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“GUREEN TRIANGLE.”

By the Author of *“The Forged Finger-Prints,” ¢ The Prison Breakers,’”
‘“ Amazement Island,” *The Mummy Mystery,’”” * The Red Spider,” etc., etc.

CHAPTER 1.
Mr. Malcalni Tressider, Multi-millionaire —A Proposal.

Nelson Lee shook his head, and smiiled.

“ My dear fellow, I have no wish to interfere with your pleasures in
any way,” he said genially. ‘° Why should I offer any objection ? I know that
T can rely on you to be discrect and cautious. You have always proved yourself
to he commendably level-headed.” '

_;?!Douglas Clifford laughed.

¥ YOU offer no objcction, Mr. Lee ? 7

%5 I assure you to-night will be no éxception to the rule,” he replied. ¢ Lady
Atherley’s ball is mercl{ going to be a fashionable society affair, and but for the
ar person at the function I wouldn’t care a jot about it.

presence of one particu
. But—er Well, you know all about it, Lee
" The famous detective’s cyes twinkled.

“ Quite 50,” he smiled. “ T sha'n’t express a wish that you will enjoy yoursclf
because that goes without saying. I don’t suppose many of the gentlemen present
at the hall will have the opportunity of dancing with Miss Vera Zingrave—and
I cxpect many jealous glances will be cast upon your iron-grey hair. [t will
indeed, canse comment if you monopolise Miss Zingrave entirelv.”

“{ shall not do that,” replied Douglas Clifford. * Comment is just what T
wish to avoid. You can rclv on my discretion, I.ce.”

“ 71 am sure of it,” said Nels'm Lec quietly.  ““ But who will be there ? Will
Professor Zingrave himself be present ? 7

“Oh, no. In point of fact, 1 don’t think the League of the Green Triangle will
Le represented at all. By the way, what’s the next item on the programme ? ™
went on Clifford curiously. '“ Have you struck any fresh trail # 7

Nelson Leo lowercd his eyelids a little and lolled back more comfortably in his
ersy chair. He and his visitor were in the great crime-investigator’s consulting-
room at Gray's Inn Road, and the timoe was carly evening.

“No,” Neclson Lee exclaimed, **I have not struck any fresh trail, Clifford.
The last member of the Governing Circle of the Green Triangle to go was Mr.
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Austin Sheldon. As you will remember, Sheldon practically cansed his own
death during a struggle with me in the ccllar of & ruined mosquo in the native
quarter of Port Raid.”

“ Yoa, that was a pretty exciting affair, by all that I heard,” remarked Clifford,
oflering hia companion a cigar. " By Jove, Lee, you do get into some qucer
holm ! It is a wonder you ever got out of that mysterious Pyramid of Meyduraam
alivo!"”

Nelson Leo nodded abaently.

“ It was, indeod,” he agreed. ' Bat that business is scttled. And in spite of
sll my eflorts -and vours--the Leaguo of the Green Triangle still flourishes. We
have much work to do yet, Clifforst - there are many dangers to be faced, and many
exciting adventures to bo undertaken before the accursed leaguo is brought to
itn kneea”

The detective suddenly sat up and clipped tho end off the cigar ho had accepted
from hia mmpnnion.

“PBut I don't want to n{:nil your cvening’a enjoyment,’”’ hesaid smilingly. * We
will talk bunineas somo other time.  If it will satisfy you, however, I W]ﬁ say this :
I intend to continue my campaign against the Gireen Triangle with all the energy
| posccas. Ro far 1 have been successful all along tho line; but the league is
such n vast organisation that it has acarcely felt the effect of my efforta, S?owlv,
Imt surcly, however, | mean to make Professor Cyrus Zingrave, the scoundrelly
thief of the league,”undorstand that his nociety of criminals is on the decline. 1t
haa all too long held ita evil rway over our farr land.”

" Who do yai intend to doeal with next 1™ asked Clifford.

“There are aeveral members of the Governing Circle on my list for immediato
tttention,” anewered Nelson Lee carcleasly. ' At tho moment 1 have not actually
decidedd which gentleman shall receive my thoughtful care. To tell the truth,
my dear fellow, [ am waiting for an opportanity to present itself which will give
me o chance of striking a awift and decisive blow.”

Douglas Clifford nodded, and swung hia leg as he sat upon the edge of the table.
He waa thinking of the campaign which he and Nelson Ieo had opened against
the greatost and most torriblo criminal organisation in the world—tho drcaded
League of the Green Trianvle,

Cliford was foreed to admit to himself that the great detective had done b
far the yreater part of the work ; but that was only natural. And the (hJ
Triangle hal already suffered keenly ; many of its most important governing
members had been brought to justice, and had been mado to pay the penalty for
their many crimen.

Yeam before Clifford had fallen foul of the Governing Ciicle, and of Professor
Zingrave, the chief. And ho had suffored oruel imprisonment and torture in con-
jequence.  But at last he had gained his frocdon, and had proposed to Nelson Leo
a proat campaign against tho loague. That oamrnign had progrossed with remark-
able succese—but the league was still practically as strong as over.

Cliffond had supplied the detective with information which laid bare to Nelson
Loo tho Groon Trangle's most cherishod scorots.  Thus the famous oriminologist
had bocn in a position of great advantage. Scotland Yard and the police of tho
singdom regarded tho Green Triangle as a mystorious band of whom they could
discovor no trace. But Nelson lee know everything —and thus was on almost
cqual torma with his unscrupulous fooce,

Aud Douglas Clitfond, of ocurse, had been foreed to adopt o disguise. Ho woro
hin own beard and moustache, having allowed them to grow, but they and his
hair wero dyed an iron grey, aml he looked & man of fifty—whereas ho had only
just tumed twenty seven. He lived in a luxurious flat under the namo of John
Merrick, and not one member of the Green Trianglo suspected that the clderly
Mr. John Mormek was the man the leazue had attempted to murder not many
wmonths agos
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And now Clifford was off to Lady Atherley’s ball. Lady Atherley was a noted
society hostess, and the affair promised to be a gorgeous one. When Clifford left
Nelson Lee’s rooms he walked to his own flat in order to dress for the occasion.
His thoughts were happy, and he was extremcly light-hearted.

Not that he cared a rap for either Lady Atherley or the dance itself. No, it
was the pros(r,ct of meeting a certain person at the ball which made his eyes
sparklo with delightful anticipation, and which caused the blood to course warmly
through his veins.

That person was none other than Vera Zingrave—the stepdaughter of Professor
Zingrave, the famous scicntist—and, in secrct, the head of the Green Triangle.
It was strange indeed that Clifford should be in love with the professor’s step-
gauglhtcr. But it was nevertheless truo; and Vora felt a very warm regard for

er lover. - : .

She was a delightful girl, as innocent as a babe regarding her atepfather’s cvil

doings. She knew nothing of his connection with the Green Triangle.

. But Clifford’s secrot was hers—hn had confided with h.r~as waa only natural.
She was aware that both he and Nelson Lec wore fighting the mysterious League of
the Gireen Triangle with all their strength.  But not a suspicion did she have that
her stepfather was the actual ruling brain of the terrible society. Clifford had
not tol(r her that, for it was an extremely delicate rcvelation to make. But ho
wz;q firmly resolved to reveal the dreadful sceret to her—and without much further
delay.

Cl)irﬂord '8 love affaira were very difficult, for it was impossible for him to become
openly engaged to Vera. His apparent ago made this impossible. But Vera
had made it clear that 2s soon a3 he was in & position to resume his normal character,
sho would be only too willing to aceept his proposal. For sho loved Clifford with
a1 much firc and ardour as he loved her.

The youpg man had learned that she would attend Lady Atherley's ball, chaper-
oned by e dear old damc—Lad({ Dorothy Calton, whom Clifford had already mect
on two or threc occasions. And he had therefore taken steps to gain an invitation
for himself.

Arriving at his flat, he found that Foster, hia valet, had prepared everything
for him, and after an exccllent dinner Clifford proceeded to dress.

Being alone, he had not troubled about dressing for dinner; besides, he wished
to be absolutely spic and span. Although clderly in appcarance, he nevertheless
wishod to look as well groomed as possible.

Ho taxicd to Lady Atherley’s mansion in Portland Squarc. Ho was in good
time, for many of the guests had not arrived.

Evorything was f,loriously brilliant and gay. The evcning dresses were wondcers
of charm and costliness. The ball was one of the events of the season, and all
socioty was roffrcscnted by the highest and noblest in the land.

Vera had not arrived, so Clifford lounged into the smoking-room for a cigar.
He found many gentlomen already present. As he was entering he happened
to glance bohind him, and unwittingly camec into collision with a big stoutish man
who was on his way out. . .

* I beg your pardon, sir,” said Clifford politely.

* Clumsy fool !’ muttered the other beneath his breath, and passed on without
onother word. Clifford coloured slightly, but then shruggzed his shoulders and
wont into the smoking lounge. He had imagined the guests to be ladies and
gentlomen all—but tho man whom ho had just encountered was obviously well
outside the bounds of gentility. _

Aa it happened, almost the first man ho met inside the loungo was the Hon.
Geofircy Haswell, o rather clderly acquaintance of Clifford’s, whom he had often
mct at his own club. Thcy were not cxactly fricnds, but had often chattcd

together.



1 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“You hero, Merrick ? " exclaimed Haswell genially. * It's rather early yet,
50 I'm just having a quict sinoke.” '

““I came here with the same in{ention,” replied Clifford. “ By tho way, do you
kuow who that was who passcd out just now—the man I accidentally bumped
into at the door ¢ "

*“ You mean the big, stoutish man ? *

“Yes, who is he ? ™

Haswell smiled.,

* Rather curious you shouldn’t know,” he said. * He’s one of the richest men
in the world—a multi-millionairc from South Africa. You’'re bound to have hecard
of him—Malcolm Tressider.”

‘ By Jove, so that brute is Malcolm Tressider, the famous South African million-
aire ?  said Clifford thoughtfully. ** Well,-Haswell, he may be as rich as the Bank
of England, but he’s no gentlcman.”

““Most people find that out who come in contact with Tressidor,’* chuckled
Haswell. ““ I have had no actual cxperience myself, but I have heard quito a lot
about the excellent Mr. Tressider. He’s o man who sprang into prominence,
apparently from nowhere, about five years ago. Since then he has literally forced
himself upwards, and is now a most powerful man in the financial world—and will
probably end up by becoming a baronect or a pcer.”

And the pair fell to chatting on other subjects.

Mecanwhile the objcct of Haswell’s remarks had entercd the magnificent reception-
room which adjoined the ball-room—whero Lady Atherlcy was receiving the
guests,

Mr. Malcolm Tressider was very soon in conversation with a group of distin-
guished ladies and gentlemen. He was received in society with open arms—for
he was a multi-millionaire. That fact alone was quite sufficient to admit him to
the most exclusive of society functions,

Tressider was big and fleshy, with a clean-shaven face, the skin of which was
the reverse of clear, and decidedly coarse. His lips were coarse, too, and his cycs
very prominent in spite of their smallness of size.  Altogether he was by no means
handsome, for he was the very embodiment of rich and blatant vulgarity.

But, again—his great wealth excuscd all these drawbacks.

Since Tressider had come into prominence he had had a hard fight upwards.
Perhaps that was the cause of his rough manners and overbearing attitude. During
the whole course of his career as a rich man he had exhibited tremendous power ;
his many pgreat cnterprises had been won by sheer brute forcoe. His one out-
standing characteristic, in fact, was a total disregard for those who came in contact
with him. If he set his mind on a certain thing, that certain thing would be
accomplished. No matter if a thousand people were ruined in the process, Tres-
sider went his way relentlessly. Brute forcc—brute force—that had been his
motto in all things.

As he stood there, chatting, scveral of the gucsts strolled away to greet friends
or acquaintances. And the multi-millionaire was left talking to one man only—a
prominent society physician.

The pair were mercly chatting idly, and Tressider had his eyes upon the dis-
tinguished guests who were arriving. Suddenly his eyes beccame even more promi-
nent, and decidedly more unpleasant to look upon.

Two women had just entered—or, rather, an clderly lady and a girl—and were
now being reeeived by the hostess. Tressider’s eyes were upon the girl, and he
could scarcely be blamed for the admiration which was expressed in them—although,
$o tell the truth, it was a kind of coarse admiration.

For the girl was strikingly bcautiful. Attired in o ball dress that was a sheer
vision in itself, her delightful figure was undoubtedly the lovelicst in that wholo
throng of distinguished ladies. Her hair was dark chostnut, with exquisite wavclets
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over her forchead, and fascinating c¢urls round about her ears.  And her face wo-ild
have won admiration from the most indifferent of men. Her derp brown eyos were
just wells of purity and laughing gaicty. Her dear little red lips were parted slightly,
revealing a set of pearly white tecth which flashed as she talked. And hor voier,
rcaching Tressider’s cars, was sweetly musical.

The millionaire flushed a littlo, and he did not know exactly why. TFeminine
bcautg did not usually affcct him in the lcast. But this girl was so wondrously
adorable that he conld not help his pulse beating a trifle faster than usual. ‘

“Can you tell me who thet girl i3?” he asked abruptly, turning to his
companion.

“ I was just looking at her,” replied the physician, ** She's splendid, Mr. Tressider,
ch? Dolknowher? Tam pleased tosay I havo met her on several occasions, ~nl
her looks do not belic her nature. I don’t think T have cver encountered such o
sweet girl as Miss Vera Zingrave.”

‘‘ Oh, Miss Zingrave ? "’ said Tressider. ‘‘ Perhaps sho is a relation of the famoua
scicntist of the samc name ? '

‘*“Sho is & very neor relation—Professor Zingrave’s daughter, in fact,” laughed
tho other—for it was not generally known that Vera was the professor’s step-
daughter. “ It is rather curious, too, that such a beautiful girl is still unattached.™

‘“ She’s not engaged, then 7 ”

“ No. Miss Zingrave must be particularly hard to please,” said tho physician.
with a smile. ‘“ I'll warrant she has hundrcd}; of admirers, and yet shé cares not a
snap of the fingers for any onc of them.”

alcolm Tressider was thoughtful for a moment, and his powerful jaw twisted
itaclf a trifle as it invariably did when his mind set itself to a fixed purposo.

“ Could you manage to introduce me, doctor ? "’ he asked quictly.

‘“ Certainly, Mr. Tressider ; cortainly.” g

But it scemed rather a difficult matter to scize an opportunity for introducin ¢
Mr. Malcolm Tressider. Vera Zingrave was constantly the centre of a laughing group.
Young aristocrats hovered round her like so many moths round a candle. But after
a bit she managed to have quite a long conversation alone with a grey-boarded
cntleman who was nobody in particular, and whose name was Mr. Merrick.
trangely enough, Vera sccmed perfectly happy in the clderly gentleman's company
—and Mr. Merrick, too, was bcaming.

Douglas Clifford, in fact, was more than delighted to sec tho girl of his heart.
The expression in Vera’s eyes as sho had taken his hand had clearly shown her
true feelings towards him. And Clifford was proud, and wildly impotent. He knew
that Vera would say the right word if only he were in a different position. But he
was terribly hampered, and he would have to wait. But ho would have given half
his fortune—and that was vast—to have becn able to pronounce her before all tho
world as his fiancée. )

In all too short a time, it seomed to Clifford, the superb orchestra commenced
playing, and the first dance was soon in full swing. And ia that first dance Clifford
a.mf Vera wero partners. Tho sceno was magnificent in the cxtreme, and probably
no other ball for months had been so gorgeous and spectacular. The soft electric
lights overhead shed their radiance on the dancing throng. Diamonds and prec’ous
sﬁmes sparkled from every feminine neck.

Melcolm Tressider was dancing, and in spite of his bulk he proved himself to bo
cxtremely light on his feet. But he paid very little attontion to his partner. His
cycs, whenever possible, were directed towards Vera Zingrave.

Clifford noticed this—he could scarcely help noticing it—and he was by no means
ploased. And, later on, he observed that Tressidor was watching Vera constantly.
and with an expression in his oyes which caused Clifford to frown uncasily.

At last, while Vera was sitting out during onc of the dances, the opportunity for
Malcolm Tressider to be introduced presented itsclf. For the sako of appearances



e THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Clifford was dancing with another lady, for he had no wish to mako himself con-
apicuous. And Vera was approached by Tressider and the physician. Tho intro-
duction was not a plcasant ono for tho girl, for shc took an instant dislike to the
brutal-faced millionaire. In his own manner he made himself cxtremely agrecable,
and finally succeeded in sccuring Vera for tho next dance.

Clifford frowned more than over at this, but he could do nothing, of course. Heo
knew very well that Vera had boen practically forced, and had not been able to
refuso tho dance. Tressider himsclf was pleased, and made no pretenco of hiding
it. He pressod his partnor for othor dances, but sho protested that it was impossible.
It soon became ovident that Tressider was determined. He did not seem to caro for
anybody clse in tho great ball-room. His eyes were constantly fixed upon Vera,
snd she was uncomfortably conscious of it. She felt, in some vaguc way, that the
millionaire intended making further overtures before the night was over. And tho
giri’s intuition was perfectly correct.

In spite of the goicty of tho ball, in spito of hor lover’s presence, she was very
ill at casc. She had o forchoding that somothing of an unplcasant naturc was
going to occur, .

This atrango forcboding notwithstanding, sho was in no measuro prepared for
that which actually did ooour. To escapc from Tressider’s unwelcomo gaze sho
rase from tho lounge on which sho had been sitting, and slipped through someo
ftimay ourtains into tho beautiful, softly-lighted conservatory.

Hore, among tho palma and flowors, with the delightfully fresh scent of blossoms
in the air, sho sat and frownod to hersolf, wishing that Clifford was thero with her,
But a waltz was in progross, and Clifford was whirling round with a rather clderly
rpinster.  Malcolm Tressider, Vora romombered with reliof, was also dancing.

Tha conscrvatory was empty—at loast, this porticn of it was—and Vera decided
to remain among l&n flowers until the waltz was ended. Then sho would enter tho
ball-room again, and join Clifford. But, almost beforo the girl was fairly at rest on
tho soft sottoo, she heard footsteps, and tho noxt moment Malcolm Tressider stood
before her.

*“ Forgive me, Misa Zingrave, for intruding upon you,” said the millionairo
quickly. ** I saw you enter, and I ventured to follow.”

** Roally, Mr. Trossider, you havo acted rather strangely ! exclaimed Vera:
coldly, rising to her foet. ** 1 must bog of you——"

‘* Bo soated—pleaso !’ Trossider cut in. ‘I have something of importance to
say, Miss Zingrave, and I thought this opportunity ?

