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Part 1
THE DAUGHTER OF HUANG CHOW
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Chapter1
ÒDIAMOND FREDÓ

In the saloon bar of a public-house, situated only a few hundred yards
from the official frontier of Chinatown, two men sat at a small table in a
corner, engaged in earnest conversation. They afforded a sharp contrast.
One was a thick-set and rather ruffianly looking fellow, not too cleanly
in either person or clothing, and, amongst other evidences that at one
time he had known the prize ring, possessinga badly broken nose. His
companion was dressed with that sprucenesswhich belongs to the suc-
cessful East End Jew; he was cleanly shaven, of slight build, and alert in
manner and address.

Having ordered and paid for two whiskies and sodas, the Jew, raising
his glass, nodded to his companion and took a drink. The glitter of a
magnificent diamond which he wore seemedto attract the otherÕsatten-
tion almost hypnotically.

ÒCheerio, Freddy!Ó said the thick-set man. ÒAny news?Ó
ÒNothing much,Ó returned the one addressed as Freddy, setting his

glassupon the table and selecting a cigarette from a packet which he car-
ried in his pocket.

ÒIÕmnot so sure,Ó growled the other, watching him suspiciously.
ÒYouÕvebeen lying low for a long time, and itÕsnot like you to slack off
except when thereÕs something big in sight.Ó

ÒHm!Ósaid his companion, lighting his cigarette. ÒWhatdo you mean
exactly?Ó

Jim PolandÑ for such was the big manÕsnameÑ growled and spat re-
flectively into a spittoon.

ÒIÕvehad my eye on you, Freddy,Ó he replied; ÒIÕvehad my eye on
you!Ó

ÒOh, have you?Ó murmured the other. ÒBut tell me what you mean!Ó
Beneath his suave manner lay a threat, and, indeed, Freddy Cohen,

known to his associatesasÒDiamond Fred,Ówas in many ways a formid-
able personality. He had brought to his chosen profession of crook a
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first-rate American training, together with all that mental agility and
cleverness which belong to his race, and was at once an object of envy
and admiration amongst the fraternity which keeps Scotland Yard busy.

Jim Poland, physically a more dangerous character, was not in the
sameclasswith him; but he was not without brains of a sort, and Cohen,
although smiling agreeably, waited with some anxiety for his reply.

ÒI mean,Ógrowled Poland, Òthat youÕrenot wasting your time with
Lala Huang for nothing.Ó

ÒPerhapsnot,Óreturned Cohen lightly. ÒSheÕsa pretty girl; but what
business is it of yours?Ó

ÒNone at all. I ainÕt interested in Õer good looks; neither are you.Ó
Cohen shrugged and raised his glass again.
ÒComeon,Ógrowled Poland, leaning across the table. ÒI know, and

IÕmin on it. DÕyehear me? IÕmin on it. Theseare hard times, and weÕve
got to stick together.Ó

ÒOh,Ó said Cohen, ÒthatÕs the game, is it?Ó
ÒThatÕsthe game right enough. You wonÕtgo wrong if you bring me

in, even at fifty-fifty, becausemaybe I know things about old Huang that
you donÕt know.Ó

The JewÕsexpression changed subtly, and beneath his drooping lids he
glanced aside at the speaker. Then:

ÒItÕs no promise,Ó he said, Òbut what do you know?Ó
Poland bent farther over the table.
ÒChinatownÕsbeing watched again. I heard this morning that Red

Kerry was down here.Ó
Cohen laughed.
ÒRedKerry!Ó he echoed. ÒRedKerry means nothing in my young life,

Jim.Ó
ÒDonÕtÕe?Óreturned Jim, snarling viciously. ÒTheway he cleaned up

that dope crowd awhile back seemed to show he was no jug, didnÕt it?Ó
The Jew made a facial gesture as if to dismiss the subject.
ÒAll right,Ó continued Poland. ÒThink that way if you like. But the

patrols have been doubled. I suppose you know that? And itÕsa cert
there are special men on duty, ever since the death of that Chink.Ó

Cohen shifted uneasily, glancing about him in a furtive fashion.
ÒSeewhat I mean?Ócontinued the other. ÒChinatown ainÕthealthy just

now.Ó
He finished his whisky at a draught, and, standing up, lurched heavily

across to the counter. He returned with two more glasses.Then, reseat-
ing himself and bending forward again:
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ÒThereÕsone thing I reckon you donÕtknow,Óhe whispered in CohenÕs
ear. ÒIsaw that Chink talking to Lala Huang only a week before the time
he was hauled out of Limehouse Reach. IÕmwondering, Diamond, if,
with all your cleverness, you may not go the same way.Ó

ÒDonÕttry to pull the creep stuff on me, Jim,Ósaid Cohen uneasily.
ÒWhat are you driving at, anyway?Ó

ÒWell,Óreplied Poland, sipping his whisky reflectively, Òhow did that
Chink get into the river?Ó

ÒHow the devil do I know?Ó
ÒAnd what killed him? It wasnÕtdrowning, although he was all

swelled up.Ó
ÒSeehere, old pal,Ósaid Cohen. ÒIknow ÕFriscobetter than you know

Limehouse. Let me tell you that this little old Chinatown of yours is pie
to me. YouÕretrying to get me figuring on Chinese death traps, secret
poisons, and all that junk. Boy, youÕrewasting your poetry. Even if you
did seethe Chink with Lala, and I doubt itÑ Oh, donÕtget excited, IÕm
speaking plainÑ thereÕsno connection that I can seebetween the death
of said Chink and old Huang Chow.Ó

ÒAinÕtthere?Ógrowled Poland huskily. He grasped the otherÕswrist as
in a vise and bent forward so that his battered face was close to the pale
countenance of the Jew. ÒIÕvebeen covering old Huang for months and
months. Now IÕmgoing to tell you something. Since the death of that
Chink Red KerryÕs been covering him, too.Ó

ÒSeehere!ÓCohen withdrew his arm from the otherÕsgrasp angrily.
ÒYoucanÕtfreeze me out of this claim with bogey stuff. YouÕrelisted, my
lad, and you know it. Chief Inspector Kerry is your pet nightmare. But if
he walked in here right now I could ask him to have a drink. I wouldnÕt
but I could. YouÕvegot the wrong angle, Jim. Lala likes me fine, and al-
though she doesnÕtsay much, what she does say is straight. IÕllask her
to-night about the Chink.Ó

ÒThen youÕll be a damned fool.Ó
ÒWhatÕs that?Ó
ÒI say youÕllbe a damned fool. IÕmwarning you, Freddy. There are

Chinks and Chinks. All the boys know old Huang Chow has got a regu-
lar gold mine buried somewhere under the floor. But all the boys donÕt
know what I know, and it seems that you donÕt either.Ó

ÒWhat is that?Ó
Jim Poland bent forward more urgently, again seizing CohenÕswrist,

and:
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ÒHuang Chow is a mighty big bug amongst the Chinese,Ó he
whispered, glancing cautiously about him. ÒHeÕshellish clever and rot-
ten with money. A man like that wants handling. IÕmnot telling you
what I know. But call it fifty-fifty and maybe youÕll come out alive.Ó

The brow of Diamond Fred displayed beads of perspiration, and with
a blue silk handkerchief which he carried in his breast pocket he delic-
ately dried his forehead.

ÒYouÕrean old hand at this stuff, Jim,Óhe muttered. ÒIt amounts to
this, I suppose; that if I donÕt agree youÕll queer my game?Ó

Jim PolandÕs brow lowered and he clenched his fists formidably. Then:
ÒListen,Óhe said in his hoarsevoice. ÒItainÕtyour claim any more than

mine. YouÕvecovered it different, thatÕsall. Yours was always the petti-
coat lay. MineÕs slower but safer. Is anyone else in with you?Ó

ÒNo.Ó
ÒThen weÕlldouble up. Now IÕll tell you something. I was backing

out.Ó
ÒWhat? You were going to quit?Ó
ÒI was.Ó
ÒWhy?Ó
ÒBecausethe thingÕstoo dead easy,and a thing like that always looks

like hell to me.Ó
Freddy Cohen finished his glass of whisky.
ÒWait while I get some more drinks,Ó he said.
In this way, then, at about the hour of ten on a stuffy autumn night, in

the crowded bar of that Wapping public-house, these two made a com-
pact; and of its outcome and of the next appearance of Cohen, the
Jewish-American cracksman, within the ken of man, I shall now proceed
to tell.
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Chapter2
THE END OF COHEN

ÒIÕvebeenexpecting this,Ósaid Chief Inspector Kerry. He tilted his bowl-
er hat farther forward over his brow and contemplated the ghastly ex-
hibit which lay upon the slab of the mortuary. Two other police of-
ficersÑ one in uniformÑ were present, and they treated the celebrated
Chief Inspector with the deferencewhich he had not only earned but had
always demanded from his subordinates.

Earmarked for important promotion, he was an interesting figure ashe
stood there in the gloomy, ill-lighted place, his pose that of an athlete
about to perform a long jump, or perhaps, as it might have appeared to
some, that of a dancing-master about to demonstrate a new step.

His close-cropped hair was brilliantly red, and so was his short, wiry,
aggressive moustache. He was ruddy of complexion, and he looked out
unblinkingly upon the world with a pair of steel-blue eyes.Neat he was
to spruceness, and while of no more than medium height he had the
shoulders of an acrobat.

The detective who stood beside him, by name John Durham, had one
trait in common with his celebrated superior. This was a quick keenness,
a sort of alert vitality, which showed in his eyes,and indeed in every line
of his thin, clean-shaven face. Kerry had picked him out as the most
promising junior in his department.

ÒGiveme the particulars,Ó said the Chief Inspector. ÒIt isnÕtrobbery.
HeÕs wearing a diamond ring worth two hundred pounds.Ó

His diction was rapid and terseÑ so rapid as to create the impression
that he bit off the ends of the longer words. He turned his fierce blue
eyes upon the uniformed officer who stood at the end of the slab.

