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NELSON LEE V. THE GREEN TRIANGLE.
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Spcc:"afx'st's Last Case,”’ ‘““The Gold Cavern,”
“Ti.e Forged Finger-Priats,” ectc., etc

(llustrated by Arthur Jones)

CHAPTER 1.

The Indiscretion of Lord Sylvester.

HI gathering was really a meost distinguished one. To begin with, the
T host was Mr. Duncan Slone, one of the richest men in London. He
was, 1n fact, a millionaire several tinies over, and was most lavish in

{he display of his weaith. Iis house in IPark Lane—where the present
agalhering was held—was furnished in a most magnificent manner, and his

art collection was one of the finest in the kingdom.

Duncan Slone was a tallish man, and in ordinary clothes looked rather
insignificant.  But 1n evening-dress, as at present, he had almost a
distinguished appearance He stood upon the costly skin rug in front of
the fireplace in his smoking-room, and lazily regarded his four companions
as they langhed and joked over their friendly little gamble at solo-whist.
Slone himself had been playing for a while. but he was now standing out
in favour of the Earl of Mexthorpe, who had just arrived.

The carl was a bhifi, hearty mau, and, like Lord Sylvester, wha was sit{ine
opposite to him, was much interested in horse-racing. The other two men
were Sir Gordon Hyde, the famous amateur astronomer, and Major-general
Burns, a retired Army officer of immense wealth, who had been preminent in
many a grim baftle in far-off lands. .

The wealth of the whole gathering, in fact, would have amounted to a
staggering sum could it have been aggregaled. For cach and all were
extremely rich. Slone, Mexthorpe, and Burns were millionaires® and the
other two, although they never boasted of millions, always gave mmple
cvidence of an unlimited supply of money. ) |

Sir Gordon Hydo and Lord Sylvester were cven more ramous than their
companions in many ways, Nobody had ever really troubled to ponder over
ilheir source of income. They were rich, and that was all that mattered.

Yet these two were far from being the honourable gentlemen they appeared
to be. They were, in actual reality, lboth r|‘n'.m_mn(-1'1t. members of the
Governing Circle of the League of the Green Iriangle! | o
* Could that fact have been general knowledge, their great wealth n‘ould
not have caused the slightest surprise.  I'or the Loag‘ue_.qr the ‘(.]:{'c_'m;
Triangle was the most powerful, the most terrible, organisation of 1ts Kind
“‘,l‘{:fﬁy“x?vz-%' preseut at Duncan Slo’lzc’s house to-night .3'.\1c?'oly }gmt']the;r1 ]o:::
pleasure. They had no “ husiness "’ object in being t;.mc. t”n_ 110 ﬁ-'lilt-
wore well known throughout society, and they had free entry info cou
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less famous houses. Scotland Yard itself would have laughed at the man
who vouchsafed the information that they were members of the criminal
lcague which was a puzzlo to the police of the whole United Kingdom.

But although {hesc two were infamous in addition to being famous, the
other three were all true gentlemen. Not a soul in the world could say a
word against them. ) .

Duncan Slone lighted a cigar and watched the play interestedly.

““ You made a little mistake there, Sylvester,”” he laughed, as Mexthorpe
reshuflled the cards. ‘“If you had led diamonds instead of clubs you’d have
won that solo without the least difficulty.”

Lord Sylvester chuckled a little thickly.

““Ofl colour to-night!”’ he exclaimed, sipping at the whisky-and-soda
‘which stood by his side. ‘‘I'm hanged if I can get any luck at all. But
I've got another fifty pounds in cash, and as long as that lasts I'll stick it.”

“If you'rc bent on playing to lose yow’d better not prop to me!” said
Mexthorpe genially, as he dealt the cards. ‘I don’t feel inclined to have
a parlner who's ready to throw his money about just for the fun of it!”