‘ Somothing of importanco ! "’ asked Vera, still with an ioy chill in hor voice.
* You aro almost & stranger to mo, Mr. Tressidor, and I cannot think of any subjcct
on which you can wish to spcak. Will you please bo brief 1

Troasider seatod himself beside her, and nodded Alowly.

* Yos, I will be brief ! " ho exclaimed smoothly. *‘ I obsorve, Miss Zingrave, that
{ho thind finger of your left hand is innocent of any ring. In short, you are not
.niregod to bo married 1

** Mr. Trossider ! "

* Pleaso hear mo out ! ™ oxclaimed tho millionairo hastily. :

‘“ But this is outragoous ! " oricd Vera, hor fuce flushing with angor. * It.is ne
concern of yours whethor I am ongaged or not !

‘*“ On tho contrary, it concerns me vory matorially 1

* I—I fail to understand | "

* Then please let me be explicit,’ eaid Malcolm Tressider calmly. * Miss Zingrave,
Y am a man of prompt action and fow words.. 1 have snatohed this opportunity
for speaking to you alone beoauso I havo a very dolicato question to ask. ?want you
« bocome my wife | '
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CHAPTER 1.
Tressider Perseveres—The Interview—Sold for Half a-million,

OR several moments after Malcolm Tressider had made that remarkablo
F statement, Vera sat staring at him with a pale face, as though turned igto
a beautiful statue of marble. Then, quite suddenly, she lay back in the setteo

and a silvery laugh of pure amusement left her lips.

She knew positively that the millionaire was deadly serious in his proposal.
But the very farcical absurdity of the thing was too much for the girl's scnse of
humour. She even forgot to be annayed.

* If you aro joking, Mr. Tressider, I cannot compliment you upon your chadice of
a jest,” she exclaimed softly. * And if you are serious, you must allow me to be
amused at your——"

‘“ But I am serious,” interjected the millionaire quickly ; *“and there is nothinz
to bo amused about, cither. I admit that I have been extremely hasty, but when
T set my heart upon a certain thing I get to work without a second’s loss of time.”

*“ You flatter me by referring to me as a thing ! ” laughed Vera, mockingly.

*“ Oh, cannot you be serious ? ”

Vera laughed more heartily than ever.

“ You ask me to be serious—on such a subject ! "’ she exclaimed. * This absurdity
has gone quite far enough, Mr. Tressides. If you are a gentleman you will leave
mc!” ] .

Ninc mcn out of ten would have accepted that dismissal without another word.
But not so Malcolm Tressider. Throughout his career he had gained the object of
his desires by shecr force. He had won his enterprises by brutc strength. And now
he fondly imagined that Lie could carry on his love-affairs by the same ballyiny
racthods.

It showed the extraordinary overbearing confidence of the man. He was such a
power in the financial world that the mere liftidg of his finger was sufficient to ruin
a dozen men, if necessary. He was es chock-full of conceit and pride as a pome-
granate is full of seeds. And he was fool enough to think that, beeanse of his great
wecalth, any girl would be only too willing to fall at his feet.

‘“ Perhaps I am not a gentleman,” he said almost roughly, bending clozer to
Vera. 1 krow that I am something of a rough diamond, but I am rich, Miss
Zingrave—I possess many millions of money.”

“ It would matter not if you owned the wealth of the whole world ! »* interrupted
Vera, with a dangerous flash of her splendid eyes. “ If you do not leave me at
once, Mr. Tressider, you will compel me to leave the conservatory myself!”

The humour of the situation was becoming strained, now ; it was getting bcyond
2 joke. The coarseness of the man was revolting to Vera's delicate nature. His
facc, now bent so close to her, was puffy and brutal. The very idea of becoming
Tressider’s wife was so utterly impossible as to fill the girl with loathing. His wealth
scemcd only to accentuate his natural vulgarity.

He compressed his lips, and then rose to his feet.

“Very well,”” he said, gazing at Vera in a manner which caused her to drop
her eyelids and flush slightly, “ 1 will go, Miss Zingrave. But do not think you have
scen tho last of me. I fell in {ove with you the instant I saw you, and I am a man wh»
makes up his mind swiftly.,”” He bent closer, and his voice dropped. *“ I have made
up my mind to win you—to possess you—and I have never yet been frustrated in
any single one of my desires !'”

He turned on his hecl and left tho conservatory.

Vera breathed quickly, and her snowy white neck heaved a trifle, causine tha
diamonds resting upon the soft skin to sparkle and scintillato like a thousand
fires. She looked exquisitely beautiful at that moment, with her nostrils slightly
dilated and her lips parted, revealing a glimpso of her wiite tecth.
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But almost before sho could collect her thoughts, a footstep sotinded, and Douglas
Clifford appoared. Ho scated himself beaide her and took one of her little hands.
“My darling!” ho breathed anxiously. * You scom agitated. What is it,
Vero T That man—Trcssider—passcd me a second ago. Has ho been pestering
ou 7'
’ Vcra pressed Clifford’s hand aflcotionately.

“ You'll be furious when you know,” she said softly, ““ and then you'll smilo,
dcar! Mr. Treasider has just asked mo to becomeo his wife,”

‘** What 1" cried Clifford, starting to his fcet.

** Hush, Douglas ! Peoplo will hear 1" exolaimed Vera quickly. ‘‘ It is nothing
—nothing at all. 1 laughed in his face, of course, and dismissed him.” .

Clifford chocked a desire to say somcthing forcible.

* The infernal bruto! '’ ho said hotly, * Of all the cool nervo——Why, Tressiden
was only introduced to you an hour ago!”

‘ I{o told me ho is & man who makos up his mind yuickly,” smiled Vera, allowing
her lover to draw closer to her, and to place an arm round her slender young waist.
** Ho dceclares that 1 have not secn tho last of him.”

* Tho scoundrel ! "’ fumed Clifford.

“ You mustn't worry yoursclf, swcetheart,” whispered Vera gently. * You
can trust me, can't you ? "

He did not answor vorbally. ,

** But this won’t do,” wenton thc{;irl, springing lightly from thoscttee. ** Suppose
- just supposo sormcbody camo along end saw us 7 Wec'll go back to tho ball-
room and onjoy ourselves. Mr. Tressider won't worry me at all.”

And a fow minutos latcr Vera was dancing again. But Clifford was uncasy and
troubled. Ono fact caused him a certain dogrco of satisfaction—almost im-
madiately after ho and Vera emerged from the conscrvatory, Malcolm Tressider
took his doparture.

But, in apito of this, Clifford was vory worricd concerning Vera. Ho had a pre-
scentiment thut Treasider would provoe as good as his word—that Vera had by no
mceans scon tho last of him. A man who proposed to a girl an hour after being
introduced was obviously a man who was vory determincd.

And tho proof of this was not long in making itsclf apparont. The ball over,
Vera was taken home by Lady Calton, and Cliffiord procceded to his own flat,
wondoring how long it would be beforo Trossider would make another move.

Ho did not know it, but the vory noxt morning, just before noon, tho multi.
millionaire prosented himsclf at tho door of Professor Cyrus Zingrave’s mansion
in Grosvonor Square. Tho profcssor happened to bo in his library, and Tressider
wus at onoe shown into his presonce. He introduced himself without loss of time.

*“T havo hoard your namo on many au occasion, Mr. Tressider,” said Zingrave,
in his musically quict voice. *‘ It gives mo great plcasuro to meet you now. I
munlst confeas, howover, that I am at a loss regarding the nature of your business
with mo.’

Trousider disregardod the casy chair which Zingrave indicated to him, and
soated himself squarely upon a stiff leather-covored chair. Then, before replying,
ho thoughtfully shifted his cigar from wne corner of his mouth to the other, and
took stock of his companion.

Ho was somewhat surprised in Professor Zingrave. Ho had oxpected to sco
a big, hundsomo man ; but Zingrave was comparatively small, and cortainly not
handsome.  But he was, novertheless, decidedly distinguished-looking, and was
very obviously poascssed of massive brain power.  His forchead was high and
smouth, his silky black looks rather long umﬁ perfectly brushed. It added to his
uppearance, rather, that his collar and tio were somewhat untidy. Being o man
of acionce, it would have scemed somewhat out-of-placo had he been attired with
tho apruoceneas of a City business-man. '

» But ho was Vera's father, and that was suflicient for Mr. Malcolm Tressider,
v
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I have called upon a rather curious errand,” said the millionaire, with the
cigar still in the cornor.of his mouth. *‘ In short, professor, I had the extremo
pleasure of meeting your daughter at Lady Atherlcy’s ball last night.”

Zingrave looked hard at his visitor, who had paused.
“ Pray proceed,” he said shortly.

“Well, T have come to you because I have decided to make your daughter
my wifo,” exclaimed Tressider deliberately, and with amazing assurance.

Zingrave did not flicker an eyelid.

“That is extremely interesting,” he said calmly, but in an iey voice. * You
have decided to make my daughter Vera your wife ?

* You've got it exactly,” replied Tressider, with ease.

“ Your decision, I présume, is final ? "’ asked the professor.

Something in his tone caused Tressider to remove the cigar from his mouth,
and to twist his jaw determinedly.

““I believe I detected a certain note of sarcasm in your voice, professor,” said
the millionaire quictly. ‘' I’'m the last man in the world to look for trouble, and I
hope we shall come to a satisfactory arrangement without any difficulty. I always
speak vory plainly and to the point ; it is the best way in the long run. Beating
about the bush is not in my line. I want your daughter for my wife ! ”’

‘ And you mean to have her ? "

* Ycs, that is my fixed intention ! ”

For a moment the two men looked at one another in silence; then Profcssor
Zingrave rosc to his feet and fixed his gaze fully upon Tressider’s eyes, and for
tho first time for many a ycar Tressidor felt a qualm of uneasiness. He had been
80 long accustomed to bullying and browbeating others that it was a novel cx-
perience for him to fcel nervous, mobre ‘especially under the gaze of a man little
over half his own size.

*“ I, too, am a man who believes in speaking plainly, Mr. Tressider,” said Zingrave,
in the most gentle tone imaginable. *° Allow me to tcll you that you have approached
meo in a spirit which has by no means pleased me. You met my daughter last
night, and you como to me this morning stating that you positively mean to make
Vera your wife. Your assurance and audacity, my dear sir, are astounding. Tt i3
an old proverb, but a true one—it is never wise to count your chickens before
they’re hatchec. It was extremely unwise of you to scttle this thing in your own
mind before consulting me ! "

“ But I am consulting you at tho present moment.”

‘““Indeed ? It seems to me that this interview cannot be described as a con-
sultation,” went on Zingrave smoothly. ‘ On the contrary, you have definitely
stated that you mean to marry my J&ughtcr. Well, not to be outdone, I wiil
also make a definitc statcment. You shall not marry my daughter ! ”

(1] But-_,) - -

“7J think I made myself clear,” cut in the professor curily. “ These tactics of
yours may be very effective in your own particular circles, but in this maticr
they carry no weight whatever. Moreover, I am not in the habit of being bullicd
in my own house. You don't ask for Vera's hand ; you don’t propose that vou
should pay her attentions. On the contrary, you como here and state that she
shall become your wife. Your great wealth, apparently, has caused you to imazine
that you are a god, and that your every command shall be obeyed. Lot me tcll
you, sir, I don’t carc a snap of my fingers for your wealth, I wish you a very goud
morning, Mr. Tressider ! "

And Zingravo reached over to press the bell _ .

‘“Hold a minute ! ” ¢jaculated Tressider hastily. ‘' I apologise, professor!

Zingrave stayed his hand and faced his visitor again. Malcolm Tressider jammed
the cigar into his mouth again, shifted it about jerkily for a few scconds, grew
very red in the face, and finally calmed down.
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His host’s short, but cauatic, lecture had sunken into his inflated brain. Ho
realisnd that he would have to change his attitude.

“ Perhaps | went tho wrong way to work, and if so, I'm corry ! " ho growled
reluctantly. * I{ you will alow me——"" '

“1 fear you are wasting my time and your own.”

"Tremsider shifted in his chair impaticnt( o

* Your daughtor is a beautiful girl, pr(){mmr," he went on. * I've scen a good
many women, beautiful and otherwise, but your daughter puts them all in the
shado. Sha would make me a wife T could be proud of, and I am in a position to
lavish every worldly laxury upon her. She will have motoz-cars, mansions, her
own private yacht——"

“ Really, Mr. Tressider, this is all very absurd ! " interjected Zingrave. “In
nny caw, 1 eould not possibly think of your proposal at such short notice !

“Delay - delay ! snapped Tressider testily. ** Everybody in this count
wants waking up! I'm a man of brisk action. I'vo alrcady made up my mind,
no what's the use of delay 1 1 want to got the busincss through !

Zingravo regarded his visitor somewhat ocuriously. 1t was novel for 2 men to
telk of marriago as a buosincss, and to apring himself upon a perfect stranter and
demand his daughter's hand within the hour, almoat. Tressider was ovidently so
consumedd with his own importance that his perspectivo of overything was twisted
and distorted,

' The business, as you call it, will never be transacted,” said Profossor Zingrave
calmly. **1 havo no plans regarding Vera, 1'll admit, and sho is not cngaged ;
It yvou appear to think your milliona will influenco me.”

“ And they will influence you ! interrupted Tressider, leaning forward and
patting the table forcibly. ' Look here, perhaps this will prove my determination
On the day Vera beoomes my wife—"

“ That day will never ho 1"

‘“ (iive mo a chance—hear mo out! On the day Vera becomes my wile, T will
hand you a quarter of a million—no, I'll make it more ! T'll mako it three hundred
and fifty thousand pounds. This sum shall become yours, professor—your own.
And b will make over hulf iny fortune—and that is twenty times tho amount 1
just |;i:mr.d-~ to my bride.  Money talks, sir, talks o heap better than I
ean talk 1!

Trowsider was somewhat excited now. He had mede up his mind to posscss
Vera, and ho swore w0 himscld that nothing should stand in the way of the con-
summation of his dewire.  Onco launched on an eaterprise, he never admitted
defeat.  If it coat him & milliou of money, he would emerge the winner. It head
Leen his way during the whole course of his careor.

" Threo hundrod and fifty thousand,” he went on, without & pause. *‘It’s a
Kkreat fortuno in itao, profrssor, and it's yours—yours upon the day Yera becomes
my wifc. 1'm not boaating ; 1'm not making wil(fstawmcnte. I'll go straight from
thiv house to a sulicitor, and tho whole transaction will bo made perfectly legal
and binding. What do you say now ? What of my millions ! Will they not influenca
you in my favourt”

Profossor Zingravo was upon his fect. His exproesion was one of anger, ana
he again reachod for tho bell. But he paused in the aot of pressing the ivory button
and scated hinscll again. A sudden trend of thought had found s place in his
remarkable brain, '

“Wait 1" ho sald sharply, as Tressider was about to speak again. ‘‘ Don't
talk, man ; I wish to think! I admit your proposal has impressed mo at last,
but I mypt consider.”

Trvasider wmitled triumphantly. Zingrave was awaro of that smilo, but he did
nut howd it. Ho was thinking Xvoply, and thinking quickly.

The millionaire’s amazing proposition had, indeed, impressod him.

Lrossider was n man of "‘Ul’tyJi\'U. at lcast. Ho was coarsv and vulgar, but ho
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was fabulously rich. Rumour had it that he was worth ten millions sterling, and
rumour in this case was probably correct. ,

Would it not bo wise to consider his suggestion ? Vera hersclf, the girl’s own
inclinations and wishes, did not enter into his calculation. He was thinking of
himself, and of the Leaguo of the Green Triangle.

At first Zingrave had been disposed to treat Tressider’s proposal with contempt,
but three hundred and fifty thousand was a vast sum. It would swell the league's
coffers to such an extent that several big undertakings Zingrave had in mind
could be put into operation—undertakings that required vast capital.

It was obvious that Tressider meant all he said, and his wealth was such that he
could afford to give the sum without being affected in the least.

And what of Vera ?

'To tell the truth, Zingrave had thought a good deal of his stepdaughter recently.
Ho knew that sho would want to marry somebody sooner or later, and Zingrave
had always looked upon that day with a certain feeling of apprehension. Veia
might wish to marry a man who would prove awkward in the future—a man who
wouid display an intcrest in her stepfather, and would make himsclf a peril (0
the league.

The problem of Vera, in fact, had been a worrying one.  Quite suddenly it struck
Zingravo that herc was an opportunity of settling thc matter once and for all.

Malcolm Tressider’s proposal was a way out of the difficulty. Vera would be
marricd to arich man, and would be taken to far- of South Africa. Every luxury
would bo lavished upon her; she would, at lcast, be weil-cared for. Moreover,
Zingrave himself would profit very considerably. ‘

Vera would thus be married off to a man who would lcave England, and would.
take his brido with him. The profcssor had always been somewhat hampcred by
the presence of his daughter constantly by his side.

Yes, upon the whole, it would be a wisc action to comply with Tressider's
suggostion. If Vera protested—and Zingrave feared that she would—force woulil
have to be imposed. But, of course, nothing could be done in a hurry. The whol:
thing would have to be made absolutely legal.

Zingrave paced up and down for a few minutes, and then faced his visitor.

“I am inclined to meet you in this matter, Mr. Tresaider,” he said smoothly.
‘“ No, pleasc don’t gloat. ou have influenced me by your offer, I'll admit, but
it will not please me if you adopt a triumphant attitude.”

I want you daughter,” said Tressider bluntly. *‘‘ I'm only too pleased to have
won you over to my way of thinking. Are there any questions you would like
to ask? " :

“ Several. To begin with, after you are married, what will your intentions be?

Tressider thoughtfully selected another cigar from his gold cése.

* Well, at tho present moment, I am making negotiations for the purchase of
a stcam yacht,” he said. ‘' A honeymoon tour round the world would be rather
interesting, and it would take fully a ycar. After that I shall take my bride to
South Afrioa, where a magnificent mansion is at present being erected, Soutia
Africa, professor, will be my permanent place of abode.”

Zingrave nodded.

* You mentioned a certain sum a few minutes ago,” he said quietly. ** It was
a princely sum, but the amount was not cven. It would be far better for us to
:cttle upon a round sum before procceding further. Shall we say five hundred
thousand ? "

“ That is a big incrcase,” remarked Tressider.

 Nevertheless, if you do not agree, I do not think we can come to terms——"

Tressider laughed roughly.