ÒTheyare very few, Chief Inspector,Ówas the reply. ÒHewas hauled
out by the river police shortly after midnight, at the lower end of Lime-
house Reach.He was alive thenÑ they heard his cryÑ but he died while
they were hauling him into the boat.Ó

ÒAny statement?Ó rapped Kerry.
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ÒHewas past it, Chief Inspector. According to the report of the officer
in charge,he mumbled something which sounded like: ÕIthas bitten me,Õ
just before he became unconscious.Ó

ÒÔIthas bitten me,ÕÓmurmured Kerry. ÒThedivisional surgeon has
seen him?Ó

ÒYes,Chief Inspector. And in his opinion the man did not die from
drowning, but from some form of virulent poisoning.Ó

ÒPoisoning?Ó
ÒThatÕsthe idea. There will be a further examination, of course. Either

a hypodermic injection or a bite.Ó
ÒA bite?Ó said Kerry. ÒThe bite of what?Ó
ÒThat I cannot say, Chief Inspector. A venomous reptile, I suppose.Ó
Kerry stared down critically at the swollen face of the victim, and then

glanced sharply aside at Durham.
ÒAccounts for his appearance, I suppose,Ó he murmured.
ÒYes,Ósaid Durham quietly. ÒHehadnÕtbeen in the water long enough

to look like that.ÓHe turned to the local officer. ÒIsthere any theory as to
the point at which he went in?Ó

ÒWell, an arrest has been made.Ó
ÒBy whom? of whom?Ó rapped Kerry.
ÒTwoconstablespatrolling the Chinatown areaarrested a man for sus-

picious loitering. He turned out to be a well-known criminalÑ Jim Po-
land, with a whole list of convictions against him. TheyÕreholding him at
Limehouse Station, and the theory is that he was operating withÑÑÑÓ
He nodded in the direction of the body.

ÒThenwhoÕsthe smart with the swollen face?Óinquired Kerry. ÒHeÕsa
new one on me.Ó

ÒYes,but heÕsbeen identified by one of the K Division men. He is an
American crook with a clean slate, so far as this side is concerned.Cohen
is his name. And the idea seems to be that he went in at some point
between where he was found by the river police and the point at which
Jim Poland was arrested.Ó

Kerry snapped his teeth together audibly, and:
ÒIÕmopen to learn,Óhe said, Òthatthe house of Huang Chow is within

that area.Ó
ÒIt is.Ó
ÒIthought so. He died the same way the Chinaman died awhile ago,Ó

snapped Kerry savagely.
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ÒIt looks very queer.ÓHe glanced aside at the local officer. ÒCoverhim
up,Ó he ordered, and, turning, he walked briskly out of the mortuary,
followed by Detective Durham.

Although dawn was not far off, this was the darkest hour of the night,
so that even the sounds of dockland were muted and the riverside slept
as deeply as the great port of London ever sleeps. Vague murmurings
there were and distant clankings, with the hum of machinery which is
never still.

Few of LondonÕsmillions were awake at that hour, yet Scotland Yard
was awake in the person of the fierce-eyed Chief Inspector and his sub-
ordinate. Perhaps those who lightly criticize the Metropolitan Force
might have learned a new respect for the tireless vigilance which keeps
London clean and wholesome, had they witnessed this sceneon the bor-
ders of Limehouse, as Kerry, stepping into a waiting taxi-cab accompan-
ied by Durham, proceeded to Limehouse Police Station in that still hour
when the City slept.

The arrival of Kerry created something of a stir amongst the officials
on duty. His reputation in these days was at least as great as that of the
most garrulous Labour member.

The prisoner was in cells, but the Chief Inspector elected to interview
him in the office; and accordingly, while the officer in charge sat at an ex-
tremely tidy writing-table, tapping the blotting-pad with a pencil, and
Detective John Durham stood beside him, Kerry paced up and down the
little room, deep in reflection, until the door opened and the prisoner
was brought in.

One swift glance the Chief Inspector gave at the battle-scarred face,
and recognized instantly that this was a badly frightened man. Crossing
to the table he took up a typewritten slip which lay there, and:

ÒYour name is JamesPoland?Óhe said. ÒFour convictions; one, rob-
bery with violence.Ó

Jim Poland nodded sullenly.
ÒYouwere arrested at the corner of Pekin Streetabout midnight. What

were you doing there?Ó
ÒTaking a walk.Ó
ÒIÕllsay it again,Órapped Kerry, fixing his fierce eyes upon the manÕs

face. ÒWhat were you doing there?Ó
ÒIÕve told you.Ó
ÒAnd I tell you youÕre a liar. Where did you leave the man Cohen?Ó
Poland blinked his small eyes,cleared his throat, and looked down at

the floor uneasily. Then:
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ÒWhoÕs Cohen?Ó he grunted.
ÒYou mean, who was Cohen?Ó cried Kerry.
The shot went home. The man clenched his fists and looked about the

room from face to face.
ÒYou donÕt tell meÑÑÑÓ he began huskily.
ÒIÕvetold you,Ósaid Kerry. ÒHeÕson the slab. Spit out the truth; itÕllbe

good for your health.Ó
The man hesitated, then looked up, his eyeshalf closed and a cunning

expression upon his face.
ÒMake out your own case,Ó he said. ÒYouÕve got nothing against me.Ó
Kerry snapped his teeth together viciously.
ÒIÕvetold you what happened to your pal,Ó he warned. ÒIf youÕrea

wise man youÕllcome in on our side, before the same thing happens to
you.Ó

ÒI donÕt know what youÕre talking about,Ó growled Poland.
Kerry nodded to the constable at the doorway.
ÒTake him back,Ó he ordered.
Jim Poland being returned to his cell, Kerry, as the door closed behind

the prisoner and his guard, stared acrossat Durham where he stood be-
side the table.

ÒAn old hand,Óhe said. ÒButthereÕsanother way.ÓHe glanced at the
officer in charge. ÒHold him till the morning. HeÕll prove useful.Ó

From his waistcoat pocket he took out a slip of chewing gum, un-
wrapped it, and placed the mint-flavoured wafer between his large
white teeth. He bit upon it savagely, settled his hat upon his head, and,
turning, walked toward the door. In the doorway he paused.

ÒComewith me, Durham,Ó he said. ÒI am leaving the conduct of the
case entirely in your hands from now onward.Ó

Detective Durham looked surprised and not a little anxious.
ÒIam doing so for two reasons,Ócontinued the Chief Inspector. ÒThese

two reasons I shall now explain.Ó
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Chapter3
THE SECRET TREASURE-HOUSE

Unlike its sister colony in New York, there are no show places in Lime-
house. The visitor seesnothing but mean streetsand dark doorways. The
superficial inquirer comesaway convinced that the romance of the Asiat-
ic district has no existenceoutside the imaginations of writers of fiction.
Yet here lies a secretquarter, as secretand as strange, in its smaller way,
as its parent in China which is called the Purple Forbidden City.

On a morning when mist lay over the Thames reaches,softening the
harshnessof the dock buildings and lending an air of mystery to the ves-
sels stealing out upon the tide, a man walked briskly along Limehouse
Causeway, looking about him inquiringly, as one unfamiliar with the
neighbourhood. Presently he seemedto recognize a turning to the right,
and he pursued this for a time, now walking more slowly.

A European woman, holding a half-caste baby in her arms, stood in an
open doorway, watching him uninterestedly. Otherwise, except for one
neatly dressed young Chinaman, who passed him about halfway along
the street, there was nothing which could have told the visitor that he
had crossed the borderline dividing West from East and was now in an
Oriental town.

A very narrow alleyway between two dingy houses proved to be the
spot for which he was looking; and, having stared about him for a while,
he entered this alleyway. At the farther end it was crossedT-fashion, by
another alley, the only object of interest being an iron post at the cross-
ing, and the scenery being made up entirely of hideous brick walls.

About halfway along on the left, set in one of these walls, were strong
wooden gates,apparently those of a warehouse. Beside them was a door
approached by two very dirty steps. There was a bell-push near the
door, but upon neither of theseentranceswas there any plate to indicate
the name of the proprietor of the establishment.

From his pocket-book the visitor extracted a card, consulted something
written upon it, and then pressed the bell.
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It was very quiet in this dingy little court. No sound of the busy thor-
oughfares penetrated here; and although the passageforming the top of
the ÒTÓpractically marked the river bank, only dimly could one discern
the sounds which belong to a seaport.

Presently the door was opened by a Chinese boy who wore the ordin-
ary native working dress,and who regarded the man upon the step with
oblique, tired-looking eyes.

ÒMr. Huang Chow?Ó asked the caller.
The boy nodded.
ÒYou wantchee him see?Ó
ÒIf he is at home.Ó
The boy glanced at the card, which the visitor still held between finger

and thumb, and extended his hand silently. The card was surrendered. It
was that of an antique dealer of Dover Street, Piccadilly, and written
upon the back was the following: ÒMr. Hampden would like to do busi-
ness with you.Ó The signature of the dealer followed.

The boy turned and passed along a dim and perfectly unfurnished
passagewhich the opening of the door had revealed, while Mr. Hamp-
den stood upon the step and lighted a cigarette.

In less than a minute the boy returned and beckoned to him to come
in. As he did so, and the door was closed, he almost stumbled, so dark
was the passage.

Presently, guided by the boy, he found himself in a very business-like
little office, where a girl sat at an American desk, looking up at him
inquiringly.

She was of a dark and arresting type. Without being pretty in the
European sense,there was something appealing in her fine, dark eyes,
and she possessedthe inviting smile which is the heritage of Easternwo-
men. Her dress was not unlike that of any other businessgirl, except that
the neck of her blouse was cut very low, a fashion affected by many Eur-
asians, and she wore a gaily coloured sash, and large and very costly
pearl ear-rings. As Mr. Hampden paused in the doorway:

ÒGoodmorning,Ó said the girl, glancing down at the card which lay
upon the desk before her. ÒYou come from Mr. Isaacs, eh?Ó

She looked at him with a caressing glance from beneath half-lowered
lashes,but missed no detail of his appearance.Shedid not quite like his
moustache, and thought that he would have looked better cleanshaven.
Nevertheless, he was a well-set-up fellow, and her manner evidenced
approval.
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ÒYes,Óhe replied, smiling genially. ÒIhave a small commission to ex-
ecute, and I am told that you can help me.Ó

The girl paused for a moment, and then:
ÒYes,very likely,Ó shesaid, speaking good English but with an odd in-

tonation. ÒIt is not jade? We have very little jade.Ó
ÒNo, no. I wanted an enamelled casket.Ó
ÒWhat kind?Ó
ÒCloisonne.Ó
ÒCloisonne? Yes, we have several.Ó
She pressed a bell, and, glancing up at the boy who had stood

throughout the interview at the visitorÕselbow, addressedhim rapidly in
Chinese. He nodded his head and led the way through a second door-
way. Closing this, he opened a third and ushered Mr. Hampden into a
room which nearly caused the latter to gasp with astonishment.

One who had blundered from Whitechapel into the Khan Khalil, who
had been transported upon a magic carpet from a tube station to the Taj
Mahal, or dropped suddenly upon Lebanon hills to find himself looking
down upon the pearly domes and jewelled gardens of Damascus,could
not well have been more surprised. This great treasure-house of old
Huang Chow was one of ChinatownÕssecretsÑ a secret shared only by
those whose commercial interests were identical with the interests of
Huang Chow.