The carl looked up at his host as he spoke, and Slone observed a shght
wink. He nodded and smiled, knowing instantly the rcason for that
momentary lowering of an eyelid. -

For Lord Sylvester was, strictly speaking, hardly in a fit stalte to play a
decent game. During ihe last hour he had paid many visits to the whisky
decanter, now and again partaking of a little old port by way of variety.
The mixture was not calculated to keep his head exactly clear. Duncan
Slone’s cellar was an excellent one, and his vintages were of the finest
quality and age. .

It was not usuai for Lord Sylvester to Lecome intoxicaled, cven in a
slight degree. He was fond of his spirits and his wine, but it was only on
rare occasions that he allowed himself to overstep the mark.

'I'o-day Lhe league had completed one of its biggest swindling transactions,
howerver, and Sylvester had plaved an active part in the affair. In conse-
quence, his banking account was considerably swelled. _

Presently, after the end of another game, he rose rather unsteadily to
. his feet and again visited the magnificent sideboard.

‘““Gad! This whisky of yours is like liqueur, Slone!”’ he exclaimed
approvingly.

And, {o show his appreciation of the excellent spirit, he refilled his glass
almost {o the brim, adding a_little soda just for the sake of appearances.
Then he carried his glass over to the fireplace and set it on the mantelpiece.

“ Hurry up, Sylvester,”’ said Sir Gordon Hyde. *‘ We’re waiting for you.””

“I'm fed up with solo,”” repliecd Sylvester thickly. ¢ Let’s have some-
thing better—something that’s a real gamble. Solo’s too slow.’

Mexthorpe laughed a big, hearty laugh.

“You’ve lost a fairish amount, anyhow—even since I've been here!” he
exclaimed with a chuckle. ““If we start playing for higher stakes you’ll
lose that fifty pounds of yours in no time!”’ ‘

Sylvester took a big gulp of whisky.

“*Plenty more money!”” he mumbled. ““I've got my cheque-book on me,
old boy. And if T run dry altogether I can soon get plenty more!”’

“* That’s fortunate for you,” remarked Slone, with a smile. ‘““Do you
happen to possess a constantly flowing fount of plenty?”’

“ By gad, that’s a pretty neat description,” said Sylvester. ‘“ The league
is certainly a fine concern to belong to.” '

Sir Gordon Hyde looked up sharply, inwardly startled.

“You’d better have a nap, Sylvester,”” ho said, with a forced smile. “I'm
afraid that whisky’s ool into your head!”
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““Rot, my dear fellow!”

““What's that you were saying about a league?" asked Slone curichsly.

Sylvester raised his eyes heavily. He was, in fact, fairly intoxicated, and
he was utterly carcless in his words. Indeed, ke hardly knew what he
actually was saying. Like all men who become the worse for spirits, he
was quile ready to babble out the very inmost secrets of his soul.

“The league?’’ he rcpe;xtet!, looking up at Slone with walery eyes. “ Oh,
I belong to that organisation; Hyde does, too. Wonder vou don’t all
become members, dear old boys! Double your fortunes in no time!”

Sir Gordon jumped to his feet. ' .

“ It’s about time you went, Sylvester ! he said sharply. “ You're getting
n bit wild in your talk——"

““Never you mind me.” interjected Sylvester with a chuckle. ““I'm only
ielling these fellows that they'd be doing themselves a good turn if thc:y
joined the league.”

“Sir Gordon forced out a laugh. He knew perfectly well that it would be
fatal to appear outwardly startled. If ho adopted such a course it would
Le practically admilting to his companions that he was actually a member
nf the league Sylvester was referring to. The only thing to do would be to
silence the intoxicated peer’s tonguc before it ran too far away with him.
But, at the same time, Sir Gordon realised that it would be a difficult task.
1lis fellow Governing Member was decidedly drunk.

““The lecague!” repealed Sir Gordon lightly, crossing over to Sylvester's
s}do, and tapping his lordship on {he shoulder. ‘ You're¢ imagining
things——"’

“Iiet bim run on, Hyde,” chuckled Mexthorpe, with a grin. “ le's
oclting quite amusing.  What's this league you keep referring to,
svlvester?”

