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PROLOGUE
I.

DOUGLAS CLIFIFORD paced the room with frowning brow, chewing a

cicarclte savagely. After several minutes of 10‘3“0\51](‘58 he ﬁnal]v

came to a hall before the fire, and flung his-cigarette into the glox.-nm
coals.

“By Jove, what a fool I was!” he muttered fiercely. “What an arrant,

utter fool! X'm in the clutches of those hounds now, and I shall be infernally
lucky if I manage to scrape cut with a whole skin.”

He rested his elbow on the mantelpiece and fell into deep thought.
Presently, however, as he extracted another cigarctte fron his geld case,
a grim smile appeared upon his strong, resolute face.

< I think I've floored them, though,” he murmured with satisfaction.
“It’s been the very déuce of a tdsk but I'm glad I took the precaution. My

coeerful friends won’t get a single futhmrr of my fortune if it’s humaniv
possible to prevent it.”

Douglas Clifford was a young man, and he was very well provided with
this world’s goods. His fortune, indeced, was close upon half a million
sterling, and was not vepresented by property. ILvery penny of it was

invested in safe hands, and he was in the fortunate position of Deing able to
command huge sums of moncy at a few hours’ notice.

Yet he was by no means extravagant. He dressed well, ef course, and
lived in an excecdingly luxurious flat in 1\9115.110't011——but that was only
hefitting to a man of wealth. He owed his fortune to his father. who had
died but a year before. Clifford, in fact, was an orphan, and had no relatives
whatever—at least. none in Eurrland Some distant half-cousins lived in
‘America, but he bhad never seen them in his life, and certainly had no
wish to.

His {riends, too, were very few; and even then they were not friends in
the real semse of the word—just acquaintances who sought Clifford’s
company for the sake of what they could get.

For a young man, and such a rich young man, Douglas Cliford lived very
quicetly and very wnoblr usively. He was cexceedingly Tevel-headed, and very
rarely partook of intoxicating liquors to such an extent that the evenness of
his mind beecame, for the moment, unbalanced.

Xel on oune occasion he had blundelcd badly—had beea lifted out of him-
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colf so far as to get hopelessly mixed up in an afiair 'W]li(‘.!l was repulsively
di<tasteful {o his refined, gentiemanly, and honourable feelings.

And now, this evening, he was reviewing the happenings of the last few
weeks. And the process of so doing was not very palatable. He was furious
with himself. but he realised t{laf heaping condemnations upon himsclf
: help him in any way whatever. .

’ (“}l!(‘lhlcmftoll;' lof it!"”’" he c);claimcd bitterly. ‘“ Heavens, what mad things a
follow can do when under the influence of drink! It's taught me a lesson

I’'m not likely to forget in a hurry !"* .
He threw himself Suto an casy-chair, drew it before the fire, and settled

down once more to consider things. .

And. frankly, Douglas Clifiord had much to think over. The ‘whole
trouble had started about a month previously, when he had made the
acquaintance of Mr. Dudley Ioxcroft, a rich and mfluential financier.
J'oxcroft’s name was one to conjure with in the City, and'Cliﬂ'org] had
1'!10ug-]1t it rathor a wise thing to become on friendly terms, with a view to
doing a mild deal with Foxeroft in stocks and shares. . _ _

One cvening the finaneier had suggested a theatre, with a choice little
supper afterwards at an extra specially select restaurant. Cliford had
enjoyed himself immensely that evening, and no real harm was done until
supper-time, after the play. Then, fecling lighthearted and rather careless,
he had allowed the genial Foxcroft to persuade him into taking rather more
champagne than was good for him. It was not {he quantity of champagne
lic drunk, but the quality of it.

Cliftord by no meanus became intoxicated, but e was lifted out of himself,
as it were. Ior the time being he was quite another muan—reckless, light-
headed, and weak-willed. He fell in with everything I'oxcroft suggacested
without demurring in the least. The financier was rather mysterious, and
declared that he was going to introduce Clifiord to some friends of his and
ut him on to a ““real good thing.”

They left the restawrant at about midnight, and took a taxi to a
magnificent house in Grosvenor Square. There Clifford was introduced to
the owner. Professon Cyrus Zingrave, a well-known. and highly respected
scientist. There were four other gentlemen present, all of them esteemed
members of sociely. .

They made rather a fuss of the new-comeér, and some more champagne found
its way down Clifford’s throat, thereby dulling his normally acute brain even
more. The party repaired from DProfessor Zingrave’s library to a superbly
fitfed laboratory which had been bhuilt out from the mansion iiself, and was
anfirely secluded and private.

Clifiord was informed that he was in the council chamber of the League of
the Green Triangle—a statement which astonished him more than a little.
He laughed rather inanely, and wanted to know what the deuce the League
of the Green Triangle happened to be.

Professor Zingrave himself took up the task of explaining. The league,
so e informed Clifford, was composed entirely of the gentlemen he saw
around him. But it was a fast-growing concern, and he, the president, was
on the look-out for mew members—men with commonsense, and with a
desire to mcrease their worldly helongings.

In short, the league was a society which had decided advantages for men
with brains who cculd use them properly to the mutual benefit of their
owner and to the other members of the league. Clifford was not intoxicated,
was not even “‘rocky,” but in his present state of mind he was easily
miluenced, and Zingrave's eloquent tongue soon woii him over.

In a remarkable, mysterious ceremony, Douglas Cliffiord was made a
wmember of the League of the Green Triangle, and undertook to uttend all
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the meetings, and to take his part, whenever required, in the doings of the
lecague. The affair rather amused him, and he decided that it would be good
fun to belong to such a quaint sociely. Of course, everything was quite
all right, for all the other members were prominent men—one ot thom even
being a peer of the realm.

He took the oath of allegiance, and gave his solemn word of honour as
an Iinglish gentleman that the secrels of the league would remain locked
iu his Tle:_u't for all time—although what those secrets were Clifford had not
the faintest notion. _

But he had taken his oath, and he had been perfectly sober at the time-—
nierry, no doubt. buil nevertheless sober. That was the crux of the whoie
thing. IIad he been intoxicated his oath would have been useless, and he
would not have felt the least responsibility for it.

The following morning Clifford felt rather gshamed of himself. e
rementbered cvery little incident that had cceurred the night bLefore, but
now his customary level-headedness had returned. He was really amazed
with himself for becoming a member of the League of the Green Triangle.
He had sworn to be faithful to the league, no matter what might befall,
and he knew perfectly well that as a gentleman he would have to abide
by his oath.

It werried him more than a little for a time, bul then he decided that
there could be nothing in the affair, and it was certainly not worth troubling
over.

But day by day, by a very gradual process, he gained a clearer under-
standing of the thing he had done. After ten days had clapsed he could
think of nothing eclse but the folly of that night. Amazing, astounding.
inercdulous as it scemed, he found that the League of the Green Triangle
was, in cold realily, a criminal society!

I'or some time he simply could not believe it. But then the evidence
which confronted him was too obvious to be thrust aside.  Professor
Zingrave, the famous scientist, Dudley TFoxcroft, the influential City
magnate, and four other celebrated men. whose names were almost house-
Lold words, were, 1n stark truth, criminals!

At the second miceting of the league Clifford protested strongly that he
had not been responsible for his actions on that never-to-be-forgotten night.
But Zingrave, now cold and cutting, informed bhim that that excuse was
wortlless. He had Cliflord’s oath—in writing—that ke was a stzunoh
member of the league. and that he would be true and faithful to all its
undertakings and all its secrets. Zingrave pointed out that having gone
so far it was impossible to retract.

Clifford became indignant—furious. He even talked of going to the police.
But Zingrave laughed at the threat, saying that Clifford’s word of hounour
prevented that, and also suavely pointed out the fact that if the league were
expesed (lifford himself would share the same penalty as the others. Ilis
own writing bore out the fact that he belonged to the scciety.

The young man realised that he was trapped. There was nothing else
to do but resign himself to the unkind fate which had led him inio such a
maze of disaster. Yet, at the same time, Clifford was abselutely unable to
resign himself. The matter worried him day in and day out.

And then, like a thunderbLolt, he made a startling discovery. Zingrave
and his associates were scheming, quietly and sceretly, to fleece their vietim.
Machinery was being set in motion which would ultimately force Ciillord
to part with the bulk of his fortune. And it was being engineerad with such
reinarkable cleverness that he would be unable to put a stop to it without
bringing himself into the hands of the police. _ o

The situation was appalling. Quite inversed in such intricate villamny,
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1iffor at he was like a rat in a trap. If he allowed things to go
gxlllﬂl.?cldwj;c;”d“é?thcr be a ruined man or else would brl'ng ]m?scl wx.tlul:{
reach of the law—or, rather, his precious associates would cause events
10];:5:0111111‘,1: i(l;llilfll:urd set his brains to work. One thing was ci?rt:un‘,.tihg
present intﬁleralilc St]ateh?tr ﬂlq:l: :coﬁncl](llu;lot go on. And being keen-witte
: lever by nature he hit upon a s . _ .
Iul'dledtlz.:l;":lccf hlis entire fortt%nc into hard cash and gilt-edged securities—
sceurities, moreover, which could not_bp traced. Cl.lﬂ'ord saw to t;hat. Then
he deposited his fortuvne in a dozen different banks in a dozen different parts
of the country. And ecach deposit was made in a fal.-.sc name. W ].mn he
had finished—the transfer took him cight days to bring about—his own
fortuno had vanished into thin air. It was impossible to trace where it had
aone to, or what had become of it. And in twelve different parts of the
country securities and sums of varying amounts had been deposited. .

Clifford himself was just as rich as Lefore, but he hadn’t a pemny to his
naine. He bad acted in the nick of time. By a wonderful piece of cleveruess
he had slipped out of the clutches of the league. At least, he had made his
money safe. It now remained for him to free himself. On this very might
a meceting of the league was arranged, and he would then inform Zingrave
of what he had doue-~or hint at it. Clifford felt that once the scoundrels
knew that their schemes had fallen to the ground they would release him
from bis oath.

Aroused from his reverie by the chiming of the clock on the mantelpiece,
he rose from his easy-chair and lit a cigarette. _His handsome, strong face
was grim and set. He kuew that an ordeal was awaiting him, but he felt
prepared for it.  The suceess of his precautionary measures gave him a
confidence which had been utterly lacking hitherto.

“I'm hanged if I can see what the brutes can do,”” he murmured. I
don’t believe they’d even stick at murder; but to convert me into a lump of
cold meat wouldn’t help them in any way. They want my money, and I’ll
make it perfectly clear that it’s beyond their reach. Perhaps they’ll realise
then that their lamb isn’t so innocent as he first looked !”’ >

Ten minutes later, Douglas Clifford stood on the pavement outside his
flat, bailing a taxi. The night was raw and chill, and the air was thick
and somewhat foggy. Clifford stepped aboard the taxi when it drove up,
and gave Professor Zingrave’s number in Grosvenor Square.

_As he was being whizzed aloug the young man had much to think about.
JFiven now, after all the absolute proof which was in his hands, he found it
hard to believe that the League of the Green Triangle really existed, and
that hc,_ of all people, was a member. The whole thing seemed like some
awful nightmare—some fantasy of an over-worked brain,

_ The journey was short, and he soon found himself standing heforce the
imposing hall door of I'rofessor Zingrave’s mansion. Ii was opcred by a
respectful manservant, who informed him that the professor was wait:ing
In !,he Iaboratory with several other gentlemen.

Clifford noglde_d grioaly, and handed the man his overcoat and hat. Tle
'“fliolng clectric lights shone fully upon his tall, well-built form. His dress-
<itif; tllcd him porfed‘b’.- and Clifford made a fine picture of a man as he
;}&0%15'1'.‘“'0 straightening his tie before one of the huge mirrors which lined

':?11(1(le||ly an expression of pleasure iliuminated his face, but it quickly
cranged to a frown of perplexity. Iic turned, and faced the staircasc.

[‘.(,100,?(1{1?\’0;]".%1 Miss Zingrave!”” he exclaimed coldly.
lll)l)llj cCtine -Clt'l.lﬂl‘b‘atciqd a young girl of about seventeen. She had paused

=eeing Ulitlord standing in the hall, and her face became just a little
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flushed. TIn spite of Limself Clifford could not help a feeling of admiration
thrill through his frame. Vera Zingrave was a remarkably pretty girl, and
her beauty was intensified by the fact that her smile was strangely winnina,
and that her dark brown cyes—magnificent, hiquid, cxpressive eyes, Clitorel
thought—were absolutely frank and fearless. ' -

.. “-Why: Mr. Cl_iﬂfo;‘d. I didn’t expect to see you t:o-night'.“. she .cried oaily,

What is it this time? HHave you comc for another horrid scientific talk
with dad?"

Douglas Clifford nodded.

““ Exactly,”” he agreed quictly. ““ My business is exceedingly urgent, Miss
Zingrave !’ ‘

He spoke distantly, as though he cared not one jot for the girl before
him. And yet, in some unaccountable way, he was curiously attracicd.
This girl—this innocent-looking delightful girl of seventeen—was Zingrave's
danghter! The daughter of one of the biggest scoundrels in Great Bril:in!

Did she share her father's secrets? Was she aware of the object swhich
had brought Clifford to her father’s house in the first place?  Was the
existence of the League of the Green Triangle known to her?

The young man was sorely perplexed. If, indeed, Vera Zingrave did
kunow all these things, then, of course, she was just as bad as all the rest.
But the very idea of it scemed horrible—repulsive. This sweet girl was
entirely ignorant of the villainy which flourished all around her. 1t must
be so. She was toc young, too innocent, to be mixed up in her father's
affairs—to even dream of their nature.

And somchow Clifford was strangely attracted towards her. In spile of
himself, in spite of his resolve to cut himself adrift from Zingrave and all
his associates, a wave of pleasure look possession of him as she stood before
him. He felt ashamed of himself for having spoken so brusquely.

“Forgive me if I seem—er—a little—er—rough,’”” he stammered. “T—I
am very worried, Miss Zingrave, and—and »

e broke off, and was conscious that his face flushed very red. For the
life of him he couldn’t understand why. Usually he was the maost se!f-
possessed of young men Yet the frank openness of her wonderful deep-
brown cyes scemed to take all, the confidence out of him. There was an
expression of pleasure in those eyes which instinctively told Clifford that
the girl was pleased to see him. And that little fact alone set his speech all
a-stutter. : -

““Oh, I'm so sorry,”” she said sincerely. ““Dad's worried sometimes, and
then he’s like a bear about the house. growling at everybody. But that’s
not often; he’s an old dear wsually. I’erhaps, after you've had your chat
with him, you’ll be feeling more comfortable. Shall I see you afterwards?”

£*I—1I hope so,” said Clifford nervously.

““ How fine!” Vera exclaimed, with a flash of her eyes. “ Aw veveir?

‘And she tripped gracefully into the drawing-room, leaving Clifford staring
at the door with a feeling of keen disappointment in his heart. Then ke
shook himself sharply. and his jaw grew firm.

What on earth was the matter with him? Why, she was only a school-
girl! Besides, he had come here on grim business, and it was no time to
act the fool. Sc, without more ado, he walked bLriskly down the superbly
carpeted corridor until at last he reached the laboratory.

ad he been in ignorance of the amazing facts, he would have thought
that an innocent little smoking-party was being held. The laboratery was
brilliantly lighted, and six men were either taking their case in luxurious
chairs or standing chatting before the great fireplace, in which a cheerful
blaze sent ont a radiant heat.

With his back to the fire was Professor Cyrus Zingrave, the renowaed
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ccicntist. and talking with him were Dudley Foxcroft, ﬁumu:ior and million-
aire. and Lord Sylvester. the famous racchorse owner. Reading a paper, and
yeelining in an easy-chair, was Sir Roger Hogarth, one of the biggest ship-
owners in Great Britain. Edmund Gresswell, K.C., was having a little
friendly argument with DPrince Yoni-Saka, a Japanese nobleman, wlosc
knowledge of the mysteries of the Iast was vast and wonderful.

** Good-evening !"” said Clifftord bluntly, .

The six men looked up at the new-comer. and Duadley Foxeroft hurried
across the room and grasped Clifford’s hand.

“ My dear chap—--"’

But the young man jerked his hand out of Foxeroft's grip.

*“I'm not a hypocerite!’” he interjected curtly. *‘ You know my views wilh
regard 1o this business, and U1l thank you to drop all pretence of friendli-
ness. 1've comne here to-night to make one fact perfectly clear to you all,
and {hat is that I want you to release me from my oath!”

I'here was a moment’s silence, and there were many grim looks.

*“ Qur young friend appears {o be somewhat upset,”” said Professor Zingrave
softly. *‘Perhaps o little chat will alter things.”

The professor’s voice was wonderfully musical, and it had a silky, geatle
{fone about it that was almost irresistible. Zingrave’s personality, in fact.
was a remarkable one, and Clifford knew that he would have to steel himself
{n the utmost {o avoid being won over. The professor scemed to possess
uncanny powers over his fellow-beings, and could, witlhiout in the least
appearing to. convinee them against their own judgment and inclinatiens,

Ilo was a small man, but an imposing one, nevertheless. His shoulders
drooped a liltle, and upon them was set one of the most remarkable heads
Clifferd had ever seen. Clean-shaven, his skin was almost dead white. Not
a spot of colour relieved his cheeks, and his brow was high and massive—the
brow of a genius. But it was the eyes which held Cliftord’s attention-—which
seemed o grip the young man in a grasp of fascination. They were large
and absolutely black, piercing, and commanding.

Zingrave rubbed his white, delicate hands together.

““A little chat,” he repeated gently. ‘“Now, Mr. Clifford, why can’t vou
be sensible? You have been admitted into the most exclusive society in
existence—a .socicty which offers illimitable advantages "

““Precisely I”” cut in Clifford sharply. ‘“ Advantages which appeal to
rogues, thieves, and vagabonds! As an honest man, I protest against being
a member of this infernal League of the Green Triangle! I took the oath
when I was under the inftuence of drink. I admit I was sober, but the
champagne had got into my head, and T was reckless, foolish, and
irresponsible.”’

““Nonsense!” said Lord Sylvester. ““Be reasonable, boy! With your
abilities and fortune you have a wonderful future before you. By sticking
to us yon will double your fortune within a year——"’

Clifford laughed strainedly.

“1If T had trusted to you,” he answered, ‘“my fortunc would have vanished
into thin air. Olh., I’m not a fool! Do you think, Professor Zingrave, that
I'm unaware of what has been goiug on? The whole wretched thing was a
plot—a foul plot to entrap me. Foxcroft succceded, and now I'm in the
maze.  You knew that I was rich, and you have heen planning, this last
week or {iwo, to fleece me of my fortune.’:

Ho laughed again, mockingly now.

“ You've failed miserably,” he said fiercely. ““ You've failed utterly and
".\'ti‘-l’llple.tc]},'. With all your cleverness I've slipped through your fingers.
My l‘n;tune 1s beyoid your reach. Ask any banker, ask any stockbroker,
i hell tell you that Douglas Clifford hasn'i a penny to his name!”’
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Zingrave smiled imperturably.