The place was artificially lighted by lamps which themselves were
beautiful objectsof art, and which swung from the massive beamsof the
ceiling. The floor of the warehouse, which was partly of stone, was
covered with thick matting, and spread upon it were rugs and carpets of
Karadagh, Kermanshah, Sultan-abad, and Khorassan, with lesser-known
loomings of almost equal beauty. Skins of rare beastsoverlay the divans.
Furniture of ivory, of ebony and lemonwood, preciously inlaid, gave to
the place an air of cunning confusion. There were tall cabinets, there
were casketsand chestsof exquisite lacquer and enamel, loot of an em-
perorÕspalace; robes heavy with gold; slippers studded with jewels;
strange carven ivories; glittering weapons; pots, jars, and bowls, asdelic-
ate and as fragile as the petals of a lily.

Last, but not least, sitting cross-legged upon a low couch, was old
Huang Chow, smoking a great curved pipe, and peering half blindly
across the place through large horn-rimmed spectacles.This couch was
set immediately beside a wide ascending staircase,richly carpeted, and
on the other side of the staircase, in a corresponding recess,upon a gil-
ded trestle carved to represent the four claws of a dragon, rested perhaps
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the strangest exhibit of that strange collectionÑ a Chinese coffin of ex-
quisite workmanship.

The boy retired, and Mr. Hampden found himself alone with Huang
Chow. No word had been exchanged between master and servant, but:

ÒGood morning, Mr. Hampden,Ó said the Chinaman in a high, thin
voice. ÒPlease be seated. It is from Mr. Isaacs you come?Ó
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Chapter4
PERSONAL REPORT OF DETECTIVE JOHN
DURHAM TO CHIEF INSPECTOR KERRY, OFFICER
IN CHARGE OF LIMEHOUSE INQUIRY

Dear Chief Inspector,Ñ Following your instructions I returned and inter-
viewed the prisoner Poland in his cell. I took the line which you had sug-
gested,pointing out to him that he had nothing to gain and everything to
lose by keeping silent.

ÒAnswer my questions,ÓI said, Òandyou can walk straight out. Other-
wise, youÕllbe up before the magistrate, and on your record alone it will
mean a holiday which you probably donÕt want.Ó

He was very truculent, but I got him in a good humour at last, and he
admitted that he had been cooperating with the dead man, Cohen, in an
attempt to burgle the house of Huang Chow. His reluctance to go into
details seemedto be due rather to fear of Huang Chow than to fear of the
law, and I presently gathered that he regarded Huang as responsible for
the death not only of Cohen, but also of the Chinaman who was hauled
out of the river about three weeks ago, as you well remember. The post-
mortem showed that he had died of some kind of poisoning, and when
we saw Cohen in the mortuary, his swollen appearancestruck me as be-
ing very similar to that of the Chinaman. (See my report dated 31st
ultimo.)

He finally agreed to talk if I would promise that he should not be
charged and that his name should never be mentioned to anyone in con-
nection with what he might tell me. I promised him that outside the or-
dinary official routine I would respect his request, and he told me some
very curious things, which no doubt have a bearing on the case.

For instance,he had discoveredÑ I donÕtknow in what wayÑ that the
dead Chinaman, whose name was Pi Lung, had been in negotiation with
Huang Chow for some sort of job in his warehouse. Poland had seenthe
man talking to HuangÕsdaughter, at the end of the alley which leads to
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the place. He seemedto attach extraordinary importance to this fact. At
last:

ÒIÕlltell you what it is,Óhe said. ÒThatChink was a stranger to Lime-
house; I can swear to it. He was a gent of his hands; I reckon theyÕvegot
Õemin China as well as here. He went out for the old boyÕsmoney-box,
and finished like Cohen finished.Ó

ÒMake your meaning clearer,Ó I said.
ÒMy meaningÕsthis: Old Huang Chow is the biggest dealer in stolen

and smuggled valuables from overseas weÕvegot in London. HeÕs
something else as well; heÕsa big swell in China. But hereÕsthe point.
HeÕsgot business with buyers all over London, and they have to pay
cashÑ no checks. He doesnÕtbank it: IÕveproved that. HeÕsgot it in
gold, or diamonds, or something, being wise to present conditions, hid-
den there in the house. Pi Lung was after his hoard. He didnÕtget it. Co-
hen and me was after it. WhereÕs Cohen?Ó

I agreed that it looked very suspicious, and presently:
ÒWhen I went in with Cohen,Ó continued Poland, ÒI knew one thing he

didnÕtknowÑ a short cut into the warehouse. HeÕsbeen playing pretty-
like with Lala, old HuangÕsdaughter, and itÕsmy belief that he knew
where the store was hidden; but he never told me. We knew there were
special men on duty, and weÕdarranged that I was to give a signal when
the patrol had passed.Cohen all the time had planned to double on me.
While I was watching down on the Causeway end he climbed up and
got in through the skylight IÕdshown him. When I got there he was
missing, but the skylight was open. I started off after him.Ó

Then Poland clutched me, and his fright was very real.
ÒI heard a shriek like nothing I ever heard in my life. I saw a light

shine through the trap, and then I heard a sort of moaning. Last, I heard
a bang, and the light went out. I staggered down the passagehalf silly,
started to run, and ran straight into the arms of two coppers.Ó

This evidence I thought was conclusive, and in accordancewith your
instructions I proceeded to Mr. Isaacs in Dover Street. He didnÕt seem
too pleased at my suggestion, but when I pointed out to him that one
good turn deserved another, he agreed to give me an introduction to
Huang Chow.

I adopted a very simple disguise, just altering my complexion and
sticking on a moustache with spirit gum, hair by hair, and trimming it
down military fashion. Everything ran smoothly, and I seemedto make a
fairly favourable impression upon Lala Huang, the ChinamanÕs
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daughter, who evidently interviews prospective customers before they
are admitted to the warehouse.

She is a Eurasian and extremely good looking. But when I found my-
self in the room where old Huang keeps his treasures, I really thought I
was dreaming. ItÕs a collection that must be worth thousands. He
showed me snuff-bottles, cut out of gems, and with a little opening no
bigger than the hole in a pipe-stem, but with wonderful paintings done
inside the bottles. HeÕdgot a model of a pagoda made out of human
teeth, and a big golden rug woven from the hair of Circassian slave girls.
Excusethis, Chief Inspector; I know it is what you call the romantic stuff;
but I think it would have impressed you if you had seen it.

Anyway, I bought a little enamelled box, in accordance with Mr.
IsaacsÕsinstructions, although whether I succeededin convincing Huang
Chow that I knew anything about the matter is more than doubtful. He
got up from a sort of throne he sits on, and led the way up a broad stair-
case to a private room above.

ÒOf course, you have brought the cash, Mr. Hampden?Ó he said.
He speaksquite faultless English. He walked up three steps to a sort of

raised writing-table in this upstairs room, and I counted out the money
to him. When he sat at the table he faced toward the room, and I couldnÕt
help thinking that, in his horn-rimmed spectacles,he looked like some
old magistrate. He explained that he would pack the purchase for me,
but that I must personally take it away. And:

ÒYouunderstand,Ósaid he, Òthatyou bought it from a gentleman who
had purchased it abroad.Ó

I said I quite understood. He bowed me out very politely, and
presently I found myself back in the office with Lala Huang.

She seemed quite disposed to talk, and I chatted with her while the
box was being packed for me to take away. I knew I must make good use
of my time, but you have never given me a job I liked less. I mean, there
is something very appealing about her, and I hated to think that I was
playing a double game. However, without actually agreeing to see me
again, she told me enough to enable me to meet her Òaccidentally,Óif I
wanted to. Therefore, I am going to look out for her this evening, and
probably take her to a picture palace, or somewhere where we can have
a quiet talk. Sheseemsto be fancy free, and for some reason I feel sorry
for the girl. I donÕtaltogether like the job, but I hope to justify your faith
in me, Chief.

I will prepare my official report this evening when I return.
Yours obediently,Ñ JohnDurham.
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Chapter5
LALA HUANG

ÒNo,Ó said Lala Huang, ÒI donÕt like LondonÑ not this part of London.Ó
ÒWhere would you rather be?Ó asked Durham. ÒIn China?Ó
Dusk had dropped its merciful curtain over Limehouse, and asthe two

paced slowly along West India Dock Road it seemedto the detective that
a sort of glamour had crept into the scene.

He was a clever man within his limitations, and cultured up to a point;
but he was not philosopher enough to know that he viewed the purlieus
of Limehouse through a haze of Oriental mystery conjured up by the
conversation of his companion. Temple bells there were in the clangour
of the road cars. The smoke-stackshad a semblance of pagodas. Burma
she had conjured up before him, and China, and the soft islands where
shehad first seenthe light. For aswell asa streak of European, there was
Kanaka blood in Lala, which lent her an appeal quite new to Durham, in-
sidious and therefore dangerous.

ÒNot China,Óshe replied. ÒSomehowI donÕtthink I shall ever seeCh-
ina again. But my father is rich, and it is dreadful to think that we live
here when there are so many more beautiful places to live in.Ó

ÒThen why does he stay?Ó asked Durham with curiosity.
ÒFor money, always for money,Ó answered Lala, shrugging her

shoulders. ÒYet if it is not to bring happiness, what good is it?Ó
ÒWhat good indeed?Ó murmured Durham.
ÒThere is no fun for me,Ó said the girl pathetically. ÒSometimes

someone nice comes to do business, but mostly they are Jews,Jews,al-
ways Jews, andÑÑÑÓ Again she shrugged eloquently.

Durham perceived the very opening for which he had been seeking..
ÒYou evidently donÕt like Jews,Óhe said endeavouring to speak

lightly.
ÒNo,Ómurmured the girl, ÒIdonÕtthink I do. Someare nice, though. I

think it is the same with every kind of peopleÑ there are good and bad.Ó
ÒWere you ever in America?Ó asked Durham.
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ÒNo.Ó
ÒIwas just thinking,Ó he explained, ÒthatI have known several Amer-

ican Jews who were quite good fellows.Ó
ÒYes?Ósaid Lala, looking up at him naively, ÒImet one not long ago.