Sylvester waved his hand jerkily.

‘“Only one league,” he murmured. ¢ Green Triangle, of course!”

“ The Green Triangle!”” repeated Mexthorpe.

““ What on carth’'s that?’’ Major-general Burns roared.

“Oh, he’s very far gone!” he chuckled. ““The League of the (rreen
Triangle is a villainous criminal society—a concern which Scotland Yard
has been tearing its hair over for years past. So Sylvester imagines he's
s deadly criminal, does he? By CGeorge, this is better than the latest
revue !’

The others laughed heartily—-Sir George Hyde with the rest. lie dare
not, indeed, give any display of the great alarm which was surging through
his bram.

Sylvester looked annoyed. , ,

“"Don’t believe it—eh?"’ he exclaimed, rising rather unsteadily to s fcet.
““ Ask Iyde here—he’s a member, too. We're both members!

Duncan Slone laughed. o vy

“ Keep it up, old man!" he murmured to Sir Gordon. Let's humour
him!”’ :

‘““ Nonsense !”” replied Hyde bluntly. “I-don’t care for my u::n;o hcmlg
]<;011plcd with a criminal society. It's high time Sylvester weni home (e

ed !’

.ord Sylvester laoked at Hyde with comic gravity. L

¢ ])c}ofg ofsu, quecer t.hing!”y he said, his words almost rmmmgrl‘l‘nol;o olne
another. ‘“Wha's the idea, S'Gordon? You belong to the Green Triangie,
don’t yer?” 1 Sir Cord

“Pon’t bo a fool !’ snapped Sir Gordon. . L .

“Dgll:’l"f Jg:?;'el'. 0wild, m:’lull 1 langhed Mexthorpe. ““ Sylvester’s quite
humorous to-night.”>
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‘““ 4 bit too humorous, I think,” replied Sir Gordon sharply. ‘‘Cpme,
Qvlvester, I'll take you bome if you like "

"** Nothing of th' sort,”” interjected the sporting peer. “I'm not goin”
homeo vet. Goin’ to have s’more of Slone’s top-hole whisky. Goin’ to tell all
of vou about the league. Splendid opportunities if you become members of
the league, my boys! Shove your coats onm, an’ I'll trot you roun’ to the
Orpheum ! ’

‘* The Orpheum Club?”’ asked Duncan Slone.

““That’s the place—league’s headquarters, ole man !’%

The four men roared with laughter.

*“'Pon my soul, I didn’t know you could be so comic, Sylvester!” gasped
the Earl of Mexthorpe, mopping his eyes. ‘‘ The Orpheum Club the head-
quarters of the notorious Greeu Triangle! That's about the richest thing
1've ever heard !

*“Too funny for words!"’ chuckled Sir Gordon Hyde.

** S'fact, anyhow,”” went on Sylvester, with an inanec leer. °“Can’t make
vou out, Hyde; anybody might think you weren’t a Governing Member of
tho league by the way you're actin’! Don’t take any notice of him, you
fellers. He’s one of Zingrave’s most importan{ helpers!”

Duncan Slone raised his eyebrows.

** Hallo, you're bringing Zingrave into the argument now,”’ he chuckled.
““I suppose you mean DI’rofessor Zingrave, the scientist?  Well, what
position does Zingrave hold in the league?’” he added, with twinkling eyes.

Lord Sylvester reached for his whisi'y glass, but Hyde had removed 1t ouf
¢f his reach.

““ Lamentable lack of knowledge in this house,”” mumbled the intoxicafed
man. ‘““Zingrave’s the Chief of the League. Wonderful brain he’s got, too:
If you’ll come round with me to the Orplieum I'll have you all elected
members before the night’s out!”