* Oh, it doesn’t matter a jot to me,” he said, with a wave of his fat hand, as
though the sum mentioned was & mere trile, Half a million it shall be. But thero
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must bo no altoration ; if we can settlo this thing now, professor, it must go throug’
right to the cnd. Whatever happens, your daughter must become mine.”

* Wo will talk,” said Zingravoe softly. ** We will go into details, Mr. Tressider.
My daughter may possibly raise objections, but it will make no difference ultimatcly.
Sho will be forced to obcy my commands.”

And then tho two men went into a fairly long discussion. At the expiration of
an hour, Malcolm Tressider roso to his feet, and his face was flushed, and his eyds
glcaming with triumphant satisfaction. He did not love Vera in the true sense of
the wor&—such a man was scarcely capable of love. But she would make him a
wifo who he could take into the most noblo houscs. And she, being gentle and
beautiful, would compensate for his roughness and vulgarity. He wabd only too
wcll awaro that he was only tolerated in famous housos because of his wealth.
To have Vora as a wife would niake all the difference in tho world 3 his social
status would bo rendered much higher.

And so the transaction was complcted.

Vlcm Zingravo had heen sold by her scoundrelly stepfather for half a million
sterling,

CHAPTER 111,
Vera's Alarm—She Informs Cliford—Nelson Lee Gets to Wo:k.

I'TER Malcolm Trossider had gone, Profcssor Zingrave sat in his library for
some considcrable time thinking deoply.

The wholo disgraceful ** busincss *’ was settled except for the purely lezai
points. AW those wero being attended to at bnee.  Zingruve felt that there was
troublo ahead. He was praotically certain that Vera would net agree to becomo
'I'rensider’s wife.  But, objections or no objections, she would have tc obey. Tho
programmo would be carried out at all costs.

Half & million was at stake, and half a million wa4 a stupendous sum ; and even
Zingrave, in his position as Chicf of the Leaguo of the Green Triangle, had never
doalt in such o huge amount of money before.

But although it scemed vast to him, Malcolm Tressidor was only too willing to
give it in erder to gain his object.  His fortuno was so tremendous, that e would
arobably never feol the effccts of tho loss,

Before long Zingrave rang tho bell, and ordered the man-servant who appcared
Lo inform Mias Vora that her presence was roquired in the library. And shortly
nfterwards Vera appeared, looking simply delightful in a neat morning frock.

* What is it, father ? "’ she asked snilingly, as she paused just inside the ropm.

* Close the door, Vera, and sit down.”

8hé did so wondoringly, noting that her stopfathor appeared unusually grave.
His attitudo seemed to aﬂ{ect. her, for she, too, lost her smile, and bad & dim presenti-
ment that somothing unploasant was in the air.

** Last night, Vora, you attended Lady Atherloy’s ball,” began Zingrave. ** Whilo
there, you mot & gentloan named Mr. Malcolm Tressider "

* No, father, you aro wrong. Mr. Tressidcr is no gentleman.”

‘* My dear ohild, do not como to hasty conclusions. Mr. Tressider has visited mo
this morning, and 1 havo found him to be a true gentleman in every sensc of the
word. Ho may be a triflo uncauth, but he is a good man—and a very rich man.”

Vora looked uncasy.

“ But what has Mr. Tressider to do with e ? *” she asked quickly.

“ Nothing, et tho ])roacnt. moment,” replied her stepfather.  ** But before many
wooks have passed, 1 hopo ho will bo very much to you indced. Vera, you have
sometimes oxprossed tho wish that {lou are always desirous of respecting my——"

* What do you mean, father ¥’ Vera cut in, breathing rapidly.

* ] want you to marry Mr. Tressider,” said tho professor smoothly. ** No, let meo
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finish. Mr. Treasider is a millionaire, and he will make you an excellent husband
in every way. I understand he proposed to you last night, and you refused him.
I am not surprised, for he went the wrong way to work. But when he comes to
you azain, Vera, you must not refuse him.”

Vera had gone deathly pale, but she was quite composed.

*‘ Father, you are joking with me ! " she said huskily.

“1 am not joking. It is my wish that you should marry Malcolm Tressider !

The girl choked back a furious outburst, and forced herself to be calm. But her
eycs {lashed with anger and determination. She was strong-willed, and was not
the sort of girl to knuckle under. And this attitude of Lcr stepfather’s almost todk
her breath away. She would never have believed that he would consent to her
marriage with a brute of a man such as Tressider.

Yct he was ordering her to obey his commandas.

*I will never marry Mr. Tressider ! "’ she said, with forced calmness, “ You
riust be mad, father! I—I cannot understand you ”

Zingrave rose, and crossed to her side.

** Put aside your foolish prejudices !’ he exclaimed. * Ttessider is a good man,
and [ would not dream of suggesting this marriage unless I was convinced of his
honour. I expected you to be a little upset, but you will get over it, my dear
child.”

*“I will never marry Mr. Tressider !’ repeated Vera firmly.

Her voice was icy, and her face as pale as chalk. At that very second she was
thinking of Douglas Clifford. She knew that she could not reveal her feelings
towards Clifford to her father. Under the circumstances it was impossible to do so.
But she realised now, all in a second, how much she loved Clifford.

The idea of marrying Tressider was absurd, revolting. Not for all the moncy
in the world would she consent !

Zingrave set his lips tightly, and faced Vera. His fears had not been ill-founded.
And he realised that the girl would prove even more obdurate than he had antici-
pated. But he swore to himself that she would be reduced to subjcction. Hitherto
he had been kind and considerato to his stepdeughter. But now—well, now her
refusal or acceptance of Malcolm Tressider involved half a million of money. And
he steeled his naturally hard heart, and knew that harshness was required.

“1 have told you my wishes,” he said grimly, staring straigcht at her with his
strange, picrcing eyes. ‘‘ You will obey me, Yera! It is my decree "

She sprang to her feet. .

“ Your decrce !’ she cried passionately. ‘‘ Are we living in the Middle Ages,
that you should specak so ? Have I no say in the metter? Am I to marry the
first man you choosc for me ? Am I a slave to obey your bidding——"

““ Quiet, child ! ” said Zingrave sternly. * This is not like you, Vera, to indulge
in outbursts of temper. Listen to mec quietly. DMr. Tressider has been to me thys
morning, and has asked me for your hand. I have consented, and you will marry
him in due course. There is no nced for Liurry, and in a month or two——"

Vera laughed strainedly.

“ Never'" she said. *‘ Never! I loathe the very sight of the man! In tifty
years I could not feel any differcnt. I am amazed that you should wish this awful
thing. I would rather marry the first beggar in the street than Malcolm Tressider !
I would rather die as I now stand ! ™ i

Her cycs flashed with passion, and her breast heaved so much, that she wzs
forced to place a hand to her neck to control herself. And as Zingrave looked at
. her, he was convinced of one thing.

He knew Vera, and he knew that she was possessed of a strony will.  Shespoxo
with fierce detcrmination, and he realised that a year of argument would make no
altcration. It would be better, perhaps, to seemingly accept hei decision,

With a soft, musical laugh, he patted her gently upon the shoulder. .

* Do not upset yourself, my Lttle girl,”” he said softly. * I will seo Tresader
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again, and will tell him that the marriage is impossible. T thought you would be
roasonable, but as you are not, there is no other course open to me. Perhaps, in a
few wecks’ time, you will think differently. 1 shall make a point of inviting
Tressider here frequently, and you may grow to like——""

Vera opened her mouth to ;Fenk. but the words refused to come, and her lower
lip trembled with emotion. Her lovely eyes, too, were becoming moist, and sho
kncew that she would give way if shn remained in the library another moment.
Yo, with al choking little sob, she walked quickly from the room, and closed the
&vor quictly.

Pro nuoryZingmvo snappod his ﬁnqorn, and sat down.

** She is firm 1 ’' he inuttered angrily. *‘ I feared that this would happen. And
T know the girl as only a lifc.long guardian can know her. She will never, change
her mind ; Eo will rcmmain obdurate. But tho marriage shall takc place ! I swear
it shall 1 It is the safcst and best course for all concorned. Married to Tressider,
she will bo in & gucon’s position, and will he far from England. I shall be frce
{ " .

Ho brought his fist down upon the table forcibly.

*“ Tho only way is bl:Y foroe ! " he murmured, his oyes gleaming dangerously
behind hin glasses. *' Forco! Sho is my stepdaughter—— But that is of no
arcount, The thing can be accomplished without a hair of her head being harmed.
Drastio measures are roquired, and drastic measures shall be adopted ! "’

Moanwhile, Vera had gono straight to her room. But she did not remain there
long, for prescntly sho drossed and left the housc. Her eyes wero dry, but thcy
expreascd terrible anxicty and pain.

Rhe went straight to a post.office, and dispatched a short telogram. Half an
hour later, as she was sitting in a private corner in a fashionable restaurant, Douglas
Clifford strolled in, raised his hat to hor, and took a seat by her side. Neithor
of themm wished any chanco watcher to guess that the rostaurant was a rendezvous.

“ Your telegram camo just as I was on tho point of going out,” said Clifford
softly. * What is it, Vora darling ? Somothing has happencd—I can sce it by
your eycs.  You must tell mo.” :

“That is why | sont for you,” repliod Vera, smilingly happily as she looked
into his faco: then her cxpression changed. * I am worried, my sweetheart.
F‘":,:l hes exploded a bombsholl upon me this morning, and 1 am nearly dis-
‘mo ! 11 .

And then, in quiet even tonos, sho told Clifford all.  He listoned with a grim,
sot face, and with his lips tightl‘y\ closed. When Vera had done he nodded slowly.

* 1 cannot understand it,” he said. ‘ The professor's wish is amazing, for
Trossidor is obviously a brute and a cad. But I am worried for you, Vera. Your
stopfather is a strange man with extraordinary will-power. I am afraid he will
talk to you, and argue with you "

She looked at him reproachfully.

“Do you not trust me, Douglas ? " she asked tendorly. * All the talking,
and all tho argument in the world will make no difference. I will never marry
h‘hloolm Trossidor ! I caro too much for you, dearest, to even dream of such a
thing 1 "

* By Jove, you dear little girl

Cliflord glared round him rather unreasonably. But, just at that particular
moment, ho would havo preforrod to be alone with Vera. A restaurant certainly
hoas luln{ disadvantages on certain ooccasions.

But when they parted, Clifford walked away with a worried frown. He had
suen Vera into a taxi, and know that she was relioved in mind. Having unburdened
herself to him she felt more contented.  But he was uncasy and worried.

He, too, wishad to unburden himsolf. And he instantly thought of Nelson
Loe. Clifford was a man of action, and he had no soonor thought of Nolson Leo

_ than ho hailed a taxi, and sct off for Gray’s Inn Road.
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The famous detective was at home. He was seated in his consultinz-room
with Nipper, his trusted young assistant, and the pair were discussing a plan of
campaign which was connected with the Green Triangle.

Cliffiord lost no time. He told Nelson Lée exactly what had happencd, and
the detective listened in silence to the end. )

* What do you think of it, Lec ?  asked Clifford, in conclusion. *Is there
any necessity to worry ?  Or do you think Zingrave will drop his mad idea,
secing that Vera is so determined ?

Nelson Lee shook his hec &

*“I don’t wish to alarm you, my dcar fellow, but there is every cause for us
to be very concerned,” he exclaimed quietly.  *‘ Professor Zinzrave is a dangerons
men, and Vera’s refusal to marry Tressider will carry no weight with him. Thero
13 much more in this business than you seem to imagine.”

‘“ Heavens !’ cjaculated the other. ‘‘ What do you suspect, Lee ?

“To begin with, do you know Tressider’s reputation ?

‘““ He is a brute and a conceited cad, at all events.”

“ Those qualitics are mercly minor defects,” said Nelson Lee calmly.  * Maleolm
Treasider is & millionaire from South Africa, and he made his vast fortune mainly
by fraud and criminal dealings. In spite of the fact that he has always kept him-
sclf within the law, he is neverthceless a rogue of the first water.”

“ (’}:ood heavens, you—you don’t mcan to suggest he’s a member of the Creen

““Dear me, no! He probably knows nothing of the Green Trianzle, and you
may be sure Zingrave had revealed nothing to him,” went on the detective.  * But
there is some deep game afoot, Cliford—some dastardly scoundrelism, and Vera
is being drawn into it."”

Clifford clenched his fists convulsively.

‘“ But what,” he asked between his teeth—*° what is the scheme, Lee ? ”

“T do not know—but I can guess.”

“ What do you mcan ?”

“ Many things. Tressider is 2 millionaire many times over. He meets Vern
Zingrave, and deccides to have her for his wife. He knows that her father will
probably refuse him, and so he decides to make it worth the professor’s while to
gigo his consent. It is my opinion, Clifford, that Tressider has offered Zingrave
a vast sum—probably a quarter of a million—if he gets the girl in return.”

Clifford gasped. °

“ But this—this is awful ! " he exclaimed thickly. ‘ Even Zingrave, scoundrel
though he is, would not sell Vera for money. The idea is revolting !

“It’s awful ! " put in Nipper, from the fireplace. '

“I agree with the pair of you,” said Nelson Lee. * But everything pointa
to the facts being as I have outlined. Tressider is rich, and Zingrave’s real interest
in life is contred in the League of the Green Triangle.  He has agreed to sell Vera
for a sum of money—in his heart I'll warrant he cares not a rap for the girl. And
there is another point, Clifford.  Tressider comes fromn South Africa, and will
" presumably go back to South Africa after his marriage. Thus Vera will be taken
out of the country, and Zingrave will be free to continue his nefarious work un-
interrupted.”

** But why is there cause for concern ? " &8ked Clifford keenly.

“ Because Zingrave is not the man to take ‘no’ for an answer,” replied the
detective.  ** Vera Lias refused to have anything to do with Tressider.  DBut if
I know anything of the professor, he will not let the matter drop. He will bring
presaure to bear on Vera, and will force her against her will.”

Clitfford was excitedly alarmed.

* But—but she is strony minded

“That makes no difference.  Zingrave will Probably use force.”

“Forco! Then—then Vera is in danger ? ™

"
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“That is what I belicve,” said Nelson Lee. ** Of course, I may be a little
wrong iz my surmiscs, but I do not believe so.  After all, I have only outlined
that which is practically obvious. If only for your sake, Clifford, we must not
let this monstrous thing go on. We must not allow Vera to be sold to a brutal
scoundrel like Tressider,” . _

1 do not see what we can do,” Clifford said helplessly.

* Neither do I at the moment. We can only await developments. But, some-
how, 1 have ‘an idca that developments will not be long in making themsclves
apparcnt.  Tressider only met Vera last night, so he is cvidently a man of brisk
action.  He will not waste much time now.  But there is one thing we can do,
and that shall be donec at once. There is work for Nipper here,”

Nipper looked up eagerly.

“Hallo! What do I do, guv’nor ? " he asked. :

“ You will kcep a constant watch upon Professor Zingrave’s house in Grosvenor
Square,” replied his master grimly. ‘‘ Whenever Miss Zingrave ventures out
you will follow her as a kind of bodyguard, and sce that she comes to no harm.
I mysclf will relicve you at times. I do not intend to spy upon Miss Zingrave
in any way, but to have help near at hand in case of necessity. Possibly Nippor’s
cfforts will be in vain, but it is always wise to take precaution.”

And so Nelson Lee embarked upon a case, vaguely uncertain at the time. which
was to lead to many exciting adventures before a week had passed,

CHAPTER 1V,
Nipper Finds Something to Do—On the Track—The House on the Cliffs.

IPPER was on the watch in Grosvenor Square.
N This was, in fact, the second day, and Nipper was rather inclined to be
bored.  Tho provious day hc had followed Vera on several occasions,
but her journecys had only been to various shops, the houses of friends, and such
like. And to-day had been a repetition of yesterday, except that Vera had
only been out on two occasions.

The time was now carly evening, and the darkness was gathering rapidly.  \gpra
hed not been secen by Nipper since the morning, and he was anxious to be relieved ;
for certain sensations within him made it clcar that he required his tea, and it
would be no mcan tca, cither, when it came to it.

Ni {;por wag just deciding what he would have for the first course when his atten-
tion becamo distracted to a taxicab. An irate old gentleman was demanding it
for hire, but the driver persistently refused the fare.

‘“ Queer,” muttered Nippor, frowning, ‘ That's about the tenth fare that
cabby has refused in o couple of hours. And what the deuce has he stuck there
for, in ono position, all the blessed afterncon ? '

Nipper had been puzzled for some little time.  Larly in the afternoon the taxi-
cab had driven up, empty, and had taken its stand against the curb not far from
where Nipper was standing—some little distance from Zingrave’'s mansion.

And the taxicab had remained therc for three or four hours, its driver lolling
in his scat rending and smoking. Many people had required the cab, but they
had all reocived tho answer that it was engazed. The little flag being down, it
was not possible to argue, for the lowered flag denoted that the vehicle was not for
hire.

All the same, it was a bit curious.  Nipper, having been on the watch the
whole afternoon, could not fail to be struck by the fact. Nobody else would
notice anything curious, for therec was nothing remarkable in a taxicab waiting
outside o house.

* 1f that giddy moter’s been ticking away all this time somebody will have &
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-pretty penny to pay,” muttered Nipper. * Oh, well it's none of my husiness,
although it is a bit qucer.”

Tho lad certainly never suspected anythiny sinister in the taxical's presenze
in Grosvenor Square.  The thing was g0 open and straightforward that it did not
scom possible that any villainy was afoot.  There was no reason why Nipper
snould suspect anything—at least, there had been no reason so far.

But a change was soon to occur.

Nipper had the corner of his eyc upon the gate of Professor Zingrave's houso.
And now, while he was still thinking of the taxicab, the gate swung open, and a
slim, girlish form appeared. Nipper’s heart sank, for he had hoped that he would
be relieved before having to do further work.

For he knew that the form was that of Vera Zingrave. It was his duty to
follow her, and sce that she camo to no harm, and there was no telling when he
would be able to get frce.  However, Nipper was not the lad to grumble, and he
resigned himself.

But as he was about to move forward in order to keep Vera in view, he heard
the throb of an cngine, and the taxicab slowly passed him so that it would approach
Vera, Nipper noticed that the little flag was now up, and he was instantly filled
;vil;h vaguc suspicions. And these suspicions lost their vagucness a moment
ater.

They became definite and acute.

The taxicab crawled past the ncar-side pavement, along which Vera was walkinz.
And the driver leaned over towards her.

