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			I

			“A gen­tle­man to see you, Doc­tor.”

			From across the com­mon a clock sound­ed the half-hour.

			“Ten-thir­ty!” I said. “A late vis­i­tor. Show him up, if you please.”

			I pushed my writ­ing aside and tilt­ed the lamp­shade, as foot­steps sound­ed on the land­ing. The next mo­ment I had jumped to my feet, for a tall, lean man, with his square-cut, clean-shaven face sun­baked to the hue of cof­fee, en­tered and ex­tend­ed both hands, with a cry:

			“Good old Petrie! Didn’t ex­pect me, I’ll swear!”

			It was Nay­land Smith—whom I had thought to be in Bur­ma!

			“Smith,” I said, and gripped his hands hard, “this is a de­light­ful sur­prise! What­ev­er—how­ev­er—”

			“Ex­cuse me, Petrie!” he broke in. “Don’t put it down to the sun!” And he put out the lamp, plung­ing the room in­to dark­ness.

			I was too sur­prised to speak.

			“No doubt you will think me mad,” he con­tin­ued, and, dim­ly, I could see him at the win­dow, peer­ing out in­to the road, “but be­fore you are many hours old­er you will know that I have good rea­son to be cau­tious. Ah, noth­ing sus­pi­cious! Per­haps I am first this time.” And, step­ping back to the writ­ing-ta­ble he re­light­ed the lamp.

			“Mys­te­ri­ous enough for you?” he laughed, and glanced at my un­fin­ished MS. “A sto­ry, eh? From which I gath­er that the dis­trict is beast­ly healthy—what, Petrie? Well, I can put some ma­te­ri­al in your way that, if sheer un­can­ny mys­tery is a mar­ketable com­mod­i­ty, ought to make you in­de­pen­dent of in­fluen­za and bro­ken legs and shat­tered nerves and all the rest.”

			I sur­veyed him doubt­ful­ly, but there was noth­ing in his ap­pear­ance to jus­ti­fy me in sup­pos­ing him to suf­fer from delu­sions. His eyes were too bright, cer­tain­ly, and a hard­ness now had crept over his face. I got out the whisky and siphon, say­ing:

			“You have tak­en your leave ear­ly?”

			“I am not on leave,” he replied, and slow­ly filled his pipe. “I am on du­ty.”

			“On du­ty!” I ex­claimed. “What, are you moved to Lon­don or some­thing?”

			“I have got a rov­ing com­mis­sion, Petrie, and it doesn’t rest with me where I am to­day nor where I shall be to­mor­row.”

			There was some­thing omi­nous in the words, and, putting down my glass, its con­tents un­tast­ed, I faced round and looked him square­ly in the eyes. “Out with it!” I said. “What is it all about?”

			Smith sud­den­ly stood up and stripped off his coat. Rolling back his left shirt­sleeve he re­vealed a wicked-look­ing wound in the fleshy part of the fore­arm. It was quite healed, but cu­ri­ous­ly stri­at­ed for an inch or so around.

			“Ev­er seen one like it?” he asked.

			“Not ex­act­ly,” I con­fessed. “It ap­pears to have been deeply cau­ter­ized.”

			“Right! Very deeply!” he rapped. “A barb steeped in the ven­om of a hamadryad went in there!”

			A shud­der I could not re­press ran cold­ly through me at men­tion of that most dead­ly of all the rep­tiles of the East.

			“There’s on­ly one treat­ment,” he con­tin­ued, rolling his sleeve down again, “and that’s with a sharp knife, a match, and a bro­ken car­tridge. I lay on my back, rav­ing, for three days af­ter­wards, in a for­est that stank with malar­ia, but I should have been ly­ing there now if I had hes­i­tat­ed. Here’s the point. It was not an ac­ci­dent!”

			“What do you mean?”

			“I mean that it was a de­lib­er­ate at­tempt on my life, and I am hard up­on the tracks of the man who ex­tract­ed that ven­om—pa­tient­ly, drop by drop—from the poi­son-glands of the snake, who pre­pared that ar­row, and who caused it to be shot at me.”

			“What fiend is this?”

			“A fiend who, un­less my cal­cu­la­tions are at fault, is now in Lon­don, and who reg­u­lar­ly wars with pleas­ant weapons of that kind. Petrie, I have trav­eled from Bur­ma not in the in­ter­ests of the British Gov­ern­ment mere­ly, but in the in­ter­ests of the en­tire white race, and I hon­est­ly be­lieve—though I pray I may be wrong—that its sur­vival de­pends large­ly up­on the suc­cess of my mis­sion.”

			To say that I was per­plexed con­veys no idea of the men­tal chaos cre­at­ed by these ex­tra­or­di­nary state­ments, for in­to my hum­drum sub­ur­ban life Nay­land Smith had brought fan­ta­sy of the wildest. I did not know what to think, what to be­lieve.

			“I am wast­ing pre­cious time!” he rapped de­ci­sive­ly, and, drain­ing his glass, he stood up. “I came straight to you, be­cause you are the on­ly man I dare to trust. Ex­cept the big chief at head­quar­ters, you are the on­ly per­son in Eng­land, I hope, who knows that Nay­land Smith has quit­ted Bur­ma. I must have some­one with me, Petrie, all the time—it’s im­per­a­tive! Can you put me up here, and spare a few days to the strangest busi­ness, I prom­ise you, that ev­er was record­ed in fact or fic­tion?”

			I agreed read­i­ly enough, for, un­for­tu­nate­ly, my pro­fes­sion­al du­ties were not oner­ous.

			“Good man!” he cried, wring­ing my hand in his im­petu­ous way. “We start now.”

			“What, tonight?”

			“Tonight! I had thought of turn­ing in, I must ad­mit. I have not dared to sleep for forty-eight hours, ex­cept in fif­teen-minute stretch­es. But there is one move that must be made tonight and im­me­di­ate­ly. I must warn Sir Crich­ton Dav­ey.”

			“Sir Crich­ton Dav­ey—of the In­dia—”

			“Petrie, he is a doomed man! Un­less he fol­lows my in­struc­tions with­out ques­tion, with­out hes­i­ta­tion—be­fore Heav­en, noth­ing can save him! I do not know when the blow will fall, how it will fall, nor from whence, but I know that my first du­ty is to warn him. Let us walk down to the cor­ner of the com­mon and get a taxi.”

			How strange­ly does the ad­ven­tur­ous in­trude up­on the hum­drum; for, when it in­trudes at all, more of­ten than not its in­tru­sion is sud­den and un­looked for. To­day, we may seek for ro­mance and fail to find it: un­sought, it lies in wait for us at most pro­sa­ic cor­ners of life’s high­way.

			The drive that night, though it di­vid­ed the drably com­mon­place from the wild­ly bizarre—though it was the bridge be­tween the or­di­nary and the out­ré—has left no im­pres­sion up­on my mind. In­to the heart of a weird mys­tery the cab bore me; and in re­view­ing my mem­o­ries of those days I won­der that the busy thor­ough­fares through which we passed did not dis­play be­fore my eyes signs and por­tents—warn­ings.

			It was not so. I re­call noth­ing of the route and lit­tle of im­port that passed be­tween us (we both were strange­ly silent, I think) un­til we were come to our jour­ney’s end. Then:

			“What’s this?” mut­tered my friend hoarse­ly.

			Con­sta­bles were mov­ing on a lit­tle crowd of cu­ri­ous idlers who pressed about the steps of Sir Crich­ton Dav­ey’s house and sought to peer in at the open door. With­out wait­ing for the cab to draw up to the curb, Nay­land Smith reck­less­ly leaped out and I fol­lowed close at his heels.

			“What has hap­pened?” he de­mand­ed breath­less­ly of a con­sta­ble.

			The lat­ter glanced at him doubt­ful­ly, but some­thing in his voice and bear­ing com­mand­ed re­spect.

			“Sir Crich­ton Dav­ey has been killed, sir.”

			Smith lurched back as though he had re­ceived a phys­i­cal blow, and clutched my shoul­der con­vul­sive­ly. Be­neath the heavy tan his face had blanched, and his eyes were set in a stare of hor­ror.

			“My God!” he whis­pered. “I am too late!”

			With clenched fists he turned and, press­ing through the group of loungers, bound­ed up the steps. In the hall a man who un­mis­tak­ably was a Scot­land Yard of­fi­cial stood talk­ing to a foot­man. Oth­er mem­bers of the house­hold were mov­ing about, more or less aim­less­ly, and the chilly hand of King Fear had touched one and all, for, as they came and went, they glanced ev­er over their shoul­ders, as if each shad­ow cloaked a men­ace, and lis­tened, as it seemed, for some sound which they dread­ed to hear. Smith strode up to the de­tec­tive and showed him a card, up­on glanc­ing at which the Scot­land Yard man said some­thing in a low voice, and, nod­ding, touched his hat to Smith in a re­spect­ful man­ner.

			A few brief ques­tions and an­swers, and, in gloomy si­lence, we fol­lowed the de­tec­tive up the heav­i­ly car­pet­ed stair, along a cor­ri­dor lined with pic­tures and busts, and in­to a large li­brary. A group of peo­ple were in this room, and one, in whom I rec­og­nized Chalmers Cleeve, of Harley Street, was bend­ing over a mo­tion­less form stretched up­on a couch. An­oth­er door com­mu­ni­cat­ed with a small study, and through the open­ing I could see a man on all fours ex­am­in­ing the car­pet. The un­com­fort­able sense of hush, the group about the physi­cian, the bizarre fig­ure crawl­ing, bee­tle-like, across the in­ner room, and the grim hub, around which all this omi­nous ac­tiv­i­ty turned, made up a scene that etched it­self in­deli­bly on my mind.

			As we en­tered Dr. Cleeve straight­ened him­self, frown­ing thought­ful­ly.

			“Frankly, I do not care to ven­ture any opin­ion at present re­gard­ing the im­me­di­ate cause of death,” he said. “Sir Crich­ton was ad­dict­ed to co­caine, but there are in­di­ca­tions which are not in ac­cor­dance with co­caine-poi­son­ing. I fear that on­ly a post­mortem can es­tab­lish the facts—if,” he added, “we ev­er ar­rive at them. A most mys­te­ri­ous case!”

			Smith step­ping for­ward and en­gag­ing the fa­mous pathol­o­gist in con­ver­sa­tion, I seized the op­por­tu­ni­ty to ex­am­ine Sir Crich­ton’s body.

			The dead man was in evening dress, but wore an old smok­ing-jack­et. He had been of spare but hardy build, with thin, aquiline fea­tures, which now were odd­ly puffy, as were his clenched hands. I pushed back his sleeve, and saw the marks of the hy­po­der­mic sy­ringe up­on his left arm. Quite me­chan­i­cal­ly I turned my at­ten­tion to the right arm. It was un­scarred, but on the back of the hand was a faint red mark, not un­like the im­print of paint­ed lips. I ex­am­ined it close­ly, and even tried to rub it off, but it ev­i­dent­ly was caused by some mor­bid process of lo­cal in­flam­ma­tion, if it were not a birth­mark.

			Turn­ing to a pale young man whom I had un­der­stood to be Sir Crich­ton’s pri­vate sec­re­tary, I drew his at­ten­tion to this mark, and in­quired if it were con­sti­tu­tion­al. “It is not, sir,” an­swered Dr. Cleeve, over­hear­ing my ques­tion. “I have al­ready made that in­quiry. Does it sug­gest any­thing to your mind? I must con­fess that it af­fords me no as­sis­tance.”

			“Noth­ing,” I replied. “It is most cu­ri­ous.”

			“Ex­cuse me, Mr. Bur­boyne,” said Smith, now turn­ing to the sec­re­tary, “but In­spec­tor Wey­mouth will tell you that I act with au­thor­i­ty. I un­der­stand that Sir Crich­ton was—seized with ill­ness in his study?”

			“Yes—at half-past ten. I was work­ing here in the li­brary, and he in­side, as was our cus­tom.”

			“The com­mu­ni­cat­ing door was kept closed?”

			“Yes, al­ways. It was open for a minute or less about ten twen­ty-five, when a mes­sage came for Sir Crich­ton. I took it in to him, and he then seemed in his usu­al health.”

			“What was the mes­sage?”

			“I could not say. It was brought by a dis­trict mes­sen­ger, and he placed it be­side him on the ta­ble. It is there now, no doubt.”

			“And at half-past ten?”

			“Sir Crich­ton sud­den­ly burst open the door and threw him­self, with a scream, in­to the li­brary. I ran to him but he waved me back. His eyes were glar­ing hor­ri­bly. I had just reached his side when he fell, writhing, up­on the floor. He seemed past speech, but as I raised him and laid him up­on the couch, he gasped some­thing that sound­ed like ‘The red hand!’ Be­fore I could get to bell or tele­phone he was dead!”

			Mr. Bur­boyne’s voice shook as he spoke the words, and Smith seemed to find this ev­i­dence con­fus­ing.

			“You do not think he re­ferred to the mark on his own hand?”

			“I think not. From the di­rec­tion of his last glance, I feel sure he re­ferred to some­thing in the study.”

			“What did you do?”

			“Hav­ing sum­moned the ser­vants, I ran in­to the study. But there was ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing un­usu­al to be seen. The win­dows were closed and fas­tened. He worked with closed win­dows in the hottest weath­er. There is no oth­er door, for the study oc­cu­pies the end of a nar­row wing, so that no one could pos­si­bly have gained ac­cess to it, whilst I was in the li­brary, un­seen by me. Had some­one con­cealed him­self in the study ear­li­er in the evening—and I am con­vinced that it of­fers no hid­ing-place—he could on­ly have come out again by pass­ing through here.”

			Nay­land Smith tugged at the lobe of his left ear, as was his habit when med­i­tat­ing.

			“You had been at work here in this way for some time?”

			“Yes. Sir Crich­ton was pre­par­ing an im­por­tant book.”

			“Had any­thing un­usu­al oc­curred pri­or to this evening?”

			“Yes,” said Mr. Bur­boyne, with ev­i­dent per­plex­i­ty; “though I at­tached no im­por­tance to it at the time. Three nights ago Sir Crich­ton came out to me, and ap­peared very ner­vous; but at times his nerves—you know? Well, on this oc­ca­sion he asked me to search the study. He had an idea that some­thing was con­cealed there.”

			“Some thing or some­one?”

			“ ‘Some­thing’ was the word he used. I searched, but fruit­less­ly, and he seemed quite sat­is­fied, and re­turned to his work.”

			“Thank you, Mr. Bur­boyne. My friend and I would like a few min­utes’ pri­vate in­ves­ti­ga­tion in the study.”

		
	
		
			II

			Sir Crich­ton Dav­ey’s study was a small one, and a glance suf­ficed to show that, as the sec­re­tary had said, it of­fered no hid­ing-place. It was heav­i­ly car­pet­ed, and over­full of Burmese and Chi­nese or­na­ments and cu­rios, and up­on the man­tel­piece stood sev­er­al framed pho­to­graphs which showed this to be the sanc­tum of a wealthy bach­e­lor who was no misog­y­nist. A map of the In­di­an Em­pire oc­cu­pied the larg­er part of one wall. The grate was emp­ty, for the weath­er was ex­treme­ly warm, and a green-shad­ed lamp on the lit­tered writ­ing-ta­ble af­ford­ed the on­ly light. The air was stale, for both win­dows were closed and fas­tened.

			Smith im­me­di­ate­ly pounced up­on a large, square en­ve­lope that lay be­side the blot­ting-pad. Sir Crich­ton had not even trou­bled to open it, but my friend did so. It con­tained a blank sheet of pa­per!

			“Smell!” he di­rect­ed, hand­ing the let­ter to me. I raised it to my nos­trils. It was scent­ed with some pun­gent per­fume.

			“What is it?” I asked.

			“It is a rather rare es­sen­tial oil,” was the re­ply, “which I have met with be­fore, though nev­er in Eu­rope. I be­gin to un­der­stand, Petrie.”

			He tilt­ed the lamp­shade and made a close ex­am­i­na­tion of the scraps of pa­per, match­es, and oth­er de­bris that lay in the grate and on the hearth. I took up a cop­per vase from the man­tel­piece, and was ex­am­in­ing it cu­ri­ous­ly, when he turned, a strange ex­pres­sion up­on his face.

			“Put that back, old man,” he said qui­et­ly.

			Much sur­prised, I did as he di­rect­ed.

			“Don’t touch any­thing in the room. It may be dan­ger­ous.”

			Some­thing in the tone of his voice chilled me, and I hasti­ly re­placed the vase, and stood by the door of the study, watch­ing him search, me­thod­i­cal­ly, ev­ery inch of the room—be­hind the books, in all the or­na­ments, in ta­ble draw­ers, in cup­boards, on shelves.

			“That will do,” he said at last. “There is noth­ing here and I have no time to search far­ther.”

			We re­turned to the li­brary.

			“In­spec­tor Wey­mouth,” said my friend, “I have a par­tic­u­lar rea­son for ask­ing that Sir Crich­ton’s body be re­moved from this room at once and the li­brary locked. Let no one be ad­mit­ted on any pre­tense what­ev­er un­til you hear from me.” It spoke vol­umes for the mys­te­ri­ous cre­den­tials borne by my friend that the man from Scot­land Yard ac­cept­ed his or­ders with­out de­mur, and, af­ter a brief chat with Mr. Bur­boyne, Smith passed briskly down­stairs. In the hall a man who looked like a groom out of liv­ery was wait­ing.

			“Are you Wills?” asked Smith.

			“Yes, sir.”

			“It was you who heard a cry of some kind at the rear of the house about the time of Sir Crich­ton’s death?”

			“Yes, sir. I was lock­ing the garage door, and, hap­pen­ing to look up at the win­dow of Sir Crich­ton’s study, I saw him jump out of his chair. Where he used to sit at his writ­ing, sir, you could see his shad­ow on the blind. Next minute I heard a call out in the lane.”

			“What kind of call?”

			The man, whom the un­can­ny hap­pen­ing clear­ly had fright­ened, seemed puz­zled for a suit­able de­scrip­tion.

			“A sort of wail, sir,” he said at last. “I nev­er heard any­thing like it be­fore, and don’t want to again.”

			“Like this?” in­quired Smith, and he ut­tered a low, wail­ing cry, im­pos­si­ble to de­scribe. Wills per­cep­ti­bly shud­dered; and, in­deed, it was an eerie sound.

			“The same, sir, I think,” he said, “but much loud­er.”

			“That will do,” said Smith, and I thought I de­tect­ed a note of tri­umph in his voice. “But stay! Take us through to the back of the house.”

			The man bowed and led the way, so that short­ly we found our­selves in a small, paved court­yard. It was a per­fect sum­mer’s night, and the deep blue vault above was jew­eled with myr­i­ads of star­ry points. How im­pos­si­ble it seemed to rec­on­cile that vast, eter­nal calm with the hideous pas­sions and fiendish agen­cies which that night had loosed a soul up­on the in­fi­nite.

			“Up yon­der are the study win­dows, sir. Over that wall on your left is the back lane from which the cry came, and be­yond is Re­gent’s Park.”

			“Are the study win­dows vis­i­ble from there?”

			“Oh, yes, sir.”

			“Who oc­cu­pies the ad­join­ing house?”

			“Ma­jor-Gen­er­al Platt-Hous­ton, sir; but the fam­i­ly is out of town.”

			“Those iron stairs are a means of com­mu­ni­ca­tion be­tween the do­mes­tic of­fices and the ser­vants’ quar­ters, I take it?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“Then send some­one to make my busi­ness known to the Ma­jor-Gen­er­al’s house­keep­er; I want to ex­am­ine those stairs.”

			Sin­gu­lar though my friend’s pro­ceed­ings ap­peared to me, I had ceased to won­der at any­thing. Since Nay­land Smith’s ar­rival at my rooms I seemed to have been mov­ing through the fit­ful phas­es of a night­mare. My friend’s ac­count of how he came by the wound in his arm; the scene on our ar­rival at the house of Sir Crich­ton Dav­ey; the sec­re­tary’s sto­ry of the dy­ing man’s cry, “The red hand!”; the hid­den per­ils of the study; the wail in the lane—all were fit­ter in­ci­dents of delir­i­um than of sane re­al­i­ty. So, when a white-faced but­ler made us known to a ner­vous old la­dy who proved to be the house­keep­er of the next-door res­i­dence, I was not sur­prised at Smith’s say­ing:

			“Lounge up and down out­side, Petrie. Ev­ery­one has cleared off now. It is get­ting late. Keep your eyes open and be on your guard. I thought I had the start, but he is here be­fore me, and, what is worse, he prob­a­bly knows by now that I am here, too.”

			With which he en­tered the house and left me out in the square, with leisure to think, to try to un­der­stand.

			The crowd which usu­al­ly haunts the scene of a sen­sa­tion­al crime had been cleared away, and it had been cir­cu­lat­ed that Sir Crich­ton had died from nat­u­ral caus­es. The in­tense heat hav­ing driv­en most of the res­i­dents out of town, prac­ti­cal­ly I had the square to my­self, and I gave my­self up to a brief con­sid­er­a­tion of the mys­tery in which I so sud­den­ly had found my­self in­volved.

			By what agen­cy had Sir Crich­ton met his death? Did Nay­land Smith know? I rather sus­pect­ed that he did. What was the hid­den sig­nif­i­cance of the per­fumed en­ve­lope? Who was that mys­te­ri­ous per­son­age whom Smith so ev­i­dent­ly dread­ed, who had at­tempt­ed his life, who, pre­sum­ably, had mur­dered Sir Crich­ton? Sir Crich­ton Dav­ey, dur­ing the time that he had held of­fice in In­dia, and dur­ing his long term of ser­vice at home, had earned the good will of all, British and na­tive alike. Who was his se­cret en­e­my?

			Some­thing touched me light­ly on the shoul­der.

			I turned, with my heart flut­ter­ing like a child’s. This night’s work had im­posed a se­vere strain even up­on my cal­lous nerves.

			A girl wrapped in a hood­ed opera-cloak stood at my el­bow, and, as she glanced up at me, I thought that I nev­er had seen a face so se­duc­tive­ly love­ly nor of so un­usu­al a type. With the skin of a per­fect blonde, she had eyes and lash­es as black as a Cre­ole’s, which, to­geth­er with her full red lips, told me that this beau­ti­ful stranger, whose touch had so star­tled me, was not a child of our north­ern shores.

			“For­give me,” she said, speak­ing with an odd, pret­ty ac­cent, and lay­ing a slim hand, with jew­eled fin­gers, con­fid­ing­ly up­on my arm, “if I star­tled you. But—is it true that Sir Crich­ton Dav­ey has been—mur­dered?”

			I looked in­to her big, ques­tion­ing eyes, a harsh sus­pi­cion la­bor­ing in my mind, but could read noth­ing in their mys­te­ri­ous depths—on­ly I won­dered anew at my ques­tion­er’s beau­ty. The grotesque idea mo­men­tar­i­ly pos­sessed me that, were the bloom of her red lips due to art and not to na­ture, their kiss would leave—though not in­deli­bly—just such a mark as I had seen up­on the dead man’s hand. But I dis­missed the fan­tas­tic no­tion as bred of the night’s hor­rors, and wor­thy on­ly of a me­dieval leg­end. No doubt she was some friend or ac­quain­tance of Sir Crich­ton who lived close by.

			“I can­not say that he has been mur­dered,” I replied, act­ing up­on the lat­ter sup­po­si­tion, and seek­ing to tell her what she asked as gen­tly as pos­si­ble.

			“But he is—Dead?”

			I nod­ded.

			She closed her eyes and ut­tered a low, moan­ing sound, sway­ing dizzi­ly. Think­ing she was about to swoon, I threw my arm round her shoul­der to sup­port her, but she smiled sad­ly, and pushed me gen­tly away.

			“I am quite well, thank you,” she said.

			“You are cer­tain? Let me walk with you un­til you feel quite sure of your­self.”

			She shook her head, flashed a rapid glance at me with her beau­ti­ful eyes, and looked away in a sort of sor­row­ful em­bar­rass­ment, for which I was en­tire­ly at a loss to ac­count. Sud­den­ly she re­sumed:

			“I can­not let my name be men­tioned in this dread­ful mat­ter, but—I think I have some in­for­ma­tion—for the po­lice. Will you give this to—whomev­er you think prop­er?”

			She hand­ed me a sealed en­ve­lope, again met my eyes with one of her daz­zling glances, and hur­ried away. She had gone no more than ten or twelve yards, and I still was stand­ing be­wil­dered, watch­ing her grace­ful, re­treat­ing fig­ure, when she turned abrupt­ly and came back.

			With­out look­ing di­rect­ly at me, but al­ter­nate­ly glanc­ing to­wards a dis­tant cor­ner of the square and to­wards the house of Ma­jor-Gen­er­al Platt-Hous­ton, she made the fol­low­ing ex­tra­or­di­nary re­quest:

			“If you would do me a very great ser­vice, for which I al­ways would be grate­ful,”—she glanced at me with pas­sion­ate in­tent­ness—“when you have giv­en my mes­sage to the prop­er per­son, leave him and do not go near him any more tonight!”

			Be­fore I could find words to re­ply she gath­ered up her cloak and ran. Be­fore I could de­ter­mine whether or not to fol­low her (for her words had aroused anew all my worst sus­pi­cions) she had dis­ap­peared! I heard the whir of a restart­ed mo­tor at no great dis­tance, and, in the in­stant that Nay­land Smith came run­ning down the steps, I knew that I had nod­ded at my post.

			“Smith!” I cried as he joined me, “tell me what we must do!” And rapid­ly I ac­quaint­ed him with the in­ci­dent.

			My friend looked very grave; then a grim smile crept round his lips.

			“She was a big card to play,” he said; “but he did not know that I held one to beat it.”

			“What! You know this girl! Who is she?”

			“She is one of the finest weapons in the en­e­my’s ar­mory, Petrie. But a wom­an is a two-edged sword, and treach­er­ous. To our great good for­tune, she has formed a sud­den predilec­tion, char­ac­ter­is­ti­cal­ly Ori­en­tal, for your­self. Oh, you may scoff, but it is ev­i­dent. She was em­ployed to get this let­ter placed in my hands. Give it to me.”

			I did so.

			“She has suc­ceed­ed. Smell.”

			He held the en­ve­lope un­der my nose, and, with a sud­den sense of nau­sea, I rec­og­nized the strange per­fume.

			“You know what this pre­saged in Sir Crich­ton’s case? Can you doubt any longer? She did not want you to share my fate, Petrie.”

			“Smith,” I said un­steadi­ly, “I have fol­lowed your lead blind­ly in this hor­ri­ble busi­ness and have not pressed for an ex­pla­na­tion, but I must in­sist be­fore I go one step far­ther up­on know­ing what it all means.”

			“Just a few steps far­ther,” he re­joined; “as far as a cab. We are hard­ly safe here. Oh, you need not fear shots or knives. The man whose ser­vants are watch­ing us now scorns to em­ploy such clum­sy, tell­tale weapons.”

			On­ly three cabs were on the rank, and, as we en­tered the first, some­thing hissed past my ear, missed both Smith and me by a mir­a­cle, and, pass­ing over the roof of the taxi, pre­sum­ably fell in the en­closed gar­den oc­cu­py­ing the cen­ter of the square.

			“What was that?” I cried.

			“Get in—quick­ly!” Smith rapped back. “It was at­tempt num­ber one! More than that I can­not say. Don’t let the man hear. He has no­ticed noth­ing. Pull up the win­dow on your side, Petrie, and look out be­hind. Good! We’ve start­ed.”

			The cab moved off with a metal­lic jerk, and I turned and looked back through the lit­tle win­dow in the rear.

			“Some­one has got in­to an­oth­er cab. It is fol­low­ing ours, I think.”

			Nay­land Smith lay back and laughed un­mirth­ful­ly.

			“Petrie,” he said, “if I es­cape alive from this busi­ness I shall know that I bear a charmed life.”

			I made no re­ply, as he pulled out the di­lap­i­dat­ed pouch and filled his pipe.

			“You have asked me to ex­plain mat­ters,” he con­tin­ued, “and I will do so to the best of my abil­i­ty. You no doubt won­der why a ser­vant of the British Gov­ern­ment, late­ly sta­tioned in Bur­ma, sud­den­ly ap­pears in Lon­don, in the char­ac­ter of a de­tec­tive. I am here, Petrie—and I bear cre­den­tials from the very high­est sources—be­cause, quite by ac­ci­dent, I came up­on a clue. Fol­low­ing it up, in the or­di­nary course of rou­tine, I ob­tained ev­i­dence of the ex­is­tence and ma­lig­nant ac­tiv­i­ty of a cer­tain man. At the present stage of the case I should not be jus­ti­fied in terming him the emis­sary of an East­ern Pow­er, but I may say that rep­re­sen­ta­tions are short­ly to be made to that Pow­er’s am­bas­sador in Lon­don.”

			He paused and glanced back to­wards the pur­su­ing cab.

			“There is lit­tle to fear un­til we ar­rive home,” he said calm­ly. “Af­ter­wards there is much. To con­tin­ue: This man, whether a fa­nat­ic or a du­ly ap­point­ed agent, is, un­ques­tion­ably, the most ma­lign and for­mi­da­ble per­son­al­i­ty ex­ist­ing in the known world to­day. He is a lin­guist who speaks with al­most equal fa­cil­i­ty in any of the civ­i­lized lan­guages, and in most of the bar­bar­ic. He is an adept in all the arts and sci­ences which a great uni­ver­si­ty could teach him. He al­so is an adept in cer­tain ob­scure arts and sci­ences which no uni­ver­si­ty of to­day can teach. He has the brains of any three men of ge­nius. Petrie, he is a men­tal gi­ant.”

			“You amaze me!” I said.

			“As to his mis­sion among men. Why did M. Jules Furneaux fall dead in a Paris opera house? Be­cause of heart fail­ure? No! Be­cause his last speech had shown that he held the key to the se­cret of Tongk­ing. What be­came of the Grand Duke Stanis­laus? Elope­ment? Sui­cide? Noth­ing of the kind. He alone was ful­ly alive to Rus­sia’s grow­ing per­il. He alone knew the truth about Mon­go­lia. Why was Sir Crich­ton Dav­ey mur­dered? Be­cause, had the work he was en­gaged up­on ev­er seen the light it would have shown him to be the on­ly liv­ing En­glish­man who un­der­stood the im­por­tance of the Ti­betan fron­tiers. I say to you solemn­ly, Petrie, that these are but a few. Is there a man who would arouse the West to a sense of the awak­en­ing of the East, who would teach the deaf to hear, the blind to see, that the mil­lions on­ly await their lead­er? He will die. And this is on­ly one phase of the dev­il­ish cam­paign. The oth­ers I can mere­ly sur­mise.”

			“But, Smith, this is al­most in­cred­i­ble! What per­vert­ed ge­nius con­trols this aw­ful se­cret move­ment?”

			“Imag­ine a per­son, tall, lean and fe­line, high-shoul­dered, with a brow like Shake­speare and a face like Sa­tan, a close-shaven skull, and long, mag­net­ic eyes of the true cat-green. In­vest him with all the cru­el cun­ning of an en­tire East­ern race, ac­cu­mu­lat­ed in one gi­ant in­tel­lect, with all the re­sources of sci­ence past and present, with all the re­sources, if you will, of a wealthy gov­ern­ment—which, how­ev­er, al­ready has de­nied all knowl­edge of his ex­is­tence. Imag­ine that aw­ful be­ing, and you have a men­tal pic­ture of Dr. Fu-Manchu, the yel­low per­il in­car­nate in one man.”

		
	
		
			III

			I sank in­to an arm­chair in my rooms and gulped down a strong peg of brandy.

			“We have been fol­lowed here,” I said. “Why did you make no at­tempt to throw the pur­suers off the track, to have them in­ter­cept­ed?”

			Smith laughed.

			“Use­less, in the first place. Wher­ev­er we went, he would find us. And of what use to ar­rest his crea­tures? We could prove noth­ing against them. Fur­ther, it is ev­i­dent that an at­tempt is to be made up­on my life tonight—and by the same means that proved so suc­cess­ful in the case of poor Sir Crich­ton.”

			His square jaw grew tru­cu­lent­ly prom­i­nent, and he leapt stormi­ly to his feet, shak­ing his clenched fists to­wards the win­dow.

			“The vil­lain!” he cried. “The fiendish­ly clever vil­lain! I sus­pect­ed that Sir Crich­ton was next, and I was right. But I came too late, Petrie! That hits me hard, old man. To think that I knew and yet failed to save him!”

			He re­sumed his seat, smok­ing hard.

			“Fu-Manchu has made the blun­der com­mon to all men of un­usu­al ge­nius,” he said. “He has un­der­rat­ed his ad­ver­sary. He has not giv­en me cred­it for per­ceiv­ing the mean­ing of the scent­ed mes­sages. He has thrown away one pow­er­ful weapon—to get such a mes­sage in­to my hands—and he thinks that once safe with­in doors, I shall sleep, un­sus­pect­ing, and die as Sir Crich­ton died. But with­out the in­dis­cre­tion of your charm­ing friend, I should have known what to ex­pect when I re­ceive her ‘in­for­ma­tion’—which by the way, con­sists of a blank sheet of pa­per.”

			“Smith,” I broke in, “who is she?”

			“She is ei­ther Fu-Manchu’s daugh­ter, his wife, or his slave. I am in­clined to be­lieve the last, for she has no will but his will, ex­cept”—with a quizzi­cal glance—“in a cer­tain in­stance.”

			“How can you jest with some aw­ful thing—Heav­en knows what—hang­ing over your head? What is the mean­ing of these per­fumed en­velopes? How did Sir Crich­ton die?”

			“He died of the Za­y­at Kiss. Ask me what that is and I re­ply ‘I do not know.’ The za­y­ats are the Burmese car­a­vanserais, or rest-hous­es. Along a cer­tain route—up­on which I set eyes, for the first and on­ly time, up­on Dr. Fu-Manchu—trav­el­ers who use them some­times die as Sir Crich­ton died, with noth­ing to show the cause of death but a lit­tle mark up­on the neck, face, or limb, which has earned, in those parts, the ti­tle of the ‘Za­y­at Kiss.’ The rest-hous­es along that route are shunned now. I have my the­o­ry and I hope to prove it tonight, if I live. It will be one more bro­ken weapon in his fiendish ar­mory, and it is thus, and thus on­ly, that I can hope to crush him. This was my prin­ci­pal rea­son for not en­light­en­ing Dr. Cleeve. Even walls have ears where Fu-Manchu is con­cerned, so I feigned ig­no­rance of the mean­ing of the mark, know­ing that he would be al­most cer­tain to em­ploy the same meth­ods up­on some oth­er vic­tim. I want­ed an op­por­tu­ni­ty to study the Za­y­at Kiss in op­er­a­tion, and I shall have one.”

			“But the scent­ed en­velopes?”

			“In the swampy forests of the dis­trict I have re­ferred to a rare species of or­chid, al­most green, and with a pe­cu­liar scent, is some­times met with. I rec­og­nized the heavy per­fume at once. I take it that the thing which kills the trav­el­er is at­tract­ed by this or­chid. You will no­tice that the per­fume clings to what­ev­er it touch­es. I doubt if it can be washed off in the or­di­nary way. Af­ter at least one un­suc­cess­ful at­tempt to kill Sir Crich­ton—you re­call that he thought there was some­thing con­cealed in his study on a pre­vi­ous oc­ca­sion?—Fu-Manchu hit up­on the per­fumed en­velopes. He may have a sup­ply of these green or­chids in his pos­ses­sion—pos­si­bly to feed the crea­ture.”

			“What crea­ture? How could any kind of crea­ture have got in­to Sir Crich­ton’s room tonight?”

			“You no doubt ob­served that I ex­am­ined the grate of the study. I found a fair quan­ti­ty of fall­en soot. I at once as­sumed, since it ap­peared to be the on­ly means of en­trance, that some­thing has been dropped down; and I took it for grant­ed that the thing, what­ev­er it was, must still be con­cealed ei­ther in the study or in the li­brary. But when I had ob­tained the ev­i­dence of the groom, Wills, I per­ceived that the cry from the lane or from the park was a sig­nal. I not­ed that the move­ments of any­one seat­ed at the study ta­ble were vis­i­ble, in shad­ow, on the blind, and that the study oc­cu­pied the cor­ner of a two-sto­ried wing and, there­fore, had a short chim­ney. What did the sig­nal mean? That Sir Crich­ton had leaped up from his chair, and ei­ther had re­ceived the Za­y­at Kiss or had seen the thing which some­one on the roof had low­ered down the straight chim­ney. It was the sig­nal to with­draw that dead­ly thing. By means of the iron stair­way at the rear of Ma­jor-Gen­er­al Platt-Hous­ton’s, I quite eas­i­ly gained ac­cess to the roof above Sir Crich­ton’s study—and I found this.”

			Out from his pock­et Nay­land Smith drew a tan­gled piece of silk, mixed up with which were a brass ring and a num­ber of un­usu­al­ly large-sized split-shot, nipped on in the man­ner usu­al on a fish­ing-line.

			“My the­o­ry proven,” he re­sumed. “Not an­tic­i­pat­ing a search on the roof, they had been care­less. This was to weight the line and to pre­vent the crea­ture cling­ing to the walls of the chim­ney. Di­rect­ly it had dropped in the grate, how­ev­er, by means of this ring I as­sume that the weight­ed line was with­drawn, and the thing was on­ly held by one slen­der thread, which suf­ficed, though, to draw it back again when it had done its work. It might have got tan­gled, of course, but they reck­oned on its mak­ing straight up the carved leg of the writ­ing-ta­ble for the pre­pared en­ve­lope. From there to the hand of Sir Crich­ton—which, from hav­ing touched the en­ve­lope, would al­so be scent­ed with the per­fume—was a cer­tain move.”

			“My God! How hor­ri­ble!” I ex­claimed, and glanced ap­pre­hen­sive­ly in­to the dusky shad­ows of the room. “What is your the­o­ry re­spect­ing this crea­ture—what shape, what col­or—?”

			“It is some­thing that moves rapid­ly and silent­ly. I will ven­ture no more at present, but I think it works in the dark. The study was dark, re­mem­ber, save for the bright patch be­neath the read­ing-lamp. I have ob­served that the rear of this house is ivy-cov­ered right up to and above your bed­room. Let us make os­ten­ta­tious prepa­ra­tions to re­tire, and I think we may re­ly up­on Fu-Manchu’s ser­vants to at­tempt my re­moval, at any rate—if not yours.”

			“But, my dear fel­low, it is a climb of thir­ty-five feet at the very least.”

			“You re­mem­ber the cry in the back lane? It sug­gest­ed some­thing to me, and I test­ed my idea—suc­cess­ful­ly. It was the cry of a da­coit. Oh, da­coity, though qui­es­cent, is by no means ex­tinct. Fu-Manchu has da­coits in his train, and prob­a­bly it is one who op­er­ates the Za­y­at Kiss, since it was a da­coit who watched the win­dow of the study this evening. To such a man an ivy-cov­ered wall is a grand stair­case.”

			The hor­ri­ble events that fol­lowed are punc­tu­at­ed, in my mind, by the strik­ing of a dis­tant clock. It is sin­gu­lar how triv­i­al­i­ties thus as­sert them­selves in mo­ments of high ten­sion. I will pro­ceed, then, by these punc­tu­a­tions, to the com­ing of the hor­ror that it was writ­ten we should en­counter.

			The clock across the com­mon struck two.

			Hav­ing re­moved all traces of the scent of the or­chid from our hands with a so­lu­tion of am­mo­nia Smith and I had fol­lowed the pro­gramme laid down. It was an easy mat­ter to reach the rear of the house, by sim­ply climb­ing a fence, and we did not doubt that see­ing the light go out in the front, our un­seen watch­er would pro­ceed to the back.

			The room was a large one, and we had made up my camp-bed at one end, stuff­ing odds and ends un­der the clothes to lend the ap­pear­ance of a sleep­er, which de­vice we al­so had adopt­ed in the case of the larg­er bed. The per­fumed en­ve­lope lay up­on a lit­tle cof­fee ta­ble in the cen­ter of the floor, and Smith, with an elec­tric pock­et lamp, a re­volver, and a brassey be­side him, sat on cush­ions in the shad­ow of the wardrobe. I oc­cu­pied a post be­tween the win­dows.

			No un­usu­al sound, so far, had dis­turbed the still­ness of the night. Save for the muf­fled throb of the rare all-night cars pass­ing the front of the house, our vig­il had been a silent one. The full moon had paint­ed about the floor weird shad­ows of the clus­ter­ing ivy, spread­ing the de­sign grad­u­al­ly from the door, across the room, past the lit­tle ta­ble where the en­ve­lope lay, and fi­nal­ly to the foot of the bed.

			The dis­tant clock struck a quar­ter-past two.

			A slight breeze stirred the ivy, and a new shad­ow added it­self to the ex­treme edge of the moon’s de­sign.

			Some­thing rose, inch by inch, above the sill of the west­er­ly win­dow. I could see on­ly its shad­ow, but a sharp, sibi­lant breath from Smith told me that he, from his post, could see the cause of the shad­ow.

			Ev­ery nerve in my body seemed to be strung tense­ly. I was icy cold, ex­pec­tant, and pre­pared for what­ev­er hor­ror was up­on us.

			The shad­ow be­came sta­tion­ary. The da­coit was study­ing the in­te­ri­or of the room.

			Then it sud­den­ly length­ened, and, cran­ing my head to the left, I saw a lithe, black-clad form, sur­mount­ed by a Yel­low face, sketchy in the moon­light, pressed against the win­dow­panes!

			One thin, brown hand ap­peared over the edge of the low­ered sash, which it grasped—and then an­oth­er. The man made ab­so­lute­ly no sound what­ev­er. The sec­ond hand dis­ap­peared—and reap­peared. It held a small, square box. There was a very faint click.

			The da­coit swung him­self be­low the win­dow with the agili­ty of an ape, as, with a dull, muf­fled thud, some­thing dropped up­on the car­pet!

			“Stand still, for your life!” came Smith’s voice, high-pitched.

			A beam of white leaped out across the room and played full up­on the cof­fee-ta­ble in the cen­ter.

			Pre­pared as I was for some­thing hor­ri­ble, I know that I paled at sight of the thing that was run­ning round the edge of the en­ve­lope.

			It was an in­sect, full six inch­es long, and of a vivid, ven­omous, red col­or! It had some­thing of the ap­pear­ance of a great ant, with its long, quiv­er­ing an­ten­nae and its febrile, hor­ri­ble vi­tal­i­ty; but it was pro­por­tion­ate­ly longer of body and small­er of head, and had num­ber­less rapid­ly mov­ing legs. In short, it was a gi­ant cen­tipede, ap­par­ent­ly of the Scolopen­dra group, but of a form quite new to me.

			These things I re­al­ized in one breath­less in­stant; in the next—Smith had dashed the thing’s poi­sonous life out with one straight, true blow of the golf club!

			I leaped to the win­dow and threw it wide­ly open, feel­ing a silk thread brush my hand as I did so. A black shape was drop­ping, with in­cred­i­ble agili­ty from branch to branch of the ivy, and, with­out once of­fer­ing a mark for a re­volver-shot, it merged in­to the shad­ows be­neath the trees of the gar­den. As I turned and switched on the light Nay­land Smith dropped limply in­to a chair, lean­ing his head up­on his hands. Even that grim courage had been tried sore­ly.

			“Nev­er mind the da­coit, Petrie,” he said. “Neme­sis will know where to find him. We know now what caus­es the mark of the Za­y­at Kiss. There­fore sci­ence is rich­er for our first brush with the en­e­my, and the en­e­my is poor­er—un­less he has any more un­clas­si­fied cen­tipedes. I un­der­stand now some­thing that has been puz­zling me since I heard of it—Sir Crich­ton’s sti­fled cry. When we re­mem­ber that he was al­most past speech, it is rea­son­able to sup­pose that his cry was not ‘The red hand!’ but ‘The red ant!’ Petrie, to think that I failed, by less than an hour, to save him from such an end!”

		
	
		
			IV

			
				“The body of a las­car, dressed in the man­ner usu­al on the P.O. boats, was re­cov­ered from the Thames off Tilbury by the riv­er po­lice at six a.m. this morn­ing. It is sup­posed that the man met with an ac­ci­dent in leav­ing his ship.”

			

			Nay­land Smith passed me the evening pa­per and point­ed to the above para­graph.

			“For ‘las­car’ read ‘da­coit,’ ” he said. “Our vis­i­tor, who came by way of the ivy, for­tu­nate­ly for us, failed to fol­low his in­struc­tions. Al­so, he lost the cen­tipede and left a clue be­hind him. Dr. Fu-Manchu does not over­look such laps­es.”

			It was a side­light up­on the char­ac­ter of the aw­ful be­ing with whom we had to deal. My very soul re­coiled from bare con­sid­er­a­tion of the fate that would be ours if ev­er we fell in­to his hands.

			The tele­phone bell rang. I went out and found that In­spec­tor Wey­mouth of New Scot­land Yard had called us up.

			“Will Mr. Nay­land Smith please come to the Wap­ping Riv­er Po­lice Sta­tion at once,” was the mes­sage.

			Peace­ful in­ter­ludes were few enough through­out that wild pur­suit.

			“It is cer­tain­ly some­thing im­por­tant,” said my friend; “and, if Fu-Manchu is at the bot­tom of it—as we must pre­sume him to be—prob­a­bly some­thing ghast­ly.”

			A brief sur­vey of the timeta­bles showed us that there were no trains to serve our haste. We ac­cord­ing­ly char­tered a cab and pro­ceed­ed east.

			Smith, through­out the jour­ney, talked en­ter­tain­ing­ly about his work in Bur­ma. Of in­tent, I think, he avoid­ed any ref­er­ence to the cir­cum­stances which first had brought him in con­tact with the sin­is­ter ge­nius of the Yel­low Move­ment. His talk was rather of the sun­shine of the East than of its shad­ows.

			But the drive con­clud­ed—and all too soon. In a si­lence which nei­ther of us seemed dis­posed to break, we en­tered the po­lice de­pot, and fol­lowed an of­fi­cer who re­ceived us in­to the room where Wey­mouth wait­ed.

			The in­spec­tor greet­ed us briefly, nod­ding to­ward the ta­ble.

			“Poor Cad­by, the most promis­ing lad at the Yard,” he said; and his usu­al­ly gruff voice had soft­ened strange­ly.

			Smith struck his right fist in­to the palm of his left hand and swore un­der his breath, strid­ing up and down the neat lit­tle room. No one spoke for a mo­ment, and in the si­lence I could hear the whis­per­ing of the Thames out­side—of the Thames which had so many strange se­crets to tell, and now was bur­dened with an­oth­er.

			The body lay prone up­on the deal ta­ble—this lat­est of the riv­er’s dead—dressed in rough sailor garb, and, to all out­ward seem­ing, a sea­man of non­de­script na­tion­al­i­ty—such as is no stranger in Wap­ping and Shad­well. His dark, curly hair clung clam­mi­ly about the brown fore­head; his skin was stained, they told me. He wore a gold ring in one ear, and three fin­gers of the left hand were miss­ing.

			“It was al­most the same with Ma­son.” The riv­er po­lice in­spec­tor was speak­ing. “A week ago, on a Wednes­day, he went off in his own time on some fun­ny busi­ness down St. George’s way—and Thurs­day night the ten o’clock boat got the grap­nel on him off Hanover Hole. His first two fin­gers on the right hand were clean gone, and his left hand was mu­ti­lat­ed fright­ful­ly.”

			He paused and glanced at Smith.

			“That las­car, too,” he con­tin­ued, “that you came down to see, sir; you re­mem­ber his hands?”

			Smith nod­ded.

			“He was not a las­car,” he said short­ly. “He was a da­coit.”

			Si­lence fell again.

			I turned to the ar­ray of ob­jects ly­ing on the ta­ble—those which had been found in Cad­by’s cloth­ing. None of them were note­wor­thy, ex­cept that which had been found thrust in­to the loose neck of his shirt. This last it was which had led the po­lice to send for Nay­land Smith, for it con­sti­tut­ed the first clue which had come to light point­ing to the au­thors of these mys­te­ri­ous tragedies.

			It was a Chi­nese pig­tail. That alone was suf­fi­cient­ly re­mark­able; but it was ren­dered more so by the fact that the plait­ed queue was a false one be­ing at­tached to a most in­ge­nious bald wig.

			“You’re sure it wasn’t part of a Chi­nese make­up?” ques­tioned Wey­mouth, his eye on the strange rel­ic. “Cad­by was clever at dis­guise.”

			Smith snatched the wig from my hands with a cer­tain ir­ri­ta­tion, and tried to fit it on the dead de­tec­tive.

			“Too small by inch­es!” he jerked. “And look how it’s padded in the crown. This thing was made for a most ab­nor­mal head.”

			He threw it down, and fell to pac­ing the room again.

			“Where did you find him—ex­act­ly?” he asked.

			“Lime­house Reach—un­der Com­mer­cial Dock Pier—ex­act­ly an hour ago.”

			“And you last saw him at eight o’clock last night?”—to Wey­mouth.

			“Eight to a quar­ter past.”

			“You think he has been dead near­ly twen­ty-four hours, Petrie?”

			“Rough­ly, twen­ty-four hours,” I replied.

			“Then, we know that he was on the track of the Fu-Manchu group, that he fol­lowed up some clue which led him to the neigh­bor­hood of old Rat­cliff High­way, and that he died the same night. You are sure that is where he was go­ing?”

			“Yes,” said Wey­mouth; “He was jeal­ous of giv­ing any­thing away, poor chap; it meant a big lift for him if he pulled the case off. But he gave me to un­der­stand that he ex­pect­ed to spend last night in that dis­trict. He left the Yard about eight, as I’ve said, to go to his rooms, and dress for the job.”

			“Did he keep any record of his cas­es?”

			“Of course! He was most par­tic­u­lar. Cad­by was a man with am­bi­tions, sir! You’ll want to see his book. Wait while I get his ad­dress; it’s some­where in Brix­ton.”

			He went to the tele­phone, and In­spec­tor Ry­man cov­ered up the dead man’s face.

			Nay­land Smith was pal­pa­bly ex­cit­ed.

			“He al­most suc­ceed­ed where we have failed, Petrie,” he said. “There is no doubt in my mind that he was hot on the track of Fu-Manchu! Poor Ma­son had prob­a­bly blun­dered on the scent, too, and he met with a sim­i­lar fate. With­out oth­er ev­i­dence, the fact that they both died in the same way as the da­coit would be con­clu­sive, for we know that Fu-Manchu killed the da­coit!”

			“What is the mean­ing of the mu­ti­lat­ed hands, Smith?”

			“God knows! Cad­by’s death was from drown­ing, you say?”

			“There are no oth­er marks of vi­o­lence.”

			“But he was a very strong swim­mer, Doc­tor,” in­ter­rupt­ed In­spec­tor Ry­man. “Why, he pulled off the quar­ter-mile cham­pi­onship at the Crys­tal Palace last year! Cad­by wasn’t a man easy to drown. And as for Ma­son, he was an R.N.R., and like a fish in the wa­ter!”

			Smith shrugged his shoul­ders help­less­ly.

			“Let us hope that one day we shall know how they died,” he said sim­ply.

			Wey­mouth re­turned from the tele­phone.

			“The ad­dress is No. ——— Cold Har­bor Lane,” he re­port­ed. “I shall not be able to come along, but you can’t miss it; it’s close by the Brix­ton Po­lice Sta­tion. There’s no fam­i­ly, for­tu­nate­ly; he was quite alone in the world. His case­book isn’t in the Amer­i­can desk, which you’ll find in his sit­ting-room; it’s in the cup­board in the cor­ner—top shelf. Here are his keys, all in­tact. I think this is the cup­board key.”

			Smith nod­ded.

			“Come on, Petrie,” he said. “We haven’t a sec­ond to waste.”

			Our cab was wait­ing, and in a few sec­onds we were speed­ing along Wap­ping High Street. We had gone no more than a few hun­dred yards, I think, when Smith sud­den­ly slapped his open hand down on his knee.

			“That pig­tail!” he cried. “I have left it be­hind! We must have it, Petrie! Stop! Stop!”

			The cab was pulled up, and Smith alight­ed.

			“Don’t wait for me,” he di­rect­ed hur­ried­ly. “Here, take Wey­mouth’s card. Re­mem­ber where he said the book was? It’s all we want. Come straight on to Scot­land Yard and meet me there.”

			“But Smith,” I protest­ed, “a few min­utes can make no dif­fer­ence!”

			“Can’t it!” he snapped. “Do you sup­pose Fu-Manchu is go­ing to leave ev­i­dence like that ly­ing about? It’s a thou­sand to one he has it al­ready, but there is just a bare chance.”

			It was a new as­pect of the sit­u­a­tion and one that af­ford­ed no room for com­ment; and so lost in thought did I be­come that the cab was out­side the house for which I was bound ere I re­al­ized that we had quit­ted the purlieus of Wap­ping. Yet I had had leisure to re­view the whole troop of events which had crowd­ed my life since the re­turn of Nay­land Smith from Bur­ma. Men­tal­ly, I had looked again up­on the dead Sir Crich­ton Dav­ey, and with Smith had wait­ed in the dark for the dread­ful thing that had killed him. Now, with those re­morse­less mem­o­ries jostling in my mind, I was en­ter­ing the house of Fu-Manchu’s last vic­tim, and the shad­ow of that gi­ant evil seemed to be up­on it like a pal­pa­ble cloud.

			Cad­by’s old land­la­dy greet­ed me with a queer mix­ture of fear and em­bar­rass­ment in her man­ner.

			“I am Dr. Petrie,” I said, “and I re­gret that I bring bad news re­spect­ing Mr. Cad­by.”

			“Oh, sir!” she cried. “Don’t tell me that any­thing has hap­pened to him!” And di­vin­ing some­thing of the mis­sion on which I was come, for such sad du­ty of­ten falls to the lot of the med­i­cal man: “Oh, the poor, brave lad!”

			In­deed, I re­spect­ed the dead man’s mem­o­ry more than ev­er from that hour, since the sor­row of the wor­thy old soul was quite pa­thet­ic, and spoke elo­quent­ly for the un­hap­py cause of it.

			“There was a ter­ri­ble wail­ing at the back of the house last night, Doc­tor, and I heard it again tonight, a sec­ond be­fore you knocked. Poor lad! It was the same when his moth­er died.”

			At the mo­ment I paid lit­tle at­ten­tion to her words, for such be­liefs are com­mon, un­for­tu­nate­ly; but when she was suf­fi­cient­ly com­posed I went on to ex­plain what I thought nec­es­sary. And now the old la­dy’s em­bar­rass­ment took prece­dence of her sor­row, and present­ly the truth came out:

			“There’s a—young la­dy—in his rooms, sir.”

			I start­ed. This might mean lit­tle or might mean much.

			“She came and wait­ed for him last night, Doc­tor—from ten un­til half-past—and this morn­ing again. She came the third time about an hour ago, and has been up­stairs since.”

			“Do you know her, Mrs. Dolan?”

			Mrs. Dolan grew em­bar­rassed again.

			“Well, Doc­tor,” she said, wip­ing her eyes the while, “I do. And God knows he was a good lad, and I like a moth­er to him; but she is not the girl I should have liked a son of mine to take up with.”

			At any oth­er time, this would have been amus­ing; now, it might be se­ri­ous. Mrs. Dolan’s ac­count of the wail­ing be­came sud­den­ly sig­nif­i­cant, for per­haps it meant that one of Fu-Manchu’s da­coit fol­low­ers was watch­ing the house, to give warn­ing of any stranger’s ap­proach! Warn­ing to whom? It was un­like­ly that I should for­get the dark eyes of an­oth­er of Fu-Manchu’s ser­vants. Was that lure of men even now in the house, com­plet­ing her evil work?

			“I should nev­er have al­lowed her in his rooms—” be­gan Mrs. Dolan again. Then there was an in­ter­rup­tion.

			A soft rustling reached my ears—in­ti­mate­ly fem­i­nine. The girl was steal­ing down!

			I leaped out in­to the hall, and she turned and fled blind­ly be­fore me—back up the stairs! Tak­ing three steps at a time, I fol­lowed her, bound­ed in­to the room above al­most at her heels, and stood with my back to the door.

			She cow­ered against the desk by the win­dow, a slim fig­ure in a cling­ing silk gown, which alone ex­plained Mrs. Dolan’s dis­trust. The gaslight was turned very low, and her hat shad­owed her face, but could not hide its star­tling beau­ty, could not mar the bril­lian­cy of the skin, nor dim the won­der­ful eyes of this mod­ern Delilah. For it was she!

			“So I came in time,” I said grim­ly, and turned the key in the lock.

			“Oh!” she pant­ed at that, and stood fac­ing me, lean­ing back with her jew­el-laden hands clutch­ing the desk edge.

			“Give me what­ev­er you have re­moved from here,” I said stern­ly, “and then pre­pare to ac­com­pa­ny me.”

			She took a step for­ward, her eyes wide with fear, her lips part­ed.

			“I have tak­en noth­ing,” she said. Her breast was heav­ing tu­mul­tuous­ly. “Oh, let me go! Please, let me go!” And im­pul­sive­ly she threw her­self for­ward, press­ing clasped hands against my shoul­der and look­ing up in­to my face with pas­sion­ate, plead­ing eyes.

			It is with some shame that I con­fess how her charm en­veloped me like a mag­ic cloud. Un­fa­mil­iar with the com­plex Ori­en­tal tem­per­a­ment, I had laughed at Nay­land Smith when he had spo­ken of this girl’s in­fat­u­a­tion. “Love in the East,” he had said, “is like the con­jur­er’s man­go-tree; it is born, grows and flow­ers at the touch of a hand.” Now, in those plead­ing eyes I read con­fir­ma­tion of his words. Her clothes or her hair ex­haled a faint per­fume. Like all Fu-Manchu’s ser­vants, she was per­fect­ly cho­sen for her pe­cu­liar du­ties. Her beau­ty was whol­ly in­tox­i­cat­ing.

			But I thrust her away.

			“You have no claim to mer­cy,” I said. “Do not count up­on any. What have you tak­en from here?”

			She grasped the lapels of my coat.

			“I will tell you all I can—all I dare,” she pant­ed ea­ger­ly, fear­ful­ly. “I should know how to deal with your friend, but with you I am lost! If you could on­ly un­der­stand you would not be so cru­el.” Her slight ac­cent added charm to the mu­si­cal voice. “I am not free, as your Eng­lish wom­en are. What I do I must do, for it is the will of my mas­ter, and I am on­ly a slave. Ah, you are not a man if you can give me to the po­lice. You have no heart if you can for­get that I tried to save you once.”

			I had feared that plea, for, in her own Ori­en­tal fash­ion, she cer­tain­ly had tried to save me from a dead­ly per­il once—at the ex­pense of my friend. But I had feared the plea, for I did not know how to meet it. How could I give her up, per­haps to stand her tri­al for mur­der? And now I fell silent, and she saw why I was silent.

