions, it sent a
Lind of chilly thrill to their very marrows. By sheer will power he could
compel men to abey his commands. Ile could convert an nopcst man into
a black-hearted rogue. Ile was possessed of power—mysterious, uncanny
influence.

! Dr. Sims Jameson stood Jooking round at his fellow Governing Members
for s few seconds in silence. Nelson Lee could see that the great physician
was Iahouring under a certain stress of inward cxcitement.

T have called this meeting, gentlemen, because I am sure that chanco
has placed into my hands a matter which will ultimately end in a great vie-
tory for the league,” commenced the specialist quietly. “ This afternoon,
by sheer coincidence, I happened to be in Oxford Street when a rather serious
accident ceeurred, involving the grave injury of a strange young man of
unlmown name and address.”

Nelson Lee's eyes gleamed bencath his lowered lids.

“As T thought!” he murmured silently. *‘I feel that that motor-hus
accident is going to provide me with a starling-point in my great campaign.”™

“ 1 {eok the young man {o my surgery, for an operation was immediately
necessary,” went on Dr. Jameson, “ A conslable came with me, but there
was ulterly no evidence upon the stranger to show who lie was. The police
arc quite 1gnorant of his idenlity, and that is a very important point. I
found that he was suffering from a fractured skull, and performed a delicate
operation. The result, from a surgical point of view, was disappointing.”

" The fellow died. I suppose?’ asked Sir Reger ogarth.

“Oh, mo; e did not die,” said the specialist grimly. “ But when he
recovered his senses, I found him to be in an exceedingly curious state. At
the tUme of the aceident, his mind had been filled to the utmost with one set

of thoughts, and when he came to himself those thoughts had to be releascd.
Tu a semisdazed wuy, he answered my questrons, being under the impression
{hat I was his brother. He had heen about to visit his brother when the
smash occurred, and his brain was not in a capable state of realising that bo
wax talking to a complele stranger.”

“ Did he give you his name?"" asked Zingrave softly.
~ " Yes. s mame is Charles Markham,” replied the doctor. ““I do mob
intend to go fully intothe details of (he patienl’s remarkable state of mind.
I could enter npon a long discourse which would be entirely convincing to a
party- ol fellow medical men. But {o the untrained mind, such as vou all .
possess in surgical matiers, my discourse would be incompreheusible. Let
me assure you, however, that T am speaking on a subject which I understand
Lo the tiniest detail. I positively know that the story which Charles Mark-
ham told me was perviectly {vue in every detail. It was no hallueination, no
detusion. The story was intended for his brother, but Travers Markham will
never hear it.”’ .

“ Travees Markham,” repeated Foxcroft. “I've heard the name befove.'
' Tie's o ]mll‘ll:l]l.st of some little repute,” went on Dr. Jameson. ““This
Charles Markham is his only brother, and he arrived in England from the
rY"'mtc:l States wlthoul:: allowing T}'ﬂ\'('rs to know of his comine. Therefore,
Iravers Markham thinks that his brother is still in AmcriZa, and is in
blissful ignorance of the fact that he really les in my surgery a namcless
vichim of o London street accident,’ iy © ) -
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“Bul his name is known——

“My dear Gresswell, the nurses who assisted me in {he operation hnnrd,
not onc word of Markham's story,”” said the specialist quictly. “They
think his identity is still a mystery. The police are still making inquiries,
but these inquiries will draw blank. Charles Markham is in my power,
ullterly and completely.”

Professor Zingrave tapped the {able very gentily.

“The story, Jameson.”” he exclaimed silkily—*" the story "

““ The story is an amaziug one.” said the doctor, his eyes gleaming a littie,
“Charles Markham came over (o Iingland to bring his brother some
siartling news, In short, Charles Markham has discovered. in a wild pars
of Nevada, a stupendously rich seam of pure, virgin gold. e alone kuows
its whereaboufs, and he wants his brother to go to America with him to
work the mine. Travers is rich, and Charles wants a big sum of money
to exploit the goldscam. He declared to me that they would both become
millionaires, and—mark Lhis deeply—I kiaow his narrative 1o he {rue.”

The Governing Circle were looking cager and excited now. and Nelton
Lee himself felt his heart beating in o rather wndignified mannar. His
visit to the governing chamber was proving to be of sterling worth. with a
vengeance ! _

Mv. Page T. Dayton rose in his chair. and faced the specialist.

“You'ro dead sure of this? he asked quickly.

Dr. Jameson nodded.

“I kuow, at least, that the story is no cflort of the imagination.” he
replied.  ““ Of course, it is not within my power to =ay whether thisx gold
cxists in such quantities as Markham stated. But he was so posilive. so
complebely consumed with his revelation, that I am convinced the thing is
worth following up to thé bitter end. Tooking at it in the very worst light,
the league will at least benefit to the extent of hundreds of thousands.
‘And this gold seam, if we get it into our hands, will be a means of
incomputable revenue.”

“I guess I'm the man to take the affair in hand,” said Dayion briskly.
“ As you all know, I'm the president of the Long Creck Consolidated Silver
Mine Company, and this game is just in my line. If there's gold knocking
about Nevada in mighty c¢hunks, and you can put me in a position to locate
it—waal, I'm right there.”

“Be assured, Dayton. if this thing comex {o anylhing., vou will be
entrusted with the carrying out of the league’s plans,”” exclaimed I'rofessor
Zingrave cvenly. I am certainly struck by your information, Jameson.
But you have given no details.””

The specialist relatel to his listeners exactly what had occurred in his
surgery. He had a good memory, and he repeated his conversation with
Charles Markham alinest word for word. Nelson Lee. listening intently—
though apparently indifferent—kuew that he had found a starting pownt for
his crusade.

“ Markham, then, did not say where this wonderful gold-scam is located?™
asked Page T. Dayton. I guess it'll be some- treasure if theve's a whole
seam of virgin metal. Gold don't uanally lic around in scams!”

“That is what makes me so positive that it will be well worth {he league's
while to carry the thing vight through,”” answered Dr. Sims Jameson. ™ No,
Markham gave uo exacl details. But remember he is still in the same semi-
dazed state as before.” .

Professor Zingrave chuckled delighlfully— it was a keen pleasure to listen
to his soft, silvery voice. Alrcady his mighty brain had been busy.

“ Gentlemen.” he shid, looking round. I haye a plau.”

ff Already ?'" queried Jameson in surprise.
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o Eyacllv.  And it is a plan which will admit of no fnilu.l:c,' replied
Yinorave. his dark. luminous eyes twinkling with keenuess. Dr. Jame-
von hae told this story to no one but onrselves: therefore we have ne feav

of auy hiteh. We can carry our plans ont easily and with the ulmost

safeiy.” .

“You're nol often wrong, professor,” murmured Nelson Lee under his
Lreath: ** but you're wrong this time!”

“*To-morrow morning,” went on Zingrave, ““you must transfer Charles
Markham down {o your country house in Surrey. Jameson. You can take
a nurse with yvou in the private ambulance, so everything will be above-
bourd. The police will offer no objection.” And Zingrave fastened his
curicus eves on to Superintendont Valliug. : ] o

" No objection whatever,” said the Scotland Yard traitor. "I will sce
{o that, The unknown young man whoe met with an accideut is in capable
hands, and the police will be only too willing to let Dr. Jameson perform
anctlier operation in the hope of making the idenlity of the stranger
known.”

The professor nodded.

“Precisely ! he agreed. “ Well, to-morrow evening you will go to the
patient’s bedside, Dr. Jameson. You can be absolutely aloue, and -safe
from eavesdropping. Iundeed, who would think of spying upon an honour-
able Weet Fud specialist? Jlaving satisfied vourself that you are alone
with Markham. you will question him again. I am assuming, of course,
that Markham will be still labouring under the idea that he is taltking to
his brother.”

““Have no fear on {hat score,” said the physician.  ““Markbam will
remain precisely as he is until another operation is performed. To-night 1
will administer a harmless drug which will render him insensible until
te-morrow evening.”

" That, of course, I will leave to you,” said Zingrave. “Well, you will
¢nestion him, and obtain the precise locality of the gold deposit. and the
precise way in which to reach it. You will also get other details which are
necessury.  As Markham gives them you will put them into writing.
Having obtained the necessary information, you will then proceed to the
next step.”

“And that is:”

Zingrave laughed musically.

“ My dear fellow, surely you can guess?’ ITe smiled. °“ Charles Mark-
ham cannot possibly live if we are 1o carry this scheme through. You
will accordingly arrange with the village doctor to atiend your house at
cight-thirty precisely. At that time—after you have extracted the required
information—and in the presence of the worthy local medico, you will
perform an operation on the patient.”

“Yes, but—""

" There are no ‘buts,” my dear Jameson,” said Zingrave smoothly. “ The
unknown patient will unfortunately expire while being operated unpon! The
brain is a delicate organism, and men die more often than not during such
a1 operation,  You understand?”

The specialist’s eyes glitlered strangely.

"1t will be simplicity itself,”” he said. ** I grasp vour meaning, professor.
By.Jove, what a perfect scheme! Markham will’ die naturally, and in the
presence of another medical man—-who, of course, will be absolutely un-
suspicious. 1t will be an unfortunate affair, of course, bul such things
.':‘l:l’lll‘g::li‘;'nly.nnnsl; daily. The wnknown young man will be given over to the
i ttes, and placed im the local ‘mortuary. My worthy contemporary



THE SPECIALIST'S LAST CASE ©

will give a certificate of death, and Markham will be huried by the parish,
Notl in one single detail can there bé a hiteh.”

““And it will not matter a toss if his identily is discovered--once he i3
dead,’” exclaimed Zingrave. “ Travers Markham has not the slichtest know-
ledge of this great discovery, aund will therefore make no inquiries. But [
think we may as well dismiss the possibility of the patient’s identity Lieing
found out. Me will dic a perfectly nalural death. as a result of the
fractured skull, and will be decently buried. Those little items being over,
Mr. Dayton will proceed with the league’s plans.”

‘“I guess we’ll discuss those same plans later,'” said Page T. Dayton.
““It’s your way lo do one thing at a time, professor. Markham being
disposed of, then we’ll get down to the rock-bottom business.””

P'rofessor Zingrave rose.

““There is really no necessity for us to stay longer,” he said casily. *“ Dr.
Jameson has his work bLefore him, and he has nolrfning to do but exceute the
very simple plan I have suggested. Do you wish to make any alteration,
Jameson?”’

““None whatever,” replied the doctor. ‘I could net possibly improve
the scheme.”

‘““Does any gentleman wish to make a comment?”’ asked Zingrave.

But the Governing Circle rose to their feet thoroughly satisfied.  The
lizhts were switched off, and the party mouunted the stairs to the chairman's
oflice. And in five minutes time Zingrave, Foxcroft, Gresswell, IK.C., @nd
ithe. rest of the ‘“homourableo’ gentlemen, were distributed about the
Orphenm Club, carelessly chattering about every-day subjecls.  Their
hardened, crime-stained hearts were in no way affected by the ghastly,
diabolical plot which had just been formulated.

But one man was almost erying aloud with pent-up fury and indignation.
And that man was not a member of the Cioverning Circle at all. He was
Nelson Lee, the impostor, the man who had sworn to wreck the League of
the Green Triangle—the man who had sat silent and indifferent during the
whole unfolding of the scoundrelly plot in the governing chanrber. .

And Nelson Lee's soul cried out with passion that such cold-blooded
murderers should be at liberty to wreak their deadly will upon a peaple
who trusted and honoured them; who innocently harboured the Leaguc of
the Green Triangle as a child innocently fondled a poisonous rattlesnake!

— —

CHAPTER V.
Sillard is Convinced—Nelson Lee Calls Upon Travers Markham.
HERE was onc point which caused Nelson Lee a little auxiety.
I If Oscar Sillard stated posilively that he had not been present at
the meeting, that e had remained at an inn near Paddingtoun the
whole time, then Zingrave would know that an impostor had been present
in Sillard’s place. And Lhe whole of Nelson Lee’s plans would be ruined.

So t{he detective set about a little ingenious scheme which would insure
everything being right.

