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No. 28. THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY. ONE PENNY.

Another Dramatic Story of NELSON LEE and
THE LEAGUE OF THE GREEN TRIANGLE.

By the Author. of “ Twenty Fathoms Deep,” * The
Terror of Troone Towers,” * The Gold Cavern,” c:c.

(Lilustrated by Arthur Jones.)

CHAPTER L

The Diemoands of Desting—Attacked in the Fog—Nelson Lee is Astouncel.
PROFESSOR CYRUS ZINGRAVE gave a soft, musical litlle laugh.

“I give the necklace into your charge, Sir Roger, witbout the

slightest fear as Lo its safety,”’ he said genially. ‘“ As you are visitin:r

vour jewellers to-marrow, you may as well undertake this little commission

for me. The necklace belongs to my daughter, Vera, so you must be careful
with 1t.”’

Sir Roger Hogarth removed the cigar from his mouth.

“ What's wrong with the necklace?”” he asked, smiling.

“ Oh, nothing much—merely requires a slight repair to the fastener,”
replicd the professor, taking o dazzling diamond unecklace from his pocket
and walchinir it glint in the electric-light.

The pair were standing in the palatial and magnificent lounge-entrance 1o
{he Orpheum Club, in {ho West lind. Both were overcoated and ready to
venture out into the cold, damp, foggy atmosphere of the winter's night.

They had just been on the point of going their different ways when
Professor Zingrave had remembered the necklace. They stood there, und.r
the great electrolier, admiring the prelty string of precious stones for a
moment or two, walching them scintiliate and glitter.

I'rofessor Zingrave was an impo:‘fing.man, with a wonderful voice and a
magnetic personality which made him liked and respected wherever he went,
‘The great scientist’s dome-like forchead stood out boldly, and his eves were
full of twinkling geniality. One glance at him was euough {o be male
instantly aware that he possessed a marvellous brain. and that he could lead
wen to obey his will, even ngainst their own inclinalions,

Yel his fame as a man of scienee would have dwindled Lo nothing compared
{o the position he held in anolher—and {otally dlﬂ'ercpt—.—ﬁoh‘l. Tor
Professor Cvrus Zingrave was the greatest, «the cleverest criminal in Great
Britain, I1lo was {he chief--the actual scheming brain—of the infamous
Leaguo of tho Green Triangle! - | |

And Sir Roger Hoearth, Bart., s]np‘m\'ner, was one of the most 111ﬂ11en[1;1|
members of the league’s Governing C_lrcle. The pair had just been passing
an idle hour at the club, togethor wilh many other well-knowu geuntlemen
aud noblemen. .

Yet, could the amazing fact have become agcnceral knowl?dge, tho execlusive
and highly rsspectable Orpheum Club_ was really nothm{q more nor less
than the headquarters of the league. Every member of the club was also
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a member of the Governing Circle. The tremendous crimiaxl organisation
Vanned its infamous busmess right under the gleaming hmehﬁﬂ: of the
West 15nd. Ilidden away below the cellars of lhe macrmhcult bluldmg was
the league's Governing Chamber. And not a breath of suspicion attached
itself to the great men “who were responsible for the thousand and one crimes
which were )e.uh committed by the league’s emissaries.

The ordinary \sorkmg members of the huge society were legion—and not
one of them knew who ruled them, or from where they werc ruled. They
knew that there was a mysterious Governing Circle, but there their know-
lc-dn'e ended. That Professor Zingrave was Lhe chief, and that the Orpheum

Tub was the league’s headqu'utcrs was never suspchcd or dreamed of.
’J he working members of the eriminal brotherhood received their orders {rem
specially 'lppomtcd controlling agents.

The lounge-entrance of Ule olub was brilliant and open, and the sireet
outside was qmct, and the air filled with gathering fog. By mere chance an
ordinary member of the league was passing the club at the minute Urofessor
Zingrave and Sir Reger Hogalth were admiring the diamond necklace.

e was a well-dr essed man, this ordinary member. There was nothing of
{the criminal in his outward appearance. Ifor Mr. William Garratt was a
videt in ordinary life—a scemingly respectable and staid gcentleman's
genlleman,

William Garratt had been a member of the league for some time, and he
was flourishing on it. A month or so bLefore he had rendered invaluable
service by trousmitting a wircless message from a steam vacht to one of the
league's receiving stations at an exceedingly opportune moment.  And
Garratt, in consequence, was doing well.

Ile was valet to Mr. Vernon Greem\ood, chief cashier of the London and
lHome Counties Bank. Ltd., and although ke received a good salary, this was
greatly added to by regular and haudsome payments from the league. At
present he was idle so Tfar as the league was concerned: but lie had been
pluced in his present position for a definite purpose. At some futwre time
1t might be necessary to bring off a big robbery at the London and Home
Counties Bank—and Garratt’s position as valet to the chief cashier would
celt.unly prove to be of incalculable valve. But the time was by no means
ripe for the coup, and so he was resting on his oars.

Garratt’s knowledge of the league was somewhat limited, for, in commou
witli the other workmcr membela, he was in utler lgnorauce as to the
personxe of the Governmn' Circle, and although he was passing the Orpheum
Club on this particular fogrry night, he merelv thought the place was an
ultra-respectable gentlemen’s establishment. Garratt’s know cdge of the
league really ended in the back parlour of a small inn somewhere at the
back of Shaftesbury "Avenue. It was owned by Mr. Frederic Bayley—and
]Iizyleér was the controlling agent of the league from whom Garrati received

Cracls.

The valet was thickly overcoated, and a muffler was tightly bound round
his throat. As he glanced into the Dbrilliant lountre-entrance of the
Orpheum Club the very first thing he saw was the diamond necklace in
Professor Zingrave's dclicately sh'tpcd fingers. It was sparkling like fire,
unld Garratl knew instantly that it was a real stone necklace of considerable
value.

IIo paused irresolulely, his eyes gleaming with sudden greed. In .one
second all Garratt’s criminal instincts arose to the surface. Ordinarily he
was rather calm and inclined to take things casily, allowing the eveuts of
life to come and go as they would. But the one weak spot in his armour was
~-diamonds, The very c_gh_p of diamonds always aroused his _cupidity and
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avarice to their highest pitch. An inordinate desire to tob always {eok
POSSess1on of him at the sight of precious stones. '

“ Genuine sparklers!” he muttered. * By Cwmsar, what a haul!*

ITe Jooked round cauLiopsly. and saw that the street was fairly deserled.
And even the few pedestrians who were hurrying along were almost hidden
in the fog. Garratt fumbled in his coat pocket, and produced a cigarelte-
case. While e}'tr:\cting a cigarvelle and lighting it he lkept his eyes upon
the two men wilthin the club entrance.

“It’s a wonderful necklace,” he heard Sir Roger say. *“ Worth at least
{wo thousand, Zingrave." |

The professor chuckled with a kind of silky ripple in his voice.

“My dear Sir Roger, I thought you were @ good judge of diamonds.” Tl
gmiled. ““ This string of stones would fetceh five thousand any day—-probably
nore.

“'m! Five thousand,” said Sir Roger. ““Shouldn’t have thought it.
Well, hand it over to me. T'll attend Lo the little matter for you."

The necklace changed hands, Sir Roger dropping it carelessly into the
inner pocket of his thick overcoat. Garratt clicked his teeth as he watche:l.
and moved away from the club entrance. But he did not leave the neigh-
bourhood; he stood waiting., watching the entrance through the thickening
foe,

“ PFive tlousand pounds !’ he muttered fiercely. ““ What a chance! In
ihis fog the thing would be absolutely safe. I know exactly the pocket it's
im—and Bayley would dispose of it for me, without even the league
knowing."” '

Garralt positively trembled with eagerness.

“ Besides, the league could know,”” his thoughts ran on. ‘ They'd take
tho necklace, and I should get a cool two thousand, at least, as my sharo.
Aud there'd be not the slightest suspicion of risk. Once I handed the neck-
lace over; the Governing Circle would do the actual business—and I should
Le handed my bit in ready cash.”

The temptation was alimost overpowering. Garratt had never attempted
actual robbery before, but this was a chance which seidom came to any man.
Ile knew the diamonds to be extremely valuable, he had seen exactly where
Sir Roger had stowed them—and the night was dark and foggy, with almest
deserted sireets. ‘

“It’'s worth the risk!"* multered Garratt. “ I'll try my luck—by Jupiter,
I will!"”

Even as he came lo a decision. Sir Roger Hogarth strode out of the c]‘ub.
and walked briskly away down the quict street. Iad the night been ciear
the baronet would have chartered a taxi: but bhe had a horror of rmotor-
riding in a fog, and much preferred to walk. _

This was fortunate for Mr. William Garratt. but there was nothing sur-
prising in it. Taxis are really more trouble than they are worth on a fogygy
night, for they can never travel faster than a walking-pace, and are subject
to innumerable exasperating stops. : .

Sir Roger’s house was just off Portland Ilace. and he knew cvery inch of
the way. fog or no fog. He strode on, pufling enjoyably at his fragranli
cigar. The itdea.of being molested was as far from his mind as _the pn.lc:»
are apart. Presently Le turned down a narrow roadway—a quict strect
which cut off a considerable corner. The fog was th_gck, and the road was
utterly deserted.

This was Garratt's opportunity. . o

It had come almost before he was ready for it. But his mind was mad? up
~~he could obtain the uecklace with the grealest case, and he meant to ..akc:
the slight risk without delaying. Garratt would never have dreamed of
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attacking a well-dreased man just for the sake of robbing him; but this was
different altogether. He knew, for a certainty, that the necklace was on Sir
Roger, and be kuoew that it was worlh .over five thousand pounds. The
templation was irresistible. -

It was a perfectly sufe job.

*1'd be a fool to let a chanee like this slip through my fingers,”” murmured
CGarratt softly. ““It’1l be all over in two minutes!”

Sir Roger was walking along ahead of him, complelely unconscious of the
man creeping so quictly behind.  The fog deadens sounds considerably, and
Sir Roger koew nothing until he heard a slight footfall immediately behind
Lim,

Then he looked round quickly, rather startled. A dim figure loomed in
the fog, and the stranger’s arm was raised, whirling a heavy stick aloft.
Sir Roger's cigar dropped to the pavement, sending out a little shower of
red sparks, and the baronet wtlered a short gasp.

“*You ruflian!” he ejaculated. ** Begad, what——"

But e gol no further. Ie half-raised his hand to ward off the blow, but
he had no time to act. The heavy stick descended upon his bhead with a
thud, the soft cloth cap be was wearing—mainly on account of the fog—
providing little or no protection. Sir Roger sank to the pavement, partially
HINCoIIsSCiolts,

He was not seriously hurt, bul his head was badly bruised, and gashed
open—skin-deep--by the heavy blow. He lay upon the cold flagstoues, dazed
and too dizzy Lo ceven open his eyes,

Garratt, breathing heavily, tore open his vietim’s coat, and dived his hand
into the inner pocket. His hand closed on the necklace greedily, and with-
drew it.- As he piaced it in his own pocket he felt a card which reposed
therein, and a grim smile twisted Lthe corners of his mouth,

“Might as well leave a trademark for the police to puzzle over!” he
mullered.

He stuck the card into Sir Roger’s waisteoat, between two of the buifous,
aund then rose. A swift giance in cither direction told him that the dramatic
incident had not been witnessed by a soul, and he slipped away silenily, and
wis swallowed up in the fog. His enterprise had beeu entirely successful—
the whole aflair had not occupied thirty seconds.

Butl he had seized his opportunily only just in time. For at the expira-
tion of another thirty scconds foolsteps sounded through the fog, and voices
made themselves apparent to Sir Roger Hogarth’s slowly returning senses.”

"My dear Lee¢, 1 nabbed my man with the utmost case,”’ exclaimed one
voice, although the words were a mere blur to the semi-conscious man. ‘1t
w;nstdown Shadwell way, close to the river Why, goodness gracious,
what-—-"’

" 1U's a man across the pavement, Leanard !’ cul in another voice sharply.
“Drunl, probably. We'll soon see.”

Nelson Lee—for, by a curious chavce one of the new-comers was the
celebrated delective—Dbent down, and knelt by Sir Roger's side.  Almost the
first thing he saw was the slip of cardboard sticking outl of 8ir Roger's waist-
couti He glanced at it keenly, and then uttered an exclamation of astonish-
inent.,

By Jumes!  What's this? A green triangle, by all that's infernal !’ he
cjaculated quickly. '“A green triangle, Lenuard !’

Detective-inspector Lennard, of Seotland Yard, swore fluently.

“That confounded pang again !’ he growled. “ There's no telling what
the hounds will he up to! s this fellow hurt ?”’ \

Nelson Lee did not reply; he was making a short examinalion. The great
criminologist knew a tremendous lot more aboul the League of the Green
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Triangle than Detective-inspector Lennard dreamed of. To Scolland Yard
and the police generally, the League was more or less a myth, for a member
of the powerful organisation had never Leen convicted. But Nelson T.ee
knew everylhing concerning the Green Triangle, and he had sworn a deadly

. [ ]

campaign against the infamous league.

ITe naturally supposed that the affair was one of the society’s lesser erimes
and was certainly not prepared for the surprise to come almost immediately

““Nothing serious.’”” he announced. “‘ Just a whack on the head: he'll oet
over it in a day or two.. Why, what Great Scotland t*- °

Nelson Lee’s tone was one of amazement, and he stared at the injured
man’s face with widely-dilated eyelids. I'or he saw now that the stranecr
was Sir Roger Hogarth—and Nelson Lee knew perfectly well that Sir Reg
was 4 member of the Governing Circle. )

And yet the baronet—one of the biggest men of the league—was lying
here. injured and probably robbed. a victim of the league! The irony ¢f
the situation was extremely forcible, and Nelson Lee could not help express-
ing aztomishment. .

“Why, what's the matter?” asked T.ennard quickly.

““ Nothing—nothing at all,”” replied the detective. ““ But T've just recce-
nised the injured man, and I was rather startled. This is Sir Roger Hogartlh
lying here!"”

Q!

Sit Roger Hogarth—eh?'' said Lennard. “I'd better scout round for a
{axi!"”

The name conveyed nothing to the police-delective’s mind. e regarde.d
Sir Roger as the rest of the world regarded him: he thought Sir Roger to be
merely an extremely vich <hipowner and an honourable gentleman. Lennard
would have roared with langhier had be been told that the baronet was a
Governing Member of the Green Triangle.

While the Scotland Yard man was obtaining a taxi, Nelson Lee bound the
haronet’s own handkerchief round his head, for the blood was coming slightly
from the gash which Garratt's blow had inflicted.

Sir Roger was mumbling to himself, but he was not fully conscious.

“This is the work of =ome enterprizing and over-zealous ordinary member
of the league, who, of course, was in ignorance of Sir Roger's identity.”
thought Nelson Lee. ““ By Jove, what a curious trick of Iate. I pity the
poor begear if Sir Roger ever gets to know his identity. When a man of
this sort is a victim of his own underlings ho deesn’t usunally appreciate
the peculiar hwmour of the situation. On the contrary, the gentleman who
performed this assault has a grim and ugly time ahead of him!” '

But the © gentleman ' in gnestion appeared to have no forebodings of
evil as e made his way into the back-parlour of the Boar Inn—the establish-
ment owned by Mr. Frederick Bayley. one of the league's controlling agents.

Garralt entered the parlour at about the same time as Sir Roger Hogarth
was being driven to his home, and Garralt was m]nlmg broadly., and
Trembling wilh excitement. Bayley., guessing sometlhing was afo_ot. s0on
joined the visitor, and over a glass of whisky Garrald boasted of his crvime.

[le handed over the necklace to the controlling agent’s care: and althougn
Bayley thought nothing much of the afiair al the time, it was to have vast
o fm'-rea(ﬁling after-consequences.  Fer, very soon after the valet had
left, Bayley learncd that Garratt’s vielim had been Sir Roger 1logarth!

Then, with a vengeance, the fat was in the five. .

Bayley immediately made a sceret report, and long lefore morning
Drofossor Zingrave was in full pessession of the facts. Te knew thal his
daughter's necklace—now safely back in his own hands-—had been robbed

from Sir Roger Hogarth by William Garratd, league member No. 985.

teger.
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CHAPTER II.
Sir Roger's Fury—Swift Punishment—A Strange Trick of Fale |

“ But, my dear Sir Roger '

“71 am amazed, professor, that you should take up this attitude !'>
snapped Sir Roger Hogarth fiercely. ““The man committed a fatal blunder.
Swift denth is the only punishment for him—it is the league’s customary

punishment for those who blunder!” o

Professor Zingrave held up his hand and pursed his lips. e was standing
al Sir Roger’s bedside at the baronet’s house in the West End. They were
alone in the room together, and there was no fear of their conversation being
vverheard.

Sir Roger was sitting up in bed. his head bandaged. No serious result had
cecurred in conscquence of Garratt's blow. But Hogarth was simply mad
with fury ~--unreasening, vindictive hatred.

lle had been szvaze when he learned of the green triangle which bad heen
found on him. But this morning Zingrave had informed him that the
culprit was William Garratt, an ordinary working member of the league.

““After all, you are not badly hurt,” said Zingrave, in his soft vaice.
** And your position is even safer than ever. Who would ever suspect that
vou belong to the league after you have been made a vietim of the Green
Triangle? I assure vou, Hogarth, this affair has its humorous side !

Sir Roger rapped cut an oatb.

“I'he man might have killed me!” he exclaimed harshly. “ What
ouaraniee have we got that this Garralt wen't confinue his assaults? JITe
does not know who 1 really am, and he cannot be {old. The only thing --the
cnly way Lo insure my future safety—is to deal with Garratt summurify 1'?

Zingrave regarded his companion with his strange, brilliant cyes.

“T agree with you, Sir Roger, that Garratt has made a bad mistake,”
ke said evenly.  ““ DBut death is surely a hard punishmeat? The fellow acted
in irnorance " ‘

“Bah! That is noe argument whatever,”” snarled Hogarth. “And if is
rather a novel thing for you, professor, to hesitate over a human life.”

*When it is necessary, I act swiftly,”’ said Zingrave, with gentle sofincss,
“But is it necessary in Garratt’s case?’’ |

“ Absolutely necessary."”

‘“And why?”

“ Beeause Garratti disobeyed one of the most strict rules of the league,”
«ud Hogarth grimly. ““ No man must commit haphazard crimes on his own
imtiative.  You know ag well as I do that our whole organisation would
tumble about our cars if we allowed the men to do exaclly as they liked. It
iy ouly by careful planning that the league is the great power it is. The
men are merely so many machines—s0 many cogs running smoothly together.
If one cog works loose the whole vast engine is in danger of destruction.
Garrall 1s Lthat loose cog, and he must be rcmoved before he does further
mischief."”

Zingrave smiled.

“Very well put, my dear Sir Roger,” he exclaimed musically. ‘“ Perhaps,
after all, Garraty is more of a hindrance than-a help. In the past, too, he
.:I:.IH made one or two scrious mistakes, IL appears-to be a fatal failing of
ny."”

“Alh, you apree with me now !’