			“I may de­serve no mer­cy; I may be even as bad as you think; but what have you to do with the po­lice? It is not your work to hound a wom­an to death. Could you ev­er look an­oth­er wom­an in the eyes—one that you loved, and know that she trust­ed you—if you had done such a thing? Ah, I have no friend in all the world, or I should not be here. Do not be my en­e­my, my judge, and make me worse than I am; be my friend, and save me—from him.” The tremu­lous lips were close to mine, her breath fanned my cheek. “Have mer­cy on me.”

			At that mo­ment I hon­est­ly would have giv­en half of my world­ly pos­ses­sions to have been spared the de­ci­sion which I knew I must come to. Af­ter all, what proof had I that she was a will­ing ac­com­plice of Dr. Fu-Manchu? Fur­ther­more, she was an Ori­en­tal, and her code must nec­es­sar­i­ly be dif­fer­ent from mine. Ir­rec­on­cil­able as the thing may be with West­ern ideas, Nay­land Smith had re­al­ly told me that he be­lieved the girl to be a slave. Then there re­mained that oth­er rea­son why I loathed the idea of be­com­ing her cap­tor. It was al­most tan­ta­mount to be­tray­al! Must I soil my hands with such work?

			Thus—I sup­pose—her se­duc­tive beau­ty ar­gued against my sense of right. The jew­eled fin­gers grasped my shoul­ders ner­vous­ly, and her slim body quiv­ered against mine as she watched me, with all her soul in her eyes, in an aban­don­ment of plead­ing de­spair. Then I re­mem­bered the fate of the man in whose room we stood.

			“You lured Cad­by to his death,” I said, and shook her off.

			“No, no!” she cried wild­ly, clutch­ing at me. “No, I swear by the holy name I did not! I did not! I watched him, spied up­on him—yes! But, lis­ten: it was be­cause he would not be warned that he met his death. I could not save him! Ah, I am not so bad as that. I will tell you. I have tak­en his note­book and torn out the last pages and burnt them. Look! in the grate. The book was too big to steal away. I came twice and could not find it. There, will you let me go?”

			“If you will tell me where and how to seize Dr. Fu-Manchu—yes.”

			Her hands dropped and she took a back­ward step. A new ter­ror was to be read in her face.

			“I dare not! I dare not!”

			“Then you would—if you dared?”

			She was watch­ing me in­tent­ly.

			“Not if you would go to find him,” she said.

			And, with all that I thought her to be, the stern ser­vant of jus­tice that I would have had my­self, I felt the hot blood leap to my cheek at all which the words im­plied. She grasped my arm.

			“Could you hide me from him if I came to you, and told you all I know?”

			“The au­thor­i­ties—”

			“Ah!” Her ex­pres­sion changed. “They can put me on the rack if they choose, but nev­er one word would I speak—nev­er one lit­tle word.”

			She threw up her head scorn­ful­ly. Then the proud glance soft­ened again.

			“But I will speak for you.”

			Clos­er she came, and clos­er, un­til she could whis­per in my ear.

			“Hide me from your po­lice, from him, from ev­ery­body, and I will no longer be his slave.”

			My heart was beat­ing with painful ra­pid­i­ty. I had not count­ed on this war­ring with a wom­an; more­over, it was hard­er than I could have dreamt of. For some time I had been aware that by the charm of her per­son­al­i­ty and the art of her plead­ing she had brought me down from my judg­ment seat—had made it all but im­pos­si­ble for me to give her up to jus­tice. Now, I was dis­armed—but in a quandary. What should I do? What could I do? I turned away from her and walked to the hearth, in which some pa­per ash lay and yet emit­ted a faint smell.

			Not more than ten sec­onds elapsed, I am con­fi­dent, from the time that I stepped across the room un­til I glanced back. But she had gone!

			As I leapt to the door the key turned gen­tly from the out­side.

			“Ma ’alesh!” came her soft whis­per; “but I am afraid to trust you—yet. Be com­fort­ed, for there is one near who would have killed you had I wished it. Re­mem­ber, I will come to you when­ev­er you will take me and hide me.”

			Light foot­steps pat­tered down the stairs. I heard a sti­fled cry from Mrs. Dolan as the mys­te­ri­ous vis­i­tor ran past her. The front door opened and closed.

		
	
		
			V

			“Shen-Yan’s is a dope-shop in one of the bur­rows off the old Rat­cliff High­way,” said In­spec­tor Wey­mouth.

			“ ‘Sin­ga­pore Char­lie’s,’ they call it. It’s a cen­ter for some of the Chi­nese so­ci­eties, I be­lieve, but all sorts of opi­um-smok­ers use it. There have nev­er been any com­plaints that I know of. I don’t un­der­stand this.”

			We stood in his room at New Scot­land Yard, bend­ing over a sheet of foolscap up­on which were ar­ranged some burned frag­ments from poor Cad­by’s grate, for so hur­ried­ly had the girl done her work that com­bus­tion had not been com­plete.

			“What do we make of this?” said Smith. “ ‘… Hunch­back … las­car went up … un­like oth­ers … not re­turn … till Shen-Yan’ (there is no doubt about the name, I think) ‘turned me out … boom­ing sound … las­car in … mor­tu­ary I could ident … not for days, or sus­pi­ci … Tues­day night in a dif­fer­ent make … snatch … pig­tail …’ ”

			“The pig­tail again!” rapped Wey­mouth.

			“She ev­i­dent­ly burned the torn-out pages all to­geth­er,” con­tin­ued Smith. “They lay flat, and this was in the mid­dle. I see the hand of re­tribu­tive jus­tice in that, In­spec­tor. Now we have a ref­er­ence to a hunch­back, and what fol­lows amounts to this: A las­car (amongst sev­er­al oth­er per­sons) went up some­where—pre­sum­ably up­stairs—at Shen-Yan’s, and did not come down again. Cad­by, who was there dis­guised, not­ed a boom­ing sound. Lat­er, he iden­ti­fied the las­car in some mor­tu­ary. We have no means of fix­ing the date of this vis­it to Shen-Yan’s, but I feel in­clined to put down the ‘las­car’ as the da­coit who was mur­dered by Fu-Manchu! It is sheer sup­po­si­tion, how­ev­er. But that Cad­by meant to pay an­oth­er vis­it to the place in a dif­fer­ent ‘make­up’ or dis­guise, is ev­i­dent, and that the Tues­day night pro­posed was last night is a rea­son­able de­duc­tion. The ref­er­ence to a pig­tail is prin­ci­pal­ly in­ter­est­ing be­cause of what was found on Cad­by’s body.”

			In­spec­tor Wey­mouth nod­ded af­fir­ma­tive­ly, and Smith glanced at his watch.

			“Ex­act­ly ten twen­ty-three,” he said. “I will trou­ble you, In­spec­tor, for the free­dom of your fan­cy wardrobe. There is time to spend an hour in the com­pa­ny of Shen-Yan’s opi­um friends.”

			Wey­mouth raised his eye­brows.

			“It might be risky. What about an of­fi­cial vis­it?”

			Nay­land Smith laughed.

			“Worse than use­less! By your own show­ing, the place is open to in­spec­tion. No; guile against guile! We are deal­ing with a Chi­na­man, with the in­car­nate essence of East­ern sub­tle­ty, with the most stu­pen­dous ge­nius that the mod­ern Ori­ent has pro­duced.”

			“I don’t be­lieve in dis­guis­es,” said Wey­mouth, with a cer­tain tru­cu­lence. “It’s most­ly played out, that game, and gen­er­al­ly leads to fail­ure. Still, if you’re de­ter­mined, sir, there’s an end of it. Fos­ter will make your face up. What dis­guise do you pro­pose to adopt?”

			“A sort of Da­go sea­man, I think; some­thing like poor Cad­by. I can re­ly on my knowl­edge of the brutes, if I am sure of my dis­guise.”

			“You are for­get­ting me, Smith,” I said.

			He turned to me quick­ly.

			“Petrie,” he replied, “it is my busi­ness, un­for­tu­nate­ly, but it is no sort of hob­by.”

			“You mean that you can no longer re­ly up­on me?” I said an­gri­ly.

			Smith grasped my hand, and met my rather frigid stare with a look of re­al con­cern on his gaunt, bronzed face.

			“My dear old chap,” he an­swered, “that was re­al­ly un­kind. You know that I meant some­thing to­tal­ly dif­fer­ent.”

			“It’s all right, Smith;” I said, im­me­di­ate­ly ashamed of my choler, and wrung his hand hearti­ly. “I can pre­tend to smoke opi­um as well as an­oth­er. I shall be go­ing, too, In­spec­tor.”

			As a re­sult of this lit­tle pas­sage of words, some twen­ty min­utes lat­er two dan­ger­ous-look­ing sea­far­ing ruf­fi­ans en­tered a wait­ing cab, ac­com­pa­nied by In­spec­tor Wey­mouth, and were driv­en off in­to the wilder­ness of Lon­don’s night. In this the­atri­cal busi­ness there was, to my mind, some­thing ridicu­lous—al­most child­ish—and I could have laughed hearti­ly had it not been that grim tragedy lurked so near to farce.

			The mere rec­ol­lec­tion that some­where at our jour­ney’s end Fu-Manchu await­ed us was suf­fi­cient to sober my re­flec­tions—Fu-Manchu, who, with all the pow­ers rep­re­sent­ed by Nay­land Smith pit­ted against him, pur­sued his dark schemes tri­umphant­ly, and lurked in hid­ing with­in this very area which was so sed­u­lous­ly pa­trolled—Fu-Manchu, whom I had nev­er seen, but whose name stood for hor­rors in­de­fin­able! Per­haps I was des­tined to meet the ter­ri­ble Chi­nese doc­tor tonight.

			I ceased to pur­sue a train of thought which promised to lead to mor­bid depths, and di­rect­ed my at­ten­tion to what Smith was say­ing.

			“We will drop down from Wap­ping and re­con­noi­ter, as you say the place is close to the river­side. Then you can put us ashore some­where be­low. Ry­man can keep the launch close to the back of the premis­es, and your fel­lows will be hang­ing about near the front, near enough to hear the whis­tle.”

			“Yes,” as­sent­ed Wey­mouth; “I’ve ar­ranged for that. If you are sus­pect­ed, you shall give the alarm?”

			“I don’t know,” said Smith thought­ful­ly. “Even in that event I might wait awhile.”

			“Don’t wait too long,” ad­vised the In­spec­tor. “We shouldn’t be much wis­er if your next ap­pear­ance was on the end of a grap­nel, some­where down Green­wich Reach, with half your fin­gers miss­ing.”

			The cab pulled up out­side the riv­er po­lice de­pot, and Smith and I en­tered with­out de­lay, four shab­by-look­ing fel­lows who had been seat­ed in the of­fice spring­ing up to salute the In­spec­tor, who fol­lowed us in.

			“Guthrie and Lisle,” he said briskly, “get along and find a dark cor­ner which com­mands the door of Sin­ga­pore Char­lie’s off the old High­way. You look the dirt­i­est of the troupe, Guthrie; you might drop asleep on the pave­ment, and Lisle can ar­gue with you about get­ting home. Don’t move till you hear the whis­tle in­side or have my or­ders, and note ev­ery­body that goes in and comes out. You oth­er two be­long to this di­vi­sion?”

			The C.I.D. men hav­ing de­part­ed, the re­main­ing pair salut­ed again.

			“Well, you’re on spe­cial du­ty tonight. You’ve been prompt, but don’t stick your chests out so much. Do you know of a back way to Shen-Yan’s?”

			The men looked at one an­oth­er, and both shook their heads.

			“There’s an emp­ty shop near­ly op­po­site, sir,” replied one of them. “I know a bro­ken win­dow at the back where we could climb in. Then we could get through to the front and watch from there.”

			“Good!” cried the In­spec­tor. “See you are not spot­ted, though; and if you hear the whis­tle, don’t mind do­ing a bit of dam­age, but be in­side Shen-Yan’s like light­ning. Oth­er­wise, wait for or­ders.”

			In­spec­tor Ry­man came in, glanc­ing at the clock.

			“Launch is wait­ing,” he said.

			“Right,” replied Smith thought­ful­ly. “I am half afraid, though, that the re­cent alarms may have scared our quar­ry—your man, Ma­son, and then Cad­by. Against which we have that, so far as he is like­ly to know, there has been no clue point­ing to this opi­um den. Re­mem­ber, he thinks Cad­by’s notes are de­stroyed.”

			“The whole busi­ness is an ut­ter mys­tery to me,” con­fessed Ry­man. “I’m told that there’s some dan­ger­ous Chi­nese dev­il hid­ing some­where in Lon­don, and that you ex­pect to find him at Shen-Yan’s. Sup­pos­ing he us­es that place, which is pos­si­ble, how do you know he’s there tonight?”

			“I don’t,” said Smith; “but it is the first clue we have had point­ing to one of his haunts, and time means pre­cious lives where Dr. Fu-Manchu is con­cerned.”

			“Who is he, sir, ex­act­ly, this Dr. Fu-Manchu?”

			“I have on­ly the vaguest idea, In­spec­tor; but he is no or­di­nary crim­i­nal. He is the great­est ge­nius which the pow­ers of evil have put on earth for cen­turies. He has the back­ing of a po­lit­i­cal group whose wealth is enor­mous, and his mis­sion in Eu­rope is to pave the way! Do you fol­low me? He is the ad­vance-agent of a move­ment so epoch-mak­ing that not one British­er, and not one Amer­i­can, in fifty thou­sand has ev­er dreamed of it.”

			Ry­man stared, but made no re­ply, and we went out, pass­ing down to the break­wa­ter and board­ing the wait­ing launch. With her crew of three, the par­ty num­bered sev­en that swung out in­to the Pool, and, clear­ing the pier, drew in again and hugged the murky shore.

			The night had been clear enough hith­er­to, but now came scud­ding rain­banks to cur­tain the cres­cent moon, and anon to un­veil her again and show the mud­dy swirls about us. The view was not ex­ten­sive from the launch. Some­times a deep­en­ing of the near shad­ows would tell of a moored barge, or lights high above our heads mark the deck of a large ves­sel. In the floods of moon­light gaunt shapes tow­ered above; in the en­su­ing dark­ness on­ly the oily glit­ter of the tide oc­cu­pied the fore­ground of the night-piece.

			The Sur­rey shore was a bro­ken wall of black­ness, patched with lights about which moved hazy sug­ges­tions of hu­man ac­tiv­i­ty. The bank we were fol­low­ing of­fered a prospect even more gloomy—a dense, dark mass, amid which, some­times, mys­te­ri­ous halftones told of a dock gate, or sud­den high lights leapt flar­ing to the eye.

			Then, out of the mys­tery ahead, a green light grew and crept down up­on us. A gi­ant shape loomed up, and frowned crush­ing­ly up­on the lit­tle craft. A blaze of light, the jan­gle of a bell, and it was past. We were danc­ing in the wash of one of the Scotch steam­ers, and the murk had fall­en again.

			Dis­cords of re­mote ac­tiv­i­ty rose above the more in­ti­mate throb­bing of our screw, and we seemed a pygmy com­pa­ny float­ing past the work­shops of Brob­d­ing­na­gian toil­ers. The chill of the near wa­ter com­mu­ni­cat­ed it­self to me, and I felt the pro­tec­tion of my shab­by gar­ments in­ad­e­quate against it.

			Far over on the Sur­rey shore a blue light—va­porous, mys­te­ri­ous—flicked translu­cent tongues against the night’s cur­tain. It was a weird, elu­sive flame, leap­ing, wa­ver­ing, mag­i­cal­ly chang­ing from blue to a yel­lowed vi­o­let, ris­ing, fall­ing.

			“On­ly a gas­works,” came Smith’s voice, and I knew that he, too, had been watch­ing those elfin fires. “But it al­ways re­minds me of a Mex­i­can teo­cal­li, and the al­tar of sac­ri­fice.”

			The sim­i­le was apt, but grue­some. I thought of Dr. Fu-Manchu and the sev­ered fin­gers, and could not re­press a shud­der.

			“On your left, past the wood­en pier! Not where the lamp is—be­yond that; next to the dark, square build­ing—Shen-Yan’s.”

			It was In­spec­tor Ry­man speak­ing.

			“Drop us some­where handy, then,” replied Smith, “and lie close in, with your ears wide open. We may have to run for it, so don’t go far away.”

			From the tone of his voice I knew that the night mys­tery of the Thames had claimed at least one oth­er vic­tim.

			“Dead slow,” came Ry­man’s or­der. “We’ll put in to the Stone Stairs.”

		
	
		
			VI

			A seem­ing­ly drunk­en voice was dron­ing from a neigh­bor­ing al­ley­way as Smith lurched in hulk­ing fash­ion to the door of a lit­tle shop above which, crude­ly paint­ed, were the words:

			
				“Shen-Yan, Bar­ber.”

			

			I shuf­fled along be­hind him, and had time to note the box of studs, Ger­man shav­ing tack­le and rolls of twist which lay un­tidi­ly in the win­dow ere Smith kicked the door open, clat­tered down three wood­en steps, and pulled him­self up with a jerk, seiz­ing my arm for sup­port.

			We stood in a bare and very dirty room, which could on­ly claim kin­ship with a civ­i­lized shav­ing-sa­loon by virtue of the grimy tow­el thrown across the back of the soli­tary chair. A Yid­dish the­atri­cal bill of some kind, il­lus­trat­ed, adorned one of the walls, and an­oth­er bill, in what may have been Chi­nese, com­plet­ed the dec­o­ra­tions. From be­hind a cur­tain heav­i­ly bro­cad­ed with filth a lit­tle Chi­na­man ap­peared, dressed in a loose smock, black trousers and thick-soled slip­pers, and, ad­vanc­ing, shook his head vig­or­ous­ly.

			“No shavee—no shavee,” he chat­tered, simi­an fash­ion, squint­ing from one to the oth­er of us with his twin­kling eyes. “Too late! Shut­tee shop!”

			“Don’t you come none of it wi’ me!” roared Smith, in a voice of amaz­ing gruff­ness, and shook an ar­ti­fi­cial­ly dirt­ied fist un­der the Chi­na­man’s nose. “Get in­side and gimme an’ my mate a cou­ple o’ pipes. Smo­kee pipe, you yel­low scum—savvy?”

			My friend bent for­ward and glared in­to the oth­er’s eyes with a vin­dic­tive­ness that amazed me, un­fa­mil­iar as I was with this form of gen­tle per­sua­sion.

			“Kop ’old o’ that,” he said, and thrust a coin in­to the Chi­na­man’s yel­low paw. “Keep me wait­in’ an’ I’ll pull the dam’ shop down, Char­lie. You can lay to it.”

			“No hab got pipee—” be­gan the oth­er.

			Smith raised his fist, and Yan ca­pit­u­lat­ed.

			“Allee ligh­tee,” he said. “Full up—no loom. You come see.”

			He dived be­hind the dirty cur­tain, Smith and I fol­low­ing, and ran up a dark stair. The next mo­ment I found my­self in an at­mos­phere which was lit­er­al­ly poi­sonous. It was all but un­breath­able, be­ing load­ed with opi­um fumes. Nev­er be­fore had I ex­pe­ri­enced any­thing like it. Ev­ery breath was an ef­fort. A tin oil-lamp on a box in the mid­dle of the floor dim­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed the hor­ri­ble place, about the walls of which ten or twelve bunks were ranged and all of them oc­cu­pied. Most of the oc­cu­pants were ly­ing mo­tion­less, but one or two were squat­ting in their bunks nois­i­ly suck­ing at the lit­tle met­al pipes. These had not yet at­tained to the opi­um-smok­er’s Nir­vana.

			“No loom—samee tel­la you,” said Shen-Yan, com­pla­cent­ly test­ing Smith’s shilling with his yel­low, de­cayed teeth.

			Smith walked to a cor­ner and dropped cross-legged, on the floor, pulling me down with him.

			“Two pipe quick,” he said. “Plen­ty room. Two piecee pipe—or plen­ty heap trou­ble.”

			A drea­ry voice from one of the bunks came:

			“Give ’im a pipe, Char­lie, curse yer! an’ stop ’is palaver.”

			Yan per­formed a cu­ri­ous lit­tle shrug, rather of the back than of the shoul­ders, and shuf­fled to the box which bore the smoky lamp. Hold­ing a nee­dle in the flame, he dipped it, when red-hot, in­to an old co­coa tin, and with­drew it with a bead of opi­um ad­her­ing to the end. Slow­ly roast­ing this over the lamp, he dropped it in­to the bowl of the met­al pipe which he held ready, where it burned with a spir­i­tu­ous blue flame.

			“Pass it over,” said Smith huski­ly, and rose on his knees with the as­sumed ea­ger­ness of a slave to the drug.

			Yan hand­ed him the pipe, which he prompt­ly put to his lips, and pre­pared an­oth­er for me.

			“What­ev­er you do, don’t in­hale any,” came Smith’s whis­pered in­junc­tion.

			It was with a sense of nau­sea greater even than that oc­ca­sioned by the dis­gust­ing at­mos­phere of the den that I took the pipe and pre­tend­ed to smoke. Tak­ing my cue from my friend, I al­lowed my head grad­u­al­ly to sink low­er and low­er, un­til, with­in a few min­utes, I sprawled side­ways on the floor, Smith ly­ing close be­side me.

			“The ship’s sinkin’,” droned a voice from one of the bunks. “Look at the rats.”

			Yan had noise­less­ly with­drawn, and I ex­pe­ri­enced a cu­ri­ous sense of iso­la­tion from my fel­lows—from the whole of the West­ern world. My throat was parched with the fumes, my head ached. The vi­cious at­mos­phere seemed con­tam­i­nat­ing. I was as one dropped—

			
				
					Some­where East of Suez, where the best is like the worst,
					

					And there ain’t no Ten Com­mand­ments and a man can raise a thirst.
				

			

			Smith be­gan to whis­per soft­ly.

			“We have car­ried it through suc­cess­ful­ly so far,” he said. “I don’t know if you have ob­served it, but there is a stair just be­hind you, half con­cealed by a ragged cur­tain. We are near that, and well in the dark. I have seen noth­ing sus­pi­cious so far—or noth­ing much. But if there was any­thing go­ing for­ward it would no doubt be de­layed un­til we new ar­rivals were well doped. S-sh!”

			He pressed my arm to em­pha­size the warn­ing. Through my half-closed eyes I per­ceived a shad­owy form near the cur­tain to which he had re­ferred. I lay like a log, but my mus­cles were tensed ner­vous­ly.

			The shad­ow ma­te­ri­al­ized as the fig­ure moved for­ward in­to the room with a cu­ri­ous­ly lithe move­ment.

			The smoky lamp in the mid­dle of the place af­ford­ed scant il­lu­mi­na­tion, serv­ing on­ly to in­di­cate sprawl­ing shapes—here an ex­tend­ed hand, brown or yel­low, there a sketchy, corpse-like face; whilst from all about rose ob­scene sigh­ings and mur­mur­ings in far­away voic­es—an un­can­ny, an­i­mal cho­rus. It was like a glimpse of the In­fer­no seen by some Chi­nese Dante. But so close to us stood the new­com­er that I was able to make out a ghast­ly parch­ment face, with small, oblique eyes, and a mis­shapen head crowned with a coiled pig­tail, sur­mount­ing a slight, hunched body. There was some­thing un­nat­u­ral, in­hu­man, about that mask­like face, and some­thing re­pul­sive in the bent shape and the long, yel­low hands clasped one up­on the oth­er.

			Fu-Manchu, from Smith’s ac­count, in no way re­sem­bled this crouch­ing ap­pari­tion with the death’s-head coun­te­nance and lithe move­ments; but an in­stinct of some kind told me that we were on the right scent—that this was one of the doc­tor’s ser­vants. How I came to that con­clu­sion, I can­not ex­plain; but with no doubt in my mind that this was a mem­ber of the for­mi­da­ble mur­der group, I saw the yel­low man creep near­er, near­er, silent­ly, bent and peer­ing.

			He was watch­ing us.

			Of an­oth­er cir­cum­stance I be­came aware, and a dis­qui­et­ing cir­cum­stance. There were few­er mur­mur­ings and sigh­ings from the sur­round­ing bunks. The pres­ence of the crouch­ing fig­ure had cre­at­ed a sud­den se­mi-si­lence in the den, which could on­ly mean that some of the sup­posed opi­um-smok­ers had mere­ly feigned co­ma and the ap­proach of co­ma.

			Nay­land Smith lay like a dead man, and trust­ing to the dark­ness, I, too, lay prone and still, but watched the evil face bend­ing low­er and low­er, un­til it came with­in a few inch­es of my own. I com­plete­ly closed my eyes.

			Del­i­cate fin­gers touched my right eye­lid. Di­vin­ing what was com­ing, I rolled my eyes up, as the lid was adroit­ly lift­ed and low­ered again. The man moved away.

			I had saved the sit­u­a­tion! And not­ing anew the hush about me—a hush in which I fan­cied many pairs of ears lis­tened—I was glad. For just a mo­ment I re­al­ized ful­ly how, with the place watched back and front, we yet were cut off, were in the hands of Far East­erns, to some ex­tent in the pow­er of mem­bers of that most in­scrutably mys­te­ri­ous race, the Chi­nese.

			“Good,” whis­pered Smith at my side. “I don’t think I could have done it. He took me on trust af­ter that. My God! what an aw­ful face. Petrie, it’s the hunch­back of Cad­by’s notes. Ah, I thought so. Do you see that?”

			I turned my eyes round as far as was pos­si­ble. A man had scram­bled down from one of the bunks and was fol­low­ing the bent fig­ure across the room.

			They passed around us qui­et­ly, the lit­tle yel­low man lead­ing, with his cu­ri­ous, lithe gait, and the oth­er, an im­pas­sive Chi­na­man, fol­low­ing. The cur­tain was raised, and I heard foot­steps re­ced­ing on the stairs.

			“Don’t stir,” whis­pered Smith.

			An in­tense ex­cite­ment was clear­ly up­on him, and he com­mu­ni­cat­ed it to me. Who was the oc­cu­pant of the room above?

			Foot­steps on the stair, and the Chi­na­man reap­peared, re­crossed the floor, and went out. The lit­tle, bent man went over to an­oth­er bunk, this time lead­ing up the stair one who looked like a las­car.

			“Did you see his right hand?” whis­pered Smith. “A da­coit! They come here to re­port and to take or­ders. Petrie, Dr. Fu-Manchu is up there.”

			“What shall we do?”—soft­ly.

			“Wait. Then we must try to rush the stairs. It would be fu­tile to bring in the po­lice first. He is sure to have some oth­er ex­it. I will give the word while the lit­tle yel­low dev­il is down here. You are near­er and will have to go first, but if the hunch­back fol­lows, I can then deal with him.”

			Our whis­pered col­lo­quy was in­ter­rupt­ed by the re­turn of the da­coit, who re­crossed the room as the Chi­na­man had done, and im­me­di­ate­ly took his de­par­ture. A third man, whom Smith iden­ti­fied as a Malay, as­cend­ed the mys­te­ri­ous stairs, de­scend­ed, and went out; and a fourth, whose na­tion­al­i­ty it was im­pos­si­ble to de­ter­mine, fol­lowed. Then, as the soft­ly mov­ing ush­er crossed to a bunk on the right of the out­er door—

			“Up you go, Petrie,” cried Smith, for fur­ther de­lay was dan­ger­ous and fur­ther dis­sim­u­la­tion use­less.

			I leaped to my feet. Snatch­ing my re­volver from the pock­et of the rough jack­et I wore, I bound­ed to the stair and went blun­der­ing up in com­plete dark­ness. A cho­rus of brutish cries clam­ored from be­hind, with a muf­fled scream ris­ing above them all. But Nay­land Smith was close be­hind as I raced along a cov­ered gang­way, in a pur­er air, and at my heels when I crashed open a door at the end and al­most fell in­to the room be­yond.

			What I saw were mere­ly a dirty ta­ble, with some odds and ends up­on it of which I was too ex­cit­ed to take note, an oil-lamp swung by a brass chain above, and a man sit­ting be­hind the ta­ble. But from the mo­ment that my gaze rest­ed up­on the one who sat there, I think if the place had been an Al­addin’s palace I should have had no eyes for any of its won­ders.

			He wore a plain yel­low robe, of a hue al­most iden­ti­cal with that of his smooth, hair­less coun­te­nance. His hands were large, long and bony, and he held them knuck­les up­ward, and rest­ed his point­ed chin up­on their thin­ness. He had a great, high brow, crowned with sparse, neu­tral-col­ored hair.

			Of his face, as it looked out at me over the dirty ta­ble, I de­spair of writ­ing con­vinc­ing­ly. It was that of an archangel of evil, and it was whol­ly dom­i­nat­ed by the most un­can­ny eyes that ev­er re­flect­ed a hu­man soul, for they were nar­row and long, very slight­ly oblique, and of a bril­liant green. But their unique hor­ror lay in a cer­tain filmi­ness (it made me think of the mem­brana nic­ti­tans in a bird) which, ob­scur­ing them as I threw wide the door, seemed to lift as I ac­tu­al­ly passed the thresh­old, re­veal­ing the eyes in all their bril­liant iri­des­cence.

			I know that I stopped dead, one foot with­in the room, for the ma­lig­nant force of the man was some­thing sur­pass­ing my ex­pe­ri­ence. He was sur­prised by this sud­den in­tru­sion—yes, but no trace of fear showed up­on that won­der­ful face, on­ly a sort of pity­ing con­tempt. And, as I paused, he rose slow­ly to his feet, nev­er re­mov­ing his gaze from mine.

			“It’s Fu-Manchu!” cried Smith over my shoul­der, in a voice that was al­most a scream. “It’s Fu-Manchu! Cov­er him! Shoot him dead if—”

			The con­clu­sion of that sen­tence I nev­er heard.

			Dr. Fu-Manchu reached down be­side the ta­ble, and the floor slipped from un­der me.

			One last glimpse I had of the fixed green eyes, and with a scream I was un­able to re­press I dropped, dropped, dropped, and plunged in­to icy wa­ter, which closed over my head.

			Vague­ly I had seen a spurt of flame, had heard an­oth­er cry fol­low­ing my own, a boom­ing sound (the trap), the flat note of a po­lice whis­tle. But when I rose to the sur­face im­pen­e­tra­ble dark­ness en­veloped me; I was spit­ting filthy, oily liq­uid from my mouth, and fight­ing down the black ter­ror that had me by the throat—ter­ror of the dark­ness about me, of the un­known depths be­neath me, of the pit in­to which I was cast amid sti­fling stench­es and the lap­ping of tidal wa­ter.

			“Smith!” I cried. … “Help! Help!”

			My voice seemed to beat back up­on me, yet I was about to cry out again, when, mus­ter­ing all my pres­ence of mind and all my fail­ing courage, I rec­og­nized that I had bet­ter em­ploy­ment of my en­er­gies, and be­gan to swim straight ahead, des­per­ate­ly de­ter­mined to face all the hor­rors of this place—to die hard if die I must.

			A drop of liq­uid fire fell through the dark­ness and hissed in­to the wa­ter be­side me!

			I felt that, de­spite my res­o­lu­tion, I was go­ing mad.

			An­oth­er fiery drop—and an­oth­er!

			I touched a rot­ting wood­en post and slimy tim­bers. I had reached one bound of my wa­tery prison. More fire fell from above, and the scream of hys­te­ria quiv­ered, un­ut­tered, in my throat.

			Keep­ing my­self afloat with in­creas­ing dif­fi­cul­ty in my heavy gar­ments, I threw my head back and raised my eyes.

			No more drops fell, and no more drops would fall; but it was mere­ly a ques­tion of time for the floor to col­lapse. For it was be­gin­ning to emit a dull, red glow.

			The room above me was in flames!

			It was drops of burn­ing oil from the lamp, find­ing pas­sage through the cracks in the crazy floor­ing, which had fall­en about me—for the death trap had re­closed, I sup­pose, me­chan­i­cal­ly.

			My sat­u­rat­ed gar­ments were drag­ging me down, and now I could hear the flames hun­gri­ly eat­ing in­to the an­cient rot­ten­ness over­head. Short­ly that caul­dron would be loosed up­on my head. The glow of the flames grew brighter … and showed me the half-rot­ten piles up­hold­ing the build­ing, showed me the tidal mark up­on the slime-coat­ed walls—showed me that there was no es­cape!

			By some sub­ter­ranean duct the foul place was fed from the Thames. By that duct, with the out­go­ing tide, my body would pass, in the wake of Ma­son, Cad­by, and many an­oth­er vic­tim!

			Rusty iron rungs were af­fixed to one of the walls com­mu­ni­cat­ing with a trap—but the bot­tom three were miss­ing!

			Brighter and brighter grew the awe­some light the light of what should be my fu­ner­al pyre—red­den­ing the oily wa­ter and adding a new dread to the whis­per­ing, clam­my hor­ror of the pit. But some­thing it showed me … a pro­ject­ing beam a few feet above the wa­ter … and di­rect­ly be­low the iron lad­der!

			“Mer­ci­ful Heav­en!” I breathed. “Have I the strength?”

			A de­sire for laugh­ter claimed me with sud­den, all but ir­re­sistible force. I knew what it por­tend­ed and fought it down—grim­ly, stern­ly.

			My gar­ments weighed up­on me like a suit of mail; with my chest aching dul­ly, my veins throb­bing to burst­ing, I forced tired mus­cles to work, and, ev­ery stroke an agony, ap­proached the beam. Near­er I swam … near­er. Its shad­ow fell black up­on the wa­ter, which now had all the seem­ing of a pool of blood. Con­fused sounds—a re­mote up­roar—came to my ears. I was near­ly spent … I was in the shad­ow of the beam! If I could throw up one arm …

			A shrill scream sound­ed far above me!

			“Petrie! Petrie!” (That voice must be Smith’s!) “Don’t touch the beam! For God’s sake don’t touch the beam! Keep afloat an­oth­er few sec­onds and I can get to you!”

			An­oth­er few sec­onds! Was that pos­si­ble?

			I man­aged to turn, to raise my throb­bing head; and I saw the strangest sight which that night yet had of­fered.

			Nay­land Smith stood up­on the low­est iron rung … sup­port­ed by the hideous, crook-backed Chi­na­man, who stood up­on the rung above!

			“I can’t reach him!”

			It was as Smith hissed the words de­spair­ing­ly that I looked up—and saw the Chi­na­man snatch at his coiled pig­tail and pull it off! With it came the wig to which it was at­tached; and the ghast­ly yel­low mask, de­prived of its fas­ten­ings, fell from po­si­tion! “Here! Here! Be quick! Oh! be quick! You can low­er this to him! Be quick! Be quick!”

			A cloud of hair came fall­ing about the slim shoul­ders as the speak­er bent to pass this strange life­line to Smith; and I think it was my won­der at know­ing her for the girl whom that day I had sur­prised in Cad­by’s rooms which saved my life.

			For I not on­ly kept afloat, but kept my gaze up­turned to that beau­ti­ful, flushed face, and my eyes fixed up­on hers—which were wild with fear … for me!

			Smith, by some con­tor­tion, got the false queue in­to my grasp, and I, with the strength of des­per­a­tion, by that means seized hold up­on the low­est rung. With my friend’s arm round me I re­al­ized that ex­haus­tion was even near­er than I had sup­posed. My last dis­tinct mem­o­ry is of the burst­ing of the floor above and the big burn­ing joist hiss­ing in­to the pool be­neath us. Its fiery pas­sage, stri­at­ed with light, dis­closed two sword blades, riv­et­ed, edges up along the top of the beam which I had striv­en to reach.

			“The sev­ered fin­gers—” I said; and swooned.

			How Smith got me through the trap I do not know—nor how we made our way through the smoke and flames of the nar­row pas­sage it opened up­on. My next rec­ol­lec­tion is of sit­ting up, with my friend’s arm sup­port­ing me and In­spec­tor Ry­man hold­ing a glass to my lips.

			A bright glare daz­zled my eyes. A crowd surged about us, and a clan­gor and shout­ing drew mo­men­tar­i­ly near­er.

			“It’s the en­gines com­ing,” ex­plained Smith, see­ing my be­wil­der­ment. “Shen-Yan’s is in flames. It was your shot, as you fell through the trap, broke the oil-lamp.”

			“Is ev­ery­body out?”

			“So far as we know.”

			“Fu-Manchu?”

			Smith shrugged his shoul­ders.

			“No one has seen him. There was some door at the back—”

			“Do you think he may—”

			“No,” he said tense­ly. “Not un­til I see him ly­ing dead be­fore me shall I be­lieve it.”

			Then mem­o­ry re­sumed its sway. I strug­gled to my feet.

			“Smith, where is she?” I cried. “Where is she?”

			“I don’t know,” he an­swered.

			“She’s giv­en us the slip, Doc­tor,” said In­spec­tor Wey­mouth, as a fire-en­gine came swing­ing round the cor­ner of the nar­row lane. “So has Mr. Sin­ga­pore Char­lie—and, I’m afraid, some­body else. We’ve got six or eight all-sorts, some awake and some asleep, but I sup­pose we shall have to let ’em go again. Mr. Smith tells me that the girl was dis­guised as a Chi­na­man. I ex­pect that’s why she man­aged to slip away.”

			I re­called how I had been dragged from the pit by the false queue, how the strange dis­cov­ery which had brought death to poor Cad­by had brought life to me, and I seemed to re­mem­ber, too, that Smith had dropped it as he threw his arm about me on the lad­der. Her mask the girl might have re­tained, but her wig, I felt cer­tain, had been dropped in­to the wa­ter.

			It was lat­er that night, when the brigade still were play­ing up­on the black­ened shell of what had been Shen-Yan’s opi­um-shop, and Smith and I were speed­ing away in a cab from the scene of God knows how many crimes, that I had an idea.

			“Smith,” I said, “did you bring the pig­tail with you that was found on Cad­by?”

			“Yes. I had hoped to meet the own­er.”

			“Have you got it now?”

			“No. I met the own­er.”

			I thrust my hands deep in­to the pock­ets of the big pea-jack­et lent to me by In­spec­tor Ry­man, lean­ing back in my cor­ner.

			“We shall nev­er re­al­ly ex­cel at this busi­ness,” con­tin­ued Nay­land Smith. “We are far too sen­ti­men­tal. I knew what it meant to us, Petrie, what it meant to the world, but I hadn’t the heart. I owed her your life—I had to square the ac­count.”

		
	
		
			VII

			Night fell on Red­moat. I glanced from the win­dow at the noc­turne in sil­ver and green which lay be­neath me. To the west of the shrub­bery, with its bro­ken canopy of elms and be­yond the cop­per beech which marked the cen­ter of its mazes, a gap of­fered a glimpse of the Wa­v­er­ney where it swept in­to a broad. Faint bird-calls float­ed over the wa­ter. These, with the whis­per of leaves, alone claimed the ear.

			Ide­al ru­ral peace, and the mu­sic of an Eng­lish sum­mer evening; but to my eyes, ev­ery shad­ow hold­ing fan­tas­tic ter­rors; to my ears, ev­ery sound a sig­nal of dread. For the death­ful hand of Fu-Manchu was stretched over Red­moat, at any hour to loose strange, Ori­en­tal hor­rors up­on its in­mates.

			“Well,” said Nay­land Smith, join­ing me at the win­dow, “we had dared to hope him dead, but we know now that he lives!”

			The Rev. J. D. Eltham coughed ner­vous­ly, and I turned, lean­ing my el­bow up­on the ta­ble, and stud­ied the play of ex­pres­sion up­on the re­fined, sen­si­tive face of the cler­gy­man.

			“You think I act­ed right­ly in send­ing for you, Mr. Smith?”

			Nay­land Smith smoked fu­ri­ous­ly.

			“Mr. Eltham,” he replied, “you see in me a man grop­ing in the dark. I am to­day no near­er to the con­clu­sion of my mis­sion than up­on the day when I left Man­dalay. You of­fer me a clue; I am here. Your af­fair, I be­lieve, stands thus: A se­ries of at­tempt­ed bur­glar­ies, or some­thing of the kind, has alarmed your house­hold. Yes­ter­day, re­turn­ing from Lon­don with your daugh­ter, you were both drugged in some way and, oc­cu­py­ing a com­part­ment to your­selves, you both slept. Your daugh­ter awoke, and saw some­one else in the car­riage—a yel­low-faced man who held a case of in­stru­ments in his hands.”

			“Yes; I was, of course, un­able to en­ter in­to par­tic­u­lars over the tele­phone. The man was stand­ing by one of the win­dows. Di­rect­ly he ob­served that my daugh­ter was awake, he stepped to­wards her.”

			“What did he do with the case in his hands?”

			“She did not no­tice—or did not men­tion hav­ing no­ticed. In fact, as was nat­u­ral, she was so fright­ened that she re­calls noth­ing more, be­yond the fact that she strove to arouse me, with­out suc­ceed­ing, felt hands grasp her shoul­ders—and swooned.”

			“But some­one used the emer­gen­cy cord, and stopped the train.”

			“Gre­ba has no rec­ol­lec­tion of hav­ing done so.”

			“Hm! Of course, no yel­low-faced man was on the train. When did you awake?”

			“I was aroused by the guard, but on­ly when he had re­peat­ed­ly shak­en me.”

			“Up­on reach­ing Great Yarmouth you im­me­di­ate­ly called up Scot­land Yard? You act­ed very wise­ly, sir. How long were you in Chi­na?”

			Mr. Eltham’s start of sur­prise was al­most com­i­cal.

			“It is per­haps not strange that you should be aware of my res­i­dence in Chi­na, Mr. Smith,” he said; “but my not hav­ing men­tioned it may seem so. The fact is”—his sen­si­tive face flushed in pal­pa­ble em­bar­rass­ment—“I left Chi­na un­der what I may term an epis­co­pal cloud. I have lived in re­tire­ment ev­er since. Un­wit­ting­ly—I solemn­ly de­clare to you, Mr. Smith, un­wit­ting­ly—I stirred up cer­tain deep-seat­ed prej­u­dices in my en­deav­ors to do my du­ty—my du­ty. I think you asked me how long I was in Chi­na? I was there from 1896 un­til 1900—four years.”

			“I re­call the cir­cum­stances, Mr. Eltham,” said Smith, with an odd note in his voice. “I have been en­deav­or­ing to think where I had come across the name, and a mo­ment ago I re­mem­bered. I am hap­py to have met you, sir.”

			The cler­gy­man blushed again like a girl, and slight­ly in­clined his head, with its scanty fair hair.

			“Has Red­moat, as its name im­plies, a moat round it? I was un­able to see in the dusk.”

			“It re­mains. Red­moat—a cor­rup­tion of Round Moat—was for­mer­ly a pri­o­ry, dis­es­tab­lished by the eighth Hen­ry in 1536.” His pedan­tic man­ner was quaint at times. “But the moat is no longer flood­ed. In fact, we grow cab­bages in part of it. If you re­fer to the strate­gic strength of the place”—he smiled, but his man­ner was em­bar­rassed again—“it is con­sid­er­able. I have barbed wire fenc­ing, and—oth­er ar­range­ments. You see, it is a lone­ly spot,” he added apolo­get­i­cal­ly. “And now, if you will ex­cuse me, we will re­sume these grue­some in­quiries af­ter the more pleas­ant af­fairs of din­ner.”

			He left us.

			“Who is our host?” I asked, as the door closed.

			Smith smiled.

			“You are won­der­ing what caused the ‘epis­co­pal cloud’?” he sug­gest­ed. “Well, the deep-seat­ed prej­u­dices which our rev­erend friend stirred up cul­mi­nat­ed in the Box­er Ris­ings.”

			“Good heav­ens, Smith!” I said; for I could not rec­on­cile the dif­fi­dent per­son­al­i­ty of the cler­gy­man with the mem­o­ries which those words awak­ened.

			“He ev­i­dent­ly should be on our dan­ger list,” my friend con­tin­ued quick­ly; “but he has so com­plete­ly ef­faced him­self of re­cent years that I think it prob­a­ble that some­one else has on­ly just re­called his ex­is­tence to mind. The Rev. J. D. Eltham, my dear Petrie, though he may be a poor hand at sav­ing souls, at any rate, has saved a score of Chris­tian wom­en from death—and worse.”

			“J. D. Eltham—” I be­gan.

			“Is ‘Par­son Dan’!” rapped Smith, “the ‘Fight­ing Mis­sion­ary,’ the man who with a gar­ri­son of a dozen crip­ples and a Ger­man doc­tor held the hos­pi­tal at Nan-Yang against two hun­dred Box­ers. That’s who the Rev. J. D. Eltham is! But what is he up to, now, I have yet to find out. He is keep­ing some­thing back—some­thing which has made him an ob­ject of in­ter­est to Young Chi­na!”

			Dur­ing din­ner the mat­ters re­spon­si­ble for our pres­ence there did not hold pri­or­i­ty in the con­ver­sa­tion. In fact, this, for the most part, con­sist­ed in light talk of books and the­aters.

			Gre­ba Eltham, the cler­gy­man’s daugh­ter, was a charm­ing young host­ess, and she, with Ver­non Den­by, Mr. Eltham’s nephew, com­plet­ed the par­ty. No doubt the girl’s pres­ence, in part, at any rate, led us to re­frain from the sub­ject up­per­most in our minds.

			These lit­tle pools of calm dot­ted along the tor­ren­tial course of the cir­cum­stances which were bear­ing my friend and me on­ward to un­known is­sues form pleas­ant, sun­ny spots in my dark rec­ol­lec­tions.

			So I shall al­ways re­mem­ber, with plea­sure, that din­ner-par­ty at Red­moat, in the old-world din­ing-room; it was so very peace­ful, so al­most grotesque­ly calm. For I, with­in my very bones, felt it to be the calm be­fore the storm. When, lat­er, we men passed to the li­brary, we seemed to leave that at­mos­phere be­hind us.

			“Red­moat,” said the Rev. J. D. Eltham, “has lat­ter­ly be­come the the­ater of strange do­ings.”

			He stood on the hearthrug. A shad­ed lamp up­on the big ta­ble and can­dles in an­cient sconces up­on the man­tel­piece af­ford­ed dim il­lu­mi­na­tion. Mr. Eltham’s nephew, Ver­non Den­by, lolled smok­ing on the win­dow-seat, and I sat near to him. Nay­land Smith paced rest­less­ly up and down the room.

			“Some months ago, al­most a year,” con­tin­ued the cler­gy­man, “a bur­glar­i­ous at­tempt was made up­on the house. There was an ar­rest, and the man con­fessed that he had been tempt­ed by my col­lec­tion.” He waved his hand vague­ly to­wards the sev­er­al cab­i­nets about the shad­owed room.

			“It was short­ly af­ter­wards that I al­lowed my hob­by for—play­ing at forts to run away with me.” He smiled an apol­o­gy. “I vir­tu­al­ly for­ti­fied Red­moat—against tres­passers of any kind, I mean. You have seen that the house stands up­on a kind of large mound. This is ar­ti­fi­cial, be­ing the buried ru­ins of a Ro­man out­work; a por­tion of the an­cient cas­trum.” Again he waved in­dica­tive­ly, this time to­ward the win­dow.

			“When it was a pri­o­ry it was com­plete­ly iso­lat­ed and de­fend­ed by its en­vi­ron­ing moat. To­day it is com­plete­ly sur­round­ed by barbed-wire fenc­ing. Be­low this fence, on the east, is a nar­row stream, a trib­u­tary of the Wa­v­er­ney; on the north and west, the high road, but near­ly twen­ty feet be­low, the banks be­ing per­pen­dic­u­lar. On the south is the re­main­ing part of the moat—now my kitchen gar­den; but from there up to the lev­el of the house is near­ly twen­ty feet again, and the barbed wire must al­so be count­ed with.

			“The en­trance, as you know, is by the way of a kind of cut­ting. There is a gate at the foot of the steps (they are some of the orig­i­nal steps of the pri­o­ry, Dr. Petrie), and an­oth­er gate at the head.”

			He paused, and smiled around up­on us boy­ish­ly.

			“My se­cret de­fens­es re­main to be men­tioned,” he re­sumed; and, open­ing a cup­board, he point­ed to a row of bat­ter­ies, with a num­ber of elec­tric bells up­on the wall be­hind. “The more vul­ner­a­ble spots are con­nect­ed at night with these bells,” he said tri­umphant­ly. “Any at­tempt to scale the barbed wire or to force ei­ther gate would set two or more of these ring­ing. A stray cow raised one false alarm,” he added, “and a care­less rook threw us in­to a per­fect pan­ic on an­oth­er oc­ca­sion.”

			He was so boy­ish—so ner­vous­ly brisk and acute­ly sen­si­tive—that it was dif­fi­cult to see in him the hero of the Nan-Yang hos­pi­tal. I could on­ly sup­pose that he had treat­ed the Box­ers’ raid in the same spir­it where­in he met would-be tres­passers with­in the precincts of Red­moat. It had been an es­capade, of which he was af­ter­wards ashamed, as, faint­ly, he was ashamed of his “for­ti­fi­ca­tions.” “But,” rapped Smith, “it was not the vis­it of the bur­glar which prompt­ed these elab­o­rate pre­cau­tions.”

			Mr. Eltham coughed ner­vous­ly.

			“I am aware,” he said, “that hav­ing in­voked of­fi­cial aid, I must be per­fect­ly frank with you, Mr. Smith. It was the bur­glar who was re­spon­si­ble for my con­tin­u­ing the wire fence all round the grounds, but the elec­tri­cal con­trivance fol­lowed, lat­er, as a re­sult of sev­er­al dis­turbed nights. My ser­vants grew un­easy about some­one who came, they said, af­ter dusk. No one could de­scribe this noc­tur­nal vis­i­tor, but cer­tain­ly we found traces. I must ad­mit that.

			“Then—I re­ceived what I may term a warn­ing. My po­si­tion is a pe­cu­liar one—a pe­cu­liar one. My daugh­ter, too, saw this prowl­ing per­son, over by the Ro­man cas­trum, and de­scribed him as a yel­low man. It was the in­ci­dent in the train fol­low­ing close­ly up­on this oth­er, which led me to speak to the po­lice, lit­tle as I de­sired to—er—court pub­lic­i­ty.”

			Nay­land Smith walked to a win­dow, and looked out across the slop­ing lawn to where the shad­ows of the shrub­bery lay. A dog was howl­ing dis­mal­ly some­where.

			“Your de­fens­es are not im­preg­nable, af­ter all, then?” he jerked. “On our way up this evening Mr. Den­by was telling us about the death of his col­lie a few nights ago.”

			The cler­gy­man’s face cloud­ed.

			“That, cer­tain­ly, was alarm­ing,” he con­fessed.

			“I had been in Lon­don for a few days, and dur­ing my ab­sence Ver­non came down, bring­ing the dog with him. On the night of his ar­rival it ran, bark­ing, in­to the shrub­bery yon­der, and did not come out. He went to look for it with a lantern, and found it ly­ing among the bush­es, quite dead. The poor crea­ture had been dread­ful­ly beat­en about the head.”

			“The gates were locked,” Den­by in­ter­rupt­ed, “and no one could have got out of the grounds with­out a lad­der and some­one to as­sist him. But there was no sign of a liv­ing thing about. Ed­wards and I searched ev­ery cor­ner.”

			“How long has that oth­er dog tak­en to howl­ing?” in­quired Smith.

			“On­ly since Rex’s death,” said Den­by quick­ly.

			“It is my mas­tiff,” ex­plained the cler­gy­man, “and he is con­fined in the yard. He is nev­er al­lowed on this side of the house.”

			Nay­land Smith wan­dered aim­less­ly about the li­brary.

			“I am sor­ry to have to press you, Mr. Eltham,” he said, “but what was the na­ture of the warn­ing to which you re­ferred, and from whom did it come?”

			Mr. Eltham hes­i­tat­ed for a long time.

			“I have been so un­for­tu­nate,” he said at last, “in my pre­vi­ous ef­forts, that I feel as­sured of your hos­tile crit­i­cism when I tell you that I am con­tem­plat­ing an im­me­di­ate re­turn to Ho-Nan!”

			Smith jumped round up­on him as though moved by a spring.

			“Then you are go­ing back to Nan-Yang?” he cried. “Now I un­der­stand! Why have you not told me be­fore? That is the key for which I have vain­ly been seek­ing. Your trou­bles date from the time of your de­ci­sion to re­turn?”

			“Yes, I must ad­mit it,” con­fessed the cler­gy­man dif­fi­dent­ly.

			“And your warn­ing came from Chi­na?”

			“It did.”

			“From a Chi­na­man?”

			“From the Man­darin, Yen-Sun-Yat.”

			“Yen-Sun-Yat! My good sir! He warned you to aban­don your vis­it? And you re­ject his ad­vice? Lis­ten to me.” Smith was in­tense­ly ex­cit­ed now, his eyes bright, his lean fig­ure cu­ri­ous­ly strung up, alert. “The Man­darin Yen-Sun-Yat is one of the sev­en!”

			“I do not fol­low you, Mr. Smith.”

			“No, sir. Chi­na to­day is not the Chi­na of ’98. It is a huge se­cret ma­chine, and Ho-Nan one of its most im­por­tant wheels! But if, as I un­der­stand, this of­fi­cial is a friend of yours, be­lieve me, he has saved your life! You would be a dead man now if it were not for your friend in Chi­na! My dear sir, you must ac­cept his coun­sel.”

			Then, for the first time since I had made his ac­quain­tance, Par­son Dan showed through the sur­face of the Rev. J. D. Eltham.

			“No, sir!” replied the cler­gy­man—and the change in his voice was star­tling. “I am called to Nan-Yang. On­ly One may de­ter my go­ing.”

			The ad­mix­ture of deep spir­i­tu­al rev­er­ence with in­tense tru­cu­lence in his voice was dis­sim­i­lar from any­thing I ev­er had heard.

			“Then on­ly One can pro­tect you,” cried Smith, “for, by Heav­en, no man will be able to do so! Your pres­ence in Ho-Nan can do no pos­si­ble good at present. It must do harm. Your ex­pe­ri­ence in 1900 should be fresh in your mem­o­ry.”

			“Hard words, Mr. Smith.”

			“The class of mis­sion­ary work which you fa­vor, sir, is in­ju­ri­ous to in­ter­na­tion­al peace. At the present mo­ment, Ho-Nan is a bar­rel of gun­pow­der; you would be the light­ed match. I do not will­ing­ly stand be­tween any man and what he choos­es to con­sid­er his du­ty, but I in­sist that you aban­don your vis­it to the in­te­ri­or of Chi­na!”

			“You in­sist, Mr. Smith?”

			“As your guest, I re­gret the ne­ces­si­ty for re­mind­ing you that I hold au­thor­i­ty to en­force it.”

			Den­by fid­get­ed un­easi­ly. The tone of the con­ver­sa­tion was grow­ing harsh and the at­mos­phere of the li­brary por­ten­tous with brew­ing storms.

			There was a short, silent in­ter­val.

			“This is what I had feared and ex­pect­ed,” said the cler­gy­man. “This was my rea­son for not seek­ing of­fi­cial pro­tec­tion.”

			“The phan­tom Yel­low Per­il,” said Nay­land Smith, “to­day ma­te­ri­al­izes un­der the very eyes of the West­ern world.”

			“The ‘Yel­low Per­il’!”

			“You scoff, sir, and so do oth­ers. We take the prof­fered right hand of friend­ship nor in­quire if the hid­den left holds a knife! The peace of the world is at stake, Mr. Eltham. Un­know­ing­ly, you tam­per with tremen­dous is­sues.”

			Mr. Eltham drew a deep breath, thrust­ing both hands in his pock­ets.

			“You are painful­ly frank, Mr. Smith,” he said; “but I like you for it. I will re­con­sid­er my po­si­tion and talk this mat­ter over again with you to­mor­row.”

			Thus, then, the storm blew over. Yet I had nev­er ex­pe­ri­enced such an over­whelm­ing sense of im­mi­nent per­il—of a sin­is­ter pres­ence—as op­pressed me at that mo­ment. The very at­mos­phere of Red­moat was im­preg­nat­ed with East­ern dev­il­ry; it load­ed the air like some evil per­fume. And then, through the si­lence, cut a throb­bing scream—the scream of a wom­an in direst fear.

			“My God, it’s Gre­ba!” whis­pered Mr. Eltham.

		
	
		
			VIII

			In what or­der we dashed down to the draw­ing-room I can­not re­call. But none was be­fore me when I leaped over the thresh­old and saw Miss Eltham prone by the French win­dows.

			These were closed and bolt­ed, and she lay with hands out­stretched in the al­cove which they formed. I bent over her. Nay­land Smith was at my el­bow.

			“Get my bag,” I said. “She has swooned. It is noth­ing se­ri­ous.”

			Her fa­ther, pale and wide-eyed, hov­ered about me, mut­ter­ing in­co­her­ent­ly; but I man­aged to re­as­sure him; and his grat­i­tude when, I hav­ing ad­min­is­tered a sim­ple restora­tive, the girl sighed shud­der­ing­ly and opened her eyes, was quite pa­thet­ic.

			I would per­mit no ques­tion­ing at that time, and on her fa­ther’s arm she re­tired to her own rooms.

			It was some fif­teen min­utes lat­er that her mes­sage was brought to me. I fol­lowed the maid to a quaint lit­tle oc­tag­o­nal apart­ment, and Gre­ba Eltham stood be­fore me, the can­dle­light ca­ress­ing the soft curves of her face and gleam­ing in the mesh­es of her rich brown hair.

			When she had an­swered my first ques­tion she hes­i­tat­ed in pret­ty con­fu­sion.

			“We are anx­ious to know what alarmed you, Miss Eltham.”

			She bit her lip and glanced with ap­pre­hen­sion to­wards the win­dow.

			“I am al­most afraid to tell fa­ther,” she be­gan rapid­ly. “He will think me imag­i­na­tive, but you have been so kind. It was two green eyes! Oh! Dr. Petrie, they looked up at me from the steps lead­ing to the lawn. And they shone like the eyes of a cat.”

			The words thrilled me strange­ly.

			“Are you sure it was not a cat, Miss Eltham?”

			“The eyes were too large, Dr. Petrie. There was some­thing dread­ful, most dread­ful, in their ap­pear­ance. I feel fool­ish and sil­ly for hav­ing faint­ed, twice in two days! But the sus­pense is telling up­on me, I sup­pose. Fa­ther thinks”—she was be­com­ing charm­ing­ly con­fi­den­tial, as a wom­an of­ten will with a tact­ful physi­cian—“that shut up here we are safe from—what­ev­er threat­ens us.” I not­ed, with con­cern, a rep­e­ti­tion of the ner­vous shud­der. “But since our re­turn some­one else has been in Red­moat!”

			“What­ev­er do you mean, Miss Eltham?”

			“Oh! I don’t quite know what I do mean, Dr. Petrie. What does it all mean? Ver­non has been ex­plain­ing to me that some aw­ful Chi­na­man is seek­ing the life of Mr. Nay­land Smith. But if the same man wants to kill my fa­ther, why has he not done so?”

			“I am afraid you puz­zle me.”

			“Of course, I must do so. But—the man in the train. He could have killed us both quite eas­i­ly! And—last night some­one was in fa­ther’s room.”

			“In his room!”

			“I could not sleep, and I heard some­thing mov­ing. My room is the next one. I knocked on the wall and woke fa­ther. There was noth­ing; so I said it was the howl­ing of the dog that had fright­ened me.”

			“How could any­one get in­to his room?”