He was not nice at all.Ó
ÒOh!Óexclaimed Durham, startled by this admission, which he had

not anticipated. ÒOne of your fatherÕs customers?Ó
ÒYes, a man named Cohen.Ó
ÒCohen?Ó
ÒA funny little chap,Ócontinued the girl. ÒHe tried to make love to

me.ÓShe lowered her lashes roguishly. ÒI knew all along he was pre-
tending. He was a thief, I think. I was afraid of him.Ó

Durham did some rapid thinking, then:
ÒDid you say his name was Cohen?Ó he asked.
ÒThat was the name he gave.Ó
ÒA man named Cohen, an American, was found dead in the river

quite recently.Ó
Lala stopped dead and clutched his arm.
ÒHow do you know?Ó she demanded.
ÒThere was a paragraph in this morningÕs paper.Ó
She hesitated, then:
ÒDid it describe him?Ó she asked.
ÒNo,Óreplied Durham, ÒIdonÕtthink it did in detail. At least, the only

part of the description which I remember is that he wore a large and
valuable diamond on his left hand.Ó

ÒOh!Ó whispered Lala.
She released her grip of DurhamÕs arm and went on.
ÒWhat?Ó he asked. ÒDid you think it was someone you knew?Ó
ÒI did know him,Ó she replied simply. ÒThe man who was found

drowned. It is the same. I am sure now, becauseof the diamond ring.
What paper did you read it in? I want to read it myself.Ó

ÒIÕm afraid I canÕt remember. It was probably the Daily Mail.Ó
ÒHad he been drowned?Ó
ÒI presume soÑ yes,Ó replied Durham guardedly.
Lala Huang was silent for some time while they paced on through the

dusk. Then:
ÒHow strange!Ó she said in a low voice.
ÒI am sorry I mentioned it,Ó declared Durham. ÒBut how was I to

know it was your friend?Ó

20



ÒHewas no friend of mine,Óreturned the girl sharply. ÒI hated him.
But it is strange nevertheless. I am sure he intended to rob my father.Ó

ÒAnd is that why you think it strange?Ó
ÒYes,Ó she said, but her voice was almost inaudible.
They were come now to the narrow street communicating with the

courtway in which the great treasure-house of Huang Chow was situ-
ated, and Lala stopped at the corner.

ÒIt was nice of you to walk along with me,Óshe said. ÒDoyou live in
Limehouse?Ó

ÒNo,Óreplied Durham, ÒIdonÕt.As a matter of fact, I came down here
to-night in the hope of seeing you again.Ó

ÒDid you?Ó
The girl glanced up at him doubtfully, and his distaste for the task set

him by his superior increasedwith the passing of every moment. He was
a man of some imagination, a great reader, and ambitious professionally.
He appreciated the fact that Chief Inspector Kerry looked for great
things from him, but for this type of work he had little inclination.

There was too much chivalry in his make-up to enable him to play
upon a womanÕssentiments, even in the interests of justice. By whatever
means the man Cohen had met his death, and whether or no the China-
man Pi Lung had died by the same hand, Lala Huang was innocent of
any complicity in these matters, he was perfectly well assured.

Doubts were to come later when he was away from her, when he had
had leisure to consider that she might regard him in the light of a third
potential rifler of her fatherÕstreasure-house.But at the moment, looking
down into her dark eyes, he reproached himself and wondered where
his true duty lay.

ÒIt is so gray and dull and sordid here,Ósaid the girl, looking down
the darkened street. ÒThere is no one much to talk to.Ó

ÒButyou have your business interests to keep you employed during
the day, after all.Ó

ÒI hate it all. I hate it all.Ó
ÒBut you seem to have perfect freedom?Ó
ÒYes. My mother, you see, was not Chinese.Ó
ÒBut you wish to leave Limehouse?Ó
ÒIdo. I do. Justnow it is not so bad, but in the winter how I tire of the

gray skies, the endless drizzling rain. Oh!Ó She shrank back into the
shadow of a doorway, clutching at DurhamÕsarm. ÒDonÕtlet Ah Fu see
me.Ó
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ÒAh Fu? Who is Ah Fu?Óasked Durham, also drawing back as a furt-
ive figure went slinking down the opposite side of the street.

ÒMy fatherÕs servant. He let you in this morning.Ó
ÒAnd why must he not see you?Ó
ÒI donÕt trust him. I think he tells my father things.Ó
ÒWhat is it that he carries in his hand?Ó
ÒA birdcage, I expect.Ó
ÒA birdcage?Ó
ÒYes!Ó
He caught the gleam of her eyes as she looked up at him out of the

shadow.
ÒIs he, then, a bird-fancier?Ó
ÒNo,no, I canÕtexplain becauseI donÕtunderstand myself. But Ah Fu

goesto a place in Shadwell regularly and buys young birds, always very
young ones and very little ones.Ó

ÒFor what or for whom?Ó
ÒI donÕt know.Ó
ÒHave you an aviary in your house?Ó
ÒNo.Ó
ÒDo you mean that they disappear, these purchases of Ah FuÕs?Ó
ÒIoften seehim carrying a cageof young birds, but we have no birds

in the house.Ó
ÒHow perfectly extraordinary!Ó muttered Durham.
ÒI distrust Ah Fu,Ówhispered the girl. ÒI am glad he did not seeme

with you.Ó
ÒYoung birds,Ó murmured Durham absently. ÒWhat kind of young

birds? Any particular breed?Ó
ÒNo;canaries, linnetsÑ all sorts. IsnÕtit funny?ÓThe girl laughed in a

childish way. ÒAnd now I think Ah Fu will have gone in, so I must say
good night.Ó

But when presently Detective Durham found himself walking back
along West India Dock Road, his mindÕseye was set upon the slinking
figure of a Chinaman carrying a birdcage.
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Chapter6
A HINT OF INCENSE

One Chinaman more or less does not make any very great difference to
the authorities responsible for maintaining law and order in Limehouse.
Asiatic settlers are at liberty to follow their national propensities, and to
knife one another within reason.This is wisdom. Such recreations are al-
lowed, if not encouraged, by all wise rulers of Eastern peoples.

ÒFound drowned,Ó too, is a verdict which has covered many a dark
mystery of old Thames, but ÒFoundin the river, death having been due
to the action of some poison unknown,Ó is a finding which even in the
case of a Chinaman is calculated to stimulate the jaded official mind.

New Scotland Yard had given Durham a roving commission, and had
been justified in the fact that the secondvictim, and this time not a Chin-
aman, had been found under almost identical conditions. The link with
the establishment of Huang Chow was incomplete, and Durham fully re-
cognized that it was up to him to make it sound and incontestable.

Jim Poland was not the only man in the East End who knew that the
dead Chinaman had been in negotiation with Huang Chow. Kerry knew
it, and had passed the information on to Durham.

Some mystery surrounded the life of the old dealer, who was said to
be a mandarin of high rank, but his exactassociationwith the deaths first
of the Chinaman Pi Lung, and second of Cohen, remained to be proved.
Certain critics have declared the Metropolitan detective service to be ob-
solete and inefficient. Kerry, as a potential superintendent, resented
these criticisms, and in his protege Durham, perceived a member of the
new generation who was likely in time to produce results calculated to
remove this stigma.

Durham recognized that a greater responsibility rested upon his
shoulders than the actual importance of the casemight have indicated;
and now, proceeding warily along the deserted streets, he found his
brain to be extraordinarily active and his imagination very much alive.
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There is a night life in Limehouse, as he had learned, but it is a mole
life, a subterranean life, of which no sign appears above ground after a
certain hour. Nevertheless, as he entered the area which harbours those
strange, hidden resorts the rumour of which has served to create the
glamour of Chinatown, he found himself to be thinking of the great in-
fluence said to be wielded by Huang Chow, and wondering if unseen
spies watched his movements.

Lala was Oriental, and now, alone in the night, distrust leapt into be-
ing within him. He had beenattracted by her and had pitied her. He told
himself now that this was becauseof her dark beauty and the essentially
feminine appeal which she made. She was perhaps a vampire of the
most dangerous sort, one who lured men to strange deaths for some sin-
ister object beyond reach of a Western imagination.

He found himself doubting the successof those tactics upon which,
earlier in the day, he had congratulated himself. Perhaps beneath the
guise of Hampden, who bought antique furniture on commission, those
cunning old eyesbeneath the horn-rimmed spectacleshad perceived the
detective hidden, or at least had marked subterfuge.

While he could not count Lala a conquestÑ for he had not even at-
tempted to make love to herÑ the easewith which he had developed the
acquaintance now, afforded matter for suspicion.

At the entrance to the court communicating with the establishment of
Huang Chow he paused, looking cautiously about him. The men on the
Limehouse beatshad beenwarned of the investigation afoot tonight, and
there was a plain-clothes man on point duty at no great distance away,
although carefully hidden, so that Durham had quite failed to detect his
presence.

Durham wore rough clothes and rubber-soled shoes;and now, as he
entered the court, he was thinking of the official report of the police ser-
geant who, not so many hours before, had paid a visit to the house of
Huang Chow in order to question him respecting his knowledge of the
dead man Cohen, and to learn when last he had seen him.

Old Huang, who had received his caller in the large room upstairs, the
room which boasted the presenceof the writing-dais, had exhibited no
trace of confusion, assuring the sergeant that he had not seen the man
Cohen for several days. Cohen had come to him with an American intro-
duction, which he, Huang, believed to be forged, and had wanted him to
undertake a shady agency, respecting the details of which he remained
peculiarly reticent. In short, nothing had been gained by this official
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interrogation, and Huang blandly denied any knowledge of an attemp-
ted burglary of his establishment.

ÒWhathave I to lose?Óhe had asked the inquirer. ÒAlot of old lumber
which I have accumulated during many years,and a reputation for being
wealthy, due to my lonely habits and to the ignorance of those who live
around me.Ó

Durham, mentally reviewing the words of the report, reconstructed
the scene in his mind; and now, having come to the end of the lane
where the iron post rested, he stood staring up at a place in the ancient
wall where several bricks had decayed, and where it was possible, ac-
cording to the statement of the man Poland, to climb up on to a piece of
sloping roof, and thence gain the skylight through which Cohen had ob-
tained admittance on the night of his death.

He made sure that his automatic pistol was in his pocket, questioned
the dull sounds of the riverside for a moment, looking about him
anxiously, and then, using the leaning post as a stepping-stone, he suc-
ceeded in wedging his foot into a crevice in the wall. By the exerciseof
some agility he scrambled up to the top, and presently found himself ly-
ing upon a sloping roof.

The skylight remained well out of reach, but his rubber-soled shoes
enabled him to creep up the slates until he could grasp the framework
with his hands. Presently he found himself perched upon the trap which,
if his information could be relied upon, possessedno fastener, or one so
faulty that the trap could be raised by means of a brad-awl. He carried
one in his pocket, and, screwing it into the framework, he lifted it cau-
tiously, making very little noise.

The trap opened, and up to his nostrils there stole a queer, indefinable
odour, partly that which belongs to old Oriental furniture and stuffs, but
having mingled with it a hint of incense and of something else not so
easily named. He recognized the smell of that strange store-room, which,
as Mr. Hampden, he had recently visited.

For one moment he thought he could detect the distant note of a bell.
But, listening, he heard nothing, and was reassured.