“You are rather late, my friend,”” he said. T have already asked, and
that intcresting fact i1s known to me. Yes, your fortune has vanished.
You have proved yourself to Le smarter even than the league. I admire
you—I respect you highly. And, to be perfectly frank, I will admit that our
object in cultivating your acquaintanceship was to relieve you of your
source of income. Well, as we have failed, T have decided upon which
courso to take.”

““And what 1s that?”’ asked Clifford cagerly.

Zingrave took from his pocket a piece of paper, and Clifford saw that it
was his signed statement, swgaring to be faithful to the League of the CGireen
Triangle. Zingrave held it oul, and Clifiord took it.

_“]Ilt”is yours,” said the professor evenly. ““Place it in the fire if you
wish !

“You—you mean to release me?”" he stammered huskily.

““ Exactly !

There was a chorus of angry protest, but Zingrave hent forward and his
strange eyes glittered upon every man in the room for a second. As though
by magic, the protests subsided.

Clifford examined the paper to see that it was the genuine document, and
then screwed it up and llung 1t into the heart of the fire.

“And now,”” said Zingrave smoothly, ‘“our hold on you is destroyed.
You asked {o be released, and you are released. In return, hefore you leavo
this apartment, {011 must” give me your solemn word of honour that this
affair 1s closed, that you will forget everything which has passed, and that
our secrets are locked in your heart for ever.”

“And suppose I refuse?” ' _

““I do not suppose anything so absurd,” said Zingrave, his dark eyes
resting on Clifford’s face. ““ You are a gentleman. and [ have treated you as
such. You know that your safety—your life, perhaps—depends upon your
decision. Give me your word of honour, and you are free to go, and so
long as you ignore the league and its doings, the league will ignore you.
‘At the first sign of treachery——"’ ‘

““Stop!”’ interrupted Clifford. ‘ You are right, Professor Zingrave. As
a man of honour, I am compelled to give my word. I assure you solemnly
and sincerely that this episode will remain my secret for all time. I take
my oath that I will never say a single word which will jeopardise your
safety or the safety of these other gentlemen. I make one stipulation, how-
cver., If the league interferes with me in any way in the future, I shall
consider my oath null and void, and shall take what-steps T deem advisable.
I wish to make that clear.”

‘““Have no fear, the league-will never trouble you,” said Zingrave, “I
accept your oath, Mr. Clifford, and you are now no longer a member of the
Green Triangle. You have proved yourself to be smarter than we
anticipated, and we arc not afraid to acknowledge it. (iood-evening!”

The young man, his heart beating swiftly with relief, took his departure.
He was free! The League of the Green Triangle no longer worried him.
Zingrave realised that his victim had safeguarded himself, and had there-
fore Hung him aside as of ne¢ use. . ,

Clifford was lightheartsd as he walked into the hall of the mansion again,
and was so engrossed in his thoughts that he forgot Vera Zingrave entirely.
It was only when he was walking briskly along Grosvenor Squave that he
remembered the givl. e lhesitated a moment, wondering whether he should
go bhack. . ‘

But no! e had shaken the dust of Zingrave's louse from his feel for
ever, and it would be sheer maduess to become better acquainted with Vera.
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Ko. with n feeling of regret that he could hardly deiine, he walked on. His
step was light, aud his checks a little flushed. The folly of that fateful

night had been robbed of its evil consequences. ‘ .
Jut, even while Clifford was congratulating himself. Professor Zingrave
war just finishing a little speech in his laboratory—a specch which met with
(he approval of every other member of the League of the Gireen Triangle.
‘ That is my plan, geutlemen,” concluded Zingrave softly. *“The young
faol i< off hix ruard now: he thinks we will take no further notice of him.
Thercfore our task will prove simplicity itself.™

The others nodded. . . 3
““ You have relieved me, professor,” said Sir Roger Hogarth. “I was

amized when you handed that document to Clifford, but I understand, now,
tiiat it was merely a part of your scheme.”’

" (iood heavens! You didn’t really think I should allow Clifford to walk
about this cartl free, knowing all that he does know about us?”’ exclaimed
Zingrave grimly. *‘ Clifford is dangerous—I know it. He is a young man
with a really remarkable brain. The way in which he has disposed of his
fortune proves that. When the league has increased, when it has become a
greal organisation, it would be fatal to have this youngster a continual
source of anxiety to us. Ilis fortune must be placed in our keeping, and used
{0 build up a greater and more powerful league. In three or four years,
gentlemen, the Green Triangle will be famous throughout the land—it will
be a sign which Scotland Yard will stare aghast at. I mean to make our
organisation the most wonderful thing of its kind the world has cver ecen.
And Clhfford? Well, he will have to go—at once. Having obtained his
money he will be no further tise to us, and he must go. I have already toid
You my plans for bringing about the {ransfer of his wealth, and causing Lim
" to disappear for all time will prove a simple task.”’ '

Zingrave chuekled—a quiet, silky chuckle, which held a world of mé'nning.
The other men were all grave and a little uneasy, and they looked at their
chicf with faces which were rather more pallid than wsual. But Zingrave
]mnst:l! wils as ceol and genial as ever. The ghastly, murderous subject
on witich e had been discoursing had no effect upon him whatever. The
man was a_mystery—a weird mixture of devilish cunning and child-like
gemality. Ilis voice was musical and fascinating, and yet it was command-
ing {o such a degree that not one single man preseut in that rcom woull
have dared to argue. MHis personality was something uncanny.

And then, in cold, clear, business-like tones, certain plans were made.
;}]l:(l)l]:l l.l\]f'ijl;l];:lkil:)l “flrag‘lrnn‘l; cignr.f; the doom of Douglas Clifford was decided
e o ] ¢ khort space 0{ twenty-four hours he would disappear [rem

n, trom the trodden paths of mankind, as though the very carth had
opened and swallowed him up. = "

I

'TR.-A'[‘HRIE CASTLE was siluated in one of the remotest coriers of
Su.ihol'lan(l, at the very north of Scotland. The castle was old and
uninhabited, and was moras or less of a rujn. Fully eighteen miles from

the nearest habitation, the gaunt, grim old ecastle l‘aiSOd?tS storm scarred
walls to the heavens in silent solitude. It stocd no more than five hundred

\.;lr .“ 1 : . ' . - ol .\ . - .
\ ‘ds ll'll ind ; tho rocky clifis leading down to the beach beine almost within
2 stone’s throw of ) " ' : e
That o l ]ol he erumbling battlements.
¢ place had bee ¢ ) . T d 24
hy m;n}. Thero bc(i,lllr:' ;‘lor"ill‘ f"; -ﬁfl) long that it had been almost forgotien
g other bwlding of any sort within miles, no human
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being was seen there month in and month out. On rars cecasions in (he
summer-time, a holiday party would possibly picnic among the ruius—but
of late years even these visits had ceased, for the road-way for ten milce
at least, was nothing more than a trnck —in places being ahost impaszsable,

Durmg the wmtm——"n, all the year round—it was I)Ob‘:ilu)l(, to stand on
the battlements and never sce a sign of humam life, except, away on the -
horizon, a stray ship or two None cver came in 5]101‘(:, and Strathric might
have been an island in mid- Pacifie. An army could have landed there, and
none would have been the wiser.

It was the property of Sir Roger ITogarth, Bart., the famous «hipowner—
although that fact was known to very few. Tor years the phco had been
ql)solutely worthless, so must wasle ground. But now, at last, it was being
put to a use.

Two days afler that fateful meeting in Professor Zingrave’s laboratory,
a small steam yacht anchored under {he cliffs at the foot of Strathrie. It
was late evening, and the darkness was intense. Lortunately, ihe sea was
calin, and the boat which put oft from the vacht had no diffienity m reaching
thie shore.

‘'hat boat contained six men—DProfessor Zingrave, Sir Roger IIon':uth
Douglas Clilford, two members of the yacht's crew, and Silas Vizard,

small, skinny man with excessively long, deformed arms, which gave him thc
appo.u ne2 of having terrific strcngth

The kidnapping of Dourrhs Clifford had been a simple affair. A bLreathless
messenger had arrived at his flat the night hefore, and had gasped out a
plauuhlo story of an injured man a mile away who was asking urgently lo
see Clifford. The young man, unsuspicious, had fallen into the tra :p head-
long. No sooner had lie steppcd into the waiting motor-car than he was
rendered unconscious by unknown assailants. When he came to himself he
found that he was in the cabin of a small yacht, bound, gagged, and helpless.
To his stupcfied amazement he scon discovered that he was in the hands of
the League of the Green Triangle.

The rest was merely a matter of time. Ialf-an-hour after the beaching cf
the boat, tire party were standing in a low, grim-walled dungeon. far beneath
the ruins of Strathrie Castle. The dungeon was pcrfcct‘\ dry, and the
passages leading to it were quite dusty. Two lanterns stood upon a rotien
tub, and cast a fitful light upon the scene.

Douglas Clifford lmd been released noiw, but there was no fear of his
mcapmrr ITe knew, indeed, that any attempt to escape would be futile.
Professor Zingrave and Siv Roger Iogarth were facing him, and both were

looking grim.

““ You scoundrels!”’

“We have no time for the exchange of compliments,” said Zingrave
suavely, in his soft, musical voice. *f Our business with you, nr. ('hﬂ“md, is

quite sunplo :md we have brought you to this spot merely for the sake of
absolute privacy.’

Cliford’s cyes blazed.
“What do you want?”’ he demanded hoarsely. ° You're going to murder
me, I suppose?”’
‘“ Pray, do not jump to conclusions,”” replied Zingrave cvenly.  We have
no desire to take yonr life. But you have thwqucd the lcarrue, and that 13
a state of affairs whick we ecan, under no eircunistances. allow. I admire
you, young man, for the way in which yon transferred your lortune to a°

safe plan before our own intricatle plans conld materialize.  Yon have merely
to answer one question!” \

Clifford laughed hars llly
““I can guess what it is,”” he said. ° You want me to tell you what I'va
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done with ray for(une. What do you tike me lor? A fool——a.t1]nnbo_01l]_4.:? ]l:
swear before Heaven that I will never ‘!'501"59 m-}'.f??'rd' tq suciL an inicrna
ccoundrel as you!” he added, passionately. I'hat 1s your answer,
Professor Zingrave !’ _ .

*“ Come, come, {here is really no necessity to get exciled.’” said the pro-
fessor mildly. ** I will just statc my terms in Dbrief, clear language. You
have two choices. The first is. il you refuse our demands, instant death—I
will not explain how. We are miles from the nearest habitation, and every
man nhuur(‘ Sir Roger's yacht is faithful to the lcague. Your sccond choice
is by far the betler. You have merely to tell us exactly what you have done
with your monev, and give us wrilten authority to claim it. In those
circumstances. we will then leave vou aud obtain possession of your fortunc.
Immediately the transactions are completed the yacht will return, and you
will be giveu fifty thousand ponnds in American money. The yacht will then
sai] for the United States and land ycu there. If you attempt to rcturn to
Great Britain your life will not be worth a second’s purchase. Now, Mr.
Clifford, what are you going to do? Ieave this carth for ever to-night, or
enil for America with a small fortune in your pockets”

Douglas Clifford ncarly choked with rage.

“ You pttiful fonl !’ he cried. ¢ Do you think I believe your ]vjng state-
ments? Suppoee 1 gave you the written authority you require? _‘1011 would
get my money into your foul hands, and then, instecad of going .fo the
United States, 1 should be brutally murdered. If yon mean to kill me,
yow'll kill me with my secret lecked in my own heart. That is final !”’

Zingrave sighed.

A great pity I’” hie snurmured softly. “ I fcar you are going to give us
a considerable amount of frouble. 1 shall not’repeat my propesals. Instead,
J will come back here in «ix months time, and sce if you have changed your
mind.  Six months confinement in this dungeon wilj probably make a great
dMiTerei&o 1™

Cliford went deathly pizle.

“You mean {o keep me a prisoner?”’ he gasped nskily.

** Precisely. Tt is my intention to he mereiful,” replied Zingrave musically
—-but with a ring in his voice that was like a stab of a cold dagzer., ‘1
«hall not have you exccuted at once, buf. will give you a chanee to hring {hat
strong will of yours into submission. 1f six months is of no avail, then the
‘i""cl will Le extended to a year—two ycars—until you have changed your
wingd.”’

" That, will he never!” panted Clifford hotly. ‘“ As long as you let me live
I will live. My fortune is untraceable, and safe from your thieving hands!”’

" One day you will fee the line!” put in Sir Roger harshly; *“ one day
very soon. And the longer you delay, do will your fortunc inerease. It
matlers rot fo us how long it {akes to drive you into submission; in tho
end we shall win, even if we have to wait teu years! I think there is no
doubt as (o who will give in first !’

Withont another word Professor Zmgrave and Sir Roger picked up the
Ianterns and passed out into {he passage.  The heavy door clanged to with a
thud that sevinded like a death-knell.

Douglas Clifford was left in pilchy darkness. He fell on his kneces, and
rawsed his arms aloft.

" Heaven l{crlp me!” he eveaked. ““ ITeaven help me!”?

I dull kind of way the awful horror of his dreadfu) posilion was thrust
upon him. 1le was o he kepl a prisoner in this vile cell for months—ycars—
until he agreed to the {erms of lhcﬁLcague ol the Green Triangle!
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It was appalling, horrible.

ITis surcharged brain was incapable of realising the full ghastliness of the
fate that had bhefallen him, and. strong man though he was, his head sunk
upon his breast, and he sobbed like a frightened child. -

END OF THE PROLOGUE,

CHAPTER 1.
The Ship Explosion—An Apparition from the Sea.

TI[PPIER stood at the window of Nelson Lee's consulting-room, and looked
down upon the busy morning traflic of Gray’s Inn Road. The slreet

was clenn and dry, and a gusty wind caused the pedestrians to pull
their wraps tighter, and to button their gloves. Upon the window sash were
some little icicles—a reminder of a shower during the night, and of the keen
frost which had London in its grip. :

“ Makes you feel quite lively, sir!”’ exclaimed Nipper, turning round and
looking at his master, who was sitting before the fire rcading the mornine
newspaper, and enjoying a pipe. ‘“ With a frost in the air like this I feel
fit for any old thing.”

Nelson Lee lowered his newspaper and smiled.

““ My dear Nipper,”' said the Famous detcetive, *“ are yvou so anxious {o b~ at
work again? Are you on the look out for fresh worlds to conquer? Only
vesterday we hrought to a successful conclusion the case of Colonel Addison’s
missing emeralds—a case which, although intricate and dangerous, brought
considerable grist to the mill at the.finish. It was one of the mcst difficult
aflairs we ever touched, Nipper, and I think we ought to feel a little pleased
with ourselves.”

Nipper grinned.

“Oh, I'm feeling that all right.”’ he replied. “ Still. the case is over.
i=n’t it? and we’re both as fit as fiddles—at least, T am. You're loaking u
bit run-down, sir. I expect that three-day chase, without hardly any slécp.
knocked you up.” )

“* Probably, young 'un,’”’ said Nelson Lee. ‘“ Even the strongest men are
apt to crumple up for lack of sleep—although I'm not crumpled up by any
means. Jove! There goes the bell!™
. ““ Another client, I expect, sir!”’ said Nipper cheerfully.

““ Good gracious. I hope not!"" exclaimed Nelsou Lee. “I'm not feeling
inclined to take up a fresh case so promptly. I want to be lazy for n
week.”

““No rest for the wicked, you know, sir!’’ grinned Nipper.

““ You young rascal!”’ cjaculated the defective wrathfully.

Exactly what would have happened to Nipper the lad never kuew, for ax
Nelson Lee was rising the door opened, and Mrs. Jones, the housckeeper.
announced Colonel Addison. A second later the colonel himself, a big bluiY
soldier, walked breezily into the room.

““ Surprised to see me again so soon. Mr. Tee®" he exclaimed cheerily.
wringing the detective’s hand. “I was here only yesterday, b’(:gad! No, I
haven’t come to consult you in a professional capacily to-day.

Nelson Lee laughed.

“ TL?I‘:'S a -'reli(ﬁ’. anyway, colonol.]" e smiled. ‘“ To tell you the truth,

'm not feeling quite up to the mark N .

: I“l}Anich I don't lwondm! at it, Mr. Lee—I don’t wonder at it in the least.”

3
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oxclaimed the colonel briskly. ‘““You “’C‘HL', thl'(’“gl_‘ the "01_'}’ deuce Of: ﬁ'
{ime to gel my emeralds back for me, and I'm nsto_mshed..tc;.::cc you so we
as you arc—-I1 am, begad Well, what do you say Lo a trip:

‘A trip?” repeated Nelson Lee vaguely. . .

« Yoes. Lhat's {be idea,” went on the detective’s late client. “ My vacht,
{he Irie, scts sail this afternoon from Southampton for a cruise round the
British Isles—just a week’s trip. you know.”

“ By gum.l ]tlmt.'s all l1:};_1;1;(;! * commented Nipper cagerly.

vlone! Addison chuckled. ,

9(1\'1}- L1'11\'il.utiou includps you, }'oungstcr_.” he said.  “ Well, Mr. Lee. wr]l
you come? I can promise you a good time, cven though the weather 1s
cold. And the =ea air will make a new man of you. When the pair of you
return you'll be fit for anything !’

“This is very kind of you. colonel

““ Rubbish ! Remember what you've done for me, begad
‘Nelson Lee didn’t waste much time in deciding. As a matler of fact, the
prospect of a sea-trip appealed to him, and lhe wasted no further time.

“*We'll come with pleasure, colonel,” he said. ““I think the strenuous
nature of our work during the past few weeks warrants our taking a short
holiday. What do you say, Nipper?”’ '

“What-lio!”” agreed Nipper heartily. :

“That's good cnough for me,” exclaimed the colonel. ““T'm geing down
to Southampton by the 1.15 train. Suppose we arrange a mecting-place for
one o'clock, at the station?”

“Ixcellent!”’ Nelson Lec agrced.

The appointment was made, and then Colonel Addison took liis departure,
lcaving Nelson Lee and Nipper to pack. Nipper was highly delighted. Ile
loved a sea {rip. and knew that it would do both himself and his master a
world of good. But neither he nor Nelson Lee had the slightest inkling that
the {rip was to be but the beginning of a series of adventures before which
the detective’s exploits would scem very insignificant.

Curiously enough, while Nelson Lee was packing, his thoughts were
running in a direetion which would have startled im could he have known
what the projected sea trip was to lead to. He had paused, in fact, in the
midst of filling his portmanteau, and Nipper. who came into the bedroom
al the moment, looked at his master curiously.

“Why so thoughtful, sir?”’ he asked. ** Anything worrying vou

Nelson Lee Jooked up abstractedly.

“Well, my boy, I suppose I was rather troubled,” he replied quietly.
‘““Therc’s anolher reference in this morning’s paper to the Green Triangle.
1t appears that a stupendous robbery was undertaken last night, and {he
only clue left was a Green Triangle painted upon the strong-room door.
A clue, T said! The police have =cen that triangle scores of times, but no
capture has ever been made.  It's amazing, Nipper. Some powerful criminal
organisation is al work in our midst, and yet Scotland Yard is helpless.
The fellows at the head of {his Green Triangle concern must be smart
indeed.  Gad, I should dearly love to have an opportunity of {rying my luck
against the beggars!” ‘

Nipper sighed.

