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Campaign against “THE CIRCLE OF TERROR.”
Specially written for this Issue by the Author of ‘‘ The Green Triangle” Series.

CHAPTER 1.
The Remarkable Incident of the Dead Fly.

o EADY, guv’nor:”

R ‘“Well, I call that rather cool, NipPer," sald Nelson Lee, the

celebrated detective. ‘‘I have been waiting for you for fully ten

minutes, and then you burst in and calmly ask me if I am ready!”

Nipper grinned.

““I'll bet you're not ready even yet,’”” he said. “ You'll find that your
cigars aren’'t in your case, or your tie’'s crooked, or spmething. I'm abh,o-
lutely prepared to leave the house on the instant.”

Nelson Lee, with a chuckle. °°1 am atraid., N1pper, tnat your Dprain s
becoming somewhat muddled. Your memory is giving way. Perhaps I do
not give you enough work to do.”

‘“ Perhaps you give me a jolly sight too much !'>growled Nipper. ‘" That's
ahout the size of it, guv'nor. ifow wherc the thunder ave my gloves® I left
‘em on the table when I came in. Have you touched ‘em*” |

““The table is no place for gloves, young ’un,” said Lee severely. * 1T
have often told you not to litter the table with your rubbish. I believe 1
threw a pair of raggy things into the coal-scuttle some little time ago."

Nipper dived toward:s the scuttle with a wrathful expression. Then he
looked up and gave vent {o a growl.

“ My gloves!” he ejaculated. ‘A brand new pair, ton! At least, they
were brand new about a couple of months ago. Like your games, guv'nor,
to chuck them into the fircplace. They might have been shoved on the fire!"

‘“ About the best place for them, to judge by appearances,” siniled Lee.
““ Why don’t you buy yourself a new pa:ir, you young rascal? You've got
plenty of money. It’s laziness, Nipper—s’heer laziness. How much longer
are you going to keep me waiting?”’

Nipper pulled on his gloves—which were by no means so dilapidated as
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Nelson Leo intimated—and announced that he was quite ready to depart. So
the pair left the apartment, descended the stairs, and emerged into Gray's
Inn Road. | '

It was about cight o’clock in the evening, and intensely dark. There was
no moon, and the etars were obscured by clouds. Rain had fallen shortly
before, and the roads and pavements were muddy.

Nelson Tee and Nipper had decided to take a little relaxation, and were
just off to n West End theatre to witness a new play. They had been hard
at work lately, and Lee decided that they both needed a lrttle well-earned
pleasure. The famous detective’s remarks concerning Niggar‘s idleness were,
of course, nothing but pleasantries; for Nipper was as hard-working as his
master.

They walked brickly down Gray’s Inn Road, intending to charter a taxi in
Holborn. And almo.t aq soon as they had departed a man crossed the dark
road and knocked <harply at Lee’s door. Either he had just missed seeing
the detective by pure accident, or had been deliberately waiting upon the
other side of the road in order to witness Lee’s departure. At all events,
ne «0on as Iece and Nipper had vanished into the gloom, the man crossed
the road and knocked. .

After a few moments the door was opened by Mrs., Jones, the worthy
Inndlady. She saw that the man upon the doorstep was attired in some kind
of uniform or other, that he carriecd a small handbag, and that he was’a
typieal example of an ordinary London Gas Company employee or something
of that choaracter. . .

“ This is the nddress of Mr. Nclson Lee, ain’t it, ma?” inquired the
uniformed man briskly. L

" Mr. lee’s hout at present,’’ replied the landlady shortly.

“ That don't make no odds,”” ausxwered the man. *‘“ It ain’t necessary for
me to see Mr. Lee himeelf. There’s something amiss with the telephone,
so I've been 1ustructed, and I've come Mng to put it right. Maybe
you'll show me the way up in Mr. Lec’s rooms, ma?’’ A

Mrs. Jones hesitated. _ .

" This don’t seem the right time to come repairing tclephones,’”’ she
snid doubtfully. ‘‘ However, if you’ve got written instructions I'll show you
up.”’ _
“It's a special order, don’t yer see.’”’ explained the other, feeling in his
pocket and producing a p::fer. ‘* This ‘ere Mr. Lee’s an important bloke, I
understand, nnd it won’t do for liis telpphone to get out of order—uot even
for a hower. Tlere you are missis—will that suit you?’’

Mrs. Jones took the paper which was handed to her, stepped back and
cxamined it beneath the hall light. It was quite an ordinary Poet Office
Telephone printed form, filled in in the usual way to the effect that the
telephone installed in the rooms of Mr. Nelson Lee required a slight but
Important adjustment. ,

This was quito satisfactory, and the landlady at once admitted the tele-
phone man and escorted him upstaire.

Mrs. Jones did not exactly like being disturbed in this way, but under
the circumstances she could not refuse. It would have been better, rhaps,
il Lee himself had been preseut, but Mrs. Jones knew that the detective
aad Nipper would not be back for some hours.

Within the comsulting-room Mrs. Jones switched on the electric lights,
and then indicated the telephone with a wave of her hand. ¢ -

““Sha’n't keep you long, ma,”” said the man cheerily. *‘‘ I don’t think the
job’s much, anyhow. But these ’ero thimgs con’t be put right except by
un cxpericneed man. I am anxious to get awsy myself, to tell the truth,
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My missis'll be wondering what’s become of me. I was supnosed to gnt
home in good time to-night.”

W hile he was speaking the man was nimbly producing ccrtain aelicate tools
from hix bag, and he looked at Mrs. Jones once or twice rather amusediy.

‘““ Nothing for you to wait,”” he said as he sat down and drew the tele-

hone instrument towards him. ‘“I’ll call down when I'm ready to leave,
it you like. Sha’n’t be above ten minutes, at the most.”

Mrs. Jones shook her head.

“I'll stay here,”” she said shortly. ‘“I don’t never allow anyone in Mr.
Lee's rooms, not by hisself. Just you go on with your work, man, and be
sharp about it.”

The telephone man laughed.
“ Just as you like,”” he said. ‘““I don’t mind you looking on, ma. But

wimmin, as a rule, always ask foolish questions—and that causes delay.”
‘““T don’'t want no hinsults,”” said Mrs. Jcnes curtly.

The man chuckled again, and went on with his work. Fcr perhaps five
minutes he was busy, and then, with a little sigh of satisfaction, he pushed
the instrument away from him, and then commenced packing his tools.
When they were all in his bag he rose to his feet with a smile.

*“ That’s done,’”’ he announced. ‘‘ Haven’t kept you long, have I? When
do you think Mr. Lee will be back?”

‘““Not until about half-past eleven,”’ replied the landlady. ‘“ He anid
Mr. Nipper have gone out to a theatre, I Delieve—""

Mrs. Jones paused, listening.

I'or, at that moment, she heard a familiar footstep upon the stairs,
accompanied by a still more familiar whistie. She knew, at once, that it
was Nipper who was returning, and the lad was mounting the stairs two at
a time. As a matter of fact Nelson Lee had discovered, just hefcre hailing
a taxi in Holborn. that a most important item had been forgotten. 'I'he
theatre tickets had been left behind upon the mantelpiece.  Nipper, or
course, had chipped his maeter unmercifully, but the lad had offered to ria
back and fetch the tickets.

Nipper was, therefore, in a hurry, and before Mrs. Jones and the tclephona
man could say anything further the lad entered the consulting-room.

‘““ Hallo! Who's in here?’’ he exclaimed, as he strode in. “* Oun, il's you,
Mrs. Jones. Anything wrong?”

Nipper was somewhat surprised to find the landlady and the uuiformed
man in Lee's room, and he stared at the telephone-man curiously, and with
a certain amount of vague suspicion.

““Irom the telephone company, Mr. Nipper,”” explained Mis. Jones.
*“ This man’s just put the telephone right——"’

* That’s queer,”’ interjected Nipper. ‘ There was nothing wrong with
the telephone that I know of. What authority have you got for coming
here?” added the lad, turning to the fellow. *‘‘ And the company doe:n’t
usually send men round at this time of night '

“_l.[ have only carried out instructions, young shaver,’”’ said the maa
casily.

‘“ Not 1nstructions that were given by Mr. Lee,”’ replied Nipper promptly.
““ And not so free with your ¢ young shaver,” either! This looks a bic fishy,
to my mind.”’

Nipper was shrewd, and he didn’t hesitate to spcak his mind. He was
decidedly suspicious, to tell the truth, for it scemed highly improbable to
him that a teiephone-repairer should be sent ronnd at such a late hour in
the evening—more espesially as there was nothing whatever wrong with tu>
Instrumenv,
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The wman, himself, too, evidently saw that Nipper’s suspicions were
aroused, and he did not quite like the look in the youngster’s eyes. There
was o determined light in them, and it was certain that Nipper intended
going into the matter thoroughly.

So, in one gocond, the inan threw all pretcnce to the winds, and he made
an abrupt dash for the door. The move was so sudden that Nipper was not
prepared, and a heavy push from the flceing man sent the lad reeling back-
wards. |

‘“ Lor’ a-mercy!"’ gaspcd Mrs. Jones breathleasly. L

“I thought there wis something crooked about it!”’ roared Nipper,
hurling himself forward. ‘ That rotter’s an impostor—he’s been up to
some trick or other in this room!” | |

As Nipper spoke he rushed through the doorway and pelted down the
ntairs with terrific speed. |

The man had gained a short start, but the advantage was certainly with
Nippcr, for the lad knew every stair by keart, and was as sure-footed as a
mountain deer. , |

Il¢ simply flung himself dovn the stairs, five at a time, and landed in the
hall right upon the fugitive’s heels.

With a pnnﬂnﬁ gasp, the fellow wrenched open the door, and attémpted to
slumn it hefore Nipper could pass out. But the lud was prepared fer the
move, and he was through before the other could perform his object. The
next second Nipper had gripped the stranger’s arm fiercely and tightly.

l'l‘l' Let go, you young fool!”” snasled the other savagely. ¢ By thunder!
smash you——"*

'* Sumash away!” panted Nipper. ‘ -

The lad was positively certain that the telephone man had come with
cvil inteutions. Indecd, the fellow's sudNen flight practically proved that.
And Nipper had no intention of letting him get away if he could possibly
prevent it.

But, although Nipper was strong and active and plucky, he was not quite
capable of tackling a full-grown man who wae desperately anxious to get
away.

Nevertheless, there was quite a considerable tussle out upon the pave-
went. It was extremely dark just there, and it so happened that no pedes-
trians were on this pavemecut at the precise time. Across the road people
-could be secn, and two electric trams were in sight. But nobody seemed to
notice that quick fight hetween Nipper and his unknown adversary.

By an ngile movement Nipper tripped the man, and they both rolled to the
pavement with a gasp, and floundered about desperately, each endeavour-
ing to gain mastery.

The tussle was over in o few scconds. They rolled into the gutter foreibly,
Nipper uppermost—which was fortunate, for the gutter was filled with sticky,
clinging mnud. For u moment Nipper thought that his man was beaten;
but the lad was quite mistaken. ‘

For, with a tremeundous heave the stranger flung Nipper off him. The
ymmgl detective floundered upon tho pavement, but was on his feet in a
sccond.

Ho caught a glimpse of the tclephone mun in an almost inverted position
in the gutter—caused by his tremendous effort to free himself from Nipper's
weight.  And before the lad could spring upon the fellow afresh he was on
his feet and speeding away down Gray’s Inn Road and into the darkness.
In spite of the stremuous struggle the stranger still wore his peaked cap,
and still gripped his bag. ‘-

For one moment Nipper thought of giving chase; but then he realised



THE BRASS-BOUND BOX 5

that stch a chase would Le doomed to failure. Moreover, several peopls
were comming along now, and one or two had paused on the opposnbe side of
the road to gaze across in wonderment.

The little fight had attracted a certain amount of attention, but nobedy
knew cxactly what had taken place. And Nipper, after pausing to recover
his cap from the gutter, hurried away down Gray’s Inn Road, to the opposite
direction—towards Holborn.

The lad found his master waiting rather impatiently.

““You've been a long while, young ’'un,”’ exclaimed Nelson Lee. “I'm
afraid we shall miss the beginning Good gracious! What on earth
have you been doing, Nlpper) You are smothered with mud, and your facc

is scarcely recogmsable
““ I reckon we’d better give up that theatre for to-night, guv'nor,” said

Nipper rapidly.

And he told his master exactly what had occurred. Lee hstene{l carefully,
and when ho had heard all he nodded.

“Yes, we must certainly give up the evening's pleasure, my boy,”’ ho
agreed. ‘‘ That man was up to no good in our rooms. I strongly suspect,
in fact, that he was an emissary of the Circle of Terror. They have bcen
promising to settle with me for some time past, you may remember.”

‘“ The Circle of Terror!” e]dculat-ed Nipper breathlessly., ‘I bet you've
hit the nail on the head, guv’nor. What a-jolly good thing we forgot those
theatre tickets.”

“* It probably means that our lives have been saved,'’ replied Lee grimly,
as they walked back to their rooms. °‘The man, if left to himeclf, would
have fitted up some diabolical arrangement which would have put an end
to us as soon as we cntered the apaltments—-that i1s how I figure things out.
The Circ! le of Terror, as you have good reason to know, is ruthless in its
methods.’

The pair soon reached home, and they found Mrs. Jounes in a state of
censiderable agitation, waiting for them. She was greatly relieved when
she saw that Nipper was with his master.

‘“ Oh, Mr. Nipper, I thought as how you’d met with some haccident!"”
exclaimcd the landlady. “I thought that villain had done you a harm!'"’

*“ Not likely!”” exclaimed Nipper promptly. ‘It would take more than
a worm of that sort to get the be'tter of me. e escaped, I know, but if it
had been a fair stand-up fight I'd have whacked him easily!”

They all went upstairs into the consulting room, and Nelson Lee took
a quick glance round.

“ How long was the man here, Mrs Jones"’ he inquired.

““ About seven or eight minutes, sir.’

‘““ Was he left alone in this room——-

‘““ Not for one second, Mr. Lee!” declared Mrs. Jones emphatically. 1
don’t allow nobody in here by theirselves. I know that you kave private
papers lying about, and if anybody wants to wait for you I take ’em into
the ante-room.

Lf\e nedded approvingly.

' Quite right, Mrs. Jones,” ke agreed. ° But, of course. this man stating
that he wished to repair the telopnonc vou aliowed liim to onter?”

“Yos, Mr. Lec. And I watched him the whole tima *

““What was he doing?”’

““ Nothing, that 1 could see—just playm about, T believe. I don’t know
nothing about telephones and their like,”” said the landlady. ‘ He just
pretendod to finger it about, and seemed to be busy for a bit. He suggested
that T should leave him alome, but I didn't take the ’int!"

L ]
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Lee smiled. '

‘“ Oh, it’s obvious that the man’s plan failed,” he said. “ Iis object
was to go into this room and have 1t to himself for some little time. By
remaining with him, Mrs. Jones, you apparently upset his arrangements. I
am glad that Nipper appeared when he did.” .

Mrs. Jones departed a minute or two after, highly pleased with hLecrself.
And Lee and Nipper remained in the comsulting roem talking. They could
sce at a glance that nothing had heen touched. The man had had no time-
in which to perform his work—whatever that happened to ke. |

Nelson Lee glanced at his watch. ‘ y .