“ Keb, miss ? 7 he inquired briskly. ‘ Keb, miss ? "

Vera nodded her head, and the taxi camne smartly to a stop azainst the kerb.
Nipper watched with his heart beating a fierce tattoo against his ribs, What
did it mean ? Somecthing definite was happening at last, he knew. .

The cab had been waiting there for one rcason—to approach Vera as soon as
sho left the house, and to carry her off somewhere. It was obvious that this
was a garcfully planned affair. And Nipper, knowing all he did, was filled with
exciicment and alarm.

“It’s fishy,” he muttered—* it’s thundering fishy ! There might Le a man in
that taxi, ready to overpower Miss Vera as soon as she cntered ; or there may be a
drug, or some other——"

"He paused, and iooked round him helplessly.

The taxi was even at that second moving off.  Vera was inside it, and Nipper
was certain that she had walked into a trap. In some vaguc way this was a
echeme of Zingrave's to gain his object.  Nipper knew that he was not mistaken.

But what should he do? How could he follow ? He was on foot, and he
"knew that running after the taxi would be useless—running after it, that is, in the
hope of finding another taxi close by.

Besides, such a thing would have been conspicuous, and he did not want to mix
o cabby in the business. He gazed round him desperatcly.

“ By jimmy !” he muttered.

As he looked from the taxi—which was now gathering specd—to the other sida
of the road, hc observed a tradesman’s bicycle propped against the kerb. 1t's
owner had just cntered a neighbouring gateway:.

Nipper made up his mind in a second.

This was no timo for delay ! _
He dashed across the road, grasped the bicycle, and swung himself into tho

goddle. Then he started pedalling away*for all he was worth. He half expected
to hear shouts of indignation and anger behind him, but none came.

The thing had been done so quickly that the bicycle’s owner probably knew
nothing about it. And the few people who were in the square certainly did not
take any interost in the doings of a shabbily-dressed boy.

Nipper was rather surprised at his own cool nerve.  But it was don- now, and he

7
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waa extremely elated. I the whole business proved to be nothing at all he would
have donr no harm.

On the other hand, if his suspicions turned ont to be correct, then he would
probably diseover much which wonld ho of great use.

It waa not difficult for him to catch up with tho taxi, for it was travelling com-
piratively slowly, owing to tho traffic. He soon found that it was makin: for

srompton Road. At last it reached Fulham Road, and speeded up somewhat,

" Looks as if the blessed thing’s going to Putney,” muttered Nippcr. * My hat,
what u rotten old gigger thisis! It wants oiling in overy joint !’

The biovels was certainly one that deft mucﬁ to ho desired. But it still kept
going, and that wa+ the main thinﬂ. By pedalling hard Nipper managed to keep
up with his quarry, but it was an effort.  He realised that if the chaso proved to be
a lonz one he wonld have to drop out.

In the traflic it was quite mu?' to keep up with the taxi; but once quict roads
were reached it was all he could do.  And, later on, should the taxi make for the
open country, it would be a sheer physical impossibility for Nipper to keep tho

neo up.

! I"ulhlr,un was reached at last, and here Nipper lost sight of the taxi ahecad, for it
had been travelling pretty fast since passing through Walham Green. But he
breathed with relicf some little time later ns he again saw the taxi. It hed been
hunt up by kome heavy fumiture vans which were travelling at a crawl.  This had
necessitated the taxi slowing to a walking pace, and it enablod Nipper to catch uyp.

Over Putney Bridge and along Putney High Street the cab proceeded. By this
time Nipper was practically sure that something «inister was afoot. Vera would
never have teavelled all this way of her own accord.

“1 can't keep it up much longer ! panted Nipper desperately. * Oh, rats!
There's o rotten hill now 17

For the taxi was making ita way straight up Putney Hill. Tt was a long wrary
alimh, but furtunately for Nipper a commercial motot-van was aseending the hill
ot the same time, and at about the same paco as the taxi, soine twenty yards behind

Nipper gave o apurt as it nearcd him, and clung on to the rear part of it.  Now,
freo whoeling, he was enabled to take a broathing spell. '

** 1 should havo been done, bat for this ! " he gasped to himscelf. * Thank good-
ness, 1 ean take a breath of air 1"

'The froo pull, in fact, was moro than welcome. It not only made it easy for
him to koep up with tho taxi, but ho was ablo to take a rest. And when tho toy
of tho hill was roached ho was quite fresh again, and was now closo to his quarry.

The commervial van overtook the taxi, so it was necessary for Nipper to release
hia hold.  He did so and commenced podalling with renowed strength. .

Ilo was now only o hundred yards behind the vehiclo which contained Vcra.
For somo reason it was travelling very slowly, and he found his task easy.

Before him Putnoy Heath strotched out bleak and bare. Hardly a soul was

about, and tho atmosphore, being somewhat misty, it was not possiblo for anyona
to sov very far.
Nipper did not want tho taxi-driver to become awarc of tho fact that he was
boiny Y:)llowed : 80 tho lad opened the front of his lumr and allowed the light to
blow out. The night was so dark that he knew he would not be seen. He would
havo to risk being held up by a constable for ridin% without a lamp. His rear
light had jur‘fod out la\g sinoe, but that did not trouble him.

But as 1t happened Nipper nced not havoe foared.

Quito uuddvnf_v tho taxi came to a halt. The spot was almoset in the middlc of
tho heath and very deserted and desolate. No vehiclo of any description was
coming cither from tho direction of Putney or the other way.

Without hesitating ® second Nipper loapt out of the saddle, whizzed his bicycle
on to tho heath, and crouched behind some bushes,

Why bad the taxi atopped ?
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The lad wag soon to learn the reason. And it caused him a feeling of dismay—
but, at the same time, he knew positively that Vera was in peril.

Two men emerged from the darkness near by, and spoke a few rapid words to the
driver of the taxi. Then they both entered the vehicle, and the door slammed.

Nipper did some quick thinking.- He even thought quicker now than he had
donc in Grosvenor Square. He was almost exhausted by his ride, and by the look
of things the taxi was going to proceed straight ahead into the country,

He know it would be impossible for him to keep the pace.

And yet the necessity to follow was now ten times as urgent !

Vere had been kidnapped. But if Nipper lost the trail now, neither he nor his
master would be able to pick it up again. At least, if they did, it would entail
great amount of trouble ; and the deﬁy would probably be fatal.

Fverything hinged upon the next few seconds. :

Nipper was filled with dismay and enxiety. A dozen thoughts passed swiftly
through his brain, and only one scemed to be of any use. But that was risky, and
would probably end in his giving the warning to the league men—as Nipper was
sure the trio were.

But there was no time for further thought.

Quick as lightning he slipped forward. The taxi was just restarting. Nipper
ran lightly up to the rear of it, gripped hold, and swung himself up. It had bcen
impossible for him to follow on the bicycle, and so he was riding on the taxi itsclf !

But if his prosence should be discovercd the fat would indeed be in the fire.
He would be treated drastically, and he knew that the league would make short
work of him. . '

In addition to this, he had not been sure that he could cling to the rear of the
taxi. He might be able to do so for a few miles, but the strain would be terrific.
It all depended how far the vehicle was destined to go.

To Nipper's joy he found that it was fairly casy for him to ride with a certain
‘dezree of comfort. Unlike most taxis this one had a fairly large chassis, and there
was a small projecting ledge upon which he rested his feet. And just above it was
a small luggaze grid.

He kneceled upon this, and clunz with his hands to the iron support of the hood,
which was fast closed.

The luggage grid seemed to prove that this was no ordinary taxi; and, indecd,
Nipper knew that it was not. He had secn onc or two privately owned taxicahs
in thlc streets of London with luggage grids behind, so this was not exactly o
novelty. ’

But,)he was very glad of it. He was fairly on the track now, and he glowed with
triumph. Vera had been abducted, but he was there to look after her. He would
sce where she was taken to, and would then report to his master.

But who was responsible for this startling turn of events ? o

“It’s jolly well connected with that rotter, Tressider, I'll bet a quid ! ™ Nipper
told himself. “ Well, thank goodness I've managed to keep near at hand.  Every-
thing in the garden’s lovely. These rotters will doliver up their prisoner, bui 1
shall be able to see everything.”

He realised the wisdom of Nelson Lee’s plan in having Vera watched. But for
that fact the abduction would have taken place, and Vera’s whercabouts would
have remained a mystery. )

In all probability Nelson Lee would never have got on the track. But now. if
things went well, he would know exactly where Vera had been taken, and would
institute immediate steps to effect her rescue. .

Mile after mile sped by.  Once on the open main road tho taxi buzzed along at a
arcat speed.  Nipper’s arms were aching, and his left leg was numb and asleep.
But he bore the discomfort with fortitude, for he knew that his success meant
everything to both Nelson Lee and Clifford. )

He noticed that the vchicle steered clear of big towns, and this fact was very
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gratifying to him; for the lights would have revealed him clinging to the taxi
and the game would probably have been up.

The fact that the toftns were shunned implied that the men had no wish to leavo
any traces of their journey. But what was to be the-destination ? Nipper hoped
that it would not be long beforc the journey’s end was reached.

But if it went on for hours he swore that%e would still cling on to his perch. He
had been successful so far, and he would not admit defeat now. )

At last, when he least cxpected it, the cab slowed down, and finally came to a
standstill. Nipper dropped lightly to the ground, and hobbled to the roadside,
and flopped himself into the ditch, so that he would remain unseen. In the gloom
he saw a high iron gate, with lofty walls on either side. Almost immediately after
the taxi had stopped, the gate was swung open, and a man in a kind of uniform
appcared. :

ithout & word being spoken the taxi drove into the gates and procceded up »
fairly long drive to a gaunt house which Nipper could just discern.

The gates were swung to with a clang, and securely locked. Footsteps sounded
a9 the uniformed man followed the taxi to the house, and Nipper found himsclf
alone in the darkness.

But he was elated and hugely pleascd with himself.

Vera Zingrave was here, in this loncly old house, behind a locked gate, and great
high walls with spiked railings along the top. It was indeed a grim prison !

But Vera was not at the mercy of her enemies. A friend, in the shape of Nipper,
had scen cverything, and the next thing was to report to Nelson Lee, After that
had occurred cvents would probably begin to move. :

CHAPTER V,
Nipper's Story— Tae Plan—Clifford Gets Into Hot Water.

lT was nol until the following moming that Nipper arrived back to Cray’s Tun

Road.

Nelson Lee had been extrenmicly anxious about his young assistant. Tor
Nipper had been missing the previous night, and no word had reached his master
rezerding him.  The detective knew there was a possibility of Nipper being on tho
track, but he was nevertheless very anxious,

Nipper arrived just after breakfast. Douglas Clifford, as it happened, had
called a few minutes before, and he and Nelson Lee were talking together, when
Nipper calmly walked in.

** Hallo, guv’nor,” he cxclaimed coolly. *‘ Left any breakfast for me 7 Because,
if so, I don’t' want any—I had a terrific fced on the train!”

The detective smiled calmly, but his eyes expressed his relief. He was not at
all surpriscd to sce Nipper, but he was decidedly glad.

‘*“ What’s the meaning of this, young ’un ? ” he asked. ‘ What have you keen
Jdoing with yourself ? Where have you becn all night 2 7

Nipper grinned and sat down.

* Well, sir, Miss Zingrave was kidnapped yesterday cvening ~
* Kidnapped ! 7’ cried Clifford, starting forward.
“ Be calm, man,” interjected Nelson Lee. ‘‘ I do not think there is much neeld

for us to worry—I had, in fact, suspected something of the sort. I think I know
Nipper fairly well; and his manner at the present moment tells me that he hay
had a successful night. Had he failed in his project, ho would now be wearing a
very different expression: Come, my lad, let’s hicar the story.”

And Nipper, without any further delay, related all that had occurred. After
tho taxicab had disappearcd behind the gates of the lonely house ho had not thought
it advisable to make any investigations on his own.
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“You acted very wiscly, Nippor,” said Nelson Lee approvingly. “ And T will
take this opportunity to commend you very highly upon your promptitudo and
shrewdness in sticking to the taxi with such leach-like tenacity. You sce, Clifford,
owing to Nipper’s smartness, we know where Miss Zingrave has been taken to.
That simplifics matters exceedingly."”

“ (Good boy, Nipper—good boy ! "’ exclaimed Clifford, with rolict.

“I gecou round a bit, guv'nor,” explained Nipper. * I soon found that the
house and grounds is entirely surrounded by a ternfieally high wall, with spiked
railings all along the top. Tho blessed placo might be a prison !  On the opposite
side of the house—opposite to the gates, I mean—the wall is only about a hundred
yords from the cliff-edge. The house is right on tho sea coast, and tho sca thunders
on tho beach a tremendous distance below, for tho cliffs are very high. And there's
not another house for a mile or two in either directjon."”

** You did not allow yoursolf to be scen ?

“You bet I didn't ! * replicd Nipper promptly. * I shecred off after a bit, for T
was hungry and tired and cold. Kgr a long tramp, I came to a small town, and
managed to get a lodging at a small inn. Tho first train didn't come through until
about half-past seven. But it was a jolly good train, with a breakfast-car on it.
I camo up by that train—and here I am ! ™

“You have dono wonders,”” declared the great criminologist. ““ It is rather a
pity we do not know who the house belongs to ”

* Oh, half a jiff ! I forgot,” interrupted Nippor. ‘‘ There was o kind of brass
plate upon one of the gate-posts, and I managed to read the name engraved upon
it. It was Dr. Simeon Whitten—just that, and no more.” .

Nelson Lee drew his breath in sharply between his tecth,

“ By Jamos ! "’ he exclaimed sharply.

*“ Why, do you know the name ? ”’ asked Douglas (lifford. )

“Do 1 know it!" repeated the dcteotive. *‘I should say T do! Nipper, T
belicve, was in ignorance of the fact, but Dr. Simcon Whitten is a member of the
Governing Circle of the League of the Green Triangle. There is nothing surprising
in that, for it was obvious all along that Vera was kidnapped by league mon.  What
the plot is I don’t know, but it is evidently somcthing vory deop. The very char-
acter of the house proves that.”

‘““My goodness ! Do you know what tho house is ? ”* asked Nipper.

‘It is desoribed as a Privatc Asylum for the Care of the Insane,” replied Nelson
Leo grimly. ** It is, in short, a private lunatic asylum, and I am convinced that it
is nothing more or less than one of the league’s houses for putting away people
who are danyerouns.”

‘ A lunatio asylum ! ”’ gasped Clifford. * Ciroat Heaven above! And Vera has
becn teken there. We must take stops at onco to cffcct her rescue. We will
telephone the police—" -

‘“’Not so fast, my dear fellow,” interjected Nelson Leo calmly. * I'm afraid tho
police will be useless. You may be sure Zingrave has taken steps to insure his own
safety. Besides, it is my intention to strike another blow home to the leagur.
While we are rescuing Miss Vera we might as well kill two birda with one stone. 1
intend to do iy level hest to prove a casc against Dr. Simeon Whitten, and to havo

him sentenced to the penal servitude he so richly deserves.”

*“ This is the place, guv’'nor!”’ ,

It was Nippor's voioe, and the words were spoken almost in a whisper. Night
had again fallen, and the gatos of Dr. Simeon Whitten'’s establishment were closed
and deserted. _

Nelson Lee, Nippor, and Clifford were crouching in the road in the gloom. A
short time before thoy had arrived in the detective’s own motor-car.  This had
heen pushed into a moadow and placed between two hayricks out of sight, The
trio had then proceeded on foot.
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Nolson oo intended acting on his own, and without delay. The police should
‘mot be brought into the affair until aftecrwards. Thn rescue of Vera was a dolicate
‘matter, and not for the general public to lcarn of in a police report.

Tho dotectivo had not advised Cliftord to take part in the affair, but the young
man had ahsolutely refusod to be loft out of it. The girl of his heart was in peril,
and if thero wero any dangera to be faced in rescuing her, ho meant to take his share,

Tho fimt thing was to enter tho grounds. Onco that was accomplished Nelson
)Loclmeant to force an cntry into the building, and to discover the oxact lie of tho

and.

Tho littlo party had come wcll prepared, and it was not such a difficult matter to
gain the top of the wall. Aided by ropes slung round one of the iron spikos, tho
detectivo hauled himself up, and then assiated his companions.

They stood within tho grounds, and could sec the house, with ona.or two lights

o showing, botween the gaunt old trees. Almoet at Nolson Lee's feet was a great

cudgel of wood, and ho picked it up and held it in his hand as he walked, focling
that the weapon might ho necessary.

As it happened, it was extremoly fortunate he did so.

Fiven whilo the thren wero noiselessly approaching tho house thero came tho
round of pattering footfalls, and a deep-throated bay rose upon the air. Nelson
14 came to a halt at once.

“Adog 1" he muttered quickly.  ** 1 half suspectod wo should mect with trouble.
Wo must—"

He coascd speaking abruptly, and for A very good rcason. For at that sccond a
dim form came boundinz out of the shadows. The intruders could sce that tho
anaimal was a hugo-brute of & mastiff, snvage and dangerous.

But almost as soon a4 the peril had come, it was over. The mastiff did not bark
ngain, but fluny itself atraight upon tho trespassers. Apparently it was usuaally
left Jooao in the grounds, and this was tho first opportunity it had had of making
use of itaclf. -

As tho great boast aprang, Nelon Leeo lifted tho cudgel of wood and swung it
round with overy ounco of hia strength. More by chance than anything clac—the
dotootivo waa only too willing to admit that—the knotted end of the cudgel dashed
full upon the head of the savage animal.

The mastiffs great. body thudded to the ground with a low grunt emerging from
its throat. RBunt that was tho only sound it uttered. It lay thero inert and still,
oxoept for o slight twitching of its limbs,

Nelson Loe, Nipper, and Clifford were quivering visibly. The danger had passe
so swiftly that thoy hardly realised it was all over.  But it was over ; and mainly
owing to a shoer stroko of luck.

** 1 am sorry this has happened, but it was neoessary,” said the detective quictly.

" Havo you killed it ? "’ breathed Nipper huski(l‘y.

“ 1t is aa lifcloas a8 this oudgel,” replied tho dotective, who had mado a short
‘examination of tho animal. ** My blow was a foarful one, and the animal’s sknll is
oracked to splinters. But hush ! It will bo advisablo for us to crouch behind theso
troos and mako no sound for at lcast fiftoen minutos, The mastiff’s last bay may
havo been heard within tho house.”