He rested the trap back against the frame, and shone the ray of an elec-
tric torch down into the darkness beneath him. The light fell upon the
top of a low carven table, dragon-legged and gilded. Upon it rested the
model pagoda constructed of human teeth, and there was something in
this discovery which made Durham feel inclined to shudder. However,
the impulse was only a passing one.
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He measured the distance with his eye. The little table stood beside a
deep divan, and he saw that with care it would be possible to drop upon
this divan without making much noise. He calculated its exact position
before replacing the torch in his pocket, and then, resting back against
one side of the frame, he clutched the other with his hands. He wriggled
gradually down until further purchase became impossible. He then let
himself drop, and swung for a moment by his hands before releasing his
hold.

He fell, as he had calculated, upon the divan. It creaked ominously.
Catching his foot in the cushions, he stumbled and lay forward for a mo-
ment upon his face, listening intently.

The room was very hot but nothing stirred.
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Chapter7
THE SCUFFLING SOUND

Detective Durham, as he lay there inhaling the peculiar perfume of the
place, recognized that he had put himself outside the pale of official pro-
tection, and was become technically a burglar.

He wondered if Chief Inspector Kerry would have approved; but he
had outlined this plan of investigation for himself, and knew well that, if
it were crowned by success,the end would be regarded as having justi-
fied the means.On the other hand, in the event of detention he must per-
sonally bear the consequencesof such irregular behaviour. He knew
well, however, that his celebrated superior had achieved promotion by
methods at least as irregular; and he knew that if he could but obtain
evidence to account for the death of the man Cohen, and of the China-
man Pi Lung, who had preceded him by the same mysterious path, the
way of his obtaining it would not be too closely questioned.

He was an ambitious man, and consequently one who took big
chances.Nothing disturbed the silence; he sat upon the divan and again
pressed the button of his torch, shining it all about the low-beamed
apartment and peering curiously into the weird shadows of the place. He
calculated he was now in the position which Cohen had occupied during
the last moments of his life, and a sense of the uncanny touched him
coldly.

As he thought of the unnatural screams spoken of by Poland, some
strange instinct prompted him to curl up his feet upon the divan again,
as though a secret menace crawled upon the floor amid its many rugs
and carpets.

He must now endeavour to reconstruct the plan upon which the
American cracksman had operated. Poland had a persistent belief that
Cohen had known where the fabled hoard of Huang Chow was
concealed.

Durham began a deliberate inspection of the place. He thought it un-
likely that a wily old Chinaman, assuming that he possessedhidden
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wealth, would keep it in so accessiblea spot as this. It was far more prob-
able that he had a fireproof safe in the room upstairs, perhaps built into
the wall. Yet, according to PolandÕsaccount, it was in this room and not
in any other that death came to Diamond Fred.

The wall-hangings first engaged DurhamÕsattention. He moved them
aside systematically, one after another, seeking for any hiding-place, but
failing to find one. The door communicating with the outer office he
found to be locked, but he did not believe for a moment that the office
would be worthy of inspection.

There were casescontaining jewelled weapons and cups and goblets
inlaid with precious stones, but none of these seemed to have been
tampered with, and all were locked, as was the big cabinet filled with
snuff bottles.

Many of the larger piecesabout the place contained drawers and cup-
boards, and these he systematically opened one after another, without
making any discovery of note. Someof the cupboards contained broken
piecesof crockery, and more or lessdamaged curios of one kind and an-
other, but none of them gave him the clue for which he was seeking.

He examined the couch upon which Huang Chow had been seated
when first he had met him, but although he searched it scientifically he
was rewarded by no discovery.

A very fusty and unpleasant smell was more noticeable at this point
than elsewhere in the room, and he found himself staring speculatively
up the wide, carpeted stairs. Next he turned his attention to the
lacquered coffin which occupied the corresponding recessto that filled
by the couch. It was an extraordinarily ornate piece of lacquer work and
probably of great value.

The lid appeared to be screwed on, and Durham stood staring at the
thing, half revolted and half fascinated. He failed to discover any means
of opening it, however, and when he tried to move it bodily found it
very heavy. He came to the conclusion that all the portable valuables
were contained in locked casesor cabinets, and out of this discovery
grew an idea.

The casecontaining the snuff bottles stood too close to the wall to en-
able him to test his new theory, but a square casenear the office door, in
which were five of six small but almost priceless pieces of porcelain, af-
forded the very evidence for which he was looking.

Thin electric flex descended from somewhere inside the case down
one of the legs of the pedestal, and through a neatly drilled hole in the
floor, evidently placed there to accommodate it.
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ÒBurglar alarm!Ó he muttered.
The opening of this case,and doubtless of any of the others, would set

alarm bells ringing. This was not an unimportant discovery, but it
brought him very little nearer to a solution of the chief problem which
engaged his mind. Assuming that Cohen had opened one of the cases
and had alarmed old Huang Chow, what steps had the latter taken to
deal with the intruder which had resulted in so ghastly a death? And
how had he disposed of the body?

As Durham stood there musing and looking down through the plate-
glassat the delicate porcelain beneath,a faint sound intruded itself upon
the stillness. It gave him another idea. Part of the floor was stone-paved,
but part was wood.

Upon a portion of the latter, where no carpet rested, Durham dropped
flat, pressing his ear to the floor.

A faint swishing and trickling sound was perceptible from some place
beneath.

ÒAh!Ó he murmured.
Remembering that the premises almost overhung the Thames, he di-

vined that the cellars were flooded at high tide, or that there was some
kind of drain or cutting running underneath the house.

He stood up again, listening intently for any sound within the build-
ing. He thought he had detected something, and now, as he stood there
alert, he heard it againÑ a faint scuffling, which might have been occa-
sioned by rats or even mice, but which, in some subtle and very unpleas-
ant way, did not suggest the movements of these familiar rodents.

Even ashe perceived it, it ceased,leaving him wondering, and uncom-
fortably conscious of a sudden dread of his surroundings. He wondered
in what part of this mysterious house Lala resided, and recognizing that
his departure must leave traces,he determined to prosecute his inquiries
as far as possible, since another opportunity might not arise.

He was baffled but still hopeful. Something there was in the smell of
the place which threatened to unnerve him; or perhaps in its silence,
which remained quite unbroken save when, by acute listening, one de-
tected the dripping of water.

That unexplained scuffling sound, too, which he had failed to trace or
identify, lingered in his memory insistently, and for some reason con-
tained the elements of fear.

He crossed the room and began softly to mount the stair. It creaked
only slightly, and the door at the top proved to be ajar. He peeped in, to
find the place empty. It was a typical Chineseapartment, containing very
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little furniture, the raised desk being the most noticeable item, except for
a small shrine which faced it on the other side of the room.

He mounted the steps to the desk and inspected a number of loose pa-
pers which lay upon it. Without exception they were written in Chinese.
A sort of large, dull white blotting-pad lay upon the table, but its surface
was smooth and glossy.

Over it was suspended what looked like a lampshade, but on inspec-
tion it proved to contain no lamp, but to communicate, by a sort of fun-
nel, with the ceiling above.

At this contrivance Durham stared long and curiously, but without
coming to any conclusion respecting its purpose. He might have invest-
igated further, but he becameaware of a dull and regular sound in the
room behind him.

He turned in a flash, staring in the direction of two curtains draped be-
fore what he supposed to be a door.

On tiptoe he crossed and gently drew the curtains aside.
He looked into a small, cell-like room, lighted by one window, where

upon a low bed Huang Chow lay sleeping peacefully!
Durham almost held his breath; then, withdrawing as quietly as he

had approached, he descended the stair. At the foot his attention was
again arrested by the faint scuffling sound. It ceasedas suddenly as it
had begun, leaving him wondering and conscious anew of a chill of
apprehension.

He had already made his plans for departure, but knew that they must
leave evidence, when discovered, of his visit.

A large and solid table stood near the divan, and he moved this imme-
diately under the trap. Upon it he laid a leopard-skin to deaden any
noise he might make, and then upon the leopard-skin he set a massive
chair: he replaced his torch in his pocket and drew himself up on to the
roof again. Reclosing the trap by meansof the awl which he had screwed
into it, he removed the awl and placed it in his pocket.

Then, sliding gently down the sloping roof, he dropped back into the
deserted court.
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Chapter8
A CAGE OF BIRDS

ÒNo,Ósaid Lala, Òwehave never had robbers in the house.ÓShe looked
up at Durham naively. ÒYou are not a thief, are you?Ó she asked.

ÒNo,I assureyou I am not,Óhe answered, and felt himself flushing to
the roots of his hair.

They were seated in a teashop patronized by the workers of the dis-
trict; and as Durham, his elbows resting on the marble-topped table,
looked into the dark eyes of his companion, he told himself again that
whatever might be the secretsof old Huang Chow, his daughter did not
share them.

The Chinaman had made no report to the authorities, although the
piled up furniture beneath the skylight must have afforded conclusive
evidence that a burglarious entry had been made into the premises.

ÒIshould feel very nervous,ÓDurham declared, Òwith all those valu-
ables in the house.Ó

ÒI feel nervous about my father,Ó the girl answered in a low voice.
ÒHisroom opens out of the warehouse, but mine is shut away in another
part of the building. And Ah Fu sleeps behind the office.Ó

ÒWereyou not afraid when you suspected that Cohen was a burglar?
You told me yourself that you did suspect him.Ó

ÒYes, I spoke to my father about it.Ó
ÒAnd what did he say?Ó
ÒOhÓÑshe shrugged her shouldersÑ Òhejust smiled and told me not

to worry.Ó
ÒAnd that was the last you heard about the matter?Ó
ÒYes, until you told me he was dead.Ó
Again he questioned the dark eyes and again was baffled. He felt

tempted, and not for the first time, to throw up the case.After all, it res-
ted upon very slender dataÑ the mysterious death of a Chinaman whose
history was unknown and the story of a crook whose word was worth
nothing.
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Finally he asked himself, as he had asked himself before, what did it
matter? If old Huang Chow had disposed of these people in some
strange manner, they had sought to rob him. The morality of the case
was complicated and obscure, and more and more he was falling under
the spell of LalaÕs dark eyes.

But always it was his professional pride which came to the rescue.
Murder had been done, whether justifiably or otherwise, and to him had
been entrusted the discovery of the murderer. It seemedthat failure was
to be his lot, for if Lala knew anything she was a most consummate act-
ress, and if she did not, his last hope of information was gone.

He would have liked nothing better than to be rid of the affair,
provided he could throw up the casewith a clear conscience.But when
presently he parted from the attractive Eurasian, and watched her slim
figure as, turning, she waved her hand and disappeared round a corner,
he knew that rest was not for him.

He had discovered the emporium of a Shadwell live-stock dealer with
whom Ah Fu had a standing order for newly fledged birds of all descrip-
tions. Purchases apparently were always made after dusk, and Ah Fu
with his birdcage was due that evening.

