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CHAPTER I.
AN ECHO FROM THE FOE.

“No, Carter! I shall not go back until I have got my hands on that
wretched crook, William Pike, and I don’t care if it leads me into
the very heart of this strange country where they say a white man
never has come from alive.”

The speaker was Jefferson Arnold, the multimillionaire shipowner
and importer of Oriental goods, whose establishment was one of
the best known of its kind in New York City.

His firm jaw came together with a snap, and his dark eyes sparkled
with determination in the red light of the camp fire, as he looked at
the world-renowned detective for approval of his determination.

“I am rather glad to hear you say that,” was Nick Carter’s calm
reply.

Jefferson Arnold jumped up from the rock upon which he had been
sitting and went around to shake the detective by the hand.

“I knew you would agree with me,” he shouted. “We have found
my son Leslie among these rascals, and we’ve driven them back,
over the Himalayas all right. But that is not enough for me. I want
to see what these mysteries are that we have heard so much about.”

“Bully for you, Mr. Arnold!” cried Patsy Garvan. “That’s the stuff.
I want to lick one or two of those black brutes for what they did to
us the last time we had a mix-up.”



“What do you mean?” put in Chick. “I ask that as first lieutenant of
the greatest detective in the world. We licked ’em, didn’t we?”

“Sure we licked them!” agreed Patsy promptly. “But they blazed
away at us with poisoned arrows and tried to dig holes in us with
their spears. It wasn’t their fault they did not lay out our whole
bunch.”

Nick Carter laughed heartily.

“When people get into a fight, Patsy,” he reminded his young
second assistant, “the object is understood to be to hurt the enemy
as much as possible. You should not hold that against anybody
who puts up a fair fight.”

“That’s all right!” conceded Patsy. “But this wasn’t any fair
fight—at least on the side of these Indians from the Land of the
Golden—what is it?”

“The Land of the Golden Scarab,” supplied Nick.

“All right! I’d forgotten that word. It’s always a sticker to me,”
grumbled Patsy. “But, anyhow, when those fellows, with their
white turbans and black faces, and their thin shirts and short pants,
came surging from behind the rocks, trying to get us by surprise, I
hadn’t any use for them. What I want is a man to stand up before
me and give me a fair-and-square give-and-take. Then I haven’t
any kick coming if I get the worst of it.”

“When shall we start?” asked Jefferson Arnold impatiently.

“You mean you will not go down to Calcutta, to get re-
enforcements, then?” asked Nick.



“No, indeed,” returned the millionaire. “What would be the use of
that? Here we are, right among the foothills of the Himalayas, and
we know—or think we know—that this mysterious race of beings,
who worship the Golden Scarab, are just on the other side of the
range, in front of us.”

“That’s what I learned when those fellows were leading me along,”
put in Leslie Arnold, as he carelessly took from his belt the
automatic revolver given to him by Nick Carter a short time before,
and lovingly regarded the cartridges. “Ask Adil.”

Adil—tall, dark, grave, and of the best type of Hindu—came
forward from the shadows and made a salaam to the company in
general.

“Adil is my friend,” continued Leslie.

“Thy servant, sahib,” corrected Adil respectfully.

“His valet, as we should say in New York,” came from Jefferson
Arnold. “Here in India they say body servant—except when they
use an Indian word. It’s all the same. Go ahead, Adil!”

“They were taking us to Bolongu, where the Golden Scarab is all
powerful,” explained Adil. “They said we should get there in
another day. It was then that Sahib Leslie and I got away. So we
did not go.”

“You bet you didn’t go,” put in Patsy Garvan. “You ran into us,
and we had a word or two to say.”

“And that is all you know about it?” asked Jefferson Arnold,
disregarding Patsy’s interruption.



“I have heard much more,” replied Adil. “But I do not know any
more than I have said.”

“We can go on with the force we have,” remarked Nick Carter
slowly. “Because, no matter how large a one we might take with us,
they would count for little against the hordes of Bolongu.”

“Do you mean that you don’t think we can get hold of Pike, if he
stands in with them?” asked Jefferson Arnold.

“No. What I mean is that we may have to depend more on strategy
than on physical violence,” smiled Nick Carter. “We shall have to
pit our brains against theirs.”

“That ought to be easy,” snorted Patsy. “What do these Indian
‘smokes’ know?”

“The wisdom of the East is proverbial,” returned Nick, in grave
tones. “There is not the slightest doubt that the men of the Land of
the Golden Scarab have more general knowledge than many white
men.”