“H E shall, Zingrave! I say he <hall!™

\ 7 said Hogarth fiercely. ““T am amazed,
Zingrave, that you ever hesitated. 'T'o be frank, it is not like you to be
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mereiful.  Suppose we allowed Garratt to live? We have no assurance that
he would not (‘Ollllrll‘lt other erimes on his own hook—and the league would
be endangered.  The secret of the league's wonderful success is that i«
m.mnbers simply carry ont {he orders aud instructions of the Governine
Circle. Directly a man ccmmences to launch out independently he becomes a
peril, and he must be dealt with swiftly and suvely."

The professor stroked his silky hair. '

f‘Pard_nn my candour, but your wits appear to have heen wonderfully
sharpened by this blow, Sir Roger!” he exclaimed amusedly., Upon my
soul, you are even teaching me a few home truths.  Yes, CGarratéi must
certainly be expelled from the leagne—and there is only one way for that
to be accomplished. It is a pity. e iz an excellent fellow in many ways.
This blunder of his is mothing much in itself—I still adhere to that view--
but, as you point out, it may lead to bigger blunders.”

“ Garratt will be removed, then?"

Zingrave carclessly picked a piece of cotion from his coat.

“*To-night, Hogarth.” he replied. *‘ There is really no reason for delav.”

And the conversation drifted into olther channels.  William Garratt's fats
waz decided as though he were no more than the eog Sir RRoger had compured
him f{o. So hardened, so utterly eallous had these men bhecome, that human
life was no more than a mere snap of the fingers to them.

Yet the viectim—William Garratt, the blundever--was aliout the most «elf-
salisfied man in London that evening. "The theft of the necklace had been
about the ecasiest thing imaginable, and, in due course, he would receive a
fat bundle of banknotes as his share of the spoils.

Garratt, in fact, thought he was going to be =ettled with immediately.

Mo was—but not in the way he fondly supposed.

ITe thought that the cash transaction was to be seltled. Instead. he him-
self was to be swiftly and quietly made away with. IHis employer, Mr.
Vernon Greenwood. lived at Putney, and Garratt had received a note from
Lrederick Bayley---which Garratt had immediately destroyed—telling him
to walk slowly over IPutney Bridge, and to meet Bayley on the Fulham side
of the river.

Garratt was highly clated. He concluded that the controlling agent had
brouwght the money which was to be his shave. It was just after seven a~ he

wialked along Puiney Migh Strect towavds the -bridge.  The night was
fogaier than the previous night. if anything.  But perhaps the cluse

proximily of the Thames caused the fog to hang lower and thicker.

On the bridge itself, Gavratlt could searcely see his hand before ham.
But he did not carve at all; the fog was all the better, for ke and Boviey
could do their business privately.

“ Bost bit of work T've done for months " murmured Claveatt, as he labied
a cigarette. “'Pon my word, I can’t realize T really did bowl! that old feilow
over—it was done so casily. So he was Rir Roeer Hogarth—eh?  Well, he's
none the worse for a littte bump on his bald head ™

lle was in {he centre of the bridee now. There were not manyg peaple
about, and those who did pass were practically unseen. Now and agiu
motor-"bus or some other vehicle would pass slowly and cauliously arross
the bridge: but therc were times when no human being and no vehicle conld
he seen or even heard. .

Garratt was pulling contentedly away at his newly-lightad cigarelic, aned
had not the faintest suspicion or toreboding of danger. At this particular
moment he seemed to be absolutely alone.  The fog hemmed him in on all
sides, o

With an abruptness which startled Garratt he heard soft foelfalis
Jimmediately behind him, and he started round with sudden alarm. As he
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did so he was irresistibly reminded of {he previous night's adventure: Sir
Roger Llogarth had twisted round in precisely the same manner as he was
now doing himself. But before Garratt could speak a bright light dazzled
full into his eyes. _ .

““Yes, this is our man,” growled a muffled voice behind the light,
“William Garralt, the vengeance of the league has overtaken you!”

A band secemed to be clutching at Garratt’s throat,

“The lecague ! he panted. ** What——-""

But he got no further. The light suddenly snapped out, and then nnseen
hands gripped him by arms and legs and be was lifted bodily into the air.
He had absolutely no time to ery out or to offer the least resistance.

Tho whole thing was like a ghastly nightmare. A gurgling kind of cry
aroso in his throat as he felt himself pitched over the parapet of the bridge.
Down he went, through the grey fog, and then struck the icy waters of the
Thames with a dull, muffled splash. The unfortunate man rosc to the
strface, and one agonising cry for help left his white lips.

But the sound lhardly carried ten yards in that fog. and it so happencd
that a noisy motor-'bus crossed the bridge slowly on ils whirring low gear
at the moment. The two men who had flung Garratt to his deom just heard
the faint cry—fer they were leaning over the parapet listening for it. But
no other cry came up.

“Ue’s finished !’ growled oic of the men. “ Pretly dirty work, mafe.
but orders is orders. There’s no chance of Garrait coming out of this alive.
He can’t swim a stroke, and in this icy water, with all his clothes on, he
mwust have sunk in less than a minute.”’

ﬂ‘” How do you know he couldn’t swim?”’ asked {he other, as the pair moved
GClI.,

“ He told Bayley so himself not. a month ago.” ,

But, although Garratt had certainly told Bayley that he couldn't swim,
that statement was entirely false—and it thus gave the unfortunate man a
chance of life which otherwiso would not have been allowed to present itself.

Some little time before there had been a rather unsavoury job to do in
{he vieinity of ITammersmith—a job connected with the river. Bayley had
broached the subject to Garratt. And the valet, being extremely disinclined
fo a eold bath ai night in mid-winter. had stated emphatically that he could
nol. swim a stroke. So another man had been obtained for the task.

Garratt, as a matter of fact. could swim very well. and, at the time, he
had thought it decidedly ‘‘thick’” on the controlling agent's part to
approach him on such a business. As he came to the surface and struck out
biindly into the fog he realised, in a flash, that the league had attempted to
mitrder him.  And he knew, at the same time, that they had chosen this
means because Bayley was under the impression that he could not swim.
But what did it mean? Why was he being treated in this way. Instinctively
he knew that it was connected with the affair of the stolen necklace. i

sut. Garratt had nof. much time for thought—except in one direction.
Ilow was he ta escape? He had no idea in which direction the river banks lay,
n;_ld so lhie struck out haphazard and swam with all the encrgy he was capab'ic
of.

By a picce of good fortune he arrived at the hank just as he was on the
]mmt..of gwvimg up hope. Ie scemed to have been swimming for hours when
the riverside quay loomed up out of the fog. He pulled himself out of {he
water, and lay upon the bank for a minute or two, numbed with cold, and
alimost .(‘xh:lusle(l,

. As his wits slowly became sharpened again, as his brain grasped the full
significance of this attempt upan his life, he shuddered violently., But it was
not a shudder of coldness; it was fear—terrifying, ghastly fear.
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The league llmd markcdl him down.

To anyone else it would appear as though Garratt’s escape was : i
stroke of Providence. But Garralt hi%lﬁ(‘e]f almost wislljl'cd :;?l;?tn;ferplllt::](}
hreathed his last in the icy water he had just emerged from. But he W’IB‘ a
member of the league, and he knew whiat it was to be marked down. ‘ :

Many cases he had heard of ; many times he had felt pilty in his ‘heart fox
some poor wrebch who had fallen foul of the CGoverning Cirele. Once a man
wias marked out for destruction, he was destroyed. There was no escape in
the end.  He might survive three or four attempts upon his life, but at the
finish ho would go under.

The league would soon know that Garrall had not been killed. And then®
Wf\ll, {hen his ltfe wc_mld be one long, terrible strain. Tervified and almost
(]lrnt';‘n out of his mind. he would at last Le hounded down and done Lo
acatil.

But what had he done?

Garratt’s mind worked feverishly,

“It was that affiir of the necklace!” he eroalked. {through chaltering
leeth. ““I did {he thing without orders, I kuow, but what of that® Bv
Heaven! I wonder if Sir Roger ITogarth is connected with the league®”

Garratt was very near the mark, and as he dragged himself to his feet his
cyes gleamed feverishly, The idea took possession of him, and he hugged it
closely.

“Perhaps Sir Roger's a member of the Governing Cirele.” he went on
fiecrcely. *“If se, I can understand why I've been marked down. What can
1 do? How can I escape from the fiends who are on my track®”

Garratt shuddered again, and he knew that if he did not remove his weot
clothes very shortly he would collapse from sheer numbness and exhaustion.

With faltering footsteps he left the vicinity of the river-bank. walking
blindly in the fog which surrounded him. After a time he found himself
upon the roadway, and knew that he had landed on the south side of the
river—that is, the Putney side. '

Garralt was rather glad of the fog. for had the air been clear he would
have attracted much unwelcome attention. As it was bhe walked on without
his condition being noticed by a soul. A panic seemed to seize him. Tie
fancied there were spies of the league on every hand, following him, tracking
him. The fog seemed to inlensify his fear.

He imagined that unseen hands were close hehind him, ready to grasp
Lim or stab hLim to the heart. And so his terror inereased. His terrible
experience in the river had much to do with his present pitiable condition.
He was utterly panic-stricken: his nerves seemed to be in shreds. Death
was dogging his footsteps! The awful power of the league had impres=cd
itself much upon his mind in the past; but now he felt a cold hand, so i
secemed, clutching his Lheart. . i

In plain truth, William Garratt was in the most abject state of funk it waz
possible for a man to be in. Chilled to the bone. he walked on drunkenly.
The exercise certainly caused the blood {o course a little more warmly
through his veins, but his feet and hands were causing him the most
Geute agony. -

At last he found himself walking up the garden path of Vernon Green-
wood's house. Quite mechanically Garratt had made his way homewards,
and now ho staggered up to the front door and pulled the bell violently,

Ilo wanted 1o get out of the fog: he wanted to see lights and feel warmth.
Once he gained the sanctuary of his master’s hou:-;o_hq felt that he would be
safe.  As he heard the bell pecl out within the building he sank on to {he
sltep and lay there, shivering perceptlibly.
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The dvor was suddenly flung open, and a gleam of light cut through the
foggey atmosphere. The door had been epened by Vernon (ircenwood him-
celf—a tall, grizzled man of just over middle age, with a kindly face and
expressive eves,  The latter agazed into the fog for a moment, and then fell
vpon the form on the doorstep.

“ Great Heaven V' gasped Mr. Greenwood, aghast,

“It's I, sir—-Garratt!” gasped the valet weakly. *Tlor pity’s sake {ake
me indooers, sir! They're after me! They're on my track!”

Mr. Greenwood was a man of prompt action. Ie bent down and lified
Garralt to his feet —-the latter having just strength enough to stagger into
the house. The bank cashier took Garratt straight into the front dining-
room. and placed him upon a chair. Then the master of the house closed
{he front door. and cntered the dining-room again, closing that door, Loo.

‘* Good gracious, yvou're soaked to the skin, Garratt!” he exclaimed sternly.
““What'y the meaning of it—ch* What have you been doing with yourself?
If vou have heen drinking——""

(Larrait’s eves rolled in an insane fashion.

“Drinking " be panted hoarsely. 1 wish to Heaven it were nothing
worse ! They're after me—and they’Il have me before morning! Curse the
Jeague---curse the day T ever joined the infernal society!™

“ Pull vourself together, Garratt.”” said Mr. Greenwood sharply. ““ What's
(he meaning of this wild talk? Who are after you? And what league is
this you refer to?”

“There is only one league.”” grated Garralt. *‘ The League of {he Green
Triangle! 1 don’t wonder that you're amaxed. Mr. Greenwood! But T've
been a member of the league for vears, and at Jast they've turned on me.”

“ By Jove!”

“They tried {o murder me to-night by throwing me in the river; but T
cscaped.  And now they’re shadowing me! They're on my track! I musg
hinve protection—protection! 1 want Lo confess everything to the police!™

Mr. Greenwood was exceedingly startled. but he kept calm.

“ You say.you were thrown in {ho river?’” he asked keenty.

" Yes; 1 was atiacked in the fog.”

“But why? Tor what reason?’”

“ I don't know,”” exclaimed Garratt weakly. ““But I have displeased {le
Governing Circle in some way. I robbed Sir Roger Hogarth last night, and
I believo he’s ane of the chief members of the league—"

Vernon Greenwood laughed shortly. '

" Do not be absurd !’ he exclaimed. ‘‘ You are talking insanely, Garratt,
Pull yourself together, man, and go upstairs and get into dry things. I
suppose U'd better come with you and give you a hand.”

Garratt looked round him fearfully,

*“ They’re affer me ! he whispered in a hoarse voice. For pily’s sake {ake
me to Scotland Yard! T shall be safe there! They'll put me in o cell—1
shall be safe! 1 want to confess everything !’

Greenwood considered for a moment. He knew that something exceedingly
dramatic had occurred to his valet. but that Garratt was a member of the
League of the Green Triangle was a startling revelation. One thing was
cerlain.  After the valet’s confession it was quite impossible to allow him
to remain in the house.

For ane thing, the police were cerlainly the right people to be informed,
and Mr. Greenwood had no wish to have Garratt remain under his roof after
having made such a statement as he had done.

" You with {o confess everything, vou say?" he asked sharply. |
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“It's the only way,” gasped Garratt. ““T dare not move an inch oul of
Lhe house by myself, or 1'd go straight to the police now, just as T am. If 1
confess, they’ll put me in piison, and then T shall he safe.’ -

Greenwood tugged at the valet’s sleeve.

“ Get upstairs and take these web things oft.” lie ordered. ““ This excite-
ment of yours has saved you from catching a serioux chill. You're more
fritght.e’l.le(l than hurt, Garratt. While you :ll'clchnnging L will telephone for
a taxi.

““What are you going to do, sir®”’ demanded CGarraft eagerly.

“Well. to be perfectly frank, T don’t quile relishi having you in mv house
any longer,” replied My, Greenwood grimly. ‘* Since you wish it. I'm going
to take you to Scolland Yard without delay. I think ther will deal with
you far more efficacionsly that I can. I have an idea that you are suffering
_frgm an hullucination, Garrvatt—Dbut that will be for the police to deter-
mine.

The terrified man uttered a cry of Lhankfulness, and made his way up {o
hig own room unassisted. Strangely enough. his whole views of life were
altered. Two hours ago he had respected-the league, and had feared the
police.  Now his greatest wish was (o go to Scotland Yard and confess
everything e knew. And his fear of the Green Triangle was something
appalling. e was ulterly terrorvised—and he had good cause to be! Yo
had been in the league long enough {0 know the fate of those marked down
by the Governing Circle. Grasping fuily the nature of his awful danger, a
prison cell seemed a veritable haven of refuge.

When he came downstairs again he was attired in dry things. A brisk
towelling had warmed him up considerably. and now a stift dosc of brandy
caused a little colour to enter his cheeks. Mr. Greenwood had an idea that
the valet would change his views now that he was morve on his feet; but
Garrvalt was more fiereely determined than ever,

“Take me to Scotland Yard, sir " he exelaimed huskily.  “T'm a criminal,
and I know ilt! But the police will treat me decently-—they’ll protect me
from the all-powerful hand of the league.”

Mr. Greenwood gave his companion a sharp, searching look.

“H'm! This is a queer business,”” he said curtly.  ** Come, my man "

And they passed outside and boavded {he taxi which was waiting. Mr.
Greenwood had left instructions with one of his servants to tell his wife that
he would be back rather late—Mrs. Greenwood being out.

It was a slow journey up to Charing Cross through the fog. and Garratt
was uneasy the whole way. fidgeting and glancing out of tlhe windows
practically continuously

Curiously enough, the fog was cleaver in the West Tnd than at Putney.
and once Knightsbridge had been passed the going was much faster. At
last the taxi turned into Scollund Yard. and the two men got oul.

Mr. Greenwood gave Clarralt a keen look.

““ Are you still determined?’’ he asked curiounsly. .

“Let's get in. sir!” faltered Garvatt. with a frightened look around him.

So, without delay, the pair entered the huilding. Mr. Greenwood spoke
for a few moments to a police-sergeant, and the latter looked vather grave.

‘““ Seems to Le pretty serious, sir,” he exclaimed briskly.  Superintendent
Valling is on duty at present, and T should advise you to lay {he affair
before him at once.”

My, Greenwood nodded. .

““ Excellent I’ he veplied. *‘I would much prefer o have a high-placed
oflicial hear this man's story. Supevintendent Valling is :m.nnpm'tant
member of the Yard, and I shall be extremely pleased if you will show us
into his office.””
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And <o Mr. Greenwood and Williaw Garratt were taken straight away to
{he private sanctum of Supcrintendent Valling. Neither of t..hc {two men
realised the full and extraordinary significance of the strange trick FFate was
playing--for they were both ignorant of a singularly rcmarlfu'l)lc f{lf.t-. )

Suporintcn(lcnt Valling. an oflicer }'os])cqtod by all, was, in reality, one ef
(he leading members of the Geverning Circle of the League of the Green
Triangle! _ . _

Chanee was indeed working in strange paths,

CHAPTER 1III.

The Traitor—Nelson Lee Receives a Telepkone Call—Thc League's
. Vengeance.

GPERINTENDENT VALLING was onc of the Yard's most trusted men.
There had never Leen the slightest suspicion of anything ** fishy * about.
him. He was 2 man of medium height, with a clean-shaven face, and

oves that seemed to bore right through onc when they chose. 1lle usually
I;'ept. perfectly calm ander the most exciting circumstances, and was nolcd
for his shrewdness,

He was alone . in his privale sanctum when Mr. Vernon Greenwood was
announced. He was, in fact, deep in thoughi—planning, aclually, how {o
(hrow a herring across the trail of a gang of forgers who were real]ly members
of the Jeague. The Yard had somchow got on the scent of the league men,
and Valling was naturally anxious to throw dust in the cyes of his unsus-
peeling colleagues. . _

For Superiniendent Valling was one of the Green Triangle’s most valued
members. Situated as he wasg, right in the headquarters of London’s police,
he was in a unique position, and his help was frequently of the utmost value.

A scoundrel (o his finger-tips, hc nevertheless posed as a man of the very
highest integrity—and not a soul w}m had ever had association with bhim
suspeeled that he was really a snake in the grass.

And it was to this man that William Garratt was {o make his confession.

Unknowingly, Garratt was to betray himself utterly and irretrievably. He
would brand himself as a traitor to tlie Jeague, and his position of danger
would he fifty times intensified.

scotland Yard itself—the real, honest police—would never know of the
affair. Garratt, the working member, was to tell his secret to Valling, the
(ioverning Member! The situation was dramatic in the extreme. And it
was all the more dramatic because Garratt himself had not the slightest
idea that Valling was an important personage in the controlling of the
league. He bad come Lo Scotland Yard for protection, and instead he would
simply sign his‘own death-warrant!

Mr. Greenwood enfered the superiniendent’s private office alone, leaving
Garralt outside, in lemporary chargo of the sergeant. Valling was glancing
it Lho visitor’s card as the latter eniered.

“ Good-evening, Mr. Grecnwood,” said Valling genially.  “You are
connected with the London and ITome Counties Bank, I sce i

“1 have called upon quite a different matter.” interjected Greenwood.
“My business concerns my valef, William Garratt. .To be brief. he came
fo my house to-night, after having been ount for a while, in a pitiable state

of terror, and soaked to the skin.” e begged me to bring him to Scotland
Yard, as he wishes {o confess.”™”
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:: Indced. Confess what? Do you know the nature of his crime:"

‘Net exactly. H_e was thrpwn mto the Thames, it appears, from Puiney
'B'r_ldgc. a'!ld he claims that it was the work of the League of the Green
T'rianele.
~ Valling’s eyelids flickered, Lut he showed no other sign of emotion. Yct
inwardly he was instantly uncasy.