Apparcntly it had not, howevor, for after twenty minutes complete silence no
sign had been forthcoming of any alarm. Tho house was still quiet, and no human
being could bo soen.  Only two windows wero iluminated, and theso were but dim

* What's the programme ? "' asked Clifford.

** I mean to mako investigations,” roplicd tho dotective. ‘* You two will remais
here, and await my return. 1 may bo ten minutes, I may bo two hours—"

Clifford grippod Nelson Loo’s arm.

** 1 cannot bear tho unocrtainty !’ ho murmured in a quivering voico. “ Mr.
L.oo, you know how matters stand with me—you know that the girl 1 lovo is @
{ visonor in this houso, How can you oxpect mo to wait horo an indefinite period,
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without knowing what is going on ? T must be in action! T should go mad if I
were forced to remain still, and " _

* Very well, you had better venture forward yourself,” interjected Nelson Lo
quictly. ‘I gange your state of mind exactly, and mast do as you wish. But [
warn you to be extremely cautious, and to report to me before you act ! "’

In another moment Clifford was off into the darkness. Nelson Lee knew verv
weil that his companion would never have remained behind, to wait patiently. Hec
was 80 anxious and excited that to remain inactive would probably be fatal. He
would have donec something to betray himself and his companions. It was far
hetter to allow him to do the investigations. The project was of such peculiar
intercst to himself that he would be extra cautious.

Besides, Nelson Lee and Nipper would be near at hand in case of necessity.

Neclson Lee’s judgment was shrewd, and he did the only thing practicable under
the circumstances. He know very well that Clifford could be trusted, for the youn:
man had the making of & very fine detective in him. Nelson Lee had found that
ont on sevoral occasions. .

Clifford approached the house without making a sound, and saw that it was a
square building with scarcely any projections. The front was bare and ugly in the
cxtreme, with just a short flight of broad steps leading to a massive front door. He
obscrved that all the windows were covered by thick iron bars,

“ How the deuce am I going to get in ? ”’ he thought swiftly. ‘The windows are
barred, and the doors are bound to be locked. I had better have a look at the beck
of the housc before »

His thoughts were interrupted abruptly. TFor, almost at his fect, he saw ome-
thing which caused his heart to beat more quickly. He was standing almqst before
the steps leading to tho front door.

At his feet, just distinguishablec from the gravel, was a smooth circle. And
Clifford instantly recognised it—now that he looked at it closely—as the iron cover-
ine of a coal-shoot. ‘

Without paysing to consider, he bent down and prised up the iron lid, and then
tricd to pierce the blackncss beneath. Not being able to do so, he sat down,
lowcred himself into the shoot, with difficulty, and then wedged himself so that
he could replace tho cover from below. Then he allowed himself to slip slowly
down, until at last his fect touched solid ground. The place was.in utter silence;
and aftor a few minutes he produced an electric torch, and venturcd to switch the
lizht on.

“As he had suspected, he was in a fairly spacious coal-cellar. But it was more
than this ; it was a wine-cellar agwell, for a kind of dividing partition of brickwork
in the middle separated the cellar into two portions. One contained coal, and the
other crates of bottles of several descriptions. Clifford moved forward until he
arrived. at the foot of some wooden steps leading to an upper door. But he sud-

denly paused.’
Voices had reached his ears !
Ho switched the light off, and remained in darkness. Tor a second he thought

the voices were approaching, but then he realised that they were proceeding from
directly overhead. He knew then that this portion of the cellar was immediately
beneath one of the front rooms of the house.

He listened intently, and a man’'s harsh tones came to his ears. The words,
however, were indistinguishable. After a few moments, another voice could be

heard—a soft, feminine voicc. _
“ By heavens, that’s Vera ! ”* muttered Clifford fiercely. * Some brute is probably

-threatening her ! ” ‘
In one second he became inflamed with fury. The knowledge that his loved
one was immediately over his head, at the mercy of a villain, drove the blood to

his head in a flood.
Almost unconsciously ho paced forward—and tho next moment he was brought
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‘10 hintsclf in a startling manner. There was a sudden shattering orash, and he fcll -
aprawling full length upon the hard stone floor. In the darkness he had blundered -
upon two cascs of bottlcs, one piled upon the other. The noisc thcy made was
appalling, and he hurt his knec considerably in the fall.

{;or n fcw seconds ho was unable to scramble to his feet. And when he did so,
ho hobbled painfully across the cellar in order to reach the coal-shoot. After what
had happened, it was better for him to make his escapo. He swore softly under his
breath at that unfortunate stroke of ill-luck.

But Douglas Clifflord was not destined to escape !

Lven as ho limped forward, the door at the top of the staircase was flung open,
and lights appearcd. A shout rent the air, and Clifford tumed at bay. Two men
blunderod down tho stairs, one of them a tall, grim-looking individual with pitch-
black hair, and a pitch-black beard which reached half-way down his waistcoat.

His dark, hollow cycs were gleaming with alarm and fury.

Without waiting to bc attacked, Clifford rushed forward. He simply flung
himself at tho bearded man, whom he guesscd—rightly—to be Dr. Simeon Whitten
himseclf. The doctor was taken completely by surprise.

Clifford sprang liko a tiger, his hurt leg completely forgotten, and the next secona
tho two men wero rolling upon the floor.

“ Wolls, you fool ! ” Dr. Whitten managed to gasp. ‘‘ Tear this hound away
from mo! I'm being throttled !

Clifford kncw that ho could not win the battle, but his fury had imgclled him to
moko a ficht. His failure had caused him to become desperate.

But Wells, who was apparcntly ono of Whitten’s henchmen, came to his master s
assistance. He sct his lonip down hastily, and picked up a thick plank of wood
which stood against the well.

Crash !

Tho plank descended upon Clifford’s head with a terrific thud, Had it been
of stouter wood, he would probably have been brained, for the man’s excitcinent
had madoe him uso all his force.  Tho plank was quite thick cnough as it was, but
Clifford was only partially stunncd, and he rolled away and lay up®n his bael
dazed and hcelpless.

Dr. Whitten serambled to his fect.

* Who is this fellow ? 7 ho grated furiously. ‘‘ By thunder, Wells, he must have
entored by means of tho coal-shoot. But we have no time to attend to him at
present.  'Thig other business has got to bo dealt with at once.”

* What shall we do with this chap, sir ? ”’ growled the other, glaring at Chfford,

** 1 will show you ! "’ gnarled Dr. Whitten.

o had not been hurt much by Clifford’s onslnugﬂt, but his mind was in a whirl
of doubt and anxiety. Who thc stranger could be ho could not guess. But ho
intended to mako Chfford a firin prisoncr until he could give him more attention.
V'horn was a suspicion in Whitten’s mind that the intruder was only a tramp—for
Cliflord had como preparcd for his advonture, attired in shabby clothes, and with
a choker round his neck.

At tho present moment Whitten was ongaged in tho affair of Vera Zingrave, ana
L was extromely urgent. Clifford was half carried up tho stairs, and forced along
a baro, dimly-lighted passage until the rear of tho house was reached. Here his
captlors came to a halt before a heavy open door, the top half of which was fitted
with huge iron bars.

Cliftord, slowly rocovering his wits, was flung into the apartment, and tho door
closed on him with a slam. Bolts were shot, and a koy grated in a massive lock.
Ho was a prisonor in tho Junatio asylum, incarcerated in a cell which was probably
-built for the especial uso of dangerous lunatics.

o minoh for Douglas Clifford’s investigations |
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There was a deafening. shattering roar. louder than any that had occurred

hitherto,

Before thelr eyes Nelson Lee and Nipper saw one corner of the house
crumble up like a child's castle of bricks., Two walls fell amid clouds of dust
and flying debris. Furniture from the upper floors came plunging down into

the open. (See page 34.)
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. CHAPTER VI
Dr. Whitten's Threat—Vera Receives a Shock—Self-Sacrifice.

. SIMEON WHITTEN dismissed his companion, mdﬁcod up the dismal

D until he came to the front hall of the house. is was square, and

quite comfortably furnished. A dim lamp hung from the ceiling, shed a

roft light upon tho-foot of the staircase, and the two doors which led into the froat
room.

Dr. Whitten scd to straighten his rufed clothing. He was somewhat
calmer now, for he had convi himself that the man he had just placed in tho
ccll was meroly & teamp on the prowl. Hc would hand him over to tho police in
the moming. At the prosent momeat there was urgent work on hand.

At any other timc Whitten would probably have been exoceedingly- alarmed.
But now his thoughts were rumning in other ls. He stood thero for a fow
momenta, muttoring to himeell, brushing himself down.

Hin cyos, hollow and sunkea, were of a queer colour, and grim-looking in the
cxtenme.  Hia lips were hidden by his huge black beard, but they were thin and
crucl. The incideat with Clifford bad imterrupted the task he had becn perform-
ing, and ho now went back to it with an expression of harsh cruelty upon his face.

Opening the door of one of the front rooms, he inside, and then closcd the
door nnl'l.rv bohind him. This room was Kt up lairly woll by two big oil-lamps.
A bright lio burned in the grate, and the room was fumished comfortably, but
with old and woll-worn fumniturc. He had unlocked the door upon entering, for
the room ocontainod a prisonor.

And the prisoner was Vera Zingrave.

Tho girl was srated upon 8 couch, attired in tho aftornoon frock sho had becen
wenaring whon Nipper saw her emerge from her father's house in Grosvenor Square.
8ut, although she was & prisoner in the hands of this scoundrol, she did not show
the least sign of foar.

Her faco was palo and drawn.  Lines showed around her eyes, and her hair was
romowhat untidy and dishovelled.

But in spite ol all these disadvantages, her boanty was ovu? bit as apparent as
it ha! boce when Maloolm Treasider bad first mot her at Lady Atherloy’s ball.

But beauty did not affect Dr. Sinl:: I\'V.-hm t‘.lhe Iea;st.w Zio

He had hus plan to carry out—t i o an easor Zi ve had
discunsedd to tho w iy T or o gre

* And now, m youn , 1 must azsin prees you for your final answer,"
he exclaimed sofudly, but 'i'i a Lﬂ ring in his voice. ‘' This interruption has
given you a fow minutes for soli thooght. I have asked you many times if
you will conscnt Lo marry Mr. T er——"" '

“ You may ask me & thousand times ! " interrupted Vera quictly. * Oh, you
coward ! 1 will nover alter TLo:Eml doclsion. I would rather havo you kill mo
now‘thmoonnnnobmnoh o(.manlhﬂhl"w]u _

* You aro obhluo;aw ve got 1" oxplaimed itten, standing before
his viotim. * Bat it nhmdlm‘ Y will tell you again what your fate
will bo if you still persist in this attitude. You will be kept a prisoner here moath
$n, moath out, yoar altor year, until tho solitude and the grim surroundings finally
cause you to become as insano as tho prosent oocupants of the asylum. That prooess
will only take a fow ycarn.”

Vera listened quietly, and without wincing. Tho pioturc was horrible enough
o all conscience. Bhe was not to know it, but at the prescnt moment there were
no insane poople within the buflding. Usnally Dr. Whitten kept several lunaticy,
so that ove would be abovo board, aad would satisfy tho suthoritics. But
just now he had no patints. And it was for this reason that the present plan
regarding Vera had beea od ‘The oaly cocupents of the house, in faot, wero
Whittcen himse!f. Vera, Do Clifford. the man Wells. snd ono other assistant.
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There being no patients, scveral members of Dr. Whitten’s staff had been granted
a holiday. There werc one or two patients arriving during the next month, and
they wero genuine mad people. But Dr. Whitten’s establishment held many grim
secrcts. It had dealt with several people who had proved themselves dangerous
to tho lcague. They had cntered tho place sane, but by fiendish treatment had
becn driven out of their minds in a very short time. But such was the cleverness
of Dr. Whitten, that the authorities had never had the slightest suspicion of any-
th%;hwrong at his asylum.

itten was, in fact, a valuable member of the Governing Circle of the Green
Triangle. .

Ho waited for Vera’s answer, but a3 none was forthcoming, he proceeded. The
schemo which ho and Zingrave had planned together was a dastardly one, and
Whitten was smiling trinmphantly to himself. He had yet to play his trump card,
and he knew that it would turn the scale.

** Your answer ? ”’ he demanded smoothly.

Vera remained silent. For a moment she turned her beantiful eyes full upon him,
and thoy were full of scorn and contempt. ,

But thoy might as well have been turned upon a brick wall for all the effect they
had. Vera was terribly upset, although she strove her hardest to hide the fact.
Sho swore to horself that she would ncver allow her captor to sce the least sign of
fecar in her looks or behaviour.

Vera was proving herself to be a girl in a thousand—a girl possessed of pluck of
& most unusual order. Not many girls could have stood the awful strain of this
drcadful experience.

She imagined that her abduction had been brought about by the machinations of
Malcolm Tressider himself. She had not the slightest suspicion that the whole foul
scheme had emanated in tho brain of Professor Zingrave.

Her love for Douglas Clitford was very deep, and very sincere. Not for all the
thrcats that Satan himself could dcvisc would she prove untrue to her lcver.
Somchow, she had a feeling of confjdence deep down within her that Heaven would
not allow this terriblo thing to go on. Her womanly intuition told her that help
would come in time.

But the greatest blow was yct to fall.

*“ There is no escapo for you,”” Dr. Whitten procecded. “ You will remain in
this asylum "

T do not believe it ! ”* the girl interrupted quictly. ‘“I know that my fathcr
will, sooner or later, discover what has beccome of me. I shall then be rescued,
and you will veceivo the punishment yvou desereve. Oh, I cannot believe that you
aro on Englishman! It seems impossible that an Englishman could be such a
scoundrel as you are! But my father will come——"

Whitten interrupted with a harsh laugh.

** It is not necessary that your father should come,’” he exclaimed, bending forward
and stroking his long black beard. *‘ Professor Zingrave is already within this
building. Ho is, in fact, a prisoner like yourself.”

Vora smiled quietly to herself.

B PcrhaPe that bluff would work with some people,” she replied. * But I do not
bolieve it.”

‘ I do not ask you to teke my word. You will, perhaps, believe your own eyes? '”

Vera started a littlo.

*“ My own e¢yes ! " she repeated, with a little quiver in her voice. ** Oh, you are
lying to mo! My father is not here!”

“ Ho is here,” Dr. Whitten persisted. ‘‘ Come, I will take you to him. All
other methods have failed, so I will now prove that we aro determined. My
cmployer has dono this thing well ; no detail has been forgotten. As you refuso
to consent to marry Mr. Malcolm Tressider. wo will sce what a little persuesion

can do!”
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Vora roso to her fect, and laid a hand over her heart. It was beating hotly, and
sho wished to calm horsclf. The scoundrelly doctor's words had at last effected
hor more than she cared to admit. Could it be possible that her father was really
a prisoner, too ? Had Malcolm Tressider caused the pair of them to be kidnapped ?

It was a curious fact, but tho real state of affairs was quite opposite to that which
Vora imagined. Tho real instigator of the crime was Zingrave himself. Tressider
kncw nothing of it. The South African millionaire had merely heen informed to
wait ovents—that Vera would come round of her own accord in good time. And
at tho presont moment Tressider was in London, already armed with a special
licence, waiting for Professor Zingrave to send his word that everything was ready
for the marriage.

Dr. Whitten icft the room, with his hand ficrcely gripping Vera’s delicate arm,
Such o precaution was not necessary, but it pleased him to trcat the girl as though
she were a dangerous character. -

She did not protost—indced, she knew that it would havo been useless to do so.
Her mind was in a whirl. What was she about to see ? A strange, unknown fear
took possession of her.

She was led along the same dim passage that Clifford had been forced along so
shortly before. But Dr. Whitten branched off down a corridor to the left. Hero
a lantorn was hanging from a nail.  He took this in his hand, and walked along &
few yards until he came to a heavy door set in a recess.

* You will now sce that I spokc no idlo words,” he exclaimed softly.

1Io took a bunch of keys from his pocket, inserted one in the heavy lock, and
turncd it.  The door swung open, and he sct the lantern just inside.

‘** Set me free, you hound !’ cxclaimed & weak voice from within the cell-liko
apartment. ‘1 havc had no food or water for days! I am parched, I am
starved 1 " ‘

Vora uttored a littlo gasp, and ran forward. The voice was that of her father!
And when she entered the apartment a little sob rose in her throat. But Dr
Whitten still gripped ber hand, and would not let her go forward.

“Oh!"” gasped Vera, her eyos open wide. ‘* Father!”

“Vora, my child ! - And you hcre, too ? Has this inhuman scoundrel got you
1n his olutches as well as myself ? "

The voico wns weak and faint. Vcra could hardly repress a shudder of horror.
But it was not on account of the voice, but because of what she saw.

Tho room was small, with bare walls, and with a stone floor. Lying upon this

stono floor against the far wall was a huddled-up figure which looked almost like
:} bundle of rags. But Vera knew at oncc that it was hor stcpfather—Professor
Zingrave ! '
. His clothes wore dirty and ragged, and shc saw that one of his arms and onc of
his lega were fixed to chains which came out of the wall. They clanked a trifl
us he moved. But there was no mistaking the face. It was pale and drawn.
as though with sufforing. He scemed to have aged years. His long silky hair
was like a mop upon his head, and, altogether, he presented a picture of itiful
misery.

Ho stretched out his arms to his daughter.

“They mean to kill me, Vera,” he muttered huskily. ‘They tell me it is in
your power to have me set free. I beseech you to do so.”

Vora was almost struck dumb with the shock.

‘I did not know that you were hcre, father ! ”’ sho exclaimed, in a low, frightencd
voice. ‘““Oh, I do not know what it all mcans! But it is horrible ! ”’

Zingrave moaned a littlo.

** If it is horrible for you, can you not judge what it is to me ? " he asked. “1I
am being starved, and 1 shall receive nothing to cat, and nothing to drink, until
vou consent to some demands which Dr. Whitten will make of you, Hois a fiend—
a scoundrol! For Hcaven’s sake save me!”
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Dr. Whitten uttered a quiet chuckle,

“Now do you believe me ? > ho demanded.  * You see, Misa Zingrave, thero
ia no way out for you.  Your father is in my power, and no help will come from
outside, for not a soul kngws what has hecomo of either of you.”

Tho tcars were starting from the girl’s eyes. She endeavoured to wrench herself
away, so that she could go to her stepfather’s side. ~But the doctor gripped her
wrist more ficrcely, and pulled her back. Then he took the lamp up, and slammecd
the door again.

Vera walked back to the front room as though she were in a dream. Tt scomed
as though the whole thing were a horrible nightmare. But, at the same time, sho
knew that it was grim, terrible reality.