Still apparently more or less affected by drink, he caught hold of Dudley
TFoxcroft as the latter was about to enter the billinrd-room. They were
Loth in the sumptuouns lobby, and Nelson Lee had his—or, rather, Stllard’s
—overcoal; on. ' '

L ““ Good-night, Foxcroft,”” he said somewhat thickly. “TU've got to oet
aclk.” :
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Foxeroft smiled. ) . . )
“Yan'll he betier to-morrow, Sillard,” he said, wondering a little why

Cillard had his hat so low over his eyes, and why the mufiler was almost
ut where have vou got {o get back to? You're not

covering his ckin, B
o

aoing (o Portiioar-— . )

“No. 1'm goirg to Paddington.” said Nelson Lee vaguely.  Met a man
there this evening at an hotel—oflicer off a liner; y'know. Told him I'd go
bhaelk.”

“ Don't lel me sty vou, then,” said Foxeroft Lluntly. “ Good-night!”’

Nelson Lee walked out of the club, and hailed a taxi. Once inside ke
vehicle his rather inane expression vauished, and be removed—with some
difliculty—the false beard and cyebrows. '

By "Meaven!" he muttered grimly. ““The devils! The heartless
piurderers! Thank heavens I was present at {hat meeting. My work is
clear before ine now: the campaign against the league starts lo-uight.
The first member of the Governing Cirele to be struck down will be Dr,
Sims Jameson !

[le mused over the plet which was even then heing carried ouf. But for
bis. bold move that plot would have been entircly successful. But Nelson
Lee knew all, and the league’s plans would go mysteriously crooked. Exactly
how he was going ¢ frustrate the plot he did net know; but he had the
whole night 1 which to make his plans. '

The detective understood now why the league’s underlakings always
suceeeded.  Carried out openiy, under many cyes, villainy was never sus-
l);‘clctl. This pavticular undertaking was complete to the last detail. A
nich was absolutely impossible.

And yet, in spite of this impossibility, there would be many hitches. And
the sole and oniy reuson was because Nelson Lee had heard the plans
instead of Oscar Sillard. It now remained for the detective {o hoodwink
Sillard into believing that he himself had attended the meeting.

It was not such a difficult task as it first seemed.

When Nelson Lee arrived al the old-fashioned hotel, the time was siill
twenty minutes to ten, and he walked in and marched upstairs without pass-
ing anybody save a page-boy, who did not trouble to look up at him even.

Nelson Lee unlocked the door of the private room silently, «lipped in, and
switched on the light. Oscar Sillard was sleeping heavily on the bed, heing
zLill eomewhat under the influence of the drug.

" Splendid I murmured the deteetive. I think the rest is simple.”

He rapidly divested himself of Sillard’s overcoat, and proceeded to don
the “ship’s officer ” disguise again. In ten minutes he lovked exactly as he
had locked ecarlier in the evening. All traces of the other malke-up were
locked in his handbag,

Alter a moment's thought, he took off his coat and volled up his sleeves,
thus giving hims2lf the appearance of having heen indoors for some littlo
tine. l_hcn he placed Sillard’s hat upon its owner's head and the overcoat
across his arm,

“* What's the matter with you. man?" he said loudly.

He yanked Sillard into a sitting posture on the bed, and the highly
vespeelable prison governor blinked open lis eyes and stared at his com-
panion.

ERD Why, who on earth——  TUpon my soul, my head feels like lead !*?
stammered Sillard dazedly. ’

¥ should think it would ! laughed Nelson Lee. “But why the Blue
Peter have yon come hack:™ '

:‘ (:nmc hruclg':” Sillard ejaculated, hecoming wider awake.

Yes. You've heen ont Tor the hest part of two hours,”’ said Nelson Lee,
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with a note of cnriosity in his voice. *“ And now you turn up again, three-
parts dennk—--"'

Sillard stood up shakily.

“ Good heavens, I must be drunk!” he cxelaimed thickly. *“I—I remem-
ber yon somchow. Didn’t we drink together in some hotel?”

“We're in it now,”” said Nelson Lee. *‘ You became a little rocky, and
ihen went off to the Orpheum Club, or somewhere, saying you’d come back
here.  And, sure enough, here you are, more drunk than ever! You're
having a good night, cap’n!”

Oscar Sillard passed a hand across his brow. .

“ I don’t remember anything,”” he muttered, looking down at the over-
coal across his arm, and taking the hat frow his head. *“ Have—have I just
come in?’”’

Nelson Lee nodded

“ Two minutes ago,’” he said. tapping a cigarette on his thumb-nail.

The detective hadn’t the slightest compunction about telling a few harm.
less untrnths, "IHe was erring in a very good cause—the cause of justice
against scoundzelism.

“ But I don't remember!” repeated Sillard heavily. ““I don't remember
coming here just now, I've no recollection of going to the Orpheum Club.
You fool—you're lying to me! You made me drunk, and I’ve been here for
hours!”’

Nelson Lee laughed ;merrily.

“I'm not surprised,” he chuckied. ‘“ You were a whole heap confused. I
reckon yow've beeu walking about with' your mind o blank, old man.
When a fellow's in your condition, hic does all sorts of things without kuow-
ing it.” '

While the detective was talking, Sillard had noticed a card sticking out
of his overcoat pocket. Taking it out, he looked at it dully, and thex
started. It was a wine-list in a familiar design, and headed by the words:

“ORPHEUM CLUB.”

“The man's right!” Sillard muttered huskily. * I've certainly been te
the club to-night. And yet I dow’t remember the least thing! Oh, my
head’s splitting !” ce

Nelson Lee watched, openly amused, but secretly clated. Sillard had
been hoodwinked. IIe would go straight to the club, of course. Once
there, he would receive ample proof that he had already paud the Orphenm
Club a visit. The scheme had worked splendidly.

The prison governor glowered at his companion.

“ You infernal meddler!” he grated. It was vou who caused me to
get into this stale! Good gracious! To think that I went to the club, and
then returned herc! Bah! I was a fool to listen to your cheerful invite-
tions!”

And Sillard jammed his hat on, and staggered oul of the romin. The
drug’s cffects were working off, but he still behaved as thoungh he were
intoxicated. In the street he boarded a motor-cab, and drove straight to the
Orpheum Club, his head throbbing and singing to the beat ol the engine and
aching agonisingly.

Almost the first person lie saw on alighting outside the palatial enlrance ol
the club was Dudley. IFoxeroft.
¢ “ Iallo, Sillard! Back again?'' he said amusedly.  “I'll take your
axi—-" .

‘“ Back again!” said Sillard. “ Have I already been here, Foxeroft:”

The fuancier stared.
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O, veu've forsotten all abeut it, ¢b?” lie oxclaimed.  ““ Well, consider

ine vour condition
M 'l‘)(i'.l 1 come here intexicated:™ asked Sillazd ]mn‘rsol__\'. .

« My dexr inan. yon wese in o shocking state!”” said Foxcroft genially.
“ You were here for a considerable time, attended the .meetmg: :’md fhen
went off to Paddington somcwhere, to meet some captain or sh_np s officer.
Take my advice, and go straight to hed. In the morning, you'll be more
ike yvounrselt.” ‘ ; i
m‘;{n‘:lt Foxeroft walked down {he pavement and boarded the taxi which
sillard had just *ac;ntod.h Silla;‘_(l himself passed into the club, and sanlk

wn into a big chair in the reading-room. .
do“ Bah. what a foel I was!” lie told himself savagely, “It's the first time
I've been ihe worse for drink for ten years! And I came here and made a
langhing-stock of myself, and attended a meeling without knowing it! I
shall have to apologise all round to-morrow !’

Thus Nelson Lee's wonderfully clever trick had succeeded. e had leen
present at the meeting of thie Governing Circle, and had learned all: and _\"ot :
Sillard himself was quite convinced that it was he who lhad attended! The
snbtle deepness of the little plan was remarkable.

For the detective’s viclory was no half-trinmph. It was complete and
absolute. A less clever man would have failed to carry it through so neatly.
He had gained admittance into the secret Governing Chamber, had heard
more than he had dared to hope for, and not a single soul was thie wiser!
In cold truth, it was a sheer master-stroke!

And when, at cleven o'clock, the Governing Members were easily enjoyiug
fheir pleasures, Nelson Lee was standing before the fire in his censulting-
reom at Gray’s Inn Read, relating his adventures to two extremely excited
and highly elated individuals—Nipper and Douglas Clifford, to be exact.

“You're a wonder, guv'nor!"’ gasped Nipper admiringly. “ You've got to
know the whole rotten plot, and Zingrave and the others ave totally in the
dark about it. By gum, wouldn’t they look blue if they knew!”’

“But they don’t know, young ‘un,’” interjected Nelson Lee grimly. *“ That
is where we have a tremendous advantage over them. Somchow we are
going to frustrate the plot, and expose Dr. Sims Jameson as the vile
murderer he actually is.”’

.Clilford’s cyes scemed afive. .

“Ie will te the first member of the league to feel our avenging teeth!™’
he said, his voice tense with emotion. ** Oh, Mr. Lee, you cannot understand
the joy T experience at this news—the news of something actually accom-
plished in the great battle.” ! :

“I understand thoroughly,” the detective said quietly. ** You suflered
five years of torture, five years of imprisonment in an underground dungeon,
at the hands of the league.  Well, it is your turn now! Previously you have
feared the Green Triangle; now the Green Triangle will fear an unknown,
intangible foe.”

“DBut how are you going to save Charles Markham's life, sir:’’ asked
Nipper cagerly. ,

" Lhave been turning over many schemes in my mind, Nipper, and I think
I can sed my way clear,” veplied Nelson Lee evenly. ““To hegin with, I
shall {ake Dravers Markham, the patient's brother, into my confidence. 2 ’

Clilford stared.

** Surely you will not tell him of the league?” he asked.

I did not say that.” .

“"lhon what will you {ell Limt”?

""da;"lT'll;st thc_ll::c—ts of lhg case as | hey.-"f'-m'l(-i‘:’.I‘Cp]icd Nolson Lee. “ Travers
sarkbham will know nothing of the Green Lriangle whatever. This allaiv is
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in the hands of Dr. Sims Jameson, therefore Travers will be {told of ihe
specialist’s connection with the case, and nothing further. It will suit my
purpose better to have Travers Markham tako the lead after to-day. T do
not want to appear publiely at all.” '

“ But Travers will not actually take the lead, sir?’" asked Nipper hlankly.

Nelson Lee smiled. i

*“ My dear Nipper, you fail to understand,’ he explained. “ To the oulside
world Travers Markham will cause Scotiand Yard to institute inquiries into
the strange case of the young man who met wilh an accident in Oxtord
Street. In strict reality, Travers will be merely carrying out my precise
mmstructions.” v '

““ And what of Superintendent Valling?'" asked Clifford keenly.

““Valling will be helpless,”” replied the detective. ““Of course, if he got
wind of the plan Travers will adopt, he would at once warn Drv. Jameson,
and the whole thing would [all to the ground. But I shall interview the
Commissioncr himsell to-morrow morning, and shall borrow my ¢ld friend
Detective-Inspector Lennard, the whole afifair to be a striet secret. Oh, have
no qualms, my deay fellow! T will not overlook the details.”

And the trio discussed ways and means nuti! long past midnight. Thess
three—just two men and a youngster—had set themselves the gigantic lask #f
wrecking aund ruining the League of the Green lriangle! The odds were
terribly against them, but they had right on their side. It was a unigue
case of right against might, for the league was truly mighty and all-
powerful.

Yet, in spile of ils great power, Nelson Lee had scoved the first trick., It
remained to be seen whether he would win the game.

In the morning, at ten-thirty, a visitor was aunounced at the comfortable
flat owned and ccenpicd by Mr. Travers Markham, journalist. Markham
was in his study, and he looked rather curiously at Nelson Lee as the latter -
entered.

*“This 1s a kcen pleasure, Mr. Lee,” he exclaimed, taking the detective’s
hand. ““1 have many times wished to mecet you. Take a scat! You will
find cigars by your clbow.”

Nelsou Lee quietly lighted a cigar, giving his host one or two keen glances
as he did so. ‘[ravers Markham was a small man, of the wiry, active type.
He was about thirty-five years of age, and had a pair of unusunally kindly
cyes.