"'l'hp Gireen ']:ri:lnglc?" he asked smoothly. ‘ Rather a tall story, don't
you think, Mr. Gireenwood? This league is rather a mythical concern—-""

““It has been up till now,”” said Greenwood.  ““ But Garratt claims 1o be o
member of the league. He told me that Well, T hardly kunow what be
did tell me. It was a tissue of disjointed, amazing statements. The main
point, however, appears to be this—Garratt has earned the displeasure of the
league, and his life was altempted in consequence. He has come here in
order to confess, merely for the sake of gelting himself locked up, and so
bevond rcach of his encmies.”

‘The superintendent stroked his chin thoughtfully.

“I had better see Garratt at once, Mr. Greenwood,’” he said. ““I do not
think there is any necessity for you to remain. You have brought the man
here. and I will now (uestion him and test the value of his revelations.
You may, of course, wait in an anic-room if you wish to.” —

Mr.. Gcreenwood rose.

“I would prefer to go.”” he replied. ' There is really nothing for me o
do—to-night, at least. Whether Garratt is a scouardrel or not I leave you v
determine. But I think T acted wisely in bringing him straight along.”’

“You were extremely shrewd,” said Valling promptly.

A momenl later Vernon Greenwood took his departure, and as he passed
out into the corridor Valling’s lips set in a thin line and his eyes glittered
dangerously.

“A traitor!” murmured the superintendent fiercely. © By thunder, what
an amazing stroke of luck the fellow has been brought to me. I will hear
his story. and then send him off. In less than an hour his treacherous tongue
will be silenced for ever. The rest of the Yard will never know a thing !”

When Garralt was brought in to Valling, the latter motioned curtly to o
chair, and then closed the door sccurely. This interview, he felt, was goinys
to be a disturbing one, so he lighted a cigarette, and pufied at it in silence.
When inwardly upset, Valling always resorted to a cigarcile to keep his
nerves steady.

“Your name?’’ he demanded suddenly.

Ciarrat{ started.

“William Garratt, sir,”” he said huskily. “ Thank Heaven I've got heve
alive! The hounds are after me—they necarly did for me, but I slipped
through their fingers. I want to stop here now. I waut you to arrest me:”

“On what charge?” .

““On any charge!” said Garratt cagerly. ‘'I'll coufess all T know. I'm
a working member of the League of the Green Triangle. I've been a member
for a long time past, and the "eague has always bt:cn cenerous to me. Last
night, though, I made a biunder. I assaulted S'u' Roger Hogariih anc} robhfzfl
him, and the league tried to kill me for 1t! Curse the lot of them! Curse
the Governing Circle !” ¢

““ Come, come! Be calm!’ exclaimed Valling sharply. “Pull yoursclf

Ii’

logether! . : . L] o
- CGarratt, in fact, was foverish.  His terror had gripped him so lhorqug...,.
{hat he scarcely knew what he was saying or doing. The reliet he
experienced now—itow that he was safely within the walls of Scotland Yard—
was so great that the reaction seemed likely to result in a collapse. ‘
“I'm safe now,”’ he muttered. ¢ The hell-hounds can’t get at me new
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“ You cannot remain herc unless you convince me——"> -

“1’1l tell anything !”’ cried Garratt wildly. ‘“Haven’t I confessed that T
assaulted Sir Roger Hogarth? T robbed him of a diamound necklace—and it
wias beeause of that the Goverming Circle ordered my death. I've been
marked down——-"" S '

*“ By whom? Wlho belong to this Governing Circle?”

“1 don't know !’ wailed Garratt. ‘“ The ordinary league members know
nothing !”’

Valling breathed a little freely. .

“Y am afraid your story is merely a phantom of your disordered bLrain,”
he said curtly. *‘“You had better go home——2

Garratt leapt to his feet. -

““ Go home,” he cricd sbrilly—‘“go home! I should be murdered on tho
way. You can’t send me home; I've confessed to a crime! You've got to
lock mo up—safe and sound from the league’s murderers. I can give you a
lot of information yet. I‘rederick Bayley, the landloxd of the Boar Inn, oif
Wardour Street, is a controlling agent of the league. If you raid his
premises you will find heaps of incriminating cevidence. This league is a
terrvible organisation; the Governing Circle is composed of well-known men.
And I believe I know who one of them is. If you act on my information
vou will probably make a terrific captwre !’

" The superintendent fixed Garratt with his keen eyes.

“\Wlo is this man?’’ he asked sharply. “ State your suapicions.””

“T thiuk Sir Roger Hogarth.is a miember of the league!”’ declared Garratt
deliberately. ““ Do you hear? Sir Roger Hogarth!”

Valling’s cigarette dropped from his hips.

Garratt’s words had utterly startled him. This common member—this
{raitorous wretch—knew that Sir Roger Hogarth was a member of the
Coverning Cirele; or, at least, Sir Iloger’s connection with the league was
suspected.  Inwardly Valling was intensely startled. Iis pulse beat quickly
witn alarm.

“Now will you arrest me?”’ demanded Garratt fievcely. ““I'm a criminal,
and I want to be committed for trial. 1f you send me away I shall be killed
like a fly! You can’t send me away—yvou daren’t! I demand protection!
1 demand S

Valling frowned darkly.

““Silence!” he rapped ont. ““You are talking utter nonsense, man! Did
i\,-'ou {ell any of this to Mr. Greenwood? Did jou state your suspicions to
vim '

'l'he terrified valet passed a hand across his perspiring brow.

“I don’t know,”” he muttered dully. *‘I don’t remember. I told him a
lot—oh, a tremendous lot! He knows as much as you do—more, perhaps!”

** By thundexr !’ hissed Valling, beneath his breath.

Garratt was obviounsly too upset in mind to remember exactly what had
passed his lips. Greenwood might know a lot, and he might know nothing.
Anyhow, Garratt had told his former master quite sufficient to make him—
(ireenwood —dangerous to the league. The bank cashier could prove nothing,
of course, but a hundred things might happen in the future. The whole
affair was decidedly disturbing and startling.

" Be calm,” snapped Valling. “What did you tell Greenwood ?”’

"I don’t remember telling him anything,” said Garratt weakly. ¢I
might have done—I might have told him more than I have told you. No,
I didu't. I didn’t say a word to Gireenwood. He merely brought me here.’>
~ The superintendent looked at his companion with gleaming eyes.
Apparently Garratt was so upset that he didn’t actually know what he was
tulking about. e had contradicted himself several times. It was obvious,
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however, that Greenwood was in possession of facts and suspicions to an
unknown cxtent. Valling kvew that further questioning of Garratt would
produce no satisfaction. So he quickly decided what to do. ’

He suddenly laughed, and patted Garratt upon the back.

“I'm afraid you are suffering from a slight attack of nerves, my fricnd,"
116','. said genally. It really docs you no good to imagine thege absurd
bings

““Imagine!” panted Garratt, suddenly alarmed. “I tell you—"

““Now, don’t get excited I”” said Valling smoothly.  Go straight home to
bed, and have a good, long sleep. Sleep is what you want more than any-

thing. T am afraid I caunot detain you here, for your story is too utterly
uncounvincing for mo to act upon.”

William Garratt stared at Valling with bulging cyes.

““ You—you send me away?”’ he gasped faintly. < Ob, you fool—you fool!
I <hall be murdered '

“ Nonsense! You made a big mistake in coming to Scotland Yard,” went
on Valling. ““You should have gone to a doctor; he is the man who can
help you. I don't know how you fe!l into the river; but the effect of your
ducking has made you feverish and highly imaginative. Dismiss all this
Green Triangle absurdity from your mind. No such league exists, and you
arc in no danger!”’ :

Valling made as if to ring the bell, but Garralt leapt forward with a
hoarse ery.

“I won'l go!"” he panted frautically. * You daren't make me go! I
demaund the protection of the police. My life is in danger——"" .
““The soouner you get that hallucination out of your head the belter,
1uterjected Valling curtly. ““T really cannot wasic more time upon you,
my mam! The sergeant will now show you off the premises, and you had

better get some sleep before your mmind becomes totally unbaianced!”

The superintendent’s Lone was final, and e rang the bell sharply. William
Garratt was breathing bard. IHe had been absolutely sure of police protec-
tion, and Valling’s present attitude had taken him completely by surprisc.
His cyes glittered with a queer, insane light. '

“ What is the good of Scotland Yard?" he exclaimed bitterly. ‘“Iiven
you, a supcrintenﬁeut, can see no further than your nose! You and your
-officials are too Llockheaded to take advantage of valuable information when
it is proffered o you. By Ileaven, I'll get protection somehow !’

““The only protection you need is a doctor’s prescription !”

“Tool!"” snarled Garratt. ‘“ We are beth fools! I should have had more
scnse {han to wast: my time in coming here—to be laughed at and jeered
at!” :

The door opened and a constable appeared. . _

““Show this fellow off the prenises,’”’ crdered Valling in a sharp voice.
““ Take absolutely no notice of what he says, for I have au idea that he 13
not exactly respousible for his words. You bave dealt with his s.?rt before.

““ T understand, sir,”’ said the constable. * This way, mister!™

Garratt choked back a curse. _

““ This means death to me!”’ he panted hoarsely. By Cwsar, I've ﬂ”mln‘]
to fling myscif at your throat! Then perhaps you would lock me up ! ]

And Garratt made a step forward towards Valling. But the goustab.e

strode in the way, and the nest moment Garratl was being cscqrted——o;r.
"rather, forced—oR the premises. The distraught man found himself iv
Whitehall almost before he knew what had happened, and he noticed that
the fog had cleared a little. L

All his terror returned again intensified a hundredfold. He was 51-13501“10']'31

alone! Unscen assailants would pounce upon him and do him to deat
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before he could have a chance to cry for help. Curse Scotland Yard!
Qarratt was not te know that Fate had been dead against him. Had he
{old his story to any other official he would assuredly have received protec-
{ion he needed, and he would have been detained in a cell on bhis own
coufession. _

But the only mar who had heard his utterances was Superintendent
Valling—and Valling had very good cause to keep the information to him-
self, and to take immediate steps to encompass Garratt's destruction. |

The ways of the league were strange and terrible. Before Garratt reached
Tralalgar Square a shadower was on his track—and now indeed the valet had
vood cause to be almost prostrited with nervous fright.

As Garratt walked his panice increased. The man was really ill with the
suffering he had lately experienced—mental and physical suffering. What
would be the end of it?

‘“How can I get prolection?’” he asked bimself again and again. “The
police will take no notice of me—they’re {oo dunderheaded! They think I
am mad, and perhaps they are right. I shall, at least, be mad unless I
reach a safe refuge. But the police aud detectives——"’

Garratt’s thoughts darted offl at a tangent.

““Detectives!”” he mutltered fiercely., *‘ Official deteclives are useless, as I
have discovered to my cost. Perhaps I may receive the help I need from an
unoflicial source. There's Nelson Lee! MHe’ll help me, if any man will!
I've always feared Nelson Lee, bul I believe he’s the one man in London
wio could help me Lo-night!"’ -

Garratt was excited now. e knew Nelson Lee to be a terribly hard man
upnn all evil-doers, but he was a just man and had a kind heart. When ho
hiud heard Garralt’s story he would almost certainly provide him with the
proicction he so urgently needed. But where did Nelson Lee live? Garratt
caught his breath in sharply.

“I don’t know where he lives!’ he muttered. “I Dbelieve it is off
Holborn—Gray’s Inn Road. But I'm not sure, and I certainly don’'t know
his number. Who will tell me? How can I gct to know?”’

A solution soon presented itself to his distracted brain.

“Dolt! Why didn’t I think of it before?’” he asked himself feverishly.
“ Any telephone directory will give me the information I nced; and, at the
same time, I can ring up Nelson Lec’s house and ascertain if the detectivo
is in. If he is, I'li take a taxi there straight away. By Iecaven, he will
trcal me better than that hound Valling did!”

Garratt walked on briskly, glancing uneasily around him as he went.
But he saw nothing suspicious. He was in the Strand now, and he felt a
little moro easy in mind. There were plenty of people z2bout here. Surely
he was safe from the league in the Strand? '

He turned into Chaving Cross Station, and in the great booking-hall
espred a telephone-box. — Without delay he stepped into it, sought out
Nelson Lee’s 'phone number, and then called up the exchange. IHe got
through ecasily, and after he had inserted his three peunies into the coin-
box. he heard a voice at ihe other end of the wire.

" Is that Nelson Lee?” he shouted anxiously.

And a man who had been loitering outside the telephone-box moved away
with an expression of alarm upon his face. Garratt saw nothing of it, for
Ins back was turned.

A voice came clearly across {hie wire.

" Yes, Iaun Nelson Lee,” it said briefly. * Who is that speaking?”’

The great detective, in fact, was seated in his consulting-room talking to
Nipper. e was rather surprised to note the tone of fearful anxiety in the
Far-away speaker’s voice, and Nelson Lee set his lips firmly. DProbably this
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was a fresh case for him: but il was impessible 1o {ake it up, for he was
busily engaged upon the work of desiroying the League of the Green
‘Triangle. e had, in fact, been discussing a plan of campaign with Nipper
when the telephone bell had rung. °

“Wlho is that?” he repeated.

““ My name is William Garratt,”” came the reply clearly. I am a member
of the Ticague of the Green Uriangle——"" )

“What ! shouted Nelson Tee in astonishment.

““T need your protection, Mr. Lee Ah-h-h !

Ciarratl’'s voice rose in a choking secrecam for a momen!, and then died
away into a sob. Al the same sccond Nelson Lee beard a sharp crash; then
uticr silence.

“1Iallo!"" he shouled urgently. ““Are you there? Hallo—hallo!"’

But there was no reply. Nelson Lee waited anxiously, and Nipper, feeling
that something unusual was taking place, came near to his master with an
cxpression of curiosity on his face.

“What's up, guv'nor?’’ he asked softly.

“1I don’t know, Nipper, but I believe something serious has happened,”
replied Nelson Lee curtly. I heard a seream and Ah, quiet, lad!”

Another voice came across the wires, and il was a voice which simply
vibrated with excitement and alarm. )

“ITlallo! Avo you there?”

“Yeog, yes! Who is that?” said Nelson Lee sharply.

““I am an ofticial police-oflicer of the South ISastern and Chatham Railway
—speaking from Charing Cross Station,”” came the voice. “A man was
riiging you up a moment ago—"'

‘““Exactly! What has become of him?"

““IIe was shot dead just now by an unseen assailant!"’ said the railway
policeman, in startled tones. “ We don’t know who committed the murder,
for no report was heard, and no suspicious person was scen. There was
staply o shatlering of glass and a screcam. I hope the man was no relation
of yours?" '

“ Oh, no; he was a perfect stranger !

The tragedy was absolutely startling. But William Garratt had paid
{ae full penalty for his base treachery. After all, he was a member of tbe
league, and had sworn allegiance to the league. The fate of trailors was
death—death swift and sudden. And Garratt's punishment had overtaken
him with dramatic swiftness and unexpectedness.

The avenging hand of the league had fallen!

e—  e——

CHAPTER 1V.
Ne'son Lee Takes Up the Sceat—The Next Victim.

ELSON LEL huug the telephone receiver on its hook and then looked at
N Nipper.

“mThe man who was talking to me, my lad, was shol a couple el
minules ago,’”” he said quictly. “Ile was a member of the Grien Tnangie,
and had cvidently rung me up for some reason of his own—prol ably to turn
traitor.” . . ‘ o

“By oum! He was soon punished for his treachery, she L

“The power of the league is something to marvel at, young ‘un, said
Nelson Lee grimly. ¢ Come, we will hurry round {o Charing Cross Stq}mn
at once, and sce who the man was. I only hope that this will provide a
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clariino-peint for a fresh case against the league. It is some time since we
dealt \\:idl AMr. Page I'. Dayton. out in Nevada. I must follow this afTair up
thoroughly if there is any likelihood of its developing satisfactorily.”’

A few minutes later Nelson Iee and Nipper were scated in a taxi, en
route for Charing Cross. When they arrived, there was much excitement at
the great station, and the man who had been shot was in onc of the waiting-
roons. .

Nelsou Lee and Nipper soon gained admission, and they found a doctor
present and two police-officers.

‘““Ab, Mr. Nelson Lece!” exclaimed the doctor quictly. ¢ So this poor
fellow was ringing you up at the moment he was shot?”’

“Yes. He was shot stone dead, I understand?”’

The doctor shook his head.

““Oh, no!"* he replied. *‘ The wound is fatal, but the man is still breathing
—Mhe is, in fact, just conscious. I'm afraid he will dic before ke can reach
tho hospital.”

Nelson Lee was rafher surprised.

““Not dead—ch?’" he exclaimed keenly. ““May I bave a word with the
man, doclor?”’

“I'm afraid it ts quite impossible——"

“ Not impeossible I'” exclaimed a faint, husky voice. ““ If that is Mr. Nelson
Lee, I want to speak to him. I know I've only got a few moments to Jive!™

Nelson Lee and {he doclor twisted round to the leather settee on which
Garratt was lying. The man’s eyes were brilliant and inclined to be a liftle
glassy, but the terror had left him now. The knowledge that he was actually
dying had cabmed him completely. He had nothing to fear now, for the
worst had occurred.

“I want to speak—to Mr. Lec—alone,”” breathed Garratt weakly.

‘“Oh, certainly !"’ said the doctor. :

Nelson Lee kuelt by ihe dying man’s side while the doctor moved away,
talking to Nipper. _

“The league did this, Mr. Lee,” said Garratt, in a mere whisper. ““The
League of the Green Triangle murdered me.”

“But why? Wlat had you done?” .

“I am a member of the league—and I turned traitor !’ exclaimed Garratt.
‘““Oh, yes, I know I deserved death—I realise that now. But I didn't deserve
death before I went to Scotland Yard and blabbed. May Heaven perish
the league to ashes!”

““So you turned traitor?”’ asked Nelson Lee. ‘I know more of the league,
Garratt. than you think I do. Why did you let your tonguce run away with
you? Why did you go to Scotland Yard?”

““Jeeause I wanted protection,” muttered Garratt litterly. “ See—I'm
fatally shot! That is the protection I got from Scotland Yard !”’

“Who did you see at the Yard?”

“One of the biggest men there—Superintendent Valling. Bah! He's
an utter fool!”’

Nelson Lee bit his lip in order to keep back an exclamation. He kuew that
Superintendent Valling was a member of the Governing Circle, and instantly
he gaived a fuller grasp of this case. So Garratt had confessed his
connection with the league to Valling! It was little wonder that death had
soon overtaken him. But Nelson Lee showed no sign that he was surprised.

““What made you seek protection?’’ he asked ¢ uietly. ‘‘ Surely the league
did not attempt your life before you turned traitor?”

“They did—they did?’ {altered Garratt. ““They tried to kill me in
another way before they drilled lead into me. They threw me over Putney
Bridge into the river; hut I escaped?”
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“ But why, man—-why were you marked down "’

“Because I made a blunder,” said the: dying man in a faint whisper
“{'ny going, Mr. Lee—1 shall only last a minute or two longer. I made 0
fatal blunder. I knocked Sir Roger Hogarth down and robbed him. "J‘hn‘t
happened last night.’