““ Why, Nipper, we might possibly be in time, yet,” he exclaimed bnsk]y.
'“ T have remembered that the play is preceded by a ghort front piece. W
shall miss that, of course, but——-"’ |

‘“ Hold on, sir,”’ interjected Nipper. ‘‘I've got something to show you—I .
haven't looked into it myself either.” |

The lad produced from his pecket a small, leather-covered book— a pocket-
book. The leather was smothered with mud. -

‘“ After the rotter had hooked it I went to the gutter to take up my
cap,” explained Nipper, ““ and I found this little book lying in the mud.
The chap nearly turned upside downm in his efforts to get the best of me,
and this must have fallen out of one of his pockets. It might be interest-
ing.”’ . ‘

‘Nelson Liee removed his hat, took the pocket-book, and seated himself
upon the corner of the table. He opened the cover, and at-once gave vent
to a short cjaculation. Nipper was by his side in 2 moment.

‘“ See, young ’'un!”’ exclaimed Lee grimiy.

Just ingide the fly lea
purple ink.

It was the sign of the Circle of Terror!

Nelson Lee’s suspicions were confirmed. The man who had attempted the
trick had been an emissary of the mysterious, dreaded secret societv—tho
most amazingly audacious and daring band of criminals who had ecver
troubled the British Isles.

Nelson Lee had already had more than oue strennous encounter with the
Circle of Terror. But the famous delective had been unsuccessful in dis-
covering any tangible facts. It was known generally that the Circle was-a
powerful and determined organisation, but who its chief was, and where the
headquarters lay, remained a deep mystery.

Lee had actually been in the presence.of the chief. The latter had ealled:
himself the High Lord—the Dictator. And, in all truth, the chief of tho
Circle of Terror was a dictator in the truest sense of the word.

Unless his demands were complied with on the instant, sheer disaster
followed for the victim. Already the Southern Counties Railway had been
robbed of £20,000, and the company had suffered threc eerious disasters
hefore the money had been paid. )

The Grand Imperial Assurance Company had heen the next victim, and
£30,000 ‘had been demanded from this coucern. After refusal and a series
?f subsequent calamities, the chairman of the insurance company had decided
‘0 pay. -

But Nelson. Iiec . had been successful in one respect. He had exposed a
powerful member of the Circle’s Inner Committee, and the scoundrel was
disgraced and ruined. ) '

But the identitv of the High Lord remained absolutely obscure. The
meeting-place of the Circle was unknown, and police and public alike were
nystified. The Circle had thregtened to bring a reign of terror upon the

.

ln, £ Af tha hanlr wae a am
<Al S

be |
«“ i VAL MNOVUVIM Tr4AD U peo YRy



THE BRASS-BOUND BOX 7

land—and, so far, they had been true to their word. Acoordingly, Nelson
Lee was considerably interested when he learned, for a positive fact, that
the pseudo-telephone man had been an emissary of the Circle. Mors than
once the great detective's lifc had been attempted.

“ This pocket-book may be interesting. Nipper,” exclaimed I.ee smoothly.
““ T think, after all, we will give up the theatre for to-night. It all
d-(—.‘-pends ’) | .

The telephone bell rang sharply.

Mechanically, Nelson I.ce twisted round and reached over to draw the
instrument nearer to him—for it was on the other sidc of the table.

But, suddenly, Lee stayed his hand.

For an astonishing thing had happened.

Even as Lee was about to grasp the instrument a fly buzzed down from
the ceiling—a lazy ‘‘ winter fly.”” It flew straight ou to the mouth-piccs
of the 'phone, alighted, and then fell to the table.

It was quite curious, and Lee’s attention was momentarily arrested.
Allowing the beli to ring the detective bent closer, and examined the Hy
carefully. The little insect was lying upon its back—quite dead!

‘“ Dear me!” murmured Lee. ° That’s surely remarkable!”

“ Why the dickens don’t you answer, guv’'nor?”’ asked Nipper, wh) wau
trying to brush the mud from his coat. * That bell’s gettirg on my giddy
nerves !’

The lad lcoked up, and found Nelson Lee regarding him with a strangely
concontrated expression upon his powerful face.

A torrible suspicion had entered Lee'’s head —a suspicion which was at onee
appalling and almost incredible. Lee took a deep, deep breath.

~‘“1f T had answered the call, Nipper, I should have licen dead by this
tim,ol!“ 'he exclaimed evenly. ‘“ But a fly—a common house fly—has saved
my life!"”

CHAPTER 11.
A Diabolical Plan—The Scroll-Work Shorthand —Lce’s Ruse.

IPPER stared at his master wonderingly.
N “What’s that, guv’'nor?’”’ he asked.  You've been savad from
death by a fly? What's the idea? Is it a new joke?"’

Before answering, Nelson Lee crossed over to the telephone-bell and
wodged the little hammer. The ringing of the bell was annoying, and the
girl at the exchange was evidently persistent.

‘“ No, Nipper, it is not a joke,”” eaid the detective quietly. ° There w 2
faint chance that I am wrong; but I think I am correct. And 1 am not
surprised. The Circle of Terror nearly tricked me.”’

‘“I'm blessed if I understand, sir.”’

“I will tell you what happened, Nipper,”” went on Lee. ‘ Rememier,
at the same time, that an emissary of the Circle has been ° repairing ’ the
telephone instrument. Keep that fact well in your mind. Just now, when
the bell first rang, I reached over to answer the call.”

““I know. And you didn’t answer.”’ .

‘““ For a very excellent reason. Just as I was about to grasp the receiver
I saw a fly alight upon the mouthpiece of the transmitter. The fly wus in
splendid health, by all appearances, although somewhat sluggish, as flies
usually are at this time of the year. The insect settled on the mouthpicoe—-
and there it is.”

Nelson Lee pointed, and Nipper bent over tho table,
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‘““Why, it's dead ! exclaimed Nipper in astonishment. |

“ Quite dead, I believe,”” was Lee’s rejoinder. “ And what caused it to
die so suddenly? Why should it be killed by merely alighting upon the
monthpiece? Does not the fact strike you as being strangely significant?’’

“ Great Scott!”’ gasped Nipper. ‘ You—you think—-"

““ Never mind what I think—we will soon put the matter to the test,”
said Nelson Lee crisply. ‘“ Run into the laboratory and fetch a rubber glove.
By James! The idea was smart, my lad—diakbolically smart!”

Nipper was soon back, rather excited now, and the detective drew the glove
on, and then carefully unscrewed the vulcanite mowthpiece. Thé theatre
was quite fergottcn now. . . .

Carrying the mouthpicce, Lee repaired to the laboratory. Nipper with
him, a d%ere the detective set to work to apply a test. First of all, le
eXomined the vulcanite intently through s powerful magnifying lems, taking
care to wear a emall respirator over his mouth and nose.

Theun, with the aid of certain chemicals, Lce tested the tiny spots of
moisture which were visible upon the black vrlcanite. The inside of the
mouthpiece was covered with these little moisture<pots, anl they wero
aimost invisible to the naked eye. After many minutce had passed, Nelson
Le2 Icoked up from the bench. |

“I thought so, Nipper—I thought so!”’ he said tencely.

“ VWWhat is it, guv’'nor?”

*“ Poison !”’

““Oh, crumbs! Are you sure?”’ R

““My dear lad, I am fairly well versed in the knowledge of poiscns, T -
Lelicve, and T am not likely to make a mistake,”” said Lee, who had always
mnade a careful study ef every known variety of poison. ‘“ I am not surprised
1hat the fly was killed. Indecd, once having oalighted upon the vuleanite,
it could not possibly have survived.”

“Then the noiszon ie deadly to insects?”’

‘“ It is deadly to all living raakber,’ was Lee’s grim reply. ‘It isa H'tle-
known venem of a p-eculiarfyfﬁ;.ta,l character. ~ If I had vred the telephone I_
+bould have brovght my lips quite close to the mouthpiece.  And this
poigon, if brought near to {he mouth, gives forth a fatal, noxious gas. Oue
inbalation wounld have killed me on the spot.”

- Nipper lcoked rather scarcd. . ) , \

““You had a narrow cscape, guv’nor !’’ he eaid breathles-ly.

‘“ Marvelleusly narrow,” ngreed the detective. ‘‘But we both strod the
camd risk, for I might bave told you to answer the ’phene. Think of the
cununing of the plan! Think of it= horrible, diabelical natura!’ ..

“And you micht have lecn muriered but for that fiy!’’ ejaculated
Nipper. ‘“Oh, it’s almost a mirecle, eir!”’ |

‘“ No, Nipper: merely a natural esqucence of events,” rep'ied Lez evenly.
- *“ Flies usually alight on telephones and-electric-light bults and articl-s of
that nature. There was nothing extraordinary in this caee; but it wzs
providential that T noticed the fly’s sudden death. It was that incident
which gave me the clune.” - L

““ And if you had been bowled over, guv’nor, I shouldn’t have known what
had happened,’” said Nipper. ‘I should have thought that you’d fallen
in a fit, or something.’”

I.ce nodded. :

*“ Exactly. And then you would probably have seired the telephone, with
the intention of ringing up for a dector,” he eaid grimly. ‘ That was the
Circle's pleaeant little calculation, I assume. They reckoned to finish us
off at one blow.” C pog | |
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¢¢ The—the devils!”’ .

‘“ As you have good reason to know, the Circle of Terror lives well up to
its name,’”’ went on the detective. ‘‘In all its undert-kings the Ci T e hay
displayed nothing but ruthle:.snere and aundocity and a c.mplete dis esard
of humanity. Trains have bcen wrecked, in spite of the fact that they
were filled with iunccent pas.engers. The Circle cares nothing for human
life.” . 3

Nelson Lee again examined the vulcanite mouthpiece. The insi’e was
coated with the readly poizon, but it was scentless and almost invisible. At
a distance it was practically harmless.

As Lre explained, bowever, if the telephone had remained untouched all
night, by the morning th2 poisen would have evaporated into the atmo:phere
of the room, and the air, in consequence, would have become vitiated to a
slight degree—not sufficiently to cause any harm.

The Circle’s plan ‘was easy to vnderstand.

The ‘¢ telephone man”’ had probably been on the watch, and as so'n =3
he saw Lee and Nipper leave he at once presented himself and accompli-h.-d
his work. He must  have dome this actually under the eagle eye of Mrs«,
Jounes;. but she, being ignorant of telephemes, had noticed nothing uunvsual.
It would have bezen easy for the man to coat the vulcanite with prison
under the pretence of doing something elceo.

Nipper's sudden return had been unexpected, and the man had taken
fright. But he had dcne his work, and perhaps he ventured back and kad
scen Lee and Nipper enter. If so, then he had at once entered a public
telephone-box and had rung up Lee’s number.

Solely owing to the seemingly insignificant incident of the house-fly,
Nelson Lee’s life had been sparel. It was a narrow escaps, but the detective
was provided with one more preof of the Circle of Terror’'s fear of him. In
a way, Lee was complimented—but he could well do without compliments cf
that nature!

Having settled the matter beyond dispute, Nelscn Lrce carefully pl-c d
tke mouthpiece azide, and then returred to the comsulting-roomn. The firo
had been made un and wes Slazmng cheerfully.

““ Now for that p~cket-book, Nipper,”’ raid the detective, ceating hims- 1f
in an casy-chair and lighting a cigar. ‘‘ We have escaped the Circle’s deali-
trap, and we may find that their agent’s visit was of some use, after all.”

“I've taken a squint ineide, siv, and I can’t make anything of it,” said
Nipper, handing the pocket-beok to his master.  Looks like a lot cf
spidery scrollwork, or something of that sort.”

Nelson Lee opened the little book, and became interested at once.

On all the pages, as Nipper Lad said, were many curious eigns. They
were printed, and seemed to be an elaborate series of spirals and flourishes.
A secries of these placed together formed a kind of ornamental scroll.

But under each was an ordinary alphabetical character—in the opening
pages of the book, at least. Further on were sentences, with the spirals
over them. Nelson Lee frowned for a few moments, and then his face
cleared.

““ Oh,”” he murmured, ‘I understand, Nipper—I understand!”’

““ That’s more than I can, anybow!”’

““ These peculiar flourishes ere the characters of an umknown tjype of
shorthand,”” explained the detective. ‘‘Don’t you eee, Nipper? This bueok
is merely a kind of manual for the learning of the system.”

Nipper grunted. -

“What's the good of that?” he growled. ‘I thought the book might
contain something of value—something we could make use of.”
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“ My dear lad, so it does.”

* Do vou call that fat-hcaded shorthand valuable?’”

" Extremely so.”

*“Well, I'm blowed if I can seec where the value comes in,”” said Nipper.
‘" We both know shorthand, sir, but not that funny-looking systema. What
do you think it is, anyhow?”’

Nelson Lee pored over the*book for some little time before answering.

‘“ This shorthand is apparently known only to the members of the Circle
of Terror,”” he said at last. ‘It is, in short, a secret system of the utmost
value. Tn all probability all instructions for Circle agents are written in
this curious scrollwork shorthand. To everybody else the characters ura
meaningless.’’

““ A kind of cipher, guv’nor?”’

“ Far better than a cipher,” Lee declared. ‘‘ All codes and ciphcrs are
capable of being unravelled. But this shorthand is utterly unreadable
unless one 1is perfectly familiar with the complete system.”

" And this is a book of instruction?”’

‘““ Exactly. From the fact that it was on the ‘ telephone man’s ’ person I
deduce that he is a comparatively new member of the Circle,”” procceded
the detective. ‘‘ He is learning thc system himself. This kind may be of
the very greatest importance, Nipper.” |

“We’ll learn the system, you mean?”’

‘“ As soon as possible,”’ agreed Lee. ““ We will master it ourselves. Then
we shall be in a position to read any secret message or document which may
fall into our hands. There is no telling how valuable the knowledge may
prove.’’

“ It will be a stiffish job to get the hang of if, guv’nor,” said Nipper,
cazing at the queer characters over Lee’s back. ““It’s a jolly slow sho:t-
hand, too. I should think.”

““ That is of no importance. The system was not invenied for speed, you
may De sure. The chief characteristic is that it appears.to be merely an

crnamental scroll, whereas it i3 perfectly legible writing to one who
understande.”

Nipper nodded.

“Ah, but we’ve forgotten something, sir,” he esaid shrewdly.

““ Forgotten what?’?

‘“ That fellow will soon find out that he’s lost the book,’”’” replied Nipper,
with a shake of his head. °‘ Perhaps to-night, or perhaps-tc-morrow—any-
how, sooner or later—he’ll learn of his loss, and then very likely he’ll
report to the High Lord, or some Johnny under him.”

Lee carefully rcmoved the ash from his cigar.

‘““That is very -astute of you, my lad,”” he observed. ‘‘ As you ray, the
man will discover his loss before long, and the High Lord, learning that we
know the secret of the shorthand, will probably discontinue its usc—or will
make redoubled efforts to get rid ¢f us. H’m! The value of our find is
somewhat lessened by this new thought.”

““So what’s the use of dur learning the giddy system?”’ asked Nipper.
“It’1] be a sheer waste of time, won’t 1t?”’

Nelson Lee remained silent for some minutes. Then he turned to Nipper
iriskly, swung himself out of the chair and faced the lad.

“Come, we will get to work, young 'un,” he exclaimed. ‘‘“ An idea bas
eceurred to me which may make everything right. At all events, it is a
«drciledly cporting chance. We are going to copy out every word and every
character in that book !}’

““ What the thunder for?’*
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71 will tell you. It is quite on the cards that our unknowa friend will
arrive home before discovering his loss. What do you think Te will do
then, Nipper?'’ asked Lee. ‘ What do you think he will do when he finds
{hat his valuable pocket-book is missing?"’