			“I can­not imag­ine. But I am not sure it was a man.”

			“Miss Eltham, you alarm me. What do you sus­pect?”

			“You must think me hys­ter­i­cal and sil­ly, but whilst fa­ther and I have been away from Red­moat per­haps the usu­al pre­cau­tions have been ne­glect­ed. Is there any crea­ture, any large crea­ture, which could climb up the wall to the win­dow? Do you know of any­thing with a long, thin body?”

			For a mo­ment I of­fered no re­ply, study­ing the girl’s pret­ty face, her ea­ger, blue-gray eyes wide­ly opened and fixed up­on mine. She was not of the neu­rot­ic type, with her clear com­plex­ion and sun-kissed neck; her arms, healthi­ly toned by ex­po­sure to the coun­try airs, were round­ed and firm, and she had the ag­ile shape of a young Di­ana with none of the anaemic lan­guor which breeds mor­bid dreams. She was fright­ened; yes, who would not have been? But the mere idea of this thing which she be­lieved to be in Red­moat, with­out the ap­pari­tion of the green eyes, must have pros­trat­ed a vic­tim of “nerves.”

			“Have you seen such a crea­ture, Miss Eltham?”

			She hes­i­tat­ed again, glanc­ing down and press­ing her fin­ger­tips to­geth­er.

			“As fa­ther awoke and called out to know why I knocked, I glanced from my win­dow. The moon­light threw half the lawn in­to shad­ow, and just dis­ap­pear­ing in this shad­ow was some­thing—some­thing of a brown col­or, marked with sec­tions!”

			“What size and shape?”

			“It moved so quick­ly I could form no idea of its shape; but I saw quite six feet of it flash across the grass!”

			“Did you hear any­thing?”

			“A swish­ing sound in the shrub­bery, then noth­ing more.”

			She met my eyes ex­pec­tant­ly. Her con­fi­dence in my pow­ers of un­der­stand­ing and sym­pa­thy was grat­i­fy­ing, though I knew that I but oc­cu­pied the po­si­tion of a fa­ther-con­fes­sor.

			“Have you any idea,” I said, “how it came about that you awoke in the train yes­ter­day whilst your fa­ther did not?”

			“We had cof­fee at a re­fresh­ment-room; it must have been drugged in some way. I scarce­ly tast­ed mine, the fla­vor was so aw­ful; but fa­ther is an old trav­el­er and drank the whole of his cup­ful!”

			Mr. Eltham’s voice called from be­low.

			“Dr. Petrie,” said the girl quick­ly, “what do you think they want to do to him?”

			“Ah!” I replied, “I wish I knew that.”

			“Will you think over what I have told you? For I do as­sure you there is some­thing here in Red­moat—some­thing that comes and goes in spite of fa­ther’s ‘for­ti­fi­ca­tions’? Cae­sar knows there is. Lis­ten to him. He drags at his chain so that I won­der he does not break it.”

			As we passed down­stairs the howl­ing of the mas­tiff sound­ed eeri­ly through the house, as did the clank-clank of the tight­en­ing chain as he threw the weight of his big body up­on it.

			I sat in Smith’s room that night for some time, he pac­ing the floor smok­ing and talk­ing.

			“Eltham has in­flu­en­tial Chi­nese friends,” he said; “but they dare not have him in Nan-Yang at present. He knows the coun­try as he knows Nor­folk; he would see things!

			“His pre­cau­tions here have baf­fled the en­e­my, I think. The at­tempt in the train points to an anx­i­ety to waste no op­por­tu­ni­ty. But whilst Eltham was ab­sent (he was get­ting his out­fit in Lon­don, by the way) they have been fix­ing some sec­ond string to their fid­dle here. In case no op­por­tu­ni­ty of­fered be­fore he re­turned, they pro­vid­ed for get­ting at him here!”

			“But how, Smith?”

			“That’s the mys­tery. But the dead dog in the shrub­bery is sig­nif­i­cant.”

			“Do you think some emis­sary of Fu-Manchu is ac­tu­al­ly in­side the moat?”

			“It’s im­pos­si­ble, Petrie. You are think­ing of se­cret pas­sages, and so forth. There are none. Eltham has mea­sured up ev­ery foot of the place. There isn’t a rathole left un­ac­count­ed for; and as for a tun­nel un­der the moat, the house stands on a sol­id mass of Ro­man ma­son­ry, a for­mer camp of Hadri­an’s time. I have seen a very old plan of the Round Moat Pri­o­ry as it was called. There is no en­trance and no ex­it save by the steps. So how was the dog killed?”

			I knocked out my pipe on a bar of the grate.

			“We are in the thick of it here,” I said.

			“We are al­ways in the thick of it,” replied Smith. “Our dan­ger is no greater in Nor­folk than in Lon­don. But what do they want to do? That man in the train with the case of in­stru­ments—what in­stru­ments? Then the ap­pari­tion of the green eyes tonight. Can they have been the eyes of Fu-Manchu? Is some pe­cu­liar­ly unique out­rage con­tem­plat­ed—some­thing call­ing for the pres­ence of the mas­ter?”

			“He may have to pre­vent Eltham’s leav­ing Eng­land with­out killing him.”

			“Quite so. He prob­a­bly has in­struc­tions to be mer­ci­ful. But God help the vic­tim of Chi­nese mer­cy!”

			I went to my own room then. But I did not even un­dress, re­fill­ing my pipe and seat­ing my­self at the open win­dow. Hav­ing looked up­on the aw­ful Chi­nese doc­tor, the mem­o­ry of his face, with its filmed green eyes, could nev­er leave me. The idea that he might be near at that mo­ment was a poor nar­cot­ic.

			The howl­ing and bay­ing of the mas­tiff was al­most con­tin­u­ous.

			When all else in Red­moat was still the dog’s mourn­ful note yet rose on the night with some­thing men­ac­ing in it. I sat look­ing out across the slop­ing turf to where the shrub­bery showed as a black is­land in a green sea. The moon swam in a cloud­less sky, and the air was warm and fra­grant with coun­try scents.

			It was in the shrub­bery that Den­by’s col­lie had met his mys­te­ri­ous death—that the thing seen by Miss Eltham had dis­ap­peared. What un­can­ny se­cret did it hold?

			Cae­sar be­came silent.

			As the stop­ping of a clock will some­times awak­en a sleep­er, the abrupt ces­sa­tion of that dis­tant howl­ing, to which I had grown ac­cus­tomed, now re­called me from a world of gloomy imag­in­ings.

			I glanced at my watch in the moon­light. It was twelve min­utes past mid­night.

			As I re­placed it the dog sud­den­ly burst out afresh, but now in a tone of sheer anger. He was al­ter­nate­ly howl­ing and snarling in a way that sound­ed new to me. The crash­es, as he leapt to the end of his chain, shook the build­ing in which he was con­fined. It was as I stood up to lean from the win­dow and com­mand­ed a view of the cor­ner of the house that he broke loose.

			With a hoarse bay he took that de­ci­sive leap, and I heard his heavy body fall against the wood­en wall. There fol­lowed a strange, gut­tural cry … and the growl­ing of the dog died away at the rear of the house. He was out! But that gut­tural note had not come from the throat of a dog. Of what was he in pur­suit?

			At which point his mys­te­ri­ous quar­ry en­tered the shrub­bery I do not know. I on­ly know that I saw ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing, un­til Cae­sar’s lithe shape was streaked across the lawn, and the great crea­ture went crash­ing in­to the un­der­growth.

			Then a faint sound above and to my right told me that I was not the on­ly spec­ta­tor of the scene. I leaned far­ther from the win­dow.

			“Is that you, Miss Eltham?” I asked.

			“Oh, Dr. Petrie!” she said. “I am so glad you are awake. Can we do noth­ing to help? Cae­sar will be killed.”

			“Did you see what he went af­ter?”

			“No,” she called back, and drew her breath sharply.

			For a strange fig­ure went rac­ing across the grass. It was that of a man in a blue dress­ing-gown, who held a lantern high be­fore him, and a re­volver in his right hand. Co­in­ci­dent with my recog­ni­tion of Mr. Eltham he leaped, plung­ing in­to the shrub­bery in the wake of the dog.

			But the night held yet an­oth­er sur­prise; for Nay­land Smith’s voice came:

			“Come back! Come back, Eltham!”

			I ran out in­to the pas­sage and down­stairs. The front door was open. A ter­ri­ble con­flict waged in the shrub­bery, be­tween the mas­tiff and some­thing else. Pass­ing round to the lawn, I met Smith ful­ly dressed. He just had dropped from a first-floor win­dow.

			“The man is mad!” he snapped. “Heav­en knows what lurks there! He should not have gone alone!”

			To­geth­er we ran to­wards the danc­ing light of Eltham’s lantern. The sounds of con­flict ceased sud­den­ly. Stum­bling over stumps and lashed by low-sweep­ing branch­es, we strug­gled for­ward to where the cler­gy­man knelt amongst the bush­es. He glanced up with tears in his eyes, as was re­vealed by the dim light.

			“Look!” he cried.

			The body of the dog lay at his feet.

			It was pitiable to think that the fear­less brute should have met his death in such a fash­ion, and when I bent and ex­am­ined him I was glad to find traces of life.

			“Drag him out. He is not dead,” I said.

			“And hur­ry,” rapped Smith, peer­ing about him right and left.

			So we three hur­ried from that haunt­ed place, drag­ging the dog with us. We were not mo­lest­ed. No sound dis­turbed the now per­fect still­ness.

			By the lawn edge we came up­on Den­by, half dressed; and al­most im­me­di­ate­ly Ed­wards the gar­den­er al­so ap­peared. The white faces of the house ser­vants showed at one win­dow, and Miss Eltham called to me from her room:

			“Is he dead?”

			“No,” I replied; “on­ly stunned.”

			We car­ried the dog round to the yard, and I ex­am­ined his head. It had been struck by some heavy blunt in­stru­ment, but the skull was not bro­ken. It is hard to kill a mas­tiff.

			“Will you at­tend to him, Doc­tor?” asked Eltham. “We must see that the vil­lain does not es­cape.”

			His face was grim and set. This was a dif­fer­ent man from the dif­fi­dent cler­gy­man we knew: this was Par­son Dan again.

			I ac­cept­ed the care of the ca­nine pa­tient, and Eltham with the oth­ers went off for more lights to search the shrub­bery. As I was wash­ing a bad wound be­tween the mas­tiff’s ears, Miss Eltham joined me. It was the sound of her voice, I think, rather than my more sci­en­tif­ic min­is­tra­tion, which re­called Cae­sar to life. For, as she en­tered, his tail wagged fee­bly, and a mo­ment lat­er he strug­gled to his feet—one of which was in­jured.

			Hav­ing pro­vid­ed for his im­me­di­ate needs, I left him in charge of his young mis­tress and joined the search par­ty. They had en­tered the shrub­bery from four points and drawn blank.

			“There is ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing there, and no one can pos­si­bly have left the grounds,” said Eltham amazed­ly.

			We stood on the lawn look­ing at one an­oth­er, Nay­land Smith, an­gry but thought­ful, tug­ging at the lobe of his left ear, as was his habit in mo­ments of per­plex­i­ty.

		
	
		
			IX

			With the first com­ing of light, Eltham, Smith and I test­ed the elec­tri­cal con­trivances from ev­ery point. They were in per­fect or­der. It be­came more and more in­com­pre­hen­si­ble how any­one could have en­tered and quit­ted Red­moat dur­ing the night. The barbed-wire fenc­ing was in­tact, and bore no signs of hav­ing been tam­pered with.

			Smith and I un­der­took an ex­haus­tive ex­am­i­na­tion of the shrub­bery.

			At the spot where we had found the dog, some five paces to the west of the cop­per beech, the grass and weeds were tram­pled and the sur­round­ing lau­rels and rhodo­den­drons bore ev­i­dence of a strug­gle, but no hu­man foot­print could be found.

			“The ground is dry,” said Smith. “We can­not ex­pect much.”

			“In my opin­ion,” I said, “some­one tried to get at Cae­sar; his pres­ence is dan­ger­ous. And in his rage he broke loose.”

			“I think so, too,” agreed Smith. “But why did this per­son make for here? And how, hav­ing mas­tered the dog, get out of Red­moat? I am open to ad­mit the pos­si­bil­i­ty of some­one’s get­ting in dur­ing the day whilst the gates are open, and hid­ing un­til dusk. But how in the name of all that’s won­der­ful does he get out? He must pos­sess the at­tributes of a bird.”

			I thought of Gre­ba Eltham’s state­ments, re­mind­ing my friend of her de­scrip­tion of the thing which she had seen pass­ing in­to this strange­ly haunt­ed shrub­bery.

			“That line of spec­u­la­tion soon takes us out of our depth, Petrie,” he said. “Let us stick to what we can un­der­stand, and that may help us to a clear­er idea of what, at present, is in­com­pre­hen­si­ble. My view of the case to date stands thus:

			“(1) Eltham, hav­ing rash­ly de­cid­ed to re­turn to the in­te­ri­or of Chi­na, is warned by an of­fi­cial whose friend­ship he has won in some way to stay in Eng­land.

			“(2) I know this of­fi­cial for one of the Yel­low group rep­re­sent­ed in Eng­land by Dr. Fu-Manchu.

			“(3) Sev­er­al at­tempts, of which we know but lit­tle, to get at Eltham are frus­trat­ed, pre­sum­ably by his cu­ri­ous ‘de­fens­es.’ An at­tempt in a train fails ow­ing to Miss Eltham’s dis­taste for re­fresh­ment-room cof­fee. An at­tempt here fails ow­ing to her in­som­nia.

			“(4) Dur­ing Eltham’s ab­sence from Red­moat cer­tain prepa­ra­tions are made for his re­turn. These lead to:

			“(a) The death of Den­by’s col­lie;

			“(b) The things heard and seen by Miss Eltham;

			“(c) The things heard and seen by us all last night.

			“So that the clear­ing up of my fourth point—id est, the dis­cov­ery of the na­ture of these prepa­ra­tions—be­comes our im­me­di­ate con­cern. The prime ob­ject of these prepa­ra­tions, Petrie, was to en­able some­one to gain ac­cess to Eltham’s room. The oth­er events are in­ci­den­tal. The dogs had to be got rid of, for in­stance; and there is no doubt that Miss Eltham’s wake­ful­ness saved her fa­ther a sec­ond time.”

			“But from what? For Heav­en’s sake, from what?”

			Smith glanced about in­to the light-patched shad­ows.

			“From a vis­it by some­one—per­haps by Fu-Manchu him­self,” he said in a hushed voice. “The ob­ject of that vis­it I hope we may nev­er learn; for that would mean that it had been achieved.”

			“Smith,” I said, “I do not al­to­geth­er un­der­stand you; but do you think he has some in­cred­i­ble crea­ture hid­den here some­where? It would be like him.”

			“I be­gin to sus­pect the most for­mi­da­ble crea­ture in the known world to be hid­den here. I be­lieve Fu-Manchu is some­where in­side Red­moat!”

			Our con­ver­sa­tion was in­ter­rupt­ed at this point by Den­by, who came to re­port that he had ex­am­ined the moat, the road­side, and the bank of the stream, but found no foot­prints or clue of any kind.

			“No one left the grounds of Red­moat last night, I think,” he said. And his voice had awe in it.

			That day dragged slow­ly on. A par­ty of us scoured the neigh­bor­hood for traces of strangers, ex­am­in­ing ev­ery foot of the Ro­man ru­in hard by; but vain­ly.

			“May not your pres­ence here in­duce Fu-Manchu to aban­don his plans?” I asked Smith.

			“I think not,” he replied. “You see, un­less we can pre­vail up­on him, Eltham sails in a fort­night. So the Doc­tor has no time to waste. Fur­ther­more, I have an idea that his ar­range­ments are of such a char­ac­ter that they must go for­ward. He might turn aside, of course, to as­sas­si­nate me, if op­por­tu­ni­ty arose! But we know, from ex­pe­ri­ence, that he per­mits noth­ing to in­ter­fere with his schemes.”

			There are few states, I sup­pose, which ex­act so se­vere a toll from one’s ner­vous sys­tem as the an­tic­i­pa­tion of calami­ty.

			All an­tic­i­pa­tion is keen­er, be it of joy or pain, than the re­al­i­ty where­of it is a men­tal fore­cast; but that in­ac­tive wait­ing at Red­moat, for the blow which we knew full well to be pend­ing ex­ceed­ed in its nerve tax­a­tion, any­thing I hith­er­to had ex­pe­ri­enced.

			I felt as one bound up­on an Aztec al­tar, with the priest’s ob­sid­i­an knife raised above my breast!

			Se­cret and ma­lign forces throbbed about us; forces against which we had no ar­mor. Dread­ful as it was, I count it a mer­cy that the cli­max was reached so quick­ly. And it came sud­den­ly enough; for there in that qui­et Nor­folk home we found our­selves at hand grips with one of the mys­te­ri­ous hor­rors which char­ac­ter­ized the op­er­a­tions of Dr. Fu-Manchu. It was up­on us be­fore we re­al­ized it. There is no in­ci­den­tal mu­sic to the dra­mas of re­al life.

			As we sat on the lit­tle ter­race in the creep­ing twi­light, I re­mem­ber think­ing how the peace of the scene gave the lie to my fears that we bor­dered up­on trag­ic things. Then Cae­sar, who had been a docile pa­tient all day, be­gan howl­ing again; and I saw Gre­ba Eltham shud­der.

			I caught Smith’s eye, and was about to pro­pose our re­tire­ment in­doors, when the par­ty was bro­ken up in more tur­bu­lent fash­ion. I sup­pose it was the pres­ence of the girl which prompt­ed Den­by to the rash act, a de­sire per­son­al­ly to dis­tin­guish him­self. But, as I re­called af­ter­wards, his gaze had rarely left the shrub­bery since dusk, save to seek her face, and now he leaped wild­ly to his feet, over­turn­ing his chair, and dashed across the grass to the trees.

			“Did you see it?” he yelled. “Did you see it?”

			He ev­i­dent­ly car­ried a re­volver. For from the edge of the shrub­bery a shot sound­ed, and in the flash we saw Den­by with the weapon raised.

			“Gre­ba, go in and fas­ten the win­dows,” cried Eltham. “Mr. Smith, will you en­ter the bush­es from the west. Dr. Petrie, east. Ed­wards, Ed­wards—” And he was off across the lawn with the ner­vous ac­tiv­i­ty of a cat.

			As I made off in an op­po­site di­rec­tion I heard the gar­den­er’s voice from the low­er gate, and I saw Eltham’s plan. It was to sur­round the shrub­bery.

			Two more shots and two flash­es from the dense heart of green­wood. Then a loud cry—I thought, from Den­by—and a sec­ond, muf­fled one.

			Fol­low­ing—si­lence, on­ly bro­ken by the howl­ing of the mas­tiff.

			I sprint­ed through the rose gar­den, leaped heed­less­ly over a bed of gera­ni­um and he­liotrope, and plunged in among the bush­es and un­der the elms. Away on the left I heard Ed­wards shout­ing, and Eltham’s an­swer­ing voice.

			“Den­by!” I cried, and yet loud­er: “Den­by!”

			But the si­lence fell again.

			Dusk was up­on Red­moat now, but from sit­ting in the twi­light my eyes had grown ac­cus­tomed to gloom, and I could see fair­ly well what lay be­fore me. Not dar­ing to think what might lurk above, be­low, around me, I pressed on in­to the midst of the thick­et.

			“Ver­non!” came Eltham’s voice from one side.

			“Bear more to the right, Ed­wards,” I heard Nay­land Smith cry di­rect­ly ahead of me.

			With an eerie and in­de­scrib­able sen­sa­tion of im­pend­ing dis­as­ter up­on me, I thrust my way through to a gray patch which marked a break in the el­men roof. At the foot of the cop­per beech I al­most fell over Eltham. Then Smith plunged in­to view. Last­ly, Ed­wards the gar­den­er round­ed a big rhodo­den­dron and com­plet­ed the par­ty.

			We stood quite still for a mo­ment.

			A faint breeze whis­pered through the beech leaves.

			“Where is he?”

			I can­not re­mem­ber who put it in­to words; I was too dazed with amaze­ment to no­tice. Then Eltham be­gan shout­ing:

			“Ver­non! Ver­non! Ver­non!”

			His voice pitched high­er up­on each rep­e­ti­tion. There was some­thing hor­ri­ble about that vain call­ing, un­der the whis­per­ing beech, with shrubs banked about us cloak­ing God alone could know what.

			From the back of the house came Cae­sar’s faint re­ply.

			“Quick! Lights!” rapped Smith. “Ev­ery lamp you have!”

			Off we went, dodg­ing lau­rels and priv­ets, and poured out on to the lawn, a dis­or­dered com­pa­ny. Eltham’s face was death­ly pale, and his jaw set hard. He met my eye.

			“God for­give me!” he said. “I could do mur­der tonight!”

			He was a man com­posed of strange per­plex­i­ties.

			It seemed an age be­fore the lights were found. But at last we re­turned to the bush­es, re­al­ly af­ter a very brief de­lay; and ten min­utes suf­ficed us to ex­plore the en­tire shrub­bery, for it was not ex­ten­sive. We found his re­volver, but there was no one there—noth­ing.

			When we all stood again on the lawn, I thought that I had nev­er seen Smith so hag­gard.

			“What in Heav­en’s name can we do?” he mut­tered. “What does it mean?”

			He ex­pect­ed no an­swer; for there was none to of­fer one.

			“Search! Ev­ery­where,” said Eltham hoarse­ly.

			He ran off in­to the rose gar­den, and be­gan beat­ing about among the flow­ers like a mad­man, mut­ter­ing: “Ver­non! Ver­non!” For close up­on an hour we all searched. We searched ev­ery square yard, I think, with­in the wire fenc­ing, and found no trace. Miss Eltham slipped out in the con­fu­sion, and joined with the rest of us in that fran­tic hunt. Some of the ser­vants as­sist­ed too.

			It was a group ter­ri­fied and awestrick­en which came to­geth­er again on the ter­race. One and then an­oth­er would give up, un­til on­ly Eltham and Smith were miss­ing. Then they came back to­geth­er from ex­am­in­ing the steps to the low­er gate.

			Eltham dropped on to a rus­tic seat, and sank his head in his hands.

			Nay­land Smith paced up and down like a new­ly caged an­i­mal, snap­ping his teeth to­geth­er and tug­ging at his ear.

			Pos­sessed by some sud­den idea, or pressed to ac­tion by his tu­mul­tuous thoughts, he snatched up a lantern and strode silent­ly off across the grass and to the shrub­bery once more. I fol­lowed him. I think his idea was that he might sur­prise any­one who lurked there. He sur­prised him­self, and all of us.

			For right at the mar­gin he tripped and fell flat. I ran to him.

			He had fall­en over the body of Den­by, which lay there!

			Den­by had not been there a few mo­ments be­fore, and how he came to be there now we dared not con­jec­ture. Mr. Eltham joined us, ut­tered one short, dry sob, and dropped up­on his knees. Then we were car­ry­ing Den­by back to the house, with the mas­tiff howl­ing a marche funèbre.

			We laid him on the grass where it sloped down from the ter­race. Nay­land Smith’s hag­gard face was ter­ri­ble. But the stark hor­ror of the thing in­spired him to that, which con­ceived ear­li­er, had saved Den­by. Twist­ing sud­den­ly to Eltham, he roared in a voice au­di­ble be­yond the riv­er:

			“Heav­ens! we are fools! Loose the dog!”

			“But the dog—” I be­gan.

			Smith clapped his hand over my mouth.

			“I know he’s crip­pled,” he whis­pered. “But if any­thing hu­man lurks there, the dog will lead us to it. If a man is there, he will fly! Why did we not think of it be­fore. Fools, fools!” He raised his voice again. “Keep him on leash, Ed­wards. He will lead us.”

			The scheme suc­ceed­ed.

			Ed­wards bare­ly had start­ed on his er­rand when bells be­gan ring­ing in­side the house.

			“Wait!” snapped Eltham, and rushed in­doors.

			A mo­ment lat­er he was out again, his eyes gleam­ing mad­ly. “Above the moat,” he pant­ed. And we were off en masse round the edge of the trees.

			It was dark above the moat; but not so dark as to pre­vent our see­ing a nar­row lad­der of thin bam­boo joints and silken cord hang­ing by two hooks from the top of the twelve-foot wire fence. There was no sound.

			“He’s out!” screamed Eltham. “Down the steps!”

			We all ran our best and swiftest. But Eltham out­ran us. Like a fury he tore at bolts and bars, and like a fury sprang out in­to the road. Straight and white it showed to the ac­cliv­i­ty by the Ro­man ru­in. But no liv­ing thing moved up­on it. The dis­tant bay­ing of the dog was borne to our ears.

			“Curse it! he’s crip­pled,” hissed Smith. “With­out him, as well pur­sue a shad­ow!”

			

			A few hours lat­er the shrub­bery yield­ed up its se­cret, a sim­ple one enough: A big cask sunk in a pit, with a lau­rel shrub cun­ning­ly af­fixed to its mov­able lid, which was fur­ther dis­guised with tufts of grass. A slen­der bam­boo-joint­ed rod lay near the fence. It had a hook on the top, and was ev­i­dent­ly used for at­tach­ing the lad­der.

			“It was the end of this lad­der which Miss Eltham saw,” said Smith, “as he trailed it be­hind him in­to the shrub­bery when she in­ter­rupt­ed him in her fa­thers room. He and whomev­er he had with him doubt­less slipped in dur­ing the day­time—whilst Eltham was ab­sent in Lon­don—bring­ing the pre­pared cask and all nec­es­sary im­ple­ments with them. They con­cealed them­selves some­where—prob­a­bly in the shrub­bery—and dur­ing the night made the cache. The ex­ca­vat­ed earth would be dis­posed of on the flowerbeds; the dum­my bush they prob­a­bly had ready. You see, the prob­lem of get­ting in was nev­er a big one. But ow­ing to the ‘de­fens­es’ it was im­pos­si­ble (whilst Eltham was in res­i­dence at any rate) to get out af­ter dark. For Fu-Manchu’s pur­pos­es, then, a work­ing-base in­side Red­moat was es­sen­tial. His ser­vant—for he need­ed as­sis­tance—must have been in hid­ing some­where out­side; Heav­en knows where! Dur­ing the day they could come or go by the gates, as we have al­ready not­ed.”

			“You think it was the Doc­tor him­self?”

			“It seems pos­si­ble. Who else has eyes like the eyes Miss Eltham saw from the win­dow last night?”

			Then re­mains to tell the na­ture of the out­rage where­by Fu-Manchu had planned to pre­vent Eltham’s leav­ing Eng­land for Chi­na. This we learned from Den­by. For Den­by was not dead.

			It was easy to di­vine that he had stum­bled up­on the fiendish vis­i­tor at the very en­trance to his bur­row; had been stunned (judg­ing from the ev­i­dence, with a sand­bag), and dragged down in­to the cache—to which he must have lain in such dan­ger­ous prox­im­i­ty as to ren­der de­tec­tion of the dum­my bush pos­si­ble in re­mov­ing him. The quick­est ex­pe­di­ent, then, had been to draw him be­neath. When the search of the shrub­bery was con­clud­ed, his body had been borne to the edge of the bush­es and laid where we found it.

			Why his life had been spared, I can­not con­jec­ture, but pro­vi­sion had been made against his re­cov­er­ing con­scious­ness and re­veal­ing the se­cret of the shrub­bery. The ruse of re­leas­ing the mas­tiff alone had ter­mi­nat­ed the vis­it of the un­bid­den guest with­in Red­moat.

			Den­by made a very slow re­cov­ery; and, even when con­va­les­cent, con­scious­ly added not one fact to those we al­ready had col­lat­ed; his mem­o­ry had com­plete­ly de­sert­ed him!

			This, in my opin­ion, as in those of the sev­er­al spe­cial­ists con­sult­ed, was due, not to the blow on the head, but to the pres­ence, slight­ly be­low and to the right of the first cer­vi­cal curve of the spine, of a minute punc­ture—un­doubt­ed­ly caused by a hy­po­der­mic sy­ringe. Then, un­con­scious­ly, poor Den­by fur­nished the last link in the chain; for un­doubt­ed­ly, by means of this op­er­a­tion, Fu-Manchu had de­signed to ef­face from Eltham’s mind his plans of re­turn to Ho-Nan.

			The na­ture of the flu­id which could pro­duce such men­tal symp­toms was a mys­tery—a mys­tery which de­fied West­ern sci­ence: one of the many strange se­crets of Dr. Fu-Manchu.

		
	
		
			X

			Since Nay­land Smith’s re­turn from Bur­ma I had rarely tak­en up a pa­per with­out com­ing up­on ev­i­dences of that seething which had cast up Dr. Fu-Manchu. Whether, hith­er­to, such items had es­caped my at­ten­tion or had seemed to de­mand no par­tic­u­lar no­tice, or whether they now be­came in­creas­ing­ly nu­mer­ous, I was un­able to de­ter­mine.

			One evening, some lit­tle time af­ter our so­journ in Nor­folk, in glanc­ing through a num­ber of pa­pers which I had brought in with me, I chanced up­on no few­er than four items of news bear­ing more or less di­rect­ly up­on the grim busi­ness which en­gaged my friend and I.

			No white man, I hon­est­ly be­lieve, ap­pre­ci­ates the un­emo­tion­al cru­el­ty of the Chi­nese. Through­out the time that Dr. Fu-Manchu re­mained in Eng­land, the press pre­served a uni­form si­lence up­on the sub­ject of his ex­is­tence. This was due to Nay­land Smith. But, as a re­sult, I feel as­sured that my ac­count of the Chi­na­man’s deeds will, in many quar­ters, meet with an in­cred­u­lous re­cep­tion.

			I had been at work, ear­li­er in the evening, up­on the open­ing chap­ters of this chron­i­cle, and I had re­al­ized how dif­fi­cult it would be for my read­er, amid se­cure and cozy sur­round­ings, to cred­it any hu­man be­ing with a cal­lous vil­lainy great enough to con­ceive and to put in­to ex­e­cu­tion such a death pest as that di­rect­ed against Sir Crich­ton Dav­ey.

			One would ex­pect God’s worst man to shrink from em­ploy­ing—against how­ev­er vile an en­e­my—such an in­stru­ment as the Za­y­at Kiss. So think­ing, my eye was caught by the fol­low­ing:—

			
				
					“Ex­press Cor­re­spon­dent

					“New York.

				
				“Se­cret ser­vice men of the Unit­ed States Gov­ern­ment are search­ing the South Sea Is­lands for a cer­tain Hawai­ian from the is­land of Maui, who, it is be­lieved, has been sell­ing poi­sonous scor­pi­ons to Chi­nese in Hon­olu­lu anx­ious to get rid of their chil­dren.

				“In­fan­ti­cide, by scor­pi­on and oth­er­wise, among the Chi­nese, has in­creased so ter­ri­bly that the au­thor­i­ties have start­ed a search­ing in­quiry, which has led to the hunt for the scor­pi­on deal­er of Maui.

				“Prac­ti­cal­ly all the ba­bies that die mys­te­ri­ous­ly are un­want­ed girls, and in near­ly ev­ery case the par­ents prompt­ly as­cribe the death to the bite of a scor­pi­on, and are ready to pro­duce some more or less poi­sonous in­sect in sup­port of the state­ment.

				“The au­thor­i­ties have no doubt that in­fan­ti­cide by scor­pi­on bite is a grow­ing prac­tice, and or­ders have been giv­en to hunt down the scor­pi­on deal­er at any cost.”

			

			Is it any mat­ter for won­der that such a peo­ple had pro­duced a Fu-Manchu? I past­ed the cut­ting in­to a scrap­book, de­ter­mined that, if I lived to pub­lish my ac­count of those days, I would quote it there­in as cast­ing a side­light up­on Chi­nese char­ac­ter.

			A Reuter mes­sage to the Globe and a para­graph in the Star al­so fur­nished work for my scis­sors. Here were ev­i­dences of the deep-seat­ed un­rest, the se­cret tur­moil, which man­i­fest­ed it­self so far from its cen­ter as peace­ful Eng­land in the per­son of the sin­is­ter Doc­tor.

			
				
					“Hong Kong, Fri­day.

				
				“Li Hon Hung, the Chi­na­man who fired at the Gov­er­nor yes­ter­day, was charged be­fore the mag­is­trate with shoot­ing at him with in­tent to kill, which is equiv­a­lent to at­tempt­ed mur­der. The pris­on­er, who was not de­fend­ed, plead­ed guilty. The As­sis­tant Crown So­lic­i­tor, who pros­e­cut­ed, asked for a re­mand un­til Mon­day, which was grant­ed.

				“Snap­shots tak­en by the spec­ta­tors of the out­rage yes­ter­day dis­closed the pres­ence of an ac­com­plice, al­so armed with a re­volver. It is re­port­ed that this man, who was ar­rest­ed last night, was in pos­ses­sion of in­crim­i­nat­ing doc­u­men­tary ev­i­dence.”

			

			Lat­er.

			
				“Ex­am­i­na­tion of the doc­u­ments found on Li Hon Hung’s ac­com­plice has dis­closed the fact that both men were well fi­nanced by the Can­ton Tri­ad So­ci­ety, the di­rec­tors of which had en­joined the as­sas­si­na­tion of Sir F. M. or Mr. C. S., the Colo­nial Sec­re­tary. In a re­port pre­pared by the ac­com­plice for dis­patch to Can­ton, al­so found on his per­son, he ex­pressed re­gret that the at­tempt had failed.

				“—Reuter.”

			

			
				“It is of­fi­cial­ly re­port­ed in St. Pe­ters­burg that a force of Chi­nese sol­diers and vil­lagers sur­round­ed the house of a Rus­sian sub­ject named Said Ef­fen­di, near Khotan, in Chi­nese Turkestan.

				“They fired at the house and set it in flames. There were in the house about 100 Rus­sians, many of whom were killed.

				“The Rus­sian Gov­ern­ment has in­struct­ed its Min­is­ter at Peking to make the most vig­or­ous rep­re­sen­ta­tions on the sub­ject.

				“—Reuter.”

			

			Fi­nal­ly, in a Per­son­al Col­umn, I found the fol­low­ing:—

			
				“Ho-Nan. Have aban­doned vis­it.—Eltham.”

			

			I had just past­ed it in­to my book when Nay­land Smith came in and threw him­self in­to an arm­chair, fac­ing me across the ta­ble. I showed him the cut­ting.

			“I am glad, for Eltham’s sake—and for the girl’s,” was his com­ment. “But it marks an­oth­er vic­to­ry for Fu-Manchu! Just Heav­en! Why is ret­ri­bu­tion de­layed!”

			Smith’s dark­ly tanned face had grown lean­er than ev­er since he had be­gun his fight with the most un­can­ny op­po­nent, I sup­pose, against whom a man ev­er had pit­ted him­self. He stood up and be­gan rest­less­ly to pace the room, fu­ri­ous­ly stuff­ing to­bac­co in­to his bri­ar.

			“I have seen Sir Li­onel Bar­ton,” he said abrupt­ly; “and, to put the whole thing in a nut­shell, he has laughed at me! Dur­ing the months that I have been won­der­ing where he had gone to he has been some­where in Egypt. He cer­tain­ly bears a charmed life, for on the ev­i­dence of his let­ter to the Times he has seen things in Ti­bet which Fu-Manchu would have the West blind to; in fact, I think he has found a new key­hole to the gate of the In­di­an Em­pire!”

			Long ago we had placed the name of Sir Li­onel Bar­ton up­on the list of those whose lives stood be­tween Fu-Manchu and the at­tain­ment of his end. Ori­en­tal­ist and ex­plor­er, the fear­less trav­el­er who first had pen­e­trat­ed to Lhas­sa, who thrice, as a pil­grim, had en­tered for­bid­den Mec­ca, he now had turned his at­ten­tion again to Ti­bet—there­by sign­ing his own death-war­rant.

			“That he has reached Eng­land alive is a hope­ful sign?” I sug­gest­ed.

			Smith shook his head, and light­ed the black­ened bri­ar.

			“Eng­land at present is the web,” he replied. “The spi­der will be wait­ing. Petrie, I some­times de­spair. Sir Li­onel is an im­pos­si­ble man to shep­herd. You ought to see his house at Finch­ley. A low, squat place com­plete­ly hemmed in by trees. Damp as a swamp; smells like a jun­gle. Ev­ery­thing top­sy-turvy. He on­ly ar­rived to­day, and he is work­ing and eat­ing (and sleep­ing I ex­pect), in a study that looks like an earth­quake at Sothe­by’s auc­tion-rooms. The rest of the house is half a menagerie and half a cir­cus. He has a Bedouin groom, a Chi­nese body-ser­vant, and Heav­en on­ly knows what oth­er strange peo­ple!”

			“Chi­nese!”

			“Yes, I saw him; a squint­ing Can­tonese he calls Kwee. I don’t like him. Al­so, there is a sec­re­tary known as Stroz­za, who has an un­pleas­ant face. He is a fine lin­guist, I un­der­stand, and is en­gaged up­on the Span­ish notes for Bar­ton’s forth­com­ing book on the Maya­pan tem­ples. By the way, all Sir Li­onel’s bag­gage dis­ap­peared from the land­ing-stage—in­clud­ing his Ti­betan notes.”

			“Sig­nif­i­cant!”

			“Of course. But he ar­gues that he has crossed Ti­bet from the Kuen-Lun to the Hi­malayas with­out be­ing as­sas­si­nat­ed, and there­fore that it is un­like­ly he will meet with that fate in Lon­don. I left him dic­tat­ing the book from mem­o­ry, at the rate of about two hun­dred words a minute.”

			“He is wast­ing no time.”

			“Wast­ing time! In ad­di­tion to the Yu­catan book and the work on Ti­bet, he has to read a pa­per at the In­sti­tute next week about some tomb he has un­earthed in Egypt. As I came away, a van drove up from the docks and a cou­ple of fel­lows de­liv­ered a sar­coph­a­gus as big as a boat. It is unique, ac­cord­ing to Sir Li­onel, and will go to the British Mu­se­um af­ter he has ex­am­ined it. The man crams six months’ work in­to six weeks; then he is off again.”

			“What do you pro­pose to do?”

			“What can I do? I know that Fu-Manchu will make an at­tempt up­on him. I can­not doubt it. Ugh! that house gave me the shud­ders. No sun­light, I’ll swear, Petrie, can ev­er pen­e­trate to the rooms, and when I ar­rived this af­ter­noon clouds of gnats float­ed like motes wher­ev­er a stray beam fil­tered through the trees of the av­enue. There’s a steamy smell about the place that is al­most malar­i­ous, and the whole of the west front is cov­ered with a sort of mon­key-creep­er, which he has im­port­ed at some time or oth­er. It has a close, ex­ot­ic per­fume that is quite in the pic­ture. I tell you, the place was made for mur­der.”

			“Have you tak­en any pre­cau­tions?”

			“I called at Scot­land Yard and sent a man down to watch the house, but—”

			He shrugged his shoul­ders help­less­ly.

			“What is Sir Li­onel like?”

			“A mad­man, Petrie. A tall, mas­sive man, wear­ing a dirty dress­ing-gown of neu­tral col­or; a man with un­tidy gray hair and a bristling mus­tache, keen blue eyes, and a brown skin; who wears a short beard or rarely shaves—I don’t know which. I left him strid­ing about among the thou­sand and one cu­riosi­ties of that in­cred­i­ble room, pick­ing his way through his an­tique fur­ni­ture, works of ref­er­ence, manuscripts, mum­mies, spears, pot­tery and what­not—some­times kick­ing a book from his course, or stum­bling over a stuffed croc­o­dile or a Mex­i­can mask—al­ter­nate­ly dic­tat­ing and con­vers­ing. Phew!”

			For some time we were silent.

			“Smith,” I said, “we are mak­ing no head­way in this busi­ness. With all the forces ar­rayed against him, Fu-Manchu still eludes us, still pur­sues his dev­il­ish, in­scrutable way.”

			Nay­land Smith nod­ded.

			“And we don’t know all,” he said. “We mark such and such a man as one alive to the Yel­low Per­il, and we warn him—if we have time. Per­haps he es­capes; per­haps he does not. But what do we know, Petrie, of those oth­ers who may die ev­ery week by his mur­der­ous agen­cy? We can­not know ev­ery­one who has read the rid­dle of Chi­na. I nev­er see a re­port of some­one found drowned, of an ap­par­ent sui­cide, of a sud­den, though seem­ing­ly nat­u­ral death, with­out won­der­ing. I tell you, Fu-Manchu is om­nipresent; his ten­ta­cles em­brace ev­ery­thing. I said that Sir Li­onel must bear a charmed life. The fact that we are alive is a mir­a­cle.”

			He glanced at his watch.

			“Near­ly eleven,” he said. “But sleep seems a waste of time—apart from its dan­gers.”

			We heard a bell ring. A few mo­ments lat­er fol­lowed a knock at the room door.

			“Come in!” I cried.

			A girl en­tered with a tele­gram ad­dressed to Smith. His jaw looked very square in the lamp­light, and his eyes shone like steel as he took it from her and opened the en­ve­lope. He glanced at the form, stood up and passed it to me, reach­ing for his hat, which lay up­on my writ­ing-ta­ble.

			“God help us, Petrie!” he said.

			This was the mes­sage:

			
				“Sir Li­onel Bar­ton mur­dered. Meet me at his house at once.—Wey­mouth, In­spec­tor.”

			

		
	
		
			XI

			Al­though we avoid­ed all un­nec­es­sary de­lay, it was close up­on mid­night when our cab swung round in­to a dark­ly shad­owed av­enue, at the far­ther end of which, as seen through a tun­nel, the moon­light glit­tered up­on the win­dows of Rowan House, Sir Li­onel Bar­ton’s home.

			Step­ping out be­fore the porch of the long, squat build­ing, I saw that it was banked in, as Smith had said, by trees and shrubs. The façade showed man­tled in the strange ex­ot­ic creep­er which he had men­tioned, and the air was pun­gent with an odor of de­cay­ing veg­e­ta­tion, with which min­gled the heavy per­fume of the lit­tle noc­tur­nal red flow­ers which bloomed lux­u­ri­ant­ly up­on the creep­er.

			The place looked a ver­i­ta­ble wilder­ness, and when we were ad­mit­ted to the hall by In­spec­tor Wey­mouth I saw that the in­te­ri­or was in keep­ing with the ex­te­ri­or, for the hall was con­struct­ed from the mod­el of some apart­ment in an As­syr­i­an tem­ple, and the squat col­umns, the low seats, the hang­ings, all were elo­quent of ne­glect, be­ing thick­ly dust-coat­ed. The musty smell, too, was al­most as pro­nounced here as out­side, be­neath the trees.

			To a li­brary, whose con­tents over­flowed in many lit­er­ary tor­rents up­on the floor, the de­tec­tive con­duct­ed us.

			“Good heav­ens!” I cried, “what’s that?”

			Some­thing leaped from the top of the book­case, am­bled silent­ly across the lit­tered car­pet, and passed from the li­brary like a gold­en streak. I stood look­ing af­ter it with star­tled eyes. In­spec­tor Wey­mouth laughed dry­ly.

			“It’s a young puma, or a civet-cat, or some­thing, Doc­tor,” he said. “This house is full of sur­pris­es—and mys­ter­ies.”

			His voice was not quite steady, I thought, and he care­ful­ly closed the door ere pro­ceed­ing fur­ther.

			“Where is he?” asked Nay­land Smith harsh­ly. “How was it done?”

			Wey­mouth sat down and light­ed a cigar which I of­fered him.

			“I thought you would like to hear what led up to it—so far as we know—be­fore see­ing him?”

			Smith nod­ded.

			“Well,” con­tin­ued the In­spec­tor, “the man you ar­ranged to send down from the Yard got here all right and took up a post in the road out­side, where he could com­mand a good view of the gates. He saw and heard noth­ing, un­til go­ing on for half-past ten, when a young la­dy turned up and went in.”

			“A young la­dy?”

			“Miss Ed­monds, Sir Li­onel’s short­hand typ­ist. She had found, af­ter get­ting home, that her bag, with her purse in, was miss­ing, and she came back to see if she had left it here. She gave the alarm. My man heard the row from the road and came in. Then he ran out and rang us up. I im­me­di­ate­ly wired for you.”

			“He heard the row, you say. What row?”

			“Miss Ed­monds went in­to vi­o­lent hys­ter­ics!”

			Smith was pac­ing the room now in tense ex­cite­ment.

			“De­scribe what he saw when he came in.”

			“He saw a ne­gro foot­man—there isn’t an En­glish­man in the house—try­ing to paci­fy the girl out in the hall yon­der, and a Malay and an­oth­er col­ored man beat­ing their fore­heads and howl­ing. There was no sense to be got out of any of them, so he start­ed to in­ves­ti­gate for him­self. He had tak­en the bear­ings of the place ear­li­er in the evening, and from the light in a win­dow on the ground floor had lo­cat­ed the study; so he set out to look for the door. When he found it, it was locked from the in­side.”

			“Well?”

			“He went out and round to the win­dow. There’s no blind, and from the shrub­bery you can see in­to the lum­ber-room known as the study. He looked in, as ap­par­ent­ly Miss Ed­monds had done be­fore him. What he saw ac­count­ed for her hys­ter­ics.”

			Both Smith and I were hang­ing up­on his words.

			“All amongst the rub­bish on the floor a big Egyp­tian mum­my case was ly­ing on its side, and face down­wards, with his arms thrown across it, lay Sir Li­onel Bar­ton.”

			“My God! Yes. Go on.”

			“There was on­ly a shad­ed read­ing-lamp alight, and it stood on a chair, shin­ing right down on him; it made a patch of light on the floor, you un­der­stand.” The In­spec­tor in­di­cat­ed its ex­tent with his hands. “Well, as the man smashed the glass and got the win­dow open, and was just climb­ing in, he saw some­thing else, so he says.”

			He paused.

			“What did he see?” de­mand­ed Smith short­ly.

			“A sort of green mist, sir. He says it seemed to be alive. It moved over the floor, about a foot from the ground, go­ing away from him and to­wards a cur­tain at the oth­er end of the study.”

			Nay­land Smith fixed his eyes up­on the speak­er.

			“Where did he first see this green mist?”

			“He says, Mr. Smith, that he thinks it came from the mum­my case.”

			“Yes; go on.”

			“It is to his cred­it that he climbed in­to the room af­ter see­ing a thing like that. He did. He turned the body over, and Sir Li­onel looked hor­ri­ble. He was quite dead. Then Crox­ted—that’s the man’s name—went over to this cur­tain. There was a glass door—shut. He opened it, and it gave on a con­ser­va­to­ry—a place stacked from the tiled floor to the glass roof with more rub­bish. It was dark in­side, but enough light came from the study—it’s re­al­ly a draw­ing-room, by the way—as he’d turned all the lamps on, to give him an­oth­er glimpse of this green, crawl­ing mist. There are three steps to go down. On the steps lay a dead Chi­na­man.”

			“A dead Chi­na­man!”

			“A dead Chi­na­man.”

			“Doc­tor seen them?” rapped Smith.

			“Yes; a lo­cal man. He was out of his depth, I could see. Con­tra­dict­ed him­self three times. But there’s no need for an­oth­er opin­ion—un­til we get the coro­ner’s.”

			“And Crox­ted?”

			“Crox­ted was tak­en ill, Mr. Smith, and had to be sent home in a cab.”

			“What ails him?”

			De­tec­tive-In­spec­tor Wey­mouth raised his eye­brows and care­ful­ly knocked the ash from his cigar.

			“He held out un­til I came, gave me the sto­ry, and then faint­ed right away. He said that some­thing in the con­ser­va­to­ry seemed to get him by the throat.”

			“Did he mean that lit­er­al­ly?”

			“I couldn’t say. We had to send the girl home, too, of course.”

			Nay­land Smith was pulling thought­ful­ly at the lobe of his left ear.

			“Got any the­o­ry?” he jerked.

			Wey­mouth shrugged his shoul­ders.

			“Not one that in­cludes the green mist,” he said. “Shall we go in now?”

			We crossed the As­syr­i­an hall, where the mem­bers of that strange house­hold were gath­ered in a pan­ic-strick­en group. They num­bered four. Two of them were ne­groes, and two East­erns of some kind. I missed the Chi­na­man, Kwee, of whom Smith had spo­ken, and the Ital­ian sec­re­tary; and from the way in which my friend peered about the shad­ows of the hall I di­vined that he, too, won­dered at their ab­sence. We en­tered Sir Li­onel’s study—an apart­ment which I de­spair of de­scrib­ing.

			Nay­land Smith’s words, “an earth­quake at Sothe­by’s auc­tion-rooms,” leaped to my mind at once; for the place was sim­ply stacked with cu­ri­ous lit­ter—loot of Africa, Mex­i­co and Per­sia. In a clear­ing by the hearth a gas stove stood up­on a pack­ing-case, and about it lay a num­ber of uten­sils for camp cook­ery. The odor of rot­ting veg­e­ta­tion, min­gled with the in­sis­tent per­fume of the strange night-bloom­ing flow­ers, was borne in through the open win­dow.

			In the cen­ter of the floor, be­side an over­turned sar­coph­a­gus, lay a fig­ure in a neu­tral-col­ored dress­ing-gown, face down­wards, and arms thrust for­ward and over the side of the an­cient Egyp­tian mum­my case.

			My friend ad­vanced and knelt be­side the dead man.

			“Good God!”

			Smith sprang up­right and turned with an ex­tra­or­di­nary ex­pres­sion to In­spec­tor Wey­mouth.

			“You do not know Sir Li­onel Bar­ton by sight?” he rapped.

			“No,” be­gan Wey­mouth, “but—”

			“This is not Sir Li­onel. This is Stroz­za, the sec­re­tary.”

			“What!” shout­ed Wey­mouth.

			“Where is the oth­er—the Chi­na­man—quick!” cried Smith.

			“I have had him left where he was found—on the con­ser­va­to­ry steps,” said the In­spec­tor.

			Smith ran across the room to where, be­yond the open door, a glimpse might be ob­tained of stacked-up cu­riosi­ties. Hold­ing back the cur­tain to al­low more light to pen­e­trate, he bent for­ward over a crum­pled-up fig­ure which lay up­on the steps be­low.

			“It is!” he cried aloud. “It is Sir Li­onel’s ser­vant, Kwee.”

			Wey­mouth and I looked at one an­oth­er across the body of the Ital­ian; then our eyes turned to­geth­er to where my friend, grim-faced, stood over the dead Chi­na­man. A breeze whis­pered through the leaves; a great wave of ex­ot­ic per­fume swept from the open win­dow to­wards the cur­tained door­way.

			It was a breath of the East—that stretched out a yel­low hand to the West. It was sym­bol­ic of the sub­tle, in­tan­gi­ble pow­er man­i­fest­ed in Dr. Fu-Manchu, as Nay­land Smith—lean, ag­ile, bronzed with the suns of Bur­ma, was sym­bol­ic of the clean British ef­fi­cien­cy which sought to com­bat the in­sid­i­ous en­e­my.

			“One thing is ev­i­dent,” said Smith: “no one in the house, Stroz­za ex­cept­ed, knew that Sir Li­onel was ab­sent.”

			“How do you ar­rive at that?” asked Wey­mouth.

			“The ser­vants, in the hall, are be­wail­ing him as dead. If they had seen him go out they would know that it must be some­one else who lies here.”

			“What about the Chi­na­man?”

			“Since there is no oth­er means of en­trance to the con­ser­va­to­ry save through the study, Kwee must have hid­den him­self there at some time when his mas­ter was ab­sent from the room.”

			“Crox­ted found the com­mu­ni­cat­ing door closed. What killed the Chi­na­man?”

			“Both Miss Ed­monds and Crox­ted found the study door locked from the in­side. What killed Stroz­za?” re­tort­ed Smith.

			“You will have not­ed,” con­tin­ued the In­spec­tor, “that the sec­re­tary is wear­ing Sir Li­onel’s dress­ing-gown. It was see­ing him in that, as she looked in at the win­dow, which led Miss Ed­monds to mis­take him for her em­ploy­er—and con­se­quent­ly to put us on the wrong scent.”

			“He wore it in or­der that any­body look­ing in at the win­dow would be sure to make that mis­take,” rapped Smith.

			“Why?” I asked.

			“Be­cause he came here for a felo­nious pur­pose. See.” Smith stooped and took up sev­er­al tools from the lit­ter on the floor. “There lies the lid. He came to open the sar­coph­a­gus. It con­tained the mum­my of some no­table per­son who flour­ished un­der Menep­tah II; and Sir Li­onel told me that a num­ber of valu­able or­na­ments and jew­els prob­a­bly were se­cret­ed amongst the wrap­pings. He pro­posed to open the thing and to sub­mit the en­tire con­tents to ex­am­i­na­tion tonight. He ev­i­dent­ly changed his mind—for­tu­nate­ly for him­self.”

			I ran my fin­gers through my hair in per­plex­i­ty.

			“Then what has be­come of the mum­my?”

			Nay­land Smith laughed dry­ly.

			“It has van­ished in the form of a green va­por ap­par­ent­ly,” he said. “Look at Stroz­za’s face.”

			He turned the body over, and, used as I was to such spec­ta­cles, the con­tort­ed fea­tures of the Ital­ian filled me with hor­ror, so—sug­ges­tive were they of a death more than or­di­nar­i­ly vi­o­lent. I pulled aside the dress­ing-gown and searched the body for marks, but failed to find any. Nay­land Smith crossed the room, and, as­sist­ed by the de­tec­tive, car­ried Kwee, the Chi­na­man, in­to the study and laid him ful­ly in the light. His puck­ered yel­low face pre­sent­ed a sight even more aw­ful than the oth­er, and his blue lips were drawn back, ex­pos­ing both up­per and low­er teeth. There were no marks of vi­o­lence, but his limbs, like Stroz­za’s, had been tor­tured dur­ing his mor­tal strug­gles in­to un­nat­u­ral pos­tures.

			The breeze was grow­ing high­er, and pun­gent odor-waves from the damp shrub­bery, bear­ing, too, the op­pres­sive sweet­ness of the creep­ing plant, swept con­stant­ly through the open win­dow. In­spec­tor Wey­mouth care­ful­ly re­light­ed his cigar.

			“I’m with you this far, Mr. Smith,” he said. “Stroz­za, know­ing Sir Li­onel to be ab­sent, locked him­self in here to ri­fle the mum­my case, for Crox­ted, en­ter­ing by way of the win­dow, found the key on the in­side. Stroz­za didn’t know that the Chi­na­man was hid­den in the con­ser­va­to­ry—”

			“And Kwee did not dare to show him­self, be­cause he too was there for some mys­te­ri­ous rea­son of his own,” in­ter­rupt­ed Smith.

			“Hav­ing got the lid off, some­thing—some­body—”

			“Sup­pose we say the mum­my?”

			Wey­mouth laughed un­easi­ly.

			“Well, sir, some­thing that van­ished from a locked room with­out open­ing the door or the win­dow killed Stroz­za.”

			“And some­thing which, hav­ing killed Stroz­za, next killed the Chi­na­man, ap­par­ent­ly with­out trou­bling to open the door be­hind which he lay con­cealed,” Smith con­tin­ued. “For once in a way, In­spec­tor, Dr. Fu-Manchu has em­ployed an al­ly which even his gi­ant will was in­ca­pable en­tire­ly to sub­ju­gate. What blind force—what ter­rif­ic agent of death—had he con­fined in that sar­coph­a­gus!”

			“You think this is the work of Fu-Manchu?” I said. “If you are cor­rect, his pow­er in­deed is more than hu­man.”

			Some­thing in my voice, I sup­pose, brought Smith right about. He sur­veyed me cu­ri­ous­ly.

			“Can you doubt it? The pres­ence of a con­cealed Chi­na­man sure­ly is suf­fi­cient. Kwee, I feel as­sured, was one of the mur­der group, though prob­a­bly he had on­ly re­cent­ly en­tered that mys­te­ri­ous ser­vice. He is un­armed, or I should feel dis­posed to think that his part was to as­sas­si­nate Sir Li­onel whilst, un­sus­pect­ing the pres­ence of a hid­den en­e­my, he was at work here. Stroz­za’s open­ing the sar­coph­a­gus clear­ly spoiled the scheme.”

			“And led to the death—”

			“Of a ser­vant of Fu-Manchu. Yes. I am at a loss to ac­count for that.”

			“Do you think that the sar­coph­a­gus en­tered in­to the scheme, Smith?”

			My friend looked at me in ev­i­dent per­plex­i­ty.

			“You mean that its ar­rival at the time when a crea­ture of the Doc­tor—Kwee—was con­cealed here, may have been a co­in­ci­dence?”

			I nod­ded; and Smith bent over the sar­coph­a­gus, cu­ri­ous­ly ex­am­in­ing the gar­ish paint­ings with which it was dec­o­rat­ed in­side and out. It lay side­ways up­on the floor, and seiz­ing it by its edge, he turned it over.

			“Heavy,” he mut­tered; “but Stroz­za must have cap­sized it as he fell. He would not have laid it on its side to re­move the lid. Hal­lo!”

			He bent far­ther for­ward, catch­ing at a piece of twine, and out of the mum­my case pulled a rub­ber stop­per or “cork.”

			“This was stuck in a hole lev­el with the floor of the thing,” he said. “Ugh! it has a dis­gust­ing smell.”

			I took it from his hands, and was about to ex­am­ine it, when a loud voice sound­ed out­side in the hall. The door was thrown open, and a big man, who, de­spite the warmth of the weath­er, wore a fur-lined over­coat, rushed im­petu­ous­ly in­to the room.

			“Sir Li­onel!” cried Smith ea­ger­ly. “I warned you! And see, you have had a very nar­row es­cape.”

			Sir Li­onel Bar­ton glanced at what lay up­on the floor, then from Smith to my­self, and from me to In­spec­tor Wey­mouth. He dropped in­to one of the few chairs un­stacked with books.

			“Mr. Smith,” he said, with emo­tion, “what does this mean? Tell me—quick­ly.”

			In brief terms Smith de­tailed the hap­pen­ings of the night—or so much as he knew of them. Sir Li­onel Bar­ton lis­tened, sit­ting quite still the while—an un­usu­al re­pose in a man of such ev­i­dent­ly tremen­dous ner­vous ac­tiv­i­ty.

			“He came for the jew­els,” he said slow­ly, when Smith was fin­ished; and his eyes turned to the body of the dead Ital­ian. “I was wrong to sub­mit him to the temp­ta­tion. God knows what Kwee was do­ing in hid­ing. Per­haps he had come to mur­der me, as you sur­mise, Mr. Smith, though I find it hard to be­lieve. But—I don’t think this is the hand­i­work of your Chi­nese doc­tor.” He fixed his gaze up­on the sar­coph­a­gus.

			Smith stared at him in sur­prise. “What do you mean, Sir Li­onel?”

			The fa­mous trav­el­er con­tin­ued to look to­wards the sar­coph­a­gus with some­thing in his blue eyes that might have been dread.