“ By James!” cjaculated Nelson Lee to himself. ““So this was the man
who was respousible for that affair? I begin to see licht. When Sir Reeor
found out that Garratt assaulted him he ordered swifi, punishment to fall
upon the culprit. The whele chain of events ave now cleavly connected.””

He touched Garratt ligchily on the arm.

“Well?” he said,  ““1s that all, Garratts"”

“I—1'm going "’ ¢roaked the man. ““Mr. Loe. T want you Lo devole vour
atlentions to Lhis accursed league! I can’t ofler you moﬁcy, but you arc a
man who loves justice. T believe that Siv Roger Hogarth—is a membier—of
the Governing—-Cirele."” '

“ By Jove! So you know {hat?"

“T—don't know it.”" breathed Garratt. 1 suspeet 1t. T told—Valiing
so, but he-—ccoffed at me. The fool—the pelty, official dunderhead ---—-**

Garratl’s voice {railed away, and his glassy eyes closed.

“Doctor!"" called Nelson Liee, turning his head.

‘The medico eame quickly: but William Garratl was unconscieus, and
dying rapidly. Indeed, the doclar slated that the man would succumb
within five minules. Nelson Lee was looking grim.

“We've struck a trail, Nipper!” he murmured to the lad. " Another
member of the Governing Circle will soon meet his deserls, if my efforts
are successful. I have been chafing this last week or {wo, bul now --—"

The dector approached.

“Tho fellow’s dead, Mr. Lee.”" he <aid guietly. _

“I Lhought he was just about finished,”” exclaimed Nelson Lee. *F What
a dastardly shame! I understand his murderer got clear away?"

Toe doctor nodded.

““ The police never got a sight of him!"" he said. “ The wound is a serious
cne—made with a revolver bullet of fairly large bore. Yet there was no
report.  Just a smasbing of glass and confusion. Terrible affair!”

Nipper suddenly nudged his master.

“ Look who’s just come in, sir!" he muttered.

But the great detective had already scen. Superintendent Valling was
crossing the waiting-room from the door, having just had a few words will:
Lhe two coustablcs.

““Ab, Mr. Lee. I didn't expect to see you here!” said Valling briskly.
“So I’ve arrived too late—ch? T was ’phoned through that a murder l:ad
liecen commitled, and set out with all speed. Unfortunalely I was delay.d
somewhat."”’ - |

Nelson Ice shicok hands with Valling, and assumed a genial manner.

““ Rather a knotky mystery for you to puzzle over.” he said quictly. *“The
murdercr was not even seen or heard. I am afraid yon will have to tax
all your resources to bring the guilty man {o justice.” o

“Oh, we'll strike the (rail, never fear.”” said Valling., “ Did the vielim
make any stalement before dying?”’ _

“He was in conversation with Mr. Lee for several minules,” said the
doctor, who had come up.

‘Lho superintendent clicked his teeth softly.

“Ah, so0 he made a statement to you, Mr. Lee?' he asked.

“T supposc one may call it a stafement,” replied Nelson Lee guardedly.

“What did he say?”’

The detective smiled.
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“Aw J compeiled to divulge?'” he queried,

“ Decidediy !

“ But what Garratt {old me-- T understand {he man’s name was Garratt—
wan strictly for my own ears.”

“ Neverthelegs, 1 demand {o know {he nature of the statement,’”’ said
Valling tartly. "It will probably be of great importance in tracking tho
murdyrer down.”

Nelaon Lee langhed eoftly.

“ You muet pardon me. wuperintendent.”” ho exclaimed. ‘I have merely
been pulling vour oflicial leg—if 1 may be permitted Lo make usc of a rather
vulgar cxpremion. Garratt told me nothing of any importance.”

alling frowned.

1 object to this unreemly joking at such a time as this. Mr. Lee!”’ lhe
«aid mourly. ‘1 =hall be pleased if you will be perfectly frank with me.”

" Certainly 1" agreed Nelson Lee genially. ‘‘ That has been my intention
all along. 1M Garratt had told me anything of real importance I would have
handed on the information to you without the slightest delay. But Garratt
only «poke wild nonkense.”’

" Nevertheless, that nonwense may contain a certain proportion of useful
IR F R

“Not at all,” went on the detective. *‘ Garratt was practically uncon-
«tont, and he mumbled out that a gang of eriminals had turned on him and
hud " done him in.” J4 appears that be belonged to the gang, and had
threadened to Lturn trailor.  So hisw cheerful companions turned upon him!':

't grunted Valling. ** Did he state the name of the gang?”’ :

"' No. Hi« words were wild and disjointed. Indeed, I firmly believe ho
was raving."'’

Nipper looked perfeotly serious, but inwardly he was delighted. e knew
that his master was indulging in some harmless “whoppers.”’ There was
abwolutely nothing wrong in putting Valling off the ~cent by a little gentle
tact., It was not lying. for Valling hichleuu us big a scoundrel as any
other league member. Nelson Lee had no inlention of putiing Valling in
pow-cwnion of the facts,  On the contrary, he wished Valling to belicve that,
not 8 word regarding the League of the Green Triangle had been uitered by
the dying man,

" Raving—ech?" exclaimed Valling., ‘“ Wag he {errified?”’

" No; perfeetly calm and prepared for death." .

“Oh, well, T am afraid we can do nothing by discussing wild ravings,’
e Vallimg who was inwardly relieved, anl thorouphly satisfied that
Nelen Lee hnc-w nothing. ** The murdered man made no other declaration,
| wuppoe, doctory”

“He merely canversed with Mr. Tee for 1 moment,”’ said thie doctor. ‘1
woart ol actually present, but 1 am convineed that he said nothing of import-

ance, l wiw w:nl.f-.hing. and ho appenred to he utierly oblivious of his sur-
tounding.*’

Al Then we will acl. about other wmatters,” (he superintendont
cjaculnted, now quite certain that everything was all right.  “ May I
manire, Mr. lee, why you aro presemt, here”

“For a very execllent. reason,” replicd the detective. ‘‘ The murdered
man was ringing me up at the very moment. he was shot !

" Was he, hegad ! exelaimed Valling, wtartled afresh,

“"Yero And when T was informmed that he had been fatally wounded---the

vinlway paliceman, in fact, said that the man was dead—1 jmmediately
vrushed rownd herve.”

U hid you know Qarratt's ohject in ringing you up?”’
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“Nol at all.  He merely asked if I was Nelson Tee. and then T heard i
seream.

““ 2o you are still in ignorance as Lo his molive in approaching vou®"

“ Entirely.” o

“ Thank you, Mr. Lee.” h

And Superintendent Valling walked away, smiling to him:elf. So every-
thing was well, Garratt had left Scotland Yard and bad immediatels rune
up Nelson Lee. Well, he had been struck down before any harm was done.
That was something to be thankful for, at all event<. Valling was decidedly
-¢clated. N -

Perhaps he would not have felt <o comfortable in mind bad he been
‘listening to Nelsou Lee and Nipper as the pair made their way out of the
stotion and walked briskly up the Strand through the thick atwosphere.

For some little time Nelson Lee was silent: then he clapped Nipper on the
back. and the lad saw that his master’s lips were sel firmly.

“Well. guv'nor?” asked Nipper curiously. '

“We're well on the road again, young 'un.” =aid Nelson Tee grimly.
“'The Governing Circle of the league has felt owr teeth alreadv—and very
sooit we shall bring oft another great succes~, And this time it will be o
heavier blow than any before !’

“What's the programme, sir?"" azked the lad cagerly.

“ Al that's rather uneertain at present.”” veplied the great eriminologist.
““ But I can safely say this—Superiutendent Valling will be the next Goveru-
ingz Member to be struck down in our campaign.  The net is alveady drawiny
loosely round him. and it remains for ns to tighten it and entrap the
scoundrel in ils meshes !

“ Good biz!"" exclaimed Nipper. with tremendons heartiness,

“Valling is onc of the league's most influential and most valued members.”™
wenl on Nelson Lee quietly.  “That, of course, is tantamount to saying
that hie is one of the greatest scoundrvels in the kingdom. Tle is a viper in
our midst  posing as a man of {he highest integrity and honour. Yet he i,
in reality, a base traitor to his countrymen. and a foe of justice!™

h-‘_

CHAPTER V.
The Bank Robbery—Nelson Lee Investigates —Thz Arrest of Greenwcod.

WO mornings later, as Nelson Tee and Nipper were at breakfast, (here
I wis a peal at the bell, and Detective-inspector Lenna rd was :mn.oum'crl.
Nelson Lee immediately iustructed Mrs, Jones to show the visitor up.
Delective-inspector Lennard was an old {riend of the defective's, and wax
an extremely keen man.  He had not one atom of false pride.  He knew {hat
Neloon Lee was @ eleverer man than himself, and did not hesitate to seok
hi: friend's advice and ad. . _
“Mallo, Tennard " exclaimed Nelson Lee, as the Yard man came .
“This is rather an early visit- ch? Anything important:” _ |
“Well, it's rather serions, Mr. Lee.” veplied Lennard, tuking = seat.
“'m awfully sorry to disturb you in the middle of breakfast- -~ o .
“ Nonscnse ! smiled Nelson” Lee.  Have a cup of coffee, man. s
freczing
|‘::nl|t-:’|1'?]1131:}((-:}}1)10(1 a cup of coffee. and sipped at 1L, Rul a frown was upon
his prow. and he looked up afler a moment owtwo. IR
1 want you {o step round to the City with me. Lee. l'm-hl:}l-“ k)lurifl--"
““ There's been a big robbery at the London and Hoeme Counlies Bank t o
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the nizht, and T'm hanged if T can make anything of it. I wanl you to
Irave o -ulmnl rouind, if you will.’ -

“The London and llnmc Countics Bank ! exclaimed {he detective. ‘ By
Jove, that's rather a curious coincidence. Yernou Greenwood is the chief
cashier of that bink.”

** Well, what of it?"" asked Iennard.

‘It struck me as being rather peculiar.”’ replied Nelson Lee, pushing his
plate aside. ** That unfortunate fellow who was shot in the telephonec-box
al Charing Crose Station, two days ago, was Greenwood’s valet.”

“Oh, I don't think there's any connecllon whatever,” qald the detective-
inspector. ‘*To tell you the truth, Lee, T have a ity susplcmn about Mr.

Greenwood.  There are certain little uncomfortable points whieh he \\ul'
lind difficult to e\plam v

** Surely you don’t suspect——"’
‘I don"t actually suspect him,” interrupled Lennard.  “ But the faets ave
.I”IL‘I grave. The robbery was a serious one, valuable bonds and securities
h.nm'r dh.tppo.lred to the value of thirty thousand pounds.”
‘Phew " whistled Nipper. “ That’s a decent haul !’

“You say that you're inelined to suspect Mr. Greenwood of being
muplicated 1 the affair,”” said Nelson Lee. ““ ITave you any proof to sub-
stantiate your suspicions?”’

The ins p(-( tor x.uccd his eyebrows.

“ My dear Lee, we're not magicians at the Yard!"” he protested. ‘I wa
only pul on {o the case an hour ago. I merely had a glance round and thcn
came stranght to you. I'm not sure whether 1've acted in a strictly -oflicial

wmanner, but 1I've got great faith in you, Mr. Lee. If you can spare an
Liouy-——""'

S Two if you like,” smiled Nelson Lee.  ““Huarry up, Wippel" we don't
want fo keep our friend waiting all the morning. You ve caten enough
Wﬂ]\ldhi to salisfy vou for the rest of {he day already.”

Chaps who work for their living,”” said Nipper calinly, ““ require a pretly
decent 4ummy-full of grub to start the diay with. 1 notice you haven't
.non wnch, guvinor!’ 2

“That’'s a nice way to talk o yvour master, young "un!”’ said Lennard
ceverely.
But, Nelson Lee merely smiled, and Nipper chuckled. Iive minutes later
the {rio were en route for the London and Home Counties Bmk i Bishops-
vale.  ‘They were admitted straight asway into the manager’s private ollice.

The Iatter was considerably worr tod, and he was dclltrhl(-(l (o sce the famous
defective,

“This is a mysterious affair, Mr. Lee,”” he exclaimed--“ an affair which
v exeeedingly worrying because the stolen securities have been taken from

o small safe m Mr, (neonw od’s private oftice. T'he vaulls themselves have
nol. heen touched.”

“How was the qf\fo opened?”’ asked Nelson Icc.

"0 will be o waste of time for me to explain.”” veplied the manager. ‘It
will he better for you to come and make a personal examination. My,
l.ennard has already done so, but he hasn't made any statement so far.”’

Nelson Tiee nodded thoughtfully, and they all adjourned to the private
oflice of Mr. Vernen Greenwood, the bank’s chief cashier. Mr. Greenwood
Inmsoll was in the apartment. wearving an exceedingly worried frown,

' Deneed mwmnmrl.lhlo business, this!” he exclaimed, after he had shalen
handa with Nelson Lee. ** I'm hangeed if T know what to think .

"Before 1 commence my mvnsilrmlmnt. " interrupted the detective, 1

should like o few words with you, Mr. Greenwood. 1t is really not. cq*_moctcd

'
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wilh this present aflair,
on it."”’

(ircenwood raised his eyebrows.

“Is it anything of importance, Mr. Lece?” he asked curionsiy,

““ That is what I wish to ascertain.” )

The two meu walked over {o the window, aud Nipper, the manager, and
Detective-inspeclor Lennard stood looking at the safe. o

“A man was shot two days ago in a telephone-box at Charing Cross,”
began Nelson Iee. ‘I have since learned that he was your valet, Mr. Green-
woed—that Tns name was William Garratt.”

“ A terrible aftair!” said Greenwood, stroking his grizzled hair. < If you
wish to question me regarding that tragedy, [ believe I can give you a
}‘Ol'tﬂl’l,l amount of inform.alion. The police, however, alrcady kuow the
acts,

“'I'he police?"

“'-l.l\'uperintcndcnt Valling, at least.” added Greenwood. “ Garralt told his
whole story to the superintendent, after he had told it to me.”

“Indeed! Then Garratt confessed lo you?”’ asked Nelson Lee evenly.

“He told me an amazing story,” said the otlker. *“But perbaps you
already know it?"’

* Partly. Garralt, you know, rang me up—was talking to me, in fact,
wlhen he was so mysteriously murdered. Bul what do vou know, Mr. Green-
wood?"’

The cashier looked thoughtful.

“ At the time I was rather sceplical,” he admitied. I thought that
Garratt was suflering from some kind of hallucination. But when I heard
{hat he had Leen shot. T realised that there was grim truth in his story. He
came to me carlier on that fateful night, in a soaking condition, and said
{hai he had been flung over Putney Bridge—I live at Putney, you know.”

“Did he tell you who committed the outrage?”

¢ Me said that it was the work of the League of the Green Triangle!™
veplied Greenwood—*“ and I believe he was speaking the absolute truth.
Garratt told me that he had been a member of the league for years past,
and that he had been marked down for death owing to a blunder he had
made the previous uight. I don’t know exactly what the blul}def. was,
beeause he was rather vague, and his ulterances were ceriainly wild.”"

““ What did he say, anybow?'’ asked Nelson Lee keenly. )

““\Woll. he declared that ho had assaulted and robbed Sir Roger Hogarth.”
replied Mr. Greenwood. *° That, in itself, I can casily believe. Indeed. I
think it is a known fact that Sir Roger was aclually atlacked in the fog.
But Garralt was in a terrible state of fright, ;1}1d was not responsible for all
he said. e even asserted that Sir Roger himself was a wmember of the
Green Triangle—utierly absurd, of course ™

Nelson Lee laughed heartily. o

““ Quite !”’ agreed. ¢ A preposterous nolion .- |

'l‘l?eug:tcct?\?e ]Eld no wish %or l()'(ren?n‘s\'ood to suspect the actual, Slf‘ll‘l’ll.lipi'
(ruth, He was quite certain that Garratl's words had becl}“n;}c;{ekwtlh(‘
vavings, and Nelson Lee was auxious that Greenwood .shoulclll Slfl in -'-n‘:
same as he had originally t-houghti.té?utc,l at the Smllif, t‘:gg lﬁegin‘::;lnc?stg“;ez
investioator was startled to no little degree. MG Wa= BEo 5 "
;'lllc:::l';uljll:foug'h tbe maze of intricate incidents which had so far occurred 1n
{this queer business. . ‘ )

In :1 flash Nelson Lee kuew that L'lég 1()1111111'\; 1’32})11:1115. “1'1“:11':} d&ﬁzit‘l(\)ﬂsﬁng:ﬁ”

2ratt’s confession to Superintende { 8- ) P X
’(:ifve(l};rl 1;31? l'bhat hefore {he morning was oub Grecuwood himself would find

but I think it may pos<ibly have some Dearine
- =4

=
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himeelf in an awkward ])0~,i1iun Alveady Deteetive-ingpecter Lm:nm'd had
stizpicions 10tr.1rdmtr {he cashher.

The mhhmv in fact, had lLeen cnginecred by {he Tonrruo of the Grcen

Triangle.

And Nelson Lee knew w hy. Valling had been greatly startled by Garrattl's

story—told to him n his v.lp.'uh of a ]ll-ll(‘{‘ supmmlcn..lent "The valet
| ad undoubtedly informed Valling that hie had a! ready told much to Vernon
¢ireenwood. \.lllmn'. .lccmdmglv realised that the bank cashier knew o
o, more {han was hed!lhy for {he Governing Civele. Consequently the
'saguc had lmmcdntcly taken steps which would ultim: ately lead to (ireen-
v -fod bomg thrown nto prison, .If(‘]) out of harm’s way. Tn addition. if
ke were proved {o be guilly of bank robbery. his statement would CAFTY Mo
weight whatever with the police.  Even if e told,the police all that Gavialt
had confessed to bim--that Sir Roger MTogarth was a membev of the league —
ihe police would ot eredit the slon \.lllmo- limself would utterly d(nv
it, and so the CGoverning Circle would he safe.

The whole thing hecame clear to Nelson Lee in 2 moment.  But hie realised

iat the leaguce was going to o lot of needless (rouble—for Greenwood knew
l,..lctlcally nothmg That was perhaps the real crux {o the whole question.
The Governing Cirele did not know exactly how mueh QGreenwood had been
tedd.  They had. therefore, taken claborate precautionary measures to
czsure Ltheir own security.

The fact that Greenwgoed was entirvely innocent matiered nothing to ihe
icague. If e was a peril to thein—or even an imaginary pom—-ho wou'd
iave to be sacrvificed. e was ~imply a vietim of pec .uluu]) unkind civenim-
»Linees,

Nelson Lee suddenly became aware that Mr. Greenwood was regarding him
carviously.  Tor the detective had Ueen frowning very thonohtfully Ile
smiled now, however.

*“T have reason {o believe thal your position will bocomo a very unccmifort-
able cue before the morning is out, Mr. Greenweod, ’ said Nelson Lee quictly.
** But I should advise you to keep perfeetly calm "

*““What on carth do you wmean?”’ demanded ireenwooed ahalply

“ You wiil understand for yourself very shortly—unless I'm vastly mis-
taken,' replied the detective.” ** I have formed a-thoory, and I believe the
dula will soon be o hand to suk -tantnte that theory. ~Whatever happens,
hvv.ovcr please rely fully on me. | .