‘ He'll swear hard!” said Nipper promptly.

‘“ Very probably,”” emiled Lee. ‘‘But after thatr”

“ Why, he’'ll make a report to his chief that he's lost it."

The detective shook his head.

““ T think not. The chances are that he will do hix ntmost to recover the
book,”’ he said. ‘‘For, you will readily understand, the man will get into
extremely hot water if *the High Lord discovers that the secret of the
shorthand is known to us. Our friend': iustinct will lead him to recover
the property.”

‘““ But he won’t know where he lost it."

‘“On the contrary, he will be almost positive.” declared Nelson Lee.
““ He will remember the struggle he had with you, and will know that the
book dropped out of his pocket at that time.”

‘“ In a public place like Gray's Inn Road,’’ said Nipper doubtfully. ‘“ Why,
the fellow will conclude immediately tbat it has been picked up by a
paseser-by, or that I picked it up—most probably the latter.”

‘“Agreed. He may think that. And he may also suapect that the book
is lying where it fell,”’ continued Lee shrewdly, ‘‘ that ix, in the gutter, in
total darkness. And he will therefore hurry over here before daylight
comes.. Once the book is again in his possession he will breathe freely. and
will never suspect for a moment that we have learned ite recret..”

Nipper's eyes gleamed.

‘“ You mean to put the book back into the gutter?"

‘“ Exactly—after we have copied out its contents in their entirety,”” wa-
Lee’s calm reply. ‘‘ The man will never suspect the depths of our rnse,
and will be quite satisfied. And we, for our part, will have nothing to
grumble at. (ll‘he cecret will be in our possession, and the Circle of Terrcr
will continue to use the shorthand, unconscious of that most important fact.”

The detective’s idea was a splendid one; but it all depended upon whether
the Circle’s agent would return to search for his lost property. The chances
were quite in favour of his doing so.

- The time was now about nine o’clock, and Lee and Nipper set to work
with a will. Very carefully, and with great accuracy. they copied out every
stroke and letter exactly as they were placed.

Lee took a new note-book, and made a facsimile of every page in the short-
hand manual. Thus, when completed, the detective’s note-hbook was every
bit as valuable and instructive as the original itself.

But it was necessary to copy the spiral-like shorthand characters with the
very greatest care—for they had to be precisely the same, or it would have
been impossible to learn tlzc system.

It was slow work. therefore, and three hours had sped by before the task
was completed. It was, in fact, after midnight by the time the last
character had been copied.

Lee’s note-book was now a replica of the original, and could be used for
the learning of the curious shorthand system.

“Ah! I am glad we have got it done,”” exclaimed the detective, with «
sigh of satisfaction. ‘‘ Thirteen minutes past twelve! Bx Jove, we shall
have to lose no time now, my boy.”’

Nipper took the leather covered copy-book and descended the stairs.
When he emerged into the street everything was quiet and pitchy black., A
slight drizzle of rain was falling, but it was scarcely more thau a mint.
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Gazing up and dowun kecnly, Nipper saw that he was quite alone and
unobserved. He stepped forward and placed the pocket-book in the gutter
just against the edge of the kerbstome. It could not be seen from the side-
walk itself, and its dark cover rendered it invisible from the road.

It was certain that no chance passer-by would spot it. But if the man
came, deliberately endeavouring to locate the book, he would be sunccessful
within a few seconds. ' :

Nipper hopped upstairs again.

¢ at now, guv'norr’’ Ee asked. ‘‘ Bed, I suppose?” ',

“ Not just yet, my boy. You have a vigil to keep,’” replied the detective.
““ If it becomes too wearisome I will relieve you. You must remain at one of
these windows—the room being in darkness—and keep a strict eye npon the
pavement below. We shall then know for certain whether the ruse has been
successful.”’

‘“ 1 suppose it's necessary, guv’'nor,’”’ growled Nipper. | _

‘“ Very necessary, and you shall have the honour of being the first to keep
watch,” smiled the detcctive. ‘‘T do not intend to go to bed myself, but
will specnd an hour or so in the laboratory. If, by three o’clock, our friend
has not arrived, I will take over your vigil.”

And so, five minutes later, Nip;l)er was at his post. It was, of course,

uite dark, and the lad was naturally invisible. But he could quite plainly
nistinguish the pavemeat below, smtly all who passed along it.

An hour went by, and then another, Nipper was beginning to feel sleepy
and chilled. But he was glad that three o'clock was drawing ncar. At
last, glancing at his luminous dialed watch, he saw that the hands were just
upon tho hour.

‘“ Only another minute, now,”” thought Nipper gratefully.

And then he noticed a dim figure approaching from the direction of
Holborn. The man’ grew closer, and then flashed the light of an electric
torch into the gutter. This wase intercsting, at all events. L

And a momcent later Nipper's cyes gleamed with satisfaction.

For the man, having firsl flashed his light upon the door below, turned
his attention to tho gutter. And in o few seconds he suddenly bent down
and picked something up.

“The wheeze has worked!”” murmured Nipper. ‘‘ By jingo, the guv'nor
was right enough. ‘That chap thinks everything is O.K., now.”

Tho *‘ wheeze '’ had certainl nned out well. The Circle’s emissary, of
course, must havo known that his telephone trick had failed, and he was
therefore all tho more satisfied to recover the shorthand imstruction book.

And the uext day Nelson Lee and Nipper set themselves the task of learn-
ing the curious systom. All day they worked, and by night they had gained
sufficient knowlcd&to be able to read and write the strange characters.
Ry tho day after that they were even more proficient, and they little guessed
how soon their kuowledge vas to prove of the utmost importance!

-———dl]

CHAPTER 1III,
A £50,000 Prize—Nelson Lee Makes the First Move.

T was just two days later when Nelson JLee had a most distinguished
visitor. A magniticent Rolls-Royce landanlette came to a standstill
opposite the detective’s apartments in Gray's Inn Road, and a few

minutes later a small, aristocratic looking gentleman was ushered into
Lec's ¢onsulting room. ' ®
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Ho was elderly, and grey-haired, and he walked with a slizht stoop. Tha
visitor needed no introduction to Nelson Lee, for the dotective reenguised
his clieat on the instaut

IFor Lord Mount-Bevon had been a famous nolitician, and kis likeness had
heen published in portrait and caricature some thousand; of times. lle had
retired from politics some years since, however, on account of his advancing
yenrs. ’

** You received my wire this morning, Mr. Lee:" asied Lord Mount-
Bevon, as he shook hands.

“ Yes. and I made a point of remaining at home,”” was the detective’s
reply. I gather, from the tonc of your wire, that your business is of some
importunce?”’

Ilis lordship sank wearily into a chair.

““ It is of the most appalling importance, Mr. Lee,”” he dcclared gravely.
““T scarcely know what to think or what to do. The police have fraunkly
told me that they can do practically nothing in the matter.”

““ I sincerely hope that I may be able to render you assistance,’”’ said Lee.
“You have, I understand, just motored fromn Mount-Bevon Abbey. 1u
sussex s’

‘“ Precisely,”’ replied the peer. ‘“ As you are no doubt aware, Lady
Mount-Bevon is holding a house-party during the present week, and things
arc rather lively down there. We have many wounded soldiers, you knrow,
and my wife is making something of a display for the poor fellows. Bravo
lads—brave lads! Two of my own sons aniong them, too, begad!™

““Yes, I remember recading several paragraphs in the papers concerning
her ladyship’s kindness and generosity,”” exclaimed Lee. ‘' I trust that
nothing has occurred to mar the comfort of your noble guests:”’

Lord Mount-Bevon slowly shook his head.

““ No, I don’t suppose our arrangements will be much upset,”” he confessed.
It is really a personal matter I have called to comsult you upon, Mr. Lee.
You nave, I presume, heard of the Circle of Terror?”

Nelson Lece smiled.

““Who has not?”’ he countered. ‘‘ Indeed, your lordship, I have had one
or two strenuous adventures in connection with the Circle of Terror's
campaign against honest humanity.”

“Well, it seems that these terrible people have chosen me—or rather my
wife—as their next victim,” said Lord Mount-Bevon seriously. “ I have
come to you for advice, Mr. Lee. I do not know what to do for the best. 1
am worrled and troubled to an overwhelming extent.’”’

““ Perhaps you will let me know the facts?’”’

“ Quite so—quite so. Well, yesterday morning I received a letter, Mur.
Lee,”’ said the peer. It is the most extraordinary communication it has
ever been my lot to peruse. And the insolence of it—the astounding
effrontery! By Heaven, sir, I was almost white with fury as I read.”

““I think I can imagine the contents,”’ said Lee gently. ‘° Have you
brought the letter with you?”

‘“ Yes, it 1s here.”’

““ Then perhaps it would bc as well to start by letting me glance over the
epistle for myself,”” said Lee. ‘“I gather that the Circle of Terror has
threatened you with dire punishment unless you pay them a substantial sum
of money?”’ ) |

‘““ Worse than that, Mr. Lee—far worse. Moncy itself would not worry
me so greatly. But these scoundrels have actually ordered me to hand over
to them the famous Mount-Bevon jewels—which are valucd, as you probably -
know, at well over £50,000!"

b
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““ Dear me' Then the matter is indeed grave.”

‘““I think you realise how very serious my trouble is,” said the other,
passing a hand over his brow. ‘‘The Mount-Bevon jewels are heirlooms,
Mr. Lee. They have been in the family for hundreds of years, and their
safety has always been one of the very first considerations with every
suncegssive Mount-Bevon.. Their value is great, but it is not so much the
monetary side of the question which concerns me. I could stand such a loss
without serious hardship. But to hand over the family heirlooms seems
sacrilege !”” - |

“ Perhaps you will show me the letter?’’ suggested Lee.

““ Oh, yes. Of course—of course!”’

His lordship produced a pocket-book, and from this extracted a court-
sized envelope of cxpensive make. He handed this across to his compan:on.
Nelson Lee withdrew a sheet of notepaper, the styvle of which was quite
familiar to him—for he had seen a communication of a similar nature on two
previous occasions.

At the top was printed a beautiful purple circle—small, but extrcmely

neat and refined looking. And below the following letter was printed in
necat, bold type:

‘“ Headquarters. Date as postmark.

‘* My Lord,—It really seems to us that the Mount-Bevon jewels are
serving mno good purpose by remaining in your possession. Their =ole
purpose is to add to the charms of Lady Mount-Bevon, and those charms are
such that jewellery is gunite superfluous.

““ Therefore, we have come to the conciusion that the family jewels should
Le handed over to us in their entirety on the cvening of Wednesday next,
the twenty-first instant. -

*“You will therefore carry out the following instructions. The jewels
must be placed in a small leather handbag and dropped into the hollow tree
which is situated close tb the private golf links of the Mount-Bevon Estate,
in Sussex. They must be placed there not later than eight o'clock iu the
evening and left entirely and abselutely unguarded. If you have police on
the spot, you will do so at your peril.

“It is with extreme regret that we are obliged to give tkis order, but we
- think you will realise that refusal to comply will be not only disastrous,
but absolutely fatal. If you have thé deast doubt regarding this peint,
kindly recall to mind the affairs of the Southern Counties Railway and the
Grand Imperial Assurance Company, Limited.

‘““The Right Hon. -Lord‘Mou-nt-Bevon.” .

Nelson Lee could scarcely restrain a smile.

““ Really, the audacity of these communications is astomishing!” he ex-
claimed. ‘‘ It seems that the Circle of Tecrror is becoming more and more
daring as time passes. I sympathise with you exceedingly, your lordship.
You have come to me for advice, I understand?’’

‘““ That is my object.”’

“ Well, T will give you the same advice as I gave to Sir Roger Hudson
and Mr. Vickers Slone,”’ replied Lee quietly. I strongly urge you to <o

precisely as this letter intimates. Do not for one moment consider thwart-
ing the Circle.”

His lordship set his lips firmly.

_““You tell me that I should tamely submit?’’ he asked. ‘It is impos-
slltlale,eer. Lee—utterly impossible! I should never rest again if - I
allowed——"’

It is with regret that,I potice you adopting the same attitude as tho

“THE (UIRCLE oF TFRROR.
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two fentlemen I mentioned,’”’ went on the detective. ‘' I readily nllrreviate
your feelings, and can understand them porfcctly. But pray consider.”

‘““1 have already considered —"'’

“ Pardon me. I do not think you have,” interjected Nelson Lee. ‘* Sie
Roger HHudeson refused to comply with the Circlo's demanda. As a resuld
two railway trains were wrecked and a valuable bridge was blown up—and
in the cnd Sir Roger submitted. Mr. Vickers Slone also refused to comply,
and the next day two disastrous fircs broke out, and the insurance company
wero forced to pay every farthing. And Mr. S8lone, too, paid over the
money.’’

“I know—I know. It is appalling!"’

“ You have used the right word,’’ declared Lee. ‘‘ It ia, indeed, appalling.
But the Circle of Terror is so extraordinarily powerful that to baulk them
1s to invite disaxter. If you refuse, my lord, you may be certain that some-
thing of a singularly deadly character will take place. [ do not wish to
alarm you, but it is even possible that onc of your sons may be murdered -~
or, perhaps, your daughter—'’

‘““ Great Heaven above! You do not mcan to suggest that these infernal
scoundrels will go to such terrible lengths,’’ protested the pecer. aghaat.
‘““ You carnoet be serious, Mr. Lee."”

“1 am deadly so. In all earnestness I press you to hand over the jewels,'
declared Lee. ‘' By so doing vou will cnable me to make an investigation,
For, if you take my advice, I will enter whole-heartedly into this afiair.
On the other hand, if you peraist in your present attitude. 1 must regret-
fully decline to help you even in the slightest degrec.”

Lord Mount-Bevon bowed his head.

““T am impressed by your words, my dear sir.”’ he ~aid very guietly. ‘' [f
a police official had urged me, as you have urged me, I bLelieve I should
have disregarded him. But you have convinced me that vou are vight--
that it will be bLetter to comply without making a fight. For it iv an -

ossibility to fight an enemy who is at once intangible and Leyond reuch.
L'he odds are all on the side of these hidden criminals. Mr. Lee, I will do

as you advise.”

“T am glad,” was all Lee said.

‘“ To-day is Wednesday, the twenty-first,”” went on the peer. ‘Tt i3 tn-
night that the Circle’s demand has to be complied with,”” went on his lord-
ship. *‘ The jewels, of course, are at the Abbey, and it will be a simple
JInntto.r to obey the instructions. But what do you propose to do, Mr.

e’

Nelron Le2 smilingly shook his head.

““ T muat ask you to refrain pressing me upon that point,’” he replied. 1
yromise, however, that I will do my utmost to ontwit the (‘ircle of Terror

t is a etupendons task, my lord, as you will readily realive, and I may
even lose my own life in the attempt.’

‘““ Good gracious!'’ gasped the other. *‘ Then you must do nothing- -
nothing, Mr. Lee!"’

““ On the contrary, I shall do everything that is in my power,”’ was the
detective's reply. ‘‘It may interest you to know that my life wis
attempted in a peculiarly diabolical fashion only a few nights ago. By
aclively employing my wits against the Circle T am running no added risk.
And it is just possible that T may be able to divcover much. I hope o
But please tell me, have you incntioned this affair to any of your howse-

arty?”’