			“I re­ceived a wire from Pro­fes­sor Rem­bold tonight,” he con­tin­ued. “You were cor­rect in sup­pos­ing that no one but Stroz­za knew of my ab­sence. I dressed hur­ried­ly and met the pro­fes­sor at the Trav­el­er’s. He knew that I was to read a pa­per next week up­on”—again he looked to­ward the mum­my case—“the tomb of Mekara; and he knew that the sar­coph­a­gus had been brought, un­touched, to Eng­land. He begged me not to open it.”

			Nay­land Smith was study­ing the speak­er’s face.

			“What rea­son did he give for so ex­tra­or­di­nary a re­quest?” he asked.

			Sir Li­onel Bar­ton hes­i­tat­ed.

			“One,” he replied at last, “which amused me—at the time. I must in­form you that Mekara—whose tomb my agent had dis­cov­ered dur­ing my ab­sence in Ti­bet, and to en­ter which I broke my re­turn jour­ney to Alexan­dria—was a high priest and first prophet of Amen—un­der the Pharaoh of the Ex­o­dus; in short, one of the ma­gi­cians who con­test­ed in mag­ic arts with Moses. I thought the dis­cov­ery unique, un­til Pro­fes­sor Rem­bold fur­nished me with some cu­ri­ous par­tic­u­lars re­spect­ing the death of M. Page le Roi, the French Egyp­tol­o­gist—par­tic­u­lars new to me.”

			We lis­tened in grow­ing sur­prise, scarce­ly know­ing to what this tend­ed.

			“M. le Roi,” con­tin­ued Bar­ton, “dis­cov­ered, but kept se­cret, the tomb of Amen­ti—an­oth­er of this par­tic­u­lar broth­er­hood. It ap­pears that he opened the mum­my case on the spot—these priests were of roy­al line, and are buried in the val­ley of Biban-le-Moluk. His Fel­lah and Arab ser­vants de­sert­ed him for some rea­son—on see­ing the mum­my case—and he was found dead, ap­par­ent­ly stran­gled, be­side it. The mat­ter was hushed up by the Egyp­tian Gov­ern­ment. Rem­bold could not ex­plain why. But he begged of me not to open the sar­coph­a­gus of Mekara.”

			A si­lence fell.

			The strange facts re­gard­ing the sud­den death of Page le Roi, which I now heard for the first time, had im­pressed me un­pleas­ant­ly, com­ing from a man of Sir Li­onel Bar­ton’s ex­pe­ri­ence and rep­u­ta­tion.

			“How long had it lain in the docks?” jerked Smith.

			“For two days, I be­lieve. I am not a su­per­sti­tious man, Mr. Smith, but nei­ther is Pro­fes­sor Rem­bold, and now that I know the facts re­spect­ing Page le Roi, I can find it in my heart to thank God that I did not see … what­ev­er came out of that sar­coph­a­gus.”

			Nay­land Smith stared him hard in the face. “I am glad you did not, Sir Li­onel,” he said; “for what­ev­er the priest Mekara has to do with the mat­ter, by means of his sar­coph­a­gus, Dr. Fu-Manchu has made his first at­tempt up­on your life. He has failed, but I hope you will ac­com­pa­ny me from here to a ho­tel. He will not fail twice.”

		
	
		
			XII

			It was the night fol­low­ing that of the dou­ble tragedy at Rowan House. Nay­land Smith, with In­spec­tor Wey­mouth, was en­gaged in some mys­te­ri­ous in­quiry at the docks, and I had re­mained at home to re­sume my strange chron­i­cle. And—why should I not con­fess it?—my mem­o­ries had fright­ened me.

			I was ar­rang­ing my notes re­spect­ing the case of Sir Li­onel Bar­ton. They were hope­less­ly in­com­plete. For in­stance, I had jot­ted down the fol­low­ing queries:—(1) Did any true par­al­lel ex­ist be­tween the death of M. Page le Roi and the death of Kwee, the Chi­na­man, and of Stroz­za? (2) What had be­come of the mum­my of Mekara? (3) How had the mur­der­er es­caped from a locked room? (4) What was the pur­pose of the rub­ber stop­per? (5) Why was Kwee hid­ing in the con­ser­va­to­ry? (6) Was the green mist a mere sub­jec­tive hal­lu­ci­na­tion—a fig­ment of Crox­ted’s imag­i­na­tion—or had he ac­tu­al­ly seen it?

			Un­til these ques­tions were sat­is­fac­to­ri­ly an­swered, fur­ther progress was im­pos­si­ble. Nay­land Smith frankly ad­mit­ted that he was out of his depth. “It looks, on the face of it, more like a case for the Psy­chi­cal Re­search peo­ple than for a plain Civ­il Ser­vant, late­ly of Man­dalay,” he had said on­ly that morn­ing.

			“Sir Li­onel Bar­ton re­al­ly be­lieves that su­per­nat­u­ral agen­cies were brought in­to op­er­a­tion by the open­ing of the high priest’s cof­fin. For my part, even if I be­lieved the same, I should still main­tain that Dr. Fu-Manchu con­trolled those man­i­fes­ta­tions. But rea­son it out for your­self and see if we ar­rive at any com­mon cen­ter. Don’t work so much up­on the da­tum of the green mist, but keep to the facts which are es­tab­lished.”

			I com­menced to knock out my pipe in the ash­tray; then paused, pipe in hand. The house was quite still, for my land­la­dy and all the small house­hold were out.

			Above the noise of the pass­ing tram­car I thought I had heard the hall door open. In the en­su­ing si­lence I sat and lis­tened.

			Not a sound. Stay! I slipped my hand in­to the ta­ble draw­er, took out my re­volver, and stood up.

			There was a sound. Some­one or some­thing was creep­ing up­stairs in the dark!

			Fa­mil­iar with the ghast­ly me­dia em­ployed by the Chi­na­man, I was seized with an im­pulse to leap to the door, shut and lock it. But the rustling sound pro­ceed­ed, now, from im­me­di­ate­ly out­side my par­tial­ly opened door. I had not the time to close it; know­ing some­what of the hor­rors at the com­mand of Fu-Manchu, I had not the courage to open it. My heart leap­ing wild­ly, and my eyes up­on that bar of dark­ness with its grue­some po­ten­tial­i­ties, I wait­ed—wait­ed for what­ev­er was to come. Per­haps twelve sec­onds passed in si­lence.

			“Who’s there?” I cried. “An­swer, or I fire!”

			“Ah! no,” came a soft voice, thrilling­ly mu­si­cal. “Put it down—that pis­tol. Quick! I must speak to you.”

			The door was pushed open, and there en­tered a slim fig­ure wrapped in a hood­ed cloak. My hand fell, and I stood, strick­en to si­lence, look­ing in­to the beau­ti­ful dark eyes of Dr. Fu-Manchu’s mes­sen­ger—if her own state­ment could be cred­it­ed, slave. On two oc­ca­sions this girl, whose as­so­ci­a­tion with the Doc­tor was one of the most pro­found mys­ter­ies of the case, had risked—I can­not say what; un­name­able pun­ish­ment, per­haps—to save me from death; in both cas­es from a ter­ri­ble death. For what was she come now?

			Her lips slight­ly part­ed, she stood, hold­ing her cloak about her, and watch­ing me with great pas­sion­ate eyes.

			“How—” I be­gan.

			But she shook her head im­pa­tient­ly.

			“He has a du­pli­cate key of the house door,” was her amaz­ing state­ment. “I have nev­er be­trayed a se­cret of my mas­ter be­fore, but you must ar­range to re­place the lock.”

			She came for­ward and rest­ed her slim hands con­fid­ing­ly up­on my shoul­ders. “I have come again to ask you to take me away from him,” she said sim­ply.

			And she lift­ed her face to me.

			Her words struck a chord in my heart which sang with strange mu­sic, with mu­sic so bar­bar­ic that, frankly, I blushed to find it har­mo­ny. Have I said that she was beau­ti­ful? It can con­vey no faint con­cep­tion of her. With her pure, fair skin, eyes like the vel­vet dark­ness of the East, and red lips so tremu­lous­ly near to mine, she was the most se­duc­tive­ly love­ly crea­ture I ev­er had looked up­on. In that elec­tric mo­ment my heart went out in sym­pa­thy to ev­ery man who had bartered hon­or, coun­try, all for a wom­an’s kiss.

			“I will see that you are placed un­der prop­er pro­tec­tion,” I said firm­ly, but my voice was not quite my own. “It is quite ab­surd to talk of slav­ery here in Eng­land. You are a free agent, or you could not be here now. Dr. Fu-Manchu can­not con­trol your ac­tions.”

			“Ah!” she cried, cast­ing back her head scorn­ful­ly, and re­leas­ing a cloud of hair, through whose soft­ness gleamed a jew­eled head­dress. “No? He can­not? Do you know what it means to have been a slave? Here, in your free Eng­land, do you know what it means—the razz­ia, the desert jour­ney, the whips of the driv­ers, the house of the deal­er, the shame. Bah!”

			How beau­ti­ful she was in her in­dig­na­tion!

			“Slav­ery is put down, you imag­ine, per­haps? You do not be­lieve that to­day—to­day—twen­ty-five Eng­lish sov­er­eigns will buy a Gal­la girl, who is brown, and”—whis­per—“two hun­dred and fifty a Cir­cas­sian, who is white. No, there is no slav­ery! So! Then what am I?”

			She threw open her cloak, and it is a lit­er­al fact that I rubbed my eyes, half be­liev­ing that I dreamed. For be­neath, she was ar­rayed in gos­samer silk which more than in­di­cat­ed the per­fect lines of her slim shape; wore a jew­eled gir­dle and bar­bar­ic or­na­ments; was a fig­ure fit for the walled gar­dens of Stam­boul—a fig­ure amaz­ing, in­com­pre­hen­si­ble, in the pro­sa­ic set­ting of my rooms.

			“Tonight I had no time to make my­self an Eng­lish miss,” she said, wrap­ping her cloak quick­ly about her. “You see me as I am.” Her gar­ments ex­haled a faint per­fume, and it re­mind­ed me of an­oth­er meet­ing I had had with her. I looked in­to the chal­leng­ing eyes.

			“Your re­quest is but a pre­tense,” I said. “Why do you keep the se­crets of that man, when they mean death to so many?”

			“Death! I have seen my own sis­ter die of fever in the desert—seen her thrown like car­rion in­to a hole in the sand. I have seen men flogged un­til they prayed for death as a boon. I have known the lash my­self. Death! What does it mat­ter?”

			She shocked me in­ex­press­ibly. En­veloped in her cloak again, and with on­ly her slight ac­cent to be­tray her, it was dread­ful to hear such words from a girl who, save for her sin­gu­lar type of beau­ty, might have been a cul­tured Eu­ro­pean.

			“Prove, then, that you re­al­ly wish to leave this man’s ser­vice. Tell me what killed Stroz­za and the Chi­na­man,” I said.

			She shrugged her shoul­ders.

			“I do not know that. But if you will car­ry me off”—she clutched me ner­vous­ly—“so that I am help­less, lock me up so that I can­not es­cape, beat me, if you like, I will tell you all I do know. While he is my mas­ter I will nev­er be­tray him. Tear me from him—by force, do you un­der­stand, by force, and my lips will be sealed no longer. Ah! but you do not un­der­stand, with your ‘prop­er au­thor­i­ties’—your po­lice. Po­lice! Ah, I have said enough.”

			A clock across the com­mon be­gan to strike. The girl start­ed and laid her hands up­on my shoul­ders again. There were tears glit­ter­ing among the curved black lash­es.

			“You do not un­der­stand,” she whis­pered. “Oh, will you nev­er un­der­stand and re­lease me from him! I must go. Al­ready I have re­mained too long. Lis­ten. Go out with­out de­lay. Re­main out—at a ho­tel, where you will, but do not stay here.”

			“And Nay­land Smith?”

			“What is he to me, this Nay­land Smith? Ah, why will you not un­seal my lips? You are in dan­ger—you hear me, in dan­ger! Go away from here tonight.”

			She dropped her hands and ran from the room. In the open door­way she turned, stamp­ing her foot pas­sion­ate­ly.

			“You have hands and arms,” she cried, “and yet you let me go. Be warned, then; fly from here—” She broke off with some­thing that sound­ed like a sob.

			I made no move to stay her—this beau­ti­ful ac­com­plice of the arch-mur­der­er, Fu-Manchu. I heard her light foot­steps pat­ter­ing down the stairs, I heard her open and close the door—the door of which Dr. Fu-Manchu held the key. Still I stood where she had part­ed from me, and was so stand­ing when a key grat­ed in the lock and Nay­land Smith came run­ning up.

			“Did you see her?” I be­gan.

			But his face showed that he had not done so, and rapid­ly I told him of my strange vis­i­tor, of her words, of her warn­ing.

			“How can she have passed through Lon­don in that cos­tume?” I cried in be­wil­der­ment. “Where can she have come from?”

			Smith shrugged his shoul­ders and be­gan to stuff broad-cut mix­ture in­to the fa­mil­iar cracked bri­ar.

			“She might have trav­eled in a car or in a cab,” he said; “and un­doubt­ed­ly she came di­rect from the house of Dr. Fu-Manchu. You should have de­tained her, Petrie. It is the third time we have had that wom­an in our pow­er, the third time we have let her go free.”

			“Smith,” I replied, “I couldn’t. She came of her own free will to give me a warn­ing. She dis­arms me.”

			“Be­cause you can see she is in love with you?” he sug­gest­ed, and burst in­to one of his rare laughs when the an­gry flush rose to my cheek. “She is, Petrie why pre­tend to be blind to it? You don’t know the Ori­en­tal mind as I do; but I quite un­der­stand the girl’s po­si­tion. She fears the Eng­lish au­thor­i­ties, but would sub­mit to cap­ture by you! If you would on­ly seize her by the hair, drag her to some cel­lar, hurl her down and stand over her with a whip, she would tell you ev­ery­thing she knows, and salve her strange East­ern con­science with the re­flec­tion that speech was forced from her. I am not jok­ing; it is so, I as­sure you. And she would adore you for your sav­agery, deem­ing you force­ful and strong!”

			“Smith,” I said, “be se­ri­ous. You know what her warn­ing meant be­fore.”

			“I can guess what it means now,” he rapped. “Hal­lo!”

			Some­one was fu­ri­ous­ly ring­ing the bell.

			“No one at home?” said my friend. “I will go. I think I know what it is.”

			A few min­utes lat­er he re­turned, car­ry­ing a large square pack­age.

			“From Wey­mouth,” he ex­plained, “by dis­trict mes­sen­ger. I left him be­hind at the docks, and he ar­ranged to for­ward any ev­i­dence which sub­se­quent­ly he found. This will be frag­ments of the mum­my.”

			“What! You think the mum­my was ab­stract­ed?”

			“Yes, at the docks. I am sure of it; and some­body else was in the sar­coph­a­gus when it reached Rowan House. A sar­coph­a­gus, I find, is prac­ti­cal­ly air­tight, so that the use of the rub­ber stop­per be­comes ev­i­dent—ven­ti­la­tion. How this per­son killed Stroz­za I have yet to learn.”

			“Al­so, how he es­caped from a locked room. And what about the green mist?”

			Nay­land Smith spread his hands in a char­ac­ter­is­tic ges­ture.

			“The green mist, Petrie, can be ex­plained in sev­er­al ways. Re­mem­ber, we have on­ly one man’s word that it ex­ist­ed. It is at best a con­fus­ing da­tum to which we must not at­tach a fac­ti­tious im­por­tance.”

			He threw the wrap­pings on the floor and tugged at a twine loop in the lid of the square box, which now stood up­on the ta­ble. Sud­den­ly the lid came away, bring­ing with it a lead lin­ing, such as is usu­al in tea-chests. This lin­ing was par­tial­ly at­tached to one side of the box, so that the ac­tion of re­mov­ing the lid at once raised and tilt­ed it.

			Then hap­pened a sin­gu­lar thing.

			Out over the ta­ble bil­lowed a sort of yel­low­ish-green cloud—an oily va­por—and an in­spi­ra­tion, it was noth­ing less, born of a mem­o­ry and of some words of my beau­ti­ful vis­i­tor, came to me.

			“Run, Smith!” I screamed. “The door! the door, for your life! Fu-Manchu sent that box!” I threw my arms round him. As he bent for­ward the mov­ing va­por rose al­most to his nos­trils. I dragged him back and all but pitched him out on to the land­ing. We en­tered my bed­room, and there, as I turned on the light, I saw that Smith’s tanned face was un­usu­al­ly drawn, and touched with pal­lor.

			“It is a poi­sonous gas!” I said hoarse­ly; “in many re­spects iden­ti­cal with chlo­rine, but hav­ing unique prop­er­ties which prove it to be some­thing else—God and Fu-Manchu, alone know what! It is the fumes of chlo­rine that kill the men in the bleach­ing pow­der works. We have been blind—I par­tic­u­lar­ly. Don’t you see? There was no one in the sar­coph­a­gus, Smith, but there was enough of that fear­ful stuff to have suf­fo­cat­ed a reg­i­ment!”

			Smith clenched his fists con­vul­sive­ly.

			“My God!” he said, “how can I hope to deal with the au­thor of such a scheme? I see the whole plan. He did not reck­on on the mum­my case be­ing over­turned, and Kwee’s part was to re­move the plug with the aid of the string—af­ter Sir Li­onel had been suf­fo­cat­ed. The gas, I take it, is heav­ier than air.”

			“Chlo­rine gas has a spe­cif­ic grav­i­ty of 2.470,” I said; “two and a half times heav­ier than air. You can pour it from jar to jar like a liq­uid—if you are wear­ing a chemist’s mask. In these re­spects this stuff ap­pears to be sim­i­lar; the points of dif­fer­ence would not in­ter­est you. The sar­coph­a­gus would have emp­tied through the vent, and the gas have dis­persed, with no clue re­main­ing—ex­cept the smell.”

			“I did smell it, Petrie, on the stop­per, but, of course, was un­fa­mil­iar with it. You may re­mem­ber that you were pre­vent­ed from do­ing so by the ar­rival of Sir Li­onel? The scent of those in­fer­nal flow­ers must par­tial­ly have drowned it, too. Poor, mis­guid­ed Stroz­za in­haled the stuff, cap­sized the case in his fall, and all the gas—”

			“Went pour­ing un­der the con­ser­va­to­ry door, and down the steps, where Kwee was crouch­ing. Crox­ted’s break­ing the win­dow cre­at­ed suf­fi­cient draught to dis­perse what lit­tle re­mained. It will have set­tled on the floor now. I will go and open both win­dows.”

			Nay­land raised his hag­gard face.

			“He ev­i­dent­ly made more than was nec­es­sary to dis­patch Sir Li­onel Bar­ton,” he said; “and con­temp­tu­ous­ly—you note the at­ti­tude, Petrie?—con­temp­tu­ous­ly de­vot­ed the sur­plus to me. His con­tempt is jus­ti­fied. I am a child striv­ing to cope with a men­tal gi­ant. It is by no wit of mine that Dr. Fu-Manchu scores a dou­ble fail­ure.”

		
	
		
			XIII

			I will tell you now of a strange dream which I dreamed, and of the stranger things to which I awak­ened. Since, out of a blank—a void—this vi­sion burst in up­on my mind, I can­not do bet­ter than re­late it, with­out pre­am­ble. It was thus:

			I dreamed that I lay writhing on the floor in agony in­de­scrib­able. My veins were filled with liq­uid fire, and but that sty­gian dark­ness was about me, I told my­self that I must have seen the smoke aris­ing from my burn­ing body.

			This, I thought, was death.

			Then, a cool­ing show­er de­scend­ed up­on me, soaked through skin and tis­sue to the tor­tured ar­ter­ies and quenched the fire with­in. Pant­ing, but free from pain, I lay—ex­haust­ed.

			Strength grad­u­al­ly re­turn­ing to me, I tried to rise; but the car­pet felt so sin­gu­lar­ly soft that it of­fered me no foothold. I wad­ed and plunged like a swim­mer tread­ing wa­ter; and all about me rose im­pen­e­tra­ble walls of dark­ness, dark­ness all but pal­pa­ble. I won­dered why I could not see the win­dows. The hor­ri­ble idea flashed to my mind that I was be­come blind!

			Some­how I got up­on my feet, and stood sway­ing dizzi­ly. I be­came aware of a heavy per­fume, and knew it for some kind of in­cense.

			Then—a dim light was born, at an im­mea­sur­able dis­tance away. It grew steadi­ly in bril­liance. It spread like a bluish-red stain—like a liq­uid. It lapped up the dark­ness and spread through­out the room.

			But this was not my room! Nor was it any room known to me.

			It was an apart­ment of such size that its di­men­sions filled me with a kind of awe such as I nev­er had known: the awe of walled vast­ness. Its im­mense ex­tent pro­duced a sen­sa­tion of sound. Its huge­ness had a dis­tinct note.

			Ta­pes­tries cov­ered the four walls. There was no door vis­i­ble. These ta­pes­tries were mag­nif­i­cent­ly fig­ured with gold­en drag­ons; and as the ser­pen­tine bod­ies gleamed and shim­mered in the in­creas­ing ra­di­ance, each drag­on, I thought, in­ter­twined its glit­ter­ing coils more close­ly with those of an­oth­er. The car­pet was of such rich­ness that I stood knee-deep in its pile. And this, too, was fash­ioned all over with gold­en drag­ons; and they seemed to glide about amid the shad­ows of the de­sign—stealth­ily.

			At the far­ther end of the hall—for hall it was—a huge ta­ble with drag­ons’ legs stood soli­tary amid the lux­u­ri­ance of the car­pet. It bore scin­til­lat­ing globes, and tubes that held liv­ing or­gan­isms, and books of a size and in such bind­ings as I nev­er had imag­ined, with in­stru­ments of a type un­known to West­ern sci­ence—a het­ero­ge­neous lit­ter quite in­de­scrib­able, which over­flowed on to the floor, form­ing an amaz­ing oa­sis in a drag­on-haunt­ed desert of car­pet. A lamp hung above this ta­ble, sus­pend­ed by gold­en chains from the ceil­ing—which was so lofty that, fol­low­ing the chains up­ward, my gaze lost it­self in the pur­ple shad­ows above.

			In a chair piled high with drag­on-cov­ered cush­ions a man sat be­hind this ta­ble. The light from the swing­ing lamp fell ful­ly up­on one side of his face, as he leaned for­ward amid the jum­ble of weird ob­jects, and left the oth­er side in pur­plish shad­ow. From a plain brass bowl up­on the cor­ner of the huge ta­ble smoke writhed aloft and at times par­tial­ly ob­scured that dread­ful face.

			From the in­stant that my eyes were drawn to the ta­ble and to the man who sat there, nei­ther the in­cred­i­ble ex­tent of the room, nor the night­mare fash­ion of its mu­ral dec­o­ra­tions, could re­claim my at­ten­tion. I had eyes on­ly for him.

			For it was Dr. Fu-Manchu!

			Some­thing of the delir­i­um which had seemed to fill my veins with fire, to peo­ple the walls with drag­ons, and to plunge me knee-deep in the car­pet, left me. Those dread­ful, filmed green eyes act­ed some­what like a cold douche. I knew, with­out re­mov­ing my gaze from the still face, that the walls no longer lived, but were mere­ly draped in ex­quis­ite Chi­nese drag­on ta­pes­try. The rich car­pet be­neath my feet ceased to be as a jun­gle and be­came a nor­mal car­pet—ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly rich, but mere­ly a car­pet. But the sense of vast­ness nev­er­the­less re­mained, with the un­com­fort­able knowl­edge that the things up­on the ta­ble and over­flow­ing about it were all, or near­ly all, of a fash­ion strange to me.

			Then, and al­most in­stan­ta­neous­ly, the com­par­a­tive san­i­ty which I had tem­po­rar­ily ex­pe­ri­enced be­gan to slip from me again; for the smoke faint­ly pen­ciled through the air—from the burn­ing per­fume on the ta­ble—grew in vol­ume, thick­ened, and waft­ed to­wards me in a cloud of gray hor­ror. It en­veloped me, clam­mi­ly. Dim­ly, through its oily wreaths, I saw the im­mo­bile yel­low face of Fu-Manchu. And my stu­pe­fied brain ac­claimed him a sor­cer­er, against whom un­wit­ting­ly we had pit­ted our poor hu­man wits. The green eyes showed filmy through the fog. An in­tense pain shot through my low­er limbs, and, catch­ing my breath, I looked down. As I did so, the points of the red slip­pers which I dreamed that I wore in­creased in length, curled sin­u­ous­ly up­ward, twined about my throat and choked the breath from my body!

			Came an in­ter­val, and then a dawn­ing like con­scious­ness; but it was a false con­scious­ness, since it brought with it the idea that my head lay soft­ly pil­lowed and that a wom­an’s hand ca­ressed my throb­bing fore­head. Con­fus­ed­ly, as though in the re­mote past, I re­called a kiss—and the rec­ol­lec­tion thrilled me strange­ly. Dream­i­ly con­tent I lay, and a voice stole to my ears:

			“They are killing him! they are killing him! Oh! do you not un­der­stand?” In my dazed con­di­tion, I thought that it was I who had died, and that this mu­si­cal girl-voice was com­mu­ni­cat­ing to me the fact of my own dis­so­lu­tion.

			But I was con­scious of no in­ter­est in the mat­ter.

			For hours and hours, I thought, that sooth­ing hand ca­ressed me. I nev­er once raised my heavy lids, un­til there came a re­sound­ing crash that seemed to set my very bones vi­brat­ing—a metal­lic, jan­gling crash, as the fall of heavy chains. I thought that, then, I half opened my eyes, and that in the dim­ness I had a fleet­ing glimpse of a fig­ure clad in gos­samer silk, with arms cov­ered with bar­bar­ic ban­gles and slim an­kles sur­round­ed by gold bands. The girl was gone, even as I told my­self that she was an houri, and that I, though a Chris­tian, had been con­signed by some er­ror to the par­adise of Mo­hammed.

			Then—a com­plete blank.

			

			My head throbbed mad­ly; my brain seemed to be clogged—in­ert; and though my first, fee­ble move­ment was fol­lowed by the rat­tle of a chain, some mo­ments more elapsed ere I re­al­ized that the chain was fas­tened to a steel col­lar—that the steel col­lar was clasped about my neck.

			I moaned weak­ly.

			“Smith!” I mut­tered, “Where are you? Smith!”

			On to my knees I strug­gled, and the pain on the top of my skull grew all but in­sup­port­able. It was com­ing back to me now; how Nay­land Smith and I had start­ed for the ho­tel to warn Gra­ham Guthrie; how, as we passed up the steps from the Em­bank­ment and in­to Es­sex Street, we saw the big mo­tor stand­ing be­fore the door of one of the of­fices. I could re­call com­ing up lev­el with the car—a mod­ern limou­sine; but my mind re­tained no im­pres­sion of our hav­ing passed it—on­ly a vague mem­o­ry of a rush of foot­steps—a blow. Then, my vi­sion of the hall of drag­ons, and now this re­al awak­en­ing to a worse re­al­i­ty.

			Grop­ing in the dark­ness, my hands touched a body that lay close be­side me. My fin­gers sought and found the throat, sought and found the steel col­lar about it.

			“Smith,” I groaned; and I shook the still form. “Smith, old man—speak to me! Smith!”

			Could he be dead? Was this the end of his gal­lant fight with Dr. Fu-Manchu and the mur­der group? If so, what did the fu­ture hold for me—what had I to face?

			He stirred be­neath my trem­bling hands.

			“Thank God!” I mut­tered, and I can­not de­ny that my joy was taint­ed with self­ish­ness. For, wak­ing in that im­pen­e­tra­ble dark­ness, and yet ob­sessed with the dream I had dreamed, I had known what fear meant, at the re­al­iza­tion that alone, chained, I must face the dread­ful Chi­nese doc­tor in the flesh. Smith be­gan in­co­her­ent mut­ter­ings.

			“Sand­bagged! … Look out, Petrie! … He has us at last! … Oh, Heav­ens!” … He strug­gled on to his knees, clutch­ing at my hand.

			“All right, old man,” I said. “We are both alive! So let’s be thank­ful.”

			A mo­ment’s si­lence, a groan, then:

			“Petrie, I have dragged you in­to this. God for­give me—”

			“Dry up, Smith,” I said slow­ly. “I’m not a child. There is no ques­tion of be­ing dragged in­to the mat­ter. I’m here; and if I can be of any use, I’m glad I am here!”

			He grasped my hand.

			“There were two Chi­nese, in Eu­ro­pean clothes—lord, how my head throbs!—in that of­fice door. They sand­bagged us, Petrie—think of it!—in broad day­light, with­in hail of the Strand! We were rushed in­to the car—and it was all over, be­fore—” His voice grew faint. “God! they gave me an aw­ful knock!”

			“Why have we been spared, Smith? Do you think he is sav­ing us for—”

			“Don’t, Petrie! If you had been in Chi­na, if you had seen what I have seen—”

			Foot­steps sound­ed on the flagged pas­sage. A blade of light crept across the floor to­wards us. My brain was grow­ing clear­er. The place had a damp, earth­en smell. It was slimy—some noi­some cel­lar. A door was thrown open and a man en­tered, car­ry­ing a lantern. Its light showed my sur­mise to be ac­cu­rate, showed the slime-coat­ed walls of a dun­geon some fif­teen feet square—shone up­on the long yel­low robe of the man who stood watch­ing us, up­on the ma­lig­nant, in­tel­lec­tu­al coun­te­nance.

			It was Dr. Fu-Manchu.

			At last they were face to face—the head of the great Yel­low Move­ment, and the man who fought on be­half of the en­tire white race. How can I paint the in­di­vid­u­al who now stood be­fore us—per­haps the great­est ge­nius of mod­ern times?

			Of him it had been fit­ly said that he had a brow like Shake­speare and a face like Sa­tan. Some­thing ser­pen­tine, hyp­not­ic, was in his very pres­ence. Smith drew one sharp breath, and was silent. To­geth­er, chained to the wall, two me­dieval cap­tives, liv­ing mock­eries of our boast­ed mod­ern se­cu­ri­ty, we crouched be­fore Dr. Fu-Manchu.

			He came for­ward with an in­de­scrib­able gait, cat­like yet awk­ward, car­ry­ing his high shoul­ders al­most hunched. He placed the lantern in a niche in the wall, nev­er turn­ing away the rep­til­ian gaze of those eyes which must haunt my dreams for­ev­er. They pos­sessed a viri­des­cence which hith­er­to I had sup­posed pos­si­ble on­ly in the eye of the cat—and the film in­ter­mit­tent­ly cloud­ed their bright­ness—but I can speak of them no more.

			I had nev­er sup­posed, pri­or to meet­ing Dr. Fu-Manchu, that so in­tense a force of ma­lig­nan­cy could ra­di­ate—from any hu­man be­ing. He spoke. His Eng­lish was per­fect, though at times his words were odd­ly cho­sen; his de­liv­ery al­ter­nate­ly was gut­tural and sibi­lant.

			“Mr. Smith and Dr. Petrie, your in­ter­fer­ence with my plans has gone too far. I have se­ri­ous­ly turned my at­ten­tion to you.”

			He dis­played his teeth, small and even­ly sep­a­rat­ed, but dis­col­ored in a way that was fa­mil­iar to me. I stud­ied his eyes with a new pro­fes­sion­al in­ter­est, which even the ex­trem­i­ty of our dan­ger could not whol­ly ban­ish. Their green­ness seemed to be of the iris; the pupil was odd­ly con­tract­ed—a pin­point.

			Smith leaned his back against the wall with as­sumed in­dif­fer­ence.

			“You have pre­sumed,” con­tin­ued Fu-Manchu, “to med­dle with a world-change. Poor spi­ders—caught in the wheels of the in­evitable! You have linked my name with the fu­til­i­ty of the Young Chi­na Move­ment—the name of Fu-Manchu! Mr. Smith, you are an in­com­pe­tent med­dler—I de­spise you! Dr. Petrie, you are a fool—I am sor­ry for you!”

			He rest­ed one bony hand on his hip, nar­row­ing the long eyes as he looked down on us. The pur­pose­ful cru­el­ty of the man was in­her­ent; it was en­tire­ly unthe­atri­cal. Still Smith re­mained silent.

			“So I am de­ter­mined to re­move you from the scene of your blun­ders!” added Fu-Manchu.

			“Opi­um will very short­ly do the same for you!” I rapped at him sav­age­ly.

			With­out emo­tion he turned the nar­rowed eyes up­on me.

			“That is a mat­ter of opin­ion, Doc­tor,” he said. “You may have lacked the op­por­tu­ni­ties which have been mine for study­ing that sub­ject—and in any event I shall not be priv­i­leged to en­joy your ad­vice in the fu­ture.”

			“You will not long out­live me,” I replied. “And our deaths will not prof­it you, in­ci­den­tal­ly; be­cause—” Smith’s foot touched mine.

			“Be­cause?” in­quired Fu-Manchu soft­ly.

			“Ah! Mr. Smith is so pru­dent! He is think­ing that I have files!” He pro­nounced the word in a way that made me shud­der. “Mr. Smith has seen a wire jack­et! Have you ev­er seen a wire jack­et? As a sur­geon its func­tions would in­ter­est you!”

			I sti­fled a cry that rose to my lips; for, with a shrill whistling sound, a small shape came bound­ing in­to the dim­ly lit vault, then shot up­ward. A mar­moset land­ed on the shoul­der of Dr. Fu-Manchu and peered grotesque­ly in­to the dread­ful yel­low face. The Doc­tor raised his bony hand and fon­dled the lit­tle crea­ture, croon­ing to it.

			“One of my pets, Mr. Smith,” he said, sud­den­ly open­ing his eyes ful­ly so that they blazed like green lamps. “I have oth­ers, equal­ly use­ful. My scor­pi­ons—have you met my scor­pi­ons? No? My pythons and hamadryads? Then there are my fun­gi and my tiny al­lies, the bacil­li. I have a col­lec­tion in my lab­o­ra­to­ry quite unique. Have you ev­er vis­it­ed Molokai, the lep­er is­land, Doc­tor? No? But Mr. Nay­land Smith will be fa­mil­iar with the asy­lum at Ran­goon! And we must not for­get my black spi­ders, with their di­a­mond eyes—my spi­ders, that sit in the dark and watch—then leap!”

			He raised his lean hands, so that the sleeve of the robe fell back to the el­bow, and the ape dropped, chat­ter­ing, to the floor and ran from the cel­lar.

			“O God of Cathay!” he cried, “by what death shall these die—these mis­er­able ones who would bind thine Em­pire, which is bound­less!”

			Like some priest of Tez­cat he stood, his eyes up­raised to the roof, his lean body quiv­er­ing—a sight to shock the most unim­pres­sion­able mind.

			“He is mad!” I whis­pered to Smith. “God help us, the man is a dan­ger­ous homi­ci­dal ma­ni­ac!”

			Nay­land Smith’s tanned face was very drawn, but he shook his head grim­ly.

			“Dan­ger­ous, yes, I agree,” he mut­tered; “his ex­is­tence is a dan­ger to the en­tire white race which, now, we are pow­er­less to avert.”

			Dr. Fu-Manchu re­cov­ered him­self, took up the lantern and, turn­ing abrupt­ly, walked to the door, with his awk­ward, yet fe­line gait. At the thresh­old be looked back.

			“You would have warned Mr. Gra­ham Guthrie?” he said, in a soft voice. “Tonight, at half-past twelve, Mr. Gra­ham Guthrie dies!”

			Smith sat silent and mo­tion­less, his eyes fixed up­on the speak­er.

			“You were in Ran­goon in 1908?” con­tin­ued Dr. Fu-Manchu—“you re­mem­ber the Call?”

			From some­where above us—I could not de­ter­mine the ex­act di­rec­tion—came a low, wail­ing cry, an un­can­ny thing of fall­ing ca­dences, which, in that dis­mal vault, with the sin­is­ter yel­low-robed fig­ure at the door, seemed to pour ice in­to my veins. Its ef­fect up­on Smith was tru­ly ex­tra­or­di­nary. His face showed gray­ly in the faint light, and I heard him draw a hiss­ing breath through clenched teeth.

			“It calls for you!” said Fu-Manchu. “At half-past twelve it calls for Gra­ham Guthrie!”

			The door closed and dark­ness man­tled us again.

			“Smith,” I said, “what was that?” The hor­rors about us were play­ing hav­oc with my nerves.

			“It was the Call of Si­va!” replied Smith hoarse­ly.

			“What is it? Who ut­tered it? What does it mean?”

			“I don’t know what it is, Petrie, nor who ut­ters it. But it means death!”

		
	
		
			XIV

			There may be some who could have lain, chained to that noi­some cell, and felt no fear—no dread of what the black­ness might hold. I con­fess that I am not one of these. I knew that Nay­land Smith and I stood in the path of the most stu­pen­dous ge­nius who in the world’s his­to­ry had de­vot­ed his in­tel­lect to crime. I knew that the enor­mous wealth of the po­lit­i­cal group back­ing Dr. Fu-Manchu ren­dered him a men­ace to Eu­rope and to Amer­i­ca greater than that of the plague. He was a sci­en­tist trained at a great uni­ver­si­ty—an ex­plor­er of na­ture’s se­crets, who had gone far­ther in­to the un­known, I sup­pose, than any liv­ing man. His mis­sion was to re­move all ob­sta­cles—hu­man ob­sta­cles—from the path of that se­cret move­ment which was pro­gress­ing in the Far East. Smith and I were two such ob­sta­cles; and of all the hor­ri­ble de­vices at his com­mand, I won­dered, and my tor­tured brain re­fused to leave the sub­ject, by which of them were we doomed to be dis­patched?

			Even at that very mo­ment some ven­omous cen­tipede might be wrig­gling to­wards me over the slime of the stones, some poi­sonous spi­der be pre­par­ing to drop from the roof! Fu-Manchu might have re­leased a ser­pent in the cel­lar, or the air be alive with mi­crobes of a loath­some dis­ease!

			“Smith,” I said, scarce­ly rec­og­niz­ing my own voice, “I can’t bear this sus­pense. He in­tends to kill us, that is cer­tain, but—”

			“Don’t wor­ry,” came the re­ply; “he in­tends to learn our plans first.”

			“You mean—?”

			“You heard him speak of his files and of his wire jack­et?”

			“Oh, my God!” I groaned; “can this be Eng­land?”

			Smith laughed dry­ly, and I heard him fum­bling with the steel col­lar about his neck.

			“I have one great hope,” he said, “since you share my cap­tiv­i­ty, but we must ne­glect no mi­nor chance. Try with your pock­etknife if you can force the lock. I am try­ing to break this one.”

			Truth to tell, the idea had not en­tered my half-dazed mind, but I im­me­di­ate­ly act­ed up­on my friend’s sug­ges­tion, set­ting to work with the small blade of my knife. I was so en­gaged, and, hav­ing snapped one blade, was about to open an­oth­er, when a sound ar­rest­ed me. It came from be­neath my feet.

			“Smith,” I whis­pered, “lis­ten!”

			The scrap­ing and click­ing which told of Smith’s ef­forts ceased. Mo­tion­less, we sat in that hu­mid dark­ness and lis­tened.

			Some­thing was mov­ing be­neath the stones of the cel­lar. I held my breath; ev­ery nerve in my body was strung up.

			A line of light showed a few feet from where we lay. It widened—be­came an ob­long. A trap was lift­ed, and with­in a yard of me, there rose a dim­ly seen head. Hor­ror I had ex­pect­ed—and death, or worse. In­stead, I saw a love­ly face, crowned with a dis­or­dered mass of curl­ing hair; I saw a white arm up­hold­ing the stone slab, a shape­ly arm clasped about the el­bow by a broad gold ban­gle.

			The girl climbed in­to the cel­lar and placed the lantern on the stone floor. In the dim light she was un­re­al—a fig­ure from an opi­um vi­sion, with her cling­ing silk draperies and gar­ish jew­el­ry, with her feet en­cased in lit­tle red slip­pers. In short, this was the houri of my vi­sion, ma­te­ri­al­ized. It was dif­fi­cult to be­lieve that we were in mod­ern, up-to-date Eng­land; easy to dream that we were the cap­tives of a caliph, in a dun­geon in old Bag­dad.

			“My prayers are an­swered,” said Smith soft­ly. “She has come to save you.”

			“S-sh!” warned the girl, and her won­der­ful eyes opened wide­ly, fear­ful­ly. “A sound and he will kill us all.”

			She bent over me; a key jarred in the lock which had bro­ken my penknife—and the col­lar was off. As I rose to my feet the girl turned and re­leased Smith. She raised the lantern above the trap, and signed to us to de­scend the wood­en steps which its light re­vealed.

			“Your knife,” she whis­pered to me. “Leave it on the floor. He will think you forced the locks. Down! Quick­ly!”

			Nay­land Smith, step­ping gin­ger­ly, dis­ap­peared in­to the dark­ness. I rapid­ly fol­lowed. Last of all came our mys­te­ri­ous friend, a gold band about one of her an­kles gleam­ing in the rays of the lantern which she car­ried. We stood in a low-arched pas­sage.

			“Tie your hand­ker­chiefs over your eyes and do ex­act­ly as I tell you,” she or­dered.

			Nei­ther of us hes­i­tat­ed to obey her. Blind­fold­ed, I al­lowed her to lead me, and Smith rest­ed his hand up­on my shoul­der. In that or­der we pro­ceed­ed, and came to stone steps, which we as­cend­ed.

			“Keep to the wall on the left,” came a whis­per. “There is dan­ger on the right.”

			With my free hand I felt for and found the wall, and we pressed for­ward. The at­mos­phere of the place through which we were pass­ing was steamy, and load­ed with an odor like that of ex­ot­ic plant life. But a faint an­i­mal scent crept to my nos­trils, too, and there was a sub­dued stir about me, in­fin­ite­ly sug­ges­tive—mys­te­ri­ous.

			Now my feet sank in a soft car­pet, and a cur­tain brushed my shoul­der. A gong sound­ed. We stopped.

			The din of dis­tant drum­ming came to my ears.

			“Where in Heav­en’s name are we?” hissed Smith in my ear; “that is a tom-tom!”

			“S-sh! S-sh!”

			The lit­tle hand grasp­ing mine quiv­ered ner­vous­ly. We were near a door or a win­dow, for a breath of per­fume was waft­ed through the air; and it re­mind­ed me of my oth­er meet­ings with the beau­ti­ful wom­an who was now lead­ing us from the house of Fu-Manchu; who, with her own lips, had told me that she was his slave. Through the hor­ri­ble phan­tas­mago­ria she flit­ted—a se­duc­tive vi­sion, her pi­quant love­li­ness stand­ing out rich­ly in its black set­ting of mur­der and dev­il­ry. Not once, but a thou­sand times, I had tried to rea­son out the na­ture of the tie which bound her to the sin­is­ter Doc­tor.

			Si­lence fell.

			“Quick! This way!”

			Down a thick­ly car­pet­ed stair we went. Our guide opened a door, and led us along a pas­sage. An­oth­er door was opened; and we were in the open air. But the girl nev­er tar­ried, pulling me along a grav­eled path, with a fresh breeze blow­ing in my face, and along un­til, un­mis­tak­ably, I stood up­on the riv­er bank. Now, plank­ing creaked to our tread; and look­ing down­ward be­neath the hand­ker­chief, I saw the gleam of wa­ter be­neath my feet.

			“Be care­ful!” I was warned, and found my­self step­ping in­to a nar­row boat—a punt.

			Nay­land Smith fol­lowed, and the girl pushed the punt off and poled out in­to the stream.

			“Don’t speak!” she di­rect­ed.

			My brain was fevered; I scarce knew if I dreamed and was wak­ing, or if the re­al­i­ty end­ed with my im­pris­on­ment in the clam­my cel­lar and this silent es­cape, blind­fold­ed, up­on the riv­er with a girl for our guide who might have stepped out of the pages of the Ara­bi­an Nights were fan­ta­sy—the mock­ery of sleep.

			In­deed, I be­gan se­ri­ous­ly to doubt if this stream where­on we float­ed, whose wa­ters plashed and tin­kled about us, were the Thames, the Tigris, or the Styx.

			The punt touched a bank.

			“You will hear a clock strike in a few min­utes,” said the girl, with her soft, charm­ing ac­cent, “but I re­ly up­on your hon­or not to re­move the hand­ker­chiefs un­til then. You owe me this.”

			“We do!” said Smith fer­vent­ly.

			I heard him scram­bling to the bank, and a mo­ment lat­er a soft hand was placed in mine, and I, too, was guid­ed on to ter­ra fir­ma. Ar­rived on the bank, I still held the girl’s hand, draw­ing her to­wards me.

			“You must not go back,” I whis­pered. “We will take care of you. You must not re­turn to that place.”

			“Let me go!” she said. “When, once, I asked you to take me from him, you spoke of po­lice pro­tec­tion; that was your an­swer, po­lice pro­tec­tion! You would let them lock me up—im­prison me—and make me be­tray him! For what? For what?” She wrenched her­self free. “How lit­tle you un­der­stand me. Nev­er mind. Per­haps one day you will know! Un­til the clock strikes!”

			She was gone. I heard the creak of the punt, the drip of the wa­ter from the pole. Fainter it grew, and fainter.

			“What is her se­cret?” mut­tered Smith, be­side me. “Why does she cling to that mon­ster?”

			The dis­tant sound died away en­tire­ly. A clock be­gan to strike; it struck the half-hour. In an in­stant my hand­ker­chief was off, and so was Smith’s. We stood up­on a tow­ing-path. Away to the left the moon shone up­on the tow­ers and bat­tle­ments of an an­cient fortress.

			It was Wind­sor Cas­tle.

			“Half-past ten,” cried Smith. “Two hours to save Gra­ham Guthrie!”

			We had ex­act­ly four­teen min­utes in which to catch the last train to Wa­ter­loo; and we caught it. But I sank in­to a cor­ner of the com­part­ment in a state bor­der­ing up­on col­lapse. Nei­ther of us, I think, could have man­aged an­oth­er twen­ty yards. With a less­er stake than a hu­man life at is­sue, I doubt if we should have at­tempt­ed that dash to Wind­sor sta­tion.

			“Due at Wa­ter­loo at eleven fifty-one,” pant­ed Smith. “That gives us thir­ty-nine min­utes to get to the oth­er side of the riv­er and reach his ho­tel.”

			“Where in Heav­en’s name is that house sit­u­at­ed? Did we come up or down stream?”

			“I couldn’t de­ter­mine. But at any rate, it stands close to the river­side. It should be mere­ly a ques­tion of time to iden­ti­fy it. I shall set Scot­land Yard to work im­me­di­ate­ly; but I am hop­ing for noth­ing. Our es­cape will warn him.”

			I said no more for a time, sit­ting wip­ing the per­spi­ra­tion from my fore­head and watch­ing my friend load his cracked bri­ar with the broad­cut Latakia mix­ture.

			“Smith,” I said at last, “what was that hor­ri­ble wail­ing we heard, and what did Fu-Manchu mean when he re­ferred to Ran­goon? I no­ticed how it af­fect­ed you.”

			My friend nod­ded and light­ed his pipe.

			“There was a ghast­ly busi­ness there in 1908 or ear­ly in 1909,” he replied: “an ut­ter­ly mys­te­ri­ous epi­dem­ic. And this beast­ly wail­ing was as­so­ci­at­ed with it.”

			“In what way? And what do you mean by an epi­dem­ic?”

			“It be­gan, I be­lieve, at the Palace Man­sions Ho­tel, in the can­ton­ments. A young Amer­i­can, whose name I can­not re­call, was stay­ing there on busi­ness con­nect­ed with some new iron build­ings. One night he went to his room, locked the door, and jumped out of the win­dow in­to the court­yard. Broke his neck, of course.”

			“Sui­cide?”

			“Ap­par­ent­ly. But there were sin­gu­lar fea­tures in the case. For in­stance, his re­volver lay be­side him, ful­ly load­ed!”

			“In the court­yard?”

			“In the court­yard!”

			“Was it mur­der by any chance?”

			Smith shrugged his shoul­ders.

			“His door was found locked from the in­side; had to be bro­ken in.”

			“But the wail­ing busi­ness?”

			“That be­gan lat­er, or was on­ly no­ticed lat­er. A French doc­tor, named Lafitte, died in ex­act­ly the same way.”

			“At the same place?”

			“At the same ho­tel; but he oc­cu­pied a dif­fer­ent room. Here is the ex­tra­or­di­nary part of the af­fair: a friend shared the room with him, and ac­tu­al­ly saw him go!”

			“Saw him leap from the win­dow?”

			“Yes. The friend—an En­glish­man—was aroused by the un­can­ny wail­ing. I was in Ran­goon at the time, so that I know more of the case of Lafitte than of that of the Amer­i­can. I spoke to the man about it per­son­al­ly. He was an elec­tri­cal en­gi­neer, Ed­ward Mar­tin, and he told me that the cry seemed to come from above him.”

			“It seemed to come from above when we heard it at Fu-Manchu’s house.”

			“Mar­tin sat up in bed, it was a clear moon­light night—the sort of moon­light you get in Bur­ma. Lafitte, for some rea­son, had just gone to the win­dow. His friend saw him look out. The next mo­ment with a dread­ful scream, he threw him­self for­ward—and crashed down in­to the court­yard!”

			“What then?”

			“Mar­tin ran to the win­dow and looked down. Lafitte’s scream had aroused the place, of course. But there was ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing to ac­count for the oc­cur­rence. There was no bal­cony, no ledge, by means of which any­one could reach the win­dow.”

			“But how did you come to rec­og­nize the cry?”

			“I stopped at the Palace Man­sions for some time; and one night this un­can­ny howl­ing aroused me. I heard it quite dis­tinct­ly, and am nev­er like­ly to for­get it. It was fol­lowed by a hoarse yell. The man in the next room, an or­chid hunter, had gone the same way as the oth­ers!”

			“Did you change your quar­ters?”

			“No. For­tu­nate­ly for the rep­u­ta­tion of the ho­tel—a first-class es­tab­lish­ment—sev­er­al sim­i­lar cas­es oc­curred else­where, both in Ran­goon, in Prome and in Moul­mein. A sto­ry got about the na­tive quar­ter, and was fos­tered by some mad fakir, that the god Si­va was re­born and that the cry was his call for vic­tims; a ghast­ly sto­ry, which led to an out­break of da­coity and gave the Dis­trict Su­per­in­ten­dent no end of trou­ble.”

			“Was there any­thing un­usu­al about the bod­ies?”

			“They all de­vel­oped marks af­ter death, as though they had been stran­gled! The marks were said all to pos­sess a pe­cu­liar form, though it was not ap­pre­cia­ble to my eye; and this, again, was de­clared to be the five heads of Si­va.”

			“Were the deaths con­fined to Eu­ro­peans?”

			“Oh, no. Sev­er­al Bur­mans and oth­ers died in the same way. At first there was a the­o­ry that the vic­tims had con­tract­ed lep­rosy and com­mit­ted sui­cide as a re­sult; but the med­i­cal ev­i­dence dis­proved that. The Call of Si­va be­came a per­fect night­mare through­out Bur­ma.”

			“Did you ev­er hear it again, be­fore this evening?”

			“Yes. I heard it on the Up­per Ir­rawad­dy one clear, moon­light night, and a Co­lassie—a deck­hand—leaped from the top deck of the steam­er aboard which I was trav­el­ing! My God! to think that the fiend Fu-Manchu has brought that to Eng­land!”

			“But brought what, Smith?” I cried, in per­plex­i­ty. “What has he brought? An evil spir­it? A men­tal dis­ease? What is it? What can it be?”

			“A new agent of death, Petrie! Some­thing born in a plague-spot of Bur­ma—the home of much that is un­clean and much that is in­ex­pli­ca­ble. Heav­en grant that we be in time, and are able to save Guthrie.”

		
	
		
			XV

			The train was late, and as our cab turned out of Wa­ter­loo Sta­tion and be­gan to as­cend to the bridge, from a hun­dred steeples rang out the gongs of mid­night, the bell of St. Paul’s raised above them all to vie with the deep voice of Big Ben.

			I looked out from the cab win­dow across the riv­er to where, tow­er­ing above the Em­bank­ment, that place of a thou­sand tragedies, the light of some of Lon­don’s great­est car­a­vanserais formed a sort of mi­nor con­stel­la­tion. From the sub­dued blaze that showed the pub­lic sup­per-rooms I looked up to the hun­dreds of star­ry points mark­ing the pri­vate apart­ments of those gi­ant inns.

			I thought how each twin­kling win­dow de­not­ed the pres­ence of some bird of pas­sage, some wan­der­er tem­po­rar­ily abid­ing in our midst. There, floor piled up­on floor above the chat­ter­ing throngs, were these less gre­gar­i­ous units, each some­thing of a mys­tery to his fel­low-guests, each in his sep­a­rate cell; and each as re­mote from re­al hu­man com­pan­ion­ship as if that cell were fash­ioned, not in the bricks of Lon­don, but in the rocks of Hin­dus­tan!

			In one of those rooms Gra­ham Guthrie might at that mo­ment be sleep­ing, all un­aware that he would awake to the Call of Si­va, to the sum­mons of death. As we neared the Strand, Smith stopped the cab, dis­charg­ing the man out­side Sothe­by’s auc­tion-rooms.

			“One of the doc­tor’s watch­dogs may be in the foy­er,” he said thought­ful­ly, “and it might spoil ev­ery­thing if we were seen to go to Guthrie’s rooms. There must be a back en­trance to the kitchens, and so on?”

			“There is,” I replied quick­ly. “I have seen the vans de­liv­er­ing there. But have we time?”

			“Yes. Lead on.”

			We walked up the Strand and hur­ried west­ward. In­to that nar­row court, with its iron posts and de­scend­ing steps, up­on which opens a well-known wine-cel­lar, we turned. Then, go­ing par­al­lel with the Strand, but on the Em­bank­ment lev­el, we ran round the back of the great ho­tel, and came to dou­ble doors which were open. An arc lamp il­lu­mi­nat­ed the in­te­ri­or and a num­ber of men were at work among the casks, crates and pack­ages stacked about the place. We en­tered.

			“Hal­lo!” cried a man in a white over­all, “where d’you think you’re go­ing?”

			Smith grasped him by the arm.

			“I want to get to the pub­lic part of the ho­tel with­out be­ing seen from the en­trance hall,” he said. “Will you please lead the way?”

			“Here—” be­gan the oth­er, star­ing.

			“Don’t waste time!” snapped my friend, in that tone of au­thor­i­ty which he knew so well how to as­sume. “It’s a mat­ter of life and death. Lead the way, I say!”

			“Po­lice, sir?” asked the man civil­ly.

			“Yes,” said Smith; “hur­ry!”

			Off went our guide with­out fur­ther de­mur. Skirt­ing scul­leries, kitchens, laun­dries and en­gine-rooms, he led us through those mys­te­ri­ous labyrinths which have no ex­is­tence for the guest above, but which con­tain the ma­chin­ery that ren­ders these mod­ern khans the Al­addin’s palaces they are. On a sec­ond-floor land­ing we met a man in a tweed suit, to whom our ci­cerone pre­sent­ed us.

			“Glad I met you, sir. Two gen­tle­men from the po­lice.”

			The man re­gard­ed us haugh­ti­ly with a sus­pi­cious smile.

			“Who are you?” he asked. “You’re not from Scot­land Yard, at any rate!”

			Smith pulled out a card and thrust it in­to the speak­er’s hand.

			“If you are the ho­tel de­tec­tive,” he said, “take us with­out de­lay to Mr. Gra­ham Guthrie.”

			A marked change took place in the oth­er’s de­meanor on glanc­ing at the card in his hand.

			“Ex­cuse me, sir,” he said def­er­en­tial­ly, “but, of course, I didn’t know who I was speak­ing to. We all have in­struc­tions to give you ev­ery as­sis­tance.”

			“Is Mr. Guthrie in his room?”

			“He’s been in his room for some time, sir. You will want to get there with­out be­ing seen? This way. We can join the lift on the third floor.”

			Off we went again, with our new guide. In the lift:

			“Have you no­ticed any­thing sus­pi­cious about the place tonight?” asked Smith.

			“I have!” was the star­tling re­ply. “That ac­counts for your find­ing me where you did. My usu­al post is in the lob­by. But about eleven o’clock, when the the­ater peo­ple be­gan to come in I had a hazy sort of im­pres­sion that some­one or some­thing slipped past in the crowd—some­thing that had no busi­ness in the ho­tel.”

			We got out of the lift.

			“I don’t quite fol­low you,” said Smith. “If you thought you saw some­thing en­ter­ing, you must have formed a more or less def­i­nite im­pres­sion re­gard­ing it.”

			“That’s the fun­ny part of the busi­ness,” an­swered the man dogged­ly. “I didn’t! But as I stood at the top of the stairs I could have sworn that there was some­thing crawl­ing up be­hind a par­ty—two ladies and two gen­tle­men.”

			“A dog, for in­stance?”

			“It didn’t strike me as be­ing a dog, sir. Any­way, when the par­ty passed me, there was noth­ing there. Mind you, what­ev­er it was, it hadn’t come in by the front. I have made in­quiries ev­ery­where, but with­out re­sult.” He stopped abrupt­ly. “No. 189—Mr. Guthrie’s door, sir.”

			Smith knocked.

			“Hal­lo!” came a muf­fled voice; “what do you want?”

			“Open the door! Don’t de­lay; it is im­por­tant.”

			He turned to the ho­tel de­tec­tive.

			“Stay right there where you can watch the stairs and the lift,” he in­struct­ed; “and note ev­ery­one and ev­ery­thing that pass­es this door. But what­ev­er you see or hear, do noth­ing with­out my or­ders.”

			The man moved off, and the door was opened. Smith whis­pered in my ear:

			“Some crea­ture of Dr. Fu-Manchu is in the ho­tel!”

			Mr. Gra­ham Guthrie, British res­i­dent in North Bhutan, was a big, thick­set man—gray-haired and florid, with wide­ly opened eyes of the true fight­ing blue, a bristling mus­tache and prom­i­nent shag­gy brows. Nay­land Smith in­tro­duced him­self terse­ly, prof­fer­ing his card and an open let­ter.

			“Those are my cre­den­tials, Mr. Guthrie,” he said; “so no doubt you will re­al­ize that the busi­ness which brings me and my friend, Dr. Petrie, here at such an hour is of the first im­por­tance.”

			He switched off the light.

			“There is no time for cer­e­mo­ny,” he ex­plained. “It is now twen­ty-five min­utes past twelve. At half-past an at­tempt will be made up­on your life!”

			“Mr. Smith,” said the oth­er, who, ar­rayed in his pa­ja­mas, was seat­ed on the edge of the bed, “you alarm me very great­ly. I may men­tion that I was ad­vised of your pres­ence in Eng­land this morn­ing.”

			“Do you know any­thing re­spect­ing the per­son called Fu-Manchu—Dr. Fu-Manchu?”

			“On­ly what I was told to­day—that he is the agent of an ad­vanced po­lit­i­cal group.”

			“It is op­posed to his in­ter­ests that you should re­turn to Bhutan. A more gullible agent would be prefer­able. There­fore, un­less you im­plic­it­ly obey my in­struc­tions, you will nev­er leave Eng­land!”