“I have called on grave business, Mr. Markham,” coThmeaced the visitor.
“T will state at the outset that you will be advised to steel youiself Jor a
painful shoclk.””

T'ravers Markham stared.

* Grood gracious! You startle me, Mr. Lee,”” he said.

“T will get straight to my subject,” went on Nelson Lee gravely., “ You
have a brother, younges: than yourself—Charles Markham.”

“That’s true! ‘T'he young ass went over to the States some time ago, and
bas heen having a pretty rough time, I bhelieve,” said Markham. * Great
Scott! Ts this visit in connection with Charlie, Mr, Tee? Has: anything
happened to him?”’ B

“Something very serious !

““ Not—not dead?’’ asked the other huskily.

““Dear mc—no !’ Nelson Lee hastened to say. ““But I will give you a
surprise.  Your brother is in London, Mr. Markham, at present lying
seriously ill with a fractured skull in the surgery of Dr. Sims Jameson, at
Iarley Street.”

Travers jumped to his lect. -

““ Charlie in London ! bie exclaimed. ‘T kvew nothinge ot it T
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] s ale T Tonp! -

he wax in the United States! Ob, there must be a Elll:l.ll\(‘. Mr. Lee! If my
PRI l‘n‘-r had arrived in London. he would have visited me at ounce. Ie has
" : ! arent ng dead '
Jere else to go!  Our parents are long d - L
m\'\:lll;;lt there is no mistake.” interrupted Nelson Lee. “ Younr brother was
cven on his way to this flat when the accident occurred. I witnessed it my-
~If. and [ eaw Dr. Sims Jameson take your brother away to his surgery for

an opomli(]m.c‘l’ ther pale

Travers had gone rather . - o

“ 1 must go tbo Harley Street at once!™ he s_z'lid. “ Poor Charlic! Me's in
splendid hands, though—the best in London! .

*+ On the contrary, your brother is in the hands of a murderous rogue -
said the detective. quictly examining the ash of his cigar.

“* But—but you said that Dr. Sims Jameson

v l’l'(‘('i-\'l.‘].‘,' !'" . .

Travers Markham looked bewildered. o - -

“T wish you wonld be perfectly fraunk. Mr. _Iff.\c! > Jiec complained plain-
tively., ““I’can’t niake head or tail of all this!

Nelson Lee bent forward. )

[ will be frank. Mr. Markham,”” he said crisply. “I am going {o tell
vou sometling which will startle you. Before doing so, ]low_cver_. I want
you to give me your word that you will follow any instructions I choose
to snggest. and that my confidence will be respected. Remember, your
Lrother’s life is in terrible peril.”

*1 pledge my word willingly,”” said Markham. ,-\uyt]_ling vou confide
ta me will go into my head and stay there. I do not think 1 am rotter
cnonel to betray a confidence—especially from such a man as you. Mr. Lee.”

“ Well, then, listen carefully. I am going to relate the chief facts of the
case,’”’ caid the visitor. * 1 shall not tell you how I obtained my informa-
tion. heeause that is really beside the point.”

And. without further hesitation, Nelson Lee mnfolded Dr. Sims Jamesen's
murderous plot. Travers Markham listened cagerly and with ever-growing
fury and indignatien.  When at last he knew all he drew a deep breath. and
threw the cigar—which had gone out between his fingers—into the fire-
place, .
“If anv other man had told me this astounding story, Mr. Lee, I should
have doubled his sanity,” le exclaimed frankly. ““But 1 kuow you {o Le
amazingly level-headed and astule. Good heavens above! Is it possible
that the famous Dr. Jameson—the idol of the West Enud—is such a black-
Learted rogue?”’

* 1 have already given you proofs of {that.”

“Yrs, ves!” cexclaimed Markham distractedly.  ““And poor Charlie!
Tiven now he js being conveyed to Jameson’s country home—and to-night the
seanndrel will wrench the secret of the gold mine from him. Oh, the cold-
bloodeditess of it all!”

“You will help me to frustrate this murder-plot? You will help me in
my efforls {o save your brother’s life?” asked Nelson Lee.

“ To my last breath, Mr. Lee!” declared Travers stoutly.

“Then Jisten carefully,” went on the great detective. ““I waut you {n
c:gry out my instructions to the smallest detail. At present we have not

o dota of proof against Dr. Sims Jameson—-and without proof we are
hlpless, At the slightest suspicion of danger the doctor will drop every-
ihing. and thus keep beyond our reach. It is proof we need, and I am
going Lo trust you with a dangerous and delicate task. If my plans turn
out sueeessfally, I shall have the infamous doclor within the grasp of the
liw before another twelve hours have passed ! °
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CHAPTER VI,

Nelson Lec’s Ruse—Charles Markham Speaks—A Terrible Misfortune.
“ LEVISN o’clock, Nipper. 1t is time for us to act.” .

It was Nelson Lee's voice that spoke. But neither the detective

nov Nipper could be seen, for the night was gloomy and dark. Masses

of black clouds scudded across the sky, driven by o fairly stift wind. The

pair were standing on the lee-side of a thick privet hedge, and the read
stretched out on cither side.

Behind the hedge, separated by well-kept iawns from the road, stood hc
dark bulk of llarley Lodge—Dr. Sins Jameson's big country residence.
Several lights gleamed out from the windows.

“I'm ready, siv,”” murmured Nipper. ¢ Hallo, who—- Oh, it's O.K."”

Two dim figures came ont ot the gloom and joined Nelson Lee and Nipper.
One of them was Travers Markham, and the other Detective-inspector
Leunard, an old acquaintance of the deteelive’s.

" This is a queer business, Lee!”" said Lennard uncasily. “ U'm hanged
if I half like breaking into the house ol Dr. Sims Jameson! If vou've mads
& bloomer——" '

Nelson Lee snapped his fingers.

“Is it my way to act before I am certain of my facts?"” he said sharpiv,
“Iave no fear, inspector; you’ll be highly commended at the Yard for
your share in this night’s work. But we have no time to waste. Are you
prepared?”’

“* Yes,”" replied Travers Markham. “ We come to see if cvervthing is
ready.”’

“Quite ready. Held yourself prepared to enter the Tlouse the very
instant you hear the commotion,” said Nelson Lee Lriskly. ** Now, my
good chaps, hurry vound to the back of the house again. The whole success
of my scheme rests upoa the result of the ruse I am now going to adopt.”

Within the house Dr. Jameson was finishing a cigar in his library. e
was alone, for the local medico, Dr. Ryder, was nol due to arrive uniil
cight-twenty. And the nurse who was in attendance on the unconscious
patient was taking a few hours well-earned sleep. Jameson had taken care
to keep her hard ut work since five that morning, so there was no fear of
her appeaving until a few minutes hefore the appointed tinme for the
cperation—ecight-thirtly. )

The specialist glanced at the clock.

* Five past seven,’” he murmurcd. *“The patient will be awakening very
shortly. And as soon as he dces I shall have the apartmment quite to myself,
with no fear of interruption until well past eight. Before the clock chimes
the hour I shall have obtained the information I require, and Markham will
be unconscious agarn. The operation will then take place; and with simple-
minded Ryder and the nurse by my side I do not think there will be muci
risk. It is unfortunate that the patient must die, but the operation is a
dangerous one, and I shall not be blamed in any way whatever.”

He threw his cigar into the fire, turned the big lamp down, and left the
room. Ilo intended going straight to the patient’s apartment. But as he
wallzed across the wide hall there was a sudden interruption. '

. Nelson Lee's judgment was really remarkable.  The affair could net
possibly have been timed at a more opportune moment. .

“ Boom! Boo-0-oom'! : v

Two explosions, loud and long, sounded from somewhere in front of the
house.  The whole Luilding «uivered, and Dr. Jameson twisted round
amazedly.  What on carth could be happening?
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Crash! © .
Annther loud report rang out, and {wo or {hree servants eame hurrying

frem the rear quarters. But they hesitated when they saw their master,

“\What iz this noise?” demanded Jameson sharply.

“71._I don't kunow, sir!"* cjaculaied the butler nervously. “ Secunded——

“Quict, man! Tisten!" _

A wild confusion of sounds entered the house, and then, shrill and clear,
p vell for help was heard. o

Dr. Jameson strode forward and flung open the front door. A lurid glare
lit up the trees behind the privet hedge. ) :

“Help!” roared a voice agonisingly. “ Fire! Help!”

With one accord Jameson and the servants dashed down the drive and
burst out into the recadway. The explosions and yells had reached the
cars of every soul in the large house—with the exception of the unconscious
patient. DBeing unconscious, the disturbance would not affect him in the
least.

And in two minutes everybody in the building was either in the road.
the front garden, or collected in the big porch. The nurse who had been
sleeping lost no time in reacbing the road. She guessed that an accident
bad accurred, and that her help would be required.

The house itself, the rear part especially. was quite deserted.

And what was the cause of all the commotion?

The first thing Dr. Sims Jameson saw on emerging into the road was a
mofor-car, {en vards off, blazing furiously. Ilames were roaring twelve
feet high, aud {wo figures were dancing about the conflagration like fire-
denrens, .

“Upon my soul ! gasped the specialist.

“A motov-ear afire!”” cried the butler. “I always did say they was
langerous things to meddle with! TLor'. what a blaze!”

Jameson walked a litile closer, and two overalled figures met him. One
was a man with a beard, and the other a mere youth. Both were looking
thoroiighly scared.

““Afraid it’s too late to do anything.’’ said the motorist dismally. “ We
velled for help, bul the fire got too quick a hold. In ten minutes that car
will he a mere cinder !’

“How did it happen?*’ asked Jameson.

“Al, that’s where I'm puzzled,” said the stranger. ““The car stopped.
and I was trying (o discover the trouble when there were two terrific
explosions.  The petrol-tank got afire—and this is the result. My cav's
doomed !"’

“That’s an assured fact, anyway.” agreed the physician drily. “But I
am a doctor, and there is a nurse here. Are you hurt at all®”’

Tho motorist sheok his head.

S20h, no. We're not even scorched,” he replied.  ““Sorry if we've
disturbed you. But we thought assistance might come in time to save the
car.  As it didn't, we'll wait until the fire's hurnt out, and then shift the
ruins inlo the ditch. It's not far to an hotel, is it?"

““About a mile towards London.” :

" Oh. thanks!" gaid the motorist.  You're not hurt, are you, Jim?”

“No. But look at the car!’ wailed the youth. “Oh, what a shame!”’

.T:llul]cson tl]lrnecl 1ri the servants. '

1t is nothing,” he said sharply. “ You can get indoors asain.”

The stranger stepped fm'wnrd.p y ° s4

“Don't trouble to remain here, sir,” he said conziderately. ‘“Therve's
;‘c.-ull_v nothing to do now but wait. Please allow me to thank vou for your
and offer of help.” :
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Two minutes later Dr. Sims Jameson was indoors again, rather annovad at
the interruption, but thankful that it was only trivial. And out in the
road, some distance from the burning -car, the two motorists were gazing
at one another trinmphantly. Nobody else was near, for Harley TLodge
was somewhat isolated, and no other houses had zeen the five. °

:‘ By gum, it \_'.'_orkedl like a charm, guv’nor!” murmured the youth.

Splendidly, Nipper,” said the other softly. ““Lennard and Travers had
ample time to perform their part of the business. This old car played its
part nobly. The success achieved is well worth {en times the value of the
ancient vehicle.”

**My hat! TRather!”

Nelson Lee and Nipper stood walching the automobile as the fire grew
dim. It was an old car which Nelson Lec had purchased dirt-cheap at the -
nearest town {hat evening. It had wanted a lot of coaxing to this spot,
but it served its purpose well.

For Nelson Lee’s ruse was a smart one.

While Dr. Jameson and his entire houschold had been attracted to the
roadway by the commotion, the house had been left deserted to take care
of itself. I'or three minutes only was the buiiding left to itself. But those
three minutes were quite sufficient for the cxecution of Nelson Lee's schenee.

For cven as Jameson was questioning the disguised detective, two shadowy
figures had stolen silently up to the rear door of the house. They were
Travers Markham and Detective-inspector Lennard,

“ Now's our time,”” breathed Lennard swiftly.