To hear that the famous Professor Zingrave was the Chief of the League of
the Green Triangle, was just a little too much for Sylvester’s listeners.
They shouted with laughter at the very thought of such a preposterous
notion,

Sylvester was really quite entertaining.

ot for one moment—not for a flecting second—did Sloue, Mexthorpe, ov
Burns have the remotest suspicion that tlicir intoxicated companion had
been speaking the actual, literal truth!

Yet it was the truth, every word of it!

And Sir Gordon Hyde was filled with a wild, almost insane alarm. The
most cherished secrets of the leaguce were now known to three absolute
strangers—strangers, that is, so far as the league itself was concerned. And
there was no telling when Sylvester’s riotous tongue would check its head-
long chaltering.

Alrcady, indecd, terrible Lharm had been done.

“The fool—the drunken, maniacal fool !”” muttered Sir Gordon to himself
—although he was outwardly laughing in company with the others.
“* Already his tongue has done immeasurable harm; and he will be the first
to realise it when he becomes sober. What the end of this business will be
I hardly dare imagine.”’

One fact alone was a great comfort to Sir Gordon Hyde. His three com-
panions {reated the whole thing as a huge joke. They merely thought that
Sylvesler was in such a jovial mood that he was talking absolute monsensc.
'They did not suspect that it was grim truth. |

Sylvester must be taken away at once. .

‘"I must he going,” exclaimed Sir Gordon, glancing at his watch. ‘ What
do you say to an hour at the Empire, Sylvester:’

ay
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““ Any ole thing you like !’ replied his lovdship dull “
MY 0C ¢ : his lordsl I'Eu y. Only don't try

}L?rosclll 1’1_‘cso good chaps with the rol that you're mot a member of the
Si%)?‘rordou laughed genially.,
““ Oh, wo know all about that!” he smiled. “ Up v '

chi‘ni! lYour c?lat and hat are in the hallt” D vou get oul of that
Nylvester readily lurched to his feet. and staggered out of (he

fol‘l‘mvc\:l by the em.ilcs of his companions. Sir Gordon turned ;)o l.h:: 01;;:(:1111
“}"[0'5 far gone,” he laughed. “ I say, you won't talk about {his¥”
) I'alk about what?'’ asked Major-general Burns.

Why, the rubbish Sylvester has been gabbling,’” <atd Tlvde. * When he
jll(.',‘L‘Oil'l(‘S sober, he’ll.fcel cscveral kinds of a fool if he knows that he'’s accused
Inmeelf and I of being members of a murderous criminal society.”

Duncan Slone chuckled. b

“Tt would be pretty uncomfortable for you, wouldn't il*’ he laughed.
“ All right, Hyde; we’ll keep the thing 1o ourselves. “There’s no necessity
for Sylvester to cver know what he has been saying.” | ]

“« We'll keep it a deadly sceret,”” said Mext-hdrpc solemnly.,

And the others laughed afresh. )

“ My dear man, it's nothing to worry about, whatever,” smiled Burnes.
“ Nobody but we four heard what Sylvester said. And, in any case, 1t was so
utterly preposterous, that there’d be no harm in spreading it broadeast.
That,” liowever, would make Dboth you and Sylvesler look decidedly
ridiculous.”

“I'm not usually sensitive,”” admitted Sir Gordon, *“ but when I'm publicly
declared to be a member of the Leagne of the Green Triangle—well, a
thing of that eort is best kept privale.”

«“OI coursc—of cowrse,” agreed Slone. ¢ We promise to say nothing
whatlever.”

And the other two gave Sir Gordon their assurances also. Hyde was
considerably relieved. The mischief, at least, would spread mno further—
it was confined to these three men. The dangerous talk would not spread.

« Wha's matter, Hyde?”’ exclaimed Lord Sylvester, walking unsteadily
inlo tho room with his coat and hat on. ‘‘ Thought you were goin’ (o
{ake me to the Empire? Pity to leave, too. That whisky- v

‘“ Oh, you've had enough whisky for to-night " laughed Sir Gorden.