__Osce again Dr. Whitten faced her, and now sho was in a very different frame of
mind.

What she had secn had taken every ouncc of determination from her, and shr
was limp and weak with the reaction.

“ Your father is in my power,” said Whitten grimly. ‘‘ If you will consent to
marry Mr. Malcolm Tressider, the professor will be set free at once, and you will
be the cause of saving his life. For if you will refuse, ho will die !

““You would not darc!” panted Vera huskily. ‘It would be murder

*You do not know what you are saying, girl !’ snarled the other. *“ As surn
as we are in this room, your father will be a dead man inside a weck unless you
bring that obstinate will of yours into submission. You do not seem to under-
stand that a lunatic asylum is unlike all other institutions. Your father will
die, and there will be no inquest, no inquirics. And you will be the cause of his
death—you, if anybody, will be his murderer ! ”

Vera sank back, and covered her face with her hands. It seemed to her as
though something was going to burst in her brain. - It was too terrible for realisa-
tion,

Poor girl, she was so distraught that she hardly knew what the doctor wax
saying! But the import of his words sunk into her brain. She was unversed
in such matters as these; she fully believed that it was within Whitten’s power
to do as he threatened—to lct the professor die. She thought that there would
be no inquiries. The whole thing, of course, was absurd; but she was not to
know it. ' :

Moreoyer, in her present condition, she would not have fully realised it even if
she had becen able to think more freely.  One fact alone throbbed through her
brain. :

1f she did not conscnt she would be the cause of her father dying a miscrable
death.

The situation was appallinz. What could she do?  She know that she was
beatcn, that there was nothing for her to do but agree to marry Tressider.

Never for onc instant did she suspect that the whole thing was a dastardly planncd
affair to play upon her emotions. Everything pointed to the fact that it was
grim truth and reelity. . .

Under the circumstances she admitted defeat. Most girls would have knuckled
under long before, but Vera had stuck out to the last extremity.

“T will do what you want,” she said dully.

It was sheer self-sacrifice. In order to savo her father—as she thought—
she was sacrificing hersclf without another thought.  So long as she herself was
only concerned, she had been obdurate. But the Professor had been brought into
it, and his fato rested with her.

Dr. Whitten chuckled and stroked his lonz beard. Tho plan had succeeded.
Vera had been defeated at last !

”
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CHAPTER VII,
A Discovepr— The Runaway Motor-Car—The Plunge Over the CIiff.
’ SPLENDID! Zingrave's plan has worked to perfection! The rest is all

plain sailing ! ”

Dr. Simeon Whitten had paused for a moment out in tho hall. Ho
had just left Vera in the front room to attire herself for an immediate journcy.
Sho was quite resigned now, the last devclopment of the plot had completely
broken her, and she hardly cared what happened.

Whitten sought out his assistant—Wells—and gave him some orders. Then ho
made his way to the back of the house, and she entered his own private apartment.
This was an extremly cosy room, luxuriously furnished. He found Zingravo
within, in the act of finishing his toilet. -

*“Well ' demanded the professor softly.

* Everything is all ¢ight-—she has consented.”

“ As T thought,” went on Zingrave. ‘1 was surc that your trump-card would
win. But I don’t quite like it, Whitten. Under the circumstances, however, 1
don’t suppose I must grumble. My objcct is attained.”

Zingrave was really highly pleased. But, at the same time, he was not happy
at having been forced to take a personal 1pa.rl; in the business. But Vera had
come to no harm, and a fortune was at stake.

» That fortune was now as good as won. Everyihinz, as the doctor had said,
was plain sailing. Vera would be taken to London at once by motor-car—by tho
very taxi which had brought her here.

The car would arrive in London in the early morning, and Tressider would bo
waiting there with a special marriage licenze.  The whole affair would be settled
long before noor, and then there would be no drawing out. For Vera to institute
procecdings against Dr. Whitten would be uscless, for she would have nothing to
substantiate her story, and her fother’s story.  The police, even if they were told
about it, would regard it as altogether too absurd for consideration. And, besides,
the publicity and notoriety would be exceedingly disagreeable. And nothing
could be gained. The marriage would have taken place, and Zingrave himsclf
would tell Vera that it had better be hushed up completely. A scandal would bo
uscless end pointless.

It now remaincd simply to carry out the last details—the journey to London and
the marriage itself. But, as often happens, a scrious hitch was to occur even at
the moment when success seemed assurcd.

Zingrave took carc to remoin within Dr. Whitten’s private room. To have let
himself be scen by Vera would have been fatal, for the whole scheme would havo
been ruined. :

Vera was very soon ready, for she had merely to put on her hat and coat. Sho
was ready, in fact, long before Whitten himself was. But at last Whitten unlocked
the door of the front room, and announced that the car was ready.

She precéded him out of the house like a girl in a trance. Her heart was
absolutely full of misery. Nothing matters in the world to her now.  In order
to save her stepfather she was-.going to wreck her own lifo.

She did not cven dare to think of Douglas Clifford.  She knew that if she did
allow her thoughts to dwell upon her lover she would be on the point of goins into
hysterics, and of brcaking down completely. She told herself that she would
bear up till the last. To break down now would only cause uscless deluy and
her father many hours of added miscry.

The motor-car was waiting outside in the drive. A mufﬂcd-up figure sat ot tho
wheel, for the night was cold. The driver, in fact, was Whitten's other aissistant,
a man named Pearce, who was semewhat deaf.

Vera entered the car without a word, and the doctor followed.  He closed tho
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door, and the-oar sct off. Tt emorged from the gates, and turned to the loft, which
would very soon lead on to the main road to London.

Tho road just here ran quite mtar to the cliffs, and it was hordered on either
side b?' amooth gravsland. There were no hedges, and no ditches ; it was, in fuart,
a kind of heath.

Two minutes after leaving the gates Dr. Whitten suddenly remombered that
ho had failed to obtain certain information from Zingrave—he did not know pre.
cisoly whero he was to meet Malcolm Tressider. It was necessary, therefore, to
turn back,

Whitten leaned forward quickly, and tapped npon the glass which intrrvened
between himself and the driver. ~ Instantly tho latte? tarncd round for a cocondl,
and the doctor, whose scnscs were unusually aoute, was startled.  Pearec
was deaf, and cven a3 Whitten had tapped he realised that the driver wonlil
not hear.

But, light as tho touch on the glasa had been, Pearce had turned instantly.
And now, all in a sccond, Whitten noticed a certain little difference in tho man '«
appearance.  Without a second’s loss of timo he turned a switeh which illuminat.l
a bright clectric light in the roof of the cab.

"Tho light revealed the driver morn clearly, and Whitten suddenly gavo vent to
snarl of rege.  Ho saw now that the driver was not Pearce at all- he was a prefeet
stranger !

And, simultancously, the man at the wheel bent lower over it, and put on apeed.
He scemod to realise that ho was discovered, and was bent on getting every revoli-
tion out of the wheels so that it would be impossible for Whitten to atop the car.

In plain truth, the driver was nono other than Nelson Leo himaelf !

Tho great detective and Nipper had been rather alarmed at Clilford's non-
return.  While they had been debating upon a course of action, the car had mado
its appearanco at tho door of the house. And Nelson Lee instantly gucssed why
the car was there.

On the spur of tho moment, he acted quickly and drastically,

Pearce, tho deaf man, had séen that overything was right on the car, and then
had roturned to the shed to lock it up. Ho had been followed hy Nelson Lee and
Nipper ; tho pair had sprung upon him unawares, had gagged him, and had locked
him in the shed. After that the detectivo had just had time to don Pearce’s overcoat
and peaked cap, and to take his scat in tho driver’s place.

There was a distinct chanco that the ruse would be successful. [t wns the
detectivo’s plan to drivo straight to the ncarest town, and to hand Dr. Whitten
in chargo at the police-station. But, practically at tho outset, Nolson Lec’s hastily
formed schemo was frustratod, and even then it was only bocause Whitten had
forgotten something. But for that fact the plan would probably have suceeeded
wnﬁmut a hitch.

As Fate had willod otherwise, Nelson Leo was now doing his bost to make the
most of his advantago.

But he was not propared for such desperato mcans as those which Dr. Whitten
adopted. Without hesitating a second, the doctor whipped a revolver from his
pocket, pointed it at tho driver, and pulled the trigger. .

Vera gave o littlo soream as the report rang out like a thunderolap in tho car,
and what happened next was intonsow dramatic. Nelson Lece was not hit fairly
and squaroly ll))y the bullet ; it grazed the aide of his head and cansed him to beoomo
momontarily giddy. Tho range was short, but Whitten had fired almoast without
taking aim. This was very fortunate, as otherwiso the famous detective woulkd
certainly have beon atruck dead.

Hc swayed in his seat for n moment, and then collapsed towards the right,
which was tho open sido of the car. The lurch was too much, and his body was
unable to rogain ite equilibrium. He pitohed right out, and fell into the long groas

boside the road.
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The car, its engine still tunninz simoothly, ran on unmanazed and unguided.

“ Good heavens !’ gasped Di. Whitten, stavtled by the result of his own action.

He know nothing about cars. and even if he had done, he would not have been
able to do anything in this case, for he was divided from the wheel by the glass
partition intervening. The bullet from his revolver had ripped clean through the
glass, making a perfectly neat, round hole.

Almost frantic with alarm and fury, Whitten opened onc of the side doora.
As he did so, the car gave a terrific jolt which nearly sent him flying out. Tho
night was gloomy, but the doctor knew the neighbourhood as well as he knew tho
palm of his own hand, and he saw quite enough to cause him to start with horvor.

For the unsteered car had left the road, had jolted on to the grassland, and was
now carccring along in a zig-zag kind of way towards an awful danger.

In a fcw moments it would reach the cliff-edge, and would plunge to its doom
far into the sca.

Nothing in the world could stop it. Whitten realised. that fact at once. Ho
valuced his own skin very highly, and he knew that if he was to preserve it, ho
would have to act at once. The ground rosc from the road up a not very steep
hill, and the car had accordingly slowed its pace a3 it climbed. But once it reached
the brow of the hill, and commenced running down the short slope to the cliff-edge,
the end would be swift.

The only chance of escape was to jump out at once.

“We are making for the cliffs ! he grated harshly. * The driver has fallen
out of the car, and we must lcap for it ! "

The startling incident had aroused Vera complctely. She was clinging to tho
cushions, her mind somewhat upset, but runninz clearly. And suddenly Whitten
jumped through the opecn doorway and landed heavily upon the grass. Hc had
made no attempt whatever to assist his fair companion.

But she was quite capable of acting for herself.

The very instant he had disappearcd, she rose to her feet, paused at the door,
and then jumped. The car at that moment had reached the brow of the hill, and
was traveding its slowest before it accelerated. Vera landed upon her feet, stumbled
forward, and fell ; and, as she was rising, her eyes were upon the automobile ahead.

It shot down the dccline with cver-increasing speed, and it was making for the
clifi-edge in a perfectly straight course, as though steered by some demon of de-
struction. )

It was a breathless moment.

The motor-car seemed to leap outwards. It hovered for a sccond, and then
plunzed down—down into the sca breaking on the cliff-face far below !

CHAPTER VIIL
Comparing Notes—The Amazing Land-slide—The R:lease cf Ciifford.

ERA stood up, shivering and agitated. The car had just disappeared, and
\/ she knew what a narrow escape she had had. By a margin of only a few
seconds she had been saved from being carried in the car to certain deati.

As she stood there, Dr. Whitten limped up to her and gripped her arm.

“ Curso thoe fates!” he snarled. *‘* We will go back ! "

He dragged at Vera’s arm and forced her to accompany him. His grip was
ficrce and painful, but Vera did not wince. He had no intention of lettine her
cscape. What had ha.p({rened had startled the doctor considerably. The car's
plunge over the cliff and his own narrow escape did not worry him so much as
the other matter.

Who was the man who had been driving the automobile ? And had he been
killed by the revolver bullet ? It scemed as though everything was going wrony
at the last moment, but the doctor did nnt. mean to be frustrated.
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He had another car, a smaller one, and it was capable of doing the journey to
London. Wells could drive, and the jodrney could be mado jnst.gthe simo. 3"rl‘ho
chicf thing was to get Vera to London and married to Tressider.

Aftor they had walked back to the road, Whitten kopt his eyes open, and in a
few seconds he saw the huddled-up form of Nelson Lee lying in the grass. He
foroed Vera in that direction, for he would not rolax his grip for a moment. Sho
was young, and would be flect of foot. Once free, and she would probably give
him the slip. -

Ho bent over the doteotive and looked at him keonly in the gloom. He could
seo blood upon tho stranger’s head, and he was lyi perfeotly atill and quiet.
Verudm looking, too, and sho was shocked. Thoy t:ﬁ; thought that Nolson Lee
was .

Whitten decided what to do at once. He would first take his prisoner back to
the house, and then he and Wells would sally out, and would carry the apporcat!y
dcad man to the asylum.

Accordingly, he wrenched at Vera's wrist and hurried her along the road. A4
soon as the pair had disappeared into tho darkness, the motionless figure sudden! y
sat up. Nelson Lee was very far from dead ; ho was not even unconscigue.

He had fallen from the car on to soft grass, and the shook had revived him
rather than injured him. He now proceeded to bind his head, and to tako a long
pull at his brandy flask.

The ncat spirit made the blood course frecely through his veins again, and he
rosc to his feet and stood steady. But ho was very bittor, und ho clenched his fist
with helpless rage., His plan gu.d becen a failurc—a miscrable failuro. No good
had come of it whatever.

Ho had thought of springing to his feet and overpowcring Whitten, but ho
wishoed to mako absolutory sure of the scoundrel. Whitten was armed, and he hal
proved that he would not hesitato to usc his weapon. Not that Nelson Leo feared
that he himself would be overpowered. Rut a struggle out here would probably
have ended in several revolver shots being fired, and that would have bronght
help quickly to hand—help in Dr. Whitten’s favour. It was far better to lct the
doctor go and capture him later.

Nelson Loo walked briskly towards tho gloomy building—tho House of Fcar.
When ho arrived at tho gates, ho found that thoy stood wide open. Ho alipped .n,
and almost immediately o slim form ran up to him. ‘

** My stars, guv’'nor, what's happenod ? " ‘breathed Nipper's voice oxcitedly,
“ Whitten and Miss Vera have just come back, and I thought the very deuoe
had happened to you!"

* Well, to be frank, the vory decuce has happened to mo! " said Nelson Leo

imly. ‘' But come, wo will get along thoee trees, in case wo aro seen. My plan

as miscarried, young 'un, and we must think of something elsot ™ ‘

Ho rapidly told Nipper what had occurred. .

“It’s a jolly lucky thing you woren’t killed, sir !’ exolaimed Nipper thankfully.

*“The mu.r!eroua hound ! ™ said tho detoctive. ‘‘ He will moot with his deserty
before long, Nipper ! But what of Clifford ! Has there been any sign of him ?

‘* Nono whatever, sir! " .

“T am ot o loss to understand it—or perhaps I had better say there is only onn
explanation. Cliford has managed to get himseH{ placed under lock and key. It
was beonuse of his discovery, probably, that Whitten was se much on the alert,
Ho detected mo at once, my boy."”

Nipper soratched his head. e

. l"Jm blessed if I can see what we're going to do, sir | he murmured, Mius
Vora has been taken into the houso again, and you say that Whitten and sows
other Johnny are to como out soon in order to fetch your remains 1"

* That is obvious. Whitten thinks I am dead, and he will not allow me to remain
on the roadside. He will certa nly come out to carry me in, probably with helgp
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My dear Nipper, everything has happoned swiftly, and we hardly know where
we are. This is proving to be a night of adventure, indeed.”

“ 1 wonder " Nipper paused. * What's that, guv'nor ? 7

He asked the question abruptly, and in a rather startled voice. Tt scemed as
though the very ground beneath them was quivering, and, at the same second, o
dull roar came from behind the house—from the direction of the sca. The roar
increased with every second, until it sounded like booming thunder.

“ Upon my soul,” ejaculated the detective, I cannot understand what it can
be! The sky is clear ; there is no wind. By James!”

*“ What's up, sir 2”

“ Thero is only one explanation, Nipper. A cliff-slide is occurring. a huge portion
of carth is sliding down to the sca. Cliff-slides occur fairly frequently on this coast,
but it is only scldom that they attain scrious proportions.”

There was no doubt, however, that this present land-slide was assuming ex-
ccedingly serious proportions. The ground was quivering as though affected by
an carthguake, and tho thundgrous roar was increasing in intensity. The slido
hlt;d started probably with a fcw hundred tons, and that had caused a more scrious
slip.

“ Supipose we go and sec——

‘ Back, Nipper, back ! ” roarcd Nclson Lee suddenly.

He dragged at his young assistant’s arm. and the pair flung themsclves in tho
divection of the house. Almost at their feet, between them and the gates, a great
crack had appeared in the carth; and as they watched, with fascinated gaze, it
increased until it was a great, yawning cleft. Several trees crumpled up and dived
down into the cavity, and the very same moment the high brick wall at a certain
position crashed to the ground. wild confusion of sounds filled the air; it was
as though pandemonium itsclf had becn let loose.

The cliff-slide was developing into amazing proportions.

The ground on which Nelson Lee and Nipper were standing seemed to Le moving.
The solid carth itsclf was shifting towards the sca. And this, in point of fact, was
cxactly what was happening.

A huge picce of land on which the house stood was sliding slowly, but surely,
scawards and downwards. Unless the phenomenon came to a stop before long, Lthe
building itsclf would slide right down until it finally plunged into the soa.

The yawning cavity between Nelson Lee and the gates was now wider than
ever, and thousands of tons of earth was plunging into it every second. And
suddenly Nipper grasped his master’s arm and pointed.

* Look at the house, sir ! ™ he cried hoarsely. ** The house is moving ! "

* Yes, my lad, and we are moving with it ! said the detective quickly. *‘ This
picce of earth on which we are standing is sliding cven as we are talking. House,
outbuildings, gardens, and cverything are on the move. It is astonishing that
thc house has not collapsed, for it has long since departed from its horizontal
position.”

During the last few scconds, in fact, the building has assumed a distinct slope.
It was dipping down towards the rear, the front windows looking slightly upwards
towards the sky. And that which Nelson Lee anticipated happened almost beforo
the words werce out of his mouth.