“T'm ready !”

They slipped along a dim passage, and ten seconds later were hastily
mounting t-{l(‘. richly carpeted stairs. Lennard was a shrewd man, with a
aplendid sense of direction. He walked quickly down a corridor. and then
opened a door. One glance inside was suflicient to show him that it was
the patient’s apartment.

*“ Here we are,” he whispered. By thunder, Lee’s plan has succeeded !

The pair were in Charles Markham’s bedreom. alone with the unconscious
man. They had knowa which window was the patient’s. by a little careful
investigation, aud Lennard bhad walked straight to the room .without
hesitation. g,

Travers looked at the bed with gleaming eyes, and softly stepped across
1o it.

‘One glance at his brother’s pale face was sufficient for him. The light of
1lie turned-down lamp made the patient’s face look almost death-like.

““Yes, it’s Charlie right cnough!” murmured Travers huskily. * Good
heavens! He looks simply ghast—"2

Detective-inspector Lennard grabbed Travers's “arm. _

“‘There is no time to waste!” he hissed urgently. ‘“We must hide our-
selves at once. This is the cupboard I saw when I'looked in at the window
from that ladder. Ah, excellent! It is big enough to contain the two of us,
and the keyhole is fairly large. In with you, sir!” ]

'I'he cuphoard, on the opposite side of the room to the bed, was indeed a
roomy one, and it was emply save for some bottles up one corner and a shelf
containing other stray bottles. Obviously the cuphboard was very little
used. :

Lennard sileatly removed the key, and followed Travers into the confined
gpace, for, large as the cupboard was, it provided very scant accommodation
for two men. They were somewhat squashed together. .

The Yard man closed the door, inserted the key on the inside, and turned
it in tho Jock. It was impossible now for the cupboard to be opened from
the room. Lennard breatbed rather heavily, and pressed Travers’s arm,
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«Not a sound remember, sir!™ lie warned. “ Tmck's clean witlh us. and

we don'l want to ruin zll Lee’s plans by hetraying our presence in Lhis

aphoavd.” . '

s Dot worry, inspeetor ! said Travers Markham quictly. ““It's my cars
T want {o vee—not my mouth. If I\olson_ Lee is right, we shall soon hear
something which will prove Jameson’s guilt completely.’

And utter silence reigned in the injured man’s hedroom. It had the same
aspeet as before: hut now, unknown to a soul in !hc_ house, two ]n_ddon wit-
emos wers thore. waiting for the murderons specialist to betray himself.

Dyr. Jamesoa did not enter until ten minutes had elapsed. When he did
comie in. e moved quictly about the room for a few moments, and then
ehadr croaked, and silence reigned again.  The hidden listencrs guessed that
the doctor had taken a seat by Uhe hedside.

Minnte after minute paszed, and no change ocenrred.

Then. at twenty minutes to eight—asx Lennard saw by a glance at his
wateh, which was one with a luminous dial—Dr, Jameson's voice made itself
Lieard.

<AL, thal's Letler! he murmurced. “ No: don't sit up! Tay perfectly
sl

*There's gold in tons there, Travers!” said the patient weakly. “ I'm not
exagwoerating at all.  But the seam s in such an isolated place that thousands
will be required before we can produce the stuff!”

Travers Mavkham pressed against Lennard.

“1lis mind's siill runming in the sasne channel,” he breathed. ©“ Lee was
right witen he deseribed Charlie’'s uncanny state of mind to me. Now that
he's awakened, hie's going on talking just the same as before—as though no
time bad clapzed.””

“ Yes, ves; bnt we must not make a sound !’

They hstened inlently.

‘I'he room was ulterly silent for a moment ; then Jameson spoke again.

“OF course, you took steps to make this picce ol land your own, Charlie?’
he asked soitly. “ You staked vour claim—or whatever you call it:”

“Nao: T did nothing at all,”” replied Charles Markham, in a dull, un-
cmotinnal voice. .

“ Oh, you young ass "’ Travers breathed, in spite of himsell.

“Yen did nothing ! repeatad Jameson, sceretly elated. “ Then somebedy
Clse might forestall you. When we get to Nevada, we shall find that svme-
hady else hiis got hold of the gold seam !’

U Ohono! 'The place where my goldd exists is in one of the wildest parts of
the country, and there ave no settlements for many miles. No prospeclors
go there noyve, inr the region is supposed to be worthless. idad I gone about
the business in tihe ordiaary way, it would soon lLave become known-that
gold existed there, and my discovery would have Lcen stolen from me in less
than no time.  Don’t you worry, Travers! AMine was by far the safest course
to pursue.  We shall find cverything as I left it.  You don’t know the
country as I'do. I think I was the first man to walk those unbeaten tracks
for two years.”

" It must Le very rough country indeed,” said Jameson suggestively.

‘ I1 is some of the wildest ir: the whole of America.”

) I_‘.s'u_ppnr:o you will be able to find your way back when we both go®’”

Fasily " answered the injured man, in trance-like tones. © I have not
got it writlen down, but when the way is described even yon could find the
spol alter hearing my directions.”

‘.l‘hc phiysician kaughed triumphantly.

Let me hear those directions,” he suggested. ‘It will serve to refresh
Your memovy, and it is better, in any case, that I should know all.”
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‘““ Well, if anybody followed the instructions I'm now going to give, he
could walk straight to the gold scam without diflicully,”” said Charles Mark-
ham, in a level voice.

The hidden men heard Jameson utter a sharp sigh.

But there was something in that sigh-which meant vietory, All along
Dr. Sims Jameson had been conlident of sucecess, but not until this moment
did he realise the stupendous nature of the game he was playing.

““This is the Lest way to reach the place of which I have spoken,” said
the patient calmly—** atter reaching Carson City, you make for a small settle-
ment ramed Crooked Gulch. It is only a tiny place, for its sole industry is-
represeuted by a very poor silver mine, which is fast exhausting itself.
Crooked Gulch lies in a valley, and right to the southward two rugged moun-
tains can be seen. 'Well, you must make for these mountains—or, rather, for
the pass between them.”

““ow far are they from Crooked Gulch?’
busily writing.

“ Roughly about thirty-five miles,”* replied Markbam, his voice getting a
little weaker. *“ Make straight for the valley between the mountains.
There is no roadway there—no track. Men practically never pass that way.
You will find yourself, when directly between the two summits, at the foot ¢f
a deep canyon. You can’t mistake the spot, for there is a great pillar of
rocks sticking straight up from the ground, exactly like a factory chimney.
But it seems to be Ltop-heavy, for its summit widens out into a kind of ball.”

*“An unmistakable landmark,”” commented Jameson.

“It is impossible to miss it! Well, the very second after passing this
quaint pillar, you turn sharply to the right, and there, facing you, is a great
black cleft in the canyon. You go .into this—right into the bowels of the
carth. Tho place is really a large cavern. At the very end, practically un-
noticeable—for it is six feet from the ground—there is a small opening in the
rocks. Not one mau in a thousand would ¢ven notice it.  After entering this
opening, you find yourself in a narrow tunnel, which widens into a large
cavern as you proceed. And there, Travers, is my wonderful discovery of
gold !">
M By Jove!”" breathed the physician. :

*“You are surprised, eh?’’ asked the sick man. “ You will understand uow
why I am so confident that not another soul will discover my secret. This
inuer cavern leads nowhere at all, so you cannot possibly make a mistake., I
spent days examining, testing, and making sure that the whole thing was
o trivial find. There arc tons of goid there. Travers! It is the most
wonderful seam of the precions metal in the world !”

There were a few moments of silence, and the two listeners in the cuphboard
could hear the injured man breathing rather heavily after his long talk, for
- strictly ho was in no fit state for such exertion. But the specialist was
ulterly callous. Ilis victim had to dic almost immediately, so what did it
matter?

I'ravers Markham had had difficulty in recognising his brother’s voice, for
it was so altered, so utterly toneless. In his strange, trance-like coundition,
he said everything mechanically, with no cmotion or no expressions of the
vaice. But what he had said was absolutely convincing, and both Dr. Sims
Jameson and Travers Markham were satlisfied as to tho truth of the
narrative. ) ‘

“ You need a little rest,”” said the physician, aflter a short while, during
which ho had been making notes. ¢ Don’t he alarmed, old man, Let me
press this pad over your face.” o

After that there was aunother decp silence, except for the quict movements

3

asked Jameson, who had heen
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of ihe doclor: and {hen the hidden men heard Jameson utler a short, hard
RTINS

(l|‘l;‘1‘2‘\.-L Jowa 7 e murmured, evidently addressing the now unconscious man.
Clew extremely simple it was, to be sure!  I've got your secret, and nohody
oo in this world kunows it but myself. You will not live to t'(-ll anoiher
avin. 1or within the hour, my unfortunate young friend. you will be dead.
[+ i~ a pity, but there is no other way for it!"” )

Detective-Inspector Lennard’s teeth gave a little click. .

S Gel bim ! hie hreathed exuitantly. “ After what we’ve heard just now,
Dr. Jarreson will not live to gain possession ol that gold! - He will probably
ha sentenced to ten years' penal servitude.”

Travers erasped hold of his companion’s arm. and the Scotland Yard man
could feel that Travers was simply quivering from head to foot. And even
at that moment they heard the deor open and then close.  Appavently
Jameson had gone out for a minute—to make ready for the cperation, in all
probalitity. . . _

“The fiend ! gasped Travers Markham wildly. Lot me get at him,
Lennard! By Heaven, I'll choke the life out of bis murderous body !™

Lennard beeame somewhat alarmed.

“ Calm voursell, man!™ he said sharply.
second, and we may be discovered !’

“Uwanl to get at him! I don't care if we are discovered ! 'panted Travers,
“1 want 1o {ake the hound by the threat! Oh, my poor brother is to be
done {o death " :

** Nonsense !”" snapped the other, as Travers began to struggle. “ Caan't
vou control voursell, Mr. Markham? In a few minutes we will make our
presence known, and I shall formally arrest Dr. Jameson. As long as you
Eohave in this wild way, we will remain in this cupboard.’

Lennard was in no way surprised at this exhibition of fury on his com-
panion’s part, To hear the death of his own brother bLeing talked of eo
lightly was cnough to drive some men into a mad frenzy. But it wouki
ucver do to allow Travers to be free until he had calmed down. The law of
fiugland does not permit a man to take matters into lis own hands.
e, Jameses would have to stand his trial in a criminal court. Besides. the
time was not quite ripe for the kidden listeners to make their presence
known.

So the delective-inspector grasped Travers by the shoulders and
cndeavoursd to calm him by sheer physical force. The pressure seemed to
conrage Travers Markham all the more.

“ Let me go!”" he panted hoarsely.

1Ie gave Lennard a tremendous lunge on the chest. In those confined
quarters the official detective slid back, and flung up his hand to save him-
self. 1t was a perfeetly instinctive movement, although unnecessary.

But that litge movement was to alter everything, for Lennard’s hand
touched a smali hottle which was standing on the cdge of the shelf above. It
fell, volled on Travers's shoulder, and then dropped with a thud to the floor.
1t did not smash, bhut the stopper evidently became dislodged, for the next
second hoth men felt a kind of choking sensation in {their throats and a numb-
ing ol their brains. Their nostrils were filled with a pungent, though uot
unpleasant smell of some curious drug.

‘I'ravers Markham became limp in a moment.

Y Romething fell!” gasped the journalist. *° Good heavens. I'm choking,
Tennard! You've upset a boltle of some rarcotic, and iis making us both
Insensible!  Quick—the key! TUnlock the door!" :

Reallsation dawned upon Leunard the same sccond, With bis senses fast
fading from him, he made a valiant eflort to keep control of himself until he
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could fling the door open.  But he scenied o possess not an ounce of strength
His legs collapsed beneath him, and he sank down to the fleor of the cllp:
board with a solt sigh. . R

. Markham held out only five seconds longer. and then he, too, lapsed .into
mscnsibility.  Their stupor was absolute.  The narcotic had wroueht its
alarming work rapidly. °

And the whole thing had been a sheer accident—a. stroke of ill-lneck!