“Any more eof it, sir?” he asked wearily. “Faney you WOITying your
head about that'rotten Green Triangle while we're packing to go for a
holiday ! Tlaven't we discussed the subjeet scores of tinies without anv
result?  For goodness’ sake. let’s foreet all criminals and robberies and
mysteries for a week, at least !

clron Lee smiled amusedly,

)
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““I suppose you're right, my lad?’ he said. ** All the same, I should
like to have a shot at the Green Triangle gang!”

Perhaps Nelson Lee would bave the opportunity he so much desired lon:
before he expected it. °

The meeting with Colonel Addison, the journcy to Southampton, and the
subsequent cruise of the Iris is of no interest whatever in this history until
a certain point was reached. That point. indeed, was to be onc of the
most momentous in Nelson Lee's existence.

One night, or, rather, evening, for the hour was only seven o'clock, the
Iris dropped her auchor inshore at a certain bleak part of the coast off the
north of Scotland. The evening was cold. but the sea was perféctly calm.
Ntilson Lee, Nipper, and Colonel Addison were dining in the yacht’s luxurious
saloon.

“We'll stay here until morning,” the coloncl was saying. ‘I sleep more
comfortably 1f we’re stationary at nights, and we’re in no particular hurry.
Begad, Lee, you're looking as robust as an Afghan already!” ’

Nelson Lec smiled. ,

“I'm feeling splendid,’”” he agreed. ‘“This trip is just what I wanted—
plenty of refreshing ozone, excellent food, and delightful . companionship.
I don’t think I have enjoycd a holiday so much as this for many a year,”’

The steward entered the saloon with a fresh array of dishes.

- ““There's a queer light away on the port bow, gentlemen,” he announced.
¢ Ship afire, by the look of it. Firsl officer reports it’s getting Dbrighter
cvery minute.”’ ° °

““Ship afire, begad!”’ said the colonel. ‘ That's bad—decuced bad. After
we've had our fill we'll adjourn on deck and see what's going on. You'd
better tell the captain, Jevons,”” he added, turning to the steward, “ that
if he thinks he car be of any help he’s to up anchor and go to the rescue
immediately.” -

But as the yacht remained stationary the captain was evidently of the
olaipiou that nothing could be done—or, possibly, that the fire was not
SCTions.

Diuner over, however, Nelson Lee, Nipper. and the colonel sallied out on
deck to sce what was amiss. There could be no mistake in the nature of
the catastropbe which was taking place no great distance off.

The whole sky, towards the north, was lit by a lurid, flickering glow. In
ten minutes time the cause of it was clearly and fully in sight. She was
apparently a small tramp steamer, and her stern was simply a mass of
raging flames, rising fully {wenty feet into the air and casting a blinding
glare on the cold sea all around.

“By Jove, she’s fairly alight, sir!” said Nipper rather excitedly. * Can’t
we do anything to help? We’re simply sticking here and looking on.”

Nelson Lee shook his head. ' |

““ They're evidently in no danger, my boy,” he replied. “ The ship would
not be steaming at full speed if the crew were 1n peril. Perhaps they are
gaining the upper hand over the flames even while we watch. The forward
and centre parts of the ship are still quite free from the fire, and there is
no wind to fan it. At the first sign of real danger you may be sure the
crew and officers will take the boats.”

Swiftly the stecamer came neaver and nearer. Very soon the shouts of the
ofiicers conld be heard, and the roar of the flames was quite distinet. Nelson
Lee and Nipper leaned over the rail, and watched inferestedly. The glare
lit up their faces. and the faces of the Iris’s erew, who were also looking on.

¢ \What’s the idea?” asked Ceolonel Addison, pufling at his cigar. “ What
are the fools making straight for the shore for—at least, they appear to
be doing so. Do they think they can beach her?”
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“\Well, heaching her would be better than lelling her sink, if she carries
a valuable cargo,” said Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Perhaps she has sprung a serious
leak, owing Lo the heat. and there is a strong likelihood of getting the fire
under control. Il they can beach her and then put the fire out it would
certainly be better than abandoning her to a watery grave.’

The colonel nodded. and watched. -
Nelson Lee’s surmise was probably correct, for the course on which the

steamer was set would carry her past the Iris’s bows®and hurl her upon t_-hc
<andy shore at {he foot of the rugged clifts. It was seen now that the ill-
fated ship had a promounced list to starboard. and the fire seemed to be
oetting a little less fierce. If. indeed, she was in a sinking condition, then
to beach her would be the wisest course. . .

Myriads of sparks were leaping skywards, :mq {he smoke rose in clouds.
Nipper could even see the s!:ecl p]qtcs aft white hot t.hrou.gh. Shc\hnd
passed the Iris now, and was just a lgtt]e ahead, half a mile distant. Then,
quite abruptly, the sound of her engine-room felegraph came to the cars of
l:e watchers. o .

““ Begad !” ejaculated the colonel. ““ She's stopping her engines!”

The statement was quite true, for the steady throb died away even as the
colonel spoke. But a moment later it started again, more furiously than
ever. The engines. in fact. had been reversed.

““ Your theory scems to be wrong, Lee,”” said the colonel. ** She’s coming
o a standstill a good distance from the beach, and deuwced suddenly, too!™

‘A few minutes iater the unfortunate ship’s boats swung out on their
davits and one by one descended to the water. Then, with frantic haste,
thev rade away and made straight for the Iris. Their doomed parent-ship
was left listing heavily, deserted. and with her stern now blazing with
unabated fury.

““Abandoned !"" said Neison Lee. “ I can’t quite understand why

Boom! Bo-0-0-0-m-m-m !

The detlective’s sentence was interrupted by a deafening, shattering
explosion. It was stupendous, appalling. in its intensity. Isven as those
on the Iris walched, the burning ship simply hurled itself skywards in a
million particles.

Nelson Lee and Nipper were flung from the rail, and the whole yacht
quivered and shook. Breaking glass sounded from a dozen ¢uarters. And
when Nelson Lee looked over the water again all was pitehy darkness. The
burning steamez had vanished uiterly, and her boats were lost in the gloom.

“Good heavens!” exclaimed the detective. ““ What a fearful explosion.
T ecan understand now why the crew left with such obvious haste. They
evidently had warning of what was coming, and escaped only in the nick
of time.”

“Begad!” gasped the colonel, and then, finding nething betier {o say,
he made the same ejaculation again. Nipper was holding his ears, for
they were ringing painfully. The crash of the explosion had been like the
discharge of half a dozen 153-inch guns,

"By gum, thal was a surprise!” exclaimed Nipper breathlessly. < I'll
bet there's plenty of smashied crockery below. Why, there’s not a sign of
the ship left.  She mus=t has sunk like a stone!” °

The colonel hurried away, and gave some brisk orders. Very soon the
Jris’s boats put out toTender assistance if necessary.  But it was soon found
that the crew of the ill-fated tramp had escaped, every man of them.
Several masses of wreckage had fallen inlo the sea round about the boats,
but by wonderful Juck they bhad escaped with nolhing more serious than
small bits of debris falling among the occupants and distributing slight cuts
snd grazes. |

b
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The crew were taken on board the Iris. and the skipper then informed his:
listeners that he had been carrying a fairly large consignment of high
cxplosive. ITc had thought it possible to qucll the fire in time; but at last,
abandoning the attempt as hopeless, he had left his ship to its fate.

Nelson Lee and Nipper, fifteen minutes after the catastrephe, having
heard all there was Lo be heard, went for'ard into the bows and leaned
over the rail. They had the deck quite to themselves, for the rescued men
were all below, and the crew of the Iris were busily atiending to them.

“An exceedingly unfortunate aflairy Nipper,”” remarked Nelson Lee,
lighting a cigar. “ However, I am thankful it was nothing worse. Tires
at sca are the most awful catastrophes imaginable, and the skipper of this
boat is mighty pleased he was almost within hail of us. Why, what's 1he
matter, my lad?”’ added the detective sharply. ** Can you sce anything in
the water?”

Nipper pointed excitedly.

““ There, sir—look "’ he exclaimed. ““ Don’t you see it? It's a man’s head,
or I'm blind in onc eye! Ile's swimming straight towards us, and from tho
snore, loo!”’

Nelson Lee strained his eyes, and detecled the head and shoulders of a
man who was swimming with steady strokes towards the Iris. IIe was quito
clese, and the deteetive let out a soft hail.

““Ile can’t be one of the surviviors of that ship, sir,
“ Every man ts aboard and accounted for!”

There was no time for {urther talk, for the swimmer was now right under
tiic yacht’s bows. Nelson Lee Aung him a rope, and then the detective and
Nipper rapidly hauled the stranger up. He grasped the rail, swung himself
over, and panted for breath.

“Great Scott !’ gasped Nipper, amazedly.

And there was ample cause for the lad’s astonishment. The form they
had just hauled aboard was truly an apparition from the sea. It was a man,
but his beard had been uncut for years, and his hair was hanging over his’
face and shoulders in long, wet, matted masses. His cloth2s were mere rags,
and his eyes gleamed with a strange light.

Then, bLefore the two astonished on-lookers, the man knslt down on the
deck, with rivulets pouring from his rags, and lifted his hands to the sky.

““I thank Heaven for my release!” he exclaimed, in a husky voice, that
quivered with intensity. ‘‘Heaven be praised, I have been set {ree, by o
miraculous stroke of Providence, from my living tomb!”

said Nipper.

CHAPTER IL
Bencath Strathrie—The Growth of the League—After Five Years !
WHILE Nelson Lee and Nipper had been watching the approach of (he

burning ship, something had been occurring on shore which wouid

have filled both with amazement, could they have scen through the
darkness, and through the solid cliffts. Ifor, almost opposite the Ivis,
Strathric Castl® 1af, gaunt and drear, upon its bleak eminence, close to the
restless sea.

Apparently it was utterly deserted; apparently no man had been near tha
desnlate spot for countless months. DBut, Leneath the ruins, in the oid
dungeons and passages, were three human teings. -

One of them was Douglas Clitord, the young man who had been mcar-
cerated there five years previously by the League of the Green Triangle.



18 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

: ears he had seen nobody but lis jailers. and. oceasionally, one of
ﬁ:?gfgszgryzm.‘rmvc’s emissaries. For five years he had lived in a dungeon
like 2 viclim of the Middle Ages. ' ‘

The olher two men benecath the ruins were Silas Vizard, his deformed
keeper, and an assistant. Several dungeons had been converted inte hving
apariments, and these were made furly comf'ortn.b'lg. Oil stoves had :b(:{‘ll
provided, and there was plenty of warmth for all. The only dungeon wlich
was nol comfortable was that allotted to the prisoncr.

Its furniture consisted of a rough table and chair, and a small camp bed-
stead. The only light which illuminated the cell came through the heavy
jiron bars in the upper part of the doorway, its origin being a lantern swung
from the ceiling of the passage. Clifford bad no oil stove, but as the passago
was generously supplied with beat, his prison was never cold.

Somctimes Vizard, when in a good humour, gave his prisoner a cigarctte,
or a cigar. Clifford was never fool enough to reject these, for his opportun-
itics of having a smoke were few and far between.

On this particular night Vizard had been good-tempered, and Clifford was
now sitting on his hard chair enjoying a cigar as only a man can enjoy ono
who has not smoked for scveral weeks. And Clifford was thinking. He had
rcading matter on the table, but just now he preferred to abandon lhimsclf
to thought,

ITis hair was long and thick, and his beard reached almost to the middlo
of his waistcoat. Ile had fallen into a habit of stroking this, and murmuring
to himself. To-night, in spite of the luxury of a smoke, he was fecling
strangely depressed. |

* The beginning of the sixth vear !’ he mutlered bitterly. “ Oh, when is
it moing to end? Have I not suffered enough? The hopelessness of it all is
driving me mad:! I seem {o have heen here all my life. The memory of
London, of the world, is like a vague, far-away dream!”

At first, when he had originally been imprisoned, Cilfford had nursed the
sceret hope of being able to cscape. But that hope was soon killed, for he
found that his captors were serupulously vigilant. Sometimes, when he
was allowed to go for a walk in the open air, he was guarded in such a
manner that any altempl to escape would be futile.

i He knew perfectly well that as long as he remained obdurate, so wou!d
Ziigrave Lold him f)1:15011c1'. His fortunc was lying idle, perfectly safe,
and wailing to be claimed. Tt was well worth the league’s while fo keep
(l,lhﬂord alive.  Sooner or later hs would give in—he would be forced to.

crhaps another five ycars would pass; but, in the end, Zingrave would be
triminphant.

(‘.‘l,iﬂ'ord rese to his feet and paced the dungeon.

“ They’ll beat me!” he murmured passionately. It is useless to think
otherwise. If there was even one spark of hope I shounld be like a new man.
]]::'115] tnll'g“;’l:? "O‘J'OIE II “'.l“ never take my own life, and the league will
Ui stree]ts S'fllll]f‘-):‘ :llfl-l .aglhoebto thon"dc_mands.. By ho.avcns, to be walking
o S a heggar wou ¢ better than this. It is worse than death

Dozens of times he had decided to tell Zingrave all, just for the sak
bemg,relcnscd-——rc]cas_cd by death! Tor he knew that 1143] would Dbe murdgrgj
oice the league were in possession of the information they required But, at
the last moment, his iron will had alwa s asserted it }lf 1 d h 2
m;l.i,,ed silent. ays ¢ self, and he had re-

lic had sworn never to give in, and he would abide by his oath

”iﬂﬁl;\ﬂ{:gcro.(l what Zingrave was doing now. Ile hag been told that the
S ad grown, but he had not the slightest idea of the vast extent of
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that growth. Had he known, he would have realised, more fully than ever
the hopeless nature of his position, ” ’

For the League of the Green Triangle, originally compos2d of six men, had
now attained the proportions of which DIrofesser Zingrave had always
dreamed. It was a vast, all-powerful organization—a far-reaching criminal
society which extended from north to south, and from ecast {o west. The
original six chief members were now increased by many other influential
men, and they formed the Governing Circle, with Professor Zingrave at
their head. They were the brains of the whole machine. The ordinary
common members of the league, hundreds in numbers. were merely workin'g
tools. These common members were in every town in Greal Britain, in every
braanch of trade, and in every profession.

The objects and aims of the league were varied and innumerable. Robbery,
blackmail, forgery, fraud—and even murder were its chief means of revenue.
Some of its undertakings were small and insignificant-—others were simply
stupendous, involving hundreds of thousands. ‘The claws of the dreadful
society stretched out:over the fair land like some foul reptile.

Aund so perfect was the organization, so emooth did the wheels of tho
nighty anachine run, that Scotland Yard, and the police of the entire
country were utterly helpless. With grim regularity robberies were com-
milted, and in every case the burglars got away withiout leaving a trace, and
always a rough, green triangle was left—the trade-mark of the league.

And for cvery crime of this description, so did the league perpetrate other
crimes, in ten times the number. é)rimcs. that were secret and unsuspected
until all danger of discovery was past. Iorgery, fraud. and blackmail.

Who the chiefs of the society were, not a soul knew. Yet the Governing
Circle were all powerful men; men whe were constantly in the public <ye;
men who would never have been suspected of being connecled with the
league by the astutest detective. As for Professor Zingrave, the celebrated:
scientist, being the chief—well Scotland Yard would have detained the man
who made the accusation as a lunatic.

One of the cleverest members of the Governing Circle, in fact., was a -
prominent official of tlie police. Another was the governor of his Majesty's
Convict Prison at Portmoor. Sir Roger Hogarth, Dudley Foxcroft,
Gresswell, X.C., and the other original members were still using their brains
and influence in support of the league. And, in consequence, their fortunes
were all doubled and trebled. Working hehind their safe cloak of respeet-
ability, they osrganised, and discovery was practically impossible.

The Governing Circle were safe for two reasons. They never entered iuto
a transaction unless the thing had been planned to the last detail, and their
high positions rendered them immune from suspicion. And an ordinary
working member of the league could not possibly turn King's evidenece
against them, for the simple reason that the ordinary members knew no more
of their identity than did the general public. Every worker for the league
knew that there was a Governing Circle—but there their knowledge ended.
Their orders were handed down to thiem throuvgh the agency of controlling
agents—men who dared mot breath a word for fear of instant death. A
controlling agent had once turned {raitor. The next night he was found
mysteriously killed. That was a lasting lesson to the others.

And, even supposing a member of the Governing Circle were suspected,
nothing further would result. The suspicion would always remain 8
suspicion, and would soon be discarded as preposterous. For the circle was
so guarded tha{ not onc iota of proof was cver to be had.

And who was mainly responsible for this marvellous structure? DIrofessor
Zingrave. Tt was his wonderful brain which was always controlling, always
guiding. But for his watcliful eye mistakes would have been made.



18 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY
never had he blnadered, never had he made a [alse

Zipgrave was upcaunny . . ‘
lll'll(“\'gl‘ It was his mighly power whicl had made the League of the Green
) B b ba

. a masterpicce of business ability. .
“]]i"f-!:; .;lu J::I:J(:gl'}l l:‘l\'SiOl'\'. Men had heen suspected by the police—men
who were almost known to belong to the league. But there had :l]“’a")’.? been
one stumbling-block. No actual proof was ever forthcoming. And a]b_ 5001]1
a¢ ever a member was suspccl'ed,'ﬂlq Gove}-nmg Cirecle had hlm s.anp}}c(.
abroad. with a liberal pens]]on. ltJ.nder no circumstances would they allow

: be under police observalion. _
) ';"l].lv“](l»ggl):cc was :m' unsolvable puzzle. It was a]l-powe.rl"u], complete, auc'\l
smpregnable. Since these carly days, when Douglas Clifiord ]Ii.l.d f:l.]!CIl' a
victim, the =zociety had grown almost out of dll recognition. Then it had
been small—now it was innmense, and at the height of its glory.

I{ad Cliford known all as lie sat in his cell, he }»’0111(1 hhave allowcd_thg
last tiny shred of hope to fade from his breast. As it was, he had remained
obdurate, as strong-willed and as determined as ever. -

And his wonderful patiznce was soon to reap its reward.

As he puffed away the last fragment of his precious cigar, a shadow fell
upon the wall of his prison, and he saw Silas Vizard gazing in at him
through the bars of the door. The deformed man nodded genially. ‘

“You're a queer chap, you know, Clifford,” lhe said. *° Why don’t
vou give in to the league and have done with it? You've no meore chance of
setting out of their hands than a imouse has of getting out of a trap. What's
the good of heing obstinate? One of the league’'s agent will be here on
Monday for the usual half-vearly visit. If you take my advice——"

*“1 don’t want your advice!”” cut in Clifford curtly. *‘ \Why do ycu think
1 have held out for five years?  Why do you think I have suffered myself
1o live in ghastly confinement in 1hese ruins for what seems to be a life-
time?”

“Well, I'm hanged if T know !’" replied Vizard. ‘“ You won't be in any
hetter position if you remain here until you're old and grey!”

Clifford snapped his {ecth. :

“Do you {think I shall remain here another five years?”’ he asked, in a
quivering voice. ““ Some day my opporiunity will come, and then it will Le
cither death or liberty. If Heaven is just, then I shall be given my freedom.
Wae belide the League of the Green Triangle if I ever walk the carth again
a free man! My forlune is untouched, and I shall usc every penny of it, if
necessary in a gigantic campaign to wreck and ruin this accursed blight of
which Professor Zingrave is the headpiece. The police will be told nothing.
I =hall set about my work sccretly, and, gradually and with terrible
regularity, the league will diminish in size until it is broken, shattered,
and cast from this ear{h !”