There was a deafening, shattering roar, louder than any that had occurred
hitherto. Before their eyes Nelson Lee and Nipper saw one corer of the houso
crumblo up like a child’s castle of bricks. Two walls fell amid clouds of dust
aud flying débris. Turniture fiom the upper floors came plunging down into’the
open.,

”
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But while Nelson Loe and Nipper were watching, terrific excitement prevailed
within tho building. Zingravo wae in a fortion of the house that was unaffccted.
The room in which Vera was locked waa also safe—so far. It was only tho
right-hand corner of the building which had collapsed. And in that corner wero
three hyman beings at the time of the disaster.

Two of them were Dr. Simeon Whitten and Wells, his assistant. Tho sther
was Douglas Clifford.

Dr. Whitten and his man were caught in tho falling débris, and thoy disap-
peared bencath tons of falling brickwork and crashing' beame. Exactly what
their fate was nobody knew at the moment. By an ironic ohance of Fato tho
pair had dashed that way in alarm at the very moment of the catastrophe. Had
they remained still they would not have been trapped.

Douglas Clifford was unable to help himsclf. ﬂ:e heard the confusion of
sounds, and he was convinced that an earthqugke was taking place. The barred
coll in which he was imprieoned was on the outakirts of the danger zone, ns it
were. It seemed to him as though the whole building was crashing down over
his head. His cars rang with the terriblo conglomeration of noiscs. Aund suddonly
one of the walls of hia cell crumbled away like dust.

He sprang baok, and crashed against tho opposite wall, his lungs nearly choked
with the dust. For several moments he remained there, not daring to move,
and bclicving-that his last minute on carth had come. He momentarily expected
the cciling to fall in, and to fecl himsclf crushed to pulp.

But tho worst was ovor.

. The land-slide had nearly exhausted itaclf. That one corncr of tho houso had
met with cisaster, but tho rest waa still intact.

Graduelly tho confusion died away, and Clifford was awakoned to lifo and
brisk action.

Believing that an earthquako was taking placo he knew that another shock
might occur at any moment. So he seized the opportunity which Providenco
had afforded him to mako his escape. He was in utter darkness, and the duat
was thick. He groped his way forward by feeling with his hands like a blind
man. And he discovered that ono ontire wall had disappeared, lcaving tho way
open for him.

Even in that tensoc moment ho was irresiatibly reminded of his cscapo from
Strathrioc Castle, when he had been a prisoner in the hands of tho Leaguo of the
Green Triangle. That incident had been very difieront from this, but he was
reminded of it, nevertheless.

As soon as ho emorged from the cell ho counld see the sky around him. A largo
portion of tho house was lying in ruins. Clambering ovor fallen beams and
masses of masonry ho at last guccceded in reaching the hard gravel. Here,
‘more dead than alive, he sank down in order to regain his breath.

But the open air worked wongders. His dazed brain becawo clear, and the
dizziness left him.

é.nd a8 ho breathed more froely he became aware of ono faot.

verything was still, and tho ground no longer quivered. _
The stupendous cliff-slide, in fact, was over.  But what dumago had it wrought ?

CHAPTER IX
The Fire |—At the Risk of His Life—Conclusion.

LIFFORD was in the aot of struggling to his fcot when he observed two
( : dim forms hurriedly approaching him. He saw, as they cameo up, thab

they wero Nelson Lee and Nipper. '
. Thu._n.lf Heavon you are safe, my Xcar fellow | »' exclaimed Nelson Lee quickly.
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“ Ve were both convinced that you had mot your death in this terrible cates-
trophe.”

“ We'd better get away,” gasped Clifford. ** There might be another sii.ck
at any moment.” :
“Shock! Do you imaginc an earthquake has been occurring 7" _
Clifford stared.

* I should like to know what olso it was ? "’ ho askod. *‘ If it wasn't an coarth-
quako it was & thundering good imitation ! Of all tho infernal pandemoniums——
BBul what was it ? " he broke off abruptly.

“ A cliff-stide. A large portion of land has evidently become detached,” replied
Nelson Lee. ' The wholo houso slid with the rost of tho carth, and & portion
of it crumpled up.” .

*“It's likc & nightmare, sir ! "’ panted Nipper.

Nelson Lee nodded.

“ It is worso than the nightmare, yoang 'un,” ho roplied, with grim cmphaci
* But what of the othor occupants of the house, Clifford ? Where is Dr. Whit-
ton?" .

“I'vo no moro idea than you havo—perhaps not so much,” roplied Clifford.
“ I mot with a mishap soon aftor I had onterod the house, and wa3 thrown inte:
n kind of dungeon. The placo is like a prison, Leo! I hope with all my heoaio
Whitten i buriod boncath these ruins t’

He suddenly started.

“ PBut whoro is Vera ?” ho asked, with hoarse alarm. ‘‘She is safe, of
courso 1"’

*I have no idos. Nipper saw hor takon into tho house some little time before
the Innd-slide commonced, and she must be thero now.”

(lifford wont deathly palo.

* Sho is in the house !’ he repeatod huskily. ‘- Thon—then sho may be crushed
and battered .

“ Pon't get yoursolf into a panio,” tho dotective intorjected sharply. *° Only
n amall portion of tho building is affected. The odds arc that Miss Zingrave
is quito nafe."

“ But wo must invostigate at onco ! "’

“I agreo with you. It is absolutoly nccessary to—-"

Nipper suddonly interrupted his mastor with a yell of alarm.

* Tho house is on fire, air!"” ho cried. *‘* Look—look ! "

Whilo they had been talking the old houseshad. indeed, been bursting into
flamos. Tho firo had started at the very outsot of tho land-slide, two or three

lamps having been upsot. And swiftly the fire had spread. For the first timo
the trio becamo awaro of this now dovelopment.

“ Fire!" rappod out Nolson Leoo. *‘ After such an uphcaval it is scarctly
purprising. The neod for action is oven moro urgent than we anticipated.”

'Thoy dashod round to tho front of the housc. And from thero the outbreak
of firo waa very apparont.  Thoy instantly saw that it was very scrious, for Aames
werv bumsting from the window of one ot the frout rooms.

Tho hall door stood wido open, and great gusts of smoke were pouring out on
to tho might air, .

“ (ircat Heavon ! " gasped Clifford.  ** Vora is within tho building, nd we havo
been talking whilo the danger has grown into alarmiong proportions ! Wo must
act at onco!”

Ho ran swiftly towards the house, tying his handkerchiof over his mouth a3

e
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he did so. His head had becn throbbing agonisingly—mainly the effcet of the
blow hec had received from the plank in tho cellar—but he forgot everything
now.

Vera was within the burning building §

Very likely she was in a locked room, cut off from all escape.

Clifford nearly went mad with anxiety and horror. At that moment he felt
that he would have plunged through the very flames themselves if there was
the slightest chance of him saving the life of the girl he loved.

He simply flew up the steps, and plunged into the smoke. His cycs instantly
smarted so much that he could hardly bare the pain without crying aloud. He
groped before him, and was just able to see that, while the rooms on one side
of the house were in flames, the others were not yet affected.

But to his right the door of the front room was already cracking, and tomgues
of flames were appearing. The house was old, and as dry as tinder. Ho kncw
that the whole building was doomed, and that the flames would spread with
appalling rapidity.

The awful thought struck him that Vera was in the room which was now a
rolling furnace of flame. If so, he knew that shc must have perished long since,
for sho would have been caught in & death-trap. With the door locked thcre was
no cscape by means of the window, for all the windows were barred.

Frantically he raised his voicc, and let out a terrific bellow.

His voicc was husky and somcwhat weak, but he nevertheless made a con-

siderable din,

And instantly o hammering sounded on the door on the opposite side of the
hall to where the firo was raging. He groped his way over to it, and grasped
the handle. But the door refused to qugc; it was locked securely, and the
lock was a massive one. .

“.Yera!" he roared with all his strength.

Faintly he heard an answering cry. It was Vera’s voice, and Clifford could
have jumped for sheer joy. Sho was safe !

“Thank God!” he muttered fervently, ‘““I am here, Vera!’ hec shouted.
‘ Are you hurt ?”

“ No,” camo the reply ; * but the room is filling with smoke, and I am ncarly
choked. I am afraid tho flames will soon reach me.” \

Clifford waited to hear no morc. He wrenched at the door feverishly, but it
resisted all his cfforts. He stepped back, and then charged at the door side-
ways. His shoulder thudded against the woodwork with a solid crash that jarred
cvery bone in his body, and causcd him the most exquisite pain,

But the door remained unaffected. What was to be done ? Evcry second was
of value, and if he delayed now Vera's life might pay the forfeit. DBut he kncw
that he was absolutely helpless alone. His shoulders, muscular as they were,
were not capeble of bursting the door off its hinges.

Without pausing to tell his intentions to Vera he staggered out of the house,

and blundcred down the steps as though drunk.

Nelson Lee rushed forward, and gripped him.
“ You fool, Cliffiord " exclaimed the dctective sternly. ‘‘ You might have

gacrificed your lifo uselessly. The firc is spreading with terrible swiftness—-""
‘ Vora is there!” croaked Clifford frantically. ‘‘She is in the front room—
the room that is yet safe ! Heaven help us, Lee, the door is locked, and I cannot

burst it down. Vera is trapped—trapped !”
The detcctive drew his breath in sharply. He had felt sure that Vera was



33 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

bevond all human aid, and the thought had almost sickened him. But this news
of (lifford’s awakened him into fresh life.

There was a chance of saving the girl yet. And he himself was also willing
to risk death in an cflort to rescue the unfortunate gitl. He gazed round hin.
awiflly, und could ecc with perfect distinctness. One corner of the house was
now a towering mass of flame, and the lurid light illuminated the whole sceno
wilh ghastly clearness. He saw a great log of wood lying against the drive,
and he indicated it with a sweep of his hand. '

Clifford understood at once. They dashed forward, gripped the log, and then
hurried towards the house. Nipper ran after them, with an expression of nameless
horror upon his face.

“ Guv'nor ! " he panted. ** You're not going in there, sir ! - The fire is.spreading
—you will both b killed ! ™

‘ Courage, young 'un ! "’ said Nelson Lec calmly, as he ran. “ Do not attempt
to follow us. 1f we perish it will be in a noble cause. But there is no necessity for
you to sharc tho danger. Go back, go back, lad ! ”

At tho very foot of the steps Nipper paused and then rushed away, covering his
face with his hands. In that second he fully belicved that he would never sce his
boloved master again.” Nipper was as courageous as any man living, but he could
not helpa flood of tears dimming hiseyes. And ashestood there, sobbing as though
the worst had acinally happened, a figuro came rushing from the rcar of th:
Lhouse. The fizcure was that of Professor Cyrus Zingrave. The professor had madic
his cscape from the rear—but not before he had performed a certain operation.
"Thought ful even in the most dire moments of peril, Zingrave had once more donn¢-d
the razs in which Vera had secn him.  To have appeared in his own clothes wouud
have given the game away completely. He knew that he must apparently be u
prisoner escaped from his confinement.

He saw Nipper standing there alone, with his faco averted from the blazing
house. Zingrave had no notion who the lad was, but he approached him.,

“Boy ! ho exclaimed sharply.

Nipper twisted round.’

“Oh!" he gasped. * Who—who

And thon he¢ paused, for he recognised the newcomer in spite of his rags and in
spite of his unkempt appearanoc. Zingrave had added to the effect by making
himself grimy, and had actually torn onc of his hands until it bled. °

“ What is happening ?’, demanded Zingrave, with no vestige of his usually
musical voice—for it was now harsh and sharp. *‘° Where is Dr. Whitten ? What
has happened to my daughter ? "

Nipper glared at the professor.

‘“ Whitten is dead, 1 hopc!” he said deliberately. *‘ And Mis; Yera is insido
tho honse, and will probably never be seen again !

Zingrave uttered a husky cry.
“You lio tome!” he cxclaimed fiercely. “ My daughter is in no dan-

"(‘l'—'—'—”

*“ Sho is in the houso,” repeated Nipper. “ My guv’nor and another gentloman
arc even now attempting to effect her resouc. Oh, they’ll never do it! They've
gone to thoir deaths themsclves ! ”

Profoasor Zingrave looked at the burning building, with eyes that glowed with
-wairange light. Perhaps, now that Vera was in dangor, he felt a certain sensation
A guilt. Vora bad indeed perished, he knew that he was the one to blame for
vhe droadful tragedy. But for his plotting Vera would have been here. Ho
slood like a man dazed.

The flames wero now roaring fiercely, and with a orackle like that of a thousand

whips. The glare from the_ firo_lit up everything with startling clearncss, Ono

"
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side of tho house was simply a sheet of livid firo, The other was still intact, rrd
the hall was only just showing signs of being geriously affected. What littlo
wind there was was blowing in the right direction—that is, it was fanning tho
Hames away from the portion of the house which still remained.

Nipper was watching now, too. Deep down in his heart he had a feeling that
the direst tragedy in his life had occurred. His master had plunged into the flames
in an effort to save the life of another, and would never emerge. But, although
Nipper had that conviction, he neverthcless felt a wild desire within him to fix
his gaze upon the door. Would his master appear 2 Would Clifford appear ?
Or had they both gone to their doom ?

. . » . i ' : : ) t

But both Nelson Lee and Clifford were by no means dead. In point of fact.
they were very much alive. The firc was very deceptive from the outside. Ic
scemed as though the wholo building was involved. Smoke was rolling out of the
front door in dense, impenetrable clouds, accompanied, now and again, by showers
of sparks. But the hall itsclf was not in flames. The room on one side was a
blinding furnace, and the door had burst through. And the firc was licking the
steircase. A draught of air came from the burning room and ran upwards. The
flames, therefore, were dirccted up the stairs, and not across tho hall. The latter
was spacious and wide.

It had scemed to Nipper that hours had passed. Yet, in reality, tho exact time
that had clapsed since his master and ‘Clifford left him was three minutes—and no
more than three minutes.

When Nelson Lee and Clifiord plunged into the smoke they held their brcath,
and groped their way forward. It was impossible to see an inch, for the smoke
was like ycllow fog. Indeed, both thc men closed their eyes, as it was of no use to
leave them open. ‘

Clifford was leading, and with one free hand he fclt before him, until he grasped
the knob of the door-handle.

‘*“ Here wo are !’ he mumbled, through his handkerchief. “ There’s not a sccona
to lose, Lee!”

Nelson Lec was only too well aware of that. He and his companion swung the
log back, and scnt it crashing forward on to the stout door. They put all their
strength into that blow, and it had due effect. The door shivered and shook, but
did not open. The second blow weakened it still more, and the third sent it crash-
ing off its hirges into the apartment.

Dropping the log, Nelson Lee and Clifiord staggercd into the room and oponed
their cyes. DBut the smoke was just as thick here, and a lurid red light from one
corner of the room showed that the fire had burned through from somewhere in
tho rear. The air was scorchingly hot.

““Vera ! " cricd Clifford, frantically.

But there was no reply.

Clifford felt s though an icy cold hand was gripping his heart, and he almost
gave way to panic. But the presence of Nelson Lee made him retain his presence
of mind. He fell upon his knees and groped about with his hands. The detective
was doing the same thing clcse by.

And, abruptly, Clifford uttercd a gasp of thankfulness. His hand had touched
one of Vera’s arms, The next second he picked the girl up as though she had been
a child.

“To the door, Lee ! ” he roared triumphantly, feeling as though ho possessed
the strength of ten mon. * I have found her! Save yourself, man !”

Nelson Lee stood back instcad of passing through the doorway. It was not his
way to make his escape before anothcr—ospecially when that other was burdencd
as Clifford was burdened
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The voung man passed out with o perfectly steady stride. The discovery of
Vera still safe bad braced him up to a wonderful extent. He entered tho hall and
mado straight for tho outer doorway. Nelson Lee came close behind him.

' The hcat in the hall was now terrific, for the stairs was blazing furiously. To
have remained stationery there would have resulted in awful burns, But the pair
passed through swiftly, with never a pausec.

And, aftor having remained in the burning house for an age, or so it appecared
to thom, they once more found the stars above their heads, and the cool night air
fanning their scorched checks. As Clifford staggered down the steps a tremend-
ously wild whoop sounded. It came from Nipper, who could scarcely believe the
cvidenco of his own cyes. For Nipper had scen Nelson Lec at the same moment.

The lad dashed forward, and clung to his master’s arm. :

*Oh, guv'nor!” he choked. *‘I—I thought——"

“ Never mind what you thought, my lad,” interjected the detective, removing
the binding from his mouth. *“ We arc not yet dead, and Miss Zingrave has only
fainted, I beliove.”

A short examination proved this to be the case. In fact, the cool air revived
the girl quickly, and she opened her eyes to see Nelson Lee, Clifford, and her step-
father—to say nothing of Nipper, in the background. °

The danger was over ; her lifc had been saved, and the plot which Zingrave had
hatched to force her into marrying Tressider had fallen to the ground, an utter
failure. Yate had intervened, and had ruined the whole scoundrelly scheme.

The landslide proved to be a very serious affair. The roadway had disappeared
for over a hundred yards, and millions of tons of chalk and earth had thundered into
the sca. Altogether, Dr. Whitten's house had been shifted a clear hundred feet
from its original position.

The gates leading on to the road were separated from the rest of the drive by
a yawning cavity in the carth. This had been nearly filled up.by the sides caving
in. .

The house itself burnt until not a wall was standing, although the outbuildings
wore not touched. The man, Pearce, had ovidently come to himself during the
excitement, and had made his escape. IFor when tho shed was examined he was
nowhere to be found. But his escape mattered nothing ; after all, he had been
mercly an assistant of Dr. Whitten’s,

Nothing morc was cver seen or heard of Whitten himself or Wells. The pair
had been crushed by the falling masonry and beams, and had probably been dead
long before the fire rcached them. At all events, no trace was ever found in the
ruing, and the firc had been so fierce that everything had been consumed.

While the fire was still in progress, Nelson Lee had fetched his own motor-car
from the place where it had been left. And in this the little party had travelled
to the nearest town, and Vera was handed into the carc of a kindly hotel-keeper’s
wifc. Both Nelson Lee and Clifford were burnt in several places, and the next
morning they wero somewhat bandaged, but thoroughly cheerful.

They made rather a curious party, for Profcssor Zingrave was present. But he
acted the thing thoroughly. He explained to Nelson Lee that he himself had been
made a prisoner by Dr. Whitten, and that he had only just escaped with his life.
Vora was as far as ever from knowing the truc character of her stepfather.

And Zingrave had no idea of the real part that Nelson Iee had played in tho
little drama. 'The detective'’s story was simple. He and Nipper and their friend,
Mr. Morrick, had been passing close by in their car when the landslide had occurred.
They had stopped, and had been on the spot to render assistance.