A scheme having suggested itself to Durham, he now proceeded to
put it into execution, so that when dusk came, and Ah Fu, carrying an
empty birdcage, set out from the house of Huang Chow, a very dirty-
looking loafer passed the corner of the street at about the time that the
Chinaman came slinking out.

Durham had mentally calculated that Ah Fu would be gone about half
an hour upon his mysterious errand, but the Chinaman travelled faster
than he had calculated.

Just as he was about to climb up once more on to the sloping roof, he
heard the pattering footsteps returning to the courtyard, although rather
less than twenty minutes had elapsed since the man had set out.

Durham darted round the corner and waited until he heard the door
closed; then, returning, he scrambled up on to the roof, creeping forward
until he was lying looking down through the skylight into the darkened
room below.

For ten minutes or more he waited, until he began to feel cramped and
uncomfortable. Then that happened which he had hoped and anticipated
would happen. The place beneath became illuminated, not fully, by
means of the hanging lamps, but dimly so that distorted shadows were
cast about the floor. Someone had entered carrying a lantern.
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DurhamÕsview-point limited his area of vision, but presently, as the
light came nearer and nearer, he discerned Ah Fu, carrying a lantern in
one hand and a birdcage in the other. He could hear nothing, for the trap
fitted well and the glass was thick. Moreover, it was very dirty. He was
afraid, however, to attempt to clean a space.

Ah Fu apparently had set the lantern upon a table, and into the radius
of its light there presently moved a stooping figure. Durham recognized
Huang Chow, and felt his heart beats increasing in rapidity.

Clutching the framework of the trap with his hands, he moved his
head cautiously, so that presently he was enabled to seethe two China-
men. They were standing beside the lacquered coffin upon its dragon-
legged pedestal. Durham stifled an exclamation.

One end of the ornate sarcophagus had been opened in some way!
Now, to the watcherÕsunbounded astonishment, Ah Fu placed the

birdcage in the opening, and apparently reclosed the trap in the end of
the coffin. He made other manipulations with his bony yellow fingers,
which Durham failed to comprehend. Finally the birdcage was with-
drawn again, and as it was passedbefore the light of the lantern he saw
that it was empty, whereas previously it had contained a number of tiny
birds all huddled up together!

The light gleamed upon the spectaclesof Huang Chow. Watching him,
Durham saw him take out from a hidden drawer in the pedestal a long,
slender key, insert it in a lock concealedby the ornate carving, and then
slightly raise the lid which had so recently defied his own efforts.

He raised it only a few inches, and then, taking up the lantern, peered
into the interior of the coffin, at the same time waving his hand in dis-
missal to Ah Fu. For a while he stood there, peering into the interior, and
then, lowering the lid again, he relocked this gruesome receptacle and,
lantern in hand, began to mount the stair.

Durham inhaled deeply. He realized that during the last few seconds
he had been holding his breath. Now, as he began to creep back down
the slope, he discovered that his hands were shaking.

He dropped down into the court again, and for several minutes leaned
against the wall, endeavouring to reason out an explanation of what he
had seen, and in a measure to regain his composure.

There was a horror underlying it all which he was half afraid to face.
But the real clue to the mystery still eluded him.

Whether what he had witnessed were some kind of obsceneceremony,
or whether an explanation more vile must be sought, he remained
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undetermined. He must repeat his exploit, if possible, and once more
gain access to the room which contained the lacquer coffin.

But the adventure was very distasteful. He recollected the smell of the
place, and the memory brought with it a senseof nausea.He thought of
Lala Huang, and his ideas became grotesque and chaotic. Yet the solu-
tion of the mystery lay at last within his grasp, and to the zest of the in-
vestigator everything else became subjugated.

He walked slowly away, silent in his rubber-soled shoes.
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Chapter9
THE PICTURE ON THE PAD

Lala Huang lay listening to the vague sounds which disturbed the si-
lence of the night. Presently her thoughts made her sigh wearily. During
the lifetime of her mother, who had died while Lala was yet a little girl,
life had been different and so much brighter.

She imagined that in the mingled sounds of dock and river which
came to her she could hear the roar of surf upon a golden beach. The
stuffy air of Limehouse took on the hot fragrance of a tropic island, and
she sighed again, but this time rapturously, for in spirit she was a child
once more, lulled by the voice of the great Pacific.

Young as she was, the death of her mother had been a blow from
which it had taken her several years to recover. Then had commenced
those long travels with her father, from port to port, from oceanto ocean,
sometimes settling awhile, but ever moving onward, onward.

He had had her educated after a fashion, and his love for her she did
not doubt. But her motherÕsblood spoke more strongly than that part of
her which was Chinese, and there was softness and a delicious languor
in her nature which her father did not seemto understand, and of which
he did not appear to approve.

She knew that he was wealthy. She knew that his ways were not
straight ways, although that part of his business to which he had admit-
ted her as an assistant, and an able one, was legitimate enough, or so it
seemed.

Consignments of goods arrived at strange hours of the night at the es-
tablishment in Limehouse, and from this side of her fatherÕstransactions
she was barred. The big double doors opening on the little courtyard
would be opened by Ah Fu, and packing casesof varying sizes be taken
in. Sometimesthe sounds of theseactivities would reach her in her room
in a distant part of the house; but only in the morning would she recog-
nize their significance, when in the warehouse she would discover that
some new and choice pieces had arrived.
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She wondered with what object her father accumulated wealth, and
hoped, against the promptings of her common sense,that he designed to
return East, there to seeka retirement amidst the familiar and the beauti-
ful things of the Orient which belonged to LalaÕs dream of heaven.

Stories about her father often reached her ears. She knew that he had
held high rank in China before she had been born; but that he had sacri-
ficed his rights in some way had always been her theory. She had been
too young to understand the stories which her mother had told her
sometimes; but that there were traits in the character of Huang Chow
which it was not good for his daughter to know she appreciated and ac-
cepted as a secret sorrow.

He allowed her all the freedom to which her education entitled her.
Her life was that of a European and not of an Oriental woman. Sheloved
him in a way, but also feared him. Shefeared the dark and cruel side of
his character, of which, at various periods during their life together, she
had had terrifying glimpses.

Shehad decided that cruelty was his vice. In what way he gratified it
she had never learned, nor did she desire to do so. There were periodical
visits from the police, but she had learned long ago that her father was
too clever to place himself within reach of the law.

However crooked one part of his businessmethods might be, his deal-
ings with his clients were straight enough, so that no one had any object
in betraying him; and the legality or otherwise of his foreign relations
evidently afforded no caseagainst him upon which the authorities could
act, or upon which they cared to act.

In America it had been graft which had protected him. She had
learned this accidentally, but never knew whether he bought his im-
munity in the same way in London.

Some of the rumours which reached her were terrifying. Latterly she
had met many strange glances in her comings and goings about Lime-
house. This peculiar atmosphere had always preceded the break-up of
every home which they had shared. She divined the fact that in some
way Huang Chow had outstayed his welcome in Chinatown, London.
Where their next resting-place would be she could not imagine, but she
prayed that it might be in some more sunny clime.

She found herself to be thinking over much of John Hampden. His
bona fides were not above suspicion, but she could scarcely expect to
meet a really white man in such an environment.

Lala would have liked to think that he was white, but could not force
herself to do so. She would have liked to think that he sought her
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company becauseshe appealed to him personally; but she had detected
the fact that another motive underlay his attentions. Shewondered if he
could be another of those moths drawn by the light of that fabled wealth
of her father.

It was curious, she reflected, that Huang Chow never checkedÑ in-
deed, openly countenancedÑ her friendship with the many chance ac-
quaintances shehad made, even when her own instincts told her that the
men were crooked; so that, knowing the acumen of her father, she was
well aware that he must know it too.

Several of these pseudo lovers of hers had died. It was a point which
often occurred to her mind, but upon which she did not care to dwell
even now. But John HampdenÑ John Hampden was different. He was
not wholly sincere. Shesighed wearily. But nevertheless he was not like
some of the others.

She started up in bed, seized with a sudden dreadful idea. He was a
detective!

She understood now why she had found so much that was white in
him, but so much that was false. His presence seemed to be very near
her. Something caressingin his voice echoed in her mind. Shefound her-
self to be listening to the muted sounds of Limehouse and of the water-
way which flowed so close beside her.

That old longing for the home of her childhood returned tenfold, and
tears began to trickle down her cheeks.Shewas falling in love with this
man whose object was her fatherÕsruin. A cold terror clutched at her
heart. Even now, while their friendship was so new, so strange, there
was a query, a stark, terrifying query, to stand up before her.

If put to the test, which would she choose?
Shewas unable to face that issue, and dropped back upon her pillow,

stifling a sob.
Yes, he was a detective. In some way her father had at last attracted

the serious attention of the law. Rumours of this were flying round Chin-
atown, to which she had not been entirely deaf. She thought of a hun-
dred questions, a hundred silences,and grew more and more convinced
of the truth.

What did he mean to do? Before her a ghostly company uproseÑ the
shadows of some she had known with designs upon her father. John
HampdenÕsdesign was different. But might he not join that mysterious
company?

Now again she suddenly sprang upright, this time becauseof a defin-
ite sound which had reachedher earsfrom within the house:a very faint,
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bell-like tinkling which ceasedalmost immediately. Shehad heard it one
night before, and quite recently; indeed, on the night before she had met
John Hampden. CohenÑ Cohen, the Jew, had died that night!

Shesprang lightly on to the floor, found her slippers, and threw a silk
kimono over her nightrobe. She tiptoed cautiously to the door and
opened it.

It was at this very moment that old Huang Chow, asleepin his cell-like
apartment, was aroused by the tinkling of a bell set immediately above
his head. He awoke instantly, raised his hand and stopped the bell. His
expression, could anyone have been present to see it, was a thing un-
pleasant to behold. Triumph was in it, and cunning cruelty.

His long yellow fingers reached out for his hornrimmed spectacles
which lay upon a little table beside him. Adjusting them, he pulled the
curtains aside and shuffled silently across the large room.

Mounting the steps to the raised writing-table, he rested his elbows
upon it, and peered down at that curious blotting-pad which had so pro-
voked the curiosity of Durham. Could Durham have seen it now the
mystery must have been solved. It was an ingenious camera obscura ap-
paratus, and dimly depicted upon its surface appeared a reproduction of
part of the storehouse beneath! The part of it which was visible was that
touched by the light of an electric torch, carried by a man crossing the
floor in the direction of the lacquered coffin upon the gilded pedestal!

Old Huang Chow chuckled silently, and his yellow fingers clutched
the table edge as he moved to peer more closely into the picture.