Three or four minutes later the Harley Street physician entered, followed
by Dr. Ryder and a nurse. The time for the operation had arrived—dle
operation which was to be, in reality, the cold-Llooded murder of a help-
less man'! )

The irony of the situalion was remarkable,

Within ten feet of the patient lay the two men who had come there -
expressly to stop the fatal operation from being performed. Aund yet they
could do nothing. They were helpless, and their presence was not even
suspecied.

Nelsou Lec and Nipper, outside, would nol act until they received an
agreed-upon signal.  But that signal would now never be given,

The terrible crime was to be committed in spite of all.

—_—

CHAPTER VII.
Douglas Clifford Meets an Old Acquaintance, with Surprising Results.

T is extremely curious how, on rare cccasions, a tragedy is averted by au
incident which, at the time, appears to have absolutely no bearing upon
the case. On this particular night, while Nelsou Lec and Nipper were

down at Harley Lodge, Douglas Clifford was left in London,

The great detective had declared that Clifford could do nothing in this
particular afinir. And Clifford, having promised {o follow Nelson Lee’s lead
in all things, had complied with a rather bad grace. -

He badly wanted to have a big share in the campaign against the league—
and he certainly would have plenty of work to do in the future. But in
the case of Dr. Sims Jameson Clifford’s services were superfluous.

So in the evening he sat in his flat—a cosy, well-appointed set of roonis
off Holborn—and mused over the eveuts which had taken place since he
had gained his freedom from Strathrie Castle—since he had been looked
upon by the league as dead.

““This won’t do at all!”’ he murmured disgustedly, giving the fire a vicious
kick. ““When I cntered into the compact with Lee I understood that I
should take a hand in the work against Zingrave and his fellow-scoundrels.”

Zingrave’s name seemed lo alter Clifford’s trend of thought altogether.
TFor the firelight suddenly played upon a face no longer frowning, but one
with a smile of pleasure upon it. But Clifford was not smiling at Prgfessor
Zingrave. - ;

Hgl:s thoughts had suddenly gone back to a little incident which had
occurred in the sumptuous lobby of the Roye Hotel in the Strand.

Soon after his escape from the league's clutches, Clifford had stayed at
ihe Roye Hotel. And then, onc morning, he had suddenly come face to
face with a delightful, exquisitely pretty girl. And that girl was none
other than Vera Zingrave, the daughter of the Chief of the League,

Clifford had a very tender spot in his heart for Vera. Much as-be hated
Zingrave and the other men who had tortured him for five years, be knew
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thal Vera was innocent of wrong-doing. She knew absolutely nolhing of

. father’s villainies.

J“.:hr was jusi a pure, sweet girl: gentle, kind, and altogether lovable.
Flor very smile had eonfused Clifford to an alarming degree, and had
croused an emolion which the young man—for Clifiord was well under
thirty——-dared not suspect. '

Ivne aud again he had determined to thrust her from his {houghts; bub
that sweel face would always relurn to his vision, and sometimes he had
an almost overwhelming longing to sce her, to be with her, again,

1J¢ waunled to tell her all, to confide in her, and warn her of the danger
which {hreatened hier every day. For Clifford felt that, sooner or later,
Vera would be alfected by lier scoundrelly father. Oue day his evil influence

“would contaminatle the girl .

But it was impossible for him to tell her yet. One day perhaps, in the
dim future, he would But Clifford pulled himself up short. and refused
to allow his {houglts to run away wilh him. He stared into the live
moodily. and there, smiling at him from out of the glowing cmbers, ke
could see the face of Vera.

“She's a ripping gitl?”’ he muttered.  Hang it all. whai's the good of
plaving the fool with myself? I've simply got to admit the fact. And,
aiter all, why shouldn’t T admit it? She’s innocent of wrong-doing. and
knows absolutely nothing about the League of the Green Triangle. While
I was a prisoner she thought I had been abroad. Now, I suppese, she
thinks I've cleared out of England again!”

e rose to his feet and paced up and down.

“ Why tie deuce couldn’t Lee have given me work to do?” he growled.
“Ur I had something to occupy my mind I shouldn't get dreaming like
this. O, I'll go for a walk and drop in to dinner somewhere, with a thealie
cr imusic-hall afterwards.  Perhaps that’ll ealm my fanciful mind.”

And, without more ado, he went into his bedroom and changed into
cvening-dress.  Then, overcoated and as neat and spruce as a new pin, he
ventured out into the hlustery cvening air.

Although he wouldn’t admit it, he had one thought in his mind which
was ullerly preposterous. Somchow he wanied {o see Vera Zingrave—how,
Ee hadn’t the slightest idea. But he felt prepared to wait hours if, at tbe
cul. he caught a glimps2 of her dainty form aud her delightful face.

To eall at Zingrave’s house was impossible. Clifford was dead, for the
league thought fhat they had put him oul of the way for all time. Ie
wias now John Merrick, a middle-aged, wealthy Colonial, and his disguise

nalural, {or the most part—was such that the league were totally unaware -
of ‘hiz real identity.

Almost without knowing it, he found his steps leading him into Grosvenor
Square. Zingrave’s house was situated there, and Clitord walked along
the opposite side of the square and gazed at the great house. An irresistible
desire was within him to see Vera; he felt insanely reckless at that moment.

And then he staried, and stood stock-still.

By o1l that was wonderful, Vera Zingrave herself had just stepped into
the street from the front gavden of her father’s house. Yes, there was no’
cll]nuhl. nl]roul it—Cliffiord would kunow that neat, graceful figure among a

wusand.

By Jove! muttered the young man. “What an amazing thing!”
Yel it wasn't amazing in the least. It was perfectly natural that Vera
siiauld go ol in (he evening, and she was well accustomed to going un--
l‘-‘("."ll‘l(“.].. For she was a strong-willed girl, with plenty of assurance and
])!l:l' I .

Nhe stood on fhe pavement for a mowment, -pulh'ng on a glove. Then ske
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tightened her furs a little, and walked VLriskly away. Clifford’s head was
whirliug'. IIe didu’t know what to do. Vera was there—within sieht 'o'f
him. What should he do? °

He found himself following her, his mind still unable to come to =2
deeision.  Soon Grosvenor Square was left bebind, and almost beforo
Clifford knew it, Vera had turned into the bright entrance of a well-known
fashionable restaurant.

Without hesitation Clifford followed. \

Having divested himself of his coat and wraps, lie entered the brilliantly
lit dining-room, and scarcely heard tie strains of a captivating wallz played
by the unseen orchestra. Ile was looking round cagerly, his heart beating
rather thumpingly for some idiotic reason, g

And then he saw her, sitting quite alone, carefully studying a menu,
How bewilderingly pretty she was! Iu that moment Clifford forgot every-
thing. Te forgot that she was Zingrave's daughter, that he was disguisell,
that it would be a mad thing to make known his identity to her. He forgot
ceverything, and ounly kuew that Vera was sitting alone in a secluded coruer
of the room. '

Without having the strength of will to prevent himself, he strode forward
witil he was standing beside her table. His face was flushed, and ‘his
ceves were filled with a soft, eager light. :

““Miss Zingrave !’ he exclaimed impulsively. “ Please forgive me—-"2

Then he stopped short, the words drying in his throat. Fle realize®. in a
flash, that he ought not te have revealed himself. Too late, e knew that
it had been a reckless piece of folly.

¥era looked at him ratizer snspiciously.

“T am afraid you have the advantage of me, sir.” she said coldly, her
soft brown cyes flashing in a manuner which made Clifford nervous,

For a sccond Clifford thonght of apologising and withdrawing. That,
of course, would be the sensible thing to do. But Clifford was not exactly
in a sensible state of mind just at the moment. Vera was within a vard
of him—facing lim! THe couldn’t take himself off yet.

He sat down opposite to her.

“ And yet we have met before, Miss Zingrave,” he said eagerly. ““ Don't
vou recognise my voice? We met, on the last occasion, in the hall of the
Rove Hotel.”

Vera's wonderful eyes widened,

“Why, you—you are Mr. Clifford!" she exclaimed, in amazement. looking
slraight into his eyes with a steady gaze. ‘" Yet although I recognise your
voice and your cyes, I don’t understand-— You are grey, Mr. Clifford !

Clifford didn’t answer for a moment. He was staring at her captivating
heauty, and behaving really rather ungentlemanly. For Vera suddenly
blushed, and hev cyes were instantly lowered.

“*Oh, I—I'm awfully sorry!” stammerecd Clifford hastily. “I—I was
{hinking, Miss Zingravel’:

As a matter of fact, he was Lbinking of the numistakable expression of
pleasure which had revealed itself upon his pretty companion’s face when
she learned the identity of this stranger.

T hadn’t the faintest idea who you were. Mr, Cliford ! laughed Vera,
“Qb, you do look curious in that grey beard! Do tell me if yon have
bheen seriously ill——""

““ No. I have been in splendid health,” said Clifford quietly.  This beard
aud hair is ot my own—Dbut it is faked. I am no more grey now that I was
ten years ago. I am disguised!” )

** Ok, how amazing!” exclaimed the girl, open-yed,

Clifford bent forward.
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“Alias Zingrave” he said lensely, “T want you {o listen for a few
moments. 1 will explain why 1 amn foreed to wear this beard and hair--
wity L cannol ever use my own name. But before T fell you. will you
,n'..'mi.uv me that yeu will not breathe a word to a soul?> Don’t {ell anybady
—mnot even vour own father--that you have met me. To all intents and
purposes 1 am dead; and I shall remain dead wntil it suiis me to come o
1Hfe”

Vera looked puzzled, but she was greatly interested.

“If wou wish it, Mr. Clilford, I will willingly pledge my word,”" she
gaid simply. 1 will keep the whole affair a secret of my own.””

“Thank you. I know that I can trust you implicitly.”

““ How do you know that?" she asked, smiling. :

“I can't expla‘n Lkow.,” he replied. ““I only know that I can. and do,
trust vou with my secret without the slightest fear. I will not go inte
delnils at all, Miss Zingrave, for I fear they would weary you. To be brief,
1 vas fool cnough, some time ago, to fall into the hands of a clever criminal
organisation.”

* Oh. how awful!”’

“It was hardly pieasaunt, auyway,’" said Cliftord cuictly. ‘“These men—
a band of desperate criminals—are responsible for half the erime of London,
and they agreed among themselves that 1 was a danger to them. So one
night they murdered me!”

Vera gasped a little.

“0Oh, Mr. Cliltord. how tervrible that sounds!"" she protested.

“ They killed me,” went on Clifford.  ““That, at least, is what they
thourht they had done. ‘I'o them I am dead and gone. But I managed to
cscape. and—onee free--J kuew that if T appeared again in my old
persouality, 1 should lay mysell open to other murderous attacks.”

*“So vou grew your beird and dyed it 7" lavghed Vera. ' But it is cruel
of me {o langh. What you have told me, Mr. Clifford, is {errible. You arce
vourself and yet not yourself. Bul how long will it last? Cannol you goet
Neotland Yard to protect you?”’ o

(Mifiord smiled grimly.

“Seotland Yard could no more protect mie from (his organisation than
could a child,”” he replied.  ** I do not mean by that to belittle the wonderful
clliciency of our oflicial delective foree; but, rather, to couvinee you of this
criminal band’s terrvivle power. 1 mm combating it myself, and soonc: or
Jater T shall sieceed 1o blotting it oul fov all time. When that is accom-
plished 1 <hall beeame my own =elf again.”

Ciiftord was rather pleased with himself. The story he had toid Vera was
erfeetly trne in every particular. Yet it revenled nothing (o her. And he
Lnowl thal he could positively rely upon her word {o keep his identity a
seerel.

EFor some littic time alter they =at and chatted. Indeed, Cliftord was veu-
turcsome cuncugh to ol Vera to dine with him, and, under the civenm-
stances, the givl could hardly refuse. Whereat Clifflord was in the seventh
Lheasven. . '

He A wot deceive himself.  Tle knew quite well that the company of Vera
was the keenest pleasure to him, and now that the ice was broken he realised
that he might De able to arrange another meeting no great time hence.
l(fl]'ﬂ"l the whole, Cliftord was immeasely pleased with the turn events had
aken
X Flh.l[ 0 (-lmn‘vc rema ri; of Vera's bronght hack to his mind the project which
Nelsem Lee was 3nulcr1nk1ng at Iarley Lodge, and which galvanised Cliford
o iustant action, ° .