The professor, for all his cleverness, was satisfied with the story. He was positivo
that Nelson Lee had taken no part in the business, Nemesis had been responsiblo
for the frustrating of the plans.
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Fou the plot to make Vera Maleolm Tressider's wife was now at an end. Zingrave
abandoned it completely, for after what had happencd nothing further could he
donc.  And Tressider himself left England very shortly affterwards.

. Nclson Lee was satisficd very thoroughly with the net result of the case. Another
Governing Member of the League of the Green Triangle had met his deserts, and
Professor Zingrave's foul scheme had come to nought. ~ Clifford declared to Nelson
Lcce that at the carliest opportunity he would tell Vera the absolute truth concerning
her stepfather. And the great detective offered no objection, for it was proved
moro than ever that Zingrave was uttcrly heartless, and certainly unfit to be the
guardian of such a girl as Vera.

But when Clifford’s opportunity would come he could not gucss. Probably
much would happen—other Governing Members of the Leazguo would fall beforo
the timc would ultimately arrive.

 THE END,
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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.

Yuar ABNOLD, a young English lad, goes out to the far North with an expcdition,
e is joined by an Irish sailor—MIEER O’GBADY, and also VAL RuxToN,

The latter and Hugh become fust friends, but one day Val hints that Hugh
joined the expedition under a false mame, and says that Amaki, a neighbouring
Eskimo, has been asking for tidings of a certasn explorer whose name 1s well known in
the scientific world. For some reason, Hugh turns pale.

Hugh and Val Ruzion are senl out by Grimsiock, the leader, who has, for some
unknown reason, laken a great dislike to the youngster, to make observalions, but
relurn to find the camp deserted—they are left to die in the dreary while wilderness.

A short time afterwards, while the two chums are oul together, Hugh thinks he
eces some mountains and pastureland far out to sea. Val Ruxlon, howzver, tells him
that what he sees 18 only a mirage.

Hugh, Lowever, is quite right, and after travelling many weary miles the chums
enter the * Green Land.”

T'hey fall in with a party of men dressed in the armour of the Vikings of old.
These men, it seems, are cxpecling an atlack by sea, and the chums, wiih their
followers, offer to fight for them.

The offer is accepled just as a huge fleet of war-galleys is sighted. The enemy has
come, and the ‘‘berserker’—the old lust of batlle—seizes Hugh and Val in tts grip.

A greal battle takes place 1n which the chums prove lo be splendid fighters. They
are successful in boarding un enemy galley, and Cable turning round utlers an exv-
clamation of amazement. (Now read on.)

The Last Fight—Father and Son—Conclusion,

UXTON looked round.
R “Jimmy! A sail! Yes; there «he is! A clipper, too!” he cried.
“ Coming up hand over hand! They’ve misscd us and are giving chase!
We'll have to fight again yet, before we get clear. I'in thinking !’

At first the two friends thought it might be possible to reach the head of the
lake before the pursuing craft came up with them, But she gained upon the
Colbrand so fast that they had soon to abandon that idca.

The appearance, morcover, of two other vessels in the distance, evidently
hound on the same errand, complicated matters still further, and convinced
them that it would be hopeless to risk a fight on board dhe galley. All the

pursuers were seen to be sailing under the banners of Osth, a fact which
caused some sucprise,
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* Osth must have got the best of it, after all, then,”” Ruston commented.

*“ Perhaps the sceming retreat of his people was but a ruse to draw the
others on.”

" His victory must have becn a pretly decisive one,” Hugh speculated, ‘“ to
allow him time and leisure to come after us like this,”

““Well, we can’t fight the lot, situated as we are—that's certain,”’ Val
decided. ““So the only thing I can sce for us to do is to run this heavy
awkward craft aground, and geot out of her. We can wade ashore, and set off
for our destination on foot. Once we gain the woods we shall be safe from
attack, at any rate, for a while, cven if they decide to follow us up.”

“ But how are we to find our way to—to the ome you said yon expectel
to meet?”’ Hugh asked, doubtfully.

“I must qu_eatlon Amaki and his friends as to that. I expect they know
their way.’ '

Amaki was sent for, and with him came a couple of men dressed in homelw’
garb—the two who had aided in carrying the parcels of cartridges from the
Cedric on to the Colbrand.”

A short conference confirmed Ruxton in his plan, and they sét to work
at once to car ry it out.

The galley was run ashore, and the little band left it in two partics. The
first, under Hugh, carried the extra ammunition and some provisions, and
some of them set off at once for the nearest wood, while Hugh and Amaki
stood on the bank, and, rifics in hand, covered the departure from the gallcy
of Ruxton and the two sailors,

It was not an easy manceuvre to carry out, for they knew that some
treacherous attack was pretty sure to be made on them ere they could reach
the banlk.

To guard against this, as far as possible, they waded ashore crab-fashion—
i.e., sideways. And it was well they did so, for two or three javelins were
hurled after them, which, thanks to this precaution, they were able to throw
off with their shields. At the same moment, the rifles on the bank rang out,
and the treacherous spear-throwers paid the penalty of their murderous
intent,

The afternoon was drawing to a close as they all gained the shelter of the
wood and disappeared from sight, but though they were all about worn out
from the exertions of this eventful day, they had no choice but to hurry
on. As Ruxton said, the more space they could put between themselves and
Osth’s myrmidons, the less likelihood would there be of an immediate attack.

Their two guides, both elderly men, with grim, weather-worn faces that
told of lives of exposure and privation, were reserved and uncommunicative,
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and no information conld be extracted from them. Their replies to questions
were usually, ““ I know mnot,”” or ** We can tell you nothing; youn must ask
our master.”’

Night fell and the moon shone out, and found them still tramping along
the mountain slopes. |

At last their guides called a halt, and announced that they had rcached
the place appointed. As, however, there was no gign of any one being there
Ao meet them, and they were now all tired out, it was decided to rest at the
place till the morning. .

So far as they could guess, it scemed likely that they had not been followed,
but it was only a guess and no more. The last they had scen of their enemies
had been a glimpse they had obtained from a rock overlooking the lake,
just about sunset. There had then been no less than three other vessels round
the stranded Colbrand, and some cort of a fight sccmed to be in progress. .
But the fugitives had not waited to see how it ended.

The place their guides had brought them to secmed well suited for defence
in case of their being attacked by superior numbers. Iugh and Ruxton,
having sasisfied themsclves as to this, and found that there was a cave at
hand to sleep in, quickly made their dispositions and lay down to a much
ncoded rest.

At dawn they were astir, and as the one they were expecting was still
absent, they decided to wait a few hours longer ere they made another move.

They were on a rocky terrace on the side of a mountain. In the distance
was the lake, on which, as the light grew stronger, they could just make
out two or three sails. Evidently, therefore, the Vikings were still some-
where about, and it would be necessary to keep a sharp look-out in order
to guard against any sudden attack.

Below the terrace was a grassy slope, and balow this again another slope
thinly covered with trees. Behind them was a high rock flanked on each
side by thick wool.

Taking stock of their arms, it was found that there was a rifle for each
of the 'eight able to handle fircarms—their two guides knowing nothing
about such weapons,

Hugh was restless, anxious, and uncasy. He was deeply disappointed at the
fact that the mysterious unknown had seemingly failed to keep his promise.
Ruxton, too, was perturbed. They had very little in the way of provisions,
and save for the fact that they were now well armed, they scemed to be little
better off than they had been before encountering the Vikings.

“ It seemed to me,” Hugl muttered, *‘ that there must have been somo
misunderstanding. Hadn't you better have another talk with Amaki and
question him, to see——"’
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- Just then came a hail from Cable, who had mounted the rock at tlio hack
of the terrace as a look-out station.

‘“ Below, ahoy! Are ye there, sir?”’

* We're here, Bob,”” Val called out. “ What i3 it:"”

“ Them pirates be a comin’—an’ theer’s a good crowd of ’em, too!”

A moment or two later the sailor had descended to give further particulars.

“I c’d reckernise several o’ the galoots,”’ he declared. “ The boss ¢’ the
show, an’ they chaps as you was a ﬁgh"t-in’ wi’,”’
~“ What?—Osth himself, and Hertseg, and Berdrok:’’

‘“ Ay, ay, sir; they be the names. They be all comin’.””

““Good news!” cried Hugh through his set teeth. * Thi¢ is good news
indeed! 1t went sore against the grain to think of leaving nere—if, indced,
there is’any chance of our getting away—with the score we owe those chapsy
unpaid! Now there is a chance of not only getting our own back but aveny-
ing the awful suffering they have inflicted on others. What glorious news!"’

Ruxton laughed at his enthusiasnf. ‘* Well, we’ll try to teach them a lesson
in good manners, at any rate!” he joined in. ‘“ Now then, lads, get the
cartridges out, and take your stations. We couldn’t have had a better pi.ce
for defence than this if it had been chosen on purpose.’”” Then a thought
canie to him; and he and Hugh looked at each other.

‘““ Perhaps it was chosen on purpose,”’ said Flugh in a low tone.

*“ Perhaps—yes—who knows?”’ Ruxton murmured thoughtfully; and then
relapsed into silence.

It certainly was a well-chosen position—if chosen it had been. The terrace
on which they stood was five or six feet above the grassy slope below, :o
that, after mounting the slope, a wall of rock of that height had to be scaled
before the tevrace itself could be reached. And at the edge of the ledge
were numerous bushes and stunted tree-trunks, which afforded goed cover

for the defenders.
They had not long to await for the attack. Soon the Vikings were hLeard

climbing upward with much blowing of horns and shouting and singing.
Then, through the foliage below, gleams of light sparkled here and there,
as the rising sun was reflected from armour and shield, from helmet and
spcar. And shortly afterwards the men themselves came into view in the
more open woods at the foot of the grassy slope. And now it could be seen
that two or three of them carried banners,

‘“ Mercy on us, if they baint comin’ it strong !’ exclaimed Cable admiringly.
““ This do beat the Lord Mayor’s Show.”’

‘“ Certainly they’ve paid us the compliment of turning out in style,”
Ruxton laughed. ‘“ Anyone would think they expected to meet a whole army,

instead of half a dozen poor unlucky travellers.”
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Hugh only smiled zrimly. He was kecping an eye on Hertseg, whom he
could see¢ leading a file of men on the left.

““ How many more?”’ muttered Ruxton, as another lot were seen on the
right. ‘ If this goes on we shall have our work cut out to hold our own!”

“ We'll do it, though,” said Hugh between his teeth. ¢ We'll give 'em a
lesson! They want it—have been wanting it a long time—a lesson as to their
treatment of unfortunate travellers who stray here by chance. -All the same,
there are one or two there I would rather mcet again in fair fight, man to
man, as we did yesterday, than shoot them down. DBut if they won’t meet
us so, and prefer to bring all this array to beat us down by brute force—
Yhey must take the consequences.”

Little more was said. The Vikings, whalever their vices, were certainly not
wantiag in courage, and they showed it now. Singing tbeir wild, barbaric
songs, and accompanied by their ‘ scalds’’ and musicians, they followed
their leaders up the ascent in fine style.

They were allowed to get as far as the foot of the grassy slope, and then
the rifles of the defenders opened fire and sang another sort of song, which
carricd death and destruction into their midst.

But though the firearms—weapons hitherto altogether unknown to them—
frightened many of them at first, they returned again and again to the
charge. But their efforts were in vain. Not one rcached the top of the
slope.

Presently there was a pause, and a warrior was scen coming forward with
a white flag. It was ‘‘ llertseg the Fighter,”" and he brought a challenge to
the defenders to mecet their champions in single combat as had been done
the previous day.

“ Rubbish I’ was Ruxton’s practical comment, as he saw ITugh fAlush under
the taunts with which the Viking backed up his challenge. ‘ Don’t listen
to him. Ii they got us at a disadvantage they would play some treacherous
trick on us, you may be sure.”

And with this view Hugh could not but agree; so the challenger went back
rebuffed.

Then Osth—who was there in person, but so far had taken no active part
in the conflict—grew impatient, and determined to make an end of the affair
by rushing the terrace, let the cost be what it might.

There was accordingly much blowing of horas arnd trumpets, and a fresh
outburst of singing and shouting; and then the whole force of the Vikings
was marshalled for a rush.

Ruxton’s heart fell a little as he saw crowd after crowd come out into
view,
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‘ Why, they must have brought the whole fleet across the lake during tbo
night,”’ he growled. ‘‘ Every blessed ship'!-—and they have crowded every
man jack they could spare into them! Lads, keep steady, and muke every
shot tell! If once they get a footing up here we’re done for !’

With a great roar of rage ard vicious fury the crowd swept upwards. So
closely packed were they that the shots which the defenders poured into them
seemed to have scarcely any effect. Men fell here, there, everywhere, but
the gaps were no sooner made than they disappeared—were filled up. And
so, like 2 huge breaker sweeping upon a tempest-tossed shore, irresistible
and overwhelming, the whole armour-clad mass surged upwards, and gaincd
the top of the slope.

There was a momentary pausec as the front rauks halted under the sheltcr
of the wall of rock and began to climb it, .

Seeing that it was hopeless to remain longer, Ruston was about to givo
the order to retreat into the woods at the rear, when, from those samo
woods—to left and toaight—there calme suchr a chorus of sounds as rcse cveg
above the triumphant crics of the assailants.

Sounds that were horrible, terrible to listen to; screams and shrieks as
of pandemonium itself let loose; yells and howls that curdled the blood, and
secmed to come direct from the threcats of fiends and devils.

At once the attack ceased, the assailants fell away. Every one there knew
what the hideous crics meant, and not one was stout-hearted enough to stay
to meet those who made them,

Vainly did Osth himself, and his officers, Hertseg, and Berdrok and others,
try to stay the rout. Vainly did they place themselves before their panic-
stricken men and try to beat them back with their own swords. They could
do nothing; thc Vikings would not listen to them.

Ruxton and Hugh stared at each other. ‘“It’s your friends, Caliban and
his fellows!"” said Val in a low tone. ‘They have come at a good timol
Once more they have done us good service !’

Suddenly, from out of the wood on to the terrace, a strange figure rushed.
A tall, thin man, with unkempt,. grey beard, and long, streaming hair, wild
cyes with a hungry glare in them, as of fever or uncontrollable passion
He waved aloft a stout staff; and pointed at Osth and those near him.

« Aha, Osth!” he cried, in ringing, trumpet-like tones that were heard
above all the din. ““ At last thy punishment is at hand! At last thou, and
Hertseg, and Berdrok, and all the rest of thy cowardly rabble, have fallen
into my hands! This day have ye walked into my trap'! At last I shall bo
" revenged for the long years of unspeakable cruelty and suffering I bore at
vour hands! Cowards! bullies!demons in human form ! kmow that to-morrow
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I*lcave your accursed land' 'The means of dcliverance are in my hands; but
I would not go and leave you here unpunished !”’

Osth and his jarls stared at the speaker, and fear came into their eyes.

“ Who will kill yonder madman for me?”’ the chief cried. ‘* A thousand
pieces of gold—"’ '

“ Pah! Save $hy breath! Thou wilt want it, I promise thee, if thou are
going to run away fast enough to escape my hell-hounds. Come forth, my
children! Come forth, my avengers! Here is your prey before you. You
necd mnot spare theen! There is not a nlan amongst them who deserves
mercy !””

He put a whistle to his mouth and blew shrill blasts upon it; and then,
fromm out the woods at hand, rushed the ‘‘ borghens ’’—the hideous, horrible,
yellow-haired monsters that Hugh and his friends knew so well. But little
had the chums dreamed that the creatures existed in such numbers as now
streamed out of the wood! They came out in crowds, and, looking for their
orders to the stranger, obeying his slightest signs, ewen the glance of his
flashing eyes, they rushed down the slope like a swarm of avenging demons.

Nor sword nor shield, nor battle-axe nor spear, availed aught against them.
Inscnsible to fear, careless as to what happened to themselves, they crowded
round the luckless Vikings and vented upon them their awful rage and fury.

Few were there of the Vikings who reached their ships and escaped; and
amongst that few, neither Osth the Hard, nor Hertseg the Tighter, nor
Berdrok the Fierce, was to be found when they had re-crogssed the lake and
came to count up their losses.

As to the extraordinary figure who had brought this thing to pass, after
Le had watched the scene long enough to make sure that none of those he
decmed most guilty had escaped, he turned to the party his arrival had
saved from death or capture.

“ There is one among you who calls himself Hugh Arnold,”* said he,-in
Lnglish, ‘* whose full name I believe must be Hugh Arnold Fenwick." '

His glunce had already, as by instinct, rested upomr Hugh, who was now
gazing at him with staring eyes.

“ My name is Fenwick,” the stranger c'ontinucd, ‘““and I have dared to
hope——1!”’

Hugh sprang forward.

* Tather!” he cricd.

“ My son,” murmired the old man.

And thus, at last, “ after many years,” did these two meet,

-
- -~ -
. L] ] L] [ ] e L) ) ®

There is not much more of this strange story that needs to be told. Dr.
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Fenwick, after the first emotious aroused by the mceting with his son had

subsided, explained how he had come upon Grimstock’s oatfit hidden away in
a cavern. During the absence of that gentleman and his zang on an explor-
ing trip, Dr. Fenwick, aided by his faithful ‘‘ horglicns,” had carried
everything off, sledgcs, fircarms, ammuition, stores of food and furs, tents,
and other requisites, and concealed them in caverns farther away, where
Grimstock could not trace them.

As a consequence, the latter and his band fill an easy pres to Gerwulf's
people, and were seized and made to serve as *‘ thralls,”” just as Dr. Feuwick
had been years before. i

“ That man—Grixctock—basely deserted mo and my Eskinfo companions,”
the doctor solemnly declared, *“ when I was ill with a fever, and left us, 3
he thought, to dic. But we had then rcached the very verge of this country;
and I grew better, and struggled on, and we arrived here. One day I suw
a borghen and shot at it; but repented of the act, and, instead of k:llinge
it—it was only badly wounded—I tended the wound, and cured it. That
was the beginning of a strange friend=hip with those creaturcs. Later on,
I and my companions were captured by llertseg, and taken before Osth, who
condemned us to the mines; and there I lived a terrible life for many long
years. At last, I, with a few others, escaped, and went hack to the wild life
in the caverns, with no other company than the strange beings we had made
friends with Lefore."

Such, in brief, was Dr. Fenwick’s account of what had happened to
him. The next day the whole pariy
atarted out into the *‘ White Wilder-
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