ÒPoor fool!Ó he whispered in Chinese. ÒPoor fool!Ó
It was the man who had come with the introduction from Mr. IsaacsÑ

a new impostor who sought to rob him, who sought to obtain informa-
tion from his daughter, who had examined his premises last night, and
had even penetrated upstairs, so that he, old Huang Chow, had been
compelled to disconnect the apparatus and to feign sleep under the scru-
tiny of the intruder.

To-night it would be otherwise. To-night it would be otherwise.
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Chapter10
THE LACQUERED COFFIN

Durham gently raised the trap in the roof of Huang ChowÕstreasure-
house. He was prepared for snares and pitfalls. No sane man, on the
evidence which he, Durham, had beencompelled to leave behind, would
have neglected to fasten the skylight which so obviously afforded a
means of entrance into his premises.

Therefore, he was expected to return. The devilish mechanism was set
ready to receive him. But the artist within him demanded that he should
unmask the mystery with his own hands.

Moreover, he doubted that an official visit, even now, would yield any
results. Old Huang Chow was too cunning for that. If he was to learn
how the man Cohen had died, he must follow the samepath to the bitter
end. But there were men on duty round the house, and he believed that
he had placed them so secretly as to deceive even this master of cunning
with whom he was dealing.

He repeated his exploit, dropping with a dull thud upon the cush-
ioned divan. Then, having lain there listening awhile, he pressedthe but-
ton of his torch, and, standing up, crept acrossthe room in the direction
of the stairway.

Here he paused awhile, listening intently. The image of Lala Huang
arose before his mindÕseye reproachfully, but he crushed the reproach,
and advanced until he stood beside the lacquered coffin.

He remembered where the key was hidden, and, stooping, he fumbled
for a while and then found it. He was acutely conscious of an unname-
able fear. He felt that he was watched, and yet was unwilling to believe
it. The musty and unpleasant smell which he had noticed before became
extremely perceptible.

He quietly sought for the hidden lock, and, presently finding it, inser-
ted the key, then paused awhile. He rested his torch upon the cushions
of the divan where the light shone directly upon the coffin. Then, having
his automatic in his left hand, he turned the key.
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He had expected now to be able to raise the lid as he had seenHuang
Chow do; but the result was far more surprising.

The lid, together with a second framework of fine netting, flew open
with a resounding bang; and from the interior of the coffin uprose a most
abominable stench.

Durham started back a step, and as he did so witnessed a sight which
turned him sick with horror.

Out on to the edge of the coffin leapt the most gigantic spider which
he had ever seenin his life! It had a body as big as a manÕsfist, jet black,
with hairy legs like the legs of a crab and a span of a foot or more!

A moment it poised there, while he swayed, sick with horror. Then,
unhesitatingly, it leapt for his face!

He groaned and fired, missed the horror, but diverted its leap, so that
it fell with a sickening thud a yard behind him. He turned, staggering
back towards the stair, and aware that a light had shone out from
somewhere.

A door had been opened only a few yards from where he stood, and
there, framed in the opening, was Lala Huang, her eyeswide with terror
and her gaze set upon him across the room.

ÒYou!Ó she whispered. ÒYou!Ó
ÒGoback!Óhe cried hoarsely. ÒGoback! Close the door. You donÕtun-

derstandÑ close the door!Ó
Her gaze set wildly upon him, Lala staggered forward; stopped dead;

looked down at her bare ankle, and then, seeing the thing which had
fastened upon her, uttered a piercing shriek which rang throughout the
place.

At which moment the floor slid away beneath Durham, and he found
himself fallingÑ fallingÑ and then battling for life in evil-smelling wa-
ter, amidst absolute darkness.

Police whistles were skirling around the house of Huang Chow. As the
hidden men came running into the court:

ÒYouheard the shot?Ócried the sergeant in charge. ÒIwarned him not
to go alone. DonÕtwaste time on the door. One man stay on duty there;
the rest of you follow me.Ó

In a few moments, led by the sergeant, the party came dropping heav-
ily through the skylight into the treasure-house of Huang Chow, in
which every lamp was now alight. A trap was open near the foot of the
stairs, and from beneath it muffled cries proceeded. In this direction the
sergeant headed. Craning over the trap:

ÒHallo, Mr. Durham!Ó he called. ÒMr. Durham!Ó
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ÒGeta rope and a ladder,Ó came a faint cry from below. ÒI can just
touch bottom with my feet and keep my head above water, but the tideÕs
coming in. Look to the girl, though, first. Look to the girl!Ó

The sergeant turned to where, stretched upon a tiger skin before a
half-open door, Lala Huang lay, scantily clothed and white as death.

Upon one of her bare ankles was a discoloured mark.
As the sergeant and another of the men stooped over her a moaning

sound drew their attention to the stair, and there, bent and tottering
slowly down, was old Huang Chow, his eyes peering through the owl-
like glasses vacantly across the room to where his daughter lay.

ÒMy God!Ó whispered the sergeant, upon one knee beside her. He
looked blankly into the face of the other man. ÒSheÕs dead!Ó

Two plain-clothes men were busy knotting together tapestries and
pieces of rare stuff with which to draw Durham out of the pit; but at
theseold Huang Chow looked not at all, but gropingly crossedthe room,
as if he saw imperfectly, or could not believe what he saw. At last he
reached the side of the dead girl, stooped, touched her, laid a trembling
yellow hand over her heart, and then stood up again, looking from face
to face.

Ignoring the mingled activities about him, he crossed to the open
coffin and began to fumble amongst the putrefying mass of bones and
webbing which lay therein. Out from this he presently drew an iron
coffer.

Carrying it acrossthe room he opened the lid. It was full almost to the
top with uncut gems of every varietyÑ diamonds, rubies, sapphires, em-
eralds, topaz, amethysts, flashing greenly, redly, whitely. In handfuls he
grasped them and sprinkled them upon the body of the dead girl.

ÒFor you,Ó he crooned brokenly in Chinese. ÒThey were all for you!Ó
The extemporized rope had just been lowered to Durham, when:
ÒMy God!Ócried the sergeant, looking over Huang ChowÕsshoulder.

ÒWhatÕs that?Ó
He had seenthe giant spider, the horror from Surinam, which the Chi-

naman had reared and fed to guard his treasure and to gratify his lust for
the strange and cruel. The insect, like everything else in that house, was
unusual, almost unique. It was one of the Black Soldier spiders, by some
regarded as a native myth, but actually existing in Surinam and parts of
Brazil. A member of the family, Mygale, its sting was more quickly and
certainly fatal than that of a rattle-snake. Its instinct was fearlessly to at-
tack any creature, great or small, which disturbed it in its dark hiding-
place.
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Now, with feverish, horrible rapidity it was racing up the tapestries on
the other side of the room.

ÒMerciful God!Ó groaned the sergeant.
Snatching a revolver from his pocket he fired shot after shot. The third

hit the thing but did not kill it. It dropped back upon the floor and began
to crawl toward the coffin. The sergeant ran acrossand at close quarters
shot it again.

Red blood oozed out from the hideous black body and began to form a
deep stain upon the carpet.

When Durham, drenched but unhurt, was hauled back into the
treasure-house,he did not speak, but, scrambling into the room stoodÑ
pallidÑ staring dully at old Huang Chow.

Huang Chow, upon his knees beside his daughter, was engaged in
sprinkling priceless jewels over her still body, and murmuring in
Chinese:

ÒFor you, for you, Lala. They were all for you.Ó
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Part 2
KERRYÕS KID
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Chapter1
RED KERRY ON DUTY

Chief Inspector Kerry camedown from the top of a motor-bus and stood
on the sidewalk for a while gazing to right and left along Piccadilly. The
night was humid and misty, now threatening fog and now rain. Many
travellers were abroad at this Christmas season,the pleasure seekerseas-
ily to be distinguished from those whom businesshad detained in town,
and who hurried toward their various firesides. The theatres were dis-
gorging their audiences. Streams of lighted cars bore parties supper-
ward; less pretentious taxicabs formed links in the chain.

From the little huddled crowd of more economical theatre-goers who
waited at the stopping place of the motor-buses, Kerry detached himself,
walking slowly along westward and staring reflectively about him. Op-
posite the corner of Bond Street he stood still, swinging his malaccacane
and gazing fixedly along this narrow bazaar street of the Baghdad of the
West. His trim, athletic figure was muffled in a big, double-breasted,
woolly overcoat, the collar turned up about his ears.His neat bowler hat
was tilted forward so as to shade the fierce blue eyes.Indeed, in that im-
perfect light, little of the Chief InspectorÕscountenance was visible ex-
cept his large, gleaming white teeth, which he constantly revealed in the
act of industriously chewing mint gum.

He smiled as he chewed. Duty had called him out into the mist, and
for once he had obeyed reluctantly. That very afternoon had seenthe re-
turn of Dan Kerry, junior, home from school for the Christmas vacation,
and Dan was the apple of his fatherÕs eye.

Mrs. Kerry had reserved her dour Scottish comments upon the boyÕs
school report for a more seemly occasion than the first day of his holi-
days; but Kerry had made no attempt to conceal his jubilationÑ almost
immoral, his wife had declared it to beÑ respecting the ladÕsathletic re-
cord. His work on the junior left wing had gained the commendation of a
celebrated international; and Kerry, who had interviewed the
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gymnasium instructor, had learned that Dan Junior bade fair to become
an amateur boxer of distinction.

ÒHeis faster on his feet than any boy I ever handled,Óthe expert had
declared. ÒHehasnÕtgot the weight behind it yet, of course, but heÕsde-
veloping a left thatÕsgoing to make history. IÕmof opinion that there
isnÕta boy in the seniors can take him on, and IÕllsay that heÕsa credit to
you.Ó

Those words had fallen more sweetly upon the ears of Chief Inspector
Kerry than any encomium of the boyÕslearning could have done. On the
purely scholastic side his report was not a good one, admittedly. ÒBut,Ó
murmured Kerry aloud, ÒheÕs going to be a man.Ó

He remembered that he had promised, despite the lateness of the
hour, to telephone the lad directly he had received a certain report, and
to tell him whether he might wait up for his return or whether he must
turn in. Kerry, stamping his small, neatly shod feet upon the pavement,
smiled agreeably. He was thinking of the telephone which recently he
had had installed in his house in Brixton. His wife had demanded this as
a Christmas box, pointing out how many uneasy hours she would be
spared by the installation. Kerry had consented cheerfully enough, for
was he not shortly to be promoted to the exalted post of a superintend-
ent of the Criminal Investigation Department?

Thesereflections were cheering and warming; and, waiting until a gap
occurred in the stream of cabs and cars, he crossed Piccadilly and pro-
ceeded along Bond Street, swinging his shoulders in a manner which
would have enabled any constable in the force to recognize ÒRedKerryÓ
at a hundred yards.