* Good heavens! You startle me, Mr. Lee i exclaimed the cashier blankly,

' Do you mean to suggest that T may be euspech.d ‘of this infernal robberyr’’

T mclclv repeat w vhat T have \lready s2id,” replied Nelson Lee evenly.
*There is no necessity for yon to become alarmed in any way whatever. I
taithfully promise that you wiil come to no harm: although yon may
possibly be put to a certain amount of mdlgmty and imconvenience. My
theary may be wrong, of course. We will sce. -

Mr. Greenwood was rather puzzled, but ]lc made no further comment. The
iwo men then crossed over io the safe. As they did so Inspector Lemnard
Jooked at Nelson Jice with an excited EKPI‘GS:IOI]

““Pve made a discovery, Mr. Lee!” he exclainred briskly. * Bring your
2 -**mfwng lens out, and have a look for yourself.”

* Hallo ! Some ﬁngcr-prmts"‘“ queried \c-lson Lee.

“ I{athel, aguv'nor!” ejaculated Nipper. ‘A whole colleetion!”’

Nelson Leo looked at the safe kecnly, It was a comparatively small one,
hut. Greenwood very often left valuable seceurities in it. The burglary had
been done particularly veatly. There was a lurge irregular hole cut com-
pletely in {he safe door, apparently by an oxy- dcctyleue apparatus. The
steel had simply Deen melled away, and a large slab of the door-front had




“L‘______I

““I need your protection, Mr. Lee—— Ah~h~h!"
Garratt's voice rose in a choking scream for a moment, and then
died away into a sob. At the same second Nelson Lee heard a sharp
, crash; then utter silence. (Sece page 17.
"h—_-————-—_-——-——-——-m__ S e ..
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thercfore dropped out.  Bul Nelson Lee kuew {hat if oxy-accetylene had
actually been employed, Lhe apparalus must have been an exccedingly
compact and portable one. _

Gazing atl the place Lennard poinfed to, Nelson Lee's keen eyes delecled
coone fagul marks upon the dull pmintwork. They were just round the side
of the safe, as though romeone bad gripped the steelwork.

“We'll soon make the marks more distinet,” said the detective crisply.

He took from his waisleoat pocket a tiny box, and sprinkled some of the
comtents-n fine powder—upon the indistinet marks. Immediately they
ctaod eul clearly as a man’s finger-prints. They were perfectly clear and
well-defined. -

““Ah. thix wiil probably prove to be a valuable clie,’”” said Nelson ILce
calmly.  “ What do vou say. Lennard:"

“ Mont decidedly,”" iigreed the inspeclor, who was more than a little pleased
with himself. ' You see, Mr, Lec, I've made an mmportant discovery upon
my own, after all. I wonder if you will go one better?” :

“ But what about these finger-prints?'’ asked Mr. Greenwood. ‘I suppose
{hey were made by the burglar?™”

“ Undoubledly.”” replied Nelson Lee quietly. ‘I have observed something
about {he finger-prints which positively proves that they were made by
the burglar. Now, Mr. Greenwood, please don't get excited. Will you
indly allow me Lo {ake an 1mpreszion of your two hauds?”

The cashier flushed angrily.

“Certainly nol!” he exclauimed. ‘' Good gracious, you dou't insist upon
this, 1 euppose, inspeetor?” he added, turning to Lenpard. ' I really cannot
cubmit - ="

“1 a-cure vou, Mr. Greenwood. that no good will come of your taking up
this altitude," interrupled Nelson Lee suavely. ‘1 am convineed Lhal you
were in no way eonnecled with the burglary——--""'

“* No T should hope, indeed!"’ snapped Mr. Greenwood.

“'Ihen why do you obhject to have your finger-prints taken? If you are
imocent no harm will come of it; and if you are guilty you are doing your-
telf no good.”’

Greenwood langhed strangely,

4 will do as you request, Mr. Lee,”” he saad with forced calmness: * but
Lire whole thing 1y preposterous !t

Deteclive-ingpector Lennard was looking o litlle grim, and Nipper some-
what startled,  The manager had now departed for his own oflice.  In a very
few minutes Greenwood’s finger-prints were impressed clearly upou a blank
piece of paper. Leunard took Lthem and compared them closely sido by side
with the marks upon the safe. When he looked round there was a very
peenbiar expre-sion upon his face, and the corners of his mouth were grimly
tierhtened,

“The hinger-prinds are identical !’ he announced deliberately.

Nelwon Lee permitted himself to indulge in a queer smile in Nipper's
direction. Bt Vernon Gregnwood turned deathly pale, and gripped al the
Lable for supporl. 1{ scemed Lo him as though a bombshell had suddenly
fallen into hig oflice.

“The Lhing is absurd ! he cried hoarsely. ‘“ They cannot possibly be my
Iimgger-printa!  Ah, of course—what a fool I am to forget! I must have
made thewn last night, or perhaps n day or two agro!”’

He breathed with relief, and laughed somewhal. Bul Nelson Lee, afler
ek look nl Lennard, faced the eashior.

. You have nol touched the safe this morning?** he asked guielly.

L Nao, The police would not let me go near it."
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““Then thero is amplo proof that those finger-prints were made durine
the course of Lthe bur l_ary,” repliecd Nelson Lee. They were cerlainly not
there when you left this office last night ! )

Mr. Lee is perfectly correct,” exclaimed Lbhe ins
noticed the same feature about the prints, Mr.
noticed. They were made Ly fingers which were coated with oil and iron
hlmgs—-tha.t.fact 18 perfgct]y clear. There is oil, and there are iron filings
t'l?§e by the jagged rent in the safe door. I do not think you can den

I do deny 1t!” cried Mr. Greenwood frantically. T tell you I must
]m}:e‘madg those finger-prints at a time altogether previous to the robbery !’

That is absolutely impossible.”” said Leunard with conviction. *“‘I'he oil
and the iron filings prove beyond (uestion thal the marks were ciused by
the man who actually committed the theft. I am afraid, Mr. Greenwood.
this affair is taking a rather ugly leok. T am amazed at the {urn events
lave taken!”’ ,

ireenwood sank into a chair limply, his face Lloodless.

““Xt is beyond me !’ he muttered huskily. _

““Surely you can prove an alibi?”’ asked Nelson Tee. ““If you provide the
imspector with an outline of your movements during the night '’

“Of course!” exclaimed Greenwocd, starting up. ““ Oh, but I'm afraid
there will be a difficulty V"’

A difliculty?”’ repeated Lennard curiously. ¢ Were vou not at home last
night, at Putney?”’

“ I was, up till eleven-thirty,” replied Greenwood. ““I was called away
then, however, and did not return until four in the morning.”

The inspector nodded his head, and smiled to himnself.

“That is rather awkward. is it not, Mr. Greenwood?’”’ he said smoothly.
“* Tndeed, I think it is necessary for me to fake notles upon this interesting
sitbject. So you admil youn were absent from your house from ecleven-
thirty till four? That has o decidedly wnhealthy smack about it. Can you
tell me your movements during those hours you were absent from home?”

(ircenwood cleared his dry throat.

“ A motor-car called for me late last night,”” he said huskily. ‘Oh, it
must be some vile plot against me. I begin to understand now why I was
(aken away on that motor-car! It was to make this case agammst me
sbsolulely proof positive. “The chauffeur of the car informed me that a M.
UYason---a friend of mine—was seriously injurel upon the road near Guild-
lord, and thab he was asking for me. But when I was in a very deserted
picce of countlry the chauffenr tricked me into getting out of the car, and
then drove off, leaving me in the road.” .

“'Ihat was very awkward !’ said Lennard drily. . 5

* Oh, T know you don’t believe me!” went on Greenwood bilterly. “ How
can 1 expect you to? On the face of it my story sounds like a faked-up
varn. Yet T swear before Meaven that it is the absolute tl“ll“l! 1 was
“tranded on that desolate piece of road, on the other side of Esher, at ono
o'clock. in the morning. The only thing 1 could do was to_tramp baclf %0
Putney, my mind filled with amazed Sp('(‘,ll]f'tl-lon as to why I ha_d been h‘“ )-
iitted to such an outrage. I arrived home just before four, admilted mysclf
iy a latchkey, and went to hed.”

“And your wife L o , SUUNRTT

“Tor ileaven's sake don't bring my wife into this wretched busmesf\. _
interrupted (ireenwood hoarsely. ** My wife and children are =Ll'-_‘])"‘:3?]'l.' "r('
the scaside—tihey left yosi;orflay morning. (lood gracious: ].:-\'O-l)" ll'"l_.
ceoms against me!  Yon will assume, I suppose, that 1 sent my wife away so
that I should have the house to myself.”” |

“The fact remaing thal nobedy saw you culer your house?”’

_Inspector grimly., ‘T have
Greenwood, as my (riend has

v
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“Yes. That is s0." , |

Detective-inspeetaor Lennard gave Nelson Lee a fixed look, and then turned
his eyes towards the door. Nelson Lee nodded almost imperceptibly, and
Lonnard immedialely left the office—having received his unoflicial collcague’s
assurance that the suspected man would not be allowed to leave.

“This is all some vile and diabolical plot, Mr. Lee,” said Greenwood,
looking from Nelson Lee to Nipper with alarmed eyes. “‘I did not commit
{his robbery! 1 have told nothing but the straightforward truth!"

‘““I believe every word you have uttered,”” said Nelson Lee quictly.

Mr. Greenwood sprang up from his chair.

“You believe in me, then?”’ he cried. ‘I thought that you—""

“You should never allow your thoughts to run away with you," inter-
jeeted the detective, with a smile. ‘“ My theory has proved to be perfectly
correct. I warned you that you would have to submit to something of this
sott. No doubt you will be arrested, Mr. Greenwood: but do not lose
heat,  In spile of the evidence I am positive that you are innocent.”

““What about the finger-prints, guv'nor?’’ asked Nipper softly.

** Yes,-those finger-prints are mine—made by myv own hand !’ exclaimed
Greenwood.  *“ How can you explain those away, Mr. Lee? The whele thing
ia n deadly mystery to me. They are the impressions of my fingers. and yet
I did not make them.” :

““The police would say you were lying. but T know differently,”” said Nelson
Lee. ““ Do not your own very words suggest something to you? 'They are
your finger-prints, but they were not made by your fingers. In short, they
are forgeries!”

*“ Iforgeries!” gasped Nipper.

““But—but that is impossible !’ protested Greenwcod blankly, but with a
wild hope in his eyes. ““ How do you know this, Mr. Lee? How can you
prove itr"

“T cannot prove it at the moment, but I am convineced that I shall be able
to do so long Dbefore anything serious occurs,’” replied the detective
reassuringly. ‘I guessed they were forgeries the very instant I saw them.
No experienced cracksman wonld accidentally leave such a damning picen
of evidence against himself. Those prints were impressed upon the safe
deliberately, and for the sole purpose of being discovered by the police. and
for |])3utting the police on the wrong track.”

“ But—Dbut '

“T am quite sure my {heories are correcl.”’ went on Nelson Lee smoothly.
*“ The police do not credit that finger-prints can be forged: they regard them
as posilive conclusive evidence against a man. You can’t prove that these
impressions were not made by your own hand. for you are without an alibi.
You are trapped, Mr. Greenwood—and very cleverly {rapped, too!”

“(vood heavens !’

“ There is no cause for alarm, however; I am convinced of your innocence,
aud that vou are the victim of a cruel plot.”

" But who 15 responsible, Mr. Lee? Who has done this devilish thing?"’

At present I'm afraid I must leave vou in ignorance on thati point,”
replied Nelson Lee evenly. ““ You may have guessed that Inspector Lennarid
has gone out to inform his superiors of ihe turn events have taken. You
must be caln, Mr. Greenwood. You will certaialy Le detained on suspicion,
for the circumstantial evidence is complete.  You may rest absolutely
assured, however, that T will prove your innocence.”

Vernon Greenwood laughed strainedly.

““By Jove, you give me a good heart, Mr. Lee!” he exclaimed gratefully.
I will steel myself for the ordeal, and will hope against hope that .all will
come richf—-"". | :
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The door suddenly opened, and Deteclive-inspector Lennard anne:
closely fqllowcd Ly Superintendent Valling. The 1lal;tcr was woa(}'ing?:g%gi
little smile upon his lips, but he frowned when he saw Nelson Lee. He
walked straight over to Mr. Greenwood and tapped the cashier upon the
shoulder.

““Mr. Vernon Greenwood, you will please consider yourself under arrest,”
he said, rolling the words round his tongue as though their utterance gave
him keen pleasure. ‘‘ Inspector Lennard has infornied me of the cvidence
which he has obtained against yon. And this, I may tell you, has bheen
siubstantiated by other evidence still more conclusive.

“Well, Mr. Valling,” said Greenwood coldly, ‘“ il is strange for us to
meet again, after my interview with you at Scotland Yard, in this dramatic
fashion. May I inquire what the fresh evidence consists of 2’

The superintendent laughed softly.

“The Putney police were telephoned a short while ago,’” he replied, “ and
your house was entered and searched. Locked in the cupboard of u lumber-
room the police found the oxy-acetylenc apparatus with which you forced
{he safe! The stolen securities have not been recovered, however. I should
advise you to divulge their whereabouts " B

““Since I did not take them, it is impossible for me to do s0,”’ replied
(ireenwood, who was now deadly calm. “ The scoundrels who plotted against
me must have done their work thoroughly. An oxy-acelylene apparatus 1
my house! By Heaven, I am past being amazed ! _

“ This blufl is all very well, Mr. Greenwood, but it is really an unwise
course Lo pursue,” said Valling mockingly. ‘“Take your prisoner away,
inspector.””

And Mr. Vernon Greenwood, with set lips, strode out of the bank and
was driven swiftly away in a taxi, which was waiting in_readiness outside,
In less than a minute he was being whirled away to Bow Street Police
Station.

CHAPTER VI.
A Curious Mesting—An Impulse of the Moment—Nelson Lee Arrives.

RS. JONES shook her head.- .
M ““No, sir: Mr. Lee’s out just now,” she said. * He didn’{ say when
he’d be back.” . o

““ What about the young *un? Isn't Nipper m?” ‘

“ No, and Nipper ain’t in, neither,” replied Mrs. Jones. ““Did you have
an appointment, Mr, Merrick?” _ ‘

““ An appointment—io!"” exclainied Douglas Clifford. ° But as .Mr;’Lcc
isu’t in at present I'll go up into his consulting-room and wait a while.”

““ There’s a party up there already, sir.”

‘““ What sort of party?” e e

‘“ A young lady,1 sir,):’ replied Nelson Lee’s housekeoper’., Miss Zingrave,
I think she said—or Zingrove. Smgc;u}ch (llllamc ‘:‘lb;Bthl.}t' 1

““ Miss Zinerave!” cried Clifford delightedly. y Jove: e lan

And b.153(31."()1*‘;3' the astonished Mrs. Jonos could get her breath fox further
speech Douglas Clifford was mounting the stairs, {hree at a tnm‘:. ! now. it

1t was several days since Clifford had visited Nelson Lee, illntl ! w0
appeared, he was to meet somebody quite different; m,ld,' tOhte tmif Yore
Clifford was excecdingly glad that the detective wasu t at home..
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Zingrave war alone in the consulting-room—iell, Providence must have sent
him round at such an opportune tlmo

Outwardly, Donglas Clifferd was a gentleman of middle-age, with a grey
heard and moustache: and he was known to cverybody as John Merrl(,i. a
man of wealth and leisure.  In reality, although the hair was his own, the
(olouy was false.  I'or Clifford was a young man, well under thirty.

Ilix story was a curious one. It was he w who had supplicd Nelson Lee witi
a1l {he amzzing facts concerning the League of the Green Triangle. And
{ho famons (lr'lm-tno and Chﬂ’oul had sworn & deadly compact to work
together and Lo wreek and vuin the league until it no longer cxisted.

Chiftord had already done a great deal of work in connection with fhe
greak campaign, but at present his ellorts were not required. Nelson Lee
onlv ealisted the young man's help when the necessity arose.

And if anvbody on carth knew the seerels of the league it was Douglas
Ciiford.  Tor he had known the organisation when it was just su.nlmrr to
ovow.  fle had fallen foul of Professor Zingrave over five years hofou---
aud thoae five ycuars had been ages of torture for the young man. He had
heew o prisoner in the league's hands, incavecrated in a ruined castle in
the north of Scolland. Zingrave's object had heen to gain possession of
Clifford’s huge forlune: but the plot had failed.

Vor Clitord had escaped, and was now walking London openly, but
cleverly disguised. The league thought him dead. and thus he had a great
advantage over his cenemies. Although he was doing no actual work at
pres ent. the resolve to wse all his energies in wrecking the league was as
~rong a~ ever.  If necessary, he was prepared {o spend “his whole fortune ii
the p'u.ll {a<k which hie and Nelson Lee had undertaken.

And Verp Zingrave?

Why had Clifford shown such cagerness when he had heard her name? She
wan the daughter of the professor--the very chief of the league! And vet
(lifford, the league’s sworn encmy, was chviously delighted o hear ot her
presence.

The veason was simple.  Before Douglas Cliftord ad heen made o prisoner
by the villainous sociely he had met Vera—-then a mere schoolgirl of seven-
{cen -and had heen strangely attracted towards her, Afierw arcls, upon ‘his
re<cniry into the world, he had again met the girl, and had learned many
fhinge which had f"l(‘dl]\ worried him beforchand, and which now gave hin
tremendous relief and delight.

For {he fact was made known (o him that Vera was in uller ignorance of
Eer father's villainy—--that she was a pure, innocent girl, untainted by the
scotindrelism which flourished around her.

And just recently, while on-a trip to Ameriea, Ciifflord had met Vera on
board the finer, and they had grown much better acqnainted, and had come
to 2 helter understanding. Vera. it appeared, was not Zingrave's real
daaghter. He was her Hl(‘])f:ll]ll.‘l—-dll(] that fact brougbt infinite relief
to Clifford . worried mind.

He had explained to her, in a veiled, vague way, that he was compelled to
.ulnpl o disguise, and had asked her to keep the facl that he was still alive
4 slriel cecrel . Vera had respecled the young man’s wish, and so it came
aboul. that these fwo--the man who had been tortured by the league, and
the daughter of Professor Zingrave himself —-were fast friends. And thal
Criendship showed distinet ~signs ef ripening into something more intimate.

Chiltord was nalurally (](,llﬂ'llt('d (o learn that Vera was alone in Nelsan
fo's consulling-room. " He burst into (he room with a flushed, cager face,
;mrl aw instantly That Mrs. Jones had not mivinformed him.

" Mi- -‘l /lll“’l.l"(" he exclaimed ecagerly. ““ By Jove, lhis is n ripping
hll‘iill*-t‘
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Vera Zingrave was sitting uear {he fire. with a m
Her rich sable furs had been removed, and he
off to splendid advantage as she sat the

Sho was a wonderfully beautiful girl, and as she locked up quickly her
cheeks—absolutely innocent of paint or powder—flushed prettily. Xer cyes
were deep, deep brown, and gloriously expressive. -

“Why. Mr Clifiord, I didn’t expect {o mect
exclaimed, with obvious delight.

th a magazine in her hands.
her delightful little figureswas set
re in the full licht from the window,

expeet you this morning!" she
1t is indeed a surprise!”’