P “ Not to a coul, except my wife,”’ replied Lord Mmmt‘-Bo\'pn.
knows. of course, and she is terribly upset, an may well be imagined.”

‘““ She
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““ Let me advise vou to keep the whole thing quiet. Tell nobody else of
what you arc being forced to do,’’ said Lee. ‘‘If the thing is generally
known among the party some enterprising youdg men may take it upon
themselves to investigate—and that would be disastrous.”

‘““1 quite realise that. And I intend to place the jewels in the hollow
trce with my own hands,”’ declared the peer. ‘‘ I shall do it quietly, after
dark, so that none other shall know.”

‘‘ Excellent.” L

““ And you Oh, but I am forgetting,” went cn his lordship. ““ I am
forbidden to ask questicns, am I not? I feel sure, however, that you will
work in my best interests, Mr. Lee. I am not wholly consoled, but certainly
relieved. It is always a relief to have come to a settled decision.”

Very shortly afterwards Lord Mount-Bevon tcok his departure, and ILes
pondered over the facts which he had just learned. Nipper aad been out,
but when the lad returncd Lee Lriefly put him in possession of all that had
passed. :

** What’s the programme, guv’nor?”’ asked the lad eagerly. ‘I suppos:
we shall go down to Sussex 7 ‘

‘“ Then you suppose quite wrong, my lad,”” interjected Nelson Lea.
““ “We ’ shall not go, for I intend to undertake the journey myself. Yon
will r¢main in London on this occasion and eccupy your time as you think
hest.”’ :

‘“ Oh, I say!” protested Nipper. ‘I might be useful—-"

‘“ And, on the other bhand, you might be precisely the opposite,”’ inter-
rupted Lee. “ I don’t mean to suggest that your services are of no value,
Nipper—don’t think that. But in an affair of this nature one is, perhaps,
far wore capable than two. It i3 essential that my movements should be
ubsolutely secret, and if you were with me 1t would be difficult.” ‘

‘“ Well, it’s pretty rottem, but I suppose you know best,”” said Nipper
disconsolately.

‘I'he lad was really disappointed, but he knew better than to raise obhjec-
{ions. He hoped, however, that he might be able to make use of himsclf
later on. Nipper little imagined at that moment that he, toc, would he
Lot on the track the very same evening !

During the remainder of the day Nelson Lee made certain preparations.
He fully realised the gravity of the task he was undertaking. 'The great
detective did not muake the mistake of underestimating the strength and
power of his enemy. But he was eager and anxious to get at the truth—

to wrest the secrets of the Circle of Terror into broad daylight.

Once he could get to close grips with his foe he had little fear of the con-
scquences. It was this fighting in the dark that galled him—this groping
with invisible perils. |

He was ready to risk all if there was even the sligliitest prospect of being
rewarded in the way he desired. His greatest wish was to learn the identity
of the Circle’s chief—the High Lord. ‘

And any opening was welcome, however small it seeined. :

At five o’clock Nclson Lee emerged from his rcoms. But not even Nipper
would have known the famous detective. He was disguised with amaziug
cleverness, and he acled his part. to perfection. | |

To all appcarances he was an elderly countryman in his ‘“ Sunday best.”
There was an air of innccence about his face which invited confidence, cud
his walk was a masterpiece of acting. In one kand he held a stout ash-
stick, and in the other a carget-bag.‘ | |

Lee travelled to Victoria y.;.,mot_q,z-.omnibus,.aﬁd entci'éd a train wkich

’
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would land him at Great Bevon at about six-fifty. It would be nearly durk
by then, and his further plans were all cut and dried.

After all, Nelson Lee could not do much; everything would depend upon
what happened at Mount-Bevon Park.

He arrived at the little village station, and procceded on foot along the
guiet country road which led to the Abbey. This famous reeidence was
situated three miles away; but the extremity of the park was only a mile
and a half from the village.

By the time the detective arrived at this spot all was dark. The evening
had been rather dull and the sky overcast. The air was still, but there was
no prospect of rain.

From directfons which had been supplied to him by Lord Mount-Bevon —
Lee had given his lordship a slight inkling of his plan—he knew that once
bhe arrived at the lower edge of the park he would be comparatively close
to thu golf-links, and by following a certain course he would very sonon
locate the hollow tree. :

This latter was a well-known landmark on the estate. It was a great ouk,
which had been struck by lightning many years before. It stood out, gaunt
and grim, upon a rising hillock. No other tree was near it, and even in the
dimness Nelson Lee would be able to locate 1it.

By eight o’clock Lee was securely ensconsed in the fork of a high tree
which grew about two hundred yards from the old oak. From his position
the detective could see in every direction, and the lights of the Abbey
gleamed in the distance.

During his walk through the park he had seen nobody, or any living thing.
But a few minutes after he had occupied his position he saw a dim forin
approaching through the gloom.

He recognised it as that of Lord Mount-Bevon.

The peer had come to deposit the jewels in their hiding-place. And,

having done so, he immediately returned into the darkness. Probably his
Jordship would have been surprised cowld he have known that his move-
ments had been observed.
. Lee was fedling satisfied. He was on the spot well in advance, and he
was convinced that there were no Circle spies in the neighbourhood. The
detective had donned the disguise so as to be well prepared: but it was not
réally mecessary, as events had turned out.

But the detective always believed in being ready for an emergency, wnd
if a Circle agent had seen him on the road he would not have suspected
that  benevolent-looking countryman of being the cleverest detective in the
country.

Leo knew that he might have to wait hour after hour. But he did not mind
this. He was on the spot in good time, and he believed he would accom-
plish some good purpose. Somehow, he had a feeling within him that his

time would not be wasted on this occasion.

How the Circle’s agent would come, the detective did not even guess at.
Perhaps therec would be more than one; in any case, I ee was ready to suil
himself to the needs of the moment—when that moment arrived.

He surmised, however, that a motor-car would be sent, or, perhaps, a maun
merely on a motor-cycle.

Certainly Nelson Lee did not suspect the actual truth.

And he did not suspect the actual lenglth his vigil wos to he. e had
an 1dea that he would have to wait unti well after midnmight, and il was
for this reason that he had told himself that he was well in advance.

‘Uhe truth was surprising. '

For the Circle’s emissary arrived at exactly cight-twenty!
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The man arrived just twenty-five minutes after Nelson Lee haa occupi
thio position in the tree-fork. And his coming was startling 1n itself.

Lee did not smoke, for that would Liave been unwise. But he had stuck
an empty pipe into his moutn, and this was some little comfort. TYor tl:ge
detective was acting solely on the assumption that he would have to wait
hour after hour. : .

At a quarter-past eight, however, he suddenly sat very still. _

On the night air a curious throbbing sounded. Or, rather, the throbbing
“was felt rather than heard. And it seemed to swell somewhat, and at -last
grow distinctly dudible to the ear. -

Then, suddenly, it ceased altogether.

Nelson Lee wondered what could have been the cause of the strange
sound ; but he was destined to learn in a very tew seconds. .

He was gazing round, hoping to see what the cause of the mysterious
throbbing was, when, faintly, he heard a kind of swishing high above his
head. With a sudden start, Lec transferred his attention to the sky.

The dome of the hecavens was dark and obscurc; but away to the north-
cast a dull something was moving swiftly.

“By James!”’ muttered Nelson Lee amazedly, ‘“ an aeroplane!”

The throbbing, of course, had been caused by the a2eroplane’s engine:
hut the latter was evidently silenced wonderfully, otherwvise the noise of it
wonld have been much more audible. :

The pilot, knewing that he was above Mount-Bevon Park, had switched
off, and was now volplaning to carth. In a moment Lee guessed that the
mysterious machine carried the Cirele of Terror’s emissary.

'This was a startling surprise, at all events!

The detective had never suepected that the Cirele would adopt such meang
to fetch the famous Mount-Bevon jewels. But Lee was rather dubious. He
suw the aeroplane nearing the ground rapidiy. '

“I have an idea the pilot will misjudge the distance,”” he thought. It
s almost impossible to sce the ground from above——"’

And then Lee uttered a subdued gasp.

For, like a sudden stab in the darkness, a bright beam of light had
appeared from the sky. It was cast downwards in a wide arc, and
illuminated the park-land with startling distinctness.

It was like a brilliant lamp, hung in the sky—cnly it was moving swiftly.
Tce knew at once that the aeroplane was fitted with a powerful searchlight,
And with the aid of that the pilot, of course, could land with ease.

For the surface of the park just bere—and for some distance—was smcoth
‘grassland, and almost treeless. Nelson Lee occupied a position in one of
the trees on the edge of the clear stretch.

‘He watched with considerable interest. The strange aecroplane glided
down, and then landed heautifully. The machire ran along the ground for
several yards, and then came to a standstili. At the samoe momeant, the
light was switched eoff.

““ Smart!”’ murmured Lee grudgingly—‘ deucedly smart!”’

He noticed that the acroplane had come to earth on the other side cf the
little plantation—of whieh this particular tree was a member. The hollow
oak was bevond the plantation, about four hundred yards distant. There~
fore, the pilot would have to go round the plantation in order to reach his
o}w.jective. The oak tree, of course, was invisible from the stationary aero-
plane. -

Nelson Lee mimbly hopped “to the ground, and hurried rcund the edge
of the trees, the pitchy dark background concealing his movements com-
pletely. After a few momntq g paused,
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Quite distinct to his ears came subdued voices:

*« Wait here—I shall only be three minuteg!”’

‘““ Right, old man. Deon’t be longer.” .

Lee stcod quite still. In the gloom he could just see the aeroplane. 1%
was a smallish menoplane, and he gucssed that it was the same machine
which had once appearcd over London. Obviously, it was a two-seater, and
the ‘“ observer ’’ was going to fetch the hidden jewels.

What should Lee do? .

How could he act? He had not anticipated anything of this nature, and
for the moment he was nonplussed. But his brain was working swiftly, and
he rapidly went ov:r the chances and risks. .

And within a minute he had come to a decision—a’ daring, amazing
decision. | ,

“ T try it!” he mutterdd between his teeth. ‘“ It may mcan dicaster,
but this is a chance in a thousand !’

The great detective hurried back, and edged his way round the plantation.
Once on the other side, he was not visible from the acroplane, and the hollosw
oak tree was about a hundred and fifty yards away, on the rising hillock.

The dim figurc of the Circle man was just visible against the grass, and
he was running towards the tree. He disappeared into the blackness which
surrounded it. And then Nelson I.ee acted.

With the speed of a deer he crossed the intervening space. With noiscless
tread he approached, and then saw the shadowy figure of the acroplan<’s
passenger before him. At the very same second the man saw Lee.

They steod for one tense moment facing one another.

Lee could just see that the fellow had the little handbag containing the
jewels in his hand. He was attired ifi a great fur coat and a flying safety-
helmet. A pair of huge goggles concealed his features completely. It was
rather a startling apparition to come upon suddenly.

““ Hands wp!”’ rapped out Lee curtly. * I've got yon covere

The man did not utter a word, but, with disconcerting suddeness, he acted.
Nalson Lee, cautious as he was, had not heen prepared for the move. The
fellow’s hand swung up like lightning.

Then—swish ! .

The heavy bag sped through the air and crashed full upon Nelson Le<'s
forehead. The detective staggered back, and fell limply to the grass.

S,  Sm—

CHAPTER 1V,
- Nelson Lea Learns the Ideatity of the High Lord.

'

HE man in the fur coat and goggles hent over the form which lay upon
the ground. Then, with a display of eonsiderable strength, he lifted

- it and hoisted it high above, aiding himself by using the tree-trunk

a3 a rest. Then he dropped the helpless form into the bollow of the trunk.

““ You’ll stay there, my beauty !” he muttered pantingly.

Picking up the bag of jewels, he took a swift glance round, and then
hurried back with all speed to the waiting aeroplane. He found the machins
standing just as it had been left, and the pilot was beside it, waiting.

““ You've becen a fair time, Megson,’’ he muttered impatiently.

““ Coculdn’t help it,”” replied the other. ‘‘ There’s danger, I believe, We'd
better get off without delay. I've got the loot all right.”

“Good! Hop in!”’

In a moment the two men were in their scats. The pilot was in frout, and
he was also be-goggled and fur-conted. The acroplane was evidenfly fitted
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with a patent starter, for suddenly the engine gave a little cough, and
then commenced to hum imnusically. It was a very subdued hum, but sug-
gestive of tremendous power. . . .

At the same second a powerful searchlight was switched on, and it cast a
strong heam of light ahead along the stretch of grass.

The small monoplane sped across the smooth ground for several yards,
and then rose abruptly. Up she soared, higher and higher, the engine * all
out.”” When about a couple of hundred feet high the pilot swung her round,
and then commenced a apiral ascent. Evidently he did not intend to fly
acrors country until he was at a lofty altitude. . .

Mcgson, as the other man had heen called, sat still behind, ¢uite com-
fortable in his cushioned seat. He was looking into the leather bag with
the aid of a ymall electric torch.  There were several jewel cases, and one
or two of these he opened. The prize, he saw, was a magnificent one.

** 1'ifty thousand!”’ he murmured. °‘‘ Jove! It’s a fine haul!”

The searchlight had now been switched off again, and precently the aero-
plane set off across the dark countryside at a terrific pace. She was a .
spced machine, and in the still night air she reached fully a hundred and
ten miles to the hour. But this was nothing out of the common. Mcdern
aeroplanes ean travel at a much faster rate than that—especially the little
" #(oul ’’ monoplanes and biplanes which are used at the battle-front.

'l'he pilot turned his head.

" We've got away O.K.,” hic shouted above the whistle of the wind. I
tuougnt we should, somehow. That was wrong, though? You said there
was danger? Did anything happent”’

*“ I'll tell you later,”’ roared Megson®

1t was certainly a little difficult to converse under the present conditions;
elthough the engine was not noisy. In most aeroplanes conversation is
abaclntely out of the question, but this machine was wonderfully silenced.

Leeiking down, Megson saw the faint light of a town below. The machine
was hooading straight across country; and probably not a soul knew that it
was ying high above. For at the present altitude the engine’s throb must
have been inaudible.

l'l‘hﬁlnéan in the rear seat gazed at the Lack of the pilot’s head, and then
chuckled.

“ How will it end?’’ he murmured to himself. “Tt's a risky game, but I
simply couldn’t resist it. This fellow is completely deccived. The questicn
in, can I keep up the game for long?*’ -

The cbuckle disappeared, and u curiously familiar set of the firm jaw
appcared below the big goggles.

‘That jaw seemed strangely like Nelson Lee's!

What could it mean?

To tell the truth, the man in the rear seat was Nelson Lee!

Amaving as it seemed, the great detective was in the Circle of Terror's

acroplane, flying speedily across country, behind a pilot who had not the
: Ii%'htmt suspicion of the truth.
]

ut how had the singular change come about?
Although seemingly impossible, the explanation was quite simple. Nelson
l.ee, before approaching tho hollow tree, had decided upon this daring

course; he had fixed his mind upon overpowering the observer—the real
Megson—and taking his place in the aeroplane. |

The detective had faced the man just under the hollow trce, and Megson

had succceded in getting in the first blow. It was a surprise attack, and
Lee had been taken off his guard,

But he was not bowled oud,
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The blow from the heavy ba%—heavy with the jewel-cases—had sent the
Qotective staggering bhack. ¢ fell limply to the ground, momentarily
duzed. And I\’fegaon, thinking he had completely stunned his adversary,
bent over him hastily, reaching for the jewel-bag at the same time.