“Wow!” howled Patsy, at what he regarded as a horrible reflection
on his race. “If I didn’t think I knew more than any of these black
spear throwers we’ve met in India, I’d quit business and go to
playing checkers the rest of my life.”

“Well, that’s all about that—isn’t it?” interrupted Jefferson Arnold
impatiently. “Let’s get a move on.”

“We will wait another hour,” suggested Nick Carter. “By that time
the moon will be down. We shall be in an exposed situation as
soon as we get out of this cave. If there were moonlight, any of



those fellows who might be farther up the mountain could shoot
poisoned arrows into us, or even reach us with spears.”

“Well, this is something I didn’t expect,” remarked Chick, as the
others moved from the fire, leaving him alone with Nick Carter.
“We were lucky enough to rescue young Leslie, and we got his
man Adil, too. That is all you were asked to do, wasn’t it?”

“Yes,” answered Nick. “We came to India to find Leslie Arnold.
His father was in such pitiful distress, that I should have been
disposed to lend him what help I could, even if he had not engaged
me on a business basis.”

“Of course you would,” assented Chick, and he knew it was the
exact truth. “But now that you have found Leslie, and he’s all right,
do you think it is worth while to go any farther?”

“Why not?” asked Nick dryly.

“Because, as you know, your desk in New York must be piled up
with business by this time,” returned Chick, with some warmth. “It
is a question whether such a man as you, on whom so many
persons depend when they are in trouble, has the right to stay away
longer than he is absolutely obliged.”

“Legal right—or moral?” smiled the famous detective.

“Moral, of course,” was Chick’s quick response. “And that has
always had as much weight with you as the other kind. Therefore, I
say that we ought to let Pike go. The Arnolds can find him without
you. That is, if he can be found at all.”

“Think so?”



“Anyhow, if they can’t, it’s none of our business. We are a long
way from Madison Avenue, remember. It will take us many weeks
to get home, even if we were to start to-night. We shall have to
travel nearly half around the world.”

Nick Carter was amused at his companion’s earnestness. He knew
that Chick’s advice was given with the very best motives. His
assistant would follow him into the very jaws of death—had done
so on many occasions. But it seemed to Chick, now that they had
finished the job they had come for, that it would be better to get
home as quickly as possible.

It was quite true, as he had said, that there would most likely be
piles of business on his chief’s desk in his Madison Avenue home
by this time, and that scores of people would be anxiously awaiting
his return.

But Nick Carter believed that he owed it to Jefferson Arnold to
help him bring the rascally William Pike to justice, whether the
money he had stolen from the Arnold Company’s Calcutta
office—a hundred thousand dollars—were recovered or not.

Pike had been a trusted employee—the manager of the Indian
branch of the great New York house—and he had taken advantage
of his position to steal what might be called a fortune.

For the moral effect on others, he should be caught and made to
answer for his crime.

Perhaps there was another, and potent, reason for the great
detective desiring to penetrate the mysteries of the great
Himalayan range that he confessed hardly to himself—his innate
love of adventure.



Nick Carter always had been interested in the vast unknown
stretches of Asia, and what he had heard of Bolongu, the Land of
the Golden Scarab, had been of a nature to make him long to go
there.

There was every reason to suppose that William Pike had found his
way into this strange country, because Leslie Arnold knew that he
himself was on his way there when he managed to escape. Pike
had some kind of compact with the natives of Bolongu, and it was
to their land he had doubtless gone when his scheme against young
Arnold failed.

“Sahib! We must fight!” suddenly boomed a deep voice out of the
darkness of the cave in which smoldered the remains of the camp
fire. “They come.”

The owner of the voice stalked into the red glow of the fire and
made a deep salaam to the detective.

“Hello, Jai Singh! Where did you get that news?” asked Nick
Carter.

“Jai Singh watches, sahib!” was the grave reply. “The men of the
Golden Scarab are far off. But not far enough to hide. They have
one of their priests in the rocks across this mountain.”

“You mean in Bolongu? I should say there is more than one there,”
rejoined the detective. “If the stories I have heard are true,
hundreds of them are in the Land of the Golden Scarab.”

“This priest is much nearer,” returned Jai Singh. “He prepares the
things required for feasts of the god in Bolongu.”



Nick Carter got to his feet and looked at the tall, dignified Hindu in
some impatience.

“What the deuce do you mean?” he demanded. “And why should
we care for one priest? Where are the men we drove back
yesterday?”

Before Jai Singh could speak, there came an answer to Nick
Carter’s query which could not be mistaken.