"oy .

ML wonder how Dy, Sims-Tameson gol on this evening with his paticnt,”
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remarked Vera., © Oh, but, of course, von don't know of the operation, do

vy

Yo’y

“The—the operation®” stammered Clifford, rather startled,

“Yes. Dr. Jameson has been operating to-night upen a poor fellow whao
met with an aceident in Oxford Slreet.” replied Vera, with a nole of syTC-
pathy in her voice. “ Of course, it’ll he nearly all over by now. lor it's
twenty-to-cight.”

Remembering that Nelson Tee had said the time for the operation wes
1o be cight-thirty, Clifford was rather puzzled.

CWhat time did the operation start, then?™ he asked.

“Well, father told me that it was timed for half-past-six exactly,” repliced
Vera, wondering why her companion was so obviously startled.

ITall past six!

Clifford set his teeth, and did a few moments” quick thinking. Surely
Yera onght to know the precise time, he told himeeli' shrewdly. Probably
Jameson had altered the aveangements a trifle, and had naturally told
Zingrave.  And Zingrave, just asx nalurally, had, as a mere everyday topic,
mentioned the proposed operation to Vera,

And Nelson Lee was wailing until long past the actual time of the opera-
tion! 1is whole plan would be ruined. Charles Markham, in fact, would
he done to death in spite of all precautions. 'The League of the Green
Triangle wonld score!  Douglas Clifford awoke into brisk actlivity,

Ie glanced at his watch, and saw that the time was actually only half-past-
soven.  He kiew that Harley Lodge was only about thirty-five miles from
where he was now sitting. A swirt motor-car would do it within the hour
casily, and if Marvkham's life could he saved, the risks of such a swift journey
would be well worth taking. :

Clifford jumped to his feet, ealled a waiter, and paid the expenses.

Vera watched him, rather dismayved, and with a little disappointment in
her eyes. Clifford was overjoved to see that expression, although, at tho
same time, it pained him. But it showed that Vera was nol anxious for him
lo go.

** Please lorgive me. Miss Zingrave."”” he said serviously.  ““ Your words have
reminded me of something which must he attended to without the slightest
delay! T camnot stop to explain, fer cvery second is of value. To-morrow,
perhaps, the newspapers will enlighten you upon the subject.”

He bade her a hasty good-night. But he found time, nevertheless. to
hold her sweet, little hand in his for an appreciable {ime, and to give it a
witrin precsute which caunsed Vera to colour slightly.

““@Geod-bye, Mr. Clifford,”” she said warmly. “ I am so sorry that you are
forced to rush oft in this abrupt manner! I hope we shall sce one another
again before so very long!”

A few seconds later, Clifford was hastening out of the restaurant, inward!y
singing a song of victory. Vera’s last words were as music to his ears, for
she had expressed a wish to see him again. It had been a wrench Zo part
from her so suddenly, but there was probably a life to be saved.

But Clifford necd not have been so exercizsed in mind, for the time of tho
operation had not been altered at all. It was solely a little mistake of Vera's.
But that little mistake was to have vast consequences, Solely owing to
Vera’s naming the carlier hour, Charles Markham's life would be saved!
Chance plays queer tricks now and again, and to-night Chance was in one of
ner most capricions moeds,

Ten minutes nfter leaving the restanrant, Douglas Clifford was scated at
tho driving-wheel of a powerful racing motor-car, which he had just hived at
n great expense from o big garage, Without the slightest delay, he turned
his face southwards, apd sent the big car whirling through Londen-.

D —————————
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CHAPTER VIIIL -

Clifford Arrives—A Dramatic Interruption—A Bid for Lidarty.
OARING along, with net a single stop, Douglas Clifiord sent the hired
R racing-car hurtling zonthwards at an appalling specd.  1lis bleod was
coursing through his veins excitedly. and he felt it for anything. He
was taking a hand in the game now, and his ouly thoughts were to reach
Harley Lodge before cight-thirty.  Ixactly why he wanted to do this,

Clifford did not know, but he had resolved to do it.

Had he thought the matter over, he would have realised Lthat he wonld
certainly arrive too late to be of any usc if the operation had actually taken
place at the ecarlicr hour, But Clifford badly wanted to do something, and
now that e had started out, he determined to reach Dr. Jameson's country
howe in record tinie.  As evenls were to turn out, il was extremely fortunate
that Cliffiord did not give too much thought to what he was doing.

He knew that Harley Lodge was situated several miles the other sida of a
large town, and by only stopping once to inquire—alter passing the town—
he Joeated the physician’s house without the slightest difliculty.

As Die elimbed out of the car, whielh had come to a standstill a hundred
vaids from the house, he pulled his watch out of his pocket, and walked
round {o tbe fronl of the big antomobile. Az he looked at his watch, the
clectrie headlight played npon kis leatures distinetly.

* T'wenty-five-past-eight!” lie muttered. ** By Jingo, I've been travel-
ling, and no mistake! I wonder where the dence Mr. Lee is? This place
is all in darkness, and ix as quiet as a church !™

e walked towards Ilavley Lodge a few vards, and was then suddenly con-
fronted by two dim figures. They were. as a matter of fact, Nelson Liee and
Nippeir. The pair had seen the car arrive, and had heen somewhat puzzled.
When Clifford had walked in front of the headlight, revealing his lace, they
were more surprised than ever. :

“ My dear fellow, what on carth are vou doing down herer’ asked Nelson
TIee. " Has anything happened that you have come to tell me of ——"

* Wait a minute, T.ee!” interjected Cliford. "1 want to know what's
going on here! Where are Lennard and Travers Markham®"

“TI am puzzled. Extremely worried, in fact.” admitted Nelson T.ce un-
castly.  “It is long past the time when our friends shonld have acted: hut
since Lhey went in the house, an hour and a-half ago, we have seen nothing
of them! T cannot help believing that something has gone amiss. As von
came up L was, indecd, arranging wilh Nipper to force an mfl'ry
1mmediately.”

Clifford nodded approvingly.

“ Do so, Mr. Lee!™ he exclaimed. with urgent earnestness.  “I. {oo,
believe that everything is not vight. Travers and Lennard have met with
dl:‘SEJS‘LL‘I'. I feel sure, :131(1 Charles Markham has already been murdered '™

“Good gracious! What makes you take such a black view:"

* Becanse T have learned, Mr. Lee, that the operation was performed two
honrs hefore the time you mentioned—at «ix-thirty, to be exact!”

Nipper whistled, |

‘ Oh, crikey ! Then everything's properly messed np!" he exclaimed in
dismay. I'he patient must he dead, and T expect Lennard and I'ravers
have ‘(_'n]':p(.\‘d, out 1 some way or olher. I say, guv'nor, hadu’t we better
mvesugate?’

§c~l§nn _Lo.c set his teeth.
not ;})gc:rtllltl ;10 80 w!tho:it a ttlomc_nt's .dclu_y_. my [ud." he said cr.iﬁplg_r. ‘_‘ I'm
not ub: ely convinced of your information, Clifford, bhut I think jt will he
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wige Lo act upon it without a second’s delay. Dr. Ryder, the local medico.
did not arrive until a few minutes after cight, and that does not lonk as if
the operation took place at six-thivty. However, Dct-ccti\'c-Inspcct’(:r Tanunard
should certainly have acted before this! 1 am convinced that somethine
Las gone wrong.” ”

** And what do you intend to do:”

“We will all foree an entry this very minute !’ replied Nelson Lee deter-
minedly. ““Desperate measures are the only course now! Ii our friends
inside have really met with a mishap—and Dr. Jameson is a cunning man—
then the operation will he performed at the later hour just the same. I don't
know what to think. "The whole thing scems (o he in a muddle. We must
know what is happening without delay.”

The famous detective was decidedly worried. Somchow the affair was not
going so smoothly as he would have wished. By this time Dr. Jameson ought
to have been under arrest!

Silently as shadows, the {rio crept to the building. 'I'wo minutes scouting
resulted in nothing being discovered, and o Nelson Lee walked holdly ny to
the front door, and thrust it open. Being a country house, it was not pre-
vided with a latch-lock, and so the three quickly gained admittance. DBut
as they were crossing the hall, with the intention of going upstairs, the
butler appearved from the servanls' quarters and stared at them in amaze-
ment.

“What's the meanin® of this?” hoe demanded sharply. ““ Who are you?”

Nelson Lee did not intend to waste many words upon the man.

1 am a representative of the law!™ he said curtly. I warn yeu not to
cause any commotion or make any outery l”

"The butler gasped.

A Y vy . * . 0 . .

The law!™” Le exclaimed, becoming red in the face with fast-gathering
fury. “ Get out of this house, all three of you! Di. Sims-Jameson, tho
famons specialist, lives here, and at this very moment he's performing an
oporation—"’ :

** Good heavens!” rapped out Nelson Lee. ““ Shall we be too late, after
all? Come, Nipper! You remain down here, and attend to this fellow!” he
added, flashing a glance at Cliford. -

But the butler stepped to the foot of {he stairs, and barred the way.

“ You're not going upstairs while the doctor’s cn an urgent and dangerous
caso !’ he exclaimed hotly. ** You must he mad! If you cause a disturbance
now, you’ll probably kill the poor gentleman!”

“ This way, my lad 1"’ '

Cliftord’s tones cut through the air sharply. He grasped the butler’s
shoulders, and with ene wrench sent the man spinning across the hall.

Nelzon Lee and Nipper dashed up the staivease, and paused for a moment
upen the landing. There were several doors to be scen, but from beneath
onc a bright streak of light gleamed.

Nelson Lee strode up to it and wrenched it-open. ‘The next sceond he and
Nipper were gazing upon a seene which might have been taking place in a
hig London hospital. .

The rcom was briehtly lighted, and vight in the centre of it was a grim
operating-table of the usual type. Upon it lay Charles Markham, uncon-
scious, and made ready for the dreadinl ordeal—an erdeal which was to have
cuded in deatb.

Anud round the table, now staring with amazement and anger at the
intruders, were Dr. Sims-Jameson, Dr. Ryder. and the nurse. )

“'What is the meaning of this intrusion?’" snarled the specialist, m o
tervible voice. “* Who are you? What do vou want:™

Nelson Tee's eyes glittered.
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“I4: {his operation starled?’" he asked, {urning to the local docior. .

“ Pr. Jame=m was just abont o commenee,”” replied the bewildered medico,
ey able to believe his eyes. * How dare you enter in this unwarrantable
farhiont A disturbance ol this kind will probably cauvse the patient "

“Thank Heaven we are in {ime ! interrupted Nelson Lec. *“ Dr. Ryder,
thi- mun you respeel se highly—this celebrated Harley Street specialist-—is
a blick-hearted murderer! Ile was aboul to cause the death of the patient
while performing a scemingly humane operation !

Dr. Sims Jameson staggered back.

““The man is mad, R_\'Eor '" he gasped hoarsely. .

“1 can well belicve 1. exclaimed Dr. Ryder, pale with indignation.
“Teave this room at once, or suffer the consequences, the pair of you.
Never ia the whole of my experience have T witnessed such a disgraceful
seene as this!” -

Nelson Lee did not blame Dr. Ryder for being so furiously scandalised.
He took no nolice of the medico’s words, but swepl his gaze round the
room wutil it rested upon the cupboard doors.

“ Lennard ! hie said sharply.  ‘““ Are you here, man?”’

There was ne answer.

Dr. Jameson stood looking on almost speechless with an unknown fear,
aud with a sensation as of a cold hand gripping his heart. The perspiration
stontdl cold and wet upon his forehead, and his face was deathly. And this
was before be fully realised the actual extent of the fate which had befallen
him.

“ Did you hear what I said, you scoundrels?”’ bhegan Dr. Ryder.

But Nelson Lee stepped swiftly to the cupboard doors, grasped the big
knob firmly, and pulled at it. The door resisted his efforts, thus proving
that it was locked upon the inside. Instanily the detective’s mind was filled
with terrible suspicions, and he took a strong steel instrument from his
pocket and inserted it i the crack of the door.