But Nelaon Tce proved the better man, after all. Although in great pain,
he had scen that here was a chance which was not likely to occur again. He
reached up, gripped Megson round the neck, and swung the man down with
terrific force. Megson turned a complete semersanlt, and crashed down
heavily. -

Hie};mad struck a proiecting root, and he lay still. A momeunt’s examina-
tion told Nelson Lee that the man was only knocked senselors for the time
bring. It had heen a swift reversal of the positions, and the honours were
with Tee. , .

The detective rapidly tore off Megeon’s coat and gogoles and helmet. Then
he secured the stunned man’s hands and ankles, so that escape would be
difficult, if not impossible. For whon Nelson Lcee tied a knot it was a
good one. ‘ |

Affer that ILee had donned the coat and helmet and oczeles, and had
hoisted his beaten adversary into the hollow trunk of the tree. Then,
cffectively disguised by the headgear and goggles, Lee hurried to the wait-
ing acroplane. The pilot was completely hoodwinked.

And now the situatinn wns eomewhat dramatie.

Nelion Lee was 1o Meoson's place, flying to an unknovn destination. Tho
great eriminologist knew well enough that bhe was probably runnine into
terrible danger—Iliterally flying in the face of Providence—but he was not
alarmed. .

He was fighting the Circle of Terror; he was pitted against powerful anA
daring feoes, and it was neceesary to mateh cunning ageinst cunning. It
was necassary to perform daring and perilous acts in crder to win sucoess

T.ec was ready to take the tremendous risk for the sake of gaining first-
hand knowledge. If the Circle of Terror could act with audacity and bold-
"ness, 80 could Nelson Les. He was mot to be outdone.

He counted upon being successful in at least one object. That object
was to locate the secret hangar—the hidden hiding-place—of this aeroplane.
Once having discovered that he would probably be able to follow up his
investigationa with greater sucoesses.

But Nelcon Iee waa to receive a disappointment.

Ho bad expected to be ﬂyi'n%);or perhaps an hour—during which time over
a hundred miles would have B8 covered. But after twenty minutes had
passed the pilot suddenly shut off the engine. Only the swish of the pro-
peller and the whistle ot the wire stays sounded. |

“‘ We’'re there!” roared the pilot.

Nelson Lee looked down. All was black, except for a hazy glow in the far
distance. Right beneath the ground was pitehy and impcessible to see. It
was like looking down into bottomless darkness. |

But at one spot about a mile ahead a twinkling red light showed. It was

rfectly still, and ebviously directed upwards; otherwise it would not have

n so easily visible. Nelson Lee realised at once that the-red light was
a signal—a signal from confederatos below.

The pilot had steered by compass, and had almost overshot the red light.
Indued, he had actually dene so, and had-then swung round, searching for
it. #le had known that it was somcwhere in this particular district. Lece,
behind, had not known that the course had bhecn altered.

By clever airmanship. hewever, the pilot had lccatel the signal, ard now
he was volplaning swiftly down. Nelson Lee knew that the spot could not
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bhe a very great distance from Mount-Beven Park, for there had uot heen
a sufficient elapse of time for a long flight. .

As a matter of fact the red light was showing upon the lonely stretch of
heath between Bexley and Dartford, in Kent. The time was only just
eight-fifty—comparatively early in the evening—but the heath was deserted
and lonely. -

The aeroplane descended swiftly, and again the searchlight was switched
on. As before, the pilot brought the machine gently to earth, although
the ground here was considerably rougher. But he was a superb airman,
and handled his mount with consummate skill.

The ’plane came to earth ounly fifty yards away from the red light, and
Nelson Lee now saw that a large closed motor-car was standing upon a
narrow road. which was innocent of hedges or ditches. Two men were stand-
ing beside it—and one of them had evidently shown the red sigmal.

The pilot turned rouund in his seat—Lee Pad not moved.

““ Are you asleep, Megson?”’ he demanded curtly. ‘° What about your
orders?”’

“ All right "

‘“ It’s not all right, you fool "’ snapped the other. °‘ There’s not a second
to be lost. Remember, it’s not nine yet. Get out, and hurry to the car!”

““ My dear chap, I’'m going !”’ said Lee easily.

To tell the truth, the detective had not known what to do. But the airman
had given him an inkling, and Lee lost no time in leaping to the ground
and hurrving towards the motor-car.

Almost at once the detective heard the monoplane’s engine restart, and,
glancing hack, he saw the machine rising into the air again. The pilot had
lcst no time in getting into the air. Obviously, the plan kad been to drop
Megson here, with the jewels. The acroplane had presumably gore off to
its secret hangar.

Lee was eencerned,

It had becen easy for him to deceive the airman in the darkness, but Le
was now faced by two men! Matters seemed to be getting awkward—and
before many minutes had passed Nelson Lee was to find himself in an
extremely tight corner.

The twe men by the car hurried forward to meet the detective.

‘“ Got the loot, Megson?’’ asked one eagerly. |

““ Yes,”” panted Lee. |

“Gocd! Hop. into the car, man—not a moment to lose,’”” said the other.
‘““ We don’t want to be spotted. Everything’s gone off superbly so far.”

Nelson Lee was forced to comply. He saw that there was a third man
at the wheel of the car, and the detective set his teeth grimly. Well, he
had entered upoun this adventure with his eyes open, so he must face the
consequences. It must be admitted, however, that Lee had not anticipated
anything of this nature.

He stepped into the car, and one of the two men tdok the jewel bag
from him. They were hoth dressed like gentlemen, and seemed highly
respectable citizens. They both bundled into the limousine, and the vehicle
at once started forward.

it had been quick work, indeed!

Nelson Lee was inwardly alarmed, but quite prepared for trouble.

He was further disconeerted a mament later, for one of the men switched
on an electric light, which was fitted in the roof of the car. The luxurious
interior was now brilliant, and Lee was sandwiched between the two other
men.

It was an uncomfortable predicament. DBut events had happened so
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rapidly that he had been unable to avoid the position. Both his companions
were in high good humour, and they pressed him with eager questions.

‘“ How did you get on, Megson?’’ asked one. *‘‘ Any trouble at the Abbey?
For Heaven’s sake take that infernal goggle-thing off. You’ll have to,
anyway, in a few minutes ”

““ I prefer not to,”’ interjected Lee curtly.

““What? Are you insane, Megson?’’ said one of the men sharply, and with
a note of suspicion in his voice. ‘“ You know what the chief's orders are,
don’t you? Before we get into Eltham you’ve got to be as spruce and tidy
as e

The man ceased speaking, for his companion had suddenly wrenched at
Lee’s pair of goggles. They had both become suspicious, in fact., In the
strong electric light they had noticed a certain unfamiliarity about
““ Megson’s ”’ build and figure. |
. “It's not Megson!” gasped one of the men. *‘ Quick, Venning! Hold
him "

Nelson Leo threw further pretence to the winds He. started up in his
eeat, intending to get his back to the off-side door: from that position he
could cover both men with his revolver.

But tne detective was not allowed to act.

The pair were ready for him, and in a second he was down on the cushions,
held tightly. Then, while he was secured, Venning tore off his wig and
filse whiskers—the disguise of the old countryman, for Lee had not, of
course, discarded it.

A moment later Venning utlered a gasp of fury and amazement.

** Do you sce, Stamford—do you see?’’ he snarled. ‘° This fellow is Nelson
L->~! How in wonder’s name did he manage to Look out!”

For tiie detective had made a despairing effort. For a moment it seemed
as though he were abcut to gain the mastery. But the odds wcre over-
wlelming, and at last he was forced back again.

Then, while he was still held, Venning tore something from his waisicoat
pocket. Lec did not see it properly, but it seemed to be a little brass
nbject, cylindrical in shape. The next moment 1t was held tightly against
Lee’s nostrils, and a sudden numbness seemed to grip his flesh. It was as
though his nosoe had hecome frozen. And with this sensation came a lazy,
sicepy feeling, and the detective knew that some powerful drug had been
sprayed into his nestrils. e had been forced to breathe, and the drug was
doing its work.

Although still partially conscious he felt incapable of resistance, and the
scusation of laziness was grateful to him. He did not seem to care what
happened to him. And after that all became blank.

Nolely owing to utterly unforcseen circumstances Nelson Lee was in tho
enemy’s hands, a hcelpless prisoner.

When reason came to him again he lay for some time quite still and
silent. Then he opened his eyes, and remembrance came back to him rapidly.
He awoke to his full wits almost witkin a minute; the drug was evidently
not unpleacant 1n its action.

Lee had no headache, but his limbs seemed to be tightly pressed together.
The explanation of this was simple, for the next moment tke detective saw
that he wos securely bound. He remembered everything, and wondered
how much time had elapsed. He had an idea that barely half-an-hour had
Il‘l.%ed.

ile was lying upon a soft couch, and the wall close heside him was covered
with peavy purple-coloured tapestry. A subdued reddish light filled the
apartment—for Nelsou Lee knew that he was in somc strange kind of room.
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Turning his head slightly he was able to see the body of the room; for he
had been partiall fa.amg the wall. And then he received a surprise. le
was not alone. ;Z smallish man in a flowing gown was standing before a
mitror—a smzll mirzor which rested a table.

He was uncouscisus of the fact tha® Nelson Lee had awakcned. The
detective had made ro sound, and the other man was apparently engaged
in aﬁu%a yellowish, saft object which he held in his hands.

Even Lee was wondering wherean-e¢arth he could be, the man bhent
nearer ¢o the glass. And his features were clearly visible to the dctective.
For a full three seconds he had a perfect view of the other’s face. And
Nelson Lee had the greatest difficulty in repressing an exclamation of abso-
lute amazement. '

For he knew, in a flash, that he was in the presence of the High Lord of
the Circle of Terror! |

And in spite of his perilous position, Lee was wildly elated. He had =cen
the High Lord’s features clearly—and had reccgni-ed them. He kunew that
face only tco well, and much became clear to him in a flash.

By pure aecident Lec had learned the High Lord’s identity!

Until this moment the chief’s personality bad hcen unlmown—a myth.
Lee had been able to formm no theory as to the scoundrel’s hiiden identity.
Yet, now that he knew it, much that had been a puzzle became startlingly

lain.

P Lec knew that he was not mistaken—he could not be mistaken. Too often
had he seen that powerful, determined, relenticss-face. For, although this
was the first time he had seen the High Lord as himself, the deteetive recog-
nised in the Cirele’s chief an old enemy—a man who had pitted iis wits
against Lee’s on many an occasion.

Notf long before this affair Lee had been in the presence of the High Lord
in @ house at St. John’s Wood; it had been during his efforts te fight the
Circle when they victimised Mr. Vickers Slone, of tlie Grand Imgperial
Assurance Company. But on that occasion the High Lord—the Dickater, 23
he called himself—had worn a close-fitting yellow mask, and this self-samo
flowing gown which Lee now saw. ‘

By sheer chance Nelson Lee had been permitted to see beneath the mask,
and he knew what his chief encmy was. The High Lord, having his back
turned, had no idea that Lee had come to his senses. :

But, althoygh Nelson Lee was elated at his remarkable &iscovery, he
realised, at the same time, that it would probably be of little use to himr.
For, surely, the High Lord would never allow him to go free again? He
was in the hands of the Circle of Terror now, and they wowld make short-
work of him. _p |

The High Lord turned. and Lee at once allowed his head te drop. He
remained in this pesitien for some minutes, with his eycs closed. He felt
that his companien was looking at him. And Lece had no intention of
allewing the High Lord to discover that he had becn obscrved.

The detective heard a soft footstep, and then his shoulder was gently
shaken. Lee remained quite inert, and allowed the other to shake away
for a full minute. He wished thq Cirele’s chief to believe that he was still
unconscious. There was a chance—a bare chance—that Lee would escape
with his life. But if he allowed the High Lord to know that his identity
was known, then Lee’s prospect of living was utterly gone.

At last the detective moved elightly, and then flickered his eyelids.

-““ Ah, you are coming rouund, eh?”’ murmured a soft, silky voice. ‘*That
i3 excellent, Mr. Lee. I am anxious to have a chat with yon. You will find
that the effects of the drug soon wear off.”
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Remembering how quickly he had recovered the full use of his wits,
Neoison Lee opmod his eyes wide, and allowed a blank expression to fill
them for a woment. Then he hecame fully alert,

“Where nm I?" he muttered thickly.

““We have met ounce bhefore, Mr. Lee,” said the High Lord smoothly.
" Perhaps more than oncc—who knows? You have been warned several
times to mind your own business, and now that you are in my hands you
must not grumblo if T treat you 12 a somewhat unconventional manner.”’

The voice was oily and soft, and every word contained 21 hidden menace.

Nelson Lee, looking straight up, saw a horrible yellow face staring down
at him—-a face which was ghastly and repulsive. The High Lord was wear-
ine the yellow mask, and it concealed his own features completely. He
would have_been 511""1)1‘186{1 couid he have known that Nelson Lee had, a
few minutes before, scen those features.

‘““ The High Lord of the Cirele!” muttered Lee, as though just under-
standing.

““ Exactly. You are clever, my dear Lee—extremely clever,”’ said the
Dictator silkily. * But, unfortunately for yourself, vou are not clever
cnough. The Mount- Bevon jewcls are in my possession, and by the morning
thm;'mll be on their way to the Continent. But by then you will bo
deat ”

" Your words rather amuse me,” said Lee, delermined to show no sign of
alarm. I am interested exceedingly. May I inquire what time it is
now?

The High Lerd smiled.

“ You think you have been unconscious long?’’ he asked. ‘“Not at all—
nol wore thon half an hour. You have only been in my presence for about
ten minutes. The time is now close upon ten o'clock. Quite early? My
agents have lost no time, you think? Tt was after eight when the jewels
were taken from the hollow tree. th then, you sce, we have the advantage
o* modern metheds of travelling.’

"It was througn no astutene<s on your agents’ part that T am now in
ihh pn ition,”" said Nelson Lee calmly. * I have myseii to blame entirely.
But [ am glad, tor I am learming much.’

““ Much that will be cf no use {n you,” sneered the High Lord menacmtrly
“I believe in being frank with a man of your stamp Mr. Lee. Before
twelve hours have passcd you will be dead—quite dead. I am going to make
an cxample of you-—an cxample which will cause the world to lift up their
hands in horror.’

“You are in a cheerful mood,” eaid Lee smoothly. “° But why be co
sure? I am not dead yet, and unforescen incidents occur. I may even
reccover the Mcunt-Bevon jewels and return them (o their owner--—"’

The Highk Lord laughed harshiy.

‘““The jewels will leave Liverpool Street Station for Harwich by the first
mail tram in the morning,” he said. ‘““If you can recover them bcfow
they arrive at Harwich you are welcome to them! That is fair enough,
it not? You are welcome to them, Mr. Jee, and I give you my promlse
that Lord Mount-Bevon will not be,.g!,lnl troubled by the Circle of
'lcrror 3

*Right!” exclaimed Nelson Lee promptly “ That is a bargain!”

‘“ Precisely—a bargain. If you can carry out that suggestion—if you can
recover the jewels before they reach Harwich—you may keep them,”’ said
the High Lord, with an amuscd laugh., ‘I will not go back on my
word.”’ '

??

-
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Then, suddenly, he bent over the couch, and his masked, yellow face was
very near to Nelson Lee’s.

““ You fool—you pitiful fool "’ he breathed harshly. ‘' Do you think voun
will escape from me? Your fate is already sealed. My agents are waiting
outside this apartment—waiting only for me to give the word!”’