			Gra­ham Guthrie breathed quick­ly. I was grow­ing more used to the gloom, and I could dim­ly dis­cern him, his face turned to­wards Nay­land Smith, whilst with his hand he clutched the bed-rail. Such a vis­it as ours, I think, must have shak­en the nerve of any man.

			“But, Mr. Smith,” he said, “sure­ly I am safe enough here! The place is full of Amer­i­can vis­i­tors at present, and I have had to be con­tent with a room right at the top; so that the on­ly dan­ger I ap­pre­hend is that of fire.”

			“There is an­oth­er dan­ger,” replied Smith. “The fact that you are at the top of the build­ing en­hances that dan­ger. Do you re­call any­thing of the mys­te­ri­ous epi­dem­ic which broke out in Ran­goon in 1908—the deaths due to the Call of Si­va?”

			“I read of it in the In­di­an pa­pers,” said Guthrie un­easi­ly. “Sui­cides, were they not?”

			“No!” snapped Smith. “Mur­ders!”

			There was a brief si­lence.

			“From what I re­call of the cas­es,” said Guthrie, “that seems im­pos­si­ble. In sev­er­al in­stances the vic­tims threw them­selves from the win­dows of locked rooms—and the win­dows were quite in­ac­ces­si­ble.”

			“Ex­act­ly,” replied Smith; and in the dim light his re­volver gleamed dul­ly, as he placed it on the small ta­ble be­side the bed. “Ex­cept that your door is un­locked, the con­di­tions tonight are iden­ti­cal. Si­lence, please, I hear a clock strik­ing.”

			It was Big Ben. It struck the half-hour, leav­ing the still­ness com­plete. In that room, high above the ac­tiv­i­ty which yet pre­vailed be­low, high above the sup­ping crowds in the ho­tel, high above the starv­ing crowds on the Em­bank­ment, a cu­ri­ous chill of iso­la­tion swept about me. Again I re­al­ized how, in the very heart of the great me­trop­o­lis, a man may be as far from aid as in the heart of a desert. I was glad that I was not alone in that room—marked with the death-mark of Fu-Manchu; and I am cer­tain that Gra­ham Guthrie wel­comed his un­ex­pect­ed com­pa­ny.

			I may have men­tioned the fact be­fore, but on this oc­ca­sion it be­came so pe­cu­liar­ly ev­i­dent to me that I am con­strained to record it here—I re­fer to the sense of im­pend­ing dan­ger which in­vari­ably pre­ced­ed a vis­it from Fu-Manchu. Even had I not known that an at­tempt was to be made that night, I should have re­al­ized it, as, strung to high ten­sion, I wait­ed in the dark­ness. Some in­vis­i­ble her­ald went ahead of the dread­ful Chi­na­man, pro­claim­ing his com­ing to ev­ery nerve in one’s body. It was like a breath of as­tral in­cense, an­nounc­ing the pres­ence of the priests of death.

			A wail, low but sin­gu­lar­ly pen­e­trat­ing, fall­ing in mi­nor ca­dences to a new si­lence, came from some­where close at hand.

			“My God!” hissed Guthrie, “what was that?”

			“The Call of Si­va,” whis­pered Smith.

			“Don’t stir, for your life!”

			Guthrie was breath­ing hard.

			I knew that we were three; that the ho­tel de­tec­tive was with­in hail; that there was a tele­phone in the room; that the traf­fic of the Em­bank­ment moved al­most be­neath us; but I knew, and am not ashamed to con­fess, that King Fear had icy fin­gers about my heart. It was aw­ful—that tense wait­ing—for—what?

			Three taps sound­ed—very dis­tinct­ly up­on the win­dow.

			Gra­ham Guthrie start­ed so as to shake the bed.

			“It’s su­per­nat­u­ral!” he mut­tered—all that was Celtic in his blood re­coil­ing from the omen. “Noth­ing hu­man can reach that win­dow!”

			“S-sh!” from Smith. “Don’t stir.”

			The tap­ping was re­peat­ed.

			Smith soft­ly crossed the room. My heart was beat­ing painful­ly. He threw open the win­dow. Fur­ther in­ac­tion was im­pos­si­ble. I joined him; and we looked out in­to the emp­ty air.

			“Don’t come too near, Petrie!” he warned over his shoul­der.

			One on ei­ther side of the open win­dow, we stood and looked down at the mov­ing Em­bank­ment lights, at the glit­ter of the Thames, at the sil­hou­et­ted build­ings on the far­ther bank, with the Shot Tow­er start­ing above them all.

			Three taps sound­ed on the panes above us.

			In all my deal­ings with Dr. Fu-Manchu I had had to face noth­ing so un­can­ny as this. What Burmese ghoul had he loosed? Was it out­side, in the air? Was it ac­tu­al­ly in the room?

			“Don’t let me go, Petrie!” whis­pered Smith sud­den­ly. “Get a tight hold on me!”

			That was the last straw; for I thought that some dread­ful fas­ci­na­tion was im­pelling my friend to hurl him­self out! Wild­ly I threw my arms about him, and Guthrie leaped for­ward to help.

			Smith leaned from the win­dow and looked up.

			One chok­ing cry he gave—smoth­ered, inar­tic­u­late—and I found him slip­ping from my grip—be­ing drawn out of the win­dow—drawn to his death!

			“Hold him, Guthrie!” I gasped hoarse­ly. “My God, he’s go­ing! Hold him!”

			My friend writhed in our grasp, and I saw him stretch his arm up­ward. The crack of his re­volver came, and he col­lapsed on to the floor, car­ry­ing me with him.

			But as I fell I heard a scream above. Smith’s re­volver went hurtling through the air, and, hard up­on it, went a black shape—flash­ing past the open win­dow in­to the gulf of the night.

			“The light! The light!” I cried.

			Guthrie ran and turned on the light. Nay­land Smith, his eyes start­ing from his head, his face swollen, lay pluck­ing at a silken cord which showed tight about his throat.

			“It was a Thug!” screamed Guthrie. “Get the rope off! He’s chok­ing!”

			My hands a-twitch, I seized the stran­gling-cord.

			“A knife! Quick!” I cried. “I have lost mine!”

			Guthrie ran to the dress­ing-ta­ble and passed me an open penknife. I some­how forced the blade be­tween the rope and Smith’s swollen neck, and sev­ered the dead­ly silken thing.

			Smith made a chok­ing noise, and fell back, swoon­ing in my arms.

			

			When, lat­er, we stood look­ing down up­on the mu­ti­lat­ed thing which had been brought in from where it fell, Smith showed me a mark on the brow—close be­side the wound where his bul­let had en­tered.

			“The mark of Kali,” he said. “The man was a phan­si­gar—a re­li­gious stran­gler. Since Fu-Manchu has da­coits in his ser­vice I might have ex­pect­ed that he would have Thugs. A group of these fiends would seem to have fled in­to Bur­ma; so that the mys­te­ri­ous epi­dem­ic in Ran­goon was re­al­ly an out­break of thuggee—on slight­ly im­proved lines! I had sus­pect­ed some­thing of the kind but, nat­u­ral­ly, I had not looked for Thugs near Ran­goon. My un­ex­pect­ed re­sis­tance led the stran­gler to bun­gle the rope. You have seen how it was fas­tened about my throat? That was un­sci­en­tif­ic. The true method, as prac­ticed by the group op­er­at­ing in Bur­ma, was to throw the line about the vic­tim’s neck and jerk him from the win­dow. A man lean­ing from an open win­dow is very nice­ly poised: it re­quires on­ly a slight jerk to pitch him for­ward. No loop was used, but a run­ning line, which, as the vic­tim fell, re­mained in the hand of the mur­der­er. No clue! There­fore we see at once what com­mend­ed the sys­tem to Fu-Manchu.”

			Gra­ham Guthrie, very pale, stood look­ing down at the dead stran­gler.

			“I owe you my life, Mr. Smith,” he said. “If you had come five min­utes lat­er—”

			He grasped Smith’s hand.

			“You see,” Guthrie con­tin­ued, “no one thought of look­ing for a Thug in Bur­ma! And no one thought of the roof! These fel­lows are as ac­tive as mon­keys, and where an or­di­nary man would in­fal­li­bly break his neck, they are en­tire­ly at home. I might have cho­sen my room es­pe­cial­ly for the busi­ness!”

			“He slipped in late this evening,” said Smith. “The ho­tel de­tec­tive saw him, but these stran­glers are as elu­sive as shad­ows, oth­er­wise, de­spite their hav­ing changed the scene of their op­er­a­tions, not one could have sur­vived.”

			“Didn’t you men­tion a case of this kind on the Ir­rawad­dy?” I asked.

			“Yes,” was the re­ply; “and I know of what you are think­ing. The steam­ers of the Ir­rawad­dy flotil­la have a cor­ru­gat­ed-iron roof over the top deck. The Thug must have been ly­ing up there as the Co­lassie passed on the deck be­low.”

			“But, Smith, what is the mo­tive of the Call?” I con­tin­ued.

			“Part­ly re­li­gious,” he ex­plained, “and part­ly to wake the vic­tims! You are per­haps go­ing to ask me how Dr. Fu-Manchu has ob­tained pow­er over such peo­ple as phan­si­gars? I can on­ly re­ply that Dr. Fu-Manchu has se­cret knowl­edge of which, so far, we know ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing; but, de­spite all, at last I be­gin to score.”

			“You do,” I agreed; “but your vic­to­ry took you near to death.”

			“I owe my life to you, Petrie,” he said. “Once to your strength of arm, and once to—”

			“Don’t speak of her, Smith,” I in­ter­rupt­ed. “Dr. Fu-Manchu may have dis­cov­ered the part she played! In which event—”

			“God help her!”

		
	
		
			XVI

			Up­on the fol­low­ing day we were afoot again, and short­ly at hand­grips with the en­e­my. In ret­ro­spect, that rest­less time of­fers a chaot­ic prospect, with no peace­ful spot amid its tur­moils.

			All that was re­pose­ful in na­ture seemed to have be­come an irony and a mock­ery to us—who knew how an evil demigod had his sac­ri­fi­cial al­tars amid our sweet­est groves. This idea ruled strong­ly in my mind up­on that soft au­tum­nal day.

			“The net is clos­ing in,” said Nay­land Smith.

			“Let us hope up­on a big catch,” I replied, with a laugh.

			Be­yond where the Thames tid­ed slum­ber­ous­ly sea­ward showed the roofs of Roy­al Wind­sor, the cas­tle tow­ers show­ing through the au­tumn haze. The peace of beau­ti­ful Thames-side was about us.

			This was one of the few tan­gi­ble clues up­on which thus far we had chanced; but at last it seemed in­deed that we were nar­row­ing the re­sources of that en­e­my of the white race who was writ­ing his name over Eng­land in char­ac­ters of blood. To cap­ture Dr. Fu-Manchu we did not hope; but at least there was ev­ery prom­ise of de­stroy­ing one of the en­e­my’s strongholds.

			We had cir­cled up­on the map a tract of coun­try cut by the Thames, with Wind­sor for its cen­ter. With­in that cir­cle was the house from which mirac­u­lous­ly we had es­caped—a house used by the most high­ly or­ga­nized group in the his­to­ry of crim­i­nol­o­gy. So much we knew. Even if we found the house, and this was like­ly enough, to find it va­cat­ed by Fu-Manchu and his mys­te­ri­ous ser­vants we were pre­pared. But it would be a base de­stroyed.

			We were work­ing up­on a me­thod­i­cal plan, and al­though our co­op­er­a­tors were in­vis­i­ble, these num­bered no few­er than twelve—all of them ex­pe­ri­enced men. Thus far we had drawn blank, but the place for which Smith and I were mak­ing now came clear­ly in­to view: an old man­sion sit­u­at­ed in ex­ten­sive walled grounds. Leav­ing the riv­er be­hind us, we turned sharply to the right along a lane flanked by a high wall. On an open patch of ground, as we passed, I not­ed a gyp­sy car­a­van. An old wom­an was seat­ed on the steps, her wrin­kled face bent, her chin rest­ing in the palm of her hand.

			I scarce­ly glanced at her, but pressed on, nor did I no­tice that my friend no longer was be­side me. I was all anx­i­ety to come to some point from whence I might ob­tain a view of the house; all anx­i­ety to know if this was the abode of our mys­te­ri­ous en­e­my—the place where he worked amid his weird com­pa­ny, where he bred his dead­ly scor­pi­ons and his bacil­li, reared his poi­sonous fun­gi, from whence he dis­patched his mur­der min­is­ters. Above all, per­haps, I won­dered if this would prove to be the hid­ing-place of the beau­ti­ful slave girl who was such a po­tent fac­tor in the Doc­tor’s plans, but a two-edged sword which yet we hoped to turn up­on Fu-Manchu. Even in the hands of a mas­ter, a wom­an’s beau­ty is a dan­ger­ous weapon.

			A cry rang out be­hind me. I turned quick­ly. And a sin­gu­lar sight met my gaze.

			Nay­land Smith was en­gaged in a fu­ri­ous strug­gle with the old gyp­sy wom­an! His long arms clasped about her, he was rough­ly drag­ging her out in­to the road­way, she fight­ing like a wild thing—silent­ly, fierce­ly.

			Smith of­ten sur­prised me, but at that sight, frankly, I thought that he was be­come bereft of rea­son. I ran back; and I had al­most reached the scene of this in­cred­i­ble con­test, and Smith now was ev­i­dent­ly hard put to it to hold his own when a man, swarthy, with big rings in his ears, leaped from the car­a­van.

			One quick glance he threw in our di­rec­tion, and made off to­wards the riv­er.

			Smith twist­ed round up­on me, nev­er re­leas­ing his hold of the wom­an.

			“Af­ter him, Petrie!” he cried. “Af­ter him. Don’t let him es­cape. It’s a da­coit!”

			My brain in a con­fused whirl; my mind yet dis­posed to a be­lief that my friend had lost his sens­es, the word “da­coit” was suf­fi­cient.

			I start­ed down the road af­ter the fleet­ly run­ning man. Nev­er once did he glance be­hind him, so that he ev­i­dent­ly had oc­ca­sion to fear pur­suit. The dusty road rang be­neath my fly­ing foot­steps. That sense of fan­ta­sy, which claimed me of­ten enough in those days of our strug­gle with the ti­tan­ic ge­nius whose vic­to­ry meant the vic­to­ry of the yel­low races over the white, now had me fast in its grip again. I was an ac­tor in one of those dream-scenes of the grim Fu-Manchu dra­ma.

			Out over the grass and down to the riv­er’s brink ran the gyp­sy who was no gyp­sy, but one of that far more sin­is­ter broth­er­hood, the da­coits. I was close up­on his heels. But I was not pre­pared for him to leap in among the rush­es at the mar­gin of the stream; and see­ing him do this I pulled up quick­ly. Straight in­to the wa­ter he plunged; and I saw that he held some ob­ject in his hand. He wad­ed out; he dived; and as I gained the bank and looked to right and left he had van­ished com­plete­ly. On­ly ev­er-widen­ing rings showed where he had been. I had him.

			For di­rect­ly he rose to the sur­face he would be vis­i­ble from ei­ther bank, and with the po­lice whis­tle which I car­ried I could, if nec­es­sary, sum­mon one of the men in hid­ing across the stream. I wait­ed. A wild­fowl float­ed serene­ly past, un­trou­bled by this strange in­va­sion of his precincts. A full minute I wait­ed. From the lane be­hind me came Smith’s voice:

			“Don’t let him es­cape, Petrie!”

			Nev­er lift­ing my eyes from the wa­ter, I waved my hand re­as­sur­ing­ly. But still the da­coit did not rise. I searched the sur­face in all di­rec­tions as far as my eyes could reach; but no swim­mer showed above it. Then it was that I con­clud­ed he had dived too deeply, be­come en­tan­gled in the weeds and was drowned. With a fi­nal glance to right and left and some feel­ing of awe at this sud­den tragedy—this grim go­ing out of a life at glo­ri­ous noon­day—I turned away. Smith had the wom­an se­cure­ly; but I had not tak­en five steps to­wards him when a faint splash be­hind warned me. In­stinc­tive­ly I ducked. From whence that sav­ing in­stinct arose I can­not sur­mise, but to it I owed my life. For as I rapid­ly low­ered my head, some­thing hummed past me, some­thing that flew out over the grass bank, and fell with a jan­gle up­on the dusty road­side. A knife!

			I turned and bound­ed back to the riv­er’s brink. I heard a faint cry be­hind me, which could on­ly have come from the gyp­sy wom­an. Noth­ing dis­turbed the calm sur­face of the wa­ter. The reach was lone­ly of row­ers. Out by the far­ther bank a girl was pol­ing a punt along, and her white-clad fig­ure was the on­ly liv­ing thing that moved up­on the riv­er with­in the range of the most ex­pert knife-throw­er.

			To say that I was non­plussed is to say less than the truth; I was amazed. That it was the da­coit who had shown me this mur­der­ous at­ten­tion I could not doubt. But where in Heav­en’s name was he? He could not hu­man­ly have re­mained be­low wa­ter for so long; yet he cer­tain­ly was not above, was not up­on the sur­face, con­cealed amongst the reeds, nor hid­den up­on the bank.

			There, in the bright sun­shine, a con­scious­ness of the eerie pos­sessed me. It was with an un­com­fort­able feel­ing that my phan­tom foe might be aim­ing a sec­ond knife at my back that I turned away and has­tened to­wards Smith. My fear­ful ex­pec­ta­tions were not re­al­ized, and I picked up the lit­tle weapon which had so nar­row­ly missed me, and with it in my hand re­joined my friend.

			He was stand­ing with one arm close­ly clasped about the ap­par­ent­ly ex­haust­ed wom­an, and her dark eyes were fixed up­on him with an ex­tra­or­di­nary ex­pres­sion.

			“What does it mean, Smith?” I be­gan.

			But he in­ter­rupt­ed me.

			“Where is the da­coit?” he de­mand­ed rapid­ly.

			“Since he seem­ing­ly pos­sess­es the at­tributes of a fish,” I replied, “I can­not pre­tend to say.”

			The gyp­sy wom­an lift­ed her eyes to mine and laughed. Her laugh­ter was mu­si­cal, not that of such an old hag as Smith held cap­tive; it was fa­mil­iar, too.

			I start­ed and looked close­ly in­to the wiz­ened face.

			“He’s tricked you,” said Smith, an an­gry note in his voice. “What is that you have in your hand?”

			I showed him the knife, and told him how it had come in­to my pos­ses­sion.

			“I know,” he rapped. “I saw it. He was in the wa­ter not three yards from where you stood. You must have seen him. Was there noth­ing vis­i­ble?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			The wom­an laughed again, and again I won­dered.

			“A wild­fowl,” I added; “noth­ing else.”

			“A wild­fowl,” snapped Smith. “If you will con­sult your rec­ol­lec­tions of the habits of wild­fowl you will see that this par­tic­u­lar spec­i­men was a rara avis. It’s an old trick, Petrie, but a good one, for it is used in de­coy­ing. A da­coit’s head was con­cealed in that wild­fowl! It’s use­less. He has cer­tain­ly made good his es­cape by now.”

			“Smith,” I said, some­what crest­fall­en, “why are you de­tain­ing this gyp­sy wom­an?”

			“Gyp­sy wom­an!” he laughed, hug­ging her tight­ly as she made an im­pa­tient move­ment. “Use your eyes, old man.”

			He jerked the frowsy wig from her head, and be­neath was a cloud of dis­or­dered hair that shim­mered in the sun­light.

			“A wet sponge will do the rest,” he said.

			In­to my eyes, wide­ly opened in won­der, looked the dark eyes of the cap­tive; and be­neath the dis­guise I picked out the charm­ing fea­tures of the slave girl. There were tears on the whitened lash­es, and she was sub­mis­sive now.

			“This time,” said my friend hard­ly, “we have fair­ly cap­tured her—and we will hold her.”

			From some­where up­stream came a faint call.

			“The da­coit!”

			Nay­land Smith’s lean body straight­ened; he stood alert, strung up.

			An­oth­er call an­swered, and a third re­spond­ed. Then fol­lowed the flat­ly shrill note of a po­lice whis­tle, and I not­ed a col­umn of black va­por ris­ing be­yond the wall, mount­ing straight to heav­en as the smoke of a wel­come of­fer­ing.

			The sur­round­ed man­sion was in flames!

			“Curse it!” rapped Smith. “So this time we were right. But, of course, he has had am­ple op­por­tu­ni­ty to re­move his ef­fects. I knew that. The man’s dar­ing is in­cred­i­ble. He has giv­en him­self till the very last mo­ment—and we blun­dered up­on two of the out­posts.”

			“I lost one.”

			“No mat­ter. We have the oth­er. I ex­pect no fur­ther ar­rests, and the house will have been so well fired by the Doc­tor’s ser­vants that noth­ing can save it. I fear its ash­es will af­ford us no clue, Petrie; but we have se­cured a lever which should serve to dis­turb Fu-Manchu’s world.”

			He glanced at the queer fig­ure which hung sub­mis­sive­ly in his arms. She looked up proud­ly.

			“You need not hold me so tight,” she said, in her soft voice. “I will come with you.”

			That I moved amid sin­gu­lar hap­pen­ings, you, who have borne with me thus far, have learned, and that I wit­nessed many cu­ri­ous scenes; but of the many such scenes in that race-dra­ma where­in Nay­land Smith and Dr. Fu-Manchu played the lead­ing parts, I re­mem­ber none more bizarre than the one at my rooms that af­ter­noon.

			With­out de­lay, and with­out tak­ing the Scot­land Yard men in­to our con­fi­dence, we had hur­ried our pris­on­er back to Lon­don, for my friend’s au­thor­i­ty was supreme. A strange trio we were, and one which ex­cit­ed no lit­tle com­ment; but the jour­ney came to an end at last. Now we were in my un­pre­ten­tious sit­ting-room—the room where­in Smith first had un­fold­ed to me the sto­ry of Dr. Fu-Manchu and of the great se­cret so­ci­ety which sought to up­set the bal­ance of the world—to place Eu­rope and Amer­i­ca be­neath the scepter of Cathay.

			I sat with my el­bows up­on the writ­ing-ta­ble, my chin in my hands; Smith rest­less­ly paced the floor, re­light­ing his black­ened bri­ar a dozen times in as many min­utes. In the big arm­chair the pseu­do-gyp­sy was curled up. A brief toi­let had con­vert­ed the wiz­ened old wom­an’s face in­to that of a fas­ci­nat­ing­ly pret­ty girl. Wild­ly pic­turesque she looked in her ragged Ro­many garb. She held a cig­a­rette in her fin­gers and watched us through low­ered lash­es.

			Seem­ing­ly, with true Ori­en­tal fa­tal­ism, she was quite rec­on­ciled to her fate, and ev­er and anon she would be­stow up­on me a glance from her beau­ti­ful eyes which few men, I say with con­fi­dence, could have sus­tained un­moved. Though I could not be blind to the emo­tions of that pas­sion­ate East­ern soul, yet I strove not to think of them. Ac­com­plice of an arch-mur­der­er she might be; but she was dan­ger­ous­ly love­ly.

			“That man who was with you,” said Smith, sud­den­ly turn­ing up­on her, “was in Bur­ma up till quite re­cent­ly. He mur­dered a fish­er­man thir­ty miles above Prome on­ly a month be­fore I left. The D.S.P. had placed a thou­sand ru­pees on his head. Am I right?”

			The girl shrugged her shoul­ders.

			“Sup­pose—What then?” she asked.

			“Sup­pose I hand­ed you over to the po­lice?” sug­gest­ed Smith. But he spoke with­out con­vic­tion, for in the re­cent past we both had owed our lives to this girl.

			“As you please,” she replied. “The po­lice would learn noth­ing.”

			“You do not be­long to the Far East,” my friend said abrupt­ly. “You may have East­ern blood in your veins, but you are no kin of Fu-Manchu.”

			“That is true,” she ad­mit­ted, and knocked the ash from her cig­a­rette.

			“Will you tell me where to find Fu-Manchu?”

			She shrugged her shoul­ders again, glanc­ing elo­quent­ly in my di­rec­tion.

			Smith walked to the door.

			“I must make out my re­port, Petrie,” he said. “Look af­ter the pris­on­er.”

			And as the door closed soft­ly be­hind him I knew what was ex­pect­ed of me; but, hon­est­ly, I shirked my re­spon­si­bil­i­ty. What at­ti­tude should I adopt? How should I go about my del­i­cate task? In a quandary, I stood watch­ing the girl whom sin­gu­lar cir­cum­stances saw cap­tive in my rooms.

			“You do not think we would harm you?” I be­gan awk­ward­ly. “No harm shall come to you. Why will you not trust us?”

			She raised her bril­liant eyes.

			“Of what avail has your pro­tec­tion been to some of those oth­ers,” she said; “those oth­ers whom he has sought for?”

			Alas! it had been of none, and I knew it well. I thought I grasped the drift of her words.

			“You mean that if you speak, Fu-Manchu will find a way of killing you?”

			“Of killing me!” she flashed scorn­ful­ly. “Do I seem one to fear for my­self?”

			“Then what do you fear?” I asked, in sur­prise.

			She looked at me odd­ly.

			“When I was seized and sold for a slave,” she an­swered slow­ly, “my sis­ter was tak­en, too, and my broth­er—a child.” She spoke the word with a ten­der in­to­na­tion, and her slight ac­cent ren­dered it the more soft. “My sis­ter died in the desert. My broth­er lived. Bet­ter, far bet­ter, that he had died, too.”

			Her words im­pressed me in­tense­ly.

			“Of what are you speak­ing?” I ques­tioned. “You speak of slave-raids, of the desert. Where did these things take place? Of what coun­try are you?”

			“Does it mat­ter?” she ques­tioned in turn. “Of what coun­try am I? A slave has no coun­try, no name.”

			“No name!” I cried.

			“You may call me Kara­manèh,” she said. “As Kara­manèh I was sold to Dr. Fu-Manchu, and my broth­er al­so he pur­chased. We were cheap at the price he paid.” She laughed short­ly, wild­ly.

			“But he has spent a lot of mon­ey to ed­u­cate me. My broth­er is all that is left to me in the world to love, and he is in the pow­er of Dr. Fu-Manchu. You un­der­stand? It is up­on him the blow will fall. You ask me to fight against Fu-Manchu. You talk of pro­tec­tion. Did your pro­tec­tion save Sir Crich­ton Dav­ey?”

			I shook my head sad­ly.

			“You un­der­stand now why I can­not dis­obey my mas­ter’s or­ders—why, if I would, I dare not be­tray him.”

			I walked to the win­dow and looked out. How could I an­swer her ar­gu­ments? What could I say? I heard the rus­tle of her ragged skirts, and she who called her­self Kara­manèh stood be­side me. She laid her hand up­on my arm.

			“Let me go,” she plead­ed. “He will kill him! He will kill him!”

			Her voice shook with emo­tion.

			“He can­not re­venge him­self up­on your broth­er when you are in no way to blame,” I said an­gri­ly. “We ar­rest­ed you; you are not here of your own free will.”

			She drew her breath sharply, clutch­ing at my arm, and in her eyes I could read that she was forc­ing her mind to some ar­du­ous de­ci­sion.

			“Lis­ten.” She was speak­ing rapid­ly, ner­vous­ly. “If I help you to take Dr. Fu-Manchu—tell you where he is to be found alone—will you prom­ise me, solemn­ly prom­ise me, that you will im­me­di­ate­ly go to the place where I shall guide you and re­lease my broth­er; that you will let us both go free?”

			“I will,” I said, with­out hes­i­ta­tion. “You may rest as­sured of it.”

			“But there is a con­di­tion,” she added.

			“What is it?”

			“When I have told you where to cap­ture him you must re­lease me.”

			I hes­i­tat­ed. Smith of­ten had ac­cused me of weak­ness where this girl was con­cerned. What now was my plain du­ty? That she would ut­ter­ly de­cline to speak un­der any cir­cum­stances un­less it suit­ed her to do so I felt as­sured. If she spoke the truth, in her pro­posed bar­gain there was no per­son­al el­e­ment; her con­duct I now viewed in a new light. Hu­man­i­ty, I thought, dic­tat­ed that I ac­cept her pro­pos­al; pol­i­cy al­so.

			“I agree,” I said, and looked in­to her eyes, which were aflame now with emo­tion, an ex­cite­ment per­haps of an­tic­i­pa­tion, per­haps of fear.

			She laid her hands up­on my shoul­ders.

			“You will be care­ful?” she said plead­ing­ly.

			“For your sake,” I replied, “I shall.”

			“Not for my sake.”

			“Then for your broth­er’s.”

			“No.” Her voice had sunk to a whis­per. “For your own.”

		
	
		
			XVII

			A cool breeze met us, blow­ing from the low­er reach­es of the Thames. Far be­hind us twin­kled the dim lights of Low’s Cot­tages, the last reg­u­lar habi­ta­tions abut­ting up­on the marsh­es. Be­tween us and the cot­tages stretched half-a-mile of lush land through which at this sea­son there were, how­ev­er, nu­mer­ous dry paths. Be­fore us the flats again, a dull, mo­not­o­nous ex­panse be­neath the moon, with the prom­ise of the cool breeze that the riv­er flowed round the bend ahead. It was very qui­et. On­ly the sound of our foot­steps, as Nay­land Smith and I tramped steadi­ly to­wards our goal, broke the still­ness of that lone­ly place.

			Not once but many times, with­in the last twen­ty min­utes, I had thought that we were ill-ad­vised to ad­ven­ture alone up­on the cap­ture of the for­mi­da­ble Chi­nese doc­tor; but we were fol­low­ing out our com­pact with Kara­manèh; and one of her stip­u­la­tions had been that the po­lice must not be ac­quaint­ed with her share in the mat­ter.

			A light came in­to view far ahead of us.

			“That’s the light, Petrie,” said Smith. “If we keep that straight be­fore us, ac­cord­ing to our in­for­ma­tion we shall strike the hulk.”

			I grasped the re­volver in my pock­et, and the pres­ence of the lit­tle weapon was cu­ri­ous­ly re­as­sur­ing. I have en­deav­ored, per­haps in ex­ten­u­a­tion of my own fears, to ex­plain how about Dr. Fu-Manchu there rest­ed an at­mos­phere of hor­ror, pe­cu­liar, unique. He was not as oth­er men. The dread that he in­spired in all with whom he came in con­tact, the ter­rors which he con­trolled and hurled at whom­so­ev­er cum­bered his path, ren­dered him an ob­ject supreme­ly sin­is­ter. I de­spair of con­vey­ing to those who may read this ac­count any but the cold­est con­cep­tion of the man’s evil pow­er.

			Smith stopped sud­den­ly and grasped my arm. We stood lis­ten­ing. “What?” I asked.

			“You heard noth­ing?”

			I shook my head.

			Smith was peer­ing back over the marsh­es in his odd­ly alert way. He turned to me, and his tanned face wore a pe­cu­liar ex­pres­sion.

			“You don’t think it’s a trap?” he jerked. “We are trust­ing her blind­ly.”

			Strange it may seem, but some­thing with­in me rose in arms against the in­nu­en­do.

			“I don’t,” I said short­ly.

			He nod­ded. We pressed on.

			Ten min­utes’ steady tramp­ing brought us with­in sight of the Thames. Smith and I both had no­ticed how Fu-Manchu’s ac­tiv­i­ties cen­tered al­ways about the Lon­don riv­er. Un­doubt­ed­ly it was his high­way, his line of com­mu­ni­ca­tion, along which he moved his mys­te­ri­ous forces. The opi­um den off Shad­well High­way, the man­sion up­stream, at that hour a smol­der­ing shell; now the hulk ly­ing off the marsh­es. Al­ways he made his head­quar­ters up­on the riv­er. It was sig­nif­i­cant; and even if tonight’s ex­pe­di­tion should fail, this was a clue for our fu­ture guid­ance.

			“Bear to the right,” di­rect­ed Smith. “We must re­con­noi­ter be­fore mak­ing our at­tack.”

			We took a path that led di­rect­ly to the riv­er bank. Be­fore us lay the gray ex­panse of wa­ter, and out up­on it moved the busy ship­ping of the great mer­can­tile city. But this life of the riv­er seemed wide­ly re­moved from us. The lone­ly spot where we stood had no kin­ship with hu­man ac­tiv­i­ty. Its drea­ri­ness il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the bril­liant moon, it looked in­deed a fit set­ting for an act in such a dra­ma as that where­in we played our parts. When I had lain in the East End opi­um den, when up­on such an­oth­er night as this I had looked out up­on a peace­ful Nor­folk coun­try­side, the same knowl­edge of aloof­ness, of ut­ter de­tach­ment from the world of liv­ing men, had come to me.

			Silent­ly Smith stared out at the dis­tant mov­ing lights.

			“ ‘Kara­manèh’ mere­ly means a slave,” he said ir­rel­e­vant­ly.

			I made no com­ment.

			“There’s the hulk,” he added.

			The bank up­on which we stood dipped in mud slopes to the lev­el of the run­ning tide. Sea­ward it rose high­er, and by a nar­row in­let—for we per­ceived that we were up­on a kind of promon­to­ry—a rough pier showed. Be­neath it was a shad­owy shape in the patch of gloom which the moon threw far out up­on the soft­ly ed­dy­ing wa­ter. On­ly one dim light was vis­i­ble amid this dark­ness.

			“That will be the cab­in,” said Smith.

			Act­ing up­on our pre­ar­ranged plan, we turned and walked up on to the stag­ing above the hulk. A wood­en lad­der led out and down to the deck be­low, and was loose­ly lashed to a ring on the pier. With ev­ery mo­tion of the tidal wa­ters the lad­der rose and fell, its rings creak­ing harsh­ly, against the crazy rail­ing.

			“How are we go­ing to get down with­out be­ing de­tect­ed?” whis­pered Smith.

			“We’ve got to risk it,” I said grim­ly.

			With­out fur­ther words my friend climbed around on to the lad­der and com­menced to de­scend. I wait­ed un­til his head dis­ap­peared be­low the lev­el, and, clum­si­ly enough, pre­pared to fol­low him.

			The hulk at that mo­ment giv­ing an un­usu­al­ly heavy heave, I stum­bled, and for one breath­less mo­ment looked down up­on the glit­ter­ing sur­face streak­ing the dark­ness be­neath me. My foot had slipped, and but that I had a firm grip up­on the top rung, that in­stant, most prob­a­bly, had marked the end of my share in the fight with Fu-Manchu. As it was I had a nar­row es­cape. I felt some­thing slip from my hip pock­et, but the weird creak­ing of the lad­der, the groans of the la­bor­ing hulk, and the lap­ping of the waves about the stag­ing drowned the sound of the splash as my re­volver dropped in­to the riv­er.

			Rather white-faced, I think, I joined Smith on the deck. He had wit­nessed my ac­ci­dent, but—

			“We must risk it,” he whis­pered in my ear. “We dare not turn back now.”

			He plunged in­to the semi­dark­ness, mak­ing for the cab­in, I per­force fol­low­ing.

			At the bot­tom of the lad­der we came ful­ly in­to the light stream­ing out from the sin­gu­lar apart­ments at the en­trance to which we found our­selves. It was fit­ted up as a lab­o­ra­to­ry. A glimpse I had of shelves load­ed with jars and bot­tles, of a ta­ble strewn with sci­en­tif­ic para­pher­na­lia, with re­torts, with tubes of ex­tra­or­di­nary shapes, hold­ing liv­ing or­gan­isms, and with in­stru­ments—some of them of a form un­known to my ex­pe­ri­ence. I saw too that books, pa­pers and rolls of parch­ment lit­tered the bare wood­en floor. Then Smith’s voice rose above the con­fused sounds about me, in­ci­sive, com­mand­ing:

			“I have you cov­ered, Dr. Fu-Manchu!”

			For Fu-Manchu sat at the ta­ble.

			The pic­ture that he pre­sent­ed at that mo­ment is one which per­sis­tent­ly clings in my mem­o­ry. In his long, yel­low robe, his mask­like, in­tel­lec­tu­al face bent for­ward amongst the ri­ot of sin­gu­lar ob­jects up­on the ta­ble, his great, high brow gleam­ing in the light of the shad­ed lamp above him, and with the ab­nor­mal eyes, filmed and green, raised to us, he seemed a fig­ure from the realms of delir­i­um. But, most amaz­ing cir­cum­stance of all, he and his sur­round­ings tal­lied, al­most iden­ti­cal­ly, with the dream-pic­ture which had come to me as I lay chained in the cell!

			Some of the large jars about the place held anato­my spec­i­mens. A faint smell of opi­um hung in the air, and play­ing with the tas­sel of one of the cush­ions up­on which, as up­on a di­van, Fu-Manchu was seat­ed, leaped and chat­tered a lit­tle mar­moset.

			That was an elec­tric mo­ment. I was pre­pared for any­thing—for any­thing ex­cept for what re­al­ly hap­pened.

			The doc­tor’s won­der­ful, evil face be­trayed no hint of emo­tion. The lids flick­ered over the filmed eyes, and their green­ness grew mo­men­tar­i­ly brighter, and filmed over again.

			“Put up your hands!” rapped Smith, “and at­tempt no tricks.” His voice quiv­ered with ex­cite­ment. “The game’s up, Fu-Manchu. Find some­thing to tie him up with, Petrie.”

			I moved for­ward to Smith’s side, and was about to pass him in the nar­row door­way. The hulk moved be­neath our feet like a liv­ing thing groan­ing, creak­ing—and the wa­ter lapped about the rot­ten wood­work with a sound in­fin­ite­ly drea­ry.

			“Put up your hands!” or­dered Smith im­per­a­tive­ly.

			Fu-Manchu slow­ly raised his hands, and a smile dawned up­on the im­pas­sive fea­tures—a smile that had no mirth in it, on­ly men­ace, re­veal­ing as it did his even, dis­col­ored teeth, but leav­ing the filmed eyes inan­i­mate, dull, in­hu­man.

			He spoke soft­ly, sibi­lant­ly.

			“I would ad­vise Dr. Petrie to glance be­hind him be­fore he moves.”

			Smith’s keen gray eyes nev­er for a mo­ment quit­ted the speak­er. The gleam­ing bar­rel moved not a hair’s-breadth. But I glanced quick­ly over my shoul­der—and sti­fled a cry of pure hor­ror.

			A wicked, pock­marked face, with wolfish fangs bared, and jaun­diced eyes squint­ing oblique­ly in­to mine, was with­in two inch­es of me. A lean, brown hand and arm, the great thews stand­ing up like cords, held a cres­cent-shaped knife a frac­tion of an inch above my jugu­lar vein. A slight move­ment must have dis­patched me; a sweep of the fear­ful weapon, I doubt not, would have sev­ered my head from my body.

			“Smith!” I whis­pered hoarse­ly, “don’t look around. For God’s sake keep him cov­ered. But a da­coit has his knife at my throat!”

			Then, for the first time, Smith’s hand trem­bled. But his glance nev­er wa­vered from the ma­lig­nant, emo­tion­less coun­te­nance of Dr. Fu-Manchu. He clenched his teeth hard, so that the mus­cles stood out promi­nent­ly up­on his jaw.

			I sup­pose that si­lence which fol­lowed my aw­ful dis­cov­ery pre­vailed but a few sec­onds. To me those sec­onds were each a lin­ger­ing death.

			There, be­low, in that groan­ing hulk, I knew more of icy ter­ror than any of our meet­ings with the mur­der-group had brought to me be­fore; and through my brain throbbed a thought: the girl had be­trayed us!

			“You sup­posed that I was alone?” sug­gest­ed Fu-Manchu. “So I was.”

			Yet no trace of fear had bro­ken through the im­pas­sive yel­low mask when we had en­tered.

			“But my faith­ful ser­vant fol­lowed you,” he added. “I thank him. The hon­ors, Mr. Smith, are mine, I think?”

			Smith made no re­ply. I di­vined that he was think­ing fu­ri­ous­ly. Fu-Manchu moved his hand to ca­ress the mar­moset, which had leaped play­ful­ly up­on his shoul­der, and crouched there gib­ing at us in a whistling voice.

			“Don’t stir!” said Smith sav­age­ly. “I warn you!”

			Fu-Manchu kept his hand raised.

			“May I ask you how you dis­cov­ered my re­treat?” he asked.

			“This hulk has been watched since dawn,” lied Smith brazen­ly.

			“So?” The Doc­tor’s filmed eyes cleared for a mo­ment. “And to­day you com­pelled me to burn a house, and you have cap­tured one of my peo­ple, too. I con­grat­u­late you. She would not be­tray me though lashed with scor­pi­ons.”

			The great gleam­ing knife was so near to my neck that a sheet of notepa­per could scarce­ly have been slipped be­tween blade and vein, I think; but my heart throbbed even more wild­ly when I heard those words.

			“An im­passe,” said Fu-Manchu. “I have a pro­pos­al to make. I as­sume that you would not ac­cept my word for any­thing?”

			“I would not,” replied Smith prompt­ly.

			“There­fore,” pur­sued the Chi­na­man, and the oc­ca­sion­al gut­tural alone marred his per­fect Eng­lish, “I must ac­cept yours. Of your re­sources out­side this cab­in I know noth­ing. You, I take it, know as lit­tle of mine. My Burmese friend and Doc­tor Petrie will lead the way, then; you and I will fol­low. We will strike out across the marsh for, say, three hun­dred yards. You will then place your pis­tol on the ground, pledg­ing me your word to leave it there. I shall fur­ther re­quire your as­sur­ance that you will make no at­tempt up­on me un­til I have re­traced my steps. I and my good ser­vant will with­draw, leav­ing you, at the ex­pi­ra­tion of the spec­i­fied pe­ri­od, to act as you see fit. Is it agreed?”

			Smith hes­i­tat­ed. Then:

			“The da­coit must leave his knife al­so,” he stip­u­lat­ed. Fu-Manchu smiled his evil smile again.

			“Agreed. Shall I lead the way?”

			“No!” rapped Smith. “Petrie and the da­coit first; then you; I last.”

			A gut­tural word of com­mand from Fu-Manchu, and we left the cab­in, with its evil odors, its mor­tu­ary spec­i­mens, and its strange in­stru­ments, and in the or­der ar­ranged mount­ed to the deck.

			“It will be awk­ward on the lad­der,” said Fu-Manchu. “Dr. Petrie, I will ac­cept your word to ad­here to the terms.”

			“I prom­ise,” I said, the words al­most chok­ing me.

			We mount­ed the ris­ing and dip­ping lad­der, all reached the pier, and strode out across the flats, the Chi­na­man al­ways un­der close cov­er of Smith’s re­volver. Round about our feet, now leap­ing ahead, now gam­bol­ing back, came and went the mar­moset. The da­coit, dressed sole­ly in a dark loin­cloth, walked be­side me, car­ry­ing his huge knife, and some­times glanc­ing at me with his blood-lust­ful eyes. Nev­er be­fore, I ven­ture to say, had an au­tumn moon light­ed such a scene in that place.

			“Here we part,” said Fu-Manchu, and spoke an­oth­er word to his fol­low­er.

			The man threw his knife up­on the ground.

			“Search him, Petrie,” di­rect­ed Smith. “He may have a sec­ond con­cealed.”

			The Doc­tor con­sent­ed; and I passed my hands over the man’s scanty gar­ments.

			“Now search Fu-Manchu.”

			This al­so I did. And nev­er have I ex­pe­ri­enced a sim­i­lar sense of re­vul­sion from any hu­man be­ing. I shud­dered, as though I had touched a ven­omous rep­tile.

			Smith threw down his re­volver.

			“I curse my­self for an hon­or­able fool,” he said. “No one could dis­pute my right to shoot you dead where you stand.”

			Know­ing him as I did, I could tell from the sup­pressed pas­sion in Smith’s voice that on­ly by his un­hesi­tat­ing ac­cep­tance of my friend’s word, and im­plic­it faith in his keep­ing it, had Dr. Fu-Manchu es­caped just ret­ri­bu­tion at that mo­ment. Fiend though he was, I ad­mired his courage; for all this he, too, must have known.

			The Doc­tor turned, and with the da­coit walked back. Nay­land Smith’s next move filled me with sur­prise. For just as, silent­ly, I was thank­ing God for my es­cape, my friend be­gan shed­ding his coat, col­lar, and waist­coat.

			“Pock­et your valu­ables, and do the same,” he mut­tered hoarse­ly. “We have a poor chance but we are both fair­ly fit. Tonight, Petrie, we lit­er­al­ly have to run for our lives.”

			We live in a peace­ful age, where­in it falls to the lot of few men to owe their sur­vival to their fleet­ness of foot. At Smith’s words I re­al­ized in a flash that such was to be our fate tonight.

			I have said that the hulk lay off a sort of promon­to­ry. East and west, then, we had noth­ing to hope for. To the south was Fu-Manchu; and even as, stripped of our heav­ier gar­ments, we start­ed to run north­ward, the weird sig­nal of a da­coit rose on the night and was an­swered—was an­swered again.

			“Three, at least,” hissed Smith; “three armed da­coits. Hope­less.”

			“Take the re­volver,” I cried. “Smith, it’s—”

			“No,” he rapped, through clenched teeth. “A ser­vant of the Crown in the East makes his mot­to: ‘Keep your word, though it break your neck!’ I don’t think we need fear it be­ing used against us. Fu-Manchu avoids noisy meth­ods.”

			So back we ran, over the course by which, ear­li­er, we had come. It was, rough­ly, a mile to the first build­ing—a de­sert­ed cot­tage—and an­oth­er quar­ter of a mile to any that was oc­cu­pied.

			Our chance of meet­ing a liv­ing soul, oth­er than Fu-Manchu’s da­coits, was prac­ti­cal­ly nil.

			At first we ran eas­i­ly, for it was the sec­ond half-mile that would de­cide our fate. The pro­fes­sion­al mur­der­ers who pur­sued us ran like pan­thers, I knew; and I dare not al­low my mind to dwell up­on those yel­low fig­ures with the curved, gleam­ing knives. For a long time nei­ther of us looked back.

			On we ran, and on—silent­ly, dogged­ly.

			Then a hiss­ing breath from Smith warned me what to ex­pect.

			Should I, too, look back? Yes. It was im­pos­si­ble to re­sist the hor­rid fas­ci­na­tion.

			I threw a quick glance over my shoul­der.

			And nev­er while I live shall I for­get what I saw. Two of the pur­su­ing da­coits had out­dis­tanced their fel­low (or fel­lows), and were ac­tu­al­ly with­in three hun­dred yards of us.

			More like dread­ful an­i­mals they looked than hu­man be­ings, run­ning bent for­ward, with their faces cu­ri­ous­ly up­tilt­ed. The bril­liant moon­light gleamed up­on bared teeth, as I could see, even at that dis­tance, even in that quick, ag­o­nized glance, and it gleamed up­on the cres­cent-shaped knives.

			“As hard as you can go now,” pant­ed Smith. “We must make an at­tempt to break in­to the emp­ty cot­tage. On­ly chance.”

			I had nev­er in my younger days been a no­table run­ner; for Smith I can­not speak. But I am con­fi­dent that the next half-mile was done in time that would not have dis­graced a crack man. Not once again did ei­ther of us look back. Yard up­on yard we raced for­ward to­geth­er. My heart seemed to be burst­ing. My leg mus­cles throbbed with pain. At last, with the emp­ty cot­tage in sight, it came to that pass with me when an­oth­er three yards looks as unattain­able as three miles. Once I stum­bled.

			“My God!” came from Smith weak­ly.

			But I re­cov­ered my­self. Bare feet pat­tered close up­on our heels, and pant­ing breaths told how even Fu-Manchu’s blood­hounds were hard put to it by the killing pace we had made.

			“Smith,” I whis­pered, “look in front. Some­one!”

			As through a red mist I had seen a dark shape de­tach it­self from the shad­ows of the cot­tage, and merge in­to them again. It could on­ly be an­oth­er da­coit; but Smith, not heed­ing, or not hear­ing, my faint­ly whis­pered words, crashed open the gate and hurled him­self blind­ly at the door.

			It burst open be­fore him with a re­sound­ing boom, and he pitched for­ward in­to the in­te­ri­or dark­ness. Flat up­on the floor he lay, for as, with a last ef­fort, I gained the thresh­old and dragged my­self with­in, I al­most fell over his re­cum­bent body.

			Mad­ly I snatched at the door. His foot held it open. I kicked the foot away, and banged the door to. As I turned, the lead­ing da­coit, his eyes start­ing from their sock­ets, his face the face of a de­mon leaped wild­ly through the gate­way.

			That Smith had burst the latch I felt as­sured, but by some di­vine ac­ci­dent my weak hands found the bolt. With the last ounce of strength spared to me I thrust it home in the rusty sock­et—as a full six inch­es of shin­ing steel split the mid­dle pan­el and pro­trud­ed above my head.

			I dropped, sprawl­ing, be­side my friend.

			A ter­rif­ic blow shat­tered ev­ery pane of glass in the soli­tary win­dow, and one of the grin­ning an­i­mal faces looked in.

			“Sor­ry, old man,” whis­pered Smith, and his voice was bare­ly au­di­ble. Weak­ly he grasped my hand. “My fault. I shouldn’t have let you come.”

			From the cor­ner of the room where the black shad­ows lay flicked a long tongue of flame. Muf­fled, stac­ca­to, came the re­port. And the yel­low face at the win­dow was blot­ted out.

			One wild cry, end­ing in a rat­tling gasp, told of a da­coit gone to his ac­count.

			A gray fig­ure glid­ed past me and was sil­hou­et­ted against the bro­ken win­dow.

			Again the pis­tol sent its mes­sage in­to the night, and again came the re­ply to tell how well and tru­ly that mes­sage had been de­liv­ered. In the still­ness, in­tense by sharp con­trast, the sound of bare soles pat­ter­ing up­on the path out­side stole to me. Two run­ners, I thought there were, so that four da­coits must have been up­on our trail. The room was full of pun­gent smoke. I stag­gered to my feet as the gray fig­ure with the re­volver turned to­wards me. Some­thing fa­mil­iar there was in that long, gray gar­ment, and now I per­ceived why I had thought so.

			It was my gray rain­coat.

			“Kara­manèh,” I whis­pered.

			And Smith, with dif­fi­cul­ty, sup­port­ing him­self up­right, and hold­ing fast to the ledge be­side the door, mut­tered some­thing hoarse­ly, which sound­ed like “God bless her!”

			The girl, trem­bling now, placed her hands up­on my shoul­ders with that quaint, pa­thet­ic ges­ture pe­cu­liar­ly her own.

			“I fol­lowed you,” she said. “Did you not know I should fol­low you? But I had to hide be­cause of an­oth­er who was fol­low­ing al­so. I had but just reached this place when I saw you run­ning to­wards me.”

			She broke off and turned to Smith.

			“This is your pis­tol,” she said naive­ly. “I found it in your bag. Will you please take it?”

			He took it with­out a word. Per­haps he could not trust him­self to speak.

			“Now go. Hur­ry!” she said. “You are not safe yet.”

			“But you?” I asked.

			“You have failed,” she replied. “I must go back to him. There is no oth­er way.”

			Strange­ly sick at heart for a man who has just had a mirac­u­lous es­cape from death, I opened the door. Coat­less, di­sheveled fig­ures, my friend and I stepped out in­to the moon­light.

			Hideous un­der the pale rays lay the two dead men, their glazed eyes up­cast to the peace of the blue heav­ens. Kara­manèh had shot to kill, for both had bul­lets in their brains. If God ev­er planned a more com­plex na­ture than hers—a na­ture more tu­mul­tuous with con­flict­ing pas­sions, I can­not con­ceive of it. Yet her beau­ty was of the sweet­est; and in some re­spects she had the heart of a child—this girl who could shoot so straight.

			“We must send the po­lice tonight,” said Smith. “Or the pa­pers—”

			“Hur­ry,” came the girl’s voice com­mand­ing­ly from the dark­ness of the cot­tage.

			It was a sin­gu­lar sit­u­a­tion. My very soul re­belled against it. But what could we do?

			“Tell us where we can com­mu­ni­cate,” be­gan Smith.

			“Hur­ry. I shall be sus­pect­ed. Do you want him to kill me?”

			We moved away. All was very still now, and the lights glim­mered faint­ly ahead. Not a wisp of cloud brushed the moon’s disk.

			“Good night, Kara­manèh,” I whis­pered soft­ly.

		
	
		
			XVIII

			To pur­sue fur­ther the ad­ven­ture on the marsh­es would be a task at once use­less and thank­less. In its ac­tu­al and in its dra­mat­ic sig­nif­i­cance it con­clud­ed with our part­ing from Kara­manèh. And in that part­ing I learned what Shake­speare meant by “Sweet Sor­row.”

			There was a world, I learned, up­on the con­fines of which I stood, a world whose very ex­is­tence hith­er­to had been un­sus­pect­ed. Not the least of the mys­ter­ies which peeped from the dark­ness was the mys­tery of the heart of Kara­manèh. I sought to for­get her. I sought to re­mem­ber her. In­deed, in the lat­ter task I found one more con­ge­nial, yet, in the di­rec­tion and ex­tent of the ideas which it en­gen­dered, one that led me to a precipice.

			East and West may not in­ter­min­gle. As a stu­dent of world-poli­cies, as a physi­cian, I ad­mit­ted, could not de­ny, that truth. Again, if Kara­manèh were to be cred­it­ed, she had come to Fu-Manchu a slave; had fall­en in­to the hands of the raiders; had crossed the desert with the slave-driv­ers; had known the house of the slave-deal­er. Could it be? With the fad­ing of the cres­cent of Is­lam I had thought such things to have passed.

			But if it were so?

			At the mere thought of a girl so de­li­cious­ly beau­ti­ful in the bru­tal pow­er of slavers, I found my­self grind­ing my teeth—clos­ing my eyes in a fu­tile at­tempt to blot out the pic­tures called up.

			Then, at such times, I would find my­self dis­cred­it­ing her sto­ry. Again, I would find my­self won­der­ing, vague­ly, why such prob­lems per­sis­tent­ly haunt­ed my mind. But, al­ways, my heart had an an­swer. And I was a med­i­cal man, who sought to build up a fam­i­ly prac­tice!—who, in short, a very lit­tle time ago, had thought him­self past the hot fol­lies of youth and en­tered up­on that staid phase of life where­in the dai­ly prob­lems of the med­i­cal pro­fes­sion hold ab­so­lute sway and such se­duc­tive fol­lies as dark eyes and red lips find—no place—are ex­clud­ed!

			But it is for­eign from the pur­pose of this plain record to en­list sym­pa­thy for the recorder. The top­ic up­on which, here, I have ven­tured to touch was one fas­ci­nat­ing enough to me; I can­not hope that it holds equal charm for any oth­er. Let us re­turn to that which it is my du­ty to nar­rate and let us for­get my brief di­gres­sion.

			It is a fact, sin­gu­lar, but true, that few Lon­don­ers know Lon­don. Un­der the guid­ance of my friend, Nay­land Smith, I had learned, since his re­turn from Bur­ma, how there are haunts in the very heart of the me­trop­o­lis whose ex­is­tence is un­sus­pect­ed by all but the few; places un­known even to the ubiq­ui­tous copy-hunt­ing press­man.

			In­to a qui­et thor­ough­fare not two min­utes’ walk from the puls­ing life of Leices­ter Square, Smith led the way. Be­fore a door sand­wiched in be­tween two dingy shopfronts he paused and turned to me.

			“What­ev­er you see or hear,” he cau­tioned, “ex­press no sur­prise.”

			A cab had dropped us at the cor­ner. We both wore dark suits and fez caps with black silk tas­sels. My com­plex­ion had been ar­ti­fi­cial­ly re­duced to a shade re­sem­bling the deep tan of my friend’s. He rang the bell be­side the door.

			Al­most im­me­di­ate­ly it was opened by a ne­gro wom­an—gross, hideous­ly ug­ly.

			Smith ut­tered some­thing in vol­u­ble Ara­bic. As a lin­guist his at­tain­ments were a con­stant source of sur­prise. The jar­gons of the East, Far and Near, he spoke as his moth­er tongue. The wom­an im­me­di­ate­ly dis­played the ut­most ser­vil­i­ty, ush­er­ing us in­to an ill-light­ed pas­sage, with ev­ery ev­i­dence of pro­found re­spect. Fol­low­ing this pas­sage, and pass­ing an in­ner door, from be­yond whence pro­ceed­ed bursts of dis­cor­dant mu­sic, we en­tered a lit­tle room bare of fur­ni­ture, with coarse mat­ting for mu­ral dec­o­ra­tions, and a pat­tern­less red car­pet on the floor. In a niche burned a com­mon met­al lamp.

			The negress left us, and close up­on her de­par­ture en­tered a very aged man with a long pa­tri­ar­chal beard, who greet­ed my friend with dig­ni­fied cour­tesy. Fol­low­ing a brief con­ver­sa­tion, the aged Arab—for such he ap­peared to be—drew aside a strip of mat­ting, re­veal­ing a dark re­cess. Plac­ing his fin­ger up­on his lips, he silent­ly in­vit­ed us to en­ter.

			We did so, and the mat was dropped be­hind us. The sounds of crude mu­sic were now much plain­er, and as Smith slipped a lit­tle shut­ter aside I gave a start of sur­prise.

			Be­yond lay a fair­ly large apart­ment, hav­ing di­vans or low seats around three of its walls. These di­vans were oc­cu­pied by a mot­ley com­pa­ny of Turks, Egyp­tians, Greeks, and oth­ers; and I not­ed two Chi­nese. Most of them smoked cig­a­rettes, and some were drink­ing. A girl was per­form­ing a sin­u­ous dance up­on the square car­pet oc­cu­py­ing the cen­ter of the floor, ac­com­pa­nied by a young ne­gro wom­an up­on a gui­tar and by sev­er­al mem­bers of the as­sem­bly who clapped their hands to the mu­sic or hummed a low, mo­not­o­nous melody.

			Short­ly af­ter our en­trance in­to the pas­sage the dance ter­mi­nat­ed, and the dancer fled through a cur­tained door at the far­ther end of the room. A buzz of con­ver­sa­tion arose.

			“It is a sort of com­bined wekaleh and place of en­ter­tain­ment for a cer­tain class of Ori­en­tal res­i­dents in, or vis­it­ing, Lon­don,” Smith whis­pered. “The old gen­tle­man who has just left us is the pro­pri­etor or host. I have been here be­fore on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions, but have al­ways drawn blank.”

			He was peer­ing out ea­ger­ly in­to the strange clu­b­room.

			“Whom do you ex­pect to find here?” I asked.

			“It is a rec­og­nized meet­ing-place,” said Smith in my ear. “It is al­most a cer­tain­ty that some of the Fu-Manchu group use it at times.”

			Cu­ri­ous­ly I sur­veyed all these faces which were vis­i­ble from the spy­hole. My eyes rest­ed par­tic­u­lar­ly up­on the two Chi­na­men.

			“Do you rec­og­nize any­one?” I whis­pered.

			“S-sh!”

			Smith was cran­ing his neck so as to com­mand a sight of the door­way. He ob­struct­ed my view, and on­ly by his tense at­ti­tude and some sub­tle wave of ex­cite­ment which he com­mu­ni­cat­ed to me did I know that a new ar­rival was en­ter­ing. The hum of con­ver­sa­tion died away, and in the en­su­ing si­lence I heard the rus­tle of draperies. The new­com­er was a wom­an, then. Fear­ful of mak­ing any noise I yet man­aged to get my eyes to the lev­el of the shut­ter.