They shook hands, and Vera flushed a little deeper as she felt the warm .

pressure of his grip.

S*This is the first time we've metl since we landed at New York off the
Tilania!” excluimed Clifford. ‘“I've been wondering how on earth I could
manage Lo sce you, because I've got lots Lo talk about. Chance has come to
the rescue, however, aud here we are together in Nelson Lee’s consulting-
room, of all places!” 7

“Yes, il's curious, isn’t il?”’ said Vera, smiling,

“It’s splendid !’

Vera sat down, and looked up at her companion as he-lighted a cigarette.
There was a soft look in those delightful eyes of hers.  For she felt a strange
sympathy for this young man, who was compelled to disguise himself to look
twenty vears older than his real age; and Clifford, in his turn, felt a keen
desire 1o tell Vera the whole awful truth. She was pure—she was just a
winsome, glorious girl. It was terrible that she should constantly associate
with a man who was a scoundrelly rogue. Ifowever gently and lovingly
Zingrave treated his stepdaughter, the fact remained that he was utterly
unftt to breathe the same air as she did.

“IWhy are you here, Mr. Clifford?’" asked Vera, raising her eyes to his,
and thereby causing him to flush a little awkwardly.

“Somchow those frank brown eyes always sent a thrill through Clifford.

“Oh, T came to see Mr. Lee,” he answered, taking a seat as close to her
as he dared, and shifting his chair so that he could lcok at her beauty in
the full light. ‘““But I ofien drop in here—Lee’s a great friend of miae.
There’s nothing surprising in my being in these apartments; but you—
well "

“ Well?”’ smiled Vera prettily. o . .

““ Oh, I suppose it’s like my infernal cheek to mention it.” said Cliford
uncomfortably. ‘I was wondering what bronght you to Gray's Inn Road.”

““T came to consult Mr. Lee.”

““ Jove! Not in a professional capacity?”

““Oh, yes.”

Cliftord looked concerned. . N .

““I Lope everything is all right?” he asked anxiously. ‘“Has anything
hap enc(?, Miss Zingrave? Your father, perhaps—— Oh, no, your father
wouldn’t send you here!”’ ] o o ,

“ I don’t see why he shouldn’t,” Vera said innocently. _Lnli, as ]lt.
happens, I came quite unknown to my father. ,I came on the spur of the
moment, as soon as I heard some dreadful news.’

“ Dreadful news!” ejaculated Clifford. * Not—not concerning your-:

2

self——- . .
““ Oh, you silly "’ eried Vera impetuously. And then she flushed, realising
that her exclamation was far from formal. I—I came to sce Mr. Lee 13
connection with something awful which has _h:}ppﬂh_:d at _the Londo‘n ?Jl]l
Home Counties Bauk. Mr, Greenwood, the chief cashier, is in great trouble,

I believe. I'm awfully concerned.”
Clifford felt a dead-weight on his heart,

!
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“ [ s My Grecawood a friend of yours?”" he asked, his eyes full of
ansrely,

Ch, ves, f\ greal friend !’

“ KBy Jove """ he exclaimed in a dull voice.

Vera b, gl ganly, and there was a note of roguish fun in that laugh.

“What i+ the matter, Mr. Clifford?” she asked, with a delicious little
roctte on lirr deinty lips. ' You seem quite concerned !

51 - Hang it all, who i1s this Mr. Greenwood?”” he asked bluntly.
" Have - lave ynuinowu bim long. Miss Zingrave?”’

“Obh, guite o long time.”” rep l(‘d Vera. "You sce, I oflcn visit Mrs.
Crecnwood and her two daughiers. They are all friends of mine.”

Clifford breathed freely and laughed. At the same time he puffed furiously
at his eigaactie to hide {he colour of Lis checks. Confound it! He wus
Wushing like o ~choolgirl! But bhow on earth could be help 1t when those
hiown eyes were utr.lrdm{: him so steadily, and \nth such twinkling gaicty?

“Mr. Gieenwood's quile a middle-aged man.” went on Vera softly.
“ fudeed. he's aboul the rame age as you appear Lo be, Mr. Clifford.”” Then
& lonk of concern crept into her eyes.  *“ Oh, I wish it were possible——""

She broke off hesitatingly.,

“ You wich what were poseible?” inquired Cliflord.

“Oh, 1 don't like it!”" Vera broke out impulsively. *“ This—this disguise
b iners, My, Clifford! 1T wish you could become your normal self. I should
jrt love ta see you clean-shaven—as you used to be when you first visited

Father's house five years ago!’’

“Would Yeeli, 10 I”\v 2 a~ked Clifford C-lgcr]y

S~he Lile |I|rl

“ 1 wanid be ~o much nicer. wouldn't it?"" she asked demurely. “Tt's
horeid haviay to go about looking fifly ycars of age wheu you're only
(harty.” s

“Oh, 1 sav, T'monot thirty ! protested Clifford. ““T'm a yonungster yel --
only twentyocven, A man always feels a boy until he's past tlnrty' '

Viera Imgh( d graily,

“It'» a curious thing, lml I always look right through your disguise and
nea yon as you really are,”’ whe said simply.  ““ Although you seem fo be
an oldish man | never imagine you {o be really old. Do you think it will be
very long before you can resume your natural sclf2”’

Clitord booked grrave.

“§ don'l kvow, Miss Zingrave,” he replied quiclly. ‘““It depends upon
many Lhings, 1 wish with all my heart T could be perfoctly f:nnk but it's
impo-dble. ‘The civeumstances are so unforfunately awlkward.’

e clenched his fists,  Ob, this scerel-keeping was intolerablo! o felt o
wild desire within him {o {ell Vera ceverylhing. After all, Zingrave wax
enly her elepfather, and the shock would notl be 50 terribly severe, And it
wae only right that rhe shonld know of Zingrave's villuinous career

Why :-hnultl he delay? Why not relute his story from slart to Immh. and
let her judget ‘Uhey ‘were guite nlone, and another opporlunity might not
ovenr for wee Im or months.  Alinosl mechanically he half resolved fo blurt
out the trth. The delightful magnetism of her presence scemed to have
cm norpell over the younr mun, and robbed him of his (unlmn.ln coolness.

‘1 hiave a terrible revelution to mnke, Miss Zingrave,” he said, bending
closer Lo hier and unconsciously laying o hand upon the arm of lmn (lmu
and Wlightly touching her deficate hand. I wanl you to be pclchII}
calm V"?

\u a looked very sevious, bhul she did net move her hand away.

"You foighten me, My, Clifford " she exclaimed, wilh wide-open cyes.
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“I don’t waut to do that,” he went on {ensely.
frightened. It mainly concerns myself and your——"'
Clifford paused as footsteps were heard mounting {he stairs. IIe had been
about to say that what he had to tell concerned himseclf and Vera's father.
But th_e words were never ultered, for a moment later the door of the
consulting-room opened, and Nelson Lee’s well-proportioned figure appeared -

and Nl]){)(‘l‘ could be seen in the background.
““Hallo!  Visitors here!” exclaimed Nelson Lee genially.  “My dear
Merrick, I'm delighted to see you. By Jove, and Miss Zingrave, too !’
Vera jumped up.

.‘“ I called to sce you professionally, Mr. Lee,” she exclaimed in business-
ize tones. * While I was waiting Mr. Merrick came up and we have been
chatting for quite ten minwtes. Do you think you will be able to spare me
a few minutes?”’

'“ My dear young lady, my attenlion is all yours!”’ Nelson Lee assured her.

“About an hour ago I heard that Mr. Vernon Greenwood is in rather
serious trouble,”” said Vera quickly. ‘‘I went to the bank to cash a cheque,
and asked for Mr. Greenwood. He and his wife are friends of mine, you see.
The clerk was very mysterious, and even hinted that Mr. Greenwood might
be arrested! Ob, it was prepostcrous—"" '

“Mr. Greenwood was arrested twenty minutes ago,” interjected Nelson
Lee quietly. *““ He is now at Bow Street !’

“Oh!” gasped Vera in distress. ““ Oh, is—is this true. Mrv. Lee?”

““ Perfectly true. I was present when Mr. Greenwood was taken away.”

“But it 1s ridiculous!” cried the girl indignantly. ‘“Mr. Greenwood is a

L= . . ,
perfectly honourable man!  Why has he been submitted to this terrible

ordcal !

Nelson Lee laid a hand gently on Vera's arm. :

““Please dao nol upset yourself, Miss Zingrave,”” he exclaimed softly. ““ Mr.
Greenwood is in no danger. e is suspected of robbing the bank—indeed,
the circumstantial evidence is abzolute. But it is merely a rusc on the part
of the veal burglar. I am in possession of certain facts, and Mr. Greenwood
will soon bLe released.  "The very instant 1 have concluded my inquiries I shall
prove his innocence !’

Vera smiled.

““You are a wonderful man, Mr. Lee,” she said frankly. “ You have
calined me all in a moment, and I am sure that you are not saying this to
mo just for the purposo of setting my fears at rest. I was going to ask you
to take up the case; but it appears (hat I am far behind time. You are
already hard at work.”

A few minutes later Vera took hen departure. Ier little hand rested for
quite a long time in Clifford’s broad palm, and ite pressed her fingers
witrmly. Uer eyes were shining rather regretfully, aud Clifford instinctively
knew (hat she was sorry Lo have to go so soon. She gave a tiny kint, and
Clifford grasped it eagerly.  Next minute he was escorting her to the street.
and took the liberty of deliberately ignoring at least four taxis until IHolborn
was reached. .

As ho walked back he realised that Nelson Tec's arrival was perhaps
opportune. 1t was far better—-for the present, at leasl—thal Vera :-:_Im}ﬂ]d‘
not be told of her stepfather’s sins. Now that he was calm he told himse I‘
that he would have to check those impulses of his to blurt out the (lrcra(lh'l.
truth. Tle only trouble was, when he was basking in the sunlight of .\ ern's
eyes he scarcely knew what he aclually was saying.,  Iler very presence
scemed to make him confused, _ E e

“ Miss Zingrave is a sweel girl, and at the 7oarlwst moment she !m'lf ‘t
rescued from hev stepfather's control,” said Nelson Lee, when Clifford go

“You must not be
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back into the delective's consulling-room. ‘At present, however, it would
be unwise to reveal the truth.”

““What 15 all this about Greenwood?'’ asked Clifford.
“1 am busy onm the case at the presenl moment,” replied Neisea Leo
grimly. *“ Zingrave does not even hesitate to sacrifice his daughter’s friends.

Greenwood's arrest has been brought about entirely by the machinations of
the league.”

“By Jove!”

“I am going to get exiremely bLusy at once,” went on {he detective.
“Ostensibly, I am working on Mr. Greenwood’s behalf. Tu reality, my
object is to rid Scotland Yard of an unmitigated scoundrel. Superintendent
Valling’s career is nearly at an end.”

And Nelson Lee briefly outlined to Clifford {he facts of the case, and then
went ou to describe exactly how he was going to bring about Greenwood’s
release.  When be had done, Douglas Clifiord laughed shortly, and remarked
that the innocent cashier—the latest vietim of the league—was as good as
released already. :

In spite of the forged finger-prints, in spite of the incriminating oxy-
acelylene apparatus, in spite of the absence of an alibi, Nelson Lee had a
tcheme which would—with any degree of luck—ultimately bring about

Vernon Greenwood's relecase, and the downfall of still another member of
the Goveruing Cirele.

Fh—-q

CHAPTER VIL
‘“0Old Bandy "—Josh Grayson Knuckles Under—An Unexpected Trap.

UCKED away bebind Tottenham Court Road, quict by day and quict
by night, was a tiny backwater known as Gallon Mews. Its
inhabitantls were ordinary peeple—mostly cousisting ¢f coachmen and

chauffeurs. DBut tkere was one denizen of Gallon Mews who was something
of a mystery. He was an old man, with grizzled white hair and a long,
straggly beard.  Iis face was weather-beaten and brown, and his legs
decidedly bandy. Yet, when the occasion demanded, he could move those
old legs of his with wenderful alacrity.

Nobody knew his name, and certainly nobody was atl all curious Lo know
what it was. To one and all who came in coutact with him he was known
simply as “* Old Bandy ’**—this name having 'een given him in cousequence
of the curved appearance of his legs. At a matter of fact the other inhabi-
tants of Gallon Mcws never had many opportunities of coming in contact with
the mysterious old man. Iis abode was certainly in {he mews—in a simple
room over one of the smaller stables—but it was only occasionally that he
afforded his neighbours the opportunity of gossip. .

For Old Baudy was very seldom at home. His comings and goings were
arralic and irregular. Upon the night of the day that Vernon Greenwood
had been arvested, the old fellow suddenly appecared after an abscuce of
several wecks. .

And cven now he only stayed in Gallon Mews for a short time. Oune
curious fuct about Old Bandy was that the other denizens of the mews had
never, on any occagion, wilnessed his entry or his departure. He sunply
appeared there, nobody kunew from where.

1t was so on the present occasion. A light was observed at his window
at about nine o’clock, and a few minules later he cmerged into the mews,
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had a word or Lwo with a fellow-resident, and th :
that he would be back later. » 4 en toddled off—saying

To let the cat out of the bag straight away, Old Bandy was none other
than Nelson Lce, the celebrated deteclive.

The disguise was an cxtremely clever one, and Nelson Lee had found it
to be of great service on countless occasions.  When he wished Lo make
dangerous inquiries in absolute seeret he usually adopted the “ Old Bandy "
disguise. Someclimes he had lived in the mews for & month on end; other
timnes he only stayed a few hours. It all depeuded upon the nature of the
work he had in hand.

He always stole into the mews in the darkuess, let himself into his room,
and then adopled the disguise. Onecce transformed he often remained so
for days on end. Not a soul guessed his real idenlity, and he came and went
without exciting the slightest suspicion.

To-night he went straight from the mews and visited a certain Mr. Martin
Caine. The latter gentleman was one of the deteetive's staunchest allies.
Yet Martin Caine was one of the Controlling Agents of the League of the
Gireen Trangle. :

At the outsel: of Nelson Lee's campaign against the league, he had saved
Caine from certain death-—and Caine, in consequence, had sworn eternal
faithfulness. And he had proved as good as his word, for Caine had supplied
Nelson Lee with valuable izformation on many an occasion.

To-night his short interview with the detcclive was extremely sabis-

factory; although he only knew {he mosi superficial facls. They were,
neverfheless, (uite sufficicnt for Nelsen Lece to proceed immediately with
his inguiries.
“In a word, Caine told his masier—for ke always considercd bimself a
sorvant of Nelson Lee's—that the man whko had really Dburgled the
London and Iiome Counties Bank was Mr. Joshua Grayson, and that
the gentleman lived in a certain quict, and not extremely respectable, street
in Wapping. 'The information was praclically nothing at all—but it was
enough for Neison Lee. The barve facts gave himn great clation of miud, for
he could now get straight on the track. _

Nine-forty-five found Old Bandy, harmless-looking and about as danger-
ous as a kitten, outside the dingy door of Josh Grayson's zbode. He tapped
upon the door softly, and waited. Almost immediately footsteps were
heard, and a moment later the door opened; and Nclson Lee saw a well-
dressed man before him. - .

““ Well, grand-dad, what do you want?’ demaunded the man curiousiy.

“«“ Are you 2lone?” wheezed Nelson Lee mysteriously.

“Yes.”

““ Nobody elsc in the house?” ‘

“ Not a bedashed sonl !’ replied Mr. Grayson ciegantly. R

““Then I must speak with you privately—at once! 'I:i[j' news 13 "llill: :

“ What's the idea?”’ growled the other suspiciously. If this is a wheeze

)

Old Bandy hent close, “-n]d l)gacmt]l hcils mouth close agaiest Grayson's car.

““ The Green Triangle!” he breathed. :

“Olhc! So that’s the lay?” cjaculated Grayson promptly. ““ Come rizht
i, old boy!” - . .

Nelson ]{cc followed his companion dewn a dark 111?5511‘8"(‘ : aﬂ::iln(ill((l\ d(}_‘}i
bad beeu closed, and the detective Wwas L)crl‘c-ctly COC'-L‘"“.‘-""’nfl arod. His

- av a bie va ¢ blufi. but he felt quite preparcd. 13
was going to play a big game o2 ; !
ph(l?-nﬁl \:3?):10 lt:in}c}]i]r:g\vﬁulgo?tt{ltll)y;l back room. Il was cmufor[mbly furln.-:hefll,
< - 101
althoubgh 1'at-her (‘ll'i'lb- Ul)_oll t-hc tilblc wele {he remails of & nicityy
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iluminaled by an incandescent gaslight from the wall, near the fireplace
—in which glowed a bright Dblaze. |

Josh Grayson lived alone, and he was a man of many parts. Sometimes
he dressed shabbily. like a common workman. But at‘pl'osent——as usually
—he was smart and spruce. Josh was a flash gentleman crook—-althoug]l
his apparent profession was that of a hookmaker.

Ile sat down, lighted a cigaretie, and looked at his companion,

““;?ll, old pal. what about it?'" he inguired genially. ““What's the
came?”’

“ Nelson Lee was sitting with his back to the light, and he gave a wheezy
little chuckle. Before he answered he produccd a cigar, and carcfully
lighled it. '

“I am here in connection with the bank affair,”” he said softly.

“Oh, that! Well, I did the job O. K., didn't I?"" exclaimed Grayson.
““ Girecenwood is arrested, and he’ll be bunged in the stone jug as sure as
yvour whiskers are like a bedashed nanny-goat’s!"”

“But the swag—what about that?” asked Nelson Lee. “ You removed
sceuritics and bonds to the value of thirty thousand——-""

““'They're here—in this room!”’

“Ah! That s well. And the apparatus with which you forged Creen-
wood’s finger-prints?”’

Grayson jerked his cigarelie impatiently.

“Thal’s here, 100’ he answered. ““ But, sce here, old ’un, what's the
lny? Who sent you here? You know—or ought to know—that my orders
are Lo take the goods to my agent to-night at eleven-thirty. What's the
idea of this visit?”

Nelson Lee laughed.

“X merely wished to have a few words with you, Mr. Grayson,”” he said
coolly. ‘‘You have very kindly given me the iuformation I required. ‘The
stolen goods and the finger-print apparatus are in this room! Excellent:”

“What the thunder "

““ It will really be much more comfortable for you to keep your seat!"
wenl on Nelson Lee suavely. “ Your position will be decidedly awkward
if you persist in rising, my dear Grayson. My hand is wonderfully steady!”

Girayson snarled out a fierce oath, and kept his seat. His visitor's words
had caused him lo shift his gaze to Nelson ILee’s hand. There was some-
thing in the detective’s fist which had a decidedly unhealthy look about it
—a neat little revolver, with the barrel pointing precisely at Grayson's
skull. '

“What's this?” grated the gentleman crook furiously. ‘ By thunder!
You're a blamed rotten ’tee! Curse me for being a fool! You—youn——-"

“Sleady-—stcady! It will be far better to keep calm!”* murmured Nelson
Lce.

The detective’s very coolness unnerved Josh. Ilis face went pale, and the
string of expletive was choked in his throat. He suddenly flashzd his eyes,
aud then langhed in a straired fashion.