The noxt two minutes were occupied in a small variety ol ways—hand-.
shaking, humorous remarks, and much laughter. Then the front door of
Duncan Slone’s lousc closed, and Sir Gtordon Hyvde lead his intoxicated
companion away.

CHAPTER IL

Zingrave's Fury—Rogues in Council—A Plan of Actizn,

-

HE Orphcum Club was a mass of brilliant light, as usual. Being ¢ne
of the most select clubs in the West End, it was naturally a maguaificent

O o of ho cluly were G ing Members
‘But covery one of the men who used tho club were foverning
of the Learuo of the Green Triangle. Hidden away, absolutely safe from
discovery, was the League’s Governing Chamber, where all the bysimess
of tho wonderful organisation had its birth.
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I.css than an bour after Sir Gordon Hyde and Lord Sylvester had departed
from Duncan Slone’s house, Professor Cyrus Zingrave stood at the head of
the long table in the Governing Chamber and faced the gentlemen who
were colleceted there.

A hasty-meeting of the Governing Circle had been called, in fact.

The circle was ln no means complete, but there were, at least, a fairly
representative throng. Lord Sylvester was sandwiched in between Edmund
Gresswell, K.C., nnd Mr. James Coldrey, the well-known solicitor. Both
the latter wore regarding Sylvester rather curlously, for his lordship was
cxceedingly 1ll- at-case, and trembling visibly.

‘The peer had, in fact, recovered sufficiently from his intoxication to
realise the full gravity of what he had done. He knew that he had made a
truly terrible blunder, and—like ever y other Governing Member— he had
a wholesome. dread of Professor Zmrrmvc S uncanny eyes.

The professor was looking mmc:nall) grave to-night. As a rule, he was
extremely genial, and wore a winning smile. But, although he had been
told no actual facts, he felt a kind of uncomfortable sensation in the air,

which foreboded a gathering storm.
'The light {from the shaded electric lamps gleamed upon his domed fore-

l:ead, and his long black hair glistened like bl]k

“It is not I, gent]emen who have called this meeting,”” he said 3oftly,
in bis musical, seductive voice. ‘I have an inkling that Sir Gordon ITyde
has unpleasant news for us, and I do not intend 1o make a long speech.
Sir Gordon, kindly put us into possession of your information.”

Liyde rose to his feet.
““ What I have to say concernis our colleague—Lord Sylvester,” he

exclaimed gravely. ‘It is of the utmost gravity ”?

Sylvester ]umpcd up in alarm, his face deathly pale.

“For Heaven’s sake don’t rspcal\ Hyde!” he exclaimed hoarsely. * I—
I.‘_—_?’

The peer's voice crackled in his throat, and he eank back into his chair,
panting heavily. DProfessor Zingrave had turned his powerful, pitch-black
eves upon the interrupter, and Sylvester had absolutely no power left in
Nim. Zingrave’s gaze seemed to choke the words in his throat, and to
paralyse his very brain,

‘“ Continue, Sir Gordon !”” said the professor evenly.
“ An hour ago,” went on Hyde, ‘“ both Sylvester and myself were at the

house of Mr. Duncan Slone.  With us were Slone himself, the Earl of
Mexthorpe, and General Burns. I regret to say that Sylvester p'lrtook rather
liherally of spmtuous liquor, and became scarcely responsible for his words
or actlons s

““Go on,” said Zingrave sharply—'‘ go on, man!

“To bhe brief, Sylvester drunkenly chattered out the very inmost secretls
of the league,” Sir Gordon declared. ‘I am afraid the affair is terribly
£OTIONS »

Zingrave rose to his feet. :

“ What did Sylvester utter?’”” he demanded, his usually gentle voice now
quivering with scarcely suppressed passion. Even Hyde was somewhat taken
aback by the fire of fury which blazed {rom Zingrave’s eyes.