			A wom­an in an el­e­gant, flame-col­ored opera cloak was cross­ing the floor and com­ing in the di­rec­tion of the spot where we were con­cealed. She wore a soft silk scarf about her head, a fold part­ly draped across her face. A mo­men­tary view I had of her—and wild­ly in­con­gru­ous she looked in that place—and she had dis­ap­peared from sight, hav­ing ap­proached some­one in­vis­i­ble who sat up­on the di­van im­me­di­ate­ly be­neath our point of van­tage.

			From the way in which the com­pa­ny gazed to­wards her, I di­vined that she was no habitué of the place, but that her pres­ence there was as great­ly sur­pris­ing to those in the room as it was to me.

			Whom could she be, this el­e­gant la­dy who vis­it­ed such a haunt—who, it would seem, was so anx­ious to dis­guise her iden­ti­ty, but who was dressed for a so­ci­ety func­tion rather than for a mid­night ex­pe­di­tion of so un­usu­al a char­ac­ter?

			I be­gan a whis­pered ques­tion, but Smith tugged at my arm to si­lence me. His ex­cite­ment was in­tense. Had his keen­er pow­ers en­abled him to rec­og­nize the un­known?

			A faint but most pe­cu­liar per­fume stole to my nos­trils, a per­fume which seemed to con­tain the very soul of East­ern mys­tery. On­ly one wom­an known to me used that per­fume—Kara­manèh.

			Then it was she!

			At last my friend’s vig­i­lance had been re­ward­ed. Ea­ger­ly I bent for­ward. Smith lit­er­al­ly quiv­ered in an­tic­i­pa­tion of a dis­cov­ery. Again the strange per­fume was waft­ed to our hid­ing-place; and, glanc­ing nei­ther to right nor left, I saw Kara­manèh—for that it was she I no longer doubt­ed—re­cross the room and dis­ap­pear.

			“The man she spoke to,” hissed Smith. “We must see him! We must have him!”

			He pulled the mat aside and stepped out in­to the an­te­room. It was emp­ty. Down the pas­sage he led, and we were al­most come to the door of the big room when it was thrown open and a man came rapid­ly out, opened the street door be­fore Smith could reach him, and was gone, slam­ming it fast.

			I can swear that we were not four sec­onds be­hind him, but when we gained the street it was emp­ty. Our quar­ry had dis­ap­peared as if by mag­ic. A big car was just turn­ing the cor­ner to­wards Leices­ter Square.

			“That is the girl,” rapped Smith; “but where in Heav­en’s name is the man to whom she brought the mes­sage? I would give a hun­dred pounds to know what busi­ness is afoot. To think that we have had such an op­por­tu­ni­ty and have thrown it away!”

			An­gry and non­plussed he stood at the cor­ner, look­ing in the di­rec­tion of the crowd­ed thor­ough­fare in­to which the car had been driv­en, tug­ging at the lobe of his ear, as was his habit in such mo­ments of per­plex­i­ty, and sharply click­ing his teeth to­geth­er. I, too, was very thought­ful. Clues were few enough in those days of our war with that gi­ant an­tag­o­nist. The mere thought that our tri­fling er­ror of judg­ment tonight in tar­ry­ing a mo­ment too long might mean the vic­to­ry of Fu-Manchu, might mean the turn­ing of the bal­ance which a wise prov­i­dence had ad­just­ed be­tween the white and yel­low races, was ap­palling.

			To Smith and me, who knew some­thing of the se­cret in­flu­ences at work to over­throw the In­di­an Em­pire, to place, it might be, the whole of Eu­rope and Amer­i­ca be­neath an East­ern rule, it seemed that a great yel­low hand was stretched out over Lon­don. Doc­tor Fu-Manchu was a men­ace to the civ­i­lized world. Yet his very ex­is­tence re­mained un­sus­pect­ed by the mil­lions whose fate he sought to com­mand.

			“In­to what dark scheme have we had a glimpse?” said Smith. “What state se­cret is to be filched? What faith­ful ser­vant of the British Raj to be spir­it­ed away? Up­on whom now has Fu-Manchu set his death seal?”

			“Kara­manèh on this oc­ca­sion may not have been act­ing as an emis­sary of the Doc­tor’s.”

			“I feel as­sured that she was, Petrie. Of the many whom this yel­low cloud may at any mo­ment en­vel­op, to which one did her mes­sage re­fer? The man’s in­struc­tions were ur­gent. Wit­ness his hasty de­par­ture. Curse it!” He dashed his right clenched fist in­to the palm of his left hand. “I nev­er had a glimpse of his face, first to last. To think of the hours I have spent in that place, in an­tic­i­pa­tion of just such a meet­ing—on­ly to bun­gle the op­por­tu­ni­ty when it arose!” Scarce heed­ing what course we fol­lowed, we had come now to Pic­cadil­ly Cir­cus, and had walked out in­to the heart of the night’s traf­fic. I just dragged Smith aside in time to save him from the off-front wheel of a big Mer­cedes. Then the traf­fic was blocked, and we found our­selves dan­ger­ous­ly penned in amidst the press of ve­hi­cles.

			Some­how we ex­tri­cat­ed our­selves, jeered at by taxi-driv­ers, who nat­u­ral­ly took us for two sim­ple Ori­en­tal vis­i­tors, and just be­fore that im­pass­able bar­ri­er the arm of a Lon­don po­lice­man was low­ered and the stream moved on a faint breath of per­fume be­came per­cep­ti­ble to me.

			The cabs and cars about us were ac­tu­al­ly be­gin­ning to move again, and there was noth­ing for it but a hasty re­treat to the curb. I could not pause to glance be­hind, but in­stinc­tive­ly I knew that some­one—some­one who used that rare, fra­grant essence—was lean­ing from the win­dow of the car.

			“An­daman—sec­ond!” float­ed a soft whis­per.

			We gained the pave­ment as the pent-up traf­fic roared up­on its way.

			Smith had not no­ticed the per­fume worn by the un­seen oc­cu­pant of the car, had not de­tect­ed the whis­pered words. But I had no rea­son to doubt my sens­es, and I knew be­yond ques­tion that Fu-Manchu’s love­ly slave, Kara­manèh, had been with­in a yard of us, had rec­og­nized us, and had ut­tered those words for our guid­ance.

			On re­gain­ing my rooms, we de­vot­ed a whole hour to con­sid­er­ing what “An­daman—sec­ond” could pos­si­bly mean.

			“Hang it all!” cried Smith, “it might mean any­thing—the re­sult of a race, for in­stance.”

			He burst in­to one of his rare laughs, and be­gan to stuff broad­cut mix­ture in­to his bri­ar. I could see that he had no in­ten­tion of turn­ing in.

			“I can think of no one—no one of note—in Lon­don at present up­on whom it is like­ly that Fu-Manchu would make an at­tempt,” he said, “ex­cept our­selves.”

			We be­gan me­thod­i­cal­ly to go through the long list of names which we had com­piled and to re­view our elab­o­rate notes. When, at last, I turned in, the night had giv­en place to a new day. But sleep evad­ed me, and “An­daman—sec­ond” danced like a mock­ing phan­tom through my brain.

			Then I heard the tele­phone bell. I heard Smith speak­ing.

			A minute af­ter­wards he was in my room, his face very grim.

			“I knew as well as if I’d seen it with my own eyes that some black busi­ness was afoot last night,” he said. “And it was. With­in pis­tol-shot of us! Some­one has got at Frank Nor­ris West. In­spec­tor Wey­mouth has just been on the phone.”

			“Nor­ris West!” I cried, “the Amer­i­can avi­a­tor—and in­ven­tor—”

			“Of the West aero-tor­pe­do—yes. He’s been of­fer­ing it to the Eng­lish War Of­fice, and they have de­layed too long.”

			I got out of bed.

			“What do you mean?”

			“I mean that the po­ten­tial­i­ties have at­tract­ed the at­ten­tion of Dr. Fu-Manchu!”

			Those words op­er­at­ed elec­tri­cal­ly. I do not know how long I was in dress­ing, how long a time elapsed ere the cab for which Smith had phoned ar­rived, how many pre­cious min­utes were lost up­on the jour­ney; but, in a ner­vous whirl, these things slipped in­to the past, like the tele­graph poles seen from the win­dow of an ex­press, and, still in that tense state, we came up­on the scene of this new­est out­rage.

			Mr. Nor­ris West, whose lean, sto­ic face had lat­ter­ly fig­ured so of­ten in the dai­ly press, lay up­on the floor in the lit­tle en­trance hall of his cham­bers, flat up­on his back, with the tele­phone re­ceiv­er in his hand.

			The out­er door had been forced by the po­lice. They had had to re­move a piece of the pan­el­ing to get at the bolt. A med­i­cal man was lean­ing over the re­cum­bent fig­ure in the striped pa­ja­ma suit, and De­tec­tive-In­spec­tor Wey­mouth stood watch­ing him as Smith and I en­tered.

			“He has been heav­i­ly drugged,” said the Doc­tor, sniff­ing at West’s lips, “but I can­not say what drug has been used. It isn’t chlo­ro­form or any­thing of that na­ture. He can safe­ly be left to sleep it off, I think.”

			I agreed, af­ter a brief ex­am­i­na­tion.

			“It’s most ex­tra­or­di­nary,” said Wey­mouth. “He rang up the Yard about an hour ago and said his cham­bers had been in­vad­ed by Chi­na­men. Then the man at the phone plain­ly heard him fall. When we got here his front door was bolt­ed, as you’ve seen, and the win­dows are three floors up. Noth­ing is dis­turbed.”

			“The plans of the aero-tor­pe­do?” rapped Smith.

			“I take it they are in the safe in his bed­room,” replied the de­tec­tive, “and that is locked all right. I think he must have tak­en an over­dose of some­thing and had il­lu­sions. But in case there was any­thing in what he mum­bled (you could hard­ly un­der­stand him) I thought it as well to send for you.”

			“Quite right,” said Smith rapid­ly. His eyes shone like steel. “Lay him on the bed, In­spec­tor.”

			It was done, and my friend walked in­to the bed­room.

			Save that the bed was dis­or­dered, show­ing that West had been sleep­ing in it, there were no ev­i­dences of the ex­tra­or­di­nary in­va­sion men­tioned by the drugged man. It was a small room—the cham­bers were of that kind which are let fur­nished—and very neat. A safe with a com­bi­na­tion lock stood in a cor­ner. The win­dow was open about a foot at the top. Smith tried the safe and found it fast. He stood for a mo­ment click­ing his teeth to­geth­er, by which I knew him to be per­plexed. He walked over to the win­dow and threw it up. We both looked out.

			“You see,” came Wey­mouth’s voice, “it is al­to­geth­er too far from the court be­low for our cun­ning Chi­nese friends to have fixed a lad­der with one of their bam­boo rod ar­range­ments. And, even if they could get up there, it’s too far down from the roof—two more sto­ries—for them to have fixed it from there.”

			Smith nod­ded thought­ful­ly, at the same time try­ing the strength of an iron bar which ran from side to side of the win­dowsill. Sud­den­ly he stooped, with a sharp ex­cla­ma­tion. Bend­ing over his shoul­der I saw what it was that had at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion.

			Clear­ly im­print­ed up­on the dust-coat­ed gray stone of the sill was a con­fused se­ries of marks—tracks—call them what you will.

			Smith straight­ened him­self and turned a won­der­ing look up­on me.

			“What is it, Petrie?” he said amazed­ly. “Some kind of bird has been here, and re­cent­ly.” In­spec­tor Wey­mouth in turn ex­am­ined the marks.

			“I nev­er saw bird tracks like these, Mr. Smith,” he mut­tered.

			Smith was tug­ging at the lobe of his ear.

			“No,” he re­turned re­flec­tive­ly; “come to think of it, nei­ther did I.”

			He twist­ed around, look­ing at the man on the bed.

			“Do you think it was all an il­lu­sion?” asked the de­tec­tive.

			“What about those marks on the win­dowsill?” jerked Smith.

			He be­gan rest­less­ly pac­ing about the room, some­times stop­ping be­fore the locked safe and fre­quent­ly glanc­ing at Nor­ris West.

			Sud­den­ly he walked out and briefly ex­am­ined the oth­er apart­ments, on­ly to re­turn again to the bed­room.

			“Petrie,” he said, “we are los­ing valu­able time. West must be aroused.”

			In­spec­tor Wey­mouth stared.

			Smith turned to me im­pa­tient­ly. The doc­tor sum­moned by the po­lice had gone. “Is there no means of arous­ing him, Petrie?” he said.

			“Doubt­less,” I replied, “he could be re­vived if one but knew what drug he had tak­en.”

			My friend be­gan his rest­less pac­ing again, and sud­den­ly pounced up­on a lit­tle phial of tabloids which had been hid­den be­hind some books on a shelf near the bed. He ut­tered a tri­umphant ex­cla­ma­tion.

			“See what we have here, Petrie!” he di­rect­ed, hand­ing the phial to me. “It bears no la­bel.”

			I crushed one of the tabloids in my palm and ap­plied my tongue to the pow­der.

			“Some prepa­ra­tion of chlo­ral hy­drate,” I pro­nounced.

			“A sleep­ing draught?” sug­gest­ed Smith ea­ger­ly.

			“We might try,” I said, and scrib­bled a for­mu­la up­on a leaf of my note­book. I asked Wey­mouth to send the man who ac­com­pa­nied him to call up the near­est chemist and pro­cure the an­ti­dote.

			Dur­ing the man’s ab­sence Smith stood con­tem­plat­ing the un­con­scious in­ven­tor, a pe­cu­liar ex­pres­sion up­on his bronzed face.

			“An­daman—sec­ond,” he mut­tered. “Shall we find the key to the rid­dle here, I won­der?”

			In­spec­tor Wey­mouth, who had con­clud­ed, I think, that the mys­te­ri­ous tele­phone call was due to men­tal aber­ra­tion on the part of Nor­ris West, was gnaw­ing at his mus­tache im­pa­tient­ly when his as­sis­tant re­turned. I ad­min­is­tered the pow­er­ful restora­tive, and al­though, as lat­er tran­spired, chlo­ral was not re­spon­si­ble for West’s con­di­tion, the an­ti­dote op­er­at­ed suc­cess­ful­ly.

			Nor­ris West strug­gled in­to a sit­ting po­si­tion, and looked about him with hag­gard eyes.

			“The Chi­na­men! The Chi­na­men!” he mut­tered.

			He sprang to his feet, glar­ing wild­ly at Smith and me, reeled, and al­most fell.

			“It is all right,” I said, sup­port­ing him. “I’m a doc­tor. You have been un­well.”

			“Have the po­lice come?” he burst out. “The safe—try the safe!”

			“It’s all right,” said In­spec­tor Wey­mouth. “The safe is locked—un­less some­one else knows the com­bi­na­tion, there’s noth­ing to wor­ry about.”

			“No one else knows it,” said West, and stag­gered un­steadi­ly to the safe. Clear­ly his mind was in a dazed con­di­tion, but, set­ting his jaw with a cu­ri­ous ex­pres­sion of grim de­ter­mi­na­tion, he col­lect­ed his thoughts and opened the safe.

			He bent down, look­ing in.

			In some way the knowl­edge came to me that the cur­tain was about to rise on a new and sur­pris­ing act in the Fu-Manchu dra­ma.

			“God!” he whis­pered—we could scarce­ly hear him—“the plans are gone!”

		
	
		
			XIX

			I have nev­er seen a man quite so sur­prised as In­spec­tor Wey­mouth.

			“This is ab­so­lute­ly in­cred­i­ble!” he said. “There’s on­ly one door to your cham­bers. We found it bolt­ed from the in­side.”

			“Yes,” groaned West, press­ing his hand to his fore­head. “I bolt­ed it my­self at eleven o’clock, when I came in.”

			“No hu­man be­ing could climb up or down to your win­dows. The plans of the aero-tor­pe­do were in­side a safe.”

			“I put them there my­self,” said West, “on re­turn­ing from the War Of­fice, and I had oc­ca­sion to con­sult them af­ter I had come in and bolt­ed the door. I re­turned them to the safe and locked it. That it was still locked you saw for your­selves, and no one else in the world knows the com­bi­na­tion.”

			“But the plans have gone,” said Wey­mouth. “It’s mag­ic! How was it done? What hap­pened last night, sir? What did you mean when you rang us up?”

			Smith dur­ing this col­lo­quy was pac­ing rapid­ly up and down the room. He turned abrupt­ly to the avi­a­tor.

			“Ev­ery fact you can re­mem­ber, Mr. West, please,” he said terse­ly; “and be as brief as you pos­si­bly can.”

			“I came in, as I said,” ex­plained West, “about eleven o’clock and hav­ing made some notes re­lat­ing to an in­ter­view ar­ranged for this morn­ing, I locked the plans in the safe and turned in.”

			“There was no one hid­den any­where in your cham­bers?” snapped Smith.

			“There was not,” replied West. “I looked. I in­vari­ably do. Al­most im­me­di­ate­ly, I went to sleep.”

			“How many chlo­ral tabloids did you take?” I in­ter­rupt­ed.

			Nor­ris West turned to me with a slow smile.

			“You’re cute, Doc­tor,” he said. “I took two. It’s a bad habit, but I can’t sleep with­out. They are spe­cial­ly made up for me by a firm in Phil­a­del­phia.”

			“How long sleep last­ed, when it be­came filled with un­can­ny dreams, and when those dreams merged in­to re­al­i­ty, I do not know—shall nev­er know, I sup­pose. But out of the dream­less void a face came to me—clos­er—clos­er—and peered in­to mine.

			“I was in that cu­ri­ous con­di­tion where­in one knows that one is dream­ing and seeks to awak­en—to es­cape. But a night­mare-like op­pres­sion held me. So I must lie and gaze in­to the seared yel­low face that hung over me, for it would drop so close that I could trace the ci­ca­trized scar run­ning from the left ear to the cor­ner of the mouth, and draw­ing up the lip like the lip of a snarling cur. I could look in­to the ma­lig­nant, jaun­diced eyes; I could hear the dim whis­per­ing of the dis­tort­ed mouth—whis­per­ing that seemed to coun­sel some­thing—some­thing evil. That whis­per­ing in­ti­ma­cy was in­de­scrib­ably re­pul­sive. Then the wicked yel­low face would be with­drawn, and would re­cede un­til it be­came as a pin’s head in the dark­ness far above me—al­most like a gluti­nous, liq­uid thing.

			“Some­how I got up­on my feet, or dreamed I did—God knows where dream­ing end­ed and re­al­i­ty be­gan. Gen­tle­men, maybe you’ll con­clude I went mad last night, but as I stood hold­ing on to the bedrail I heard the blood throb­bing through my ar­ter­ies with a noise like a screw-pro­pel­ler. I start­ed laugh­ing. The laugh­ter is­sued from my lips with a shrill whistling sound that pierced me with phys­i­cal pain and seemed to wake the echoes of the whole block. I thought my­self I was go­ing mad, and I tried to com­mand my will—to break the pow­er of the chlo­ral—for I con­clud­ed that I had ac­ci­den­tal­ly tak­en an over­dose.

			“Then the walls of my bed­room start­ed to re­cede, till at last I stood hold­ing on to a bed which had shrunk to the size of a doll’s cot, in the mid­dle of a room like Trafal­gar Square! That win­dow yon­der was such a long way off I could scarce­ly see it, but I could just de­tect a Chi­na­man—the own­er of the evil yel­low face—creep­ing through it. He was fol­lowed by an­oth­er, who was enor­mous­ly tall—so tall that, as they came to­wards me (and it seemed to take them some­thing like half-an-hour to cross this in­cred­i­ble apart­ment in my dream), the sec­ond Chi­na­man seemed to tow­er over me like a cy­press-tree.

			“I looked up to his face—his wicked, hair­less face. Mr. Smith, what­ev­er age I live to, I’ll nev­er for­get that face I saw last night—or did I see it? God knows! The point­ed chin, the great dome of a fore­head, and the eyes—heav­ens above, the huge green eyes!”

			He shook like a sick man, and I glanced at Smith sig­nif­i­cant­ly. In­spec­tor Wey­mouth was stroking his mus­tache, and his min­gled ex­pres­sion of in­creduli­ty and cu­rios­i­ty was sin­gu­lar to be­hold.

			“The pump­ing of my blood,” con­tin­ued West, “seemed to be burst­ing my body; the room kept ex­pand­ing and con­tract­ing. One time the ceil­ing would be press­ing down on my head, and the Chi­na­men—some­times I thought there were two of them, some­times twen­ty—be­came dwarfs; the next in­stant it shot up like the roof of a cathe­dral.

			“ ‘Can I be awake,’ I whis­pered, ‘or am I dream­ing?’

			“My whis­per went sweep­ing in windy echoes about the walls, and was lost in the shad­owy dis­tances up un­der the in­vis­i­ble roof.

			“ ‘You are dream­ing—yes.’ It was the Chi­na­man with the green eyes who was ad­dress­ing me, and the words that he ut­tered ap­peared to oc­cu­py an im­mea­sur­able time in the ut­ter­ance. ‘But at will I can ren­der the sub­jec­tive ob­jec­tive.’ I don’t think I can have dreamed those sin­gu­lar words, gen­tle­men.

			“And then he fixed the green eyes up­on me—the blaz­ing green eyes. I made no at­tempt to move. They seemed to be drain­ing me of some­thing vi­tal—bleed­ing me of ev­ery drop of men­tal pow­er. The whole night­mare room grew green, and I felt that I was be­ing ab­sorbed in­to its green­ness.

			“I can see what you think. And even in my delir­i­um—if it was delir­i­um—I thought the same. Now comes the cli­max of my ex­pe­ri­ence—my vi­sion—I don’t know what to call it. I saw some words is­su­ing from my own mouth!”

			In­spec­tor Wey­mouth coughed dis­creet­ly. Smith whisked round up­on him.

			“This will be out­side your ex­pe­ri­ence, In­spec­tor, I know,” he said, “but Mr. Nor­ris West’s state­ment does not sur­prise me in the least. I know to what the ex­pe­ri­ence was due.”

			Wey­mouth stared in­cred­u­lous­ly, but a dawn­ing per­cep­tion of the truth was come to me, too.

			“How I saw a sound I just won’t at­tempt to ex­plain; I sim­ply tell you I saw it. Some­how I knew I had be­trayed my­self—giv­en some­thing away.”

			“You gave away the se­cret of the lock com­bi­na­tion!” rapped Smith.

			“Eh!” grunt­ed Wey­mouth.

			But West went on hoarse­ly:

			“Just be­fore the blank came a name flashed be­fore my eyes. It was ‘Ba­yard Tay­lor.’ ”

			At that I in­ter­rupt­ed West.

			“I un­der­stand!” I cried. “I un­der­stand! An­oth­er name has just oc­curred to me, Mr. West—that of the French­man, More­au.”

			“You have solved the mys­tery,” said Smith. “It was nat­u­ral Mr. West should have thought of the Amer­i­can trav­el­er, Ba­yard Tay­lor, though. More­au’s book is pure­ly sci­en­tif­ic. He has prob­a­bly nev­er read it.”

			“I fought with the stu­por that was over­com­ing me,” con­tin­ued West, “striv­ing to as­so­ciate that vague­ly fa­mil­iar name with the fan­tas­tic things through which I moved. It seemed to me that the room was emp­ty again. I made for the hall, for the tele­phone. I could scarce­ly drag my feet along. It seemed to take me half-an-hour to get there. I re­mem­ber call­ing up Scot­land Yard, and I re­mem­ber no more.”

			There was a short, tense in­ter­val.

			In some re­spects I was non­plussed; but, frankly, I think In­spec­tor Wey­mouth con­sid­ered West in­sane. Smith, his hands locked be­hind his back, stared out of the win­dow.

			“An­daman—sec­ond,” he said sud­den­ly. “Wey­mouth, when is the first train to Tilbury?”

			“Five twen­ty-two from Fenchurch Street,” replied the Scot­land Yard man prompt­ly.

			“Too late!” rapped my friend. “Jump in a taxi and pick up two good men to leave for Chi­na at once! Then go and char­ter a spe­cial to Tilbury to leave in twen­ty-five min­utes. Or­der an­oth­er cab to wait out­side for me.”

			Wey­mouth was pal­pa­bly amazed, but Smith’s tone was im­per­a­tive. The In­spec­tor de­part­ed hasti­ly.

			I stared at Smith, not com­pre­hend­ing what prompt­ed this sin­gu­lar course.

			“Now that you can think clear­ly, Mr. West,” he said, “of what does your ex­pe­ri­ence re­mind you? The er­rors of per­cep­tion re­gard­ing time; the idea of see­ing a sound; the il­lu­sion that the room al­ter­nate­ly in­creased and di­min­ished in size; your fit of laugh­ter, and the rec­ol­lec­tion of the name Ba­yard Tay­lor. Since ev­i­dent­ly you are fa­mil­iar with that au­thor’s work—The Land of the Sara­cen, is it not?—these symp­toms of the at­tack should be fa­mil­iar, I think.”

			Nor­ris West pressed his hands to his ev­i­dent­ly aching head.

			“Ba­yard Tay­lor’s book,” he said dul­ly. “Yes! … I know of what my brain sought to re­mind me—Tay­lor’s ac­count of his ex­pe­ri­ence un­der hashish. Mr. Smith, some­one doped me with hashish!”

			Smith nod­ded grim­ly.

			“Cannabis in­di­ca,” I said—“In­di­an hemp. That is what you were drugged with. I have no doubt that now you ex­pe­ri­ence a feel­ing of nau­sea and in­tense thirst, with aching in the mus­cles, par­tic­u­lar­ly the del­toid. I think you must have tak­en at least fif­teen grains.”

			Smith stopped his per­am­bu­la­tions im­me­di­ate­ly in front of West, look­ing in­to his dulled eyes.

			“Some­one vis­it­ed your cham­bers last night,” he said slow­ly, “and for your chlo­ral tabloids sub­sti­tut­ed some con­tain­ing hashish, or per­haps not pure hashish. Fu-Manchu is a pro­found chemist.”

			Nor­ris West start­ed.

			“Some­one sub­sti­tut­ed—” he be­gan.

			“Ex­act­ly,” said Smith, look­ing at him keen­ly; “some­one who was here yes­ter­day. Have you any idea whom it could have been?”

			West hes­i­tat­ed. “I had a vis­i­tor in the af­ter­noon,” he said, seem­ing­ly speak­ing the words un­will­ing­ly, “but—”

			“A la­dy?” jerked Smith. “I sug­gest that it was a la­dy.”

			West nod­ded.

			“You’re quite right,” he ad­mit­ted. “I don’t know how you ar­rived at the con­clu­sion, but a la­dy whose ac­quain­tance I made re­cent­ly—a for­eign la­dy.”

			“Kara­manèh!” snapped Smith.

			“I don’t know what you mean in the least, but she came here—know­ing this to be my present ad­dress—to ask me to pro­tect her from a mys­te­ri­ous man who had fol­lowed her right from Char­ing Cross. She said he was down in the lob­by, and nat­u­ral­ly, I asked her to wait here whilst I went and sent him about his busi­ness.”

			He laughed short­ly.

			“I am over-old,” he said, “to be guyed by a wom­an. You spoke just now of some­one called Fu-Manchu. Is that the crook I’m in­debt­ed to for the loss of my plans? I’ve had at­tempts made by agents of two Eu­ro­pean gov­ern­ments, but a Chi­na­man is a nov­el­ty.”

			“This Chi­na­man,” Smith as­sured him, “is the great­est nov­el­ty of his age. You rec­og­nize your symp­toms now from Ba­yard Tay­lor’s ac­count?”

			“Mr. West’s state­ment,” I said, “ran close­ly par­al­lel with por­tions of More­au’s book on Hashish Hal­lu­ci­na­tions. On­ly Fu-Manchu, I think, would have thought of em­ploy­ing In­di­an hemp. I doubt, though, if it was pure Cannabis in­di­ca. At any rate, it act­ed as an opi­ate—”

			“And drugged Mr. West,” in­ter­rupt­ed Smith, “suf­fi­cient­ly to en­able Fu-Manchu to en­ter un­ob­served.”

			“Whilst it pro­duced symp­toms which ren­dered him an easy sub­ject for the Doc­tor’s in­flu­ence. It is dif­fi­cult in this case to sep­a­rate hal­lu­ci­na­tion from re­al­i­ty, but I think, Mr. West, that Fu-Manchu must have ex­er­cised an hyp­not­ic in­flu­ence up­on your drugged brain. We have ev­i­dence that he dragged from you the se­cret of the com­bi­na­tion.”

			“God knows we have!” said West. “But who is this Fu-Manchu, and how—how in the name of won­der did he get in­to my cham­bers?”

			Smith pulled out his watch. “That,” he said rapid­ly, “I can­not de­lay to ex­plain if I’m to in­ter­cept the man who has the plans. Come along, Petrie; we must be at Tilbury with­in the hour. There is just a bare chance.”

		
	
		
			XX

			It was with my mind in a con­di­tion of unique per­plex­i­ty that I hur­ried with Nay­land Smith in­to the cab which wait­ed and dashed off through the streets in which the busy life of Lon­don just stirred in­to be­ing. I sup­pose I need not say that I could pen­e­trate no far­ther in­to this, Fu-Manchu’s lat­est plot, than the drug­ging of Nor­ris West with hashish? Of his hav­ing been so drugged with In­di­an hemp—that is, con­vert­ed tem­po­rar­ily in­to a ma­ni­ac—would have been ev­i­dent to any med­i­cal man who had heard his state­ment and not­ed the dis­tress­ing af­ter­ef­fects which con­clu­sive­ly point­ed to In­di­an hemp poi­son­ing. Know­ing some­thing of the Chi­nese doc­tor’s pow­ers, I could un­der­stand that he might have ex­tract­ed from West the se­cret of the com­bi­na­tion by sheer force of will whilst the Amer­i­can was un­der the in­flu­ence of the drug. But I could not un­der­stand how Fu-Manchu had gained ac­cess to locked cham­bers on the third sto­ry of a build­ing.

			“Smith,” I said, “those bird tracks on the win­dowsill—they fur­nish the key to a mys­tery which is puz­zling me.”

			“They do,” said Smith, glanc­ing im­pa­tient­ly at his watch. “Con­sult your mem­o­ries of Dr. Fu-Manchu’s habits—es­pe­cial­ly your mem­o­ries of his pets.”

			I re­viewed in my mind the crea­tures grue­some and ter­ri­ble which sur­round­ed the Chi­na­man—the scor­pi­ons, the bac­te­ria, the nox­ious things which were the weapons where­with he vis­it­ed death up­on whom­so­ev­er op­posed the es­tab­lish­ment of a po­ten­tial Yel­low Em­pire. But no one of them could ac­count for the im­prints up­on the dust of West’s win­dowsill.

			“You puz­zle me, Smith,” I con­fessed. “There is much in this ex­tra­or­di­nary case that puz­zles me. I can think of noth­ing to ac­count for the marks.”

			“Have you thought of Fu-Manchu’s mar­moset?” asked Smith.

			“The mon­key!” I cried.

			“They were the foot­prints of a small ape,” my friend con­tin­ued. “For a mo­ment I was de­ceived as you were, and be­lieved them to be the tracks of a large bird; but I have seen the foot­prints of apes be­fore now, and a mar­moset, though an Amer­i­can va­ri­ety, I be­lieve, is not un­like some of the apes of Bur­ma.”

			“I am still in the dark,” I said.

			“It is pure hy­poth­e­sis,” con­tin­ued Smith, “but here is the the­o­ry—in lieu of a bet­ter one it cov­ers the facts. The mar­moset—and it is con­trary from the char­ac­ter of Fu-Manchu to keep any crea­ture for mere amuse­ment—is trained to per­form cer­tain du­ties.

			“You ob­served the wa­ter­spout run­ning up be­side the win­dow; you ob­served the iron bar in­tend­ed to pre­vent a win­dow-clean­er from fall­ing out? For an ape the climb from the court be­low to the sill above was a sim­ple one. He car­ried a cord, prob­a­bly at­tached to his body. He climbed on to the sill, over the bar, and climbed down again. By means of this cord a rope was pulled up over the bar, by means of the rope one of those lad­ders of silk and bam­boo. One of the Doc­tor’s ser­vants as­cend­ed—prob­a­bly to as­cer­tain if the hashish had act­ed suc­cess­ful­ly. That was the yel­low dream-face which West saw bend­ing over him. Then fol­lowed the Doc­tor, and to his gi­ant will the drugged brain of West was a pli­ant in­stru­ment which he bent to his own ends. The court would be de­sert­ed at that hour of the night, and, in any event, di­rect­ly af­ter the as­cent the lad­der prob­a­bly was pulled up, on­ly to be low­ered again when West had re­vealed the se­cret of his own safe and Fu-Manchu had se­cured the plans. The re­clos­ing of the safe and the re­mov­ing of the hashish tabloids, leav­ing no clue be­yond the deliri­ous rav­ings of a drug slave—for so any­one un­ac­quaint­ed with the East must have con­strued West’s sto­ry—is par­tic­u­lar­ly char­ac­ter­is­tic. His own tabloids were re­turned, of course. The spar­ing of his life alone is a re­fine­ment of art which points to a past mas­ter.”

			“Kara­manèh was the de­coy again?” I said short­ly.

			“Cer­tain­ly. Hers was the task to as­cer­tain West’s habits and to sub­sti­tute the tabloids. She it was who wait­ed in the lux­u­ri­ous car—in­fin­ite­ly less like­ly to at­tract at­ten­tion at that hour in that place than a mod­est taxi—and re­ceived the stolen plans. She did her work well.

			“Poor Kara­manèh; she had no al­ter­na­tive! I said I would have giv­en a hun­dred pounds for a sight of the mes­sen­ger’s face—the man to whom she hand­ed them. I would give a thou­sand now!”

			“An­daman—sec­ond,” I said. “What did she mean?”

			“Then it has not dawned up­on you?” cried Smith ex­cit­ed­ly, as the cab turned in­to the sta­tion. “The An­daman, of the Ori­en­tal Nav­i­ga­tion Com­pa­ny’s line, leaves Tilbury with the next tide for Chi­na ports. Our man is a sec­ond-class pas­sen­ger. I am wiring to de­lay her de­par­ture, and the spe­cial should get us to the docks in­side of forty min­utes.”

			

			Very vivid­ly I can re­con­struct in my mind that dash to the docks through the ear­ly au­tumn morn­ing. My friend be­ing in­vest­ed with ex­tra­or­di­nary pow­ers from the high­est au­thor­i­ties, by In­spec­tor Wey­mouth’s in­struc­tions the line had been cleared all the way.

			Some­thing of the tremen­dous im­por­tance of Nay­land Smith’s mis­sion came home to me as we hur­ried on to the plat­form, es­cort­ed by the sta­tion­mas­ter, and the five of us—for Wey­mouth had two oth­er C.I.D. men with him—took our seats in the spe­cial.

			Off we went on top speed, roar­ing through sta­tions, where a glimpse might be had of won­der­ing of­fi­cials up­on the plat­forms, for a spe­cial train was a nov­el­ty on the line. All or­di­nary traf­fic ar­range­ments were held up un­til we had passed through, and we reached Tilbury in time which I doubt not con­sti­tut­ed a record.

			There at the docks was the great lin­er, de­layed in her pas­sage to the Far East by the will of my roy­al­ly em­pow­ered com­pan­ion. It was nov­el, and in­fin­ite­ly ex­cit­ing.

			“Mr. Com­mis­sion­er Nay­land Smith?” said the cap­tain in­ter­rog­a­tive­ly, when we were shown in­to his room, and looked from one to an­oth­er and back to the tele­graph form which he held in his hand.

			“The same, Cap­tain,” said my friend briskly. “I shall not de­tain you a mo­ment. I am in­struct­ing the au­thor­i­ties at all ports east of Suez to ap­pre­hend one of your sec­ond-class pas­sen­gers, should he leave the ship. He is in pos­ses­sion of plans which prac­ti­cal­ly be­long to the British Gov­ern­ment!”

			“Why not ar­rest him now?” asked the sea­man blunt­ly.

			“Be­cause I don’t know him. All sec­ond-class pas­sen­gers’ bag­gage will be searched as they land. I am hop­ing some­thing from that, if all else fails. But I want you pri­vate­ly to in­struct your stew­ards to watch any pas­sen­ger of Ori­en­tal na­tion­al­i­ty, and to co­op­er­ate with the two Scot­land Yard men who are join­ing you for the voy­age. I look to you to re­cov­er these plans, Cap­tain.”

			“I will do my best,” the cap­tain as­sured him.

			Then, from amid the het­ero­ge­neous group on the dock­side, we were watch­ing the lin­er de­part, and Nay­land Smith’s ex­pres­sion was a very sin­gu­lar one. In­spec­tor Wey­mouth stood with us, a bad­ly puz­zled man. Then oc­curred the ex­tra­or­di­nary in­ci­dent which to this day re­mains in­ex­pli­ca­ble, for, clear­ly heard by all three of us, a gut­tural voice said:

			“An­oth­er vic­to­ry for Chi­na, Mr. Nay­land Smith!”

			I turned as though I had been stung. Smith turned al­so. My eyes passed from face to face of the group about us. None was fa­mil­iar. No one ap­par­ent­ly had moved away.

			But the voice was the voice of Doc­tor Fu-Manchu.

			As I write of it, now, I can ap­pre­ci­ate the dif­fer­ence be­tween that hap­pen­ing, as it ap­pealed to us, and as it must ap­peal to you who mere­ly read of it. It is be­yond my pow­ers to con­vey the sense of the un­can­ny which the episode cre­at­ed. Yet, even as I think of it, I feel again, though in less­er de­gree, the chill which seemed to creep through my veins that day.

			From my brief his­to­ry of the won­der­ful and evil man who once walked, by the way un­sus­pect­ed, in the midst of the peo­ple of Eng­land—near whom you, per­son­al­ly, may at some time un­wit­ting­ly, have been—I am aware that much must be omit­ted. I have no space for lengthy ex­am­i­na­tions of the many points but ill il­lu­mi­nat­ed with which it is dot­ted. This in­ci­dent at the docks is but one such point.

			An­oth­er is the sin­gu­lar vi­sion which ap­peared to me whilst I lay in the cel­lar of the house near Wind­sor. It has since struck me that it pos­sessed pe­cu­liar­i­ties akin to those of a hashish hal­lu­ci­na­tion. Can it be that we were drugged on that oc­ca­sion with In­di­an hemp? Cannabis in­di­ca is a treach­er­ous nar­cot­ic, as ev­ery med­i­cal man knows full well; but Fu-Manchu’s knowl­edge of the drug was far in ad­vance of our slow sci­ence. West’s ex­pe­ri­ence proved so much.

			I may have ne­glect­ed op­por­tu­ni­ties—lat­er, you shall judge if I did so—op­por­tu­ni­ties to glean for the West some of the strange knowl­edge of the se­cret East. Per­haps, at a fu­ture time, I may rec­ti­fy my er­rors. Per­haps that wis­dom—the wis­dom stored up by Fu-Manchu—is lost for­ev­er. There is, how­ev­er, at least a bare pos­si­bil­i­ty of its sur­vival, in part; and I do not whol­ly de­spair of one day pub­lish­ing a sci­en­tif­ic se­quel to this record of our deal­ings with the Chi­nese doc­tor.

		
	
		
			XXI

			Time wore on and seem­ing­ly brought us no near­er, or very lit­tle near­er, to our goal. So care­ful­ly had my friend Nay­land Smith ex­clud­ed the mat­ter from the press that, whilst pub­lic in­ter­est was much en­gaged with some of the events in the skein of mys­tery which he had come from Bur­ma to un­rav­el, out­side the Se­cret Ser­vice and the spe­cial de­part­ment of Scot­land Yard few peo­ple rec­og­nized that the sev­er­al mur­ders, rob­beries and dis­ap­pear­ances formed each a link in a chain; few­er still were aware that a bane­ful pres­ence was in our midst, that a past mas­ter of the evil arts lay con­cealed some­where in the me­trop­o­lis; searched for by the keen­est wits which the au­thor­i­ties could di­rect to the task, but elud­ing all—tri­umphant, con­temp­tu­ous.

			One link in that chain Smith him­self for long failed to rec­og­nize. Yet it was a big and im­por­tant link.

			“Petrie,” he said to me one morn­ing, “lis­ten to this:

			“ ‘… In sight of Shang­hai—a clear, dark night. On board the deck of a junk pass­ing close to sea­ward of the An­daman a blue flare start­ed up. A minute lat­er there was a cry of “Man over­board!”

			“ ‘Mr. Lewin, the chief of­fi­cer, who was in charge, stopped the en­gines. A boat was put out. But no one was re­cov­ered. There are sharks in these wa­ters. A fair­ly heavy sea was run­ning.

			“ ‘In­quiry showed the miss­ing man to be a James Ed­wards, sec­ond class, booked to Shang­hai. I think the name was as­sumed. The man was some sort of Ori­en­tal, and we had had him un­der close ob­ser­va­tion. …’ ”

			“That’s the end of their re­port,” ex­claimed Smith.

			He re­ferred to the two C.I.D. men who had joined the An­daman at the mo­ment of her de­par­ture from Tilbury.

			He care­ful­ly light­ed his pipe.

			“Is it a vic­to­ry for Chi­na, Petrie?” he said soft­ly.

			“Un­til the great war re­veals her se­cret re­sources—and I pray that the day be not in my time—we shall nev­er know,” I replied.

			Smith be­gan strid­ing up and down the room.

			“Whose name,” he jerked abrupt­ly, “stands now at the head of our dan­ger list?”

			He re­ferred to a list which we had com­piled of the no­table men in­ter­ven­ing be­tween the evil ge­nius who se­cret­ly had in­vad­ed Lon­don and the tri­umph of his cause—the tri­umph of the yel­low races.

			I glanced at our notes. “Lord South­ery,” I replied.

			Smith tossed the morn­ing pa­per across to me.

			“Look,” he said short­ly. “He’s dead.”

			I read the ac­count of the peer’s death, and glanced at the long obit­u­ary no­tice; but no more than glanced at it. He had but re­cent­ly re­turned from the East, and now, af­ter a short ill­ness, had died from some af­fec­tion of the heart. There had been no in­ti­ma­tion that his ill­ness was of a se­ri­ous na­ture, and even Smith, who watched over his flock—the flock threat­ened by the wolf, Fu-Manchu—with jeal­ous zeal, had not sus­pect­ed that the end was so near.

			“Do you think he died a nat­u­ral death, Smith?” I asked.

			My friend reached across the ta­ble and rest­ed the tip of a long fin­ger up­on one of the sub­head­ings to the ac­count:

			
				“Sir Frank Nar­combe sum­moned too late.”

			

			“You see,” said Smith, “South­ery died dur­ing the night, but Sir Frank Nar­combe, ar­riv­ing a few min­utes lat­er, un­hesi­tat­ing­ly pro­nounced death to be due to syn­cope, and seems to have no­ticed noth­ing sus­pi­cious.”

			I looked at him thought­ful­ly.

			“Sir Frank is a great physi­cian,” I said slow­ly; “but we must re­mem­ber he would be look­ing for noth­ing sus­pi­cious.”

			“We must re­mem­ber,” rapped Smith, “that, if Dr. Fu-Manchu is re­spon­si­ble for South­ery’s death, ex­cept to the eye of an ex­pert there would be noth­ing sus­pi­cious to see. Fu-Manchu leaves no clues.”

			“Are you go­ing around?” I asked.

			Smith shrugged his shoul­ders.

			“I think not,” he replied. “Ei­ther a greater One than Fu-Manchu has tak­en Lord South­ery, or the yel­low doc­tor has done his work so well that no trace re­mains of his pres­ence in the mat­ter.”

			Leav­ing his break­fast un­tast­ed, he wan­dered aim­less­ly about the room, lit­ter­ing the hearth with match­es as he con­stant­ly re­light­ed his pipe, which went out ev­ery few min­utes.

			“It’s no good, Petrie,” he burst out sud­den­ly; “it can­not be a co­in­ci­dence. We must go around and see him.”

			An hour lat­er we stood in the silent room, with its drawn blinds and its death­ful at­mos­phere, look­ing down at the pale, in­tel­lec­tu­al face of Hen­ry Strad­wick, Lord South­ery, the great­est en­gi­neer of his day. The mind that lay be­hind that splen­did brow had planned the con­struc­tion of the rail­way for which Rus­sia had paid so great a price, had con­ceived the scheme for the canal which, in the near fu­ture, was to bring two great con­ti­nents, a full week’s jour­ney near­er one to the oth­er. But now it would plan no more.

			“He had lat­ter­ly de­vel­oped symp­toms of angi­na pec­toris,” ex­plained the fam­i­ly physi­cian; “but I had not an­tic­i­pat­ed a fa­tal ter­mi­na­tion so soon. I was called about two o’clock this morn­ing, and found Lord South­ery in a dan­ger­ous­ly ex­haust­ed con­di­tion. I did all that was pos­si­ble, and Sir Frank Nar­combe was sent for. But short­ly be­fore his ar­rival the pa­tient ex­pired.”

			“I un­der­stand, Doc­tor, that you had been treat­ing Lord South­ery for angi­na pec­toris?” I said.

			“Yes,” was the re­ply, “for some months.”

			“You re­gard the cir­cum­stances of his end as en­tire­ly con­sis­tent with a death from that cause?”

			“Cer­tain­ly. Do you ob­serve any­thing un­usu­al your­self? Sir Frank Nar­combe quite agrees with me. There is sure­ly no room for doubt?”

			“No,” said Smith, tug­ging re­flec­tive­ly at the lobe of his left ear. “We do not ques­tion the ac­cu­ra­cy of your di­ag­no­sis in any way, sir.”

			The physi­cian seemed puz­zled.

			“But am I not right in sup­pos­ing that you are con­nect­ed with the po­lice?” asked the physi­cian.

			“Nei­ther Dr. Petrie nor my­self are in any way con­nect­ed with the po­lice,” an­swered Smith. “But, nev­er­the­less, I look to you to re­gard our re­cent ques­tions as con­fi­den­tial.”

			As we were leav­ing the house, hushed awe­some­ly in def­er­ence to the un­seen vis­i­tor who had touched Lord South­ery with gray, cold fin­gers, Smith paused, de­tain­ing a black-coat­ed man who passed us on the stairs.

			“You were Lord South­ery’s valet?”

			The man bowed.

			“Were you in the room at the mo­ment of his fa­tal seizure?”

			“I was, sir.”

			“Did you see or hear any­thing un­usu­al—any­thing un­ac­count­able?”

			“Noth­ing, sir.”

			“No strange sounds out­side the house, for in­stance?”

			The man shook his head, and Smith, tak­ing my arm, passed out in­to the street.

			“Per­haps this busi­ness is mak­ing me imag­i­na­tive,” he said; “but there seems to be some­thing taint­ing the air in yon­der—some­thing pe­cu­liar to hous­es whose doors bear the in­vis­i­ble death-mark of Fu-Manchu.”

			“You are right, Smith!” I cried. “I hes­i­tat­ed to men­tion the mat­ter, but I, too, have de­vel­oped some oth­er sense which warns me of the Doc­tor’s pres­ence. Al­though there is not a scrap of con­fir­ma­to­ry ev­i­dence, I am as sure that he has brought about Lord South­ery’s death as if I had seen him strike the blow.”

			It was in that tor­tur­ing frame of mind—chained, help­less, in our ig­no­rance, or by rea­son of the Chi­na­man’s su­per­nor­mal ge­nius—that we lived through­out the en­su­ing days. My friend be­gan to look like a man con­sumed by a burn­ing fever. Yet, we could not act.

			In the grow­ing dark of an evening short­ly fol­low­ing I stood idly turn­ing over some of the works ex­posed for sale out­side a sec­ond­hand book­sell­er’s in New Ox­ford Street. One deal­ing with the se­cret so­ci­eties of Chi­na struck me as be­ing like­ly to prove in­struc­tive, and I was about to call the shop­man when I was star­tled to feel a hand clutch my arm.

			I turned around rapid­ly—and was look­ing in­to the dark­ly beau­ti­ful eyes of Kara­manèh! She—whom I had seen in so many guis­es—was dressed in a per­fect­ly fit­ting walk­ing habit, and had much of her won­der­ful hair con­cealed be­neath a fash­ion­able hat.

			She glanced about her ap­pre­hen­sive­ly.

			“Quick! Come round the cor­ner. I must speak to you,” she said, her mu­si­cal voice thrilling with ex­cite­ment.

			I nev­er was quite mas­ter of my­self in her pres­ence. He must have been a man of ice who could have been, I think, for her beau­ty had all the bou­quet of rar­i­ty; she was a mys­tery—and mys­tery adds charm to a wom­an. Prob­a­bly she should have been un­der ar­rest, but I know I would have risked much to save her from it.

			As we turned in­to a qui­et thor­ough­fare she stopped and said:

			“I am in dis­tress. You have of­ten asked me to en­able you to cap­ture Dr. Fu-Manchu. I am pre­pared to do so.”

			I could scarce­ly be­lieve that I heard right.

			“Your broth­er—” I be­gan.

			She seized my arm en­treat­ing­ly, look­ing in­to my eyes.

			“You are a doc­tor,” she said. “I want you to come and see him now.”

			“What! Is he in Lon­don?”

			“He is at the house of Dr. Fu-Manchu.”

			“And you would have me—”

			“Ac­com­pa­ny me there, yes.”

			Nay­land Smith, I doubt­ed not, would have coun­seled me against trust­ing my life in the hands of this girl with the plead­ing eyes. Yet I did so, and with lit­tle hes­i­ta­tion; short­ly we were trav­el­ing east­ward in a closed cab. Kara­manèh was very silent, but al­ways when I turned to her I found her big eyes fixed up­on me with an ex­pres­sion in which there was plead­ing, in which there was sor­row, in which there was some­thing else—some­thing in­de­fin­able, yet strange­ly dis­turb­ing. The cab­man she had di­rect­ed to drive to the low­er end of the Com­mer­cial Road, the neigh­bor­hood of the new docks, and the scene of one of our ear­ly ad­ven­tures with Dr. Fu-Manchu. The man­tle of dusk had closed about the squalid ac­tiv­i­ty of the East End streets as we neared our des­ti­na­tion. Aliens of ev­ery shade of col­or were about us now, emerg­ing from bur­row-like al­leys in­to the glare of the lamps up­on the main road. In the short space of the drive we had passed from the bright world of the West in­to the du­bi­ous un­der­world of the East.

			I do not know that Kara­manèh moved; but in sym­pa­thy, as we neared the abode of the sin­is­ter Chi­na­man, she crept near­er to me, and when the cab was dis­charged, and to­geth­er we walked down a nar­row turn­ing lead­ing river­ward, she clung to me fear­ful­ly, hes­i­tat­ed, and even seemed up­on the point of turn­ing back. But, over­com­ing her fear or re­pug­nance, she led on, through a maze of al­ley­ways and courts, where­in I hope­less­ly lost my bear­ings, so that it came home to me how whol­ly I was in the hands of this girl whose his­to­ry was so full of shad­ows, whose re­al char­ac­ter was so in­scrutable, whose beau­ty, whose charm tru­ly might mask the cun­ning of a ser­pent.

			I spoke to her.

			“S-sh!” She laid her hand up­on my arm, en­join­ing me to si­lence.

			The high, drab brick wall of what looked like some part of a dock build­ing loomed above us in the dark­ness, and the in­de­scrib­able stench­es of the low­er Thames were borne to my nos­trils through a gloomy, tun­nel-like open­ing, be­yond which whis­pered the riv­er. The muf­fled clan­gor of wa­ter­side ac­tiv­i­ty was about us. I heard a key grate in a lock, and Kara­manèh drew me in­to the shad­ow of an open door, en­tered, and closed it be­hind her.

			For the first time I per­ceived, in con­trast to the odors of the court with­out, the fra­grance of the pe­cu­liar per­fume which now I had come to as­so­ciate with her. Ab­so­lute dark­ness was about us, and by this per­fume alone I knew that she was near to me, un­til her hand touched mine, and I was led along an un­car­pet­ed pas­sage and up an un­car­pet­ed stair. A sec­ond door was un­locked, and I found my­self in an exquisite­ly fur­nished room, il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the soft light of a shad­ed lamp which stood up­on a low, in­laid ta­ble amidst a per­fect ocean of silken cush­ions, strewn up­on a Per­sian car­pet, whose yel­low rich­ness was lost in the shad­ows be­yond the cir­cle of light.

			Kara­manèh raised a cur­tain draped be­fore a door­way, and stood lis­ten­ing in­tent­ly for a mo­ment.

			The si­lence was un­bro­ken.

			Then some­thing stirred amid the wilder­ness of cush­ions, and two tiny bright eyes looked up at me. Peer­ing close­ly, I suc­ceed­ed in dis­tin­guish­ing, crouched in that soft lux­u­ri­ance, a lit­tle ape. It was Dr. Fu-Manchu’s mar­moset. “This way,” whis­pered Kara­manèh.

			Nev­er, I thought, was a staid med­i­cal man com­mit­ted to a more un­wise en­ter­prise, but so far I had gone, and no con­sid­er­a­tion of pru­dence could now be of avail.

			The cor­ri­dor be­yond was thick­ly car­pet­ed. Fol­low­ing the di­rec­tion of a faint light which gleamed ahead, it proved to ex­tend as a bal­cony across one end of a spa­cious apart­ment. To­geth­er we stood high up there in the shad­ows, and looked down up­on such a scene as I nev­er could have imag­ined to ex­ist with­in many a mile of that dis­trict.

			The place be­low was even more rich­ly ap­point­ed than the room in­to which first we had come. Here, as there, piles of cush­ions formed splash­es of gaudy col­or about the floor. Three lamps hung by chains from the ceil­ing, their light soft­ened by rich silk shades. One wall was al­most en­tire­ly oc­cu­pied by glass cas­es con­tain­ing chem­i­cal ap­pa­ra­tus, tubes, re­torts and oth­er less or­tho­dox in­di­ca­tions of Dr. Fu-Manchu’s pur­suits, whilst close against an­oth­er lay the most ex­tra­or­di­nary ob­ject of a suf­fi­cient­ly ex­tra­or­di­nary room—a low couch, up­on which was ex­tend­ed the mo­tion­less form of a boy. In the light of a lamp which hung di­rect­ly above him, his olive face showed an al­most star­tling re­sem­blance to that of Kara­manèh—save that the girl’s col­or­ing was more del­i­cate. He had black, curly hair, which stood out promi­nent­ly against the white cov­er­ing up­on which he lay, his hands crossed up­on his breast.

			Trans­fixed with as­ton­ish­ment, I stood look­ing down up­on him. The won­ders of the Ara­bi­an Nights were won­ders no longer, for here, in East-End Lon­don, was a true ma­gi­cian’s palace, lack­ing not its beau­ti­ful slave, lack­ing not its en­chant­ed prince!

			“It is Az­iz, my broth­er,” said Kara­manèh.

			We passed down a stair­way on to the floor of the apart­ment. Kara­manèh knelt and bent over the boy, stroking his hair and whis­per­ing to him lov­ing­ly. I, too, bent over him; and I shall nev­er for­get the anx­i­ety in the girl’s eyes as she watched me ea­ger­ly whilst I made a brief ex­am­i­na­tion.

			Brief, in­deed, for even ere I had touched him I knew that the come­ly shell held no spark of life. But Kara­manèh fon­dled the cold hands, and spoke soft­ly in that Ara­bic tongue which long be­fore I had di­vined must be her na­tive lan­guage.

			Then, as I re­mained silent, she turned and looked at me, read the truth in my eyes, and rose from her knees, stood rigid­ly up­right, and clutched me trem­bling­ly.

			“He is not dead—he is not dead!” she whis­pered, and shook me as a child might, seek­ing to arouse me to a prop­er un­der­stand­ing. “Oh, tell me he is not—”

			“I can­not,” I replied gen­tly, “for in­deed he is.”

			“No!” she said, wild-eyed, and rais­ing her hands to her face as though half dis­traught. “You do not un­der­stand—yet you are a doc­tor. You do not un­der­stand—”

			She stopped, moan­ing to her­self and look­ing from the hand­some face of the boy to me. It was piti­ful; it was un­can­ny. But sor­row for the girl pre­dom­i­nat­ed in my mind.

			Then from some­where I heard a sound which I had heard be­fore in hous­es oc­cu­pied by Dr. Fu-Manchu—that of a muf­fled gong.

			“Quick!” Kara­manèh had me by the arm. “Up! He has re­turned!”

			She fled up the stairs to the bal­cony, I close at her heels. The shad­ows veiled us, the thick car­pet dead­ened the sound of our tread, or cer­tain­ly we must have been de­tect­ed by the man who en­tered the room we had just quit­ted.

			It was Dr. Fu-Manchu!

			Yel­low-robed, im­mo­bile, the in­hu­man green eyes glit­ter­ing cat­like even, it seemed, be­fore the light struck them, he thread­ed his way through the ar­chi­pel­ago of cush­ions and bent over the couch of Az­iz.

			Kara­manèh dragged me down on to my knees.

			“Watch!” she whis­pered. “Watch!”

			Dr. Fu-Manchu felt for the pulse of the boy whom a mo­ment since I had pro­nounced dead, and, step­ping to the tall glass case, took out a long-necked flask of chased gold, and from it, in­to a grad­u­at­ed glass, he poured some drops of an am­ber liq­uid whol­ly un­fa­mil­iar to me. I watched him with all my eyes, and not­ed how high the liq­uid rose in the mea­sure. He charged a nee­dle-sy­ringe, and, bend­ing again over Az­iz, made an in­jec­tion.

			Then all the won­ders I had heard of this man be­came pos­si­ble, and with an awe which any oth­er physi­cian who had ex­am­ined Az­iz must have felt, I ad­mit­ted him a mir­a­cle-work­er. For as I watched, all but breath­less, the dead came to life! The glow of health crept up­on the olive cheek—the boy moved—he raised his hands above his head—he sat up, sup­port­ed by the Chi­nese doc­tor!

			Fu-Manchu touched some hid­den bell. A hideous yel­low man with a scarred face en­tered, car­ry­ing a tray up­on which were a bowl con­tain­ing some steam­ing flu­id, ap­par­ent­ly soup, what looked like oat­en cakes, and a flask of red wine.

			As the boy, ex­hibit­ing no more un­usu­al symp­toms than if he had just awak­ened from a nor­mal sleep, com­menced his repast, Kara­manèh drew me gen­tly along the pas­sage in­to the room which we had first en­tered. My heart leaped wild­ly as the mar­moset bound­ed past us to drop hand over hand to the low­er apart­ment in search of its mas­ter.

			“You see,” said Kara­manèh, her voice quiv­er­ing, “he is not dead! But with­out Fu-Manchu he is dead to me. How can I leave him when he holds the life of Az­iz in his hand?”

			“You must get me that flask, or some of its con­tents,” I di­rect­ed. “But tell me, how does he pro­duce the ap­pear­ance of death?”