‘““ While I am alive '

‘“Bah! You are dead—dcad to the world already!'’ smarled the High
Lord of the Circle of Terror. °‘ There is no escape for you—no loophole., By
seven o’clock to-morrow morning you will be no more!”

~ CHAPTER V. |
Nipper Hits the Trail—The Secret of the Cinema—Nippar Acts,

“I'm off!”” he muttered disgustedly. ‘“I can’t stick this any
longer. Why the dickens couldn’t the guv’nor let me go with him?

I’'ll bet a quid he’s got himself into a tight corner of some scrt!”
Nipper wouldn't really have wagered a sovereign, but he was not far

wrong! Tor even at that moment Nelson Lee was in the hands of his
cnemies,

It was just after nine o’clock, and the lad had bcen at his master’s room
in Gray’s Inn Road all the evening—waiting anxiously in the hopo that
he would hear something of Nelson Lee.

But the evening had been blank, and Nipper was disconsolate and uneasy.
He ought really not to have expected any word from Lec so carly, but bhe was
impatient. He had an idea that his master had goune inte danger—and
Nipper was nervous.

If he was sharing the danger he wouldn’t care a snayn. But he felt
irritable and cross with everybody and everything in general. 'There was
nothing Nipper hated so cordially as inactivity, especially when Le kuew
that Lee was engaged upcn some hazardous enterprise.

And so, at last, Nipper had decided to go out.

- Perhaps Fate had something to do with that journey of his; at all events,
he was destined never to reach his destination. He had made up his miud
to visit some very great friends of Nelson Lee’s—and Nipper’s—who resided
at Chelsea, near the Embankment.. He could at least find ccnsolation there,

Just in case his master returned, Nipper left a note on the cousulting-
room table, stating where he hait gone. He knew that Lec would ring up
at once, if he returned and found Nipper absent. |

It was a fine night, and the youngster was soon stepping out briskly along
Gray’s Inn Road. Anything was beiter than sitting still. Many and many
a time Nipper had had such fears as thesc; but to-night they seemed more
acate, somehow. 'Chere was a fecling of impending tragedy in the air,

The lad mounted a motor-’bus in flolborn, and went 1ncide. Heo secured
the seat just within the entrance. From this position he couid see everybody
who entered and left the ’bus. Not that Nipper took much notice of his
fellow-passengers. He was, however, naturally observant.

And it was while the ’bus was passing along Knightsbridge that he
received something of a shock. !

Tho vehicle slowed down, owing to traffic, and Nipper saw a man leave
the pavement, run acress and leap upon the step. ile hung there for a
moment, gaining his balance, and the light from the interior of the bus—
subdued t%ough it was—showed his face very distinctly.

NIPPER jammed his cap on, and buundled himself into his overcoat.
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1t just happened that Nipper was looking at the man idly, without interest.
But somchow his features scemed familiar. Nipper wrinkled his brow, and
watched the man as he passed up the stairs to the top, having paid his fare
to the conductor first.

And the lad caught a momentary profile view. Like a flash he rcalised
the truth. The man way the agent of the Circle of Terror who had tampered
with the telephoune in Nelson IL.ece’s consulting-rcom two or three days
carlier.!

“Phew!"” brealled Nipper, with subdued excitement. ‘‘ That’s the chap
right enough! I'll swear he’s the same rotter. I knew his beastly eyes in a
tick!"”

The *° telephone man’ was disguiced, for he was wearing a neat
moustache, and his hair was of a different colour. H:is clothes, too, were
ordinary tweeds, whercas when Nipper had eeen him before he had been
attired in uniform.

But his eyes gave him away. Nipper was an expert at seeing through
facial disguises. A man may alter the appearance of his face, but he cannot
alter his eyes. And Nipper always looked straight at the eyes, and mentally
divested his subject of moustache or beard.

He was quite convinced that he had made no mistake now.

‘““He’s the brute!” Nipper told himself. ‘“ He’s the ncund who tried to
kill the guv’'nor the other night. I’ve a jolly good mind to get off when
he does and follow him! It’ll be something to do, anyhow!”

Nipper was glad that he had not rung up his friends in Chelsea. If he
had done so he would have felt compelled to go over there. But he was
Juite free to do as he liked, and this little development promieed to be
interesting. It would serve to take his mind off the worries which possessed
him,

IIe had come to a decision quickly, and now he waited for the Circle agent
to come down. The man descended at a spot in Fulham Road, in the neigh-
bourhood of Walham Green. Nipper took care to keep himself back; and
then he, too, alighted.

His quarry was crossing the dark road, and evidently had no idea that
he was being shadowed. He did not once glance back, and Nipper found
his task an easy one.

And within a minute the lad received a further surprise.

The man suddenly turned into a dimly lighted doorway. Hurrying up,
Nipper found it to be the entrance to a small picture theatre called the Cosy
Cinema. It was only a small hall, but quite select.

And Nipper was astonished.

He remembered one previous occasion, when the Circle of Terror had first
started its campaign. He had been tracking a member of the Circle then,
and that man had also turned into this small cinema. Of course, all sorts of
people patronise ‘' the pictures,”” but Nipper thought the faect rather
significant.

It was curious, at all events, that this Circle man should enter the same
hall. Moreover, it was close upon ten o’clock, and people do not usually

enter picture palaces at that hour. In less than fitty minutes the piace
would be closed. |

The man paid for a sevenpenny seat, and passed inside. Nipper did the
same, and when he entered the hall the found that the ‘“ feature ** drama was
on its last recel. His quarry had taken a seat four rows from the back, and
so Nipper placed himself in a position where he could keep his eyes on the
man,

After about ten minutes the drama came to an end, and then followed an
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interval. Nipper remembered that the intervals at this rall were unusually
long, and he settled himself down to wait. .

As before, he also remembered, somc advertisement elides were shown.
He saw that the Circle man was quietly sitting in his ceat smoking «
cigarette. He was watehing the slides with interest. |

Nipper tcok little or no motice of the advertisemeuts. The third slide
which was shown, however, was different from the other two. It was neater, .
and had a rather elaborate surround of orramental work.

Looking at it idly during the first few seconds, Nipper then roticed that
the surround was composed of a kind of scroll-work.

** Great Scott!”’ gasped Nipper, under his breath.

It was as much as he could do to prevent himself yelling out aloud.
His face went red with excitement, but he had been trained to control
himself under thc most mnerve-trying circumsetances. And he controlled
himself now.

But he was absolutely astounded.

The scroll-work on the advertisement slide was nothing more nor less than
several lines of the ¢ Circle shorthand,”’ as Nelson Lee had christened 1t.
There was a message written upon the shide!

In one instant Nipper realised the amazing truth.

This picture-theatre was the meeting placc of tke Circle! At least, it was
the source from which the ordinary members of the secret organisation
gained their instructions.

And it was for this reason that every member had forced to learn the
curious phonographic system. The men were obliged to come here for their
orders—prebably they had been previously iustructed as to the tima
they should arrive—and they had to read those orders on these innocente
looking advertisement slides!

It was a wonderfully cute idea.

In full view of a packed house every member of the Circle of Terror could
receive his instructions without a soul having a suspicion. The police could
raid the place a dozen times, but they could find nothing.

As a meeting place a better scheme could not have been conceived. A
man might get orders to blow up the Houses of Parliament, and none save
‘he would be the wiser! ‘

"For the shorthand was so totally different from Pitman’s, or any of tho
well-known systems, that the ordinary public would not even recogmnise .a
stroke. To the ordinary observer it was merely a mass of ornamental scroll.

it was an extraordinary plan, and Nipper could not help admiring $he
man who had thought it out. So the Cozy Cinema was the Circle’s meefjng
place—or cne of them, and this mar Nipper was following had come here
to get orders. : N

Calmly, in full view of the audience, the Circle again read the words.
They were large, of course, and as clear as daylight. It was child’s play
to read the message right off —to those who were ¢ in the know.”’

And it happened that Nipper was ‘‘ in the know.”’ -

All these thoughts had passed through the lad’s brain rapidly, and not
many seconds had elapsed. The slide might be removed shortly, so he stared
at it eagerly, reading the hidden words with some difficulty, for he was
not proficient yet.

And as he read his face became set and grave.

IFor the message upon the screen was an awful blow for Nipper, and his
worst fears were realised.

In ordinary longhand, the words were as follows:

‘“ Instructions for No. 35. Nelson Lee has fallen into our hands. Plans
bave becen made for his immediatc removal. No. 35 must be at Eitham
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to-morrow morning—Thursday, the twenty-second—with the big motor-lorry,
at five-thirty precisely. He is to fetch a heavy brass-bound box and deliver
it. without the slightest delay to Scotland Yard. The contents will be of
grcat value. After leaving Scotland Yard No. 35 is to abandon the lorry a
mile off, in order to destroy traces. No. 35, if he carries out these orders
to the letter, will be well rewarded.” o

‘This strange and sinister message was in full view of the audicnce, and
it impressed nobody, save the Circle agent and Nipper. Everybody else did
not cven know that it was there.

Nipper was momentarily stunned. o :

He had had ample time in which to read these significant words. Nelson
Lee had fallen into the Circle’s hands! Plans had been made for his
immediate removal. Nipper felt like weeping with mortification and fury.

But he was not allowed to ponder over the dreadful news.

Almost as soon as the slide had been removed the ‘‘ telephone man *’ left
his seat and left the building. Nipper hurried after him, and emerged into
the street to see his quarry mounting a passing motor-'bus.

The lad dashed forward, realising that he had nearly been too late. "He
saw the Circle agent disappear inside, and then heard the bell ring three
times in quick succession. Nipper leaped upon the step.

. ““ Full up!”’ said the conductor shortly. ‘“ No room!”

““I can stan ?

‘““ Got four standing already. Full up!"”’

And Nipper was obliged to drop off the ’bus. It was galling in the
extreme, but it couldn’t be helped. He had lost his man, but Nipper
realised that it was not of much consequence. The young detective had
learned all that was necessary already.

Moreover, it was better perhaps that the 'bus was full up. “If Nipper had
been allowed to enter the Circle man might have recognised him; and then
trouble might have followed. For the scoundrel would have gucssed that
Nipper had been following him.- He would not have guessed, however, that
the lad had read every word of the shorthand message.

Nipper waited for awhile, and then mounted another ’bus, bound for the
City. He climbed on top and sat down in the rear seat. Here he gave
himself up to deep thought. |

Ho was worried to a terrible extent.

Neolson Lee was in the Circle’s hands! Before morning, perhaps, he
would be killed. NipEer scarcely felt capable of going home. The shock
was so great that his brain was somewhat numbed.

But what did that message mean?

What was the box which ‘‘ No. 35 " was to fetch from an unknown address
in Eltham at five-thirty in the morning? What did the box contain? And
why, above all else, was it to be delivered at Scotland Yard?

Nipper had terrible suspicions, and he felt almost frantic.

If the message had been more precise, the lad would have rushed off to
Eltham at once. But a journey there would be futile. No. 235, of course,
kuew where to go, but Nipper did not.. And that made all the difference.
Nipper was in the galling position of knowing the dreadful truth, but
vet he was powerless to go to his master’s rescue.

Byv this time, too, Nelson Lee might be dead.

“Oh, T won’t bLelieve it!”’ panted Nipper despairingly. ‘“ It's too hor-
rible! The Poor guv’'nor!”’

Nipper’s elation at having discovered a most important secret—the sécret
of the Cozy Cinema—had died completely away. Everything in his mind
was overshadowed by the knowledge that Nelson Lee was in peril, and
possibly dead.
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What was the mcaning of that strange message? Why was the brass-
bound box to be fetched from Eltham? Nipper asked himself the message
time after time. And at last he came to a positive decision.

He knew that he could do nothing alone. And so his thoughts turned to
Scotland Yard. He would go straight to the famous police headquarters
and get in touch with Detective-inspector Lennard, of the C.I.D.

Lennard was a most capable officer, and a shrewd, hard-headed man. He
and Nelson Lee were firm friends, and had been for years. They had passed
through many adventures together, and Lennard was always the first to
acknowledge that his unofficial colleague was as- smart a man as ever
breathed. :

And so Nipper went to Detective-inspector Lennard, and found the Yard
detective in his private office.

CHAPTER VI
The Brass-Bound Fox—And What It Contained—Nelson Lee Scares.

o HIS is the best we can do, Nipper. I'm not very hopeful, for your
information is vague 1n many respects.”

““ That’s the worst of it, Mr. Lennard,” said Nipper gloomi:v.

‘““- But I think we stand a chance of collaring the rotter with the brass:-

bound box. And if we do succeed we may get on the track of the guv’nor.”

Nipper and Detective-inspector Lennard were upon the road between Lee
and Eltham, and the time was just five-thirty. It was only just dawn, and
tho road looked dim and chill in the quarter-light.

Not a soul save these two was about. The road in both directions was
quite deserted, and the inspector was looking somewhat doubtful. But ko
kept up a cheery conversation for Nipper's sake. He could see that tho
lad was pale and haggard and intensely worried.

To tell the truth, Lennard was decidedly pessimistic. He was of the
opinion that this enterprise of theirs would prove fruitless—so far as aiding
Nelson Lee was concerned. They might succeed in waylaying the lorry
with the brass-bound box, but that would not be of much use.

Nipper had greatly impressed the Scotland Yard detective the previous
night, and Lennard had receiyed special instructions from his chief to
proceed to Eltham with the lad. Lennard had grave fears concerning
Nelson Lee’s safety.

The message upon the screen of the picture palace was extremely signi-

ficant and sinister. Under ordinary circumstances Nipper would certainly
not have divulged that secret to a Yard official. %ut now the lad’s
““ guv’nor >’ was in dire peril, and he weuld have gone to any length in his
cfforts to get on the track.
" But Nipper did not go into full details, even then. The main facts were,
however, sufficient for the inspector. Neison Lee had embarked upon an
affair on behalf of Lord Mount-Bevon; and as a consequence the detective
had landed himself in difficult straits. From Nipper’s information it would
appear that Lce was doomed.

But what could be done.

Until Nipper had seen that shorthand across the screen the lad had not
even known that Lee was in danger. But he knew now, and that know-
ledge was all the more galling by the fact that the most essential details
were lacking.

A motor-lorry was to be at Eltham at five-thirty—that was all. Eltham is
a somewhat large and straggling neighbourhood, and it was quite impossitlo
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for Nipper to know where his master was. And it was not even certain
that Lec was in Elthan at all.

Tho whole affair was most disconcerting and comnplex.

And, under the circnmstances, Lennard had advised one course of action.
That was to station themselves upon the road on the London side of Eltham
and wait. The moter-lorry, containing the mysterious box, would certainly
pass that way on its journey to London—to Scotland Yard. ~

At that time in the morning there would not be many lorries about, and
probably the first one that came along would be the Circle vehicle.

In any case, there was a decidedly sporting chance of be’ng successful in
waylaying the lorry. And, once that was accomplishel, developments
might follow. Lennard had not thought it necessary to bring other C.I.D.
men with him. The lorry would contain merely the driver—No. 35—and
‘it would be an easy matter to arrest him.
~ But, upon the whole, the situation was not resy.

‘““It's gono the half-hour,” declared Lennard, ggancing at his watch. “I
don’t suppoce we shall have to wait long, now, Ninper.”

“T'm fed up with waiting,”’ said Nipper, miserably. ‘ Oh, Mr. Lenaard,
do you think we shall be able to find the guv’nor? I'm 8o jelly worried
I can’t keep still for a scoond. I'm all on the jumps.”