‘“ Sylvester declared that he and I were members of the Governing Circle
f the league,”” continued Sir Gordon reluctantly, ‘“ and that the Orpheum
Ulub is our headquarters. In addition, he said that you, Professor Zingrave,

were Lhe chief.”

Svlvester started to his feet again.
““1 did not know what I was saying,” he cried huskily. ‘I did not

know ??
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"I“ho.professor smote the table with a loud smack.
Did not know!" he thundered. ““ That is no excuse! A man who 1eveals

the league’s secrets in o drunken orgy is unfit to belong to the Governing!

Circle. Lord Sylvester, I have a mind to {real v .
: ' ‘ o as ¢ : .
treatod '’ o as all trailors aro

.“Sylvcsl'cr choked back a sobbing cry.

"I am not a traitor!” he panted frantically.
member of the circle than 1 am, Zingrave
transgress again!”’ -

“ The mischief is done!”’ retorted the professor fiercely. ““ Of what use
{o _talk of repentance now? Three total strangers know our scerets—secrels
which are cven withheld from our own working members."”

Sit Gordon lyde bent forward., \ '

“’l‘l.wrc ifs one redecming featlure in the unfortunate afair, professor,”
he said quietly. *“ All three men treated Sylvesler’s remarks with open
devision—they thought that they were merely the absurd utterances of a
drunken man.”

“ Nevertheless they know—they are dangerous !"" thundered Zingrave,
whose fury was somcthing amazing. ““ By all the powers, the folly of one
fool may result in the undoing of us all!”

Sylvester was silent. He was dumb with the realisation of his own
drunken act, and sat with pale face and twitching lips. The other Governing
Mcembers were all extremely startled, and many black, fierco looks wero
oasgl in the peer’s direction. But, strange to say, the majority of the men
were nol bestowing their attention upon Sylvester, bul upon DIrofessor
Zingrave.

It was an astounding thing Lo sce the chief moved oul of hisg
usual calm. Many, indeed, had never scen Zingrave in a temper, and
this was an entircly novel cxperience. The professor’s musical voice was
musical no longer. It grated harshly and vibrated with evil passion. The
mask of .geniality was thrust aside, and the real man—the real super-
scoundrel—was revealed.

‘But, almost as swiftly as his fury had arisen. so it abated. Even while
his fellow Governing Members were waiting for a fresh oulburst, Professor
Zingrave broke into a soft, silvery chuckle.

““I must apologise, gentlemen, for giving way (o a moment of anger,”’
he exclaimed softly. “ Fury will only help to complicate matters—amdt 1n a
crisis such as this we need our brains clear and keen. Let us discuss the
matter calmly.”’
¢ If yvou will allow me to speak " began Sylvestler. o

““ You have spoken far too much already.” cut in Zingrave icil.}'. :'-XO'IE
will be advised, Sylvester, to remain perfectly quiet during this discusston,

And the peer sank back into his chair, utterly subdued.

““ Now, Sir Gordon, have you any more to say?” asked the professor.

“ Very little,”” veplied the baronet. * I wish to 1'01t(§r:_1t0, hO\\'C\g'lc.r,. t}ml_-
Burns, Slone. and Mexthorpe have aheolutcl}: no suspicion that ..}h-gb‘t{cl
was stating the truth. They treated the whoie occurrence as a goc:d jo lod
Morecover, I extracted a faithfu! promise from them all that the talk wou
gorno further.lzlcd -

iingrave no¢ approvingly. - : \ Cie o

“ You were com-mlclndably? thoughtful,” he said. “ The matler 1s w“(i
fined simply to these three men. They are all lmuoura.l:;O lgf“.‘ll'.l{;'::ﬁ:};]:':)f
they will keep their promise. I do not fear any harm whalever g
the incident.” - .

$ But, my dear Zingrave, they arc aware—-

““ There is no more loyal
. L swear that I will never




1 Know you arc a man of wondertul 1dcas, proiessor,”” sald 1'OXCrolt,
?2

" but really my own wits are not quite sharp cnough to fathom——"

































































































