It was a concerted howl of hatred and vengeance, which
reverberated among the rocks and seemed to be close at hand.

Nick jumped to his feet, his rifle in hand, ready for instant use, as
he looked around for the other men of his party.

Jai Singh smiled soberly and shook his head.

“They are not in our camp, nor very near the place we hide,” he
said. “The sahib can put down his gun for the present.”

“I heard them not more than a hundred yards away,” insisted Nick
Carter.

Again Jai Singh shook his head, while the smile his dark face had
worn before crept slowly to the corners of his mouth and into his
deep eyes.

“You think you heard them close. That is because the mountain
walls carry sounds from a long distance. It was the echo that came
to us. The men who shouted are two miles away.”

For a moment Nick looked at the tall East Indian as if inclined to
contradict him. Then he recollected that he had heard a great deal
about these wonderful mountain echoes, and he said nothing.



“It is on the same principle as the whispering galleries of great
buildings,” he thought. “I have heard whispers from a distance
seemingly right in my ear in the Capitol at Washington. Why
should I doubt the phenomenon in this wonderful land of strange
things?”

“What’s the orders, chief?” suddenly broke in Patsy Garvan,
whose unquenchable curiosity brought him over when he saw Jai
Singh and Nick Carter in conference. “Do we go ahead and clean
out those blacks in the mountains, or are we to take a quiet jaunt
into the Land of the Golden Pelican, or whatever it is?”

“We shall get to the Land of the Golden Scarab in due time, I
hope,” was Nick Carter’s quiet reply. “We shall start in five
minutes. Tell everybody to get ready. And——”

But Patsy had already rushed off to announce joyfully that they
were going into action, and he did not hear anything more from his
chief.



CHAPTER II.
WHAT THEY FOUND IN THE CAVE.

“The fact that we know the rascals are two miles away makes it
unnecessary for us to care about the moonlight,” remarked Nick
Carter, as, ten minutes afterward he strode along a narrow ledge
that wound its way up the mountainside.

“I am glad of it,” grunted Jefferson Arnold. “I didn’t want to wait
for anything.”

Nick did not reply. He turned to see that all his little army was
coming along, and that all were properly equipped for anything
that might happen in the way of fighting.

There were his two assistants, the two Arnolds, Adil, and Jai Singh,
with the four coolies, whom he could perhaps be able to depend on
in a scrimmage, but who, at all events, were useful to carry most of
the baggage.

In addition to all these, there was one member of the party who
said nothing, but who was not to be despised in a pinch—the
magnificent bloodhound, Captain.

Trained to do police work from his puppyhood, and with a scent
that never failed so long as there was anything for him to follow,
Captain might still prove himself to be the most valuable
individual in the party when it was desirable to follow some
slippery and cunning foe.

They were walking along a narrow path of rock, with a towering
wall on one side and a seemingly bottomless cañon on the other. It



was such a trail as is often found in the mountainous districts of the
Far West of America.

“Be cautious,” Nick Carter admonished his followers. “This is the
kind of place where there might easily be a guard at intervals, if the
Bolongu men know as much about the strategy of warfare as I
believe.”

“You need not fear, sahib,” came from Jai Singh. “They are
frightened. They will not attack us till we have got out of this part
of the mountains. They shout, but that is all.”

“I wish they would show up a little nearer,” observed Patsy. “I’m
getting as rusty as an old gate for want of a scrap.”

“Keep quiet, Patsy!” growled Chick, by his side. “You’ll get all the
fighting you want before this trip is over—perhaps a little more.
What’s this cave just in front of us, I wonder? I see several of
them.”

“They have been used by outposts,” volunteered Jai Singh. “See!
Here is a rusted spear head. It has been here for years, from the
look of it. But it shows that sentries have used these caves at some
time.”

“There always have been fights in this part of the country, I should
say,” remarked Nick Carter. “Is that a flight of steps I see yonder?”

“Yes, sahib.”

“How far is it away?”

“Three miles.”



“It does not look so far,” declared Nick. “Don’t you think you are
stretching it, Jai Singh?”

“It may be a little nearer as the eagle flies,” replied the Hindu. “But
the trail is even more than three miles.”

“Gee! This is more like a Marathon than a healthy scrap,”
grumbled Patsy. “He talks about three miles as easily as if it were
only three feet. This kind of stunt might fit a letter carrier from the
Bronx. But I wish we had horses or a motor car.”

Patsy Garvan liked to complain in this way. It was exercise for his
tongue and gave his lively mind something to do. His discontent
was only skin-deep, however. He did not mean anything, and Nick
Carter, who overheard, smiled in amusement.