“You've got me!” he grunted. “I give you best, hang you! Well,
what's next{?"’

Nelson Lee puflied gently at his cigar,

“First of all, I wish to point out that the very first movement on vour
part will result in exceedingiy unfortunate conscquences,”” he said. 1
know all about you, Mr. Grayson, and I shall not hesitate to pull {rigger
if you contemplate resistance. My requirements are not overwhelming;
I have no wish to interfere with you for the present.”

““Ob, cul this jaw!" suarled .Grayson, ‘“What's your game?'?
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L e " e . . . ey '
' .I ;(H_C“,.ufsnso?lg as T saw {hose impressions upon the safe, that {hey
were forgeries,”” said Nelson Lee calmly., Mr. Greenwood is inmacent. .

and you are guilty. You have confessed the fact Lo me by admitting that
you have the stolem bonds-——" o

“That's round the point!™ interjected Josh curtly.

““Very well, 1 will be brief. T want you to hand over {o me—-now, this
very minute-—the bonds and securities you burgled, and the apparatus with
which you forged Greenwood's finger-prints.””

““ And suppose T tell you to 7o to blazes?”’

* Well, 1should decline to undertake the journey ! replied the delective.
“ In addition, this little shooler of mine has an wunfortunate habit of
remaining steadily pointed al your head, Mr. Grayson. When 1 am
thwaried I am inclined o become somewhat unsteady in the fingers, and }
trembie Lo think what would happen if my trigger-finger twitehed just a
trifle Ltoo violently!™

Joxk Grayson swore.

** 1 don’t know who yvou are, bul you're a bedashed cool card!™” he said
fiercely. “I'm helpless—I can’t do anything but obey yowr orders. But
the league will drop »n me heavily for this—by thunder they will!”

“T am aware of that,”” said Nelson Lee quietly. ** The league wiil
probably hold you entirely to blame for what occurs to-night—and you
will be murdered. But the lecague is a terrible power to fall foul of,”

The deteclive meant this. He knew quite well that Josh Grayson's Jife
would be in coneiderzble peril when the Governing Cirele learned {hat, he
had handed over the stolen property and the finger-print stamp to an
unknown detective—for Grayson had not the slightest idea of his com-
panion’s identity. Bul Nelson Lee had no wish to be primarily respensiple
for Grayson’s murder, scoundrel though the man was. '

He placed his cigar caref1'ly on the edge of the table, keeping his eyes
upon’ Josh the whole time. The revolver in his right hand was steady as
a rock. From an inner pocket he produced a small leather bag, and it
thuwmped rather heavily upon the table,

“What's that?” asked Grayson suddenly. ‘" Leok here, you hound. this
husiness will be the death of me! The league will have me outed if )
hand those securities amdl finger-print——"" |

‘** But if you get away from London—from England—at once. the league
will have no oppertunity to ‘out’ you,” interrupted Nelson Lce evenly.
*“ Yow’re a pretty complete villain, Grayson, but I'm not going to lead
vou into tragic trouble. I'll be straightforward with you. There are fifty
pounds in that Lag—fifty pounds in gold—and a liner leaves Southampion
to-morrow morning for Australia. Take the money, #ail to Australia sn
{hat boat, and start life afresh.”

“ Bah, you can't bluff me——" _ N . .

“ Examinesthe bag '’ said Nelson Lee quictly. T am perfectly simeere.

A minute later Josh Grayson dropped the little leather bag into his
pocket, and his eyes shone with a fixed purpese. ) e

*“By Jupiter! You're the whitest 'tec I've ever slruck I”’ he exclammec
carnestly. I will go to Australia! And I'll quit the darned league and
all its rotten trickery. Il make a eclean start on the other side of tnhe
world !”’ :

He jumped up, crossed over to a cupboard. and produced a l;!.il-c lnllln%]]c
of papers. Realising that Nelson Lec would not—ev.en‘zlmv:‘rc ”u}m\b*ol*ﬁr:
vigilance, he opened the bundle before the detective s 0}\l.=, f:“; nl do-::u-
Lee was soon perfectly satisfied that he was being shown the siole oo
ments. He thrast them into his pocket; meanwhile keeping Graysen «
fully covered with the revelver.
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“You sce, my friend, T canuot trust you,” he explained. I really
believe that you mean what you say. But I am a man who takes no
chances.”’

“I reckon youw're a wonder, boss!"" said Josh plainly. “I'm dead
helpless.”’

" Ao Nelson Lee buttoned up his coat over the bonds and securities Grayson
again went to the cupboard, and this time he placed on the table a curiously-
ll}ildc r}tlbber stamp. It was 1n one piece, and was, indeed, a wonderful piece
of work.

. ““It gives an exacl impression of Greenwood's finger-prints,”” said Josh.
“It was a long time before we got our opportunity to take Greenwood's
real impressions, but we got them at Iast —and then made the rubber-stamyp.
It's a neat job.”

Nelson Lec rosc to his feet.

““My bLusiness with you is finished, Mr. Graysou.' he exclaimed calmly,
placing the finger-print forgery into his pocket. ““ You have acled in the
wisesl. manner possible; and I hope you will take the good advice I have
cgtven you. Have done wilh the league, and go abroad!™

The gentleman erook nodded grimly.

“It's my only chance!" he exclaimed earne~tly. ““I'm fed up with the
leagne. 1n any case. This night's work will change me from to-day! I'il
start anew—and do my darndest to make good '™

‘“Good man ! said Nelson Lece.

In two strides he reached the door, opened it. and passed out into the
passage—leaving Josh Grayson staring thoughtfully after him. - Nelson
Lee closed the door quickly, and then walked briskly along the passage.

“By James! I never anticipated such success ' he murmured jubilantly.
“And I really think Grayson is in dead earmest "

The detective's sentence died on his lips, and a hoarse cry arose from
his throat. For a startling thing had happened. Tt was so unexpected,
g0 entirely unsuspected, that Nelson Lee had no time to move a finger. to
help himselt. . .

The pagsage was dark, but the fanlight over the front door showed as a
dim oblong of subdued light amid the blackness. He was nearing it when
fils right foot, striding forward, found no flooring!

Since he lhad entered the house, in fact. a gaping hole had appeared in
the passage floor!: Nelson Lee flung up his arms in a desperate attempt
to save himself, but it was uscless. He plunged down, into pitchy blackness
—and realised, even as he dropped through space, that he was caught in
a deadly trap! |

Josh Grayson had bealen him, after all!

CHAPTER VIII, »
The Tables Turned—Grayson's Confession—A Surprise.

¢ Y thunder! So you're Nelson Lee!" exclaimed Josh Grayson fiercely.

B ““Nelson Lee, a prisoner in my house! The league’ll reward me

liberally for to-night's job!"

The great detective made no reply. His head was throbbing .agonisingly,
and his thoughtls- were bitter and angry. He had blundered badly—he
knew it. And the knowledge did not tend to make him feel cheerful.

Like an idiot, he had believed that Grayson was sincere, and had never
suspected a Lrap. To do the deteclive justice, not one man in ten thousand
would have suspected danger in that dark, deserted passage.
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Plunging down, he had landed in a little cellar, and had cor j 1
: h > A . « y ¢ . ne .[I

doing hn_'nsclf any real_mjnry.. His head, however, struck the gtotzzlt\]:rg?lt
f‘-nd partially stunned bim. This had provided Grayson with his opporulnit\"
'he man scrammbled down a ladder, against the wall of the cellar, wilh

a candle and a length of stout rope. Tn less than three mi
lee was bound hand and foot, and proppe?i against the v:':\lll}th o Cison

11081 tml)) dazed to offer resistance. He had
nce bound, his scattered wits hegan to return. And as he fully i

. b , ( { . as realised
his position he n]s:o realised that Grﬁyson had removed the stolen gm‘umc;ets
::Ill‘l{] the finger-print stamp from his pockets, and had transferred them to
1is own.

CAfter that Josh ripped off his victim’s disguise, and the flickering candle
light revealed the fact that the crook’s prisoner was noune other than

i\‘ql:sonchc. Grayson was simply bubbling over with excitement and
riumph.

“Nefson Lee. ch?'’ he repeated. with a cruel chuckle. “You darned
fool!  You thundering bungler! Did you think you could set yourseif
against the League of the Green ’l‘riaugfo?" )

““TI amn not dead vet, my gloating friend !’ said Nelson Lee calinly.

* You're as near dead as a man is who's walking to the gallows!” Teplied
Josh, with grim conviction. ‘“In less than three hours the league will act
—and then Nelson Lee, the famous delective, will be no more!”

e laughed derisively.

“Phe * famous’ deteetive!” he jeered. ““Why, you haven't gol the
brains of a rat!”

““ Go on, Josh—go on! This sort of talk just «nits you,” exclaimed Nelson
Lee with astonishing composure. “A man of your stamp usually gloats
and sncers over a helpless victim. Really, you are quite amusing!"

“By gum, you've got nerve—I will say that!” exclaimed Girayson
admiringly. *“But it won’t help you a mite. I'm off Lo give the word now
—you’ll be safe enough down here. The league will present me with a
Lonus worth accepting for capturing you! Mr. Nelson Lee, I tender you
my best thanks—you’ve donc me a really good turn'”

He glanced at his watch, and was surprised to find (he time half-past
ten. Without further words, he tightened his prisoner’s bonds. and then
gagged him. And the ropes and the gag were so tight that Nclson Lee
kanew that escape was impossible.

““I'll see you later, boss!” said Josh jeeringly.

Ho took thie candle, and mounted the ladder, chuckling evilly to himself.
But when he reached the top—when he stepped into the passage—he
reccived the biggest surprise’ of his life.

A short, slism form confronted him'! . _

““ Your hands—up with ’em !’ rapped out a sharp, grim volce. o

Girayson’s eyes goggled from his head. and a gasp left his lips. l‘h.c
slim lad revealed by the candle light, was pointing a revolver at Josh's
chest.

“What the—m— By Jupiter! I-—-I—-"

“ Up with your flippers!” roared the lad. -

Josh grated out a curse, and hesitated. The revolver was suddenly Hn}:at
forward, and it gleamed wickedly in the candle-licht. In sudden illilln.],
(irayson stepped back, so flustered that he forgot that he was on }h? v?,}'
cdge of .the gaping trap-door. His left foot tripped on the edge, and &
wild yell escaped his lips.

Too late, he endcavoured Lo recover his balance! . -

The mischicf was done, and he fell back, the candle flying lo the ceiling
and . extinguishing iteelf. Naxt moment a dull thud.sourded, and then.an
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agonised groan. Bul the scoundrel was knocked out—he remained still,
aroaning [dmtlv .

““ Serve vou jolly well right!" growled Nipper. “* Hold tight, guv'nor—
I'il have vou free in two Jdls,

Nelson Lee smiled in the dnrl.nou‘-.

As a matter of fact, he had been expecling something of this sor(-—
although he had not hoped for such a. complete \lCl‘OlY His young
assistant had acquitied hlmse]f well.

Nipper’s appearance on the scene was not so startling as it first scemed.
Nelson Lee had anticipated trouble when he set out on this project, and had
instructed Nipper to follow him to Gallon Mews, and then continue the
shadowing until his master had run Josh Grayson to earth.

Nipper had obeyed his instrucltions to the letter, and had scen Nelson
Lee enter the house he was now in. After waiting anxiously for a con-
siderable time-—so it appeared to the worried I \1ppor—he had faintly heard
his master's hoarse cry as he plunged into the cellar.

That had been enough for the lad.

Brisk acticu instantly followed. and hie very soon énceeeded in opening
the front door. Creeping forward, he had gazed down upon Nelson Leo
and Grayson, and had been fully prepared for the scoundrel when he
ascended the ladder. What happened immediately afterwards was rather
startling. Nipper had ecrtainly not expected Josh to emulate his viclim’s
cxample, |

In less than {wo minutes Nipper was in {he cellar, and had cut Nelsan
Tee's honds. The light from an cleetric torch now illuminated the scene.
Yhe detective tore the gag from his mouth, and breathed a litile he'nll)

“Good lad, Nlppel"' Tie said fervently. ““You’ve done wonders.’

”011 rot, sir! I only nipped in when I heard your sweet yell

hoxor mmd my yells, sweet or otherwise—youn have turned the tnb]cs
voung ‘un,” exclaimed Nelson Lee crisply. “And I am afraid Mr. Grayson
has sonoualy injured himself. Hold the light, Nipper. We'll examine the
rogue.

Grayson was just conscious, and his face was pale and drawn. He had
fullen backwards, and thus reccived the full dire benefit of the cruel bricks.
Blood was streaming from his head at the back, and his mouth was curiously
twisted.

Nelson Lee’s examinalion was short, but when he looked up at Nipper the
detective's face was grave.

“Well, guv'nor?”

“I am afraid it is far from well. my lad:’”’ said Nelson Lee quietly.

“Grayson is booked for the last journey this time. He is dying rapidly.
Tndeed, 1 doubt if he wxl] cver fully recover consciousness again. He may
last ..mother half-hour.’ -

Grayson uttered a croak.

“Dying, am I?”" he muttered thickly. ‘I heard you. Lee. I'm not un-
oonqcnous yet. By thunder, I thought I was finished this trip. Oh, well,
vou've bcatcn me, you hounds. I didn’t reckon on the kid stepping into
the game.’

‘(; Bctler not speak,’ said Nelson Lee gently. ““ You will only hasten the
N

(irayson growled. |

“Bah, what does that matter now?"’ he exclaimed. ‘“ A minute or two is
of no matter. Sece here, I'm a darned bad lot, and now that I'm on ﬂlc
last lap, I can realise that Greenwood's been put into a rotten position.™

“Abh! You wish to confess?”
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““That’e the size of it.”” breathed Josh faintly.
coniic.-:s a] thing cxcept this Greenwood affair
ready, ch? Write away, then. I, Joshua Grayson. hure) ' 4
and Home Counties Bank. and forged ihe ﬁniror-prinlag ::El Tt}]xc {’T:-:}g:i
Gircenwood, for the purpose of having him arrested for my crime. I aftor-
wards placed an oxy-ucetylene appavatus in Mr. Greenwocd's house at
Putney. in order to make the evidence conclusive. (ot that?”

“ Yes,” replied Nelson Lee, who was busily taking down the words in
his notebook.

“I reckon I've got enough strength to <ign the blamed thing ! muttered
Josh. ““Prop me up.” °

But while they were doing so Girayeon was suddenly seized with an attack
of faintness. A curious gurgle sounded in his throaf. and his eycs gleamed
almost with fright,

“He's going, sir!”’ whispered Nipper, owed.

““Not he, young 'un!” said the detectlive sharply. ‘“Come, Grayson, pull

vourself together, and sign this confeasion.”

“Guess—I—will ! gasped Josh. ““And there’'s something—clse. Write
Lhis down: I also killed William Garratt in a telephonc-box at Charing Cross
Station, by—shooting him—with an air—pistol.”

‘“Oh, so you were that poor fellow’s murderer !’ said Nelson Lee grimly.,

“The skunk—the traitor!”’ grated Grayson. ‘e deserved death. I
don’t like to go. though, without getting it—off my mind. Give me the
pen. hang you!"

Propped up by Nipper, the self-confessed murderer took the fountain-
pen and signed his name at the foot of the coufession in a firm, ateady
hand. Then, as Nelson Lce put the pen away, and clesed his pocket-book,
Lirayson sank back with a gasp.

“Didun’t like doing that job!”” he muttered. “ It was pretty horrible.
I've dreamed about it since—— Glad 1've got it off my chest. It'll do me
no harm now—I’m going fast, anyhow!”’

Nelson Lec uttered a laugh of triwnph.

“By James'! That was neat, Nipper!” he said exultantly. “ Our
murderous friend has cleared the way for me splendidly!”

“* Rather, sir. But——"’ -

““ No time to talk, my boy. Bind a handkerchief round his head, and
then secure his feet and hands with his own rope!”” said Nelson Lee erisply.
** He’s rather Lelpiess, as it is, and—"" . |

““ But he’s dving. sir!”’ gasped Nipper. “He's at his Jast breath ™

““ Nonsensc ! laughed the detective. °* AMr. Grayson 15 no_mere dying
than I am! He has received a nasty crack on the head. and I expect he’s
feeling infernally faint. But he’ll we well again ineide a week!

“Oh, my pgoodness!"” panted Nipper. T Then—then 1t was a ruse,
guv’nor?”’ ) e

““ Precisely! A ruse to extract this confession!

(irayson sat up, furious and frichtened. _ _ ,

““You hound '’ he snarled. **I am dying! T can feel it—I know I'm
dving !’ . . I 1

‘““Imagination, my dear follow !’ Nel:zon Lee :!asuroc_l_]nm cCoo yl. y
10]_;1 you that y0~u were d)ving, an<l vour gt‘oggy CO!]d]tl(:“ lent CO- D.“lh 0-
the little fiction. I was rather doubtful about the trick at first, but it bas

“But I'm nol going {o
. except, perhaps—— You'ro

succeeded splendidly.” -
A c B).__])y ’H . ] ft 12 ianr_
““ You can swear as heartily as you please after we li:r.\o_ ¢ e
jecled the detective steimly. *‘ You're badly hurt, (Arayson; but nHvL

. . : T vIT O i
seriously. And I have not the slightest compunction leaving you il
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this cellar until {the police: come to fetch you away! I Lhink you are one
of the Dlackest-hearted scoundrels I've ever had the misfortune to come
in contact with!”

I'ive minutes later Nelson Lee and Nipper were in the street, striding
quickly away. Grayson was bound securely, and there was no fear of his
excaping ;. and his confession, and the finger-print stamp, and the stolen
documents, were in the detective's pockels.

“What's the programme now, sir?"' asked Nipper excitedly.

“We're gomg straight to St. John's Wood, voung 'un,” replied Nelson
Lee brickly.  “ I wish to interview the chief commissioncr of Scotland Yard
at once, and at this time of night he will be at his privale house. I have an
inkhng that much will happen between now and daylight.”

CHAPTER IX
A Game of Bluff—Valling Chooses—Conclusion.

REENWOOD will be released at once, then?”

G ““To-night, Mr. Lee—Dbefore another hour has passed !’ replied

~ the chief commissioner of Scotland Yard. “‘'The cvidence you have

placed before me is absolutely conclusive. The finger-print forgery

apparatus and the missing bonds would have been quite sufticient in them-

selves. But Grayson's confession makes further doubt out of the question.
Mr. Greenwood will be a free man before midnight.”’

Nelson Lee smiled.

He had kept his word to Gircenwood sooner than he had anticipated; buf,
at the same time, the detective was not satisfied. Iis real object was {o
“bring about the downfall of Superintendent Valling, and now, foremost in

his mind. Nelson Lee had a plan which would probably bring about the
desired end in one ** fell swoop.”’

The case of William Garratt and Mr. Greenwood was al an end.  Yet the
scoundrel who had Lrought about the whole plot against the bank cashier
was still free and unsuspected, and. what was more, there was not the
slightest shred of proof against Valling. Ile had taken good care to safe-
cuard himself.

There was only one way with which to bring about his downfall. That was
by adopting a big game of bluff. Nelson Lee already had his plans hot in
his brain, and he talked quietly to Nipper while the chief commissioner was
busy at the telephone. ‘The pair had arrived only ten minutes before, and
already Greenwood’s release was being cffecled.

