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 The Specialist's |

Last Case

A Tale of Nelson Lee v. The Green Triangle.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nelson Lee paused abruptly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

.

pavement.
killed instauntly.

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

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

{ime.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

" O, beg pardon, sir !

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

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

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

** No, sir,”

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

“* ¥Yery good, sir!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nelson Lee's jaw looked formidable.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nouglas Clifford’s story was an amazing onc.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

at something will ¢q

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

Sims Jameson had carricd the unkpaws

—— —

CHAPTER 11,
The Cperation—A Strange Story Strangely Told. _

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

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

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

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

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

Q)
[

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

One of the nurses passed to and fro once or twice. She made practically
no noise, but her presence annoyed the doctor, and he waved his hand in
the air. ) ) ) '

“Go!” he murmured testily. ‘Leave this clearing-up business until
afterwards.  Sit down and keep quiel I

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

least.

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

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

himse!f that he couT

fasl

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

:: Upon my soul I ejaculated Dr. Jameson,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well?"” said the doctor. ““Go on!”’

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

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

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

Dr. Jameson’s eyes gleamed.

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

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

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

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

?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuller details! )l

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

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

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

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

No,”" he answered, wit aj : in his

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

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

‘““ e did not give his name?”’ .

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

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

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

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

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

S ——

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nelson Lee uttered an impatient ejaculation.

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

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

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

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

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

‘““ Good-cvening, Mr. Lee—evening, Nipper!” he remarked, as Mrs, Jones



tive. “1 was forced to go to n great deal of trouble, for my life would pay
the peualty if it were known that I had visited you. I've come with news—
news which might prove o be of great value.”

* Goed man i said Nelson Lee approvingly.

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

Nelzon Lee pursed his lips,

* Dr. Sims Jameson !’ he exclaimed sharply. “ By Jove

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

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

But Cuine shook his head vigorously.

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

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

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

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

Martin Caine bent forward with an air of importance. _

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

Nipper whistled,

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

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

f'nine Imn.l'. a little closer still.

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

rpheum Club for over six months, and his visits are usually separated by
ll:l:.llf :'u.nou‘l'lt.of' time.  ‘Therefore, although he is well known, he is not a man

vt Zingrave and the rest meet very often.  His work at Portmoor does not
permit kim mueh time in London.”

129



























































































