The path became narrower, so that only one person could walk at a
time, and even then with the greatest of care. Then again it
widened out, with room for three men abreast without being
crowded.

“There are the steps!” exclaimed Nick Carter, as they turned a
sharp corner. “We are getting into warm quarters.”

“Some of the Bolongu men may be at the top,” suggested Jai Singh.

“Do you think so?” asked Jefferson Arnold.

“I do not,” returned the Hindu.

“You don’t?” spluttered Jefferson. “Then why in thunder do you
say——”

“It is wise to be steady,” was Jai Singh’s grave rebuke.



The flight of steps was a long one. When they got to the top, Patsy
Garvan said he had counted three hundred and nine steps.

“That is correct,” confirmed Jai Singh. “I have counted them
before, as well as now. I have often thought that, with a picked
twoscore of men I could hold it against a hundred. What do you
say, sahib?”

He turned to Nick Carter—as he generally did when he sought
confirmation of some statement he had made.

“I think you are right,” returned the detective. “But I am glad the
Bolongus are not here, keeping us off. These steps have saved us
going a long way around, from the appearance of it.”

“They have,” assented Jai Singh. “You want to get to their land
quickly, and I help you to do it. We could have gone a longer and
safer way. But this is straight.”

“What do you mean by ‘a safer way,’ Jai Singh—Bolongus?”

“There would have been no fear of meeting Bolongus. But we may
have to fight our way after coming up these steps.”

Nick Carter did not reply. It would have been waste of time to tell
the Hindu that there was no desire to avoid the Bolongus. Jai Singh
knew that as well as anybody.

The trail seemed now more perilous than ever. So narrow was it in
places that they had to edge along sideways, with their toes
actually overhanging the dizzy abyss. And it was some three
thousand feet to the bottom, at that.

Once the butt of Jefferson Arnold’s rifle touched a projection
behind him. He tilted forward, and it was only the quick throwing



out of Nick Carter’s arm that saved him from lurching headlong
into space.

It was Chick who saved the next man from deadly danger. One of
the four coolies stepped on a loose pebble, which rolled under his
feet and caused him to half turn toward the brink of the precipice.

The coolie was carrying rather a heavy load. Chick saw him sway
under it, and an agonized expression came into his face.

“Look out there, son!” called out Patsy.

But Patsy was too far away to help, willing as he was to do it. It
was up to Chick. He gripped the man by the legs below the knees
and flung him flat, to take the jerking strain which he knew must
come.

It did come, too. The coolie flung up his arms and fell over the
edge of the precipice. But Chick held on grimly till the man had
wriggled back to safety. That was what he had laid himself out to
do.

It was all over in two or three seconds. But it seemed more than a
minute before they heard the reverberating crash as the load he had
carried reached the bottom of the cañon.

The sound sent a chilly feeling to Chick’s heart that nothing in the
way of any ordinary danger could have done.

“I reckon we’ll use ropes,” decided Nick Carter, who saw that his
assistant had actually turned a little pale. “We won’t take any more
chances.”

Two long lines of rope were knotted together and a loop turn taken
around the waist of each man in the party.



Nick Carter took the lead, while Jai Singh was in the middle, they
being the heaviest members of the party, and Chick at the rear end.
Captain trotted along behind. He was sure-footed enough not to
require ropes to keep him out of trouble.

“What’s that big cave ahead of us, Jai Singh?” asked Nick Carter,
when they had proceeded in this manner for two miles or more.

“It is the first sign that we are getting near Bolongu,” was the reply.
“We should stop before we go into it. What there is inside it is not
for me to say. We must see.”

“That sounds rather pleasantly mysterious,” remarked Jefferson
Arnold.

The Hindu did not reply, but kept his eyes fixed on Nick, to see
what the detective meant to do.

“I understand,” said Nick, quietly. “We will make camp just inside
the cave, to be out of the wind. How far does the cave go back?”

“Farther than any white man has ever been. Neither has Jai Singh
gone in. It belongs to the men of the Golden Scarab.”

“Do you mean that we shall find a lot of the rascals inside?” asked
Jefferson. “If that is the case, it will not be wise to light a fire.”

“There is nothing to fear,” returned Jai Singh. “Only priests ever
go into this cave, and they are a long, long way back. We will see.”

Nick Carter had perfect faith in the tall Hindu. He proved it by
having a fire lighted in the entrance of the cave, and telling Adil,
who had been appointed chief cook, to get supper.
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