Vizard stared through the bars with a queer expression.

“1 lho.ught it would end in this!”’ he said, shaking his head. “Your
brain’s giving way, Clifford. In another year you'll be a raving madman.
Why wmot aceept the situnation and give the league the information they
reguire——"’ '

* Never!” blazed Clifford fiercely.

‘The deformed man shook his head again, and then left the prisoner o
himself  without making further comment. When alone, Clifford often
decided to end the insuflerable torture; but the very instant an argument
Rlarted he always reverted to his original statement—never would he {hrow
upﬂllm sponge.

‘ .l-‘rln- perhaps .t_on mimllles Clifford leaned against the rough table, breathing
hard and thinking deeply. "Then something happened which was as amazine

A8 b was unexpeeted. It was extremely curious that Provideuce should
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snow ils hand at this particular moment, just when Clifford was dreamise
of the things he would do if ever he became a free man. °

It was as though an carthquake had suddenly convulsed the land. Tor
a sccond Clifford heard a dull far-away boom. Then the ground beneath
his feet shook and quivered, and a wild roaring confusion of sounds followed.

He was gazing through the bars into the passage at the time, and to his
amazement the walls on the opposite side simply crumpled up and crashed
down, plunging cverything into utter darkness.

- Amid the roar of the falling masonry a wild shrick rang in Clifford’s cars,
and cven in the tense moment he guessed the cause—Silas Vizard had gono
to his last account, perhaps buried beneath tons of stonework.

The thing happened so quickly that Clifford’s brain was hardly capable of
grasping ‘it all 1in such a short space of time. Choking and gasping, he
staggered back. The air was thick with dust, and his cars still rang and
tingled.

But now cverything was silent. Just fiftecen seconds had elapsed sinee that
first boom had come to Clifford’s cars. Ile was confused, hut at last his
brain worked clearly and suggested an explanation. :

“An cxplosion!” he told himself. T&lc force of it must have shaken
these ruins to their foundations, and they were unable to stand the shock.
Alrcady tottering, they crashed down at tflc first quiver of the earth!”

Ho groped around him, feeling for the door. His object was to shout
out through the bars to hear if Vizard or his assistant were still alive. But
in the uiter blackness Clifford had lost his bearings, and he stumbled head-
long across the camp bedstead.

To his astonishment he found the bed smothered in brickwork, and ho
arazed his hand rather painfully. Feeling for the wall, to assist himself
into a standing position, his hand merely smote the empty air.

“ By Jove, that’s queer!” he exclaimed. ““The wall must be herr—
AL P

His senbence ended in o gasp—a gasp of amazement and scarcely born
hopes. Ifor his hand had suddenly gripped a jagged edge of Dbrickwork.
A moment’s hasty examination told him the astounding truth. The
explosion, in addition to wrecking the passage. had caused the wall of s
dungeon to crack and crumble away. Probably seme vital support kad
been shattered and this was the consequence. _

Hardly daring to formulate his hopes, Clifflord jerked the camp Ledstead
aside, and felt again. He now found that the hole was of considerable
size, although not large enough to admit the passage of his body. Grasping
ithe rough edge, he tugged at it, and instantly a erash of masonry sounded.

One minute later he had serambled through the jagged hole. and groped
before him. The darkness was still as intense as ever, but Clifford’s heart
was now heating with wild, half-formed hopes. Perhaps he would find
himself buried alive—perhaps he would gain his freedom! The very
uncertainty of his position made him tremeadously eager to learn the actual
truth.

His groping presently led him to a half-opeun door, and he guessed correctly
that he had passed through an unused dungeon. Passing through the door-
way he found himself in the passage. and at the far end a dim light
emanated from an oil stove, which was burning as complacently as though
nothing had happened. - '

In four strides Clifford reached it, tore out the smoking lamp. and lru‘rld
it aloft. The flickering light disclosed a scene of wild wreckage. Tho
other portion of the passage had caved in, and now formed an impassable
barrier. He guessed that his two keepers were now buried beneath the
ruing, for their living quarters were upon the actual spot where most
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damace had been done. Their punishment for their many past sins had

been swift and sudden. . o
““ By Heaven, is this to he the grcatest moment of my life, or is it to be

the blackest?”” breathed Clifford loarsely. ‘“Shall I escape? Shall I gain
my freedom?”’

He was soon to kuow,

Hurrving along the passage with the vilely smoking lamp, he very soon
arrived at the fool of n flight of circular, crumbling stairs. These were
evidently as strong as ever, for the explosion had not eflected them in the
least. Clifford mounfed them three at a time. Reaching the top, he was
confronied by a huge door, made of one solid slab of stonework. It was
bolted on {he inside, and he thrust them bLack and swung the door open.

Tustantly his light was extinguished as a draft of clear cold air rushed
past him. He flung the lamp down and stepped through the deorway.
Stumbling and feeling his way by inches. he mounted some more stairs—a
sraight flight this time. And then he beheld the most beautiful sight that
had ever confronted his eyes—the cold, clear, starlit sky!

But even now Clifford could scarcely realise the fact that he was free. He
did not dare to hope for it. and would not hope for it until all doubts were
al rest. After the pitchy blackness of the dungeons, the starlight seemed
almost bhrilliant to him. Running like a deer, he at last left the ruins of
Strathrie Castle behind. Not a soul had barred his path, and the excite-
ment which filled his breast almost made him dizzy.

He came to a halt at the top of the cliffs, and saw, lying placidly in the
wiler before him, the dim shape of a large steam yacht. He kuew,
instinetively, that it did not belong to the League of the Green Triangle.
The league’s boat was not due until another five days had elapsed. and
never once had it come before its {ime. Besides, he knew from what Vizard
had once said, that the league’s boat always anchored off shore with every
heiit extinguished.

Chfford didn’t hesitate 2 moment. A strange ship was there before him,
url it meant a way to freedom. Ie scrambled down the sloping cliffs and
arvived breathlessly upon the beaeh. Without pausing, he dashed down {o
1“ho }\'ntm',l })Inngcd in, and s{arted swimming, with powerful strokes, through

e 1ev-cold sea,

— oa—

CHAPTER 1IIL
Clifford Tells His Story—A S‘upendous Offer.

%, | ELSON LEE grosped Clifford’s arm as he rose from the deck after
[ sending up hix prayer of thankfulness {o Heaven.
But Clifford spoke first.

*“ What boat is this?"" he asked feverishly. “ Who is the owner? Why iz
it lytng off Strathrie? Tell me!” .

“ This boat is the Iris.”” replied Nelson Lee quietly, although filled with
anmazement.  “The owner is Colonel Addison, and we are lying at this
spot. for no partlicular reason. My own name, as vou appear to be in needl
of mformation, is Nelson Lee !’ )

Ciifford gave a great gasp.

" Nelson Lee ! he ]mnl'e(l. ““Nel=on Lee, the detective?””

M l:'.yu'l,ly " )

“‘.’lllﬂurd l'l‘ll(:l‘('.(l a quesr cry, and grasped Nelson Lee’s hand with a grip
it almost made the famous crime mvestigator wince.  Indeed, bot]x
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Nelson Leec and Nipper were of the opinion that they were in the presence
of a madman.

‘““TFate has been kind to me at last!’ Clifford exclaimed huskily. * Not
ounly has it freed me from a living death, but I have been delivered into the
hands of the one man in the whole world I wanted to see! By Heaven, 1
can’t believe it’s true!”

“Oh, it's true right enough!’ exclaimed Nipper. “ But I should think
you're jollx cold after swimming from the shore on a sharp winter’s
evening. You'd better come along into the eabin, and we’ll set you up
with some dry things.”

Without a word, for his brain was now buzzing so much that speech was
almost impossible, Clifford allowed himself to be led along the deck and into
Nelson Lee's own cabin.  They passed nobody on the way—in fact, Clifford’s
advent had not been seen by anybody aboard the yacht, apparently, with
the exception of Nelson Lec and Nipper. .

Shut up in Nelson Lee’s cabin, quite private, Clifford stripped off his
wel rags and was soon attired in a complete outfit of the detective's. The
two men were of much the same Dbuild, and the warm tweced suit fitted
Cliftord as though it were his own. But his long beard and hair gave him
an utterly bizarre appearance.

The plunge into the icy water had not afected him, and now. in the cosy
cabin, he glowed with warmth, and thrilled with excitement and exultation.
Ile was in the presence of Nelson Lee, of all men! Tven before his imprison-
ment Clifford had heard of Nelson Lee as a remarkably clever and periectly
honourable detective. And of late years he kunew that Nipper was the
great detective’s assistant.

JFor some time Clifford sat without speaking, being fully aware of the
fact that both his companions were cyeing him curiously and with a certain
degree of suspicion. e knew that they were amazed at his appearance.
and he realised tbat he would have to explain his dramatic visit to the
yacht.

“Well, why not tell everything?”’ he asked himself. “*This man will help
me—will probably prove an invaluable ally in my campaign agaimst the
lecague. Iie is experienced in the business, and will know exactly how to
advise me. And if I evade telling him the truth and make up a story, he
will not belicve it. Nelson Lee is a remarkably astute fellow, and Le atveady
suspeets me cf being insane. I know it. Yes, I have nothing to lose by
speaking the truth, and everything to gain. I will be perfectly fraui.”

But before saying a word about himself, Clifford made a request. He
asked Nelson Lee to clip his hair short, and to remove his beard. The
detective complied at once, for he was inteusely curious to hear ths
stranger’s story, and felt sure that it would be forthcoming in good time.

Accordingly, the next twenty minutes were occupied with the scissors and
the razor. Nelsonu Lee was not exactly an expert barber, but he made =
remarkably good job of Clifford's hair. Then the long beavd was vemoved,
and a shave followed. Clifford's full moustache was merely trimmed.

The startling change in Clifford’s appearance was astonishing. Nelson Lee
and Nipper could now see that he was a handsome man, well under thirty,
although his sunken eyes and lined cheeks told of many privalions and
hardships. e sat back in his chair, and pufied at a cigar with keen enjoy-
ment. Indeed, the happenings of the past hour seemed to him like a
glorious dream, out of which he would soon awaken to find himself in the
grim dungcon under Straihrie. - : -

“You are waiting, I presume, Mr, Lee?” asked Clilord quielly. ™ Yeu
fecl that it is incumbent upon me to give an explanation of my oxtr:}?rdmnr:.'
and dramatic appearance? DIossibly you think 1 am a madman X
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Nelson Lee shook his head. _
““Indeed. no,” he interjected. ‘I admit that when you first stepped

aboard I held that opinion, but my views have since altered. I now sce
that you arc prefcetly sane, and that you are a well-educated gentleman.
1 feel that your story will be as startling as your original appcarance.”

“*That von shall judge for yoursel?,”.said Douglas Clifford. “‘Just
oppocite thic yacht a grim ruined castle lies a little back from the cliffs.
IPor five vears and two weeks I have been kept a prisoner {here in o stone
dungeon ! Fer five years 1 have not seen a single soul except my {)crsecutors.
You ean new understand my delirious joy when I stepped aboard this yacht
and found myself in vour presence. Five years ago I bade good-bye to the
oui=ide woirld—1! now re-enter i1, a changed, but terribly determined man.”’

Nipper whistlled. -

“Iive vears in a dungeon!” he exclaimed. My hat, that was a bit
roveh i

“Rough ! repeated Ciifford {ensely. ““ You merely call it rough? T tell
vou. Mr. Lec. 1 have spent veers of the cruellest torture. I do not mean
bodily torture. but angnish of mind. But for that HMeaven-sent explosion I
should Le & prisoner still, with utterly no prospect before me but incarcera-
tion for ihe yest of my days. or instant death!”

“ You minize me,”" said Nelson Lee quietly.

“ I you are amazed now. you will scarcely credit the remainder of my
story,” deciared Clifford grimly. *““I will begin at the Leginning, and tell
you everviling in its proper sequence. I am being perfectly straighifor-
ward with you, Mr. Lee. beeanse I have made up my mind to make you an
ofler- which I will set forth later on. Itirst of all, you must liear what I
have Lo relate.

“Tive years ago.' he proceeded, ““T was a careless young man without a
frouble 1 {he world.  Until 1 feil foul of the League of the Green
Triangle---—"' ) .

“What ! velled Nipper, leaning Lo his feet.

Nelson Lee’s cigar dropped to the floor. He did not often permil himself
to give any display of astonishment: but Clifferd’s unconsciously dramatic
reference {o the Leaguc of the Green Triangle caused the detective {o bend
forward with his whale form siminly tense with excitement,

“The Green Triangle !’ ke repcated sharply.

: ";]l‘hnl. 3 what I said,”” replied Clifford. ‘“1ave yeu heard of it, Mr.
L.ee?”

Tie defective lauglied curicusly.,

“The Green Triangle is the greatest thorn in {he side of Seotland Yard
that they have ever had Lo deal with,”” he replied grimiv. ““It is a tharn
which the cleverest men in the kingdom ecannct pluck oul. Mr. Ciifiord,
you have sbsclutely astounded me, and my interest in your case is intensified
1 Lhousandfold.  T{ you kave any information to give me concerning the
Green Friangle. then I shall count this the luckiest day of my life!”

“That is excellent hearing,” said Clifford, ““ for I have information that
you will find almost incredible.”

“Id-- did the league imprison you in this old castle, then, sir?” asked
Mipper cagerly,

" Whe eize?” asked Clifford.  “But to conlinue my story. I was
orizimaliy intreduced by Mr. Dudley Foxeroft to Professor Zingrave——"

U One mement,” inferruipted Nelson Tee. ““ Have those two gentlemen
anything to do with your storv concerning {he Green Triangle?”

Noaglas Clifford staved. )

' “Appurently 1T am giving vou a good many surprises, Mr. Lee,” he
answered calmly, Perbapy you do not know who Profassor Zingrave is?"’
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““Certainly. I know that he is a most distinguished scientist, and a man
who is honoured and respected by {he whole nation.”

“Then my revelation will come as something of a shock,” said Clifford
with a chuckle. *‘‘ Remember, Mr. Lee, I am not telling yon mere suspicions.
I havo been persceuted by the league for five years, and I i oaly staling
cold, absolute facts. Professor Zingrave is the chief, the very brains of
the League of the Green Triangle!” ’

‘“ Good heavens!” :

It was rveally all Nelson Lee could say at the mowment. Nipper simply
collapsed into his chair and looked rather pale. Then he suddenly sat up
and frowned.

‘““ Look here, Mr. Clifford,”” hie said darkly, “I don’t think it’s fair to pull
our legs in this way——"'

Clifford sprang to his feet impulsively.

“How many more times must I say that I am only telling you positive
facts?”’ he ecried with impatient fierceness. ““I repeat. Professor Zingrave
is the founder and head of the lecague! Dudley IFoxcroft is anotlier member:
Lord Sylvester. Sir Roger Hogarth, Edmund Gresswell, K.C., and many
other distinguished men are all members! Well, why are you staring at

me? Perhaps you have changed your mind again, and think that I am
mad?”’

Nipper nodded.

‘““Well, no sane man would expect us to believe——"'

““Iush, Nipper!”' interrupted Nelson Lee curtly. ‘ Greatly as 1I[r.
Clifford has amazed me—indced, T am almost lost for words—I nevertheless
belicve the truth of his statements. Kindly proceed with your narrative,
Mr. Clifford. I guarantee that there will be no inferruptions again.  After
what you have told us we are past being surprised!”

Slowly pacing the cabin, Clifford thereupon related the whole of his
adventures right up to the point when he had scrambled on to the Iris's
deck. Nelson Lee and Nipper listened completely enthralled. They weve
simmering with excitement, for the detective reatised, in some way, that
Iie was on the eve of the greatest and most momentous peried of his life.

When Clifford had finished he came to a halt beiore Nelson Lee's chair,
and looked the detective straight in the eye.

“T think I have told everything lucidly. Mr. Lee.” le said, his voice
shaking a little. “You now know all that I have suffered at {Le hands of
this accursed society! By a miracle I have escaped, and now matters will
go very differently. I have monecy: T am a very rich mau. If necessarg 1
will spend every farthing I possess Lo crush Zingrave and his vile lieulenants
as though they were deadly scorpions!”

“But how can we believe all this, guv'nor?” asked Nipper sceplically.
#¢ Mr. Clifford has provided no proof > . :

Nelson Lee regarded the lad from beneath lowered eyehds.

““I nced no proof. my boy!” he said quietly. I have had enough
experience of men to form my own opinion. I do net think—I positively
know—that Mr. Clifford has not invented this narrative. I do uot blame
you, Nipper, for being doubtiful. But think for a moment. Is proof
absolutely lacking? Assuredly not. The very fact that Mr. Clifferd cama
aboard half an hour after the explosion is ample cevidence in support of his
story. And his beard-—his hair? Were they not proofs of leng coniine-
ment?””

Clifford turned to Nipper. . ) ,

“Do I look iusane. my lad?” he asked quictly. What possible rcason
could I have for coming aboard this ship and faking up a cock-and-bull
story? No reason whatever, as your own comnonsense will tell you.
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Minner looked rather shamefaced. . .
::lllffnc sorry. sir,” lhe apologised. *‘Yes, 1 belicve evel'ytlnng’ now. But,

dash 1t '1.-1| your yarn wie so absolutely incredible that I couldn’t swallow 1t

21l in one aulp! I simply Lad to let it go down-by degrees.. You must have

had a terrible time, sir!” _

« Terrible is not the word, Nipper,”’ replied Cll(foz'd'. “But I w_on't. harp
cad for ever. The iuture lies before me. My whole
cnereies are (o be lienceforth used in a grim fight to the death with .,th(i
},l»;.giilﬂ of {he Green Triung]e! I have dreamed cf sltf:h a 1::mctasl tll:ns, ¢
my plans are already hot in my bramm. Mr. Lee, I \\:‘;l.lt you to help me—
1 want vour aid in the great coinbat which is to come! .

“foam cnly too enger to lelp you,”’ Nclsnn'Lee ass1.1’1'cd him. ““ But what
do you ]n'nposel? iWill yigu”mform Scotland Yard——

“ifford launched scornfully. '

S; (l'_:ﬂ;::-ldt ]]1:)::'30139. no!” lhe replied quickly. ‘“What could $cotland _lard
do? Wea'd they believe me? They would take the same view as Nipper
did at fie<t. Sesiluud Yard wants absolute procf before it moyes an inch—
aud even if 1 had that proof I should not \:0110115::11'0 3t. My plan is to
bring the league {o ruin seceretly, surely, and sﬂr:nt!:y. 'll}ey shall not kno:v
from wlhenece cemes their peril. One by one we will strike t]te scoundre!s
cdown. It will he a fight --oh, a glorious, ihrilling battle of wits—but I am
cager to cemmenee the fray. My long confinement hzi stm"::d up witiin
n:e Lhe energy of vears, aad it is now bursting to be released ! -

A fine fire blazed in Douglas Clifiord’s eyes as ke made that statement
11is whole being quivered with joy and enthusiasm. He was free! e could
streteh himiself, and he was at Jast in a position to bring the scoundrels
wha had persceuted him to book. And be had the able support and assistance
.f Nelsen Lee and Nipper. At the eleventh hour, when cvents had been af
their blackest, the light of 2 glorious future had dawned upon the horizon.