Two streng heaves, and the lock gave way. The door flew open, and the
uneanscious forms of Deteetlive-inspector Lennard and Travers Markbam
fell out upon the carpet.

1 thought something was up !’ gasped Nipper, horrified.

“ Great goodness!” ejaculated Dr. Ryder, his eyes nearly starting from
his hiead.

A queer gound emanated from the specialist’s throat, and he stood slaring
af the {wo unconscious men as though utierly dazed. Then, like a flash,
full realisation dawned upon him.

Thoxe men must have been there the whole time. e guessed atl onceo
the reason for their unconsciousness, and knew that, in all probability, the
hottle of nareolic had not been upsel until the hidden men had heard
enonah fo satisfy themselves upon the physician’s guilt.

The game was ap---there was no doubt about {hat whatever. His long
vears of invulsorahility from deleetion were ended at last.

And Dr. Sims Jameson suddenty flew info a mad frenzy of desperation.
In one moiment his whole attitude changed, and he uttered a husky, defiant
Iavwgrh - o Langh which made the blood of those who heard it almost run cold.

" Nou've foiled e, you infernal meddler, whoever you are!” he snarled
savagely. “ Bat T'm not going to be taken awav like a common criminai !’

And with one hound the specialist dashed 1o the window, flung up the
sish in o single movement, and leapt oul into the blackness of Lhe night.
The drop to the ground was comparatively slight, and soft flower-beds were
mnmediately helow,  Dr. Jameson was in the act of serambling to bis feet,
unhurt, when Nelscn Liee and Nipper arvived at the window.
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Even as they watched, the exposed rogne dashed round tl ildipe, a
Nélson Lee turncd a dushed :mld excited face back into (;clécl;llel:ll]l)(lli 1?€.nur]

"A.ttﬁl’ld to those two unconsci_ous 'mcn-—'—th(_-y are probably scri:}"sly in
danger!”’ rapped out the great crime mvestigator, - * Come, my lad, there's
not a sccond to lose !’ .

And with one accord Nelson Lee and Nipper leapt from the window. The
ground floor was suunkeu a little, so the flower-beds were consequently only
quite a slight drop from the upper window. l

The pair arrived in safety upou terra-firma, and dashed of round tle
carner of the house in pursuit of Jameson. Across the lawns they pelted,
and a dim figure was in the act of picking itself up against the drive.

Nelson Lee and Nipper hurled themselves at him.

‘“Hold on!"” gasped Clifford’s voice. *‘It's only mc !

““Oh, crikey !”’ gasped Nipper.

““ Jameson buzzed round here like a steam-roller a few seconds ago,”
ciaculated Clifford. ‘I spotted him from the front door, and tried to eftect
a capture. But he's.in a mad frenzy, and bowled me over like a ninepin!™

“ Hallo! What’s that?”’ panted Nipper suddenly.

The roar of an engiue made itself heard.

"'Il,\,[y car!"” yelled Clifford furiously. ‘‘Jameson is escaping in the motor-
car!

Nelson Lee gripped Clifford’s shoulder.

“Rush to the gate and sec which way the fugitive is going "’ he directed
sharply. “ Nipper and I will dash round to the garage and fetch Jameson's
own car. By Jove, there’s going to be a chase!”

It was all a wild rush. Nelson Lee and Nipper soon wrenched tke doors
of tho garage open, and within two minutes the detective had started the
cugine of Jameson's magnificent car, and had switched the lights oun. It
was less than a minute’s work to drive the automobile into the ‘road.

‘“To the left!” roared Clifford. * Yes. that's right! By jingo, you'vre
been smart in getting this old 'bus round here!” )

1Te leapt aboard, and Nelson Lee crouched low behind the wheel and sent
fhe car shooting along the road at an amazing speed. It was a splendid
modern car, and in perfect fettle. ,

The rvoad ahead was dark and deserted. Dr. Jameson had not gained
much of a start, but he had made good use of the time which had been at
his disposal. Already he had got clear out of sight. The lights of Clificrd’s
hired car had been turned on—Clifford had scen that. But the tail lamp
of the fugitive car was nowhere to be secen. Probably Jameson was driving
liko a demon, heedless ~f all risks. ‘

But Nelson Lee was a magnificent driver. He knew just how fast he
could go without causing disaster. And he sent the automobll® along with
almost cvery ounce of speed of which it was capable.

The road was a trifle muddy, for there had been rain that day. and the
brilliant headlights clearly revealed the tell-tale tracks made by the other
car. They were so fresh that they stretched out like two long lines in the
distance. There could be no mistuke—Jameson could not possibly outwii
his pursuers by dodging up a side turning.

But apparently e meant to stick to the main road, for by-lanes were
passcd continuously; but the tracks always led straight ahead.

“My hat! He must be sending Mr. Clifford’s car along like an express
{rain I’ gasped Nipper. ‘It can’t last, though. I should think he’ll realise
that the game’s absolutely and completely up. There’s no escape for him "

Nelsou Lee did not answer. His eyes were gazing ahead intently, for the
car wavted carcful handling at such an appalling speed. Round a beud the
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. . ‘l .. . ’ —~ .
vehiels swepl. (he loose stones and grit fiying 1m0 the Ledges from the

otreinine wheels. .

'“;L I:Il::;“]ighl. aleamed ahead. far in (he distance. . 5y )

CAVithin sioht at last!” growled Douglas Clifford. I think it's only
a matier of minuies now !’ ) _

There was no deubt about the lighp in_ Hw.d:stanoo bhelonging to _the
cxeaping criminal's car, for it was keeping ils distance ahead, thus proving
{hat it was moving at {he same terrific speed as its purenes.

Up Lili now Nelson Lee had been gaining, but he soon discovered that
Jonseson was putting on extra speed in order Lo keep his distance.  With the
frensy of despair in his heart, the specialist sc:n‘coly_ knew what he was
doing. Iut he wanted {o gel away—to get free of his purswers—to com-
pietely hake them off

For Sims Jameson kuew that if he could only reach London he would be
safe from capture in a short while.  For the league was m_:ngm(iv}-ntly
ormanised, and in a véry short while Jameson would Le provided with a
disguize which would vender him absolutely sceure. Then he would be
smuggled out of the counlry, and given a small fortune to live in luxury in
~ome foreign clime.

¢ was a mad, wild hope. Wad the specialist Deen ealm he would have
kinown {hat escape was out of the question, Ior the start he had obtained
vt wltegether too short for him o oulwit his pursuers.

Ile glaneed behind him quickly, and saw the gleaming lights of his own
¢ar Ioss than half a mile in the rear. Iis ewn car! It was the irony of
fate that snch a state of affairs should come about.

“Thore's a chance!” he grated madly. ““This car will do more speed
vel, and, by heavens, I'll wrench cvery ounce out of it that it's capable
of i ° .

And then the doctor cauglit his Ureath in sharply. In one second he knew
that e was deomed.

Ior in the distance he could see a red light gleaming like a twinkling
star: and he remembered that at this point the railway crossed the road.
‘The train was even thea due! The closed gate frem shich the red light
was gieaming proved this to be the case.

Jameszon had a chceice of two things—to come to a standstiil and surrender,
or Lo dash on and end everything in one swift smash.

There was hardly a second in which {o decide. Although he pretended
to consider. Jaimeson had already ceme to decision. It would be death! To
surrendes would mean a trial, a heavy sentence—penal servitude! He
shuddered at the very thought, and opened the throttle of the motor to its
widest extent, ' '

“The car went hurtling along {o its doom. There was no escape. The
road was straight, without a single side-lturning, and the hedges and banks
were high. '

And as Jame:zon arrived within a hundred vards of the level crossing ho
hecame aware of a roar which was not caused by the car beneath him. Xe
then saw that the train would arrvive at the gates at exactly the same sccound
as him=elf.  The smash-up would be a terrible one, and death would be
pistantaneous.  ‘That, at least, was one comfort.

Train and automobile met at the gates at precisely the same moment,

Crash! Crash!

The racing motor-car simply hurled itself at the gates like a thking alive,
and theve wis a wild confusion of sounds. Dr. Sims Jameson shot out of his
seat like a stone fron a catapult. Up he went, deseribing a kind of arc,
and his body struck the roo{l-odgc of one of the railway carriages. The

[ ]
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shock sent him flying back, and he fell, a erumpl :
cmjb]anliment just.ybcygond the wrecked gate. pled heap, upon the grass

The train disappeared, being hardly touched by the flying i
full shock of the smash had nﬁ‘cctedythe car anc{ the gr?rtesr.’ %Br;:n I'_.I‘c.]‘eo
Clifford, and Nipper came pelling up and bent over the injured man—for
he was not dead.

“I am dying!” crcaked Dr. Sims Jameson, blood streaming down his
face. ‘“But not a word shall T tell you except that I should have been
successful in my plot against Markham’s life had I been given another hour
of tlTe, Yes, I meant to kill him—you may as well know that—aud I
meant ’

A choking kind of sob rose in his throat, and he sank back into Nelson
Lee'’s arm inert and motionless,

But Dr. Sims Jameson was not dead. As a matler of fact, be was only
seriously—but not fatally—injured. Three hours after his confession of

nilt he was iu the hands of the police, and would be nursed back to health
1 order to stand his trial for attempted murder. The evidence of Detective-
ingpector Lenunard and Travers Markham, who soon recovered from their
stupor when attended by Dr. Ryder, would be positive proof of Jameson's
guilt. His sentence would be nothiug less than ten years penal servitude.

And so the first member of the Governing Cirele of the League of the

Green Triangle had met his deserts.  Nelson Lee’s great campaign had
. N . L} ) L) o Y o

started well, for he had saved Charles Markham’s life and had brought the
specialist to book. Another faomous physician—this time an honourabile

gentleman—performed an operation upon Charles Markham that very night,
and Lrought the young man to his right seunses, and out of danger. voT

But the notes which Dr. Janteson had made concerning the gold cavern
were nowheire to be found. ‘Fie truth was, he had placmf them in a secret
rceeptacle which was alzo known to Zingrave. And before daylight came
again a working member of the league had visited Harley Lodge and had
oblained the papers.

And what of that amaziug discovery cf gold in wild Nevada? Well, that
is auother cpisode altogether—an episode which was simply packed with
dangers and excitement for Nelson Lee, Nipper, and Douglas Clifford. Tt

-was the case in which Mr. Page T. Dayton was dealt with, and Bat,
as already stated, it is quite another story.
THE END.
tatutuistetutatutusntutnintutntncutucatatatacasatatntuintulnietotututets,
' ' Next Week’s Magnificent Story of g
Nelson Lee and Nipper will be entitied:

§“The Crystal Urn?

Which will deal with the remarkable

E
adventures of the famcus detective, the g
bu
%
o

~

Biack Woli, and the mystcrious Priesis
of Wady Pcra.

Order yous copy of ‘‘ The Nelson Lee Likrary’’ To-day! &
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IN POLAR SEAS.

A Romance of Adventure in the Frozen North.
BY

FENTON ASH,

Author of “A Tri> to Mars,”” “The Radium Seckers, ete.

Huan AerxoLp, a young English lad, goes oul lo the far North with an o-pcdrhon
Heis joined by an Irish sailor—Mike O'Grapy, and also VAL RuxTox.

The latter and Hugh become fust [friends, but one day Val kinis tht Hugh
joimed the expedition under « false name, and says that Amali, a neighbyuring
Eskimo, has been asking for tidings of a cerlain explorer whose name is well known in
the scientific world  For some reason, Hugh turns pale.

The camp is roided by a neighbouring parly, but Hugh and Ruxlon, wilh two
srilors, put up a stiff fitht.  The ctlackers are bealen off. and a trap is laid for them.

Having c..pl'u d the strangers, the leader—CGRIMSTOCR—Ccomes upor the scene, and
il seems thal Hugh and Ruxton are in for a bad {tme.

Grimstoch: event: m’IJ u pologises foir the bekhaviour of the mizn, and feigns friendliness
The mysicry round Hugh thickens.

ITugh and Val Ruvion are sert oul by Grimstock lo malke observations, but reburn to
find the c: amp desciled—they are left to dic (v the dreary white wilderness, (Ncw read on.)