			“I can­not tell you,” she replied. “I do not know. It is some­thing in the wine. In an­oth­er hour Az­iz will be again as you saw him. But see.” And, open­ing a lit­tle ebony box, she pro­duced a phial half filled with the am­ber liq­uid.

			“Good!” I said, and slipped it in­to my pock­et. “When will be the best time to seize Fu-Manchu and to re­store your broth­er?”

			“I will let you know,” she whis­pered, and, open­ing the door, pushed me hur­ried­ly from the room. “He is go­ing away tonight to the north; but you must not come tonight. Quick! Quick! Along the pas­sage. He may call me at any mo­ment.”

			So, with the phial in my pock­et con­tain­ing a po­tent prepa­ra­tion un­known to West­ern sci­ence, and with a last long look in­to the eyes of Kara­manèh, I passed out in­to the nar­row al­ley, out from the fra­grant per­fumes of that mys­tery house in­to the place of Thames-side stench­es.

		
	
		
			XXII

			“We must ar­range for the house to be raid­ed with­out de­lay,” said Smith. “This time we are sure of our al­ly—”

			“But we must keep our prom­ise to her,” I in­ter­rupt­ed.

			“You can look af­ter that, Petrie,” my friend said. “I will de­vote the whole of my at­ten­tion to Dr. Fu-Manchu!” he added grim­ly.

			Up and down the room he paced, grip­ping the black­ened bri­ar be­tween his teeth, so that the mus­cles stood out square­ly up­on his lean jaws. The bronze which spoke of the Burmese sun en­hanced the bright­ness of his gray eyes.

			“What have I all along main­tained?” he jerked, look­ing back at me across his shoul­der—“that, al­though Kara­manèh was one of the strong­est weapons in the Doc­tor’s ar­mory, she was one which some day would be turned against him. That day has dawned.”

			“We must await word from her.”

			“Quite so.”

			He knocked out his pipe on the grate. Then:

			“Have you any idea of the na­ture of the flu­id in the phial?”

			“Not the slight­est. And I have none to spare for an­a­lyt­i­cal pur­pos­es.”

			Nay­land Smith be­gan stuff­ing mix­ture in­to the hot pipe-bowl, and drop­ping an al­most equal quan­ti­ty on the floor.

			“I can­not rest, Petrie,” he said. “I am itch­ing to get to work. Yet, a false move, and—” He light­ed his pipe, and stood star­ing from the win­dow.

			“I shall, of course, take a nee­dle-sy­ringe with me,” I ex­plained.

			Smith made no re­ply.

			“If I but knew the com­po­si­tion of the drug which pro­duced the sem­blance of death,” I con­tin­ued, “my fame would long sur­vive my ash­es.”

			My friend did not turn. But:

			“She said it was some­thing he put in the wine?” he jerked.

			“In the wine, yes.”

			Si­lence fell. My thoughts re­vert­ed to Kara­manèh, whom Dr. Fu-Manchu held in bonds stronger than any slave-chains. For, with Az­iz, her broth­er, sus­pend­ed be­tween life and death, what could she do save obey the man­dates of the cun­ning Chi­na­man? What per­vert­ed ge­nius was his! If that trea­sury of ob­scure wis­dom which he, per­haps alone of liv­ing men, had ri­fled, could but be thrown open to the sick and suf­fer­ing, the name of Dr. Fu-Manchu would rank with the gold­en ones in the his­to­ry of heal­ing.

			Nay­land Smith sud­den­ly turned, and the ex­pres­sion up­on his face amazed me.

			“Look up the next train to L——!” he rapped.

			“To L——? What—?”

			“There’s the Brad­shaw. We haven’t a minute to waste.”

			In his voice was the im­per­a­tive note I knew so well; in his eyes was the light which told of an ur­gent need for ac­tion—a por­ten­tous truth sud­den­ly grasped.

			“One in half-an-hour—the last.”

			“We must catch it.”

			No fur­ther word of ex­pla­na­tion he vouch­safed, but dart­ed off to dress; for he had spent the af­ter­noon pac­ing the room in his dress­ing-gown and smok­ing with­out in­ter­mis­sion.

			Out and to the cor­ner we hur­ried, and leaped in­to the first taxi up­on the rank. Smith en­joined the man to has­ten, and we were off—all in that whirl of fever­ish ac­tiv­i­ty which char­ac­ter­ized my friend’s move­ments in times of im­por­tant ac­tion.

			He sat glanc­ing im­pa­tient­ly from the win­dow and twitch­ing at the lobe of his ear.

			“I know you will for­give me, old man,” he said, “but there is a lit­tle prob­lem which I am try­ing to work out in my mind. Did you bring the things I men­tioned?”

			“Yes.”

			Con­ver­sa­tion lapsed, un­til, just as the cab turned in­to the sta­tion, Smith said: “Should you con­sid­er Lord South­ery to have been the first con­struc­tive en­gi­neer of his time, Petrie?”

			“Un­doubt­ed­ly,” I replied.

			“Greater than Von Homber, of Berlin?”

			“Pos­si­bly not. But Von Homber has been dead for three years.”

			“Three years, is it?”

			“Rough­ly.”

			“Ah!”

			

			We reached the sta­tion in time to se­cure a non-cor­ri­dor com­part­ment to our­selves, and to al­low Smith leisure care­ful­ly to in­spect the oc­cu­pants of all the oth­ers, from the en­gine to the guard’s van. He was muf­fled up to the eyes, and he warned me to keep out of sight in the cor­ner of the com­part­ment. In fact, his be­hav­ior had me burst­ing with cu­rios­i­ty. The train hav­ing start­ed:

			“Don’t imag­ine, Petrie,” said Smith, “that I am try­ing to lead you blind­fold­ed in or­der lat­er to daz­zle you with my per­spi­cac­i­ty. I am sim­ply afraid that this may be a wild-goose chase. The idea up­on which I am act­ing does not seem to have struck you. I wish it had. The fact would ar­gue in fa­vor of its be­ing sound.”

			“At present I am hope­less­ly mys­ti­fied.”

			“Well, then, I will not bias you to­wards my view. But just study the sit­u­a­tion, and see if you can ar­rive at the rea­son for this sud­den jour­ney. I shall be dis­tinct­ly en­cour­aged if you suc­ceed.”

			But I did not suc­ceed, and since Smith ob­vi­ous­ly was un­will­ing to en­light­en me, I pressed him no more. The train stopped at Rug­by, where he was en­gaged with the sta­tion­mas­ter in mak­ing some mys­te­ri­ous ar­range­ments. At L——, how­ev­er, their ob­ject be­came plain, for a high-pow­er car was await­ing us, and in­to this we hur­ried and ere the greater num­ber of pas­sen­gers had reached the plat­form were be­ing driv­en off at head­long speed along the moon-bathed roads.

			Twen­ty min­utes’ rapid trav­el­ing, and a white man­sion leaped in­to the line of sight, stand­ing out vivid­ly against its woody back­ing.

			“Strad­wick Hall,” said Smith. “The home of Lord South­ery. We are first—but Dr. Fu-Manchu was on the train.”

			Then the truth dawned up­on the gloom of my per­plex­i­ty.

		
	
		
			XXIII

			“Your ex­tra­or­di­nary pro­pos­al fills me with hor­ror, Mr. Smith!”

			The sleek lit­tle man in the dress suit, who looked like a head wait­er (but was the trust­ed le­gal ad­vis­er of the house of South­ery) puffed at his cigar in­dig­nant­ly. Nay­land Smith, whose rest­less pac­ing had led him to the far end of the li­brary, turned, a re­mote but vir­ile fig­ure, and looked back to where I stood by the open hearth with the so­lic­i­tor.

			“I am in your hands, Mr. Hen­der­son,” he said, and ad­vanced up­on the lat­ter, his gray eyes ablaze. “Save for the heir, who is abroad on for­eign ser­vice, you say there is no kin of Lord South­ery to con­sid­er. The word rests with you. If I am wrong, and you agree to my pro­pos­al, there is none whose sus­cep­ti­bil­i­ties will suf­fer—”

			“My own, sir!”

			“If I am right, and you pre­vent me from act­ing, you be­come a mur­der­er, Mr. Hen­der­son.”

			The lawyer start­ed, star­ing ner­vous­ly up at Smith, who now tow­ered over him men­ac­ing­ly.

			“Lord South­ery was a lone­ly man,” con­tin­ued my friend. “If I could have placed my propo­si­tion be­fore one of his blood, I do not doubt what my an­swer had been. Why do you hes­i­tate? Why do you ex­pe­ri­ence this feel­ing of hor­ror?”

			Mr. Hen­der­son stared down in­to the fire. His con­sti­tu­tion­al­ly rud­dy face was pale.

			“It is en­tire­ly ir­reg­u­lar, Mr. Smith. We have not the nec­es­sary pow­ers—”

			Smith snapped his teeth to­geth­er im­pa­tient­ly, snatch­ing his watch from his pock­et and glanc­ing at it.

			“I am vest­ed with the nec­es­sary pow­ers. I will give you a writ­ten or­der, sir.”

			“The pro­ceed­ing sa­vors of pa­gan­ism. Such a course might be ad­mis­si­ble in Chi­na, in Bur­ma—”

			“Do you weigh a life against such quib­bles? Do you sup­pose that, grant­ing my ir­re­spon­si­bil­i­ty, Dr. Petrie would coun­te­nance such a thing if he doubt­ed the ne­ces­si­ty?”

			Mr. Hen­der­son looked at me with pa­thet­ic hes­i­tance.

			“There are guests in the house—mourn­ers who at­tend­ed the cer­e­mo­ny to­day. They—”

			“Will nev­er know, if we are in er­ror,” in­ter­rupt­ed Smith. “Good God! why do you de­lay?”

			“You wish it to be kept se­cret?”

			“You and I, Mr. Hen­der­son, and Dr. Petrie will go now. We re­quire no oth­er wit­ness­es. We are an­swer­able on­ly to our con­sciences.”

			The lawyer passed his hand across his damp brow.

			“I have nev­er in my life been called up­on to come to so mo­men­tous a de­ci­sion in so short a time,” he con­fessed. But, aid­ed by Smith’s in­domitable will, he made his de­ci­sion. As its re­sult, we three, look­ing and feel­ing like con­spir­a­tors, hur­ried across the park be­neath a moon whose placid­i­ty was a re­buke to the tur­bu­lent pas­sions which reared their stran­gle-growth in the gar­den of Eng­land. Not a breath of wind stirred amid the leaves. The calm of per­fect night soothed ev­ery­thing to slum­ber. Yet, if Smith were right (and I did not doubt him), the green eyes of Dr. Fu-Manchu had looked up­on the scene; and I found my­self mar­veling that its beau­ty had not wilt­ed up. Even now the dread Chi­na­man must be near to us.

			As Mr. Hen­der­son un­locked the an­cient iron gates he turned to Nay­land Smith. His face twitched odd­ly.

			“Wit­ness that I do this un­will­ing­ly,” he said—“most un­will­ing­ly.”

			“Mine be the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty,” was the re­ply.

			Smith’s voice quiv­ered, re­spon­sive to the ner­vous vi­tal­i­ty pent up with­in that lean frame. He stood mo­tion­less, lis­ten­ing—and I knew for whom he lis­tened. He peered about him to right and left—and I knew whom he ex­pect­ed but dread­ed to see.

			Above us now the trees looked down with a solem­ni­ty dif­fer­ent from the as­pect of the mon­archs of the park, and the near­er we came to our jour­ney’s end the more somber and low­er­ing bent the ver­dant arch—or so it seemed.

			By that path, patched now with pools of moon­light, Lord South­ery had passed up­on his bier, with the sun to light his go­ing; by that path sev­er­al gen­er­a­tions of Strad­wicks had gone to their last rest­ing-place.

			To the doors of the vault the moon rays found free ac­cess. No branch, no leaf, in­ter­vened. Mr. Hen­der­son’s face looked ghast­ly. The keys which he car­ried rat­tled in his hand.

			“Light the lantern,” he said un­steadi­ly.

			Nay­land Smith, who again had been peer­ing sus­pi­cious­ly about in­to the shad­ows, struck a match and light­ed the lantern which he car­ried. He turned to the so­lic­i­tor.

			“Be calm, Mr. Hen­der­son,” he said stern­ly. “It is your plain du­ty to your client.”

			“God be my wit­ness that I doubt it,” replied Hen­der­son, and opened the door.

			We de­scend­ed the steps. The air be­neath was damp and chill. It touched us as with clam­my fin­gers; and the sen­sa­tion was not whol­ly phys­i­cal.

			Be­fore the nar­row man­sion which now suf­ficed Lord South­ery, the great en­gi­neer whom kings had hon­ored, Hen­der­son reeled and clutched at me for sup­port. Smith and I had looked to him for no aid in our un­can­ny task, and right­ly.

			With avert­ed eyes he stood over by the steps of the tomb, whilst my friend and my­self set to work. In the pur­suit of my pro­fes­sion I had un­der­tak­en labors as un­pleas­ant, but nev­er amid an en­vi­ron­ment such as this. It seemed that gen­er­a­tions of Strad­wicks lis­tened to each turn of ev­ery screw.

			At last it was done, and the pal­lid face of Lord South­ery ques­tioned the in­trud­ing light. Nay­land Smith’s hand was as steady as a rigid bar when he raised the lantern. Lat­er, I knew, there would be a sud­den re­leas­ing of the ten­sion of will—a re­ac­tion phys­i­cal and men­tal—but not un­til his work was fin­ished.

			That my own hand was steady I as­cribed to one thing sole­ly—pro­fes­sion­al zeal. For, un­der con­di­tions which, in the event of fail­ure and ex­po­sure, must have led to an un­pleas­ant in­quiry by the British Med­i­cal As­so­ci­a­tion, I was about to at­tempt an ex­per­i­ment nev­er be­fore es­sayed by a physi­cian of the white races.

			Though I failed, though I suc­ceed­ed, that it ev­er came be­fore the B.M.A., or any oth­er coun­cil, was im­prob­a­ble; in the for­mer event, all but im­pos­si­ble. But the knowl­edge that I was about to prac­tice char­la­tan­ry, or what any one of my fel­low-prac­ti­tion­ers must have des­ig­nat­ed as such, was with me. Yet so pro­found had my be­lief be­come in the ex­tra­or­di­nary be­ing whose ex­is­tence was a dan­ger to the world that I rev­eled in my im­mu­ni­ty from of­fi­cial cen­sure. I was glad that it had fall­en to my lot to take at least one step—though blind­ly—in­to the fu­ture of med­i­cal sci­ence.

			So far as my skill bore me, Lord South­ery was dead. Un­hesi­tat­ing­ly, I would have giv­en a death cer­tifi­cate, save for two con­sid­er­a­tions. The first, al­though his lat­est scheme ran con­trary from the in­ter­ests of Dr. Fu-Manchu, his ge­nius, di­vert­ed in­to oth­er chan­nels, would serve the yel­low group bet­ter than his death. The sec­ond, I had seen the boy Az­iz raised from a state as like death as this.

			From the phial of am­ber-hued liq­uid which I had with me, I charged the nee­dle sy­ringe. I made the in­jec­tion, and wait­ed.

			“If he is re­al­ly dead!” whis­pered Smith. “It seems in­cred­i­ble that he can have sur­vived for three days with­out food. Yet I have known a fakir to go for a week.”

			Mr. Hen­der­son groaned.

			Watch in hand, I stood ob­serv­ing the gray face.

			A sec­ond passed; an­oth­er; a third. In the fourth the mir­a­cle be­gan. Over the seem­ing­ly cold clay crept the hue of puls­ing life. It came in waves—in waves which cor­re­spond­ed with the throb­bing of the awak­ened heart; which swept fuller and stronger; which filled and quick­ened the chilled body.

			As we rapid­ly freed the liv­ing man from the trap­pings of the dead one, South­ery, ut­ter­ing a sti­fled scream, sat up, looked about him with half-glazed eyes, and fell back. “My God!” cried Smith.

			“It is all right,” I said, and had time to note how my voice had as­sumed a pro­fes­sion­al tone. “A lit­tle brandy from my flask is all that is nec­es­sary now.”

			“You have two pa­tients, Doc­tor,” rapped my friend.

			Mr. Hen­der­son had fall­en in a swoon to the floor of the vault.

			“Qui­et,” whis­pered Smith; “he is here.”

			He ex­tin­guished the light.

			I sup­port­ed Lord South­ery. “What has hap­pened?” he kept moan­ing. “Where am I? Oh, God! what has hap­pened?”

			I strove to re­as­sure him in a whis­per, and placed my trav­el­ing coat about him. The door at the top of the mau­soleum steps we had re­closed but not re­locked. Now, as I up­held the man whom lit­er­al­ly we had res­cued from the grave, I heard the door re­open. To aid Hen­der­son I could make no move. Smith was breath­ing hard be­side me. I dared not think what was about to hap­pen, nor what its ef­fects might be up­on Lord South­ery in his ex­haust­ed con­di­tion.

			Through the Mem­phi­an dark of the tomb cut a spear of light, touch­ing the last stone of the stair­way.

			A gut­tural voice spoke some words rapid­ly, and I knew that Dr. Fu-Manchu stood at the head of the stairs. Al­though I could not see my friend, I be­came aware that Nay­land Smith had his re­volver in his hand, and I reached in­to my pock­et for mine.

			At last the cun­ning Chi­na­man was about to fall in­to a trap. It would re­quire all his ge­nius, I thought, to save him tonight. Un­less his sus­pi­cions were aroused by the un­locked door, his cap­ture was im­mi­nent.

			Some­one was de­scend­ing the steps.

			In my right hand I held my re­volver, and with my left arm about Lord South­ery, I wait­ed through ten such sec­onds of sus­pense as I have rarely known.

			The spear of light plunged in­to the well of dark­ness again.

			Lord South­ery, Smith and my­self were hid­den by the an­gle of the wall; but full up­on the pur­plish face of Mr. Hen­der­son the beam shone. In some way it pen­e­trat­ed to the murk in his mind; and he awak­ened from his swoon with a hoarse cry, strug­gled to his feet, and stood look­ing up the stair in a sort of frozen hor­ror.

			Smith was past him at a bound. Some­thing flashed to­wards him as the light was ex­tin­guished. I saw him duck, and heard the knife ring up­on the floor.

			I man­aged to move suf­fi­cient­ly to see at the top, as I fired up the stairs, the yel­low face of Dr. Fu-Manchu, to see the gleam­ing, cha­toy­ant eyes, green­ly ter­ri­ble, as they sought to pierce the gloom. A fly­ing fig­ure was rac­ing up, three steps at a time (that of a brown man scant­i­ly clad). He stum­bled and fell, by which I knew that he was hit; but went on again, Smith hard on his heels.

			“Mr. Hen­der­son!” I cried, “re­light the lantern and take charge of Lord South­ery. Here is my flask on the floor. I re­ly up­on you.”

			Smith’s re­volver spoke again as I went bound­ing up the stair. Black against the square of moon­light I saw him stag­ger, I saw him fall. As he fell, for the third time, I heard the crack of his re­volver.

			In­stant­ly I was at his side. Some­where along the black aisle be­neath the trees re­ced­ing foot­steps pat­tered.

			“Are you hurt, Smith?” I cried anx­ious­ly.

			He got up­on his feet.

			“He has a da­coit with him,” he replied, and showed me the long curved knife which he held in his hand, a full inch of the blade blood­stained. “A near thing for me, Petrie.”

			I heard the whir of a restart­ed mo­tor.

			“We have lost him,” said Smith.

			“But we have saved Lord South­ery,” I said. “Fu-Manchu will cred­it us with a skill as great as his own.”

			“We must get to the car,” Smith mut­tered, “and try to over­take them. Ugh! my left arm is use­less.”

			“It would be mere waste of time to at­tempt to over­take them,” I ar­gued, “for we have no idea in which di­rec­tion they will pro­ceed.”

			“I have a very good idea,” snapped Smith. “Strad­wick Hall is less than ten miles from the coast. There is on­ly one prac­ti­ca­ble means of con­vey­ing an un­con­scious man se­cret­ly from here to Lon­don.”

			“You think he meant to take him from here to Lon­don?”

			“Pri­or to ship­ping him to Chi­na; I think so. His clear­ing-house is prob­a­bly on the Thames.”

			“A boat?”

			“A yacht, pre­sum­ably, is ly­ing off the coast in readi­ness. Fu-Manchu may even have de­signed to ship him di­rect to Chi­na.”

			Lord South­ery, a bizarre fig­ure, my trav­el­ing coat wrapped about him, and sup­port­ed by his so­lic­i­tor, who was al­most as pale as him­self, emerged from the vault in­to the moon­light.

			“This is a tri­umph for you, Smith,” I said.

			The throb of Fu-Manchu’s car died in­to faint­ness and was lost in the night’s si­lence.

			“On­ly half a tri­umph,” he replied. “But we still have an­oth­er chance—the raid on his house. When will the word come from Kara­manèh?”

			South­ery spoke in a weak voice.

			“Gen­tle­men,” he said, “it seems I am raised from the dead.”

			It was the weird­est mo­ment of the night where­in we heard that new­ly buried man speak from the mold of his tomb.

			“Yes,” replied Smith slow­ly, “and spared from the fate of Heav­en alone knows how many men of ge­nius. The yel­low so­ci­ety lacks a South­ery, but that Dr. Fu-Manchu was in Ger­many three years ago I have rea­son to be­lieve; so that, even with­out vis­it­ing the grave of your great Teu­ton­ic ri­val, who sud­den­ly died at about that time, I ven­ture to pre­dict that they have a Von Homber. And the fu­tur­ist group in Chi­na knows how to make men work!”

		
	
		
			XXIV

			From the res­cue of Lord South­ery my sto­ry bears me mer­ci­less­ly on to oth­er things. I may not tar­ry, as more leisure­ly pen­men, to round my in­ci­dents; they were not of my choos­ing. I may not pause to make you bet­ter ac­quaint­ed with the fig­ure of my dra­ma; its scheme is none of mine. Of­ten enough, in those days, I found a fit­ness in the lines of Omar:

			
				
					We are no oth­er than a mov­ing show
					

					Of Mag­ic Shad­ow-shapes that come and go
					

					Round with the Sun-il­lu­mined Lantern held
					

					In Mid­night by the Mas­ter of the Show.
				

			

			But “the Mas­ter of the Show,” in this case, was Dr. Fu-Manchu!

			I have been asked many times since the days with which these records deal: Who was Dr. Fu-Manchu? Let me con­fess here that my fi­nal an­swer must be post­poned. I can on­ly in­di­cate, at this place, the trend of my rea­son­ing, and leave my read­er to form what­ev­er con­clu­sion he pleas­es.

			What group can we iso­late and la­bel as re­spon­si­ble for the over­throw of the Manchus? The ca­su­al stu­dent of mod­ern Chi­nese his­to­ry will re­ply: “Young Chi­na.” This is un­sat­is­fac­to­ry. What do we mean by Young Chi­na? In my own hear­ing Fu-Manchu had dis­claimed, with scorn, as­so­ci­a­tion with the whole of that move­ment; and as­sum­ing that the name were not an as­sumed one, he clear­ly can have been no an­ti-Manchu, no Re­pub­li­can.

			The Chi­nese Re­pub­li­can is of the man­darin class, but of a new gen­er­a­tion which ve­neers its Con­fu­cian­ism with West­ern pol­ish. These youth­ful and un­bal­anced re­form­ers, in con­junc­tion with old­er but no less ill-bal­anced pro­vin­cial politi­cians, may be said to rep­re­sent Young Chi­na. Amid such tur­moils as this we in­vari­ably look for, and in­vari­ably find, a Third Par­ty. In my opin­ion, Dr. Fu-Manchu was one of the lead­ers of such a par­ty.

			An­oth­er ques­tion of­ten put to me was: Where did the Doc­tor hide dur­ing the time that he pur­sued his op­er­a­tions in Lon­don? This is more sus­cep­ti­ble of ex­pla­na­tion. For a time Nay­land Smith sup­posed, as I did my­self, that the opi­um den ad­ja­cent to the old Rat­cliff High­way was the Chi­na­man’s base of op­er­a­tions; lat­er we came to be­lieve that the man­sion near Wind­sor was his hid­ing-place, and lat­er still, the hulk ly­ing off the down­stream flats. But I think I can state with con­fi­dence that the spot which he had cho­sen for his home was nei­ther of these, but the East End river­side build­ing which I was the first to en­ter. Of this I am all but sure; for the rea­son that it not on­ly was the home of Fu-Manchu, of Kara­manèh, and of her broth­er, Az­iz, but the home of some­thing else—of some­thing which I shall speak of lat­er.

			The dread­ful tragedy (or se­ries of tragedies) which at­tend­ed the raid up­on the place will al­ways mark in my mem­o­ry the supreme hor­ror of a hor­ri­ble case. Let me en­deav­or to ex­plain what oc­curred.

			By the aid of Kara­manèh, you have seen how we had lo­cat­ed the whilom ware­house, which, from the ex­te­ri­or, was so drab and drea­ry, but which with­in was a place of won­drous lux­u­ry. At the mo­ment se­lect­ed by our beau­ti­ful ac­com­plice, In­spec­tor Wey­mouth and a body of de­tec­tives en­tire­ly sur­round­ed it; a riv­er po­lice launch lay off the wharf which opened from it on the river­side; and this up­on a sin­gu­lar­ly black night, than which a bet­ter could not have been cho­sen.

			“You will ful­fill your prom­ise to me?” said Kara­manèh, and looked up in­to my face.

			She was en­veloped in a big, loose cloak, and from the shad­ow of the hood her won­der­ful eyes gleamed out like stars.

			“What do you wish us to do?” asked Nay­land Smith.

			“You—and Dr. Petrie,” she replied swift­ly, “must en­ter first, and bring out Az­iz. Un­til he is safe—un­til he is out of that place—you are to make no at­tempt up­on—”

			“Up­on Dr. Fu-Manchu?” in­ter­rupt­ed Wey­mouth; for Kara­manèh hes­i­tat­ed to pro­nounce the dread­ed name, as she al­ways did. “But how can we be sure that there is no trap laid for us?”

			The Scot­land Yard man did not en­tire­ly share my con­fi­dence in the in­tegri­ty of this East­ern girl whom he knew to have been a crea­ture of the Chi­na­man’s.

			“Az­iz lies in the pri­vate room,” she ex­plained ea­ger­ly, her old ac­cent more no­tice­able than usu­al. “There is on­ly one of the Burmese men in the house, and he—he dare not en­ter with­out or­ders!”

			“But Fu-Manchu?”

			“We have noth­ing to fear from him. He will be your pris­on­er with­in ten min­utes from now! I have no time for words—you must be­lieve!” She stamped her foot im­pa­tient­ly. “And the da­coit?” snapped Smith.

			“He al­so.”

			“I think per­haps I’d bet­ter come in, too,” said Wey­mouth slow­ly.

			Kara­manèh shrugged her shoul­ders with quick im­pa­tience, and un­locked the door in the high brick wall which di­vid­ed the gloomy, evil-smelling court from the lux­u­ri­ous apart­ments of Dr. Fu-Manchu.

			“Make no noise,” she warned. And Smith and my­self fol­lowed her along the un­car­pet­ed pas­sage be­yond.

			In­spec­tor Wey­mouth, with a fi­nal word of in­struc­tion to his sec­ond in com­mand, brought up the rear. The door was re­closed; a few paces far­ther on a sec­ond was un­locked. Pass­ing through a small room, un­fur­nished, a far­ther pas­sage led us to a bal­cony. The tran­si­tion was star­tling.

			Dark­ness was about us now, and si­lence: a per­fumed, slum­ber­ous dark­ness—a si­lence full of mys­tery. For, be­yond the walls of the apart­ment where­on we looked down waged the un­ceas­ing bat­tle of sounds that is the hymn of the great in­dus­tri­al riv­er. About the scent­ed con­fines which bound­ed us now float­ed the smoke-laden va­pors of the Low­er Thames.

			From the metal­lic but in­fin­ite­ly hu­man clan­gor of dock­side life, from the un­pleas­ant but home­ly odors which pre­vail where ships swal­low in and belch out the con­crete ev­i­dences of com­mer­cial pros­per­i­ty, we had come in­to this in­censed still­ness, where one shad­ed lamp paint­ed dim en­large­ments of its Chi­nese silk up­on the near­er walls, and left the greater part of the room the dark­er for its con­trast.

			Noth­ing of the Thames-side ac­tiv­i­ty—of the riv­et­ing and scrap­ing—the bump­ing of bales—the bawl­ing of or­ders—the hiss of steam—pen­e­trat­ed to this per­fumed place. In the pool of tint­ed light lay the death­like fig­ure of a dark-haired boy, Kara­manèh’s muf­fled form bend­ing over him.

			“At last I stand in the house of Dr. Fu-Manchu!” whis­pered Smith.

			De­spite the girl’s as­sur­ance, we knew that prox­im­i­ty to the sin­is­ter Chi­na­man must be fraught with dan­ger. We stood, not in the li­on’s den, but in the ser­pent’s lair.

			From the time when Nay­land Smith had come from Bur­ma in pur­suit of this ad­vance-guard of a co­gent Yel­low Per­il, the face of Dr. Fu-Manchu rarely had been ab­sent from my dreams day or night. The mil­lions might sleep in peace—the mil­lions in whose cause we la­bored!—but we who knew the re­al­i­ty of the dan­ger knew that a ver­i­ta­ble oc­to­pus had fas­tened up­on Eng­land—a yel­low oc­to­pus whose head was that of Dr. Fu-Manchu, whose ten­ta­cles were da­coity, thuggee, modes of death, se­cret and swift, which in the dark­ness plucked men from life and left no clue be­hind.

			“Kara­manèh!” I called soft­ly.

			The muf­fled form be­neath the lamp turned so that the soft light fell up­on the love­ly face of the slave girl. She who had been a pli­ant in­stru­ment in the hands of Fu-Manchu now was to be the means where­by so­ci­ety should be rid of him.

			She raised her fin­ger warn­ing­ly; then beck­oned me to ap­proach.

			My feet sink­ing in the rich pile of the car­pet, I came through the gloom of the great apart­ment in to the patch of light, and, Kara­manèh be­side me, stood look­ing down up­on the boy. It was Az­iz, her broth­er; dead so far as West­ern lore had pow­er to judge, but kept alive in that death­like trance by the un­can­ny pow­er of the Chi­nese doc­tor.

			“Be quick,” she said; “be quick! Awak­en him! I am afraid.”

			From the case which I car­ried I took out a nee­dle-sy­ringe and a phial con­tain­ing a small quan­ti­ty of am­ber-hued liq­uid. It was a drug not to be found in the British Phar­ma­copoeia. Of its con­sti­tu­tion I knew noth­ing. Al­though I had had the phial in my pos­ses­sion for some days I had not dared to de­vote any of its pre­cious con­tents to an­a­lyt­i­cal pur­pos­es. The am­ber drops spelled life for the boy Az­iz, spelled suc­cess for the mis­sion of Nay­land Smith, spelled ru­in for the fiendish Chi­na­man.

			I raised the white cov­er­let. The boy, ful­ly dressed, lay with his arms crossed up­on his breast. I dis­cerned the mark of pre­vi­ous in­jec­tions as, charg­ing the sy­ringe from the phial, I made what I hoped would be the last of such ex­per­i­ments up­on him. I would have giv­en half of my small world­ly pos­ses­sions to have known the re­al na­ture of the drug which was now cours­ing through the veins of Az­iz—which was tint­ing the grayed face with the olive tone of life; which, so far as my med­i­cal train­ing bore me, was restor­ing the dead to life.

			But such was not the pur­pose of my vis­it. I was come to re­move from the house of Dr. Fu-Manchu the liv­ing chain which bound Kara­manèh to him. The boy alive and free, the Doc­tor’s hold up­on the slave girl would be bro­ken.

			My love­ly com­pan­ion, her hands con­vul­sive­ly clasped, knelt and de­voured with her eyes the face of the boy who was pass­ing through the most amaz­ing phys­i­o­log­i­cal change in the his­to­ry of ther­a­peu­tics. The pe­cu­liar per­fume which she wore—which seemed to be a part of her—which al­ways I as­so­ci­at­ed with her—was faint­ly per­cep­ti­ble. Kara­manèh was breath­ing rapid­ly.

			“You have noth­ing to fear,” I whis­pered; “see, he is re­viv­ing. In a few mo­ments all will be well with him.”

			The hang­ing lamp with its gar­ish­ly col­ored shade swung gen­tly above us, waft­ed, it seemed, by some draught which passed through the apart­ment. The boy’s heavy lids be­gan to quiver, and Kara­manèh ner­vous­ly clutched my arm, and held me so whilst we watched for the long-lashed eyes to open. The still­ness of the place was pos­i­tive­ly un­nat­u­ral; it seemed in­con­ceiv­able that all about us was the dis­cor­dant ac­tiv­i­ty of the com­mer­cial East End. In­deed, this eerie si­lence was be­com­ing op­pres­sive; it be­gan pos­i­tive­ly to ap­pall me.

			In­spec­tor Wey­mouth’s won­der­ing face peeped over my shoul­der.

			“Where is Dr. Fu-Manchu?” I whis­pered, as Nay­land Smith in turn ap­peared be­side me. “I can­not un­der­stand the si­lence of the house—”

			“Look about,” replied Kara­manèh, nev­er tak­ing her eyes from the face of Az­iz.

			I peered around the shad­owy walls. Tall glass cas­es there were, shelves and nich­es: where once, from the gallery above, I had seen the tubes and re­torts, the jars of un­fa­mil­iar or­gan­isms, the books of un­fa­mil­iar lore, the im­ped­i­men­ta of the oc­cult stu­dent and man of sci­ence—the vis­i­ble ev­i­dences of Fu-Manchu’s pres­ence. Shelves—cas­es—nich­es—were bare. Of the com­pli­cat­ed ap­pli­ances un­known to civ­i­lized lab­o­ra­to­ries, where­with he pur­sued his strange ex­per­i­ments, of the tubes where­in he iso­lat­ed the bacil­li of un­clas­si­fied dis­eases, of the yel­low-bound vol­umes for a glimpse at which (had they known of their con­tents) the great men of Harley Street would have giv­en a for­tune—no trace re­mained. The silken cush­ions; the in­laid ta­bles; all were gone.

			The room was stripped, dis­man­tled. Had Fu-Manchu fled? The si­lence as­sumed a new sig­nif­i­cance. His da­coits and kin­dred min­is­ters of death all must have fled, too.

			“You have let him es­cape us!” I said rapid­ly. “You promised to aid us to cap­ture him—to send us a mes­sage—and you have de­layed un­til—”

			“No,” she said; “no!” and clutched at my arm again. “Oh! is he not re­viv­ing slow­ly? Are you sure you have made no mis­take?”

			Her thoughts were all for the boy; and her so­lic­i­tude touched me. I again ex­am­ined Az­iz, the most re­mark­able pa­tient of my busy pro­fes­sion­al ca­reer.

			As I count­ed the strength­en­ing pulse, he opened his dark eyes—which were so like the eyes of Kara­manèh—and, with the girl’s ea­ger arms tight­ly about him, sat up, look­ing won­der­ing­ly around.

			Kara­manèh pressed her cheek to his, whis­per­ing lov­ing words in that soft­ly spo­ken Ara­bic which had first be­trayed her na­tion­al­i­ty to Nay­land Smith. I hand­ed her my flask, which I had filled with wine.

			“My prom­ise is ful­filled!” I said. “You are free! Now for Fu-Manchu! But first let us ad­mit the po­lice to this house; there is some­thing un­can­ny in its still­ness.”

			“No,” she replied. “First let my broth­er be tak­en out and placed in safe­ty. Will you car­ry him?”

			She raised her face to that of In­spec­tor Wey­mouth, up­on which was writ­ten awe and won­der.

			The burly de­tec­tive lift­ed the boy as ten­der­ly as a wom­an, passed through the shad­ows to the stair­way, as­cend­ed, and was swal­lowed up in the gloom. Nay­land Smith’s eyes gleamed fever­ish­ly. He turned to Kara­manèh.

			“You are not play­ing with us?” he said harsh­ly. “We have done our part; it re­mains for you to do yours.”

			“Do not speak so loud­ly,” the girl begged. “He is near us—and, oh, God, I fear him so!”

			“Where is he?” per­sist­ed my friend.

			Kara­manèh’s eyes were glassy with fear now.

			“You must not touch him un­til the po­lice are here,” she said—but from the di­rec­tion of her quick, ag­i­tat­ed glances I knew that, her broth­er safe now, she feared for me, and for me alone. Those glances sent my blood danc­ing; for Kara­manèh was an East­ern jew­el which any man of flesh and blood must have cov­et­ed had he known it to lie with­in his reach. Her eyes were twin lakes of mys­tery which, more than once, I had known the de­sire to ex­plore.

			“Look—be­yond that cur­tain”—her voice was bare­ly au­di­ble—“but do not en­ter. Even as he is, I fear him.”

			Her voice, her pal­pa­ble ag­i­ta­tion, pre­pared us for some­thing ex­tra­or­di­nary. Tragedy and Fu-Manchu were nev­er far apart. Though we were two, and help was so near, we were in the abode of the most cun­ning mur­der­er who ev­er came out of the East.

			It was with strange­ly min­gled emo­tions that I crossed the thick car­pet, Nay­land Smith be­side me, and drew aside the draperies con­ceal­ing a door, to which Kara­manèh had point­ed. Then, up­on look­ing in­to the dim place be­yond, all else save what it held was for­got­ten.

			We looked up­on a small, square room, the walls draped with fan­tas­tic Chi­nese ta­pes­try, the floor strewn with cush­ions; and re­clin­ing in a cor­ner, where the faint, blue light from a lamp, placed up­on a low ta­ble, paint­ed grotesque shad­ows about the cav­ernous face—was Dr. Fu-Manchu!

			At sight of him my heart leaped—and seemed to sus­pend its func­tions, so in­tense was the hor­ror which this man’s pres­ence in­spired in me. My hand clutch­ing the cur­tain, I stood watch­ing him. The lids veiled the ma­lig­nant green eyes, but the thin lips seemed to smile. Then Smith silent­ly point­ed to the hand which held a lit­tle pipe. A sick­ly per­fume as­sailed my nos­trils, and the ex­pla­na­tion of the hushed si­lence, and the ease with which we had thus far ex­e­cut­ed our plan, came to me. The cun­ning mind was tor­pid—lost in a brutish world of dreams.

			Fu-Manchu was in an opi­um sleep!

			The dim light traced out a net­work of tiny lines, which cov­ered the yel­low face from the point­ed chin to the top of the great domed brow, and formed deep shad­ow pools in the hol­lows be­neath his eyes. At last we had tri­umphed.

			I could not de­ter­mine the depth of his ob­scene trance; and mas­ter­ing some of my re­pug­nance, and for­get­ful of Kara­manèh’s warn­ing, I was about to step for­ward in­to the room, load­ed with its nau­se­at­ing opi­um fumes, when a soft breath fanned my cheek.

			“Do not go in!” came Kara­manèh’s warn­ing voice—hushed—trem­bling.

			Her lit­tle hand grasped my arm. She drew Smith and my­self back from the door.

			“There is dan­ger there!” she whis­pered. “Do not en­ter that room! The po­lice must reach him in some way—and drag him out! Do not en­ter that room!”

			The girl’s voice quiv­ered hys­ter­i­cal­ly; her eyes blazed in­to sav­age flame. The fierce re­sent­ment born of dread­ful wrongs was con­sum­ing her now; but fear of Fu-Manchu held her yet. In­spec­tor Wey­mouth came down the stairs and joined us.

			“I have sent the boy to Ry­man’s room at the sta­tion,” he said. “The di­vi­sion­al sur­geon will look af­ter him un­til you ar­rive, Dr. Petrie. All is ready now. The launch is just off the wharf and ev­ery side of the place un­der ob­ser­va­tion. Where’s our man?”

			He drew a pair of hand­cuffs from his pock­et and raised his eye­brows in­ter­rog­a­tive­ly. The ab­sence of sound—of any demon­stra­tion from the un­can­ny Chi­na­man whom he was there to ar­rest—puz­zled him.

			Nay­land Smith jerked his thumb to­ward the cur­tain.

			At that, and be­fore we could ut­ter a word, Wey­mouth stepped to the draped door. He was a man who drove straight at his goal and saved re­flec­tions for sub­se­quent leisure. I think, more­over, that the at­mos­phere of the place (stripped as it was it re­tained its heavy, volup­tuous per­fume) had be­gun to get a hold up­on him. He was anx­ious to shake it off; to be up and do­ing.

			He pulled the cur­tain aside and stepped in­to the room. Smith and I per­force fol­lowed him. Just with­in the door the three of us stood look­ing across at the limp thing which had spread ter­ror through­out the East­ern and West­ern world. Help­less as Fu-Manchu was, he in­spired ter­ror now, though the gi­ant in­tel­lect was in­ert—stu­pe­fied.

			In the dim­ly lit apart­ment we had quit­ted I heard Kara­manèh ut­ter a sti­fled scream. But it came too late.

			As though cast up by a vol­cano, the silken cush­ions, the in­laid ta­ble with its blue-shad­ed lamp, the gar­ish walls, the sprawl­ing fig­ure with the ghast­ly light play­ing up­on its fea­tures—quiv­ered, and shot up­ward!

			So it seemed to me; though, in the en­su­ing in­stant I re­mem­bered, too late, a pre­vi­ous ex­pe­ri­ence of the floors of Fu-Manchu’s pri­vate apart­ments; I knew what had in­deed be­fall­en us. A trap had been re­leased be­neath our feet.

			I re­call fall­ing—but have no rec­ol­lec­tion of the end of my fall—of the shock mark­ing the drop. I on­ly re­mem­ber fight­ing for my life against a sti­fling some­thing which had me by the throat. I knew that I was be­ing suf­fo­cat­ed, but my hands met on­ly the death­ly empti­ness.

			In­to a poi­sonous well of dark­ness I sank. I could not cry out. I was help­less. Of the fate of my com­pan­ions I knew noth­ing—could sur­mise noth­ing. Then … all con­scious­ness end­ed.

		
	
		
			XXV

			I was be­ing car­ried along a dim­ly light­ed, tun­nel-like place, slung, sack­wise, across the shoul­der of a Bur­man. He was not a big man, but he sup­port­ed my con­sid­er­able weight with ap­par­ent ease. A dead­ly nau­sea held me, but the rough han­dling had served to re­store me to con­scious­ness. My hands and feet were close­ly lashed. I hung limply as a wet tow­el: I felt that this spark of tor­tured life which had flick­ered up in me must ere long fi­nal­ly be­come ex­tin­guished.

			A fan­cy pos­sessed me, in these the first mo­ments of my restora­tion to the world of re­al­i­ties, that I had been smug­gled in­to Chi­na; and as I swung head down­ward I told my­self that the huge, puffy things which strewed the path were a species of gi­ant toad­stool, un­fa­mil­iar to me and pos­si­bly pe­cu­liar to what­ev­er dis­trict of Chi­na I now was in.

			The air was hot, steamy, and load­ed with a smell as of rot­ting veg­e­ta­tion. I won­dered why my bear­er so scrupu­lous­ly avoid­ed touch­ing any of the un­whole­some-look­ing growths in pass­ing through what seemed a suc­ces­sion of cel­lars, but steered a tor­tu­ous course among the bloat­ed, un­nat­u­ral shapes, lift­ing his bare brown feet with a cat­like del­i­ca­cy.

			He passed un­der a low arch, dropped me rough­ly to the ground and ran back. Half stunned, I lay watch­ing the ag­ile brown body melt in­to the dis­tances of the cel­lars. Their walls and roof seemed to emit a faint, phos­pho­res­cent light.

			“Petrie!” came a weak voice from some­where ahead. … “Is that you, Petrie?”

			It was Nay­land Smith!

			“Smith!” I said, and strove to sit up. But the in­tense nau­sea over­came me, so that I all but swooned.

			I heard his voice again, but could at­tach no mean­ing to the words which he ut­tered. A sound of ter­rif­ic blows reached my ears, too. The Bur­man reap­peared, bend­ing un­der the heavy load which he bore. For, as he picked his way through the bloat­ed things which grew up­on the floors of the cel­lars, I re­al­ized that he was car­ry­ing the in­ert body of In­spec­tor Wey­mouth. And I found time to com­pare the strength of the lit­tle brown man with that of a Nile bee­tle, which can raise many times its own weight. Then, be­hind him, ap­peared a sec­ond fig­ure, which im­me­di­ate­ly claimed the whole of my er­rant at­ten­tion.

			“Fu-Manchu!” hissed my friend, from the dark­ness which con­cealed him.

			It was in­deed none oth­er than Fu-Manchu—the Fu-Manchu whom we had thought to be help­less. The deeps of the Chi­na­man’s cun­ning—the fine qual­i­ty of his courage, were forced up­on me as amaz­ing facts.

			He had as­sumed the ap­pear­ance of a drugged opi­um-smok­er so well as to dupe me—a med­i­cal man; so well as to dupe Kara­manèh—whose ex­pe­ri­ence of the nox­ious habit prob­a­bly was greater than my own. And, with the gal­lows dan­gling be­fore him, he had wait­ed—played the part of a lure—whilst a body of po­lice ac­tu­al­ly sur­round­ed the place!

			I have since thought that the room prob­a­bly was one which he ac­tu­al­ly used for opi­um de­bauch­es, and the de­vice of the trap was in­tend­ed to pro­tect him dur­ing the co­matose pe­ri­od.

			Now, hold­ing a lantern above his head, the de­vis­er of the trap where­in­to we, mouse­like, had blind­ly en­tered, came through the cel­lars, fol­low­ing the brown man who car­ried Wey­mouth. The faint rays of the lantern (it ap­par­ent­ly con­tained a can­dle) re­vealed a ver­i­ta­ble for­est of the gi­gan­tic fun­gi—poi­sonous­ly col­ored—hideous­ly swollen—climb­ing from the floor up the slimy walls—climb­ing like hor­rid par­a­sites to such part of the arched roof as was vis­i­ble to me.

			Fu-Manchu picked his way through the fun­gi ranks as dain­ti­ly as though the dis­tort­ed, tu­mid things had been viper-head­ed.

			The re­sound­ing blows which I had not­ed be­fore, and which had nev­er ceased, cul­mi­nat­ed in a splin­ter­ing crash. Dr. Fu-Manchu and his ser­vant, who car­ried the ap­par­ent­ly in­sen­si­ble de­tec­tive, passed in un­der the arch, Fu-Manchu glanc­ing back once along the pas­sages. The lantern he ex­tin­guished, or con­cealed; and whilst I wait­ed, my mind dul­ly sur­vey­ing mem­o­ries of all the threats which this un­can­ny be­ing had ut­tered, a dis­tant clam­or came to my ears.

			Then, abrupt­ly, it ceased. Dr. Fu-Manchu had closed a heavy door; and to my sur­prise I per­ceived that the greater part of it was of glass. The will-o’-the-wisp glow which played around the fun­gi ren­dered the vista of the cel­lars faint­ly lu­mi­nous, and vis­i­ble to me from where I lay. Fu-Manchu spoke soft­ly. His voice, its gut­tural note al­ter­nat­ing with a sibi­lance on cer­tain words, be­trayed no traces of ag­i­ta­tion. The man’s un­bro­ken calm had in it some­thing in­hu­man. For he had just per­pe­trat­ed an act of dar­ing un­par­al­leled in my ex­pe­ri­ence, and, in the clam­or now shut out by the glass door I tardi­ly rec­og­nized the en­trance of the po­lice in­to some bar­ri­cad­ed part of the house—the com­ing of those who would save us—who would hold the Chi­nese doc­tor for the hang­man!

			“I have de­cid­ed,” he said de­lib­er­ate­ly, “that you are more wor­thy of my at­ten­tion than I had for­mer­ly sup­posed. A man who can solve the se­cret of the Gold­en Elixir (I had not solved it; I had mere­ly stolen some) should be a valu­able ac­qui­si­tion to my Coun­cil. The ex­tent of the plans of Mr. Com­mis­sion­er Nay­land Smith and of the Eng­lish Scot­land Yard it is in­cum­bent up­on me to learn. There­fore, gen­tle­men, you live—for the present!”

			“And you’ll swing,” came Wey­mouth’s hoarse voice, “in the near fu­ture! You and all your yel­low gang!”

			“I trust not,” was the placid re­ply. “Most of my peo­ple are safe: some are shipped as las­cars up­on the lin­ers; oth­ers have de­part­ed by dif­fer­ent means. Ah!”

			That last word was the on­ly one in­dica­tive of ex­cite­ment which had yet es­caped him. A disk of light danced among the bril­liant poi­son hues of the pas­sages—but no sound reached us; by which I knew that the glass door must fit al­most her­met­i­cal­ly. It was much cool­er here than in the place through which we had passed, and the nau­sea be­gan to leave me, my brain to grow more clear. Had I known what was to fol­low I should have cursed the lu­cid­i­ty of mind which now came to me; I should have prayed for obliv­ion—to be spared the sight of that which en­sued.

			“It’s Lo­gan!” cried In­spec­tor Wey­mouth; and I could tell that he was strug­gling to free him­self of his bonds. From his voice it was ev­i­dent that he, too, was re­cov­er­ing from the ef­fects of the nar­cot­ic which had been ad­min­is­tered to us all.

			“Lo­gan!” he cried. “Lo­gan! This way—help!”

			But the cry beat back up­on us in that en­closed space and seemed to car­ry no far­ther than the in­vis­i­ble walls of our prison.

			“The door fits well,” came Fu-Manchu’s mock­ing voice. “It is for­tu­nate for us all that it is so. This is my ob­ser­va­tion win­dow, Dr. Petrie, and you are about to en­joy an unique op­por­tu­ni­ty of study­ing fun­gol­o­gy. I have al­ready drawn your at­ten­tion to the anaes­thet­ic prop­er­ties of the ly­cop­er­don, or com­mon puff­ball. You may have rec­og­nized the fumes? The cham­ber in­to which you rash­ly pre­cip­i­tat­ed your­selves was charged with them. By a process of my own I have great­ly en­hanced the val­ue of the puff­ball in this re­spect. Your friend, Mr. Wey­mouth, proved the most ob­sti­nate sub­ject; but he suc­cumbed in fif­teen sec­onds.”

			“Lo­gan! Help! Help! This way, man!”

			Some­thing very like fear sound­ed in Wey­mouth’s voice now. In­deed, the sit­u­a­tion was so un­can­ny that it al­most seemed un­re­al. A group of men had en­tered the far­ther­most cel­lars, led by one who bore an elec­tric pock­et-lamp. The hard, white ray danced from bloat­ed gray fun­gi to oth­ers of night­mare shape, of daz­zling, ven­omous bril­liance. The mock­ing, lec­ture-room voice con­tin­ued:

			“Note the snowy growth up­on the roof, Doc­tor. Do not be de­ceived by its size. It is a gi­ant va­ri­ety of my own cul­ture and is of the or­der em­pusa. You, in Eng­land, are fa­mil­iar with the death of the com­mon house­fly—which is found at­tached to the win­dow­pane by a coat­ing of white mold. I have de­vel­oped the spores of this mold and have pro­duced a gi­ant species. Ob­serve the in­ter­est­ing ef­fect of the strong light up­on my or­ange and blue amani­ta fun­gus!”

			Hard be­side me I heard Nay­land Smith groan, Wey­mouth had be­come sud­den­ly silent. For my own part, I could have shrieked in pure hor­ror. For I knew what was com­ing. I re­al­ized in one ag­o­nized in­stant the sig­nif­i­cance of the dim lantern, of the care­ful progress through the sub­ter­ranean fun­gi grove, of the care with which Fu-Manchu and his ser­vant had avoid­ed touch­ing any of the growths. I knew, now, that Dr. Fu-Manchu was the great­est fun­gol­o­gist the world had ev­er known; was a poi­son­er to whom the Bor­gias were as chil­dren—and I knew that the de­tec­tives blind­ly were walk­ing in­to a val­ley of death.

			Then it be­gan—the un­nat­u­ral scene—the sat­ur­na­lia of mur­der.

			Like so many bombs the bril­liant­ly col­ored caps of the huge toad­stool-like things al­lud­ed to by the Chi­na­man ex­plod­ed, as the white ray sought them out in the dark­ness which alone pre­served their ex­is­tence. A brown­ish cloud—I could not de­ter­mine whether liq­uid or pow­dery—arose in the cel­lar.

			I tried to close my eyes—or to turn them away from the reel­ing forms of the men who were trapped in that poi­son-hole. It was use­less:

			I must look.

			The bear­er of the lamp had dropped it, but the dim, eeri­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed gloom en­dured scarce a sec­ond. A bright light sprang up—doubt­less at the touch of the fiendish be­ing who now re­sumed speech:

			“Ob­serve the symp­toms of delir­i­um, Doc­tor!” Out there, be­yond the glass door, the un­hap­py vic­tims were laugh­ing—tear­ing their gar­ments from their bod­ies—leap­ing—wav­ing their arms—were be­come ma­ni­acs!

			“We will now re­lease the ripe spores of gi­ant em­pusa,” con­tin­ued the wicked voice. “The air of the sec­ond cel­lar be­ing su­per­charged with oxy­gen, they im­me­di­ate­ly ger­mi­nate. Ah! it is a tri­umph! That process is the sci­en­tif­ic tri­umph of my life!”

			Like pow­dered snow the white spores fell from the roof, frost­ing the writhing shapes of the al­ready poi­soned men. Be­fore my hor­ri­fied gaze, the fun­gus grew; it spread from the head to the feet of those it touched; it en­veloped them as in glit­ter­ing shrouds. …

			“They die like flies!” screamed Fu-Manchu, with a sud­den febrile ex­cite­ment; and I felt as­sured of some­thing I had long sus­pect­ed: that that mag­nif­i­cent, per­vert­ed brain was the brain of a homi­ci­dal ma­ni­ac—though Smith would nev­er ac­cept the the­o­ry.

			“It is my fly­trap!” shrieked the Chi­na­man. “And I am the god of de­struc­tion!”

		
	
		
			XXVI

			The clam­my touch of the mist re­vived me. The cul­mi­na­tion of the scene in the poi­son cel­lars, to­geth­er with the ef­fects of the fumes which I had in­haled again, had de­prived me of con­scious­ness. Now I knew that I was afloat on the riv­er. I still was bound: fur­ther­more, a cloth was wrapped tight­ly about my mouth, and I was se­cured to a ring in the deck.

			By mov­ing my aching head to the left I could look down in­to the oily wa­ter; by mov­ing it to the right I could catch a glimpse of the em­pur­pled face of In­spec­tor Wey­mouth, who, sim­i­lar­ly bound and gagged, lay be­side me, but on­ly of the feet and legs of Nay­land Smith. For I could not turn my head suf­fi­cient­ly far to see more.

			We were aboard an elec­tric launch. I heard the hat­ed gut­tural voice of Fu-Manchu, sub­dued now to its ha­bit­u­al calm, and my heart leaped to hear the voice that an­swered him. It was that of Kara­manèh. His tri­umph was com­plete. Clear­ly his plans for de­par­ture were com­plete; his slaugh­ter of the po­lice in the un­der­ground pas­sages had been a fi­nal reck­less demon­stra­tion of which the Chi­na­man’s sub­tle cun­ning would have been in­ca­pable had he not known his es­cape from the coun­try to be as­sured.

			What fate was in store for us? How would he avenge him­self up­on the girl who had be­trayed him to his en­e­mies? What por­tion await­ed those en­e­mies? He seemed to have formed the sin­gu­lar de­ter­mi­na­tion to smug­gle me in­to Chi­na—but what did he pur­pose in the case of Wey­mouth, and in the case of Nay­land Smith?

			All but silent­ly we were feel­ing our way through the mist. Astern died the clan­gor of dock and wharf in­to a re­mote dis­cord. Ahead hung the fog­gy cur­tain veil­ing the traf­fic of the great wa­ter­way; but through it broke the call­ing of sirens, the tin­kling of bells.

			The gen­tle move­ment of the screw ceased al­to­geth­er. The launch lay heav­ing slight­ly up­on the swells.

			A dis­tant throb­bing grew loud­er—and some­thing ad­vanced up­on us through the haze.

			A bell rang and muf­fled by the fog a voice pro­claimed it­self—a voice which I knew. I felt Wey­mouth writhing im­po­tent­ly be­side me; heard him mum­bling in­co­her­ent­ly; and I knew that he, too, had rec­og­nized the voice.

			It was that of In­spec­tor Ry­man of the riv­er po­lice; and their launch was with­in bis­cuit-throw of that up­on which we lay!

			“ ’Hoy! ’Hoy!”

			I trem­bled. A fever­ish ex­cite­ment claimed me. They were hail­ing us. We car­ried no lights; but now—and ig­nor­ing the pain which shot from my spine to my skull I craned my neck to the left—the port light of the po­lice launch glowed an­gri­ly through the mist.

			I was un­able to ut­ter any save mum­bling sounds, and my com­pan­ions were equal­ly help­less. It was a des­per­ate po­si­tion. Had the po­lice seen us or had they hailed at ran­dom? The light drew near­er.

			“Launch, ’hoy!”

			They had seen us! Fu-Manchu’s gut­tural voice spoke short­ly—and our screw be­gan to re­volve again; we leaped ahead in­to the bank of dark­ness. Faint grew the light of the po­lice launch—and was gone. But I heard Ry­man’s voice shout­ing.

			“Full speed!” came faint­ly through the dark­ness. “Port! Port!”

			Then the murk closed down, and with our friends far astern of us we were rac­ing deep­er in­to the fog banks—speed­ing sea­ward; though of this I was un­able to judge at the time.

			On we raced, and on, sweep­ing over grow­ing swells. Once, a black, tow­er­ing shape dropped down up­on us. Far above, lights blazed, bells rang, vague cries pierced the fog. The launch pitched and rolled per­ilous­ly, but weath­ered the wash of the lin­er which so near­ly had con­clud­ed this episode. It was such a jour­ney as I had tak­en once be­fore, ear­ly in our pur­suit of the ge­nius of the Yel­low Per­il; but this was in­fin­ite­ly more ter­ri­ble; for now we were ut­ter­ly in Fu-Manchu’s pow­er.

			A voice mum­bled in my ear. I turned my bound-up face; and In­spec­tor Wey­mouth raised his hands in the dim­ness and part­ly slipped the ban­dage from his mouth.

			“I’ve been work­ing at the cords since we left those filthy cel­lars,” he whis­pered. “My wrists are all cut, but when I’ve got out a knife and freed my an­kles—”

			Smith had kicked him with his bound feet. The de­tec­tive slipped the ban­dage back to po­si­tion and placed his hands be­hind him again. Dr. Fu-Manchu, wear­ing a heavy over­coat but no hat, came aft. He was drag­ging Kara­manèh by the wrists. He seat­ed him­self on the cush­ions near to us, pulling the girl down be­side him. Now, I could see her face—and the ex­pres­sion in her beau­ti­ful eyes made me writhe.

			Fu-Manchu was watch­ing us, his dis­col­ored teeth faint­ly vis­i­ble in the dim light, to which my eyes were be­com­ing ac­cus­tomed.