“Your escape will probably be uuknown,” commented Nelson Lee. ““In
any case, by the time 1t is koown, if at all, you will be in a position to snap
your fingers at the league. I, myself, will take steps Lo insure your safely.
Bat I warn vou this campaign you outline will be fraught with terrible
dangers- —"'

“T1 am prepared for them, Mr. Lee.” cut in Cliford quickly. “But I am
forgeiting myself: 1 have not made vou the ofier I spoke of earlier. As I
s;aiﬁ, I am a very rich man, and owing {o my own shrewdness—I am a little
coneeiied on that point--imny fortune is still in my own grasp and {ar Leyond
the reach ef the league. If you consent {o enter into this great crusade
with me. 1 will, at the outset, hand you fifty thousand pounds to be working
with, and to eompensale you for the risks you take.”

A princely offer—"

OWail ' mierrapted Clifford. “ When we have finally wrecked the
league. 1 monihs to come, T will hand you anotler fifty thousand. No. don’t
say that it s toe much, for your life will be in danger on nany an oceasion,
and it is enly fitting 1hat you should be amply rowarded.”

“A hundred thousand quid ¥’ gasped Nipper. “ Oh, fan me somebody !”?

Nelson Lee took Deuglas Clifford’s hand. : '

‘T aceept your offer.”” he said quiclly. “But T make oue stipulation. TFor
meay vears 1have had grim experience of every class of eriminal, and 1 shall
maist upen tuking complete cemmand.  In other words, T want you to place
your case catirely in my hands, and be of assistance enly when I reguire
AN AL

"1 should be a feol to object, Mr. Lee,” said Clifford. I agree heartily
-~ mdeed, 1 was aboul to suggest {hie very same thing myself. But I, {co,

upon that which 1s d
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have a stipulalion. Secotland Yard must know absolutely nothing of our
campaign. I want it to be perfectly seeret. I want the league to be in
mortal fear of an unknown, intengible danger. They will not know whom
to suspect, and will be utterly mmpable of striking back. My five years
of torturec must be avenged. Just as the league secrctly entraps its vielims,
so shall we secrelly combat Lthe league.”

“ Exactly. By. so doing we shall wield a weapon of {remendous power,’
repiied Nelson Lee. ‘“There is nothing so terrifying as the un]mo\\n
Danger from a mysterious source is always to be feared. T think, however,
that when ])0]1(‘0 assistance is required, it would be wise to seck Scolland
Yard’s aid—without, of course, making any mention of the Green Triangle.”

““ All such deta llq I will leav in vour h.,mdb Mr. Leo,” said Chlhnd.
““ You may usc your discretion in all matters.’

Nipper’s brain was so flustered tiiat he hardly knew what to make of it.
The extraordinary adventure was so strange that he could find room for
only onc connected thought. And that was that he and his master were
already started on unolher case—and it was a case which promised to be the
stiffest and most exciling of their careers.

Nelson Lee was exultant. For many, a day he had loaged for an onpm-
tunity to combat the mysterious (ireen Triangle. Now, without seeking it,
that opportunity had arrived.

Very shortly afterwards there was a knock at the eabin door, z2nid Colonel
Addison entered. He was astonished to see the handsome young stranger
with the careworn face. Nelson Lee tock the colonel aside, and explained
nmatters., e didn’t go intoe any details, but merely said that Clifford was
onc of his clients, and that he had come aboard very wmexpectedly. The
colonel guessed a lot but he didn’t make any comment. He willingly
agreed Lo keep silent as Lo how Clifford had reached the yacht—{or Nelsa:
Lec did not want that incident to be nnde an item of gessip.

“You see,” explained the detective, ““ nobody but \Tlppor. and I saw .
Ailferd swimming from the shore. I'm not going into details, colonel,
because I know you don’t wish to be Lothered with an oFair which is uite
private. I only ask your pardon, e¢n Mr. Clifford’s uehdlf for making uce

of your yacht and vour hospitality in such a fashion.’

Colonel Addison didn't understand the affair in the least: but as ke didn’t
want to, it was of no matter. He trusted Nelson Lee implicitly, and any-
thing the detective liked to do had his approval.

But Nelson Lee was wrong in his surmise. He had told his host thut
nobody but he and Nipper had seen Clifford’s arvival. As a matter of fact,
somebody clse had seen—-somebody who mattered very much.

LEvents were not to run so smoo*hlv as Douqlas Clifford fondly imagined.
Before his campaign against the League of the Green Triangle fairly started,
he was yet to cncountm many terrible and unforescen difiiculties.

CHAPTER 1IV.
An Urseen Fece—Tracked—The Sign of the League,
FILLIAM GARBATT was an under-steward, and he was one of tko
W Iris’s crew. Ile had signed on at Southamplon, and had proved
himself to be a very able servant.

Two years before he had been in the employ of Mr. Dudley Foxcroit, and
had made the Llunder of attempting to rob his master of a considerable

amount. TFoxerofi had immediately dismissed him, and the following da
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' j s - : tt, and
f the league's controlling agents had confronted Mr. Garratt, |
?‘:,:(i?ol(l)v inlformcﬁ him that be inew all about his erime. The result was {hat
\I’;'ilii:f:n Garratt beeame a working member of the League of the Green
Trianeie, and had been onc ever since. . ' .
lli\llllt.g(l}c:lrrall:. however, was rather prone to making mistakes. A fertmg]ht
noco he had made a rather serious one. In mortal fear of t!m league he
had fled to Southampton, and obtained the first berth available—which
happened to be aboard the Ivis, .
”S'J)his presence aboard the yacht was really accidental—a mere matter of
chance. But it did not alter the unfortunate fact that he was a member of
the League of the Green T'riangle. . _

R’ino E;‘-nonlhs before he had dome a ““job’" wilth a man whe had once
relieved Silas Vizard at Strathrie Castle during an unfortunate illness of
the latter gentleman. Thus quaintly did Fate work. William Garratt knew
all about the league’s prisoner at the north of Scotland—at least, he knew
that a man was kept hidden there and that he had been there for five years.

All these things combined made Garratt's presence aboard the I|ris an
exceedingly disastrous affair. And to ma!{e matters trebly worse, Cuql'ra.tt
had been pacing up and down a dark portion of the deck, nursing a _violent
toothache, at the very moment Douglas Clifford had stepped aboard.

Garratt had conveniently kept out of the way of Nelson Lee and Nipper,
for fear of being reported for work below among the survivors of the
shattered steamer. Ie had no wish to be on duty, for his tooth was simply
raging. : |

So ’ﬁc lurked in shadow, and had a clear view of Clifford as {he latter
ciambered over Lhe rail; he saw Clifford’'s rags. and he saw Cliffoid’s
slrangely long hair and beard. Mporeover, he had heard the apparition from
fhe sca send up his prayer for having been freed from a living tomb. Then
Nelson Lee had taken the weird-looking man away, and Garratt was left
to himself. -

““Thundering queer!” muttered the under-steward, almost forgetting his
Loothache. ““ Who the deuce could that merchant have been? Looked more
like the Old Man of the Sea than anythiug else!”’

He thought over the matter deeply, for the incident had been exceedingly
strange. And lis thoughts took a turn which led to a startling discovery.

“The fellow’s hair reached past his shoulders,”” muttered Garratt,
puzzling his brain. ““I should say it would take a man four or five years
to gel a growth like that. Where on earth did he come from? Looks as if
sie might have been a hermit, or a prisoner, for a good many vears.”

Garrall eaught his breath in sharply, and a gasp left his lips. A prisoner’
Only nine months befare hie had heard that the league’s prisoner in the
north of Scotland had never had his hair cut since he had been made a
captive.

{\-’ith lightning-like swiftness one thought led to another.

Where was {he Iris now? She was anchored off the north of Scotland—
perhaps within a mile or two of Strathrie Castle itself. But, even so, how
had the prisoner eseaped—supposing that the strange man had been he?

Mr. Garratt was shrewd, and an explanation instantly presented itself.

“The explosion !"* he ejaculated softly to himself. “ ‘The shock of it shock
this yacht from stem to stern, and the blazing steamer was probably closer
to the castle than we are. The place is a ruin, and it must ]J’m\-'e collapsed.
I'he prisoner—Clifford, I think his name is—found a means of escape!"’

'('i:nrrutls was absolutely startled Ly his discovery.

N lléhit{}al]:l]{sedwﬁrds' up?n ste!)_pmg aboard?"' the man’s though'ts ran on.
caven for having been set free. By gosh, there's no doubt
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about it at all! The league’s prisoner has escaped, and he is on hoard Lhis
craft at the prcsent moment.’

The more Garratt thcught of it, the more positive he became. e ’c.ried|
to find one flaw in his theory, but there was not one. The whale thing was
simplicity itself. There counld be no mistake—the strange man he had scen
was certainly Clifford, the prisoner. And so, by a purely accidental {rain
of circumstances, a member of the league knew of Clifford’s escape half an
hour after it had been effected.

Garratt was tremendounsly excited. What should he do? He knew that
he was in the league’s bad books, and that a severe punishment was await-
ing him; every working member of the society had a wholesome dread of
the Governing Cirele. Well, here was an opportunity for him to win his
way back into favour. If he could only give the Governing Circle warning
of Clifford’s escape he knew that matters would go very smoothly for him
in future. But unless that warning was given before the Iris would reach
port it would be too late and utterly useless.

What was to be done?

“There’s only one thing,” muttered Garratt grimly. ‘This yacht is
provided with a wirelees apparatus, and I must manage to send a message
by hook or by-crook. The league has gotl several receiving stations in all
parts of the country, and one of them will be bound to pick the message up.
It doesn’t matter how many other stations receive the message, for 1t will
bo in the league’s private code. I understand now why I was forced to
learn that code. One never knows when it might come in useful. By gesh,
it will ceme in useful to-night !’ -

But Garratt knew that he wonld have to go very warily. True, the Iris
was a pleasure yacht and orders were somewhat lax. DBut if he were caught
in the wircless-roomt e would certainly be instantly ejected and in an
awkward position.

But the irsues ob siake were worth the risk.

His tooth was-slill wchiing, but it didn’t trouvle him now, for his thouglits
were oo busy en the project which kad to be accomplished. One point
was greatly in his favour. The usual routine of the yacht was entirely at
sixes and sevens, owing to the presence of the wrecked tramp steamer’s
suarvivors. So it was nrobable that he would bLe able to steal into the
wireless-room without licing observed.

Garratt did not rush things. He lided his time. Presently he went
below, and did a considerable amecunt of work, and acted precisely as usual.
At ten o’clock he relired to his bunk, and then waited.

He waited with ccmmendable patience for three heurs, for he was sleepy
afler a hard day’s work. But sleep was cut of the question in the present
circumstances. By one o’clock the yacht was quiet and still. Nelson Lee,
Ciifftord, and nearly everybody else were fast asleep.  The Iris Dbeing
stationary practically no watch was necessary. Probably there would only
be a couple of men c¢n the bridge, and they would be in the navigation
cakin, smoking and chaiting.

The yacht itself was wrapped in slumber. .

Garratt crept out of his bunk, and made his way slowly and eautiously
to the corridor in which the wireless-room was situated. It was a tmy
compariment, usually neglected, for the wireless was very seldom used.

Lile a shadow Garratt stole up to the door and grasped the handle. He
{urned it, and the door swung silently open. A few scconds later he had
closed the door and Lud groped his way across the little apartment to the
eleciric lizht switch. o

Light flcoded the roem, and Qarralt quickly examined the wireless
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apparatus. ITe was not an experl operalor by any means, but he knew what
to do. and he rapidly set about doing 1t. . '

Scated on the stool, he commenced operations, and in l_css than five mml.:tcs
his code message was flashing ACTOSS sen and land to its unknown destina-
tion. Promptlly came his answer—in tlgc same secret code—to say that the
message had been received, and that it would be reported in the proper
quarler. . _

Garratt glowed with triumph. He had acquitted himself well, and he
krew that the Governing Circle would commend him, and reward him

libl.'!‘:llh'.
““ Good business!’ he chuckled. ‘Clifford is about as safe now as that

tramp was five minutes before she blew up!”’

Me quickly saw that everything was in order, and then he reached for
{he switch. DBut at that second the door of the wireless-room burst open,
and Nip,])or appeared ! .

“ By thunder!” grated Garratt, beneath his breath. |

Me just saw that Nipper was in his dressing-gown and slippers, and that
tbe lad was somewhatl dazzled by the bright llgT]i:—and then he pressed the
switch. Instantly the apartment was plunged into darkness.

““Turn the light up!”’ roared Nipper. ‘‘ Who are you, you rotter?”

Thal sentence was a considerable relief to Garratt. Nipper had not had
time 1o recognise the intruder. Therefore, if he could only rush the lad
and bowl him over, he could be in bis bunk before the alarm was given.

Like a pavther he glided across the floor. But in the darkuness he could
not sce Nipper, and Nipper was creeping forward at the same second.

Consequently, the two met with a crash.

“Hauvg you!' snarled Garratlt furiously.

Nipper grabbed the man frautical]?'.

““Who are you?'’ he shouted. ‘“YWhat are yvou doing in here? Ii! Telp!
Guv'nor—NMr. Lee! Help!” ’

Garralt swore viciously.

“You young whelp!” he growled. ‘“Outl of the way !

But he could say no more, for Nipper was atlacking him like a young
Liger. Garratt felt a wave of panic sweep over him, and he exerted all his
strength.  Nipper was a strong, plucky young begegar, but the light was
unequal. e didn’t wish to overpower the unknown man—he only wanted
to detain him until help arrived.

But Garratt was desperate, and le gripped Nipper fiercely. Wilh a
terrific wrench the man tore Nipper’s hands away, and sent the lad spinning
giddily across the apartment. And before Nipper could recover Garratt had
darted through the door, and pelted away up the corridor.

In ten seconds he was in his own bunk, breathing hard, and listeniag.
JTe had passed nobody, and he was sure that nobody had seen him. By an
extremely narrow shave he had escaped exposure.

He could hear shouts, and guessed what was going on,

Fiven as Nipper staggered to the door. of the wircless-room, Nelson Lee
hurried up, and grasped thn lad’s shoulder.

“ITallo, Nipper!” he cri:d. ‘““ What’s the {rouble?"

" Did you spot him?’’ gasped Nipper breathlessly.

“Eh? Spol whom?”

“Why, that confounded fellow who was in this room,” veplicd Nipper
“lIle swifched the light off, and bowled me over before I oould sce his
ru:-?.. I don’t know who it was, and T expeel he’s safe from detection now.”

The captain eame up, with two officers, all partially dressed. |

CAnylhing wrong?” asked the captain anxiously.

Nolhing much,” replied Nelson Lee. “ Some man—a member of youx
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erew, I expect—was discovered in {he wireless-room. e escaped Lefore
Nipper could recognise him. Let's see what he was up to.”” -

But an exainination of the wireless-room was Larren of result. Nolhine
had been touched, and nothing was out of order. Nipper, it appeared, slelit
in a cabin next to thoe wireless-room, and he had been awakened by é‘light
noises coming through the wooden partition. Ni]l)per had Dbeen trained to
sleep lightly, and he awoke at the slightest sound. Suspecting something,
he }md investigated, and had found a.man in the wireless-room, who was
obviously startled at being discovered.

“ Probably a case of mere curiesity.” said Nelson Lee, having 1o
suspicion of the startling truth. “The man feared being found out, andl
so acted rather drastically. Anyhow, tke affair is obviously nothiung
scrious.”” .

And so everybody went back to sleep.  And in the morning, although
inquiries were made, no further mformation on the subject was forth-
coming. Certainly neither Nelson Lee nor Douglas Clifford guessed the real
gravity of that nocturnal incident. It was soon completely forgotten, and
dismissed as of no consequence,

The morning was line, and the Iris steamed along in splendid style, bound
for Liverpool. There was no urgent hurry, and Nelson Lee considered that
the sca-trip would do Clifford a lot of good, and straighten the lines in
his face.

It was really the most enjoyable time Clifford had ever spent. Xle chafed
a little at first, for he was intensely eager to begin the great campaign:
but then he realised that Nelson Lee was right. A short rest was just what
he wanted.

When he finally stepped upon the quay at Liverpool Clifford was leoking
fatter of face and quite bronzed. The sea air had worked wonders. His
big, full moustache had altered his appearance so much that be could have
come face to face with Dudley IFoxcroft Limself—and IFoxeraft would net
have recognised him. It was an ample disguise. And anyhow, it was
five years since any member of the Governing Circle had seen him.

Yect Nelson Lee, astute as he was, had no suspicion that Clifford’s move-
ments were being watched. Very naturally, the detective was under the
ympression that Cliford’s presence aboard the yacht was entirely unsuspected
by the league. Consequently, Nelsen Lee was nol so vigilant as he wouid
have been under other circumstances. . ,

It was very early morning when the Iris had made fast at Liverpool
docks, and Nelson Lee, Nipper, and Clifford. cauvght the first tramm to
London. They arrived at the great terminus just Lefore noon.

“(iood old smoky London again!” said Nipper. “*I'm not sorry to he
back "’

“London!” exclaimed Clifford. gazing round him gladly. “ Ak, your
pleasure, Nipper, is simply nothing compared to mine. Ny whole being
thrills with joy to see the dear, familiar sights once more! How glorious
it all 1is!” :

‘They got aboard a taxi, and were quite unaware that another taxi was
following them. They halted outside the palatial Roye Ilotel, in the
Stramnd, and Douglas Clifford alighted. '

“I'll visit you, Mr. Lee, some time during the day,” he said, closing
the cab door. ‘ Ior the present I'm going to attend to my own require-
meniz—clothes, outfit, etc. I want money, too. so my first visit must be
to a certain banker in the City.”

The taxi drove away, bound for Cray's Immn Road, and Clifford entered
the hotel. He engaged a suite of rooms, and gave his name as *‘ Richard
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TPenrose ' ; an introductory letter from Nelson Lee had made things perfectly
b”'lltzl(:(l;}: gn((l 3:::]:111, to the Cily, and when he returned his pockel-book was
slufted with banknotes and a cheque-book. It was under vihc name of
Tiohard Penrose that he had deposited a large sum 1mn the City.

As he was leisurely mounting the stairs to his swte an att‘epc‘lant ran
afier him and handed him a letter which had just arrived. Clilord pre-
sumed that it was from Nelson Lee, and when he was in his rooms, he tore
open the envelope rather carelessly. .

Thon he uttered a startled cry, and his face went pale.

“ (lood heavens!”’ he gasped faintly. . '

For the envelope contained nothing but a small slip of paper. Upon 1,
clear and bright, was a neat design—a Green Triangle!

CHAPTER V.
A Strange Meeting—The Falling Scaffolding—A Valuable Ally.

LIFFORD’S brain scemed to be whirling. He stared at the design of
C ihe {riangle as though he could not believe the evidence of his
cyes. The full purport of that silent, wordless message burst upon

his senses like a thunder-clap.
“The league knows!” he murmured amazedly. My movements, which
I thought so sccret, have been witnessed all along! Great Scott, what can

1t moan? How did the league obtain its information?”