““T1 can well understand your feelings, veung ‘umn,’” said the inspector
kindly. ‘ But don’t worry—that will do no good. We must hope for the
best, you know. I dare say everything will turn out all right in the end.”

Lennard spoke cheerfully, but the words were not sincerc. In his own
heart he belicved the worst, but he would not upset Nipper for the world.
The poor lad was quite agitated enough as it was.

It was the waiting which had been such a trial. But at last the period
eame to an end. For, at a quarter to six two lights appeared in the distance
fhead. It was still gloomy, for the dawn had net fully hroken. And almost
at once Nipper and Lennard saw that the lighta were carried by a somewhat
old and delapidated motor-lorry. Curiously enough, in that tense moment,
Nipper found himself thinking of those instructions on the pictrre-palace.
screcn. It would not be much sacrifice to abandon this old vehicls, for
it must have been nearly at the end of its life.

The lorry came runbling and rattling aleng, and Lennard braced himself
‘for that which was to follow. He saw, to his satisfactiop, that only one
man was upon thc motor-van. It was covered and bore no name of any
deseription. ‘ .

As 1t drew close Detective-inspector Lennard stepped into the middle of
the road, and held up his hand. If this lerry proved to be quite an
innooent local tradesman's van, then, of course, ‘it would be zllowed to

procced. But it was soon proved that the watchers had been rewarded for
their vigil at the first attempt.

“ Stop!”’ shouted Lennard sharplr

The man on the lorry instinctively grabbed his brake, and then changed
bis mind. Instead, Ke swerved somewhat dangerously, and it was his
obvious intention to outwit the official detective,

But Lennard was not to be frustrated in that way—neither was Nipper.
As the lorry rumbled past they both broke into a swift run, and managed
to grasp the tailboard. In a moment they were both in the vehicle, and
thoy saw before them a huge, solid wooden box bound with brass at the
corners and edges.

‘““ Now, then, my man!”’ rapped out Lennard curtly, ‘“so you thought
you'd try a game with me, did you? T am a police officer, and you will Lie
well advised to submit quietly.”’

In order to make the man submit even more quietly the inspector smapped
R T
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a pair of handeuffs over his wrists beforec he was aware of Tennari's
intentions. The lorry had now comec to a standstill, and thore was a
mombntmy silence.

““What’s the game?”’ demanded tha driver, with a sul]en scowl. ‘“Thig
is a fine thing, ain’t it? What have I done? My name’s Higgins, an’ I'm
cartin’ this box over to New Crosc ”

“Yes, I know all about that,”” interposed Lennard smoothly. ‘ You'd
better say as little as possible, my man. You'll do yourself no geod by
telling lies. What’s in this box?” |

““ How should I know?”

“I'm not asking how you should know,” replied Lennard sharply.
‘““ What does it contain?”’

Higgins, as the driver called himaelf, was obviously agitated and alarmed.
Nipper could see that he was the man who had been referred to in the
instructions ae No. '@—the man who had attempted to kill Lee and Nipger
in their own rooms. He was a criminal of the worst type.

‘“What’s the use of questioning tke rotter, Mr. Lennard?”’ pnt in Nipper
impatiently. ‘“We’ll bust the hcx open and have a look inside for our-
selves. Th.at s the best way, 1 reckon.”

The driver looked round with scared eves.

‘““Don’t you open that box !’ he panted hoarsely.

““Oh, indeed!”” flashcd Lennard rapidly. ‘“ So we mustn’t open it—eh?
I'm afraid you are getting frightened, my friend. That does nct look at
all healthy, to my thinking. Yes, Nipper, we will open the box at once.”

“1f you can!”’ sneeréd the prisoner.

It ccrtainly seemed to be a difficult task, for the brass-bound box was
fittel with a heavy, solid lid with huge, iron hinges. The front was
fasteued down by means of no le:s than four massive locks. Obviously the
case contained something of excepticonal value.

But Nipper was resourceful. There were several steel repairing teols lying
upon the flsor of the lorry, and the lad celected a heavy crowbtar and ret
to work with a will. As he didn’t care how much damage he did, he very
soon made an impression. The first lcck was wrenched off almest at once,
for, with the leverage of a sharp-pointed crowbar, even a heavy.lock was
forced to give way.

The cothers followed quickly, and then Nipper threw the lid beck with a
gigantic heave.

A gasp of horror came from the lad’s lips.

““ Great Heaven,”’ he panted, ‘ it’s—it’s the guv’nor!”

The &till form of Nelcon Lee lay within the box!

It was an appalling discovery. Lennard, as he garzed within, was quite

ositive that Lee was stone-dead. But even as this terrible thou'rht enterad .
£ls mind, the doubled-up ferm in the box moyed slightly, and a ueep sigh
sounded.

‘““He’'s alive!” rcared Nipper in a tremendous shout of joy. *°Tke
guv'nor’s alive, Mr. Lennard.” .

The lad went nearly off his head with excitement. In two minutes Nelson
Lee had been lifted out and was laid upon the flcor of the lorry. ‘Then

;]: per and the inspector bent anxiously over him. The arrested man stcod
looking on, pale and frightened. He had sense enough not to maks a da'h
for liberty, for handcuffed as he was, it was quite impossible for him to
get far without being re-arrested, even supposing he escaped from Lcunnrd,
which was extremely doubtful.

Nipper was breathing hard as he bent ever his master. Iee was in a
sorry plight. For the first few minutes his face was blackish, and it was
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tmpos<ible for him to awak or know what was occyrring. He was breath-
ing in great gulps, and Nipper feared that the detective was either poiconed
or dying from some other cause.

But ne the minutes passed it was secen that Nelson Lee improved per-
coptibly, and after a comparatively short while he opened his eyes und
gazed dully about him. en, vuddenly, a look of intelligecnce entered his
cyon,

‘“ Why, it’s Nipper!"' he exclaimed lazily. ‘“‘Good old Nipper! I thought
lwrhar you'd come along before ic was too late. Good for you, yeung 'un!”

*“Oh, guv'nor!"’ choked Nipper.

There were tears in the Jad's eves, and even the hardened Lennard felt
romething which eeemed wuspiciously like a lump in his throat. Hoe
ewallowed it down indignantly, and bent closer to Neleon Lee.

““Cheer up, Lee!” he cxclaimed heartily. “ I'm here, too. What, in the
nama of all that'a extraordinary, have you been doing to yourself?’’

‘“Hallo! Hallo! ILcnnard, t00!"” erid Lee in a firmer voice. ‘‘ Well,
this is a pleaeant surprise. Upon my soul,” added the detective in sur-
| rimed tonew, ‘1 have not arrived at Scotland Yard, eurely? If o, my
aminble friends must have made a sorry miscalculation.’’

“ No, you're not nt Scotland Yard,” eaid Lennard. ‘ You're about half-
way between Eltbam and Lewisham.”

Nelvon Lee struggled into a sitting position, and then, with Nipper's
awdutanoe, rose to his feet. He was somcwiat unsteady, but grewing
“{ronger cvery minute.

“Only just out of Eltham!" he ejaculated. *THbn I suppose I was onl
in that infernal box for about ﬁfieen minutes. Another fifteen, and
tliould have been dead !’

“ What's the matter with you, guv'nor?’’ asked Nipper anxiously. ‘I
rcckon you've been drugged, havea't you?”’

** Suffocated is the word, Nipper—deliberately, fiendishly euffocated!’
réplied Nelson leo, in a hard, cold voice.

" Thank Ileaven you're eafe, sir!'’ said Nipper fervently.

Nelson Loe sat down on the corner of the box and breathed heavily for
rsveral moments, His face had resumed its normal complexion by this
time, but he was atill far from being right.

“I won't go into detalls here,” he said quietly, ‘' but you have spved
me from the mowt horrible death a man can experience. Indeed, I went
through all the horrors before uncopsciousness mercifully came to me.”’

Jae pointed to the box below him.

“Youn ace this ghastly contraption?” he went on. ‘‘ I 'was placed in there
b the High Lord of the Circle of Terror, and then, before 1 could move a
finger to save mjym-lf. the lid was crashed down upon me. See how it i
inade, Nippor. Just examine, Lennard. When the lid is cloced it is air-
tight-- ahsolutely and utterly airtight.’’

*“ (1ood heavens!'' muttered Lennard, in a tone of horror.

“Do you understand the ghastly nature of the trap?’’ continued I.eo.
'"“It. waa the intention of the High Lord to have me conveyed to Scotland
Yard. Imagine my fate. 1 was almost dome by the time you opened the
box. 1f you had not rescued e, my death would have been certain. By
the time I reached the Yard I should have been stone-dead—suffocated !”

*“Ob, the devils!"’ panted Nipper.

‘“They nre worse than that, if such a thing is possible,” declared Lee
grimly. ‘‘] was told that it was merely the Circle of Terror's method of
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displaying their ruthlessness. My fate was to be an object-lesson for theo
world. 1 was to be delivered at Scotland Yard—a corpse!”

"’

‘““ The dastardly rogues!”’ exclaimed Lennard fiercely. ° But we've out-
witted them, Lee—praise be to Heaven! I do not mind admitting that I-
had grave fears, and to see you alive is splendid. Nipper, I am sure, is
overjoyed. The poor lad had been well-nigh distracted for hours past.

Lice patted his young assistant upon the back.

“You needn’t tell me your yarn yet, young ’un,’’ he said kindly; ‘ but I
know that yeu've saved me—you always manage to turn up at the right
time. And you, Lennard—yovu’re a useful sort of chap now and again.”

There was great gladness in Lee’s voice o8 he spoke. But his expression
changed quickiy, and he took out his watch—which had not been removed —
and glanced at it. Then he looked up again, with a tense, eager light in
his eyes. Notwithstanding the dreadful time he had jusi passeld through,
the keen detective instinct was vppermost in him.

*““By James, I was almost forgetting !”’ he exclaimed quickly. ‘“ We may
just have time to do it, Lennard!”

‘““To do what?’’ demanded the itepector.

Nelson Lee’s eyes sparkled.

‘“T believe I have got the High Lord in a cleft stick!”’ he exclaimed, with
all his old vitality. °‘ There i3 a distinct chanoc that I may be abeolutely
suocceszful in this case, after all.” ~

And, in quick sentences, Nelscn l.ce explained his interview with the High
Lord of the Circle. He.explained how the chief had sneeringly oderad to
let Nelson Lee keep the Mount-Bevon jewels if he could regain themn before .
the Harwich mail-train arrived at its destination.

‘“When he made that offer,”” added Lee, ‘“ he fully intended to have meo
killodd. We may recover the jewel:—sve ethall recover them, if there is
sufficient time.”

““ But the High Lord won’t keep his word,”’ said Lennard doubtiully. ‘Tt
will ornly mean further trouble fcr Lord Mount-Bevon.”’

““T’ve got an idea that the Dictuter, as he calls himself, will remain fast
by his bargain,’”’ replied Lee. ‘‘Criminal and murderer though he is, I
belicve he will consider it undignified to go back upon his word. Time will
«how, of course.”

After that things moved apace.

Degcctive-inspector Lepnard took the wheel, and the whole party drove
into Lewisham in the lumbering motor-van. On the way Niprer told L-e
of his important diccovery, and bow hc had got upon the track. The
detcctive was astonished and highly pleased. R

He himself, it appeared, had beem left in the tapestry-huno room until
carly morning. Then his bonds had Le>n removed, and he had been fore-d.
into the brass-bound box. It was later proved that the box had beén left
by the side of the read, in the darkncas, quite by itself. Thus the pelice
were quite unable to discover the houze in which Loac had been imprizoned.

But the famous detective, in spite of all the excitements and perils, ‘vas
entirely successful. .

Onc> Lewisham wcs reached, Lce hired a powerful car, and in this Lo
and Lennard and Nipper rushed up to Liverpool Street Station. While Lee
had boen getting tho car Lennard had handed his prisoner into the local
police-station, and had telephoned to the Yard.

The {rio arrived at the famous (1eat Eastern terminus {en minutes hefore
the departure of the first Harwich express. Tiey did not show themselves
until ‘the last minute. But the railway officials had already. received
instructions, owing to Lenpard’s telephoned warning.
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At the very last moment the gate was closed, and it was not until then
that anything unusual was sbserved. But, in short, the train was arre:t:d;
it was not allowed to procecd out of the station, and every passenger wasy
quietiy informed that he or she was under observation. Scores of Scotland
Yard detectives swarmed through the compartments. TUpon Lennrard’s
instructions they had been scnt to the station, and had entered the train
as ordinary passengers. .

The result was highly satisfactory. Within ten minutes the Mount-Bevon
jewels—quite intact—were found in the possession of a well-drecsed gentle-

man, who was, I.ee at once saw, none other than the man Venning, who
had helped to overpower him in the limcusine the previous night. anninrr
was not the name he was known by, for he was quite famous in the City as
a shrewd man of business.

He was taken totally unawares in the train. Everything was found in
order; his passport was perfect, and he was cstensibly travelling to Heliand
on a very innocent business deal. But for Lee’s pesitive infor mation—k’ nily
given to him by the High Lord himself—the Mount-Bevon jewels wonld
Lave been lost for ever.

It was the irony of fate that the High Lord’s offer should recoil upon his
own head. Needless to say, Verring was committed for {rial, and it was
certain that he would receive stiff punishment. Thus another member of
the Circle of Terror had found Neison Lee more than his match. The man
was possibly a member of the Circle’s inner committee; but this, c¢f course,
could not be proved.

Another blow had been vtruck at the grim society. The Circle's great

campaign of terror was not panning out so well 4s the scoundrels had first
imagined. And that very sa me afternoon—after Lord Mount-Bevon lad
joyously received his ]ewels back--n communication from the Circle of Terrer
was delivered at Gray’s Inn Roa:

Nelson Lee had expected somﬂt‘lmg of the sort, but, upon the whole, he
was pleasantly surprised. The detective had been resting all day, and he
and Nipper had eoxchanged stories and comparcd notes. But there was 2one
thing which Lee had not yet revealed.

As he opened the letter which had just keen delivered he smiled slightly,
and then read the words with rcal amusement. Nipper lcoked over his
shoulder, and gripped his master affectionately. |

The message ran:

“Convmlulahon ' You have won this round of the game. I will stick
tc the letter of my promise, and Lord Mount-Bevon will be troubled no
further. I admire you intensely, my dear Iee; but you have signed your
own death warrant, and, incidentolly, Nipper’s. The Circle of Terror will

not allow vou to live.
“Tor Hics Lorp.”

Lee tossed the communication on to the table.
““ These threate become somewhat monotonous when tkev are so cften

——
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repeated, Nipper,” he remarked easily. **But I faucy the Circle means
business this time.”

‘““ Great Scott! Haven't they meant business so far, then?”

‘“ Between the two of us, young 'un, we havo discovered much,”” went on
Lee, smiling at Nipper's reply. “ But I think mny discovery beats yours, my
lad. Our campaign against the Circle 1s progressing splendidly, and 1
am now going to reveal to you an amazing fact.”

““What is it, guv’'nor?’’ asked Nipper eagerly.

““ While in that unknown house at Eltham I diccovered the one thing I
have been striving for all along,”’ declared Nelson Lec evenly. ‘I learned
the identity of the High Lord himself. Yet that gentleman has no suspicion
that I found out his secret. We have both met the High Lord bhefore,
Nipper.”