			“Dr. Petrie,” he said, “you shall be my hon­ored guest at my home in Chi­na. You shall as­sist me to rev­o­lu­tion­ize chem­istry. Mr. Smith, I fear you know more of my plans than I had deemed it pos­si­ble for you to have learned, and I am anx­ious to know if you have a con­fi­dant. Where your mem­o­ry fails you, and my files and wire jack­ets prove in­ef­fec­tu­al, In­spec­tor Wey­mouth’s rec­ol­lec­tions may prove more ac­cu­rate.”

			He turned to the cow­er­ing girl—who shrank away from him in piti­ful, ab­ject ter­ror.

			“In my hands, Doc­tor,” he con­tin­ued, “I hold a nee­dle charged with a rare cul­ture. It is the link be­tween the bacil­li and the fun­gi. You have seemed to dis­play an un­due in­ter­est in the peach and pearl which ren­der my Kara­manèh so de­light­ful, In the sup­ple grace of her move­ments and the sparkle of her eyes. You can nev­er de­vote your whole mind to those stud­ies which I have planned for you whilst such dis­trac­tions ex­ist. A touch of this keen point, and the laugh­ing Kara­manèh be­comes the shriek­ing hag—the ma­ni­a­cal, mow­ing—”

			Then, with an ox-like rush, Wey­mouth was up­on him!

			Kara­manèh, wrought up­on past en­durance, with a sob­bing cry, sank to the deck—and lay still. I man­aged to writhe in­to a half-sit­ting pos­ture, and Smith rolled aside as the de­tec­tive and the Chi­na­man crashed down to­geth­er.

			Wey­mouth had one big hand at the Doc­tor’s yel­low throat; with his left he grasped the Chi­na­man’s right. It held the nee­dle.

			Now, I could look along the length of the lit­tle craft, and, so far as it was pos­si­ble to make out in the fog, on­ly one oth­er was aboard—the half-clad brown man who nav­i­gat­ed her—and who had car­ried us through the cel­lars. The murk had grown denser and now shut us in like a box. The throb of the mo­tor—the hiss­ing breath of the two who fought—with so much at is­sue—these sounds and the wash of the wa­ter alone broke the eerie still­ness.

			By slow de­grees, and with a rep­til­ian agili­ty hor­ri­ble to watch, Fu-Manchu was neu­tral­iz­ing the ad­van­tage gained by Wey­mouth. His claw­ish fin­gers were fast in the big man’s throat; the right hand with its dead­ly nee­dle was forc­ing down the left of his op­po­nent. He had been un­der­neath, but now he was gain­ing the up­per place. His pow­ers of phys­i­cal en­durance must have been tru­ly mar­velous. His breath was whistling through his nos­trils sig­nif­i­cant­ly, but Wey­mouth was pal­pa­bly tir­ing.

			The lat­ter sud­den­ly changed his tac­tics. By a supreme ef­fort, to which he was spurred, I think, by the grow­ing prox­im­i­ty of the nee­dle, he raised Fu-Manchu—by the throat and arm—and pitched him side­ways.

			The Chi­na­man’s grip did not re­lax, and the two wrestlers dropped, a writhing mass, up­on the port cush­ions. The launch heeled over, and my cry of hor­ror was crushed back in­to my throat by the ban­dage. For, as Fu-Manchu sought to ex­tri­cate him­self, he over­bal­anced—fell back—and, bear­ing Wey­mouth with him—slid in­to the riv­er!

			The mist swal­lowed them up.

			There are mo­ments of which no man can re­call his men­tal im­pres­sions, mo­ments so acute­ly hor­ri­ble that, mer­ci­ful­ly, our mem­o­ry re­tains noth­ing of the emo­tions they oc­ca­sioned. This was one of them. A chaos ruled in my mind. I had a vague be­lief that the Bur­man, for­ward, glanced back. Then the course of the launch was changed. How long in­ter­vened be­tween the trag­ic end of that gar­gan­tu­an strug­gle and the time when a black wall leaped sud­den­ly up be­fore us I can­not pre­tend to state.

			With a sick­en­ing jerk we ran aground. A loud ex­plo­sion en­sued, and I clear­ly re­mem­ber see­ing the brown man leap out in­to the fog—which was the last I saw of him.

			Wa­ter be­gan to wash aboard.

			Ful­ly alive to our im­mi­nent per­il, I fought with the cords that bound me; but I lacked poor Wey­mouth’s strength of wrist, and I be­gan to ac­cept as a hor­ri­ble and im­mi­nent pos­si­bil­i­ty, a death from drown­ing, with­in six feet of the bank.

			Be­side me, Nay­land Smith was strain­ing and twist­ing. I think his ob­ject was to touch Kara­manèh, in the hope of arous­ing her. Where he failed in his project, the in­flow­ing wa­ter suc­ceed­ed. A silent prayer of thank­ful­ness came from my very soul when I saw her stir—when I saw her raise her hands to her head—and saw the big, hor­ror-bright eyes gleam through the mist veil.

		
	
		
			XXVII

			We quit­ted the wrecked launch but a few sec­onds be­fore her stern set­tled down in­to the riv­er. Where the mud-bank up­on which we found our­selves was sit­u­at­ed we had no idea. But at least it was ter­ra fir­ma and we were free from Dr. Fu-Manchu.

			Smith stood look­ing out to­wards the riv­er.

			“My God!” he groaned. “My God!”

			He was think­ing, as I was, of Wey­mouth.

			And when, an hour lat­er, the po­lice boat lo­cat­ed us (on the mud-flats be­low Green­wich) and we heard that the toll of the poi­son cel­lars was eight men, we al­so heard news of our brave com­pan­ion.

			“Back there in the fog, sir,” re­port­ed In­spec­tor Ry­man, who was in charge, and his voice was un­der poor com­mand, “there was an un­can­ny howl­ing, and peals of laugh­ter that I’m go­ing to dream about for weeks—”

			Kara­manèh, who nes­tled be­side me like a fright­ened child, shiv­ered; and I knew that the nee­dle had done its work, de­spite Wey­mouth’s gi­ant strength.

			Smith swal­lowed nois­i­ly.

			“Pray God the riv­er has that yel­low Sa­tan,” he said. “I would sac­ri­fice a year of my life to see his rat’s body on the end of a grap­pling-iron!”

			We were a sad par­ty that steamed through the fog home­ward that night. It seemed al­most like de­sert­ing a staunch com­rade to leave the spot—so near­ly as we could lo­cate it—where Wey­mouth had put up that last gal­lant fight. Our help­less­ness was pa­thet­ic, and al­though, had the night been clear as crys­tal, I doubt if we could have act­ed oth­er­wise, it came to me that this stink­ing murk was a new en­e­my which drove us back in cow­ard re­treat.

			But so many were the calls up­on our ac­tiv­i­ty, and so nu­mer­ous the stim­u­lants to our ini­tia­tive in those times, that soon we had mat­ter to re­lieve our minds from this stress of sor­row.

			There was Kara­manèh to be con­sid­ered—Kara­manèh and her broth­er. A brief coun­sel was held, where­at it was de­cid­ed that for the present they should be lodged at a ho­tel.

			“I shall ar­range,” Smith whis­pered to me, for the girl was watch­ing us, “to have the place pa­trolled night and day.”

			“You can­not sup­pose—”

			“Petrie! I can­not and dare not sup­pose Fu-Manchu dead un­til with my own eyes I have seen him so!”

			Ac­cord­ing­ly we con­veyed the beau­ti­ful Ori­en­tal girl and her broth­er away from that lux­u­ri­ous abode in its sor­did set­ting. I will not dwell up­on the fi­nal scene in the poi­son cel­lars lest I be ac­cused of ac­cu­mu­lat­ing hor­ror for hor­ror’s sake. Mem­bers of the fire brigade, helmed against con­ta­gion, brought out the bod­ies of the vic­tims wrapped in their liv­ing shrouds. …

			From Kara­manèh we learned much of Fu-Manchu, lit­tle of her­self.

			“What am I? Does my poor his­to­ry mat­ter—to any­one?” was her an­swer to ques­tions re­spect­ing her­self.

			And she would droop her lash­es over her dark eyes.

			The da­coits whom the Chi­na­man had brought to Eng­land orig­i­nal­ly num­bered sev­en, we learned. As you, hav­ing fol­lowed me thus far, will be aware, we had thinned the ranks of the Bur­mans. Prob­a­bly on­ly one now re­mained in Eng­land. They had lived in a camp in the grounds of the house near Wind­sor (which, as we had learned at the time of its de­struc­tion, the Doc­tor had bought out­right). The Thames had been his high­way.

			Oth­er mem­bers of the group had oc­cu­pied quar­ters in var­i­ous parts of the East End, where sailor­men of all na­tion­al­i­ties con­gre­gate. Shen-Yan’s had been the East End head­quar­ters. He had em­ployed the hulk from the time of his ar­rival, as a lab­o­ra­to­ry for a cer­tain class of ex­per­i­ments un­de­sir­able in prox­im­i­ty to a place of res­i­dence.

			Nay­land Smith asked the girl on one oc­ca­sion if the Chi­na­man had had a pri­vate seago­ing ves­sel, and she replied in the af­fir­ma­tive. She had nev­er been on board, how­ev­er, had nev­er even set eyes up­on it, and could give us no in­for­ma­tion re­spect­ing its char­ac­ter. It had sailed for Chi­na.

			“You are sure,” asked Smith keen­ly, “that it has ac­tu­al­ly left?”

			“I un­der­stood so, and that we were to fol­low by an­oth­er route.”

			“It would have been dif­fi­cult for Fu-Manchu to trav­el by a pas­sen­ger boat?”

			“I can­not say what were his plans.”

			In a state of sin­gu­lar un­cer­tain­ty, then, read­i­ly to be un­der­stood, we passed the days fol­low­ing the tragedy which had de­prived us of our fel­low-work­er.

			Vivid­ly I re­call the scene at poor Wey­mouth’s home, on the day that we vis­it­ed it. I then made the ac­quain­tance of the In­spec­tor’s broth­er. Nay­land Smith gave him a de­tailed ac­count of the last scene.

			“Out there in the mist,” he con­clud­ed weari­ly, “it all seemed very un­re­al.”

			“I wish to God it had been!”

			“Amen to that, Mr. Wey­mouth. But your broth­er made a gal­lant fin­ish. If rid­ding the world of Fu-Manchu were the on­ly good deed to his cred­it, his life had been well spent.”

			James Wey­mouth smoked awhile in thought­ful si­lence. Though but four and a half miles S. S. E. of St. Paul’s the quaint lit­tle cot­tage, with its rus­tic gar­den, shad­owed by the tall trees which had so lined the vil­lage street be­fore mo­tor bus­es were, was a spot as peace­ful and se­clud­ed as any in broad Eng­land. But an­oth­er shad­ow lay up­on it to­day—chill­ing, fear­ful. An in­car­nate evil had come out of the dim East and in its dy­ing malev­o­lence had touched this home.

			“There are two things I don’t un­der­stand about it, sir,” con­tin­ued Wey­mouth. “What was the mean­ing of the hor­ri­ble laugh­ter which the riv­er po­lice heard in the fog? And where are the bod­ies?”

			Kara­manèh, seat­ed be­side me, shud­dered at the words. Smith, whose rest­less spir­it grant­ed him lit­tle re­pose, paused in his aim­less wan­der­ings about the room and looked at her.

			In these lat­ter days of his Augean labors to purge Eng­land of the un­clean thing which had fas­tened up­on her, my friend was more lean and ner­vous-look­ing than I had ev­er known him. His long res­i­dence in Bur­ma had ren­dered him spare and had burned his nat­u­ral­ly dark skin to a cop­pery hue; but now his gray eyes had grown fever­ish­ly bright and his face so lean as at times to ap­pear pos­i­tive­ly ema­ci­at­ed. But I knew that he was as fit as ev­er.

			“This la­dy may be able to an­swer your first ques­tion,” he said. “She and her broth­er were for some time in the house­hold of Dr. Fu-Manchu. In fact, Mr. Wey­mouth, Kara­manèh, as her name im­plies, was a slave.”

			Wey­mouth glanced at the beau­ti­ful, trou­bled face with scarce­ly veiled dis­trust. “You don’t look as though you had come from Chi­na, miss,” he said, with a sort of un­will­ing ad­mi­ra­tion.

			“I do not come from Chi­na,” replied Kara­manèh. “My fa­ther was a pure Be­dawee. But my his­to­ry does not mat­ter.” (At times there was some­thing im­pe­ri­ous in her man­ner; and to this her mu­si­cal ac­cent added force.) “When your brave broth­er, In­spec­tor Wey­mouth, and Dr. Fu-Manchu, were swal­lowed up by the riv­er, Fu-Manchu held a poi­soned nee­dle in his hand. The laugh­ter meant that the nee­dle had done its work. Your broth­er had be­come mad!”

			Wey­mouth turned aside to hide his emo­tion. “What was on the nee­dle?” he asked huski­ly.

			“It was some­thing which he pre­pared from the ven­om of a kind of swamp adder,” she an­swered. “It pro­duces mad­ness, but not al­ways death.”

			“He would have had a poor chance,” said Smith, “even had he been in com­plete pos­ses­sion of his sens­es. At the time of the en­counter we must have been some con­sid­er­able dis­tance from shore, and the fog was im­pen­e­tra­ble.”

			“But how do you ac­count for the fact that nei­ther of the bod­ies have been re­cov­ered?”

			“Ry­man of the riv­er po­lice tells me that per­sons lost at that point are not al­ways re­cov­ered—or not un­til a con­sid­er­able time lat­er.”

			There was a faint sound from the room above. The news of that trag­ic hap­pen­ing out in the mist up­on the Thames had pros­trat­ed poor Mrs. Wey­mouth.

			“She hasn’t been told half the truth,” said her broth­er-in-law. “She doesn’t know about—the poi­soned nee­dle. What kind of fiend was this Dr. Fu-Manchu?” He burst out in­to a sud­den blaze of fu­ri­ous re­sent­ment. “John nev­er told me much, and you have let mighty lit­tle leak in­to the pa­pers. What was he? Who was he?”

			Half he ad­dressed the words to Smith, half to Kara­manèh.

			“Dr. Fu-Manchu,” replied the for­mer, “was the ul­ti­mate ex­pres­sion of Chi­nese cun­ning; a phe­nom­e­non such as oc­curs but once in many gen­er­a­tions. He was a su­per­man of in­cred­i­ble ge­nius, who, had he willed, could have rev­o­lu­tion­ized sci­ence. There is a su­per­sti­tion in some parts of Chi­na ac­cord­ing to which, un­der cer­tain pe­cu­liar con­di­tions (one of which is prox­im­i­ty to a de­sert­ed buri­al-ground) an evil spir­it of in­cred­i­ble age may en­ter un­to the body of a new­born in­fant. All my ef­forts thus far have not availed me to trace the ge­neal­o­gy of the man called Dr. Fu-Manchu. Even Kara­manèh can­not help me in this. But I have some­times thought that he was a mem­ber of a cer­tain very old Kiang­su fam­i­ly—and that the pe­cu­liar con­di­tions I have men­tioned pre­vailed at his birth!”

			Smith, ob­serv­ing our looks of amaze­ment, laughed short­ly, and quite mirth­less­ly.

			“Poor old Wey­mouth!” he jerked. “I sup­pose my labors are fin­ished; but I am far from tri­umphant. Is there any im­prove­ment in Mrs. Wey­mouth’s con­di­tion?”

			“Very lit­tle,” was the re­ply; “she has lain in a semi­con­scious state since the news came. No one had any idea she would take it so. At one time we were afraid her brain was go­ing. She seemed to have delu­sions.”

			Smith spun round up­on Wey­mouth.

			“Of what na­ture?” he asked rapid­ly.

			The oth­er pulled ner­vous­ly at his mus­tache.

			“My wife has been stay­ing with her,” he ex­plained, “since—it hap­pened; and for the last three nights poor John’s wid­ow has cried out at the same time—half-past two—that some­one was knock­ing on the door.”

			“What door?”

			“That door yon­der—the street door.”

			All our eyes turned in the di­rec­tion in­di­cat­ed.

			“John of­ten came home at half-past two from the Yard,” con­tin­ued Wey­mouth; “so we nat­u­ral­ly thought poor Mary was wan­der­ing in her mind. But last night—and it’s not to be won­dered at—my wife couldn’t sleep, and she was wide awake at half-past two.”

			“Well?”

			Nay­land Smith was stand­ing be­fore him, alert, bright-eyed.

			“She heard it, too!”

			The sun was stream­ing in­to the cozy lit­tle sit­ting-room; but I will con­fess that Wey­mouth’s words chilled me un­can­ni­ly. Kara­manèh laid her hand up­on mine, in a quaint, child­ish fash­ion pe­cu­liar­ly her own. Her hand was cold, but its touch thrilled me. For Kara­manèh was not a child, but a rarely beau­ti­ful girl—a pearl of the East such as many a monarch has fought for.

			“What then?” asked Smith.

			“She was afraid to move—afraid to look from the win­dow!”

			My friend turned and stared hard at me.

			“A sub­jec­tive hal­lu­ci­na­tion, Petrie?”

			“In all prob­a­bil­i­ty,” I replied. “You should ar­range that your wife be re­lieved in her try­ing du­ties, Mr. Wey­mouth. It is too great a strain for an in­ex­pe­ri­enced nurse.”

		
	
		
			XXVIII

			Of all that we had hoped for in our pur­suit of Fu-Manchu how lit­tle had we ac­com­plished. Ex­cept­ing Kara­manèh and her broth­er (who were vic­tims and not crea­tures of the Chi­nese doc­tor’s) not one of the for­mi­da­ble group had fall­en alive in­to our hands. Dread­ful crimes had marked Fu-Manchu’s pas­sage through the land. Not one-half of the truth (and noth­ing of the lat­er de­vel­op­ments) had been made pub­lic. Nay­land Smith’s au­thor­i­ty was suf­fi­cient to con­trol the press.

			In the ab­sence of such a ve­to a ver­i­ta­ble pan­ic must have seized up­on the en­tire coun­try; for a mon­ster—a thing more than hu­man­ly evil—ex­ist­ed in our midst.

			Al­ways Fu-Manchu’s se­cret ac­tiv­i­ties had cen­tered about the great wa­ter­way. There was much of po­et­ic jus­tice in his end; for the Thames had claimed him, who so long had used the stream as a high­way for the pas­sage to and fro for his se­cret forces. Gone now were the yel­low men who had been the in­stru­ments of his evil will; gone was the gi­ant in­tel­lect which had con­trolled the com­plex mur­der ma­chine. Kara­manèh, whose beau­ty he had used as a lure, at last was free, and no more with her smile would tempt men to death—that her broth­er might live.

			Many there are, I doubt not, who will re­gard the East­ern girl with hor­ror. I ask their for­give­ness in that I re­gard­ed her quite dif­fer­ent­ly. No man hav­ing seen her could have con­demned her un­heard. Many, hav­ing looked in­to her love­ly eyes, had they found there what I found, must have for­giv­en her al­most any crime.

			That she val­ued hu­man life but lit­tle was no mat­ter for won­der. Her na­tion­al­i­ty—her his­to­ry—fur­nished ad­e­quate ex­cuse for an at­ti­tude not con­don­able in a Eu­ro­pean equal­ly cul­tured.

			But in­deed let me con­fess that hers was a na­ture in­com­pre­hen­si­ble to me in some re­spects. The soul of Kara­manèh was a closed book to my short­sight­ed West­ern eyes. But the body of Kara­manèh was ex­quis­ite; her beau­ty of a kind that was a key to the most ex­trav­a­gant rhap­sodies of East­ern po­ets. Her eyes held a chal­lenge whol­ly Ori­en­tal in its ap­peal; her lips, even in re­pose, were a taunt. And, here­in, East is West and West is East.

			Fi­nal­ly, de­spite her lurid his­to­ry, de­spite the scorn­ful self-pos­ses­sion of which I knew her ca­pa­ble, she was an un­pro­tect­ed girl—in years, I be­lieve, a mere child—whom Fate had cast in my way. At her re­quest, we had booked pas­sages for her broth­er and her­self to Egypt. The boat sailed in three days. But Kara­manèh’s beau­ti­ful eyes were sad; of­ten I de­tect­ed tears on the black lash­es. Shall I en­deav­or to de­scribe my own tu­mul­tuous, con­flict­ing emo­tions? It would be use­less, since I know it to be im­pos­si­ble. For in those dark eyes burned a fire I might not see; those silken lash­es veiled a mes­sage I dared not read.

			Nay­land Smith was not blind to the facts of the com­pli­cat­ed sit­u­a­tion. I can truth­ful­ly as­sert that he was the on­ly man of my ac­quain­tance who, hav­ing come in con­tact with Kara­manèh, had kept his head.

			We en­deav­ored to di­vert her mind from the re­cent tragedies by a round of amuse­ments, though with poor Wey­mouth’s body still at the mer­cy of un­known wa­ters Smith and I made but a poor show of gayety; and I took a gloomy pride in the ad­mi­ra­tion which our love­ly com­pan­ion ev­ery­where ex­cit­ed. I learned, in those days, how rare a thing in na­ture is a re­al­ly beau­ti­ful wom­an.

			One af­ter­noon we found our­selves at an ex­hi­bi­tion of wa­ter col­ors in Bond Street. Kara­manèh was in­tense­ly in­ter­est­ed in the sub­jects of the draw­ings—which were en­tire­ly Egyp­tian. As usu­al, she fur­nished mat­ter for com­ment amongst the oth­er vis­i­tors, as did the boy, Az­iz, her broth­er, anew up­on the world from his liv­ing grave in the house of Dr. Fu-Manchu.

			Sud­den­ly Az­iz clutched at his sis­ter’s arm, whis­per­ing rapid­ly in Ara­bic. I saw her peach­like col­or fade; saw her be­come pale and wild-eyed—the haunt­ed Kara­manèh of the old days.

			She turned to me.

			“Dr. Petrie—he says that Fu-Manchu is here!”

			“Where?”

			Nay­land Smith rapped out the ques­tion vi­o­lent­ly, turn­ing in a flash from the pic­ture which he was ex­am­in­ing.

			“In this room!” she whis­pered glanc­ing furtive­ly, af­fright­ed­ly about her. “Some­thing tells Az­iz when he is near—and I, too, feel strange­ly afraid. Oh, can it be that he is not dead!”

			She held my arm tight­ly. Her broth­er was search­ing the room with big, vel­vet black eyes. I stud­ied the faces of the sev­er­al vis­i­tors; and Smith was star­ing about him with the old alert look, and tug­ging ner­vous­ly at the lobe of his ear. The name of the gi­ant foe of the white race in­stan­ta­neous­ly had strung him up to a pitch of supreme in­ten­si­ty.

			Our unit­ed scru­ti­nies dis­cov­ered no fig­ure which could have been that of the Chi­nese doc­tor. Who could mis­take that long, gaunt shape, with the high, mum­my-like shoul­ders, and the in­de­scrib­able gait, which I can on­ly liken to that of an awk­ward cat?

			Then, over the heads of a group of peo­ple who stood by the door­way, I saw Smith peer­ing at some­one—at some­one who passed across the out­er room. Step­ping aside, I, too, ob­tained a glimpse of this per­son.

			As I saw him, he was a tall, old man, wear­ing a black In­ver­ness coat and a rather shab­by silk hat. He had long white hair and a pa­tri­ar­chal beard, wore smoked glass­es and walked slow­ly, lean­ing up­on a stick.

			Smith’s gaunt face paled. With a rapid glance at Kara­manèh, he made off across the room.

			Could it be Dr. Fu-Manchu?

			Many days had passed since, al­ready half-choked by In­spec­tor Wey­mouth’s iron grip, Fu-Manchu, be­fore our own eyes, had been swal­lowed up by the Thames. Even now men were seek­ing his body, and that of his last vic­tim. Nor had we left any stone un­turned. Act­ing up­on in­for­ma­tion fur­nished by Kara­manèh, the po­lice had searched ev­ery known haunt of the mur­der group. But ev­ery­thing point­ed to the fact that the group was dis­band­ed and dis­persed; that the lord of strange deaths who had ruled it was no more.

			Yet Smith was not sat­is­fied. Nei­ther, let me con­fess, was I. Ev­ery port was watched; and in sus­pect­ed dis­tricts a kind of house-to-house pa­trol had been in­sti­tut­ed. Un­known to the great pub­lic, in those days a se­cret war waged—a war in which all the avail­able forces of the au­thor­i­ties took the field against one man! But that one man was the evil of the East in­car­nate.

			When we re­joined him, Nay­land Smith was talk­ing to the com­mis­sion­aire at the door. He turned to me.

			“That is Pro­fes­sor Jen­ner Monde,” he said. “The sergeant, here, knows him well.”

			The name of the cel­e­brat­ed Ori­en­tal­ist of course was fa­mil­iar to me, al­though I had nev­er be­fore set eyes up­on him.

			“The Pro­fes­sor was out East the last time I was there, sir,” stat­ed the com­mis­sion­aire. “I of­ten used to see him. But he’s an ec­cen­tric old gen­tle­man. Seems to live in a world of his own. He’s re­cent­ly back from Chi­na, I think.”

			Nay­land Smith stood click­ing his teeth to­geth­er in ir­ri­ta­ble hes­i­ta­tion. I heard Kara­manèh sigh, and, look­ing at her, I saw that her cheeks were re­gain­ing their nat­u­ral col­or.

			She smiled in pa­thet­ic apol­o­gy.

			“If he was here he is gone,” she said. “I am not afraid now.”

			Smith thanked the com­mis­sion­aire for his in­for­ma­tion and we quit­ted the gallery.

			“Pro­fes­sor Jen­ner Monde,” mut­tered my friend, “has lived so long in Chi­na as al­most to be a Chi­na­man. I have nev­er met him—nev­er seen him, be­fore; but I won­der—”

			“You won­der what, Smith?”

			“I won­der if he could pos­si­bly be an al­ly, of the Doc­tor’s!”

			I stared at him in amaze­ment.

			“If we are to at­tach any im­por­tance to the in­ci­dent at all,” I said, “we must re­mem­ber that the boy’s im­pres­sion—and Kara­manèh’s—was that Fu-Manchu was present in per­son.”

			“I do at­tach im­por­tance to the in­ci­dent, Petrie; they are nat­u­ral­ly sen­si­tive to such im­pres­sions. But I doubt if even the ab­nor­mal or­ga­ni­za­tion of Az­iz could dis­tin­guish be­tween the hid­den pres­ence of a crea­ture of the Doc­tor’s and that of the Doc­tor him­self. I shall make a point of call­ing up­on Pro­fes­sor Jen­ner Monde.”

			But Fate had or­dained that much should hap­pen ere Smith made his pro­posed call up­on the Pro­fes­sor.

			Kara­manèh and her broth­er safe­ly lodged in their ho­tel (which was watched night and day by four men un­der Smith’s or­ders), we re­turned to my qui­et sub­ur­ban rooms.

			“First,” said Smith, “let us see what we can find out re­spect­ing Pro­fes­sor Monde.”

			He went to the tele­phone and called up New Scot­land Yard. There fol­lowed some lit­tle de­lay be­fore the req­ui­site in­for­ma­tion was ob­tained. Fi­nal­ly, how­ev­er, we learned that the Pro­fes­sor was some­thing of a recluse, hav­ing few ac­quain­tances, and few­er friends.

			He lived alone in cham­bers in New Inn Court, Carey Street. A char­wom­an did such clean­ing as was con­sid­ered nec­es­sary by the Pro­fes­sor, who em­ployed no reg­u­lar do­mes­tic. When he was in Lon­don he might be seen fair­ly fre­quent­ly at the British Mu­se­um, where his shab­by fig­ure was fa­mil­iar to the of­fi­cials. When he was not in Lon­don—that is, dur­ing the greater part of each year—no one knew where he went. He nev­er left any ad­dress to which let­ters might be for­ward­ed.

			“How long has he been in Lon­don now?” asked Smith.

			So far as could be as­cer­tained from New Inn Court (replied Scot­land Yard) rough­ly a week.

			My friend left the tele­phone and be­gan rest­less­ly to pace the room. The charred bri­ar was pro­duced and stuffed with that broad cut Latakia mix­ture of which Nay­land Smith con­sumed close up­on a pound a week. He was one of those un­tidy smok­ers who leave tan­gled tufts hang­ing from the pipe-bowl and when they light up strew the floor with smol­der­ing frag­ments.

			A ring­ing came, and short­ly af­ter­wards a girl en­tered.

			“Mr. James Wey­mouth to see you, sir.”

			“Hul­lo!” rapped Smith. “What’s this?”

			Wey­mouth en­tered, big and florid, and in some re­spects sin­gu­lar­ly like his broth­er, in oth­ers as sin­gu­lar­ly un­like. Now, in his black suit, he was a somber fig­ure; and in the blue eyes I read a fear sup­pressed.

			“Mr. Smith,” he be­gan, “there’s some­thing un­can­ny go­ing on at Maple Cot­tage.”

			Smith wheeled the big arm­chair for­ward.

			“Sit down, Mr. Wey­mouth,” he said. “I am not en­tire­ly sur­prised. But you have my at­ten­tion. What has oc­curred?”

			Wey­mouth took a cig­a­rette from the box which I prof­fered and poured out a peg of whisky. His hand was not quite steady.

			“That knock­ing,” he ex­plained. “It came again the night af­ter you were there, and Mrs. Wey­mouth—my wife, I mean—felt that she couldn’t spend an­oth­er night there, alone.”

			“Did she look out of the win­dow?” I asked.

			“No, Doc­tor; she was afraid. But I spent last night down­stairs in the sit­ting-room—and I looked out!”

			He took a gulp from his glass. Nay­land Smith, seat­ed on the edge of the ta­ble, his ex­tin­guished pipe in his hand, was watch­ing him keen­ly.

			“I’ll ad­mit I didn’t look out at once,” Wey­mouth re­sumed. “There was some­thing so un­can­ny, gen­tle­men, in that knock­ing—knock­ing—in the dead of the night. I thought”—his voice shook—“of poor Jack, ly­ing some­where amongst the slime of the riv­er—and, oh, my God! it came to me that it was Jack who was knock­ing—and I dare not think what he—what it—would look like!”

			He leaned for­ward, his chin in his hand. For a few mo­ments we were all silent.

			“I know I funked,” he con­tin­ued huski­ly. “But when the wife came to the head of the stairs and whis­pered to me: ‘There it is again. What in heav­en’s name can it be?’—I start­ed to un­bolt the door. The knock­ing had stopped. Ev­ery­thing was very still. I heard Mary—his wid­ow—sob­bing, up­stairs; that was all. I opened the door, a lit­tle bit at a time.”

			Paus­ing again, he cleared his throat, and went on:

			“It was a bright night, and there was no one there—not a soul. But some­where down the lane, as I looked out in­to the porch, I heard most aw­ful groans! They got fainter and fainter. Then—I could have sworn I heard some­one laugh­ing! My nerves cracked up at that; and I shut the door again.”

			The nar­ra­tion of his weird ex­pe­ri­ence re­vived some­thing of the nat­u­ral fear which it had oc­ca­sioned. He raised his glass, with un­steady hand, and drained it.

			Smith struck a match and re­light­ed his pipe. He be­gan to pace the room again. His eyes were lit­er­al­ly on fire.

			“Would it be pos­si­ble to get Mrs. Wey­mouth out of the house be­fore tonight? Re­move her to your place, for in­stance?” he asked abrupt­ly.

			Wey­mouth looked up in sur­prise.

			“She seems to be in a very low state,” he replied. He glanced at me. “Per­haps Dr. Petrie would give us an opin­ion?”

			“I will come and see her,” I said. “But what is your idea, Smith?”

			“I want to hear that knock­ing!” he rapped. “But in what I may see fit to do I must not be hand­i­capped by the pres­ence of a sick wom­an.”

			“Her con­di­tion at any rate will ad­mit of our ad­min­is­ter­ing an opi­ate,” I sug­gest­ed. “That would meet the sit­u­a­tion?”

			“Good!” cried Smith. He was in­tense­ly ex­cit­ed now. “I re­ly up­on you to ar­range some­thing, Petrie. Mr. Wey­mouth”—he turned to our vis­i­tor—“I shall be with you this evening not lat­er than twelve o’clock.”

			Wey­mouth ap­peared to be great­ly re­lieved. I asked him to wait whilst I pre­pared a draught for the pa­tient. When he was gone:

			“What do you think this knock­ing means, Smith?” I asked.

			He tapped out his pipe on the side of the grate and be­gan with ner­vous en­er­gy to re­fill it again from the di­lap­i­dat­ed pouch.

			“I dare not tell you what I hope, Petrie,” he replied—“nor what I fear.”

		
	
		
			XXIX

			Dusk was fall­ing when we made our way in the di­rec­tion of Maple Cot­tage. Nay­land Smith ap­peared to be keen­ly in­ter­est­ed in the char­ac­ter of the dis­trict. A high and an­cient wall bor­dered the road along which we walked for a con­sid­er­able dis­tance. Lat­er it gave place to a rick­ety fence.

			My friend peered through a gap in the lat­ter.

			“There is quite an ex­ten­sive es­tate here,” he said, “not yet cut up by the builder. It is well wood­ed on one side, and there ap­pears to be a pool low­er down.”

			The road was a qui­et one, and we plain­ly heard the tread—quite un­mis­tak­able—of an ap­proach­ing po­lice­man. Smith con­tin­ued to peer through the hole in the fence, un­til the of­fi­cer drew up lev­el with us. Then:

			“Does this piece of ground ex­tend down to the vil­lage, con­sta­ble?” he in­quired.

			Quite will­ing for a chat, the man stopped, and stood with his thumbs thrust in his belt.

			“Yes, sir. They tell me three new roads will be made through it be­tween here and the hill.”

			“It must be a hap­py hunt­ing ground for tramps?”

			“I’ve seen some sus­pi­cious-look­ing coves about at times. But af­ter dusk an army might be in­side there and no­body would ev­er be the wis­er.”

			“Bur­glar­ies fre­quent in the hous­es back­ing on to it?”

			“Oh, no. A fa­vorite game in these parts is snatch­ing loaves and bot­tles of milk from the doors, first thing, as they’re de­liv­ered. There’s been an ex­tra lot of it late­ly. My mate who re­lieves me has got spe­cial in­struc­tions to keep his eye open in the morn­ings!” The man grinned. “It wouldn’t be a very big case even if he caught any­body!”

			“No,” said Smith ab­sent­ly; “per­haps not. Your busi­ness must be a dry one this warm weath­er. Good night.”

			“Good night, sir,” replied the con­sta­ble, rich­er by half-a-crown—“and thank you.”

			Smith stared af­ter him for a mo­ment, tug­ging re­flec­tive­ly at the lobe of his ear.

			“I don’t know that it wouldn’t be a big case, af­ter all,” he mur­mured. “Come on, Petrie.”

			Not an­oth­er word did he speak, un­til we stood at the gate of Maple Cot­tage. There a plain-clothes man was stand­ing, ev­i­dent­ly await­ing Smith. He touched his hat.

			“Have you found a suit­able hid­ing-place?” asked my com­pan­ion rapid­ly.

			“Yes, sir,” was the re­ply. “Kent—my mate—is there now. You’ll no­tice that he can’t be seen from here.”

			“No,” agreed Smith, peer­ing all about him. “He can’t. Where is he?”

			“Be­hind the bro­ken wall,” ex­plained the man, point­ing. “Through that ivy there’s a clear view of the cot­tage door.”

			“Good. Keep your eyes open. If a mes­sen­ger comes for me, he is to be in­ter­cept­ed, you un­der­stand. No one must be al­lowed to dis­turb us. You will rec­og­nize the mes­sen­ger. He will be one of your fel­lows. Should he come—hoot three times, as much like an owl as you can.”

			We walked up to the porch of the cot­tage. In re­sponse to Smith’s ring­ing came James Wey­mouth, who seemed great­ly re­lieved by our ar­rival.

			“First,” said my friend briskly, “you had bet­ter run up and see the pa­tient.”

			Ac­cord­ing­ly, I fol­lowed Wey­mouth up­stairs and was ad­mit­ted by his wife to a neat lit­tle bed­room where the grief-strick­en wom­an lay, a wan­ly pa­thet­ic sight.

			“Did you ad­min­is­ter the draught, as di­rect­ed?” I asked.

			Mrs. James Wey­mouth nod­ded. She was a kind­ly look­ing wom­an, with the same dread haunt­ing her hazel eyes as that which lurked in her hus­band’s blue ones.

			The pa­tient was sleep­ing sound­ly. Some whis­pered in­struc­tions I gave to the faith­ful nurse and de­scend­ed to the sit­ting-room. It was a warm night, and Wey­mouth sat by the open win­dow, smok­ing. The dim light from the lamp on the ta­ble lent him an al­most star­tling like­ness to his broth­er; and for a mo­ment I stood at the foot of the stairs scarce able to trust my rea­son. Then he turned his face ful­ly to­wards me, and the il­lu­sion was lost.

			“Do you think she is like­ly to wake, Doc­tor?” he asked.

			“I think not,” I replied.

			Nay­land Smith stood up­on the rug be­fore the hearth, swing­ing from one foot to the oth­er, in his ner­vous­ly rest­less way. The room was fog­gy with the fumes of to­bac­co, for he, too, was smok­ing.

			At in­ter­vals of some five to ten min­utes, his black­ened bri­ar (which I nev­er knew him to clean or scrape) would go out. I think Smith used more match­es than any oth­er smok­er I have ev­er met, and he in­vari­ably car­ried three box­es in var­i­ous pock­ets of his gar­ments.

			The to­bac­co habit is in­fec­tious, and, seat­ing my­self in an arm­chair, I light­ed a cig­a­rette. For this drea­ry vig­il I had come pre­pared with a bunch of rough notes, a writ­ing-block, and a foun­tain pen. I set­tled down to work up­on my record of the Fu-Manchu case.

			Si­lence fell up­on Maple Cot­tage. Save for the shud­der­ing sigh which whis­pered through the over­hang­ing cedars and Smith’s eter­nal match-strik­ing, noth­ing was there to dis­turb me in my task. Yet I could make lit­tle progress. Be­tween my mind and the chap­ter up­on which I was at work a cer­tain sen­tence per­sis­tent­ly in­trud­ed it­self. It was as though an un­seen hand held the writ­ten page close­ly be­fore my eyes. This was the sen­tence:

			“Imag­ine a per­son, tall, lean, and fe­line, high-shoul­dered, with a brow like Shake­speare and a face like Sa­tan, a close-shaven skull, and long, mag­net­ic eyes of the true cat-green: in­vest him with all the cru­el cun­ning of an en­tire East­ern race, ac­cu­mu­lat­ed in one gi­ant in­tel­lect …”

			Dr. Fu-Manchu! Fu-Manchu as Smith had de­scribed him to me on that night which now seemed so re­mote­ly dis­tant—the night up­on which I had learned of the ex­is­tence of the won­der­ful and evil be­ing born of that se­cret quick­en­ing which stirred in the womb of the yel­low races.

			As Smith, for the ninth or tenth time, knocked out his pipe on a bar of the grate, the cuck­oo clock in the kitchen pro­claimed the hour.

			“Two,” said James Wey­mouth.

			I aban­doned my task, re­plac­ing notes and writ­ing-block in the bag that I had with me. Wey­mouth ad­just­ed the lamp which had be­gun to smoke.

			I tip­toed to the stairs and, step­ping soft­ly, as­cend­ed to the sick room. All was qui­et, and Mrs. Wey­mouth whis­pered to me that the pa­tient still slept sound­ly. I re­turned to find Nay­land Smith pac­ing about the room in that state of sup­pressed ex­cite­ment ha­bit­u­al with him in the ap­proach of any cri­sis. At a quar­ter past two the breeze dropped en­tire­ly, and such a still­ness reigned all about us as I could not have sup­posed pos­si­ble so near to the ev­er-throb­bing heart of the great me­trop­o­lis. Plain­ly I could hear Wey­mouth’s heavy breath­ing. He sat at the win­dow and looked out in­to the black shad­ows un­der the cedars. Smith ceased his pac­ing and stood again on the rug very still. He was lis­ten­ing! I doubt not we were all lis­ten­ing.

			Some faint sound broke the im­pres­sive still­ness, com­ing from the di­rec­tion of the vil­lage street. It was a vague, in­def­i­nite dis­tur­bance, brief, and up­on it en­sued a si­lence more marked than ev­er. Some min­utes be­fore, Smith had ex­tin­guished the lamp. In the dark­ness I heard his teeth snap sharply to­geth­er.

			The call of an owl sound­ed very clear­ly three times.

			I knew that to mean that a mes­sen­ger had come; but from whence or bear­ing what tid­ings I knew not. My friend’s plans were in­com­pre­hen­si­ble to me, nor had I pressed him for any ex­pla­na­tion of their na­ture, know­ing him to be in that high-strung and some­what ir­ri­ta­ble mood which claimed him at times of un­cer­tain­ty—when he doubt­ed the wis­dom of his ac­tions, the ac­cu­ra­cy of his sur­mis­es. He gave no sign.

			Very faint­ly I heard a clock strike the half-hour. A soft breeze stole again through the branch­es above. The wind I thought must be in a new quar­ter since I had not heard the clock be­fore. In so lone­ly a spot it was dif­fi­cult to be­lieve that the bell was that of St. Paul’s. Yet such was the fact.

			And hard up­on the ring­ing fol­lowed an­oth­er sound—a sound we all had ex­pect­ed, had wait­ed for; but at whose com­ing no one of us, I think, re­tained com­plete mas­tery of him­self.

			Break­ing up the si­lence in a man­ner that set my heart wild­ly leap­ing it came—an im­per­a­tive knock­ing on the door!

			“My God!” groaned Wey­mouth—but he did not move from his po­si­tion at the win­dow.

			“Stand by, Petrie!” said Smith.

			He strode to the door—and threw it wide­ly open.

			I know I was very pale. I think I cried out as I fell back—re­treat­ed with clenched hands from be­fore that which stood on the thresh­old.

			It was a wild, un­kempt fig­ure, with strag­gling beard, hideous­ly star­ing eyes. With its hands it clutched at its hair—at its chin; plucked at its mouth. No moon­light touched the fea­tures of this un­earth­ly vis­i­tant, but scanty as was the il­lu­mi­na­tion we could see the gleam­ing teeth—and the wild­ly glar­ing eyes.

			It be­gan to laugh—peal af­ter peal—hideous and shrill.

			Noth­ing so ter­ri­fy­ing had ev­er smote up­on my ears. I was palsied by the hor­ror of the sound.

			Then Nay­land Smith pressed the but­ton of an elec­tric torch which he car­ried. He di­rect­ed the disk of white light ful­ly up­on the face in the door­way.

			“Oh, God!” cried Wey­mouth. “It’s John!”—and again and again: “Oh, God! Oh, God!”

			Per­haps for the first time in my life I re­al­ly be­lieved (nay, I could not doubt) that a thing of an­oth­er world stood be­fore me. I am ashamed to con­fess the ex­tent of the hor­ror that came up­on me. James Wey­mouth raised his hands, as if to thrust away from him that aw­ful thing in the door. He was bab­bling—prayers, I think, but whol­ly in­co­her­ent.

			“Hold him, Petrie!”

			Smith’s voice was low. (When we were past thought or in­tel­li­gent ac­tion, he, dom­i­nant and cool, with that forced calm for which, a cri­sis over, he al­ways paid so dear­ly, was think­ing of the wom­an who slept above.)

			He leaped for­ward; and in the in­stant that he grap­pled with the one who had knocked I knew the vis­i­tant for a man of flesh and blood—a man who shrieked and fought like a sav­age an­i­mal, foamed at the mouth and gnashed his teeth in hor­rid fren­zy; knew him for a mad­man—knew him for the vic­tim of Fu-Manchu—not dead, but liv­ing—for In­spec­tor Wey­mouth—a ma­ni­ac!

			In a flash I re­al­ized all this and sprang to Smith’s as­sis­tance. There was a sound of rac­ing foot­steps and the men who had been watch­ing out­side came run­ning in­to the porch. A third was with them; and the five of us (for Wey­mouth’s broth­er had not yet grasped the fact that a man and not a spir­it shrieked and howled in our midst) clung to the in­fu­ri­at­ed mad­man, yet bare­ly held our own with him.

			“The sy­ringe, Petrie!” gasped Smith. “Quick! You must man­age to make an in­jec­tion!”

			I ex­tri­cat­ed my­self and raced in­to the cot­tage for my bag. A hy­po­der­mic sy­ringe ready charged I had brought with me at Smith’s re­quest. Even in that thrilling mo­ment I could find time to ad­mire the won­der­ful fore­sight of my friend, who had di­vined what would be­fall—iso­lat­ed the strange, piti­ful truth from the chaot­ic cir­cum­stances which saw us at Maple Cot­tage that night.

			Let me not en­large up­on the end of the aw­ful strug­gle. At one time I de­spaired (we all de­spaired) of qui­et­ing the poor, de­ment­ed crea­ture. But at last it was done; and the gaunt, blood­stained sav­age whom we had known as De­tec­tive-In­spec­tor Wey­mouth lay pas­sive up­on the couch in his own sit­ting-room. A great won­der pos­sessed my mind for the ge­nius of the un­can­ny be­ing who with the scratch of a nee­dle had made a brave and kind­ly man in­to this un­clean, brutish thing.

			Nay­land Smith, gaunt and wild-eyed, and trem­bling yet with his tremen­dous ex­er­tions, turned to the man whom I knew to be the mes­sen­ger from Scot­land Yard.

			“Well?” he rapped.

			“He is ar­rest­ed, sir,” the de­tec­tive re­port­ed. “They have kept him at his cham­bers as you or­dered.”

			“Has she slept through it?” said Smith to me. (I had just re­turned from a vis­it to the room above.) I nod­ded.

			“Is he safe for an hour or two?”—in­di­cat­ing the fig­ure on the couch. “For eight or ten,” I replied grim­ly.

			“Come, then. Our night’s labors are not near­ly com­plete.”

		
	
		
			XXX

			Lat­er was forth­com­ing ev­i­dence to show that poor Wey­mouth had lived a wild life, in hid­ing among the thick bush­es of the tract of land which lay be­tween the vil­lage and the sub­urb on the neigh­bor­ing hill. Lit­er­al­ly, he had re­turned to prim­i­tive sav­agery and some of his food had been that of the low­er an­i­mals, though he had not scru­pled to steal, as we learned when his lair was dis­cov­ered.

			He had hid­den him­self cun­ning­ly; but wit­ness­es ap­peared who had seen him, in the dusk, and fled from him. They nev­er learned that the ob­ject of their fear was In­spec­tor John Wey­mouth. How, hav­ing es­caped death in the Thames, he had crossed Lon­don un­ob­served, we nev­er knew; but his trick of knock­ing up­on his own door at half-past two each morn­ing (a sort of dawn­ing of san­i­ty mys­te­ri­ous­ly linked with old cus­tom) will be a fa­mil­iar class of symp­tom to all stu­dents of alien­ation.

			I re­vert to the night when Smith solved the mys­tery of the knock­ing.

			In a car which he had in wait­ing at the end of the vil­lage we sped through the de­sert­ed streets to New Inn Court. I, who had fol­lowed Nay­land Smith through the fail­ures and suc­cess­es of his mis­sion, knew that tonight he had sur­passed him­self; had jus­ti­fied the con­fi­dence placed in him by the high­est au­thor­i­ties.

			We were ad­mit­ted to an un­tidy room—that of a stu­dent, a trav­el­er and a crank—by a plain-clothes of­fi­cer. Amid pic­turesque and dis­or­dered frag­ments of a hun­dred ages, in a great car­ven chair placed be­fore a tow­er­ing stat­ue of the Bud­dha, sat a hand­cuffed man. His white hair and beard were pa­tri­ar­chal; his pose had great dig­ni­ty. But his ex­pres­sion was en­tire­ly masked by the smoked glass­es which he wore.

			Two oth­er de­tec­tives were guard­ing the pris­on­er.

			“We ar­rest­ed Pro­fes­sor Jen­ner Monde as he came in, sir,” re­port­ed the man who had opened the door. “He has made no state­ment. I hope there isn’t a mis­take.”

			“I hope not,” rapped Smith.

			He strode across the room. He was con­sumed by a fever of ex­cite­ment. Al­most sav­age­ly, he tore away the beard, tore off the snowy wig dashed the smoked glass­es up­on the floor.

			A great, high brow was re­vealed, and green, ma­lig­nant eyes, which fixed them­selves up­on him with an ex­pres­sion I nev­er can for­get.

			
				It was Dr. Fu-Manchu!
			

			One in­tense mo­ment of si­lence en­sued—of si­lence which seemed to throb. Then:

			“What have you done with Pro­fes­sor Monde?” de­mand­ed Smith.

			Dr. Fu-Manchu showed his even, yel­low teeth in the sin­gu­lar­ly evil smile which I knew so well. A man­a­cled pris­on­er he sat as un­ruf­fled as a judge up­on the bench. In truth and in jus­tice I am com­pelled to say that Fu-Manchu was ab­so­lute­ly fear­less.

			“He has been de­tained in Chi­na,” he replied, in smooth, sibi­lant tones—“by af­fairs of great ur­gen­cy. His well-known per­son­al­i­ty and un­gre­gar­i­ous habits have served me well, here!”

			Smith, I could see, was un­de­ter­mined how to act; he stood tug­ging at his ear and glanc­ing from the im­pas­sive Chi­na­man to the won­der­ing de­tec­tives.

			“What are we to do, sir?” one of them asked.

			“Leave Dr. Petrie and my­self alone with the pris­on­er, un­til I call you.”

			The three with­drew. I di­vined now what was com­ing.

			“Can you re­store Wey­mouth’s san­i­ty?” rapped Smith abrupt­ly. “I can­not save you from the hang­man, nor”—his fists clenched con­vul­sive­ly—“would I if I could; but—”

			Fu-Manchu fixed his bril­liant eyes up­on him.

			“Say no more, Mr. Smith,” he in­ter­rupt­ed; “you mis­un­der­stand me. I do not quar­rel with that, but what I have done from con­vic­tion and what I have done of ne­ces­si­ty are sep­a­rat­ed—are seas apart. The brave In­spec­tor Wey­mouth I wound­ed with a poi­soned nee­dle, in self-de­fense; but I re­gret his con­di­tion as great­ly as you do. I re­spect such a man. There is an an­ti­dote to the poi­son of the nee­dle.”

			“Name it,” said Smith.

			Fu-Manchu smiled again.

			“Use­less,” he replied. “I alone can pre­pare it. My se­crets shall die with me. I will make a sane man of In­spec­tor Wey­mouth, but no one else shall be in the house but he and I.”

			“It will be sur­round­ed by po­lice,” in­ter­rupt­ed Smith grim­ly.

			“As you please,” said Fu-Manchu. “Make your ar­range­ments. In that ebony case up­on the ta­ble are the in­stru­ments for the cure. Ar­range for me to vis­it him where and when you will—”

			“I dis­trust you ut­ter­ly. It is some trick,” jerked Smith.

			Dr. Fu-Manchu rose slow­ly and drew him­self up to his great height. His man­a­cled hands could not rob him of the un­can­ny dig­ni­ty which was his. He raised them above his head with a trag­ic ges­ture and fixed his pierc­ing gaze up­on Nay­land Smith.

			“The God of Cathay hear me,” he said, with a deep, gut­tural note in his voice—“I swear—”

			

			The most aw­ful vis­i­tor who ev­er threat­ened the peace of Eng­land, the end of the vis­it of Fu-Manchu was char­ac­ter­is­tic—ter­ri­ble—in­ex­pli­ca­ble.

			Strange to re­late, I did not doubt that this weird be­ing had con­ceived some kind of ad­mi­ra­tion or re­spect for the man to whom he had wrought so ter­ri­ble an in­jury. He was ca­pa­ble of such sen­ti­ments, for he en­ter­tained some sim­i­lar one in re­gard to my­self.

			A cot­tage far­ther down the vil­lage street than Wey­mouth’s was va­cant, and in the ear­ly dawn of that morn­ing be­came the scene of out­ré hap­pen­ings. Poor Wey­mouth, still in a co­matose con­di­tion, we re­moved there (Smith hav­ing se­cured the key from the as­ton­ished agent). I sup­pose so strange a spe­cial­ist nev­er vis­it­ed a pa­tient be­fore—cer­tain­ly not un­der such con­di­tions.

			For in­to the cot­tage, which had been en­tire­ly sur­round­ed by a ring of po­lice, Dr. Fu-Manchu was ad­mit­ted from the closed car in which, his work of heal­ing com­plete, he was to be borne to prison—to death!

			Law and jus­tice were sus­pend­ed by my roy­al­ly em­pow­ered friend that the en­e­my of the white race might heal one of those who had hunt­ed him down!

			No cu­ri­ous au­di­ence was present, for sun­rise was not yet come; no con­course of ex­cit­ed stu­dents fol­lowed the hand of the Mas­ter; but with­in that sur­round­ed cot­tage was per­formed one of those mir­a­cles of sci­ence which in oth­er cir­cum­stances had made the fame of Dr. Fu-Manchu to live for­ev­er.

			In­spec­tor Wey­mouth, dazed, di­sheveled, clutch­ing his head as a man who has passed through the Val­ley of the Shad­ow—but sane—sane!—walked out in­to the porch!

			He looked to­wards us—his eyes wild, but not with the fear­some wild­ness of in­san­i­ty.

			“Mr. Smith!” he cried—and stag­gered down the path—“Dr. Petrie! What—”

			There came a deaf­en­ing ex­plo­sion. From ev­ery vis­i­ble win­dow of the de­sert­ed cot­tage flames burst forth!

			“Quick!” Smith’s voice rose al­most to a scream—“in­to the house!”

			He raced up the path, past In­spec­tor Wey­mouth, who stood sway­ing there like a drunk­en man. I was close up­on his heels. Be­hind me came the po­lice.

			The door was im­pass­able! Al­ready, it vom­it­ed a death­ly heat, borne up­on sti­fling fumes like those of the mouth of the Pit. We burst a win­dow. The room with­in was a fur­nace!

			“My God!” cried some­one. “This is su­per­nat­u­ral!”

			“Lis­ten!” cried an­oth­er. “Lis­ten!”

			The crowd which a fire can con­jure up at any hour of day or night, out of the void of nowhere, was gath­er­ing al­ready. But up­on all de­scend­ed a pall of si­lence.

			From the heat of the holo­caust a voice pro­claimed it­self—a voice raised, not in an­guish but in tri­umph! It chant­ed bar­bar­i­cal­ly—and was still.

			The ab­nor­mal flames rose high­er—leap­ing forth from ev­ery win­dow.

			“The alarm!” said Smith hoarse­ly. “Call up the brigade!”

			

			I come to the close of my chron­i­cle, and feel that I be­tray a trust—the trust of my read­er. For hav­ing limned in the col­ors at my com­mand the fiendish Chi­nese doc­tor, I am un­able to con­clude my task as I should de­sire, un­able, with any con­scious­ness of fi­nal­i­ty, to write “Fi­nis” to the end of my nar­ra­tive.

			It seems to me some­times that my pen is but tem­po­rar­ily idle—that I have but dealt with a sin­gle phase of a move­ment hav­ing a hun­dred phas­es. One se­quel I hope for, and against all the prompt­ings of log­ic and West­ern bias. If my hope shall be re­al­ized I can­not, at this time, pre­tend to state.

			The fu­ture, ’mid its many se­crets, holds this pre­cious one from me.

			I ask you then, to ab­solve me from the charge of ill com­plet­ing my work; for any cu­rios­i­ty with which this nar­ra­tive may leave the read­er bur­dened is shared by the writ­er.

			With in­tent, I have rushed you from the cham­bers of Pro­fes­sor Jen­ner Monde to that clos­ing episode at the de­sert­ed cot­tage; I have made the pace hot in or­der to im­part to these last pages of my ac­count some­thing of the breath­less scur­ry which char­ac­ter­ized those hap­pen­ings.

			My can­vas may seem sketchy: it is my im­pres­sion of the re­al­i­ty. No hard de­tails re­main in my mind of the deal­ings of that night. Fu-Manchu ar­rest­ed—Fu-Manchu, man­a­cled, en­ter­ing the cot­tage on his mis­sion of heal­ing; Wey­mouth, mirac­u­lous­ly ren­dered sane, com­ing forth; the place in flames.

			And then?

			To a shell the cot­tage burned, with an in­cred­i­ble ra­pid­i­ty which point­ed to some hid­den agen­cy; to a shell about ash­es which held no trace of hu­man bones!

			It has been asked of me: Was there no pos­si­bil­i­ty of Fu-Manchu’s hav­ing elud­ed us in the en­su­ing con­fu­sion? Was there no loop­hole of es­cape?

			I re­ply, that so far as I was able to judge, a rat could scarce have quit­ted the build­ing un­de­tect­ed. Yet that Fu-Manchu had, in some in­com­pre­hen­si­ble man­ner and by some mys­te­ri­ous agen­cy, pro­duced those ab­nor­mal flames, I can­not doubt. Did he vol­un­tar­i­ly ig­nite his own fu­ner­al pyre?

			As I write, there lies be­fore me a soiled and creased sheet of vel­lum. It bears some lines traced in a cramped, pe­cu­liar, and all but il­leg­i­ble hand. This frag­ment was found by In­spec­tor Wey­mouth (to this day a man men­tal­ly sound) in a pock­et of his ragged gar­ments.

			When it was writ­ten I leave you to judge. How it came to be where Wey­mouth found it calls for no ex­pla­na­tion:

			
				“To Mr. Com­mis­sion­er Nay­land Smith and Dr. Petrie—

				“Greet­ing! I am re­called home by One who may not be de­nied. In much that I came to do I have failed. Much that I have done I would un­do; some lit­tle I have un­done. Out of fire I came—the smol­der­ing fire of a thing one day to be a con­sum­ing flame; in fire I go. Seek not my ash­es. I am the lord of the fires! Farewell.

				“Fu-Manchu.”

			

			Who has been with me in my sev­er­al meet­ings with the man who penned that mes­sage I leave to ad­judge if it be the let­ter of a mad­man bent up­on self-de­struc­tion by strange means, or the gibe of a preter­nat­u­ral­ly clever sci­en­tist and the most elu­sive be­ing ev­er born of the land of mys­tery—Chi­na.

			For the present, I can aid you no more in the form­ing of your ver­dict. A day may come though I pray it do not—when I shall be able to throw new light up­on much that is dark in this mat­ter. That day, so far as I can judge, could on­ly dawn in the event of the Chi­na­man’s sur­vival; there­fore I pray that the veil be nev­er lift­ed.

			But, as I have said, there is an­oth­er se­quel to this sto­ry which I can con­tem­plate with a dif­fer­ent coun­te­nance. How, then, shall I con­clude this very un­sat­is­fac­to­ry ac­count?

			Shall I tell you, fi­nal­ly, of my part­ing with love­ly, dark-eyed Kara­manèh, on board the lin­er which was to bear her to Egypt?

			No, let me, in­stead, con­clude with the words of Nay­land Smith:

			“I sail for Bur­ma in a fort­night, Petrie. I have leave to break my jour­ney at the Ditch. How would a run up the Nile fit your pro­gramme? Bit ear­ly for the sea­son, but you might find some­thing to amuse you!”
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