It was a startling puzzle. He had thought that his escape from Strathrie
was utknown to Zingrave. Yet here was terrible proof thal he was under
conslant observation!  His very psecudonym was a merc farce. Wilh
stunning force Clifford realised that the present organisation of ihe league
musl be marvellonsly complete. That silent warning was a grim reminder
of the nearncss of his foes. ,

Recovering his composure somewhat, he decided o go straigh{ round to
Nolson L.ce, and seek the great detcetive’s advice. And he told himself
that he would lake steps to frustrate any person who happened {o be
shadowing hini.

Clifiord stuffed the paper and envelope info his pocket, and then left
hig rooms. But, before he reached the street, another unexpected surprise
was awaiting him. Tle was crossing the magnificent lounge, deep in thought,
when hie brushed rather roughly against a young lady who had just entered.
Hor handbag fell to the floor. .

“Oh, T beg your pardon!'* said Clifford politely. ““I am afraid—"'

Then he paunsed, and bis eyes widened. The girl hefore him was somebody
he had met five years before. Her face had appeared before him many and
many a time during his long captivity, and 1..{1)0 sweet memory had cheered
:Lni?lre l,h:n'n a dozen lonely hours. ¥or the girl was none other than Vera

grave !

Wilthout thinking, without considering, lie took the hat from his head,

nd stepped forward. TIn that one momen{ he forgot cverything—the
csague, the green triangle in his pocket, his visit to Nelson Lee. Unknown
l,o“_hm-mclf,. his eyes were alight with keen pleasure.

Miss Zingrave!” he ejaculated eagerly. *‘By Jove, T—I——"
I_Vnru gazed mto his eyes a little frightenedly—then she eave a delicht{ul

itle paap. ' ° e

“Why, it's Mr. Clifford ! she cvied. I didn’t recognise you at all in
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that moustache! It was your voice which rang familiar., Oh
gave me such a fright at first !’

“I'm really awfully sorry! I—I Hang it all

Clifford found himself at a loss for words. \.nohow ho: VeTY presence
made him thrill with a pleasare which he hardly understood. His eves
were alight with admiration, and his face was very flushed. i

Vera, too, was blushing.a little. But that only added to hier uinmistakable
beauty.  Clifford had recognised her instantly, -but he could not heip
noticing the change which the years had lnouo‘ht about.

The gul was plcttlcl than ever now; her ovo» were just deen bhrown
wells of laughing gaicty. From a pretty school-miss she had arown into
a \\onderfu]ly beautiful girl. Of course, she would e about l“cnh tvo

, dear, you

by now. Clifford found himself staring at her with fast-beating heart, and
her eyes dropped under his cager gaze.
“Where have you been all these years. Mr. CliYord?” &he asked, looking

up again. ‘I had Legun to think that I should never see you ag .un But
I'm rml]v very ploaqnd to find that yon're as much alive

Her words brought Clifford to himself with a start.

Could it be l)OH\lbl(‘p Was this glorious girl the daunghter of Prefessor
Amgl.we the chief of the infamous LO'IUUC of the Green Tri angle?  Oh,
it- was horrible to think such a thing?

Yet there was no doubt about the matter—uot a shred of (_oul)t

“Dad will be delighted when I tell him {hat I've mo' you again,
went on.  “ He often wonders what has become of youl'

““In—indeed!” ejaculated Clifiord.

The full rcalisation of the acluxl facts were filling Clifford’s mind now.
He found it difficult to follow their pronper sequence. Cne thing struck him
as Leing positive, and he felt a sense of pleasure at the thought. Vera
me.nc was very cvidently totally unconscious of the fact that her father
led a double life. She had spoken frankly and freely, and Cliford knew
that she was cntirely innocent of deception.

Oh, what a shame it was! Zingrave might be a good father to Vera.
but nothing altered the fact that he was a villainous scoundrel.  The girl
kuew absolutely nothing, but, sooner or later. Zingrave’s influence must
surcly “wreak some evil consecjuences. Clifford found himself becoming
furious. It was monstrous that this girl should live in the same house with
such a roguc as the chief of thke lcacruc—cxcn though he was her own
father.

Then Clifford’s thoughts took another turn. It would never do to let
Zingrave know that he and Vera had met-—and had met on friendly terms.
Vera would probably have to suffer, and for Ler to suffer on his account
was simply not to be thouo-hL of.

‘““I have becn away,’ ald Clifiord vaguely. “ For five years, Miss Zia-
grave, I left civilisation completely bchmd, and have oaly just returned
to London. Will you do me a little favour?’

Yera laughed gaily.

“It all dcpends what it is, Mr. Clifford,” she exclaimed.

“Well, I don’t want you to tell your fathm of this 'nonlnw In fact, I
don’t want you to let him know that you have ever seen me.””

Vera’s delightful eyes widened a little.

““But why, Mr. Clifford?”’ she asked naively.

““ Please don’t ask me that,”” said Cliftord in a grave voice. “ One day I
will, perhaps, explain to you, but at present it is impossible.  Will you
please do as I ask you, Miss Zingrave? DPlease be entirely ignorant of my
return to London.”

Vera looked a little {roubled. *

tl‘) C\ 01

" Vera
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¢ wili certainly respeel your wishes,”” she replied simply.

«wrrhank vou! Clifford said. *‘I sincerely hope I shall have the keen
plea-ure of meeting you again before long.’- . . .

Shoe did not reply. bulghere was a certain something 1n her eyes which
Lol¢ tlifford that she. too. would not rog:.u_'d anot-hqr mcctmg_ as a bore. A
few minule~ later they parted, and as Cliflord halle_d a taxi he found .hlS
thourhits runuing in an exceedingly curious direction. He was feol!ng
very wlad upon one particular point.  Almost at the moment of parting
ho had noticed that Vera's third finger of the left hand was innocent of any
ring.

'I{-il;ll- little facl scemed to send a {hrill through the young man. Ixactly
why, he did not know, for he would not allow his thoughts to run too far
uw:n- with him. As he was whizzing along in the taxi he suddenly remem-
bered his resolve o shake off any shadower who happened to be on his trail.
'Accordingly, le altered his destination to Holborm, and then sank back
into the cushions, and allowed his thoughts to vevert to the girl he had
just left.

J"I‘hc whole thing scemed terrible to Clifford. He knew, as surely as
though he had certain proof, that Vera was in ubter ignorance of her
father's true position. She was free from wrong-doing, and was just such
a girl as altracted all Clifford’s noblest emotions. In spite of himself, be
fell that Vera was to play an important part in his lifc before so very
Tong. Ile wanted to help her, to rescue her from the prospect of being
conlaminated by crime. .

e was still thinking deeply when the taxi drew up, and he alighted. He
walked down Holborn and then turned into a huge outflitting house-—one
which had several entrances. Ile bought a new hat, of a totally different
colour {o the one lie was wearing, and a thick mufller. Wearing these
he passed out of the building by a rear exit, and hurried away. At the
end of five minutes he was perfectly posiltive that nobody was shadowing
him. If there had been a shadow, the fellow was cffeclively shaken off.

Ten minutes later Clifford entered Nelson Lee’s consulting-room in Gray's
Inn Road. The delective was sitting at the table surrounded by piles of
correspondence which had accumulated during his absence. Clifford wasted
no time and told Nelson Lee exactly what had happened.

“I'm nol. altogelher surprised,” said the detective calmly. ““The league
is a terrible organisation, and they have spies in the most unsuspecled
quarters. I begin to understand, now, the reason for that man’s visit to
the wircless-room aboard the’Iris. We were not so safe on that ship as we
imagined !"” *

“Good gracions!” exclaimed Clifford.  ““All our plans are completely
wrecked, Mr. Lee. Tt is impossible for me to walk about openly, for
Zingrave apparcently knows all my movements. What do you proposc?’>

Nelson Lee jumped to his [eet.

“Well, Lo begin with,” he said briskly. “we’ll go for a short stroll. I
wanl to salisfy myself upon one point. T have an idea that you are being
clnsol._wf walched, and when we leave this house we'll keep our eyes well
open.””

Vory soon {hey were strolling down Gray’s Imm Road. hoth of them
chintting and laughing. But Nelson Tiee was striclly on the alert. Try as
Yie would he could find absolulely no cvidence that hie and Clifford were
hting shndowogl. It was possible thaf they werve; but, if so, the shadower
was an exceedingly astute man.

. Nelson Lee's Lrain was very busy. He was forming a plan of ‘action, and
i wis alreadsy nearing completion in every detail. On the morrow he would
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disguise Clifford in such a manner that the league would never be ahle to
locate him.

The pair were walking down a busy thoroughfare, and the detective saw
that a large building was being crected a short distance ahead. It was
smothered in scaffolding, and men crawled about it like flies.

Then a shout of warning came to Nelson Lee's ears. At the moment he
and Clifford were on the opposite side of the road. They both paused, and
stared upwards. Three men were scrambling for their lives off a heavy
picce of scaftolding, and an ominous sound of creaking wood filled the air.

“Great Scott!” Clifford gasped. ‘“ That woodwork is giving way!”

Nelson Lee uceded no {elling. One glance was suflicient. He saw that
a considerable portion of the scaffiolding, high in the air, had broken loose,
and was even then tottering. .

And, below, a bearded gentleman in a top-hat had paused with one foot
on the curb to write something down in a pocket-book. IHe was directly
under the tottering structure, and in terrible peril,

There was scarcely a second in which to act.

But Nelson Lec acted, nevertheless.

I"earless of danger, only thinking that 2 human life hung in the balance,
he dashed across the road with a roar of warning..

““Stand back, man!”’ he thundered. ‘“ Do you hear me? By——"

- Nelson Lee got no further. The man in the top-hat stared al him
dazedly for a moment, unable to grasp the fact that the tall gentleman with
the roaring volce was warning him of danger.

Overhead the sciaffolding had commenced falling with a crashing of
timbers.

Nelson Lee's life, too, was now in jeopardy!

Without cercmony the detective grabbed the stranger. and pulled with
all his strength. The man plunged forward. cannoued into his rescuer with
a dull thud, and the two went sprawling in the road.

Crash! Crash! |

Precisely at the same sccond as they measured their lengths upon the
wooden paving, the mass of falling scaffolding struck the road at the exact
spot where the stranger had been standing. The mass weighed fully three
tons, and death would have been instantancous for anyone caught beueath
it.

Even as it was, a piece of flying woodwork came hurtling across and
struck the bearded man upoun the side of his head, inflicting a nasty gash,
and partially stunning him. Nelson Lee escaped witheut a graze. Cliflord
dashed across the road, and wrung the detective’s hand.

“By Jove, that was magnificent!”’ he cried. ““ You've saved the man’s
life without the slightest doubt. I've never seen such a plucky exhibition
in all my days!”

““ Nonsense I’ snapped Nelson Lee. ““If you want to make yourself useful.
call a taxi. This chap is grazed, and we’d better take him straight to my
rooms and have him attended to. If we stay here an infernal crowd will
collect "’ _

A crowd was already collecting, in fact. Nelson Ice’s daring rescue, at
the risk of his own life, had bheen witnessed by many people. And. now,
to the detective’s keen embarrassment, a rousing cheer went up in his
honour. Men wanted to push through and shake his hand. ' _

Fortunately—from Nelson Lee’s point of view—a taxi was obtained 1m a
few minutes. The dazed stranger was bundled in, and the detective and
Clifford followed. They got away from the spot before a policeman was
cven in sight, and so no official delay was caused. Nelson Lee’s action n
taking the stranger to his rooms was one of pure good-natured kindness.
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Ouce--more than once—Nelson Lee had received in
he knew precisely what it was like to be pestered,
by the inquisitive, crushing crowd. |
. Qo he always had a kind spot in his heart for any other unfortunate being
who happened to meet with a sireet accident. IHad he only known it, this
particular act of kindness on his part was to lead to vast and amazing

jury in the streets, and
fmmpcred, and bothercd

1531eS,
Once in Nelson Lee’s Tooms the man’s head was bound, and he began to

recover somewhat from the effects of his mishap. He rose from his chair
rather unsteadily, grasped Nelson Lee’s hand, and looked the detective
siraight in the eye.

“You arc Mr. Nelson Lee!" he said quictly. ““Up Lill now I hardly
realised that fact. Youw’ve saved my life, Mr. Leec! But for your amazingly
plucky action I should now be lying a mangled corpse, beneath that mass of
scaffolding !”’ |

“ Ixactly "’ put in Clifford. ‘“ Mr. Lee saved your life at the risk of Jus
own. Jle was within an ace of sharing the fate which threatened you!”

The stranger shook with cmotiou.

““ And to think fhat Nelson Lee, of all men, should render me the greatest
eorvice possible in this world !’ he murmured shakily. ““I swear before
Heaven that I will serve you, Mr. Lee, to my dying breath! You saved my
life—therefore it is yours to command as you wish!”

The stranger’s voice rang {rue with deep sineerity, and Nelson Lee was
strangely moved. There was a look of animal-like devotion in the other’s
cyves, and the detective was too keen a judge of men to be mistaken. As long
as life existed in this man’s body, so would he continue to be grateful for
the service Nelson Lee had done him.

Then, suddenly, the detective started. Impulsively his hand shot forth,
and grabbed at a portion of the stranger’s ample beard. One tug, and it
came ofl in the detective's grip!

“ Good lor'?’ gasped Cliflord amazedly. ;

Nolson Lee looked grim, but before he could utler a word, Cliffqed leapt
oul of his chair and thrust his face close to that of the startled stranger.

“ By Heaven, Martin Caine!"” cried Clifford excitedly. ‘I know you at
onice, you scoundrel! Mr. Lee, this man is the valet of Dudley Foxcroft!
He is a member of the League of the Green Triangle!”

The stranger started back as though struck a violent blow.

“I~1-—"" he gasped. ‘*You have recognised me, and now 1 recognise
you! You are Douglus Clifford, who used to visit FFoxeroft’s house five
vears ago. You are the unfortunate man who fell a victim to Zingrave's
vile plot!”’

Nolsqn Lee had remained perfectly calm.

CCQuite a dramatic interlude!" he said cvenly, carelessly lighting a
cigar. ‘“Well, Mr. Caine, as your name appears to be, what have you {o
say for yourself? So you are a member of the Green Trianele, ¢ch? That
1s singularly intoresting!" =

}\.Tn.rtin Caine uttered a strange cry.

Yoit suspect me of {reachery, Mr. Lee!”' he panted. “ Don't—for
IJ'_o:n'un s sake don’t! T am more grateful to you than I can possibly express
it mere wovds | ee, Ladmit SE-T am o piember of the acursad Jenge)
ltf ooy 1 JeRest iy ol ny ife when I fell into Zingrave’s venomous

LI ' . . 3 M . . [ .

g L ith ntenso sincerty. | Nelaw Lee fouwnd it
(xistence bad he scen :11 o man was acting. Never in all the detective's

a man o consumed with emotion. -
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““ You speak of the league, and of Zingrave, as though you are not happy
to be serving them,” -sz_lid Nelson Lee quietly. ““I warn you, Mr. Caine,
to be perfectly frank with me. I don’t wish to remind you of the service

Y rendered, but I think, at least, that it is your duty to be straightforward
with me!”’

Martin Caine thrust his hands forward impulsively.

“I would give my life for you. Mr. Lee, after what has happened this
afternoon !’ le cried huskily. ‘““Can’t you see that I'm not acting a part?
Can’t you understand that my whole heart is in my words? For pci’tv’s sake
don’t suspect me of such a vile thing as treachery to a man who risked his
life to save mine!
~ I will tell you everything,” he went on quickly. “1I fell into the hands
of the league four years ago; when I saw Mr. Clifford last I had no idea
that IFoxcroft was conneccted with the dreaded Green Triangle. Well, the
league captured me body and soul, and I was forced to work for them—1I
was forced to become a scoundrel. I'm not one, Mr. Lee! At heart I am
as honest as yourself, and T wish to Heaven that the league could be crushed
as such a vile plague should be crushed. T am onc of the controlling agents
of the league: it is my duty to receive orders from the Governing Circle and
to distribute them among the working members. My position is a terrible
one, for should I be suspected .of double dealing. my death would follow
instantancously. I loathe my work, and I have sometimes thought of
turning a deliberate traitor just so it should all be ended. Death iteelf is
better than being a part of a machine which crushes honest men in its
deadly cogs! I adhere to my former statemen{—if there is any way in
which I can serve you I will willingly do so at the risk of my life!”

Caine paused. and fought for breath. for his emotion was almost too much
for him. And Nelson Lee-and Clifford sat still with curious expressions

upon their faces. Nipper had entered the room, and the lad was open-
mouthed.

Nelson Lee rose to his feet, and grasped Martin Caine’s hand.

“I believe you!” he said simply. ‘“No man on earth could act such a
part. You have behaved nobly in being so open with me, and I thank you:”
“God bless you, Mr. Lee !’ whispered Caine hoarsely, but with the light
of great gladness in his eyes. ‘“How can I serve you? Tell me—tell me!”

“Ay, and I will tell you!" said Nelson Lee grimly.

And he thercupon told Martin Caine of Clifford’s escape. and of thg
campaign which was about to start. The man listened with an eagerness
and delight which was a pleasure to witness. His enthusiasm was some-
thing to wonder at, and when Nelson Lee had finished, his face was flushed,
and his eyes glowed.

“ At last I am to be of some use in the world!” he said intensely. * Mr.
Tce, Mr. Clifford, I swear that I will serve you both to the utmost capacity
of my energy and wit. I can be of wonderful service to you in this glorious
campaign against the deadly league. I can bring you news which you cowid
not possibly obtain from any other source. And what does it matter if I
give my life in the cause of justice? But for you. Mr. Lee. I should be
dead even now, and the remainder of my days will be spent 1 serving you
as your loyal servant!™ -

Nelson Lee turned quietly to Clifiord. - .

¢« ortune has smiled upon us,t’ he said smoothly. * Caine will prove to
be an invaluable ally. He will work for us, and yet pretend to work for
the league. An intricate state of affairs, but one which has Inn'l’tless
advantages. Our crusade could not begin under better conditions V-



36 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

CHAPTER VI
The Headquariters of the League—The Seatence—Left for Dead.

—~ HE Orpheum Club was considercd o be onc of th.c smartest and mosb
T seleel clubs in the West End. Its members were not. Very numerous,
but it was most exclusive. Nobody could gain admittance to mcm-
Lership without ihe consent of the club’s director—the famous Professor
vrus Zingrave. :
c"]_fjl:-:rv ,io,,,ljcr, to be perfectly straightforwqrd, was a member of ‘the
Governing Circle of the League of the Green Triangle. The Orphenm Club
was. in shorl, the headquarters of the league.