““Why, I’ve never ccen him at all !’ protested the lad.

‘“ On the coentrary, you have seen him time and again,”” was the detective’s
reply. ‘“ Now, don’t shout, but I solemnly declare to you that the Thica
Lord of the Circle of Terror is none other than Professor Cyrus Zingrave.”

““ Pro-Professor Zingrave !’ stammered *Nipper dazedly.

“ Exactly,’”’ eaid Lee. ‘I saw him distinctly for an appreciable time. I
am not mistaken, Nipper. 'The High Lord is Professor Cyrus Zingrave-—-
cnce famous a3 Chief of the Leaguec of the Green Triangle!”

Nipper was flabbergasted.

It was an astounding revelation. Solely owing to Nelson Lee's efforts the
League of the Green Triangle had been wrecked, and Professor Zingrave had
been forced to flee. ‘Now, it seemed, the master criminal had returned, aand
was waging a war on humanity which was ruthless and unscrupulous.

Nelson Lee took Nipper by the shoulders.

““ We’ve got to stand together, you and I, my boy,”” said the great deice-
tive quietly. “ We are pitted against an old enemy, and all his hatred i:
centred upon us. Professor Cyrus Zingrave is a clever man, and it would
be foolish to say otherwise. We must be prepared for very stremuous times
in the future.”

““ I'm ready, guv'nor,” said Nipper promptly.

“ Good lad! And so am I,” he declared emphatically. “The Circle of
Terrvor will have some strenuous times, too, I fancy!”

And, as events proved, Nelson Lee had never spoken a truer word.

THE END.
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'THE ISLAND OF GOLD |

A Story of Treasure Hunting in the South Sea Islands

By FENTON ASH

A

You can lzzin thia R!r:rz !o-dag /

ALkC MAcKAY, the hero of our story, with CLIVE LOWTHER, an old chum,
Dr. Cawrperr, and BENX (IROVE, a hearly old * sea dog,”’ are comrades in an
expedition (o the South Seas in search of a supposed treasure island.

They meel with many adventures. One day, Alec and Clive are lost in a
rocky and cavernous part of the island. They at down to lalk mallers over,
but smmedialely become the targ®ts of a troop of huge apes, who threw pebbles
at them from the rocks above. Alec examines one of the stones and finds st to
be coated with gold—one of those for which the party 1s searching !

They fall in with a parly of dlacks led by a stalwart native named OLTRA, and
an Irishman—one PETE STORBIN, who warns e tregsurc hunlers against a
rascally filibuster—PgDRO Dirao, and hisgang . . . . By some means the pirale
haa got to know the object of the expediltsion. This parnts to the necessity of @
stronghold, and the very day following sts completion, Pedro Diego allacks.

(Now read on.)

The End of the Fight,

OM READ aud his sailors, meantime, were also fighting like heroes
aguinat heavy odds, when, in the inidst of it all, there came the
crashes of the great masses of rock down the mountain side.

The roar was deafening. The boulders came hurtling down, leaping
againat the base of the rock on which the platform stood, flying into a
thousand picces like cxploding shells, with a noise like the booming of
cannon.

The air became filled with rolling clouds of dust, :o that the assailants
could not sce what had happeuned, or who or what it was that was attacking
them. They could scarcely see onc another; but they could hear the earth-
shaking crashes, and as the dust-laden air was filled with flying pieces of
rock, it secmed to their terror-stricken minds that the people on the rock, or
somo other nuknown and unexpected foes, had opened upon themn a terrific
cannonade.

There was a momentary halt, an outery of screams and cries, of curses and
vevilings, and then began a stumpede back to the boat.

On the platforin, u terribly fierce, determined struggle was still going on
botween the defenders and those who hud gained a temporary footing there:
but now the falling rock and the cries and shricks of dismay and fear among
the filibusters below told a tate ot their own to the natives, who suddenly took
heart ugain, and rushed to the assistunce of the -white men. .

Diego and those with him were surrounded, and had to fight hard to make
their escape. Iu the eud, however, he and a few of his men made their escape,
leaping back over the boulders, and disappearing amid the thick cloud of
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dust and the flying pieces of rock, leaving several of their party dead or
wounded behind them.

Alec and Read paused for breath and looked round. Many forms werc
lying about. T'wo of the sailors and several natives—Menga amongst them—
were stretched on the rocky floor. Down Alec’s face a little stream of blood
was trickling. Tom Read had a wound in the left arm, which another sailor
was binding up for him.

Kalma came up to Alec with a cloth he had got from somewhere, and
insisted on binding round his head, for the young fellow had received a nasty
cut, which he owed to the pirate leader himself, and which might have been
fatal if it had not been partly parried by the devoted Menga.

Their foes by this time were rushing d‘p:;mic--ra;tricken down the shore towards
their boats, scrambling into them, and pushing off in frantic haste.

As soon as they were clear of the shore and beyond the rcach of that awiul
cannonade of rock, they began looking round for their vessel, and herc a
fresh surprise awaited them. _

In the near distance, a large number of canoes could ncw be scen coming
towards them. They were filled with natives, and by their demeanour and
the way they were brandishing their spears, firing their guns, and shouting
and gesticulating, it was pretty clear they were not friendly visitors so far as
the glibusters were concerned. ,

Meantime, those men who had been left on board the Hawk, secing the
canoes approaching and their hostile demonstrations, had deemed it prudent
to shift their position. They were moving, therefore, in such a manner as
partly to avoid the oncoming canoes and at the same time meet their own
beats ou their way from the shore.

No doubt the men left in charge were a scratch crew, unused to handling
her, and doubtless, also, they knew nething of the sunken reef, even if its
cxistence was known to Diego himself.

However this may have bcen, it came about that, in going to meet the
boats, the Hawk was run on the reef; and there she stuck fast, in spite of zll
the efforis of those on board to back her off.

History records that the British troops ‘‘ swore terribly in Flanders.”
Howcver strong their language may have been in those old days, it could
uot well have exceeded in emphasis what we may imagine Diego
and his lieutenants indulged in when they found their vessel aground on the
reef and a crowd of canoes filled with hostile natives 1n sight.

But yet worse was in store for the discomfited gang. They had now all
left the shore and scrambled into their boats. There they were safe from any
further avalanches of rocks, and the party on the Crow’s Nest were for a
while too busy tending their wounded to trouble much about them.

It looked as if there might be time to get the Hawk off and steam away
before the canoces could come up. The boats werc rowing hard, therefore,
with that intention, when there came again the bocem of & cannon, and a big
shot came hurtling and screaming over their heads.

Looking to see whence it came, the yacht was visible, no longer in tow of
the motor-boat, coming along under her own steam, evidently making for the
gap, and firing as she came on. .

The next shot was aimed at the Hawk, and another smaller explosion that
fellowed with a burst of smoke and splinters on the vessel, told that it was a
shell and that it had found its mark. |

This destroyed the last hopes of the beaten crowd. With the yacht coming
to close quarters on the one side and the canoes closing in on the other, it was
o?)vious that all hope of saving their ship must be abardoned. If they
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stopped longer to try to get it her off, it would only end in their being all
captured.

edro Diego saw thiy, and realised that his one chance of escape now lay in
making off at once in the boat before either the yacht or the canoes got ncar
her.

In a voice choking with blind fury, he gave the order to turn about once
more and start off along the coast.

In order to execute this retreat, they had to pass in front of the Crow's
Nest, well within rifle-shot, and Alec could have punished them still more
severcly had he so chosen. But he refrained from taking advantage of it.
He saw how the land lay, and was now quite satisfied with things as they
were.

He did not, indeed, restrain his natives from sending a few shots amongst
the retreating foe, but he took no part in it himself.

. The natives in the approaching canoes, however, were not going to let the
‘wang escape so casily if they cou?d help it. No sooner did they see that their
old, hated encmies were trying to escape than they put on steam and started
in pursuit.

Al:1 cxciting chase followed. The filibusters, smarting uunder all their dis-
appointments and defeats, plucked up courage so far when they found they
bad only the natives in pursuit as to make a running fight of it. But when
the vacht, having got safely back through the gap, appeared in the wake of
the canoces, and began to catch up to the fugitives, the last spark of the
fighting fire died out. :

The defeated ruffians ran their boats ashore, left them there, and
ignominiously took to their heels.

‘And so finally ended Dicgo’s attempt to capture the explorers’ yacht and
their camp.
}  The h:}f-domn men left on board the Hawk surrendered to Captain Barron,
and he sent a party of his own men to take charge. Then he passed a tow-
linec on board, and, after a little trouble, pulled the disabled vessel off the
(l;"(‘f . So far as could be seen, she did not appear to have suffered much real
nmage.

But now the victors were faced with a curious and perplexing problem.
How were they to get Dr. Campbell and his party down from their ledge,
high up on the face of the mountain? Captain Barron went on shore to
consult with Alec, whom he shook warmly by the hand, and there were almost
tears in his eycs as he spoke to him, and thanked him for what he had done.

““ Ye helped me out of an awful hole, my lad,”’ he said, *“ and gained me
the time I wanted, and yo did it knowin’ what terrible cost it would mean for
yerself. I can’t thank ye; words won’'t come. I can only say Heaven bleas

¢ for it!”’
Y. That’s all right, captain,’”” Alec returned cheerily. ‘‘ You’d have done as
much for me. 1'm so glad it's all come out right! It was such hard lines
vour plan failing.” . .

** Ab!”’ said the skipper, with a sigh. ‘‘ ‘ The best-laid plans o" mice and
men.” You know the rest. It applies well here. Instead of outwitting those
scoubdrels, they outwitted me. Great Scott! How would it have gone if
you had not put your oar in as you did*"’

“ Well, well! All's well that ends well, captain. Not only have we beaten
them off, but we captured their ship: and there are our friends come back,
without our having to go and hunt for them underground. I suppose they
must lzmvo followed some passage they found, and then found it brought them
out there.”

“ Yes,”" said the captain, looking up at the doctor and waving his hand to
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him, ‘I suppose it's something of that sort. But how the dickens arc we
going to get themr down here?”’

That was the puzzle, and while the two were considering the point they
were joined by Storbin, who had given up the chase of their flecing encmies
and come ashore to greet them. '

He came swaggering up, with a more wonderful figure than ever, with a
vet bigger plume of feathers, his sword jangling and all his brass armour-
work clattering.

He was attended by a bodyguard of natives, and had the air of a victor=ous
general on the field of battle.

- ** Sure, thin,” he said, ‘° Oi’ve kep’ me wurrd, as ye see, an’ it’s a very
lucky toime that I'mmh come it seems t’ me.”

‘“ That's true enough! I'm very glad to see ye, and to thank ye for
myself and me leaders,” returned the captain heartily. ‘“I think we can
all congratulate one another. You’ve chased an old enemy; we’ve beaten
d:angerous foes off, and got their vessel. I'm not a great hand at words, and
I guess our leader will thank you better than I can when he joing us. At
present he’s up yonder.” | "

* So I percave,”” c<aid Storbin, looking very perplexed. ‘' Hew<aid he get
there, an’ how will he be gettin® down agenr”’

** Just the question we were discussing when you came along,”” Barron told
him. ‘* By the by, where is your royal and dagust master?’’

‘** Somewhere over there!”” Storbin nodded his head in the direetion of the
canoe. ‘‘ It’s comin’ ashore he’ll be shortly |’

The captain then gave the Irishman as briefly as possible an account of
vhat had happened, and explained the difficult§®they were in.

** We'll have to make use of Tom Read’s harpaon-gun agan, I fancyv,” Alce
suggested. *‘ It’ll be an awkward business to manage even then, but I don’t
see any other way.”’ - - Radl

Mecre talk ensued, and varfous ideas were suggested. Tom Rwmd was called
in to assist at the council. His wound had fortunately proved_ to be only a
graze, though a rather nasty one. He was cheery and good-humoured, hov-
cver, and full of glee at the way things had turned out. )

In the end, Alec’s suggestion was adopted. The apparatus was brought,
and the doctor was informed as well as could be done by signs of what was
intended so that he and all his companions might get out of harm’s way.

When all was ready, they retired up the passage for some distance, and
Read started to try to get a harpoon with a line attached into the puassage,
which, as has been mentioned, onened out considerably just near the outlet,
thus luckily making the operation rather more hopeful than would otherwisc
have been the case.

The first time the missile missed, and, striking the rock, fell back.
The second went into the passage, but the weight of the line dragged it out
again before those above could secure it.
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Iowever, at the fourth attempt they succeeded, and communication was
established so far as a light line went.

Then a heavier rope was sent up, and, after that, some crowbars, chisels,
hammers, and other tools, for the prisoners above had to arrange sonic mean;
of }m]dmn' the end of the rope securely before they could tr ust themselves 4o,
come down by 1t. e

It was just getting dark when the doctor, Clive, and Grove descended and
were dl)l(' to shake hands with their fuends

Dr. Campbell took Alcc aside.

“I saw it all, Alee,”” he said, with emotion. “‘ I saw how you determin: l
fo try to cain O mtmn Baorron the time he wanted, at no matter what co-
to \ouxsolf It was a most courageous act on your part., No words of min

can he adequate to thank you. You saved the yacht,.and so saved us all.”
‘ Pooh, pooh, sir!” Alec returned lwhtl ““You saved us cn your sid

by hnnm«r on that shower of rocks. lt 'was that that did the trick at tu
critical mmnent o

'lho doctor shook his head.

Thgt has nothing to do with what you did. , All the same, I am bound tn
say I.do mot know how to feck thaunkful (noufrh that those rocks were ther
1‘](-:1(13 ‘to our hands, and that the idea was put into my mind to make use u’

themn

Relieved by the defeaut of the filibusters and the capture of their vesscl
of the fear of further .attack,.the.explorers were able for the first time to
rive their atteniion seriously and w holly to their treasure-hunting.,

Deciding that it would be.a. very difficult and awkward ‘matter to try to
follow the uuau ground wategcourse through the chimney, the doctor resolve:l
{o reach the .ground above it from the outside,

« But the mountain proved to be absolutely inaccessible on every side, for
dm ng the ngxt few (Fa}s they {ravelled completely roun%l it, only to be met
with frowning, walls of Tock which no inan could scale..

Nayw, t.hcurfom was the time to make use of his aeroplane which had not
vet been utilised. It had been impossible to trust it on shore so long as thers
had been expectation of attacks by Diego’s gany., -
¢ Tt was unpacked accordingly, the various parts fitted together, and a day
or two later the doctor made a trial trip in 1t.. :

The astonishment of the natives when they saw the white chief rise in the
air and circle to and fro across the face of the soaring mountain, as a gigantic

eagle might have done, can_scarcely be described. A scene ‘ensued which
baffes dc-cupt10n the men first falling on their-knees and then on their faces
in lowly "abeyance, then, after hé had returned to -carth, breaking out intu
the wildest singing and dancing .in celebration of the astounding event.

Having S‘ltlbfl(‘d himself that the machine was in good working ovder, th.
darifig aviator made several subsequent trips, taking a p’xqsenfre'r:‘each time

“In this w vay he landed Alec, Clive, and Grove on .the top of the mountain, and

aftor\mrds ‘taking up a tent for shelter at ‘uightuand sufficient food to kecp
them going for a day or_two.

'I‘hey were lucky encugh to discover a. roomy tave, large enough to take
the acroplanc complete, and, having stowed it away in this sheltel, they
startcd to explore the new glound around them.. N

(Another thrilling mstalment of this grand yarn next week. )
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