“Woell, that’s settled, Mr. Lee,” exclainted Scotland Yard’s chief, {turning
away from Lhe teléephone. ““I don't know how you managed to discover
(11 these things, but I really must congratulate you. Treely I admit that
the C.L.D. were hepelessly wrong in this affair: they were positive that
Greenwood was the enlprit; That mysterious murder at Charing Cross is
now cleared up. too—although there is still an absence of motive. lsven
Superintendent Valling, one of my best men, was dead sure that Greenwood
was the man who burgled the 'bank."”’

“Valling had very good reason to be sure of Greenwood's guilt.”

“I do not quite comprehend,” said the commissioner. _

“T will be perfeetiy plain,” replied Nelson Iee grimly. “TI am afraid I
shall give yon a shock-—but plain speaking is always best. Superintendent
Valling is a black sconedrel. It was he who engincered the plot against
Mr. Greenwood, " |

The chief started, and then langhed sharply.

“That is absurd, Mr. Lee !’ he said.  ““ Valiing is-—""
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“I repeal, Valling is a man who is a constant dan
at, yall » L 1han 3 S i it anger to honest men,
n foe of justice,” .continued Nelson Lee firmly. ‘““You know me to b?:m-:.
strayghtforward man. I never make <tatements unless I am absolutcl;'

positive of my facts. On this oceasion I reiterate emphatics : .
1s a deadly scoundrel!” mphatically that Valling

'l‘hIe chicf olf S{tollund Yard breathed hard.

“T certainly know you to Le a man who always thinks deeply befor
make a serious statement,” he said slowly: *“ Hut really, MI;.yLez.o:.ﬁigoil.;
astounding.  Xnowing you as I do. I should be foolish to disregard your
warning, much as T feel inclined to; but. since you accuse Valling of beine

A traitor Lo his trusted position, you surely can produce proofs to substantiate
your accusation?”’

Nelson Lee shook his head.

U That is the unfortunate part of the busiuness,” he replied. “I know
Valling to be a villain—absolutely know it—and yet I cannot prove a single
misdeed against him. He is a very clever man.”’ '

The commissioner tossed his cigar-end into the fire.

““Then we may as well dismiss the subject,”” he said curtly. I thank
you for your assistance, Mr. Lee, bul I certainly do not hold with this
attitude of yours. It is utlerly unlike you, Unless you can produce positive
proof——-"'

Nelson Lee bent forward. :

“As I have said. T have no proof at present,” he interrupted. ‘“ But there
1s o distinct possibility that the necessary proof will be forthcoming very
vhortly. I want you to assist me by doing one little thing.” )

“II'm! Well, Mr. Lee?"”

‘““Valling is on duly to-night, I believe?"’ .

“Ic 1s at the Yard, certainly,”” replied the chicf, who obviously did net
like this business at all. °** He will be there until one o'clock, or a little
later. What do you want me to do?”

““Merely this. At twelve-thirty you ure to walk into Valling's office
without any preliminary knock and confront him,” replied Nelson Lee
calmly. ““If Valling is calm and cool, then you will make some little excuse
and depart. But I am quite sure that Valling will be the opposite to calm.
He will show distinct signs of guilt, and you will then declare that he is to
be placed under arrest.’”” ]

““Oh, but this is an outrageous suggestion !"” protested the commissioner.

“T am a man who works for the good of my fellow-men,”” said Nelson Lee
uietly. ‘‘I mercly wish to see justice dome. Valling is a serpent in our
midst, and it is my desire to sce him crushed. Please think carefully before
you slate your deciston.” )

The chief was silent for a moment, chewing a new cigar thoughtfully. and
frowning decply. When he looked up an expression of determination was in
his eyes. . _

! beelieve you are acting as you think right, Mr. Tee,” be said. "I
have never known you toe make wild accusations, and so I will do as you
require, amazing as your requirements are.’’

“ You will not regret taking this action.’t . N .

““No harm will come, anyhow, if Valling is an innocent mam,” re lied
{he other. ‘I am to walk into his office at twelve-thirty, and confront 1im?
What will he do—provided that he displays the signs of guilt you say he
will-—when I declare that he is to be arrested?” . o

““He will probably make a dash for freedom; he will, at least, l.l'la]\ﬁ’lt
plain to you that he’is unfit to remain in a position of trust at ﬂl,o Ya_l‘]ti g

““Upon my soul, this is a most astounding ~ business!” said the

»

commissioner. *° Very well. Mr. Lee, We will sec what comes of it all.”
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Nelson Liee and Nipper rose to their feet, and the former's cyes were
rleaming,
it We <hall meet later,” he said quielly—“at Scotland Yard !

When the pair were oub in the street the detective clapped Nipper upon
the back.

“I think my plan will be suceessful, young "un.’’ he said briskly. My
obiecl is to bluff V alling into admitting someLlnnn‘ of a dmmmo' nature,
\\o have already played one game of DI suvcoqsl'ullv to-night; lot's see if

ve cannot brmrr off another, nnd a more worthy, coup. You l\now what you
11 ave to do?”

“Rather. sir.”” replied Nipper. ‘“ And I think Valling will do himself in.
Ic'll give the game away as sure as the lcaguc s being sloadllv wrecked !’

“Oh S0 11 wils 1mpemtuc that you should SCC Mo pmsonallv " said
Superintendent Valling amusedly, ‘Lmnmp; in his c¢hair and regarding the
ragaed street urchin who bad just been shown mlo his oiluo

% Yus, sir!” said the boy bluntly. “ This ’ere’s for yon?"

Ile handed over a sealed note. and Valling took it curiously.

. “Where did you get this?”” he inquired.

“A gent give it to me in the street five minutes ago.’’” said {he urchin.
“Told me to bring it straight to you. and- deliver tllo bloomin’ thing into
your own ’'ands. e said as ’ow yvou'd give me a tanner!”’

*“Well, he said wrong !’ rapped out A alling curtly. ““Take the boy out,
m:m*mt"‘

And Nlppcr—~f01' the urchin was Nelson Lee's shrewd assistant—Ileft

Valling's oﬂuo. and hurried away from the vicinity of Scotlond Yard.

The superititendent tore open the note carelessly, wondering who it could
come from. As he commenced reading it. however. his face paled. and his
Lhands shook as thoungh wilh ague. In an instant he scemed to have aged
lvn vears.,

“Good heavens !’ he gasped chokingly.

For the contents of thatl note were “well calculated to give him a {errible
shock. ‘The note was written in the secret code of the Loaﬂ'ue of the Green
Triangle—and that fact alone convineed Valling that the 1111110' was no fake.
Indeed, he took the fact for aranted, without thought. that the MESSAZS
was from the league. Why should he suspecl anything clse?

“Teave at once!” the message ran, with urrroul, abmptno s. ‘““Toxeroft
has turned traitor, and the whole great rramo i up. The Orpheum Club
has been raided. and the Govmnmn' Chamber is in the hands of the police.
Zingrave has been arrested. also Hngmlll Gresswell, Yoni-Saka, and others.
Don ' delay a eccond—flee !

No wonder V alling turned deathly white!

On the face of it. the note must have come from a Ciov cerning Member of
the league. The very inner secrets of the organisation were mentioned,
proving heyond doubt that the message was genuine. But what did it
mean? HHow was it that he, af the very Yard itself, had heard nothing of the
raiding of the Orpheum (Iuh-’ ol

“ ON, it's clear enouch + thought rapidly.  The raid was undertaken
by the West End police.  Vine Street did the job, of course. By Heaven, I
must leave at once, or I shall find myself trapped with a vengeance !”’

- Hiz whole brain was throbbing with alarm and fear. Like a thunder-clan
fhe end had come at last. The blow which every (Gioverning Member had
thought absolutely impossible had fallen. The game was up.

A ‘member of the Governing Circle had sent the note in the faint hope
that it would be of service. Well, there might still be just a chance of his
petting clear of the Yard before the news of his guilt got {hrough. Or
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erhaps—and the thought scutl a cold shudder down Valling's back—perhaps
1is own colleagues at tﬁlc Yard were evea now waiting for him to show him-
self—waiting for him to icave his office, and to |

Without any preliminary warning the door opened n

Superintendent Valling thrust the note mechanically into his pocket, and
twisted round in his chair. Iis face was like chalk, his eyes startine from
his head. The new-comer was the chief commissioner himself! °

Then, if not before, Valling knew that the game was up! -

Superintendent Valling leapt from his chair with o snarl. Iis eyes were
glittering, and his blood was boiling with rage and wild alarm. Never
would he allow himself to be tuken!

The commissioner started back aghast.  Nelson ILee's statement was
proving to be well founded, with a vengeance! Valling’s appearance was
the very embodiment of wild, frightened guilt. In a moment the com-
missioner knew that Valling was the scoundrel Nelson Lee had declared him

to be. Usually suave and gentlemanly, he now had the appearance of a
wild beast,

““Superintendent Valling, you arc under arrest——""

““Arrest!”’ snarled Yalling hoarsely. *““ Never! The game's up, I know,
but I'll have a run for my money, hang vou!”’

IHe dashed forward, thrust the commissioner aside with brutal roughness,
and hurled himself into the corridor. The commissioner picked bimsclf up
off the floor—for he had been knocked over—and hurried out. Ie was just
in time to wilness a dramatic seene.

Valling had hoped, in a dazed fashion. to rush away from Scotlland Yard
and scek sanctuary in one of the league’s secret retreats—prepared n
readiness for a time such as this; but as soon as he got into the corridor he
halted, suarling like an animal at bay, I'or Nelson Lee and Detective-
inspector Liennard were confronting him,

Valling acted promptly. Escape was impossible now; he knew that.

“You think yowll take me?”’ he snarled huskily. ‘‘ You think I will
submit to a trial and imprisonment? Never will I live to suffer shame aud
disgrace !”’

He had taken something from his waistcoat-pocket, and, before he could
be stopped, he pressed a tiny necdle——which was enclosed in a spring case—
into his wrist.  The needle-point was coated with a deadly poison, and he
sank to the floor without a sound, and without a shudder.

“ Glood heavens! He's dead!” exclaimed Nelson Lee, knecling down and
examining the fallen man. “‘I think you will admit,” he added to the
commissioner, * that Valling has now proved that he was unworthy of a
position of trust in this establishment.” o o oy g

“T am amazed, Mr. Lee ! gasped the chief. © This—this 1s _terl:lble.

As the detective rose, he cleverly took the note from.\* alling’s p.ockct.
unobserved by the others. He had written that epistle himself, and it ]E_at%
served its purpose well—tco well, in fact, for Nelsen Lee had not suspectec
that Valling would take his own life. _ : Loy

Aud he did not want the Scotland Yard officials to get hold of 1t. T ey
would not be able to read the code, of course, but it was belier for V alllug&-
doath to remain an unsolvable mystery. Slowly, but surely, 30150“. Lc‘ff "t'l‘lc
Douglas Cliftord were proving themselves too good for the League o
Green Triangle. THE END.

oisily.

S ——

NOTICE TO READERS.

: i the story
ina to the iliness of the author of the Black Wolf Series, :
pg‘l‘:i-:s%dofor n:zxt weck will unfortunately have to be held over till the
week followina —EDITOR.
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IN POLAR SEAS.

A Romance of Adventure in the Frozen North.
' BY

FENTON ASH,

Author of A Trip to Mais,’’ “ The Radium Seckers, etc.

- ——

——

Hven Arsown. a young Enylish lad, goes out to the far Norlth with an expedilion.
He vi jouned by an Iridh sailor—AMike O'Grapy, and also VAL RuxTox,

The latter and ilugh become fast friends, bul one day Val hinls that Hugh
aneed tis r_r;:!:fp'!fqn wwlder o fuhc name, and says thal ANLG’CL (/) ncighbouriu_',‘
Loakano, has becr asiing for tidings of a eertain explorer whose name 15 well known in
he acvenlr fic world  For some reason, Hugh turns pale.

Tle eanip as reided by a neighbouring party, but Hugh and Rurlon, witl (o
“tdore gt up i Adff fight. The atlackers are bealen off, and a trap 13 laid for them.

Heastng eaptvr-d the strang-ra, the leader—Gr1MsTO OK—comes upon the scenc, and
vV accms that Hugh and Rurton are tn for a bad time.

Hugh and Val Ruvion arc seal out by Qrimstock to make observalions, bul relurn (o
find the e omp deserted ~the y are left to die in the dreary white wilderness.

A rlori Wine afterwends, while the tieo chums are out  together, Hugh thinks he
seox aene mounlaing and pasturelund far oul to sea.  Val Ruxlon, how ver, tells him
thed vibat Lo o is only a mivage,

Hugh, howover, v g ot vignd, aad aflor Lravelling many weary wiles the travdlers
rrdor th  Green Joipd."

The party mocl some fi ree animals, and, after beating them off, prepare lo mik:
thicir camp, when th:y see com: stiauge footprints, (Now read 0.4,)

De:fending the Cave.
H HEY are the foolprints of those hrutes! exclaimed 1lngh, staring in

T di-may at his friend.  ** ‘T'hin is Ltheir ford by which they go to and

fro acro-s the river. But what a lot of the fiends thare must be!™

Ruston nodded and looked very grave ax he gozed ot the marks,  liven
allowing for their bhaving poacsed backward and forward more than once,
I.Iru-rv vere evidently o great many more of them than was pleasant to think
L L I

Y Gadzooks ! 1 we're likely to have such o swarm of the beggars aboul
oy cars i there must have been here, it will take nus all our tune to beat
wm off withoot fircarm:,” he multtered. .

“And to think wmy spare rifles, and all my stock of ammunition, have
hien carried off by that thief, Grimstoek,” said Iugh, between his teeth,
as the two walked away together.

The wmention of Grimstock brought to their minds the question, what had
Vecome of him?

Do you think it possible that he made for this place?’” Val asked.

" Lam o sure e did. 1 have wmy own reasons for believing it, and 1 kuow
l.ht‘_\' e gnm] oles, '
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“ If g0, I reckon he must have arrived before us—that means, that he
wu={ be somewhere in the country now?"’,

** Yes, very likely he got here by some olher route, though, of course, the
falls of snow we have had would account for our not seeine his tracks even
if we had followed the same route.” |

“ Then,’”’ said Val, ‘“ we shall have him and his gang to contend with
Ly-and-by—we are pretty surc to happen on tbem somewhere. 1ln our de-
fenceless state that will be awkward.” -

“* Yes; we must ¢’en tread warily, and keep a sharp look-out. If we do
come across them we’ll have to {rust to our wits. Forewarned, however, is
forearmed! This time we’ll meet cunning with cunning, and try what
strategy can do.”

““1 confess I don't quite follow your idea,” Ruxton returned gloomily.
““ But I'm with you, hcart and soul, in any plan that can be schemed out to
defeat that arch-villain!”

Then, for the time being, they dismissed the subjeclt from their thoughts
aud turned to the food question once more. The rest of the day was devoted
to foraging for supplics and storing all they could get together, with their
belongings, in the cavern they had sclected.

A further examination of the place showed that there was a stream of
water running through one of the inside chambers. There were also some
biz Loulders which might be used for blocking up the entrance. Finally,
they gathered as much wood as time allowed, and stored it within, and as
tigit came on, they built and lighted fires both inside and out.

Bob Cable took first wateh, and the others, thoroughly tired out, lay down
on the rocky floor and were speedily asleep.

But their slumbers did not last very long. In less than a couple of hours,
Hueh was awoke by the sailor, who whispered to him to come and look out.

They had blocked up the entrance as well as they could with a heavy mass
of rock, hut there were crevices through which a limited view of the valley,
outside could be obtained.

Pecring thircugh one of these spaces, Hugh saw a sight which almost made
him jump. There, by the same uncarthly kind of twilight of which he had
had experience the previous night, he could see that the space immediately
in front of the entrance was crowded with a whole troop of the grisly-looking,
yellow-kaired horreors:

““ Snakes, alive !’ he muttered. ¢ This means an attack in force! Bob,
rousc up NMr. Ruxton and the others! Wake ’‘em quietly, but be quick

about it, all the same. There is no time to lose!

Besciged by the VYellow-Haired Monsters—A Tough Struggle—Hugh
Loses His Temper.

S Cable went off to obey orders, Ruxten, who had already woke up,

A crept Lo his chun’s side. _ '
““ lIcly Moscs! What a lot of grisly nightmares!” he muttered as

e peeped out. ‘“ Surely we’ve found the long-sought missing-link at last.”’

“ Looks like it, but 1 wonder what they’rc going to do?”” Hugh queried,
¢peaking in low, cautious tones. *‘° They're precious quiet.”

** They don't like the fire, I reckon. I thought they wouldn’t. But it’s
burping low. Wbhy’s that? Wood damp, I wonder? It ought to bave
lasted. through ihe miglht.” _

“ Think tbey're waiting for it to go out?”

“T reckcn tbat's their idea. Seems as if our first line of defence will
rhortly fail us. More reason to look after vur second. I'll go and see how

it's getting cp.”
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Cab ad Ly this time r - 5 1 . y

(l 11.1‘0 ~}“111 b'"t lhll;. .]t{nne relurned with Mike and one of their native
followers. Ruxton beckoned to him, and thev went away togcther

T » Qo0 1 » Ao ww W 1. . y H - . = ] .

. l.hf‘ . .thOl‘ld '{‘I}HL-O]f- defenee meant some fires they had made in the
inner caverns, ey had found that while the first cave had a rather low
reof, those next ta it had very high ones—so high that the smoke went
right up and gave no trouble.  Possibly it found an outlet for itself Lthroueh
some ¢revice in Cthe mountain above, .
~ So. huvm‘g gl;otltngolh@ an ample sup]zl‘.\_' of wood, they had lichted several
fires. and Cable had kept them going. They had also ¢ut a mumber of long
poles, which were stacked in a corner. -

Amaki and his ponp.lc h:_\d occupiced one of Lhese inner chambers, while the
{wo leaders had remained in the outer oue. Clad as they still were in their
skin dresses, they had found themselves quite warm cenough without either
fires or sleeping-bags—the first time that such a thing-had happened sinee
their landing on the Aretie shore. ,

Ruxton glanced round and nodded approvingly as he noted that all the
fires were burning merrily.

“ LPop ‘em oan, sharp,” he ordered. referring to the poles; and some of
them were pushed end first into the fires, and left there,

“ Now take Amaki out of it, and all vou others come with me.”

Amakt thereupon hobbled off into another cavern out of sicht; and the
rest went back to the entrance. ’

There were low guttural mutterings, growls, and other signs of restless-
ness gomng on outside.

“ I don’t think it will be long now before they make a move,” Val
whizpered to his chum. '

They all ‘stood in silence awailing developments, while the confused
sounids grew louder and more threatening.

BEach man was armed with a pole of extra size and weight, with the heavy
ends cut into flat points in such a manuner as to act as wedges when thrust
under the great boulder- which blocked the entrance. :

They had not much longer to wait. Evidently their foes were afraid of
fire, for they had made no move so long as the one out=ide retained a flicker
of {lame. Soon it subsided into a smoking boulder, and then, as Cable put
1t, - the circus began. _

‘The Arst siens of coming action took the form of an outbreak of growls
and. grunts, which gradually gretv louder and louder as though-—as Hugh
said—the creatures were working themselves up into a suitable stage of
rage and fury. Lo ' :

, (To be continued.)
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