Yet who could suspect such an amazing thing? o

Lvery member of the Orpheum Clu.b was !ngh _above suspicion. Baronets,
public men of all description, a Cabinet Mimistér, a peer, a K.C.—were 2l
members. Ilad the fact been published that those men were the brains of
the Green Triangle, the police and public alike would bhave considered it

., joke of the year. _
1l]§'l)ESli)3gzl;ﬁso the (}}:overning Circle were so sccure behind th:c‘u' cloak of
respectability, their tremendous power was orecatly added to. 11.1011‘ move-
ments were never suspected—they could go where they willed without the
glirhtest fear.
lalltw:u'dly the Orphcum Club was very similar to other clubs. There
were readihg-rooms, smoking-rqoms, bll'llard-‘rooms_. and_ every luxury
appertaining to a modern club in the West End. Even if the club. had
been raided, nothing whatever would have been discovered. I'or the head-
qaarters of the league were far beneath the earth. The governing chamber
was reached by a sccret entrance which would have defied the police of
the whole world. It was amazing in its ingenuity—a masterpiece of
building construction. Had the place been razed to the ground. the
entrance, of course, would have been discovered. But no other means would
have been satisfactory.

I'ven the servants of the club had not the slightest suspicion of what went
on richt beneath their feet. The secret entrance was situated in the private
room of Professor Zingrave—the chairman’s room at the club. Now and
again meetings were called to discuss the club’s business, and who would
suspect anything wrong in a crowd of gentlemen holding a meecting in the
chairman’s private sdnctum? |

But once within that apartment, the Governing Circle made their way
down a flight of stairs into a luxuriously appointed chamber. It was
resplendant with maguificent furniture, and soft eleetric lights gleamed
down from the ceiling.

On the evening cf the day that Nelson Lee had rescued Martin Caine
srom death, Professor Zingrave stood at the head of the table in the govern-
ing chamber, and addvessed his fellow league members.

All were in evening-dress, and Zingrave was an imposing figure as he
stood np with the light gleaming on his massive forehead, and with his
strange eyes filled with a deadly purpose. e had changed hardly at all
during the five years, except perhaps in his cyes. They were a litile more
surtken, and had the appearance of little pools of pitch-black fire.

“You all know tbe reasen for this mecting, genilemen,” said Zingrave,
his soft, musical voice being quite gentle and low. “ Two davs ago I told
vou that Donglas Clifford had escaped from Strathrie Castle by an
u‘nfm'i,un-:lic mish_ap. Well, he is now in London, under our constant
oaxservalion.  [le is a danger to us!”’

Sir Roger Tlogarth shifted uneasily.
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‘“It was foolish not to have killed him years ago!” h
thing must be done, professor—and done quickly !”

Zingrave fastened his eves upon Sir Roger.

My plans are already made,” ke replied smoothly. ““To-night Clifford
dies. .We could, df course, capture him and make him a prisoner once
more. But after what has happened I do not think that would be advisable
Our only safe course is to finish the matter once and for all. To-nizht
Clil]TogEl’ leaves this world for all time. Have any of you any objccticnb to
make!

Nobody answered. The Governing Circle kuew that their very safety
depended upon the utmost scerecy. being maintained. Clifford was a’ menace
therefere he would have to be silenced. Not one of these men would Lknow
anything about the affair—they would have no hand in it—and so it
{roubled them not one whit. |

“ And what of Nelson Lre?” asked Foxcroft bluntly.

Professor Zingrave chuckled. : :

““ Nelson Lee nced not worry you in the least,” he replied. ““I admit thas
the man is clever—only a fool would dispute that—Dbut he can do us no
harm. DPossibly Clifiord has told Lee a good deal. But what can Lee do
without the slightest shred of proof? Afler Cliferd's disappearance Nelson
Lce will be puzzled for a {iime, and will then probably conciunde that Cliftord
was insane., aid had told him a tissue of fairy-tales. Remember, gentlemen,
there i1s nol, and never has been, a single item of cvidence to show that we
arc connected with the Green Triangle. Without evidence Nelson Lee is
bound hand and foot. He will certainiy abandon any plans he has made
to-day and content himself with profitable work.”

““But supposc he tries to ferret things out?” asked Lord Sylvester. .

““Then Nelson Lee’s fate will be tragic and sudden,” replied Zingrave.
with a grim note in his gentle voice. * If he acts so foolishly we shall very
soon kuow of it, and shall then take prompt steps. But have no fear.
Nelson Lec is not the kind of man to ram his head against a brick wall,
You may dismiss him from your minds as a harmless facior in the case.”

ITalf an hour later the Geverning Cirele were distributed about the elub
building, smoking, reading, or chatiing. It seemed hardly credible that so
shoartly before they had all agreed to the murder of an innocent man.

The league’s undertakings were always carefully planned. and this affair
to-night was no exception te the rule. Clifford was, in fact, to be kidnapped
in a manner very similar to the way in which he had bLeen kidnapped five
years previously.

At ten o’clock a large landaulette drew up in front of the Rove Hotel. and
a {all, clecan-shaven man, in evcuing-dress, stepped out and entered the
lounge hall. Yes, Mr. Penrose was in the hotel at the moment—in his own
suite. _

An attendant weat up in the 1ift, knocked at Clifford’s deor. and handed
the young man a card when -the door was opeued. TUpon the card was the
name of a West End tailor whom Clifford had visited tbat morning.

*You'd belter show Myr. Julian uu here.”” said Clifford to the attendant.
““ [ wonder what the deuce the follow wants with me at this time of the
night?”’ he added to himself rather impatiently.

- He lit a cigarette and waited, and in two minutes “* Mr. Julian ™ stepped
into Clifford’s rooirs and closed the door.

“ Good-cvening, Mr. Penrose,”” be said ¢uictly. *°I have called in connec-
, tion with the clothing you ordered this morning at my employer's establish-
ment.”’ ' o

‘“ Anything wrong?”’ asked Clifford. “It's not usual, is it, Z=v taliers to

¢ growled. ‘‘Some-
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come {o their customers at ten o'clock at night? I'm sorry, but I can’t

attend to the matter just now. If you will call {o-morrow.

“1 shall only keep you a moment,”” said the other smoothly.

Then, with llrrl:tllltltr-llkc swiftness, he whipped something out of his

wockel and ]:old it cloqe to Clifford’s face. There was a Rllﬂ']lt hiss, and

Ciifford had a momentary vision of a reddish vapour hanging in the air.

Ilis limbs, his very flesh, scemed lo grow 1c~5r cold and elfeclly numb.
IJle tried to Lpoalk, but onlv succeeded in opening his mouth and langhing
inancly. In spite of himself he could hardly restrain the inclination to
.rmg]c The sensalions he experienced were many, but the most prenounced
wos a fecling of utter helplessness.

Yet the w hole time he was perfectly consc:ouq, and knew exactly what was
going on aboul him. But nothing seemed {o be of any interest. Iis brain
was nwinbed. and the power ‘of initiative on his part was completely lacking.

The cause of his unfortunte plight was simple. The visitor had used a
certain drug—a drug which Protessor Zingrave had invented for the o-pcc1.1l
henefit of the league's workers. It had never failed, and was superior in
cvery way to chloroferm. It dazed without rendering the victim senseless.

The sconndrel had clapped a pad over his own mouth and nostrils
immediately after administering the drug, and he graqpcd Clifford’s arm,
and led him out into the corridor. Although Clifford didn’t want to go, he
had no power to restrain himeself. And he didn’t seem to care what
happened.

“ Come on, Penrose,”” said the visitor briskly. ““ We’ll go downstairs.’

And down lhcy went, their arms linked togeiher. 'l‘hcy crossed lhc
Jounge. and fifford laughed light-headedly. His brain was only capable
of urmdcnurr what would happen next. He siepped into the wailing
iandauletie obcdlcnll) and it drove away rapidly.

Throngh London and the suburbs the car wen't steadily on. The night
was cold and windy, and a keen frost was in the air. At last the dark,
frozen country road lay ahead, and the automobile put on speed.

And as the miles were covered, Douglas Clifford gradnally recovered his
normal wits. After what seemed hours Lo him, he was able to think
cleasly, {o fully understand the dreadful position into which he had falleu.

Ife was bound hand and foot; he had seen the work being performed, hut
he had been unable to prevent it. That was the galling part of it all,
now that he realised the iruth. Two strange men were with him, one on
cither side. The blinds of the car were drawn, and an clectric light shed a
soft radiance down. DBoth Clifford’s captors were unconccrncdly smoking
wdd taking 1t easy .

“Wlo are you? " he asked. in a mere “'hhpol of his ordinary voice.

“Tlallo! The follow is gelting over it,”’ said the man who had visited
Clifford’s rooms. “Well, it doesn’t matter—he's helpless.”

“Why have I been kidnapped?” asked Cliftord huskily.

“ Wlw Well, your own sense ought to te]l you that "’ said the man
erimly.  “Yowre in the hands of thc league. and you'll very soon be some-
\\hue cise. This'll be your last ]omnev mm a motor-car, Mu. Douglas
¢ hlﬂmd I don’t exactly relish the job which has to be donc. but orders are
orders!”’

(lifford fell a eold sensation within him.

“You are going to kill me?” he said bitterly. “ You murderers——"’

One of the men swore, |

“ None of that!"" he snarled.  “ Keep quiel, or we'll give you another dose
of medicine !’

Cliford’s eyes blazed, but he said no more. One application of that
terrible numbing drug was enough for him. He began to think. and it
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dawned upon him thai he had never {ully grasped the true danear which
had threatened him during the brief time he had been at liberty. -

After all the plans—-after the compact with Nelson Lee—the ond was
to Le death! Death at the hands of the league! It was a bitter, stincine
thought. And how was the league going to kill him? It mattered not, for
he was quite incapable of offering the feeblest resistance.

Still the car whizzed on through the dark night. The journcy scemed
interminable. But at last, in the chill, early hours of the morning, the
steady motion ceased, and the car came to a standstill.

Without ceremony, Clifford was bundled out.

“If you yell with all the strength of your lungs not a soul will hear'”
said onc of the men curtly. ““ We're on the scashore, miles from the nearest
fisherman’s cottage. IKeep quict. and prove yourself to e a man. I don’t
like fellows who whine for merey !”

Clifford went hot.

“I have not whined for merey.” he retorted. ‘“ You foul blackguards,
Heaven will surely punish you for this night's work!”

No word was spoken by the men. Apparently they had come to an agree-
ment to do the *““ job ™" m silence. Cliftord was lifted off his feet, and carried
along in the darkness. IHe guessed that drowning was to be his fate. DBut
1t was net so merciful as drowning, as he was soon to learn.

Clifford {ried to sece where he was. but the gloom was too thick to make
out anything beyond the faet that the ground was marshy and that there
was no light in any dircetion. In front of him the sea lay, cold and rest-
less.

The tide was cvidently out, for after serambling down a loug, sloping
cliff-path, the sands stretched out for a considerable distance.

Tor some unknown reason Clifford.was laid on the sands, and while one of
the men stayed with him the other walked on towards the sea and dis-
appeaved into the darkness.

e was gone for perhaps five minutes, and then he loomed up again.

““A little to the left,” he said briefly. ““T'll lead the way.”

Ciifford was once more picked up, and carried slowly and laboriousiy
onward. Try as e would he could no$ guess what fate awaited him. Surely
these murderous scoundrels were not going to throw him into the sca? Iis
bound body would be found and—— O, no; it was not the league’s way
to leave evidence of its crinics.

In a few minutes both Clifford’s captors were walking with some diiteulty,
theiv feet plunging deep into soft, muddy sand. But still they went on,
until one of them called & sharp hslt.

“Dangerous to go further,” he growied. ““This is the limit of safety.”

Without another werd he and his companion bent down and took a firm
hold upon their victim. The whole thing was done so caimly and as a matter
of husiness that its grim herror was intensified.

With a tremendous cffort Clifford was swung to and fro like a pendulum.
Then the whole ¢f him was released, and he sTmt forward and plunged into
icy-cold. sticky sand. e fell upon his knees, but in an instant he jerked
himself to his feet by a superbuman effort—for he was sccurely bound. But
no sooner had he got into an upright position than his feet plunged into the
sand, and he felt himself being drawn down-—down.

Then at last ghastly realisaticn dswned upon him.

He had been Hune mmto a quicksand! _

The terrible quagmire was dragging Lim relentlessly down to an awtul
death. Wilth his feet pinioned he could net even make the smallest cftort
to save himself. The positien was appalling in its horror,
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e A aunicksand ! hurst cut Clifford, in a voice that shook with terrible
anoor. ** Oh, vou fiendish scoundrels! Ym_l—-—” _

‘Lhen he checked himself and snapped his teeth togelher resolutely. Hc
wiac doomed {o die—there was no doubt about that. Well, he would_ die
like a :man. like a Briton. His last breath of life would not be used in a
di-play of terror . o _ .

Now {wenly yards away. watching in silence like two shadowy sentinals,
his murderers slood motionless. .

It felt as though unseen hands were dragging at Clifford’s feet—dragging
him swiftly and silently into the great uuknown. He struggled once, in

“sheer despair, but the guicksand only took a firmer hold on him.

Was this to be the end? It must be, for it was impossible that lelp could
arrive in time. He bad sunk to bis waist now, amid soft bubblings and
gurglings from tlic dreadful mire around him.

Down—-down!

The icy grip grasped at his shoulders, and then the wet sands closed
rotund his threat. A.great sob rose in Clifford’s throat, and a last despairing
shrick burst from his bloodless lips.

They utlered no other sound, for they were beneath the surface now. Ile
had disappeared completely, utterly, leaving not the shadow of a trace to
tell of the dire tragedy. And the relentless sands closed over the spot with
a sort of trinmphant gurgle.

————————

CHAPTER VIL
Nelson Lee on the Trai'—Through the Night—The Compact |
oNTEDR it out lively, Nipper!” said Nelson Lee crisply. “ We don’'t
S wait to find Clifford in bed.”’

L

““Oh, iU's early yet, sir,”” exclaimed Nipper.  “ Only just ten
o'clock ™’

Nelson Tiee and Nipper were walking sharply along the Strand on their
way {o Lthe Roye Hotel. At that precise moment Cliftord was even then
being led down 4he hotel stairs in a dazed condition by his kidnapper.

Nelson Lee had decided, under the circumstances, that it would not he
wise to let Clifford sleep unguarded. He was, therefore, on his way {o make
arrangenments to be by the young man’s side during the niglit.

'T'he Jeague, he felt sure, woild waste no time 1n showing ils hand.
nt Nelson Lee was certainly not prepared for such prompt action on
Zingrave's part, as was made amply evident a few moments later.

As Nelson and Nipper turned into the hotel, a large landaulette starled
off from the kerb, hut the detective had not the slightest suspicion theot
he had missed rescuing Clifford by about filteen seconds only.

Ile paused as he and Nipper were passing the commissionaire.

“ Mr. Penrose is in his rooms, I suppose?’ he asked.

“ Why, no, sir; you've just missed him by about half a minute,”” replicd
the man.  ““ Mr. Penrose went out with another gentleman, and he was
rather—ahem !'--rather merry, sir, so far as I could judge. They both
went off in a motor-car.”’ )

" Crikey !"" ejaculated Nipper blankly.

Nelson Tee snapped his teeth. .

_ " We're too late, Nipper!"' he exclaimed lioarsely, dragging the iad out
mto the Strand.  “ Those infernal rogues have got Clifford alter all!
What a fool T was to even leave him unguarded for a minnte! Nipper,

I think I'd better vetire from this detective business—my brain scems to
be softening ! he added bilterly.
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Nipper pointed up the busy Strand excitedly. -

“ We may be in time yet, sir!” he ejaculated. “ See! That's the ear
which started out from herc as we were coming up. It’s the car which
contains Clitord! They’re held up by a block in the traffic.”

““You're right, Nipper,”” the defective said grimly. ““That's the car.
But, hang it, there's not a single taxi in sight—and the traflic is moving
on again. Il we don’t act within five scconds we shall lose sight of Clifford,
and he’ll vanish for all time!”’

lle looked round him desperately, and his eyes rested upon a small two-
seater car which was drawn up close to the hotel entrance. The engine
was running, but it was degerted—its owner evidently having gone into
the hotel.

“In you jump, Nipper!” rapped out Nelson Lee.

“Great Scolt! We can’t pinch that car, siv!”

““ Can’t never did anything, young ’‘un!” snapped the detective. ““Ifop
in, I tell you!”’

And Nipper obediently hopped in. As Nelson Lee was about to thrust tho
clutch home, a man came rushing wildly out of the hotel.

““What the thundering deuce are you doing with my car?’ lie roarcd
furiously.

“ Can’t stop—explain later—my card!”’ ierked out Nelson Lee rapidly.

And before the staviled owner could take breath, his autemohile whizzad
off, and all he had in exchange was a necat slip of pasteboard! But ono
glance at 1t, and the name inscribed thereupon rclieved his mind to a con-
siderable degree, and lhe refrained from sctting up a hue and cry. |

“ A wonderful stroke of luck, Nipper,” commented Nelson Lee, as the
little car whizzed along. ‘I know this make of car, and it's first-class.
The lighting, too, is clectric; a feature which will be handy later on.”

By skilful driving the detective soon got into a position almost immedi-
ately behind the landaulette. lle was feeling relieved now, for. there was
a very slrong chance of cifecting Clifford’s rescue aftew all.

. Right through Loudon the chase continued, but when the country rozds
were reached Nelson Lee touched a couple of switches and extinguished
the little car’'s lights. There was now almost no possibility of the purvsutt
being observed. Tne night was dark, and the commandeered car was won-
derfully silont. _ -
~Lhe time shpped by slowly, but there was no halt. The miles were covered
steadily and rapidly.

” Wonder where the beggars are making for, sir?’’ asked Nipper.

“The sca, probably,”” replied dhe detective. ‘° Perhaps {hey intennd f{o
ship Cliftord abroad; or have made plans to incarcerate him once more. I
don’t think the chase will continue much longer now.”

Lhe country through which they were passing was dreary and flat.
Misty marshes stretched out on both sides—a sure sign that the sea was at
no great distance. The rear-light of the league's landanlelte disappeared
round a bond which happened t6 he'in the centre of a little spinney, the
trees growing on cither side of the road. .

Just as the pursuers were approaching the trees, the little car’s engmo
gave a sort of weak cough, and then started missing five badly. Another
few “seconds, and the engine hadn’t an explosion left m 1.

““ Confound it!”’ rapped out Nelson Lee furiously. .

“ We—we’'ve stopped, sir!”’ gasped Nipper. *° Oh, jumping Moses:

The deteclive leapt out of the car, and a quick examination revealed the
fact that the petrol-tank was dry! Nelson Lec had been dreading muking
such a discovery for some, time past. . o

Hec looked at Nipper with his mouth set in a straight, grim line.
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« Wo've failed. my lad!” he said quietly. “ We've had all our trouble
for :?(:u:ﬁ,;_“h it's yno good b]inkiné‘ the fact; Ql;lfql'd :‘1:'13“ gonc 'lllmfv,
probably for good. We're stranded on these marshes, miles from anywhere,
with a useless :Holciqr-cnri!”“

Vi runte 1Ispustealy. - ) .

‘I“\":*]Left %uck!” he said, clenching his hands. . © What rotten, diabolical

—l.PJ
l“i;\o.r some moments {hey remained silent, .bus;,' with their chagrined
thonghts. It was a terribly hard blow to fail after having kept up the
asc for so long. :
Ch:'ll}:tcl; fit was ng use wringing their hands. So Nelson Lee briskly told
his young companion to lend a hand in puslnpg the car off the road, :111.(1
into” a meadow, through a wide gateway which fortumately happened do
ke handy. : .