Val Tells Hugh Some Plzin Facts,

. YOULD you have believed me in this case, if T had come to you and

W advised you not {o start on this fool's errand. if T had given as a

reason merely that I believed these fiends in human fmm mtended

to desert us and leave ns {o die in {he snow? Now, would vou lhave
believed me, I say?"” '

Iugh \[‘ll(‘d at his friend in dismay. He was as much surprised at his
‘sudden vehemence and bitter words as he was horrified at the dinbolical
things he was suggesting. Tor as yet Hugh could not bring himself to
bohmo m the reality of the other’s s“ommglv wild assertions,

CIE hie answered, ““T should not have believed you it would have been
for the same reason {hat 1 bohovc even now lhat you are wrong. There is
some mistake somewhere. We've come wrong! I could not L.wc believed
then-1 positively refuse {o believe now—that any man or men could plan
to carzy out aunything so infamous——"'

Ilnrh glaneed at the fuces of their followers and read only {oo easily
what was written there. They were g]l(.qllv and terrible to sce. In the
stern, hard-sct expression of the smlms, in the frightened, helpless looks
of the natives, there was one look in common—a duml) hopeless despair;
the awful conviction 1hat they were doomed.

“ Lot <UL eried Hugh, ©* we can follow them.’

“ollow®” repeated his chum s scornfuilv. ““ How far are vou going to
Tollow? And how? On fool? Because wou know well onontrll that our
eupply of petrol won’t last more than a day or two at the out.-.ud». and

Lo P,
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they have got {wo days’ start of us. YWhat are you going to live on whey -
what we have with us is gone? We can neither follow—supposing that we
knew he has gone forward--nor return,’2

Iugh gave a groan.

“Al, of course! I forgot! That petrol!™” he murmured.

“ Grimstock didn't forget it! When he sent us out with the woltor..
sledge he knew well enough what hie was doing. Do you remember 1 asked
to have a dog-sledge this time. instecad?"’

I do,”” said lugh. ““ And I wondered—because "

T kmew—I knew—that if we'd taken a team of dogs there was a chance
—just a bare possibility—that with the aid of our Eskimos we might have
got back. We might have lived on the dogs till we came to the placed
wlhere there is game tp be got. I say we might. Ieaven knows the
chance wonld have been meagre cnough!  DBut no! Grimstock was not
going to give us even that little hope of escape” Tfor some reason he had
dvomed you to death long ago.”

““ Doomed me to death? Long ago? Why, Val, you're mad!”

“Not I. Long ago, I say—and later on lhe doomed us, too—we others
—Dbecause we stuck to you—and for fear. if he spared us., that we should *
ask awkward questions, and set inconvenient inquiries on fool when we got
back to IEngland.”

ITugh seemed overwhelmed at Ruxton’'s words. Tor a while he said
nothing. ‘Then suddenly. asked, in a different tone:

*“Tell me, Val! Speak out! Tell me what is in your mind, for I confest
I i in a miserable fog.’:

“ L will. Come this way.”

Ruxton pul a hand on the other's arm, and led him away a little distance.
Then turned and faced him:

“TI warned you,” he said, as he looked lim hard in the face. * and you
would not Le warned. I gave you hints, and vou would not take them. I
invited your confidence, and you would not give it. And now see what
has come of it!™

“Still, T can’t see * -

“Can’t you? This is not time for beating alout the bush! Is it not
{he caso that you are HHugh Fenwick, son of the Dr. Fenwick who came
out here with Grimstock years ago?”’

Hugh started and hesitated. Then replied slowly:

“That is true. My reason——'’

“ Your reason is plain enough! TFenwick and Grimstock, and a party,
started out togethier into the white wilderness, and Grimstock alone
returined. No ome came back with him save a couple of Eskimos—wlio
don’t count. As to what really became of Dr. Fenwick, no one knows.
Pcople only had Grimsteck’s version, aud that was not looked upon- as
satisfactory. Ugly rumours somehow got about; but they died down.

“I infer that in time, you, Dr. Feuwick's son, grew up, possessed with
the idea that you would try to find out the truth about those rumours,
and as to what your father’s fate actually was. Is that right:”

“ Y-yes. ILxcept that—-"’ .

T don't blame you, so far. Your desire was right enongh—praiseworthy
and all that—but you went the wrong way to work. You suspected Grim-
sltock, yet you {rusted him sufliciently to place yourself in his power.

ou Iy

*“ He did not know who I was.” ]

“Pooh! What nonsensc! Iec has known—well, I was going to say, all
along. I knew it—discovered it just when we began landing the stores.
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Yon suapeet Crimstock, yet, with childizh incocence, you place yourself af
his merev.”’ . . ..

“JI've heen a fool,” mutiered Iugh gloomily. 1 sce it now. "

“ AWM, vou gaincd your end in one way,” his chum went on, with tle
~ame bitter, sarcastic note in his voice. = “ You suspected Grimstock ol
havine murdered your father.”

Again llugh staried.

* Neareely that,”” he objected.

“ Oh, yes. vou did.  Let us call things by their right names, and have no
were false seutiment. I say you suspected Grimstoek of having murdered
vour father, or donec away with him—desecrted him, and left him to dic
I some base way.”

“That is more like what was in my mind.”’

“Well, now vou have the eatisfaclion of having proved it.”

“Jlow do you meant”

“Can’t yvou see? lie determined {o murder you. the son. \Why shoukl
he do thaf except that he is guilly, and was afraid yon would sonichow
find it outr In leaving us here 1o die he has shown that he has hoen a
murderer before.” )

“Yes,” said Ilugh sadly.  “T see that, too. I have, as you say,
gained my end. I've made him declare himself guilty. I now know that
he must have done away with my father. But it coines too late!™

Ruxton laughed hitterly.

“ Teo late, or too soon, it matters little now. The knowledge will never
e of any use, so far as punishing your father's murderer is concerned.”

An Unexpected Sight—Mirage or Reality—Hope for the Castaways.
UG knew not what reply to make to his chum’s assertions. Ile
could net say that his rcasoning was false, and {here was no
resisting the conclusion to which it pointed.
Ile gazed gloomily around at the landscape. It was terrible to think
1hat there was no living thing besides themselves in all that white desert.
They had left the region where game was {o be found hundreds of miles
behind theni: and grim starvation stared them in the face. As Ruxton
bad said, ii they had only had a dog-team instead of that unlucky motor-
sledge—so it seemed to them just then—they might have had a ‘chance—
just a chance, aid no more. As things were, they had not even that.
Meanwhile, the clouds had lifted and almost passed awav. A few only
were left, sailing across a sky in which the sun was now shining brilliantly,
and it had grown quite hot.
ry s . .
~ The air had hecome so clear that one could see for an immniense distanco
in every divection, and as IIugh gazed across the expanse of ice and siow,
the sunlight and the clouds played fantastic tricks. The clouds threw
wandering shadows, that cama and went, and as 4lhey and the sunbeams
alternately fell on the scene, the ice took on wonderful hues. Now it
would be a deep purple, then a dark green, anon a dazzling gold, and yet
again a medley of opalescent, tints.
The whole landscape had suddenly become a verilable fairyland of
gorgeous colouring. It was hard indeed just then to realise the truth—
U giasp the fact that that scene, now glittering in such unearthly splendour,

was 1rhc white shroud that would shortly cover them over and hide them for
ever! )
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““Is there, then, no hope for ns*” Hugh murmured.

“What hope can there be, Hugh®" rcturned Val, in gentler tones.
The strange beauty that had fallen over the landscape had evidently had
a softening cffect upon his thoughts. ** You know very well that Grimstock
has not built the serics of caches for stores which explorers in these
regions usually take care to provide. The reason he gave was. that le
intended to return by another route. But we can see that that was a mere
excuse; we mnow know only too well what his real reason was. Had he
done so, we might have been able to find our way back.’

““ But it's a risky game for him to play, anyhow—leaving us here like
this. J‘\‘.'lmt about his people? Are they all in it? I can scarcely believe
1hat.”’-

T dare say he has some {ale ready. It may be that some of MeClinter's
men have really gone back with the sick men. If so, it’s casy to make up
a yarn about our having goune with them. They, on the other hand, will
naturally suppose that we've gone on with the rest. All tho same it 1s,
as you say, a hit risky. I can quite believe that he would have pre-,
ferved the other way, had it only come off,’-

** What otlier way?”’

‘“Tho ¢ accident’ business.™

“I'm blessed il I understand you,’s . .

“ And I'm blessed if I can understand anyone being such an innocent-
headed chunk! Why, hasn’t your life—and mine, too, for the matter of
that—been attempted half o dozen times at least? First, what aboul fhat
night when Amaki saved ws from_a midnight murderer””

.
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“ Thal was no accident.”’

“ No: 11 was intended murder,
pure and simple. But perhaps they
afterwards saw that 1t was a mis-
tuke—or, maybe, somcone had got
out of hdnd. and tried it on his own
Next time, it was a clumsy shol—
the bullet that went through your
sleeve instead of hitting the bear
that was charging somcbodv else.
A pretty bad_ shot that, .scom-r
where the man stood who fired it.’

“ I remember that, and I fancicd

“ Ab, vou had a dim suspicion?
And what alhout that time when vou
and 1 were lifting the sledge across
the crevasse, and the rope broke and
seut us both down into it? Was
that accident? 1 looked at that rope
afterwards, and I'll swear it had been
cut—it did not break of itself. And
how abont that petrol-tank that
exploded—al the wrong moment, i

i= {rue, {or, as Juck would have it,
we  had both gone away for
minute. You and I know that if

it had happened a minute soouver—
or later—we should have Leen dead

men, or next door to 1t.  Dish!
What's the use of continuing the
list?"

Hugh could only nod his head as
his  chnm recalled  these  things.
Looked 2t by the light of what had
now happened, they had an ugly
significynee.  Yet, at the time, tlu.y

had seemed Lo him to Dbe pure
accidents,
“ Yex,”' continucd Val, in a

musing tone, " I can quite under-
stand that Grimstock would have
preferred to get rid of you—and of
me, also, since we cottoned together
-—by  some  plausible ¢ dvmdout

Butl ax, somehow, these mishaps
refised to come off, he has Dbeen
driven to fall back- upon the enc
thing that was sure. What I am
wondering about is, why he should
decide to do it here, mow. instead
of later on. 1 can think of twenly
ways iu which he might have
managed it later, far ecasier and
more safely—so why this hurry:”
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Then, to Ruxton’s surprise, Hugh
answered :

1 believe I can tell you. And if
T am right, the fact offers us just a
chance of excaping the fate this
fiend had, as yvou =ay, doomed us to.
Look over vounder, into the far dis-
tance—-towards the cast.
nolice  what an immense way vou

can sece—how  much father than
weo could before we scl oul, from
here? T ean 'see something we did

not. see then. What is ever vonder?
Are they not distant mountains?”

Ruxton turned and gazed, then
shook his head.

“ It may be =0 he observed,
“ though I think it moest likely it
it ~only one of those deceptive
mirages of which we have scen so
many.” .

“ 1 do net believe it 1s n mirage,”
exclaimed ” Hugh, almost fiercely.
* I believe they are mountaing: and
-that is where Grimstock has gone.
He knew they were there—to the
cast—and purpo=ely sent us on a

wild-goose . chase lo the west. ITe
had intended to turn aside to the

cast here:’ and it did not suit his

purpose that we should go with him
any farther.”

Ruxton opened his eyes more than
ever at this, '

" You are speaking io riddles,’”
he said curtly. “ I don’t scc how
you could kuow all thiz. If it's a
guess, it doesn’'t scem {o me a very
likely one. I’lease explain.” .

“f See here, Val,” cried FHugh. Ile
had been ‘looking fixedly at the
distant view, and as hie continued to
gaze upon it he had grown more and
more excited,
no mirage! They are mountains!
Not only that, but there is green
upon them. I can diseern it quite
plainly, even with. the naked eve.
And I can tell you what it means
—it is an oasis! A land with a
milder climate, where life exists—
pethaps people—shut oft from the
rest of the world for ages by these
frozen wastes.”

(Vo be continued.)

Do youw

“ I tell vou that is-
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