A thick hedge then concealed the car from the road. For Nelson Lee
intended leaving it there while he and Nipper walked on in search of a
village. It was rather a long job pushing the car into the meadow, for
there was a deep rut aguninst the gateway which required a good deal ol
negotiating. At last, however, the task was completed, and Nipper blew on
his hands.

“ My hat, it’s freezing——

““ Ilush, Nipper!”’ said Nelson Lee sharply. _ .

The- hum of a motor-car could be heard. and it was rapidly coming
nearer. Instantly it struck Nelson Lee that the car was probably the
league’s landanlette on its way back. He clutched Nipper as the lad was
about {o run into the road.

‘“1li, leggo, guv'nor!’ gasped Nipper. ¢ This chap may have someo
gpare iuice-—"’ .

‘““Have you no wits, young ’‘un?’”’ muttered Nelson Lee. It is the
landaulette on the way back!”’

“By gum!”’

They waited breathlessly, and a few moments later the car shot by—
without its occupants having the slightest notion that their passage had
been winessed. And, sure enough, it was the landaulette. It curved
round, and disappeared.

Nelson Lee felt his heart beating fast again.

“ What i¢ the meaning of this quick return, Nipper:’ he asked grimly.
“If the league has put Clifford to death, then the deadly work must
have been going on within a very short distance of this spot. Come, we
will investigate the mystery!”

And the pair started running along the road with all the speed of which
they were capable. On they went, for some little distance. Then, quite
abruptly, they saw the sea on their left. The cliff-edge was only {wenty
yards from the road.

Leaping Sver a low fence, they reached it, and paused. Below them
strelched the sands, dimly visible. But not a sign of life met their gaze.
“The aspect was cold, silent, and unutterably lonely.

“ Nothing here, sir,”” said Nipper pantingly. ‘I think
- you hear that?”’

For answer Nelson Lee let out a wild, roarineg hail.

“Ielp!” came 4he reply faintly. ¢ Bring a rope! lHelp!”’

The detective gave an exultant whoop.
qf‘L‘ l\\'cii-cl-“m time. Nipper!” he cried joyfully. “ The league have failed
alter all!

Serambling, tumbling, they pelted down the cliffs, and at last arrived

”

Oh! Did
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upon the sands. Then they dashed down lowards the sea and the lilcoming
tide. Presently they paused. )

‘“Is that you, Clifford?’’ shouted Nelson Lee.

“Mr. Lee! Thank Heaven! I'm here—right in front of you!”’

The detective and Nipper started forward agaiin.

“ Don’t come too close!’ warned Clifford’s voice. “I'm in a deadly
quicksand—up to my confounded neck! Ifor gocdness’ sake get me ouni’
1'm ncarly done!”’

“ A quicksand!”’ eried Nelson Lec. “Oh, the devils—the fiznds!™

Hc took a length of stout cord from an inner pocket, and then the
work of extricating Douglus Chifford commienced. It was a difficult, slow
task, and one fraught with risks. DBut, at last, the tveacherous quagmire
was robbed of its victim, and Clifford lay on the hard sand.

His bonds were cut through, and lie staggered to his feet, and stamped
about. Ifor the last ten minutes Nipper had been collecting wood and
twigs, and in a short time a rvoaring fire was burning at the extremity ol
a narrow cave at the base of the clif.  The flickering light lit up the
scene weirdly. It was impossible that the light could be observed except
from the sea itself.

“You came in the very mnick of time, Mr. Lee,” said Ciiflord weakly.
“Oh, it was awful! I thought it was the end—I was sure of it! I no
more cxpected to be rescued " ,

- But ?fou arce rescucd,’” interjected Nelson Lee briskly.  Look here,
vour clothes are simply soaking. I should advise you to rip them off, and
we'll dry them in frout of this cheerful fire. Meanwhile, you can don
my overcoat.”

This plan was carvied out, and while Clifford’s clothes dried, he sat on
a boulder, clad in nothing else whatever but an overcoat, and told his
rescuers what had happened to him.

““I gave up hope,” he said, shivering a little. “ When I felt the awful
sands dragging me down I sent up a prayer. Then, when the sands had
reached my neck, I suddenly got the greatest surprise of my life. I felt
something solid bencath my feet!”

““Somecthing solid?’’ asked Nipper. ‘““In a quicksand?” .

“That was the astonishing part of it,”” went on Cluford. “ The only
explanation I can suggest is that a large picce of wreckage has been driven
into the sand by the recent high gales. Anyhow, the solid thing was there,
and my feet werc upon it. My descent into the quagmire was stopped.

“I did some quick thinking. Those two villains meant to kill me; if
they saw that I did not disappear under the surface they would probably
take other steps to ensure my death. So I kindly obliged them by giving
a most realistic death-shriek, and then ducking my head beneath the sand.
Ugh! It was horrible!” -

Nelson Lee bent forward.

““ Splendid !”” he said enthusiastically. “ What a wonderfully clever and .
brave idea of yours, Clifford! Of course, it succeeded?”’

“Yes. I remained below the surface for what seemed an age,”” replied
Clifford. ‘“ At all events, I did not come up until I was absolutely [orced
to. Aud then the scoundrels who thought they uad killed me were
serambling up the cliffs. Even now, they have not the slightest suspicion
that T am ahve.” ,

““ Why should they doubt an established fact?’’ asked Nelson Lee. " My
dear man, they saw you plunge beneath the surface, and that was perfectly
conclusive evidence of your demise. They witnessed your death! Think of
it, Cliford—think what it mecans {o us!”’ .

““ What does it mean?”’ asked Clifford, turning his coat over by the fire.
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Kelson Lee clenclied bis fists, .
1t means that we have an immense advantage over Zingrave and the

Teague of the Green Triangle!™ he repiied exultantly. *° Those two agents
of the leagne will report to the Governing Circle thut.yon are dead, and
thal your body can never be recovered. The lea.guo. W.l“ cease to trouble
vou, for vou have disappearcd for ever. Iiverything is in our favour, man.
Our compaign starts under the most favourable conditions.”

The deteclive’s lace was flushed.

“'his night's work has heen absolutely in our favour, as it turns out,”
he went on. *‘I thonght otherwise at first, but now I am glad. We have
not only one advantage over the league, but three. Firstly, you are dead,
so Zingrave will not fear you. You will remain dead, tfor when you leave
iiere you will be disguised, and will have another name. Secondly, your
fortune is in your own hands whatever identity you assume, and the
Jeague cannot trace you. Thirdly, we have the extraordinary good fortune
1o have a clover ally who is an important member of the Green Triangle
Limself!  Martin Caine will serve us well, I am confident. Our great
crusade starls magnificently.”

Douglas Clifford thrust out his hand enthusiastically.

“Shake hands, Mr. Lee!’ he cried. ‘“The battle starts from this
moment. Iipisode one had ended dramatically, but in our favour. I have
ot five vears of torturc to wipe out, and I go into this busiuess heart and
soul in carnest!”’

And there, In that little rock cave, in the ruddy light of a wood fire,
Nelson Lee and Douglas Clifford shook hands, aund sealed their solemn
compact. JFrom hencelorward it was to be war to the knife with Professor
Cyrus Zingrave, and the League of the Green Triangle. )

TIIE EXND.

——

P — e —  —— — ———— ———

Next week’s magnificent BDetective Drama will
deal with the farther adventures of

NELSON LEE

and the notorious

BLACK WOLF.

The story will be entitled —

“THE CASE OF THE TUBE
OF RADIUM.”
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IN POLAR SEAS.

A Romance of Adventure in the Frozen North,
BY

FENTON ASH,

Author of “A Trip to Mars,”” “The Radium Seekers,”’ etc.

Huan ARNOLD a young English lad, goes out lo the far North with an expedition.
He is joined by an Irish satlor—Mixe O’Grapy, and also VAL RuxTox.

The latler and Hugh become fast friends, bul one day Val hints that Hugh
joined the expedition under a false name, and says that Amaki, a neighbouring
Eskimo, has been asking for tidings of a eerlain explorer whose name 1is well Enown in
the scientific world. For some reason, Hugh turns pale.

The camp 1s raided by a meighbouring party, but Hugh and Ruxlon, with two
satlors, put up a stff fight. T'hey are beaten off, and a trap is laid for then:.

Having captured the strangers, the leader—GR1MSTOCE—comes upon the scene, and
tt seems that Hugh and Rualon are in for a bad time, '

Qrimstock eventually apologises for the behaviowr of the men, and feigns friendliness.
The mystery round Hugh thickens. (Now read on.)

Ruxton’s Warning—Amaki's Strange Request—A Midnight Assassin.

HEN the motor-sledge reached the camp, those in charge of it found,
kx/ to their satisfaction, that their rowdy neighbours of the previous

night had cleared off, bag and baggage.

““ That’s a good riddance,’”’ cried Iugh. “ Let’s hope we’ve scen the last
of 'em.”

His friend Val did not share the agreeable expectation which this wish
implied, and later on they found that he was right.

During the vest of the day many more journeys were made, all being
successfully and quickly curried out. The motor-sledges were on their
best behaviour, aud accomplished even more than had Dbeen hoped from
them.

“Ah!”’ said Hugh, “you did well, Val, in advising Grimstock to bring
them. As they cost a lot of money, it’s joily satisfactory to think that
it’s been so well laid out. With such an equipment as we’ve now got, and
our splendid lot of stores, what is there—bar accidents—to prevent our
reaching the Iole?”’ . S

“Yes; our outfit’s all right enough. It's the human element which 1
the doubtful part,” returned Ruxton. With which somewhat dark saying
he turned from the subject in a way which showed he did not wish to pursse
it further. .

After one of these trips they returned to the Petrel to find a surprise
awaiting them. .

A strange vessel was scen in the distance heading in their direction. In
due time she ran in and lay-to a short distance off, and it becuie known
that she was a whaler called the “ Hawl.”
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‘A boal was lowered and rowed fowards the Petrel. In the stern sat
McClinter, and the men rowing were 1'ocog111.-;q:1 by the two friends as some
of the gang who had attacked-the camp the Ili‘g!li'- before. ‘

val looked al Hugh, and as their eyes met he gave a low whistle.

“ What did I tell you? he muttered. e .

MecClinter climbed en board and was taken by Grimstock down into his
cabin, where the two remained in close talk. .

Hugh, meantime, started off with a motor load by himself to the Tamp,
where he remained sorting and arranging the stores.  Thus it happenad
that it was not uatil the evening, when the day’s work was at an end, that
the 1{wo had another chance to compare notes. . .

“\Well! Let’s hope we shall have a guieter time than we had last night,”
Ilugh observed, as he lighted his pipe after their supper. * What's your
idea of things now? Have you learned awylhing fresh?”

“I've kept my eyes and cars open,”” was the auswer. ““Also I had a
few words with Grimstock, and with tbat precious beauty the skipper eof
the Hawk.”

“A few words!" repeated Hugh.  ““Do you mean that there was another
row?"’ :

“ On, no. They were both as civil as sand-boys. Butler wouldn't melt
in their mouths, bless you! McClinter actually =pologisad, after a fashion
ol his own, for the behaviour of his men. Said we'd given ’em somethiag
fo remember us by, and he was glad of it. They deservea it—and so on.

And Grimstock cried ditto. But LI'm not to be taken in that way. I saw
{hrough their blarney—as I did last night.”

Hugh laughed; but on this ocecasion there was evidently not mueh mirth
in his laughtler. IIe had rather the air of onz trying to appear more
indifferent than he really felt.

“What a suspicious, unbelieving beggar you are. Ruxton,”” he said.

‘The other glanced keenly at him, but remzained stient for a space, as
{theugh turning something over in his mind. Then he spoxre again,

**1 told you last night that 1 had no wish to seem to pry into your
alfaivs; and I haven't now., DBuf you said something to Grimslock wWhich
surprised me prelty considerably.”

Hugh gave anothér uncasy latigh.

“1 think I can guess what it is you're driving at.”” he roeplied. I
suppose it’s what I said about the stores being partly mine?”’

“You've hit it. You said they were as much yours as Grimsteek’s—or
words to that eficct. I needn’t ask you if it is true. You wouldn’t have
snid it if it hadn’t been, and most certainly Grimstock would nol have
let it pase without denial. Bul he did not deny it—I noticed that. Also,
your blurting 1t outl didn’t at all please him, for he shot a most evil glance
al you--1 noticed that, too. Yet the next moment he threw off his inselent
bullying tone, and ccoed as gently as any sucking dove. 1 noticed that,
too. Now, what does 1t all mean?”’

“ Well, what I said was true enough, Ruxton, though I felk sorry directly
after that I had—as you put it—blurted it out. You’ve used just the right
word, though-—it was blurted out on the impulse of the moment, Lecause
I felt savage and indignant at his mauner. I paid a large share of the
cost of fitting out this expedition.” .

“Humph! Are you then a millionaire in disguise?”’

Hueh shook his head.

““No more than yourself.” he deelared gravely. ““The amount. I paid
represents practically all T and my mother—who is & widow with only
my=cif to support her--had to live on. Uuless this journey turns oul a
sieeess Ioone way or another, I and she will be practically beggars.”
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“But——  Whatever then made you No. old chap; T beg vour
pardon! I said I didn’t want to pry into your affairs; and lere, hang me'!
if I'm not doing it! I don’t want to know auny more until—if ever that
time should come—you wish to tell me of your own accord. I couldn't heip
secing, however, that Grimstock was pretty riled at your saying it.’>

““Why, yes; and he has some reason to be, because it was expressly
arranged that that part of the affair was to be regarded as private and
confidential. And now—confound it!—I've referred to it before you, and
in doing so have broken the promise I made him.”

“Humph! I don’t see, all the same, that he neced have looked so evilly
at you over it. Ior the matter of -that, he's only himself to thank for it.
Besides—what harm have you done? It won't go any farther; I shall
regard it as ‘ private and confidential’ as you call it.” |

““Thank you. Yes; I felt I could rely on you as to that, or clse I should
Lave felt more concerned about it than 1 have done.” .

“I wish that were all there is to trouble about,” muttered Ruxton, rather
as though to himself than Lo his companion.

“Why—what other burden have you lying heavily on your scul?’:

Ruxton looked very straight at his friend, and said slowly:

“T am not going to tell you all that is in my mind. I think perhaps it
is betlter not to—at present. But I'm going to give you a warning—you
can pay attention to it or not, as you think proper. It is this: Don’t
trust Grimstock, or that skipper fellow. They’re & good pair to run in
double harness, these two—and don’t you forget it! IKeep your eves:
skinned, and keep on the safe side with those johnnies. There, now! I've
gol it out! And if you don’t profit by what I've said it will be your own
fault, not mine. Hullo! Ilere comes one of the Why, it’s the old
Eskimo, Amaki, himself. I wonder what he wants? By the way. you
haven't seer him yet, have you?™

““No; I remmember hearing the name. You spoke of him last night.”

“Yes; well, he's a most interesting old joker. once you get used to the
atmosphere of cart-wheel grease and siale fish-glue which he carries about
with him.” _

Turning to the one he had bLeen talking of, who had now come within
speaking distance. Ruxton said something in- the Eskimo tongue. .

The new-comer replied, aud there was some talk between the two, which
Ruxton interpreted.

‘““ Amaki has made a.rather funny request,” he explained. **He says,
so far as I can make out, that some more people have come to his camp.
and there is not much room. Will we allow him to sleep here to-night?
That’s the gist of what he says; but I confess I don’t quite understand 1it.
They must be precious crowded if they can’'t find room for the old chap.
especially as he is a sort of chief, or patriarch, or whatever 1t 1s amongst
them. However, his reasons don't concern us. I think the old joker is ail
right. So I guess we can let him squeeze in amongst our people, eh?"

“Oh, yes; if he wants to, I suppose. Well, my dainty. tallow-ealing
friend, what the dickens are you staring at me like that for?”

This polite inquiry was addressed to the Eskimo. who had fixed his cager
glance on the speaker, as though he were trying to read his very thoughts.
-~ “ You—you—English—English man?”’ he said, m curious broken Engl_.h::r:

““I suppose so—some animal of that species,” returned Hugh, highly
amused. ‘“ What’s up, old greaser?” . _

The Eskimo seemed somehow greatly moved. HWe worked his arms abouit,
shook his head, muttered to himself, and ended by produpmg something
from under his clothes, gabbling volubly to Ruxton the while.

““ Hullo! Now this is very curious--aud mteresting, exclaimed Val




18 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

¢ It seems {hat Lybendo, the chap you fishod out of the water to-day, is

thi< old joker's sow.
amonyg his own folk.
az a shight mart .
Le begs von will aceept.’

Amaki 1s very,

1 told vou 1 {hought he was someoue of importance
v. very graleful to you, he says; aund
k of his gratitude he has brought you a little present which

As he spoke Ruxton put cut a hand to take the proflered present, but
{he Eskimo snatched it back, and offered it again politely to Hugh.
‘The latter, on his part, started, and seemed scarcely less moved than the

1. kimo himself.

“\WWhy—what—I mean—how the dickens did you come by that?”
Tt was an ivory narwhal tusk, not a very large one. but very thick for the

Jeneth.

The curious thing about 1t was that it was carved in a really clever

manner with figures of animals—the reindeer, secal, bears, musk-ox, and

other creatures which the IZskimos hunt.
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Be a Crack Shot.

M.-\NY a notedshot first learned
to shool with an air gun, so
geta

‘DAISY’ AIR RIFLE

and with this and a little practice
you will be pulting shol after shot
right into the “Bull.” The sooner
you begin the better, so write for §
our 16 pp. booklel which teaches P

k)
]

4 you how to shoot. The* Daisy” §
s safc. makes nonoise, and never #
¥ gcts aul of order. And it shools §
dead true Askthenearestdealer 8
b to show you a ** Daisy."” :
' 500 SI1OT DalsY AUTOMATIC RIFLE 7/ .
} SINGLE: SttoT Dalay -« ... 3/86 |
| O! al! Ilardware and 8porting goods deelers -

« uverywhere, or

fWo E PECH & Co. (Dept. ), e SCIERtES
g1. Dartholomew Cloae, London, E.C. Wyl
" j.-.-h.: will deliver the “Dalay* freo nny nddress ¢
R Unized Kingdom on rocoipt of remittunce,

et wTae ), - s B e e

“Hallo! Do youw reccognise ib,
Hugh? And yet—how ocan that
ber”” Ruxton asked in great sur-
prise. |

“Yes — no—that is— said
ITugh. very much confused, “I've
seen once so much like it that I
thought at frst sight 1t must be
the same. DBut of course that
can't be, for the one I am think-
g of 1s in Ingland. Ask him
how he came by this, Val.” |

Val began to question the man
in his own language, and then
interpreted :

“From what he says I gather
that there 1s a bistory attaching
to it. lle carved one like this
years ago and sold it to a white
man, who took it away with him.
Aflterwards, the white man paid
another visit here, and asked him
to let him have another like it to
make a pair. The white man in
question is the one I have already
told you of who went away and
never returned, and whom these
simple-minded people hold in guch
affcetionate remembrance. Now,
as that man never came back to
claim it, Amaki wants to give it
to you.”

(Another thrilling instal-
ment of this great adven-
ture yarn will appear on
Wednesday next.)
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