The fierce eyes scrutinized the occupants of all the lighted cars. At
pedestrians also he stared curiously, and at another smaller group of
travellers waiting for the buses on the left-hand side of the street he
looked hard and long. He pursued his way, acknowledged the salutation
of a porter who stood outside the entrance to the Embassy Club, and
proceeded, glancing about him right and left and with some evident and
definite purpose.

A constable standing at the corner of Conduit Street touched his hel-
met as Kerry passedand the light of an arc-lamp revealed the fierce red
face. The Chief Inspector stopped, turned, and:

ÒWhat the devilÕs the idea?Ó he demanded.
He snapped out the words in such fashion that the unfortunate con-

stable almost believed he could see sparks in the misty air.
ÒIÕm sorry, sir, but recognizing you suddenly like, IÑÑ Ó
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ÒYou did?Ó the fierce voice interrupted. ÒHow long in the force?Ó
ÒSix months, sir.Ó
ÒNever salute an officer in plain clothes.Ó
ÒI know, sir.Ó
ÒThen why did you do it?Ó
ÒI told you, sir.Ó
ÒThen tell me again.Ó
ÒI forgot.Ó
ÒYouÕre paid to remember; bear it in mind.Ó
Kerry tucked his malacca under his arm and walked on, leaving the

unfortunate policeman literally stupefied by his first encounter with the
celebrated Chief Inspector.

Presently another line of cars proclaimed the entrance to a club, and
just before reaching the first of these Kerry paused. A man stood in a
shadowy doorway, and:

ÒGood evening, Chief Inspector,Ó he said quietly.
ÒGood evening, Durham. Anything to report?Ó
ÒYes. Lou Chada is here again.Ó
ÒWith whom?Ó
ÒLady Rourke.Ó
Kerry stepped to the edge of the pavement and spat out a piece of

chewing-gum. From his overcoat pocket he drew a fresh piece, tore off
the pink wrapping and placed the gum between his teeth. Then:

ÒHow long?Ó he demanded.
ÒCame to dinner. They are dancing.Ó
ÒHÕm!ÓThe Chief Inspector ranged himself beside the other detective

in the shadow of the doorway. ÒSomethingÕsbrewing, Durham,Óhe said.
ÒI think I shall wait.Ó

His subordinate stared curiously but made no reply. He was not
wholly in his chiefÕsconfidence. He merely knew that the name of Lou
Chada to Kerry was like a red rag to a bull. The handsome, cultured
young Eurasian, fresh from a distinguished university career and
pampered by a certain section of smart society, did not conform to
Detective Sergeant DurhamÕsidea of a suspect. He knew that Lou was
the son of Zani Chada, and he knew that Zani Chada was one of the
wealthiest men in Limehouse. But Lou had an expensive flat in George
Street;Lou was courted by society butterflies, and in what way he could
be connected with the caseknown as ÒtheLimehouse inquiry,Ó Durham
could not imagine.
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That the open indiscretion of Lady ÒPatÓRourke might lead to trouble
with her husband, was conceivable enough; but this was rather a matter
for underhand private inquiry than for the attention of the Criminal In-
vestigation Department of New Scotland Yard.

So mused Durham, standing cold and uncomfortable in the shadowy
doorway, and dreaming of a certain cosy fireside, a pair of carpet slip-
pers and a glass of hot toddy which awaited him. Suddenly:

ÒGreat flames! Look!Ó he cried.
KerryÕsfingers closed, steely, upon DurhamÕswrist. A porter was ur-

gently moving the parked cars farther along the street to enable one, a
French coupe, to draw up before the club entrance.

Two men came out, supporting between them a woman who seemed
to be ill; a slender, blonde woman whose pretty facewas pale and whose
wide-open blue eyes stared strangely straight before her. The taller of her
escorts, while continuing to support her, solicitously wrapped her fur
cloak about her bare shoulders; the other, the manager of the club,
stepped forward and opened the door of the car.

ÒLady Rourke!Ó whispered Durham.
ÒWith Lou Chada!Órapped Kerry. ÒRunfor a cab.Brisk. DonÕtwaste a

second.Ó
Some little conversation ensued between manager and patron, then

the tall, handsome Eurasian, waving his hand protestingly, removed his
hat and stepped into the coupe beside Lady Rourke. It immediately
moved away in the direction of Piccadilly.

One glimpse Kerry had of the pretty, fair head lying limply back
against the cushions. The manager of the club was staring after the car.

Kerry stepped out from his hiding place. Durham had disappeared,
and there was no cab in sight, but immediately beyond the illuminated
entrance stood a Rolls-Royce which had been fifth in the rank of parked
cars before the adjustment had been made to enable the coupe to reach
the door. Kerry ran across, and:

ÒWhose car, my lad?Ó he demanded of the chauffeur.
The latter, resenting the curt tone of the inquiry, looked the speakerup

and down, and:
ÒCaptain.EgertonÕs,Óhe replied slowly. ÒButwhat business may it be

of yours?Ó
ÒIÕmChief Inspector Kerry, of New Scotland Yard,Ó came the rapid

reply. ÒI want to follow the car that has just left.Ó
ÒWhat about running?Ó demanded the man insolently.
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Kerry shot out a small, muscular hand and grasped the speakerÕs
wrist.

ÒIÕllsay one thing to you,Óhe rapped. ÒIÕma police officer, and I de-
mand your help. Refuse it, and youÕll wake up in Vine Street.Ó

The Chief Inspector was on the step now, bending forward so that his
fierce red face was but an inch removed from that of the startled chauf-
feur. The quelling force of his ferocious personality achieved its purpose,
as it rarely failed to do.

ÒIÕmgetting in,Ó added the Chief Inspector, jumping back on to the
pavement. ÒLosethat French bus, and IÕllcharge you with resisting and
obstructing an officer of the law in the execution of his duty. Start.Ó

Kerry leaped in and banged the doorÑ and the Rolls-Royce started.
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Chapter2
AT MALAY JACKÕS

When Kerry left Bond Street the mistiness of the night was developing
into definite fog. It varied in different districts. Thus, St. PaulÕsChurch-
yard had been clear of it at a time when it had lain impenetrably in Tra-
falgar Square. When, an hour and a half after setting out in the
commandeered Rolls-Royce, Kerry groped blindly along Limehouse
Causeway, it was through a yellow murk that he made his wayÑ a va-
pour which could not only be seen, smelled and felt, but tasted.

He was in one of his most violent humours. He found some slight
solace in the reflection that the impudent chauffeur, from whom he had
parted in West India Dock Road, must experiencegreat difficulty in find-
ing his way back to the West End.

ÒDamn the fog!Ó he muttered, coughing irritably.
It had tricked him, this floating murk of London; for, while he had

been enabled to keep the coupe in view right to the fringe of dockland,
here, as if bred by old LondonÕs river, the fog had lain impenetrably.

Chief Inspector Kerry was a man who took many risks, but becauseof
this cursed fog he had no definite evidence that ChadaÕscar had gone to
a certain house. Right of search he had not, and so temporarily he was
baffled.

Now the nearest telephone was his objective, and presently, where a
blue light dimly pierced the mist, he paused, pushed open a swing door,
and stepped into a long, narrow passage.He descendedthree stairs, and
entered a room laden with a sickly perfume compounded of stale beer
and spirits; of greasy humanityÑEuropean, Asiastic, and African; of
cheap tobacco and cheaper scents; and, vaguely, of opium.

It was fairly well lighted, but the fog had penetrated here, veiling
some of the harshnessof its rough appointments. An unsavoury den was
Malay JackÕs,where flotsam of the river might be found. Yellow men
there were, and black men and brown men. But all the women present
were white.
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Fan-tan was in progress at one of the tables, the four players being ap-
parently the only strictly sober people in the room. A woman was laugh-
ing raucously as Kerry entered, and many coarse-voiced conversations
were in progress; but as he pulled the rough curtain walls aside and
walked into the room, a hush, highly complimentary to the Chief In-
spectorÕsreputation, fell upon the assembly. Only the womanÕsraucous
laughter continued, rising, a hideous solo, above a sort of murmur, com-
posed of the words ÒRed Kerry!Ó spoken in many tones.

Kerry ignored the sensation which his entrance had created, and
crossed the room to a small counter, behind which a dusky man was
standing, coatlessand shirt sleevesrolled up. He had the skin of a Malay
but the features of a stage Irishman of the old school. And, indeed, had
he known his own pedigree, which is a knowledge beyond the ken of
any man, partly Irish he might have found himself indeed to be.

This was Malay Jack, the proprietor of one of the roughest houses in
Limehouse. His expression, while propitiatory, was not friendly, but:

ÒDonÕtget hot and bothered,Ósnapped Kerry viciously. ÒIwant to use
your telephone, thatÕs all.Ó

ÒOh,Ósaid the other, unable to conceal his relief, ÒthatÕseasy. Come
in.Ó

He raised a flap in the counter, and Kerry, passing through, entered a
little room behind the bar. Here a telephone stood upon a dirty, littered
table, and, taking it up:

ÒCity four hundred,Ó called the Chief Inspector curtly. A moment
later: ÒHallo! Yes,Óhe said. ÒChief Inspector Kerry speaking. Put me
through to my department, please.Ó

He stood for a while waiting, receiver in hand, and smiled grimly to
note that the uproar in the room beyond had been resumed. Evidently
Malay Jack had given the Òall clearÓ signal. Then:

ÒChief Inspector Kerry speaking,Óhe said again. ÒHasDetective Ser-
geant Durham reported?Ó

ÒYes,Ówas the reply, Òhalf an hour ago. HeÕsstanding-by at Lime-
house Station. He followed you in a taxi, but lost you on the way owing
to the fog.Ó

ÒI donÕt wonder,Ó said Kerry. ÒHis loss is not so great as mine.
Anything else?Ó

ÒNothing else.Ó
ÒGood. IÕll speak to Limehouse. Good-bye.Ó
He replaced the receiver and paused for a moment, reflecting. Extract-

ing a piece of tastelessgum from between his teeth, he deposited it in the
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grate, where a sickly fire burned; then, tearing the wrapper from a fresh
slip, he resumed his chewing and stood looking about him with unsee-
ing eyes. Fierce they were as ever, but introspective in expression.

Famous for his swift decisions, for once in a way he found himself in
doubt. Malay Jackhad keen ears,and there were those in the place who
had every reason to be interested in the movements of a member of the
Criminal Investigation Department, especially of one who had earned
the right to be dreaded by the rats of Limehouse. LondonÕspeculiar cli-
mate fought against him, but he determined to make no more telephone
calls but to proceed to Limehouse police station.

He stepped swiftly into the bar, and, as he had anticipated, nearly up-
set the proprietor, who was standing listening by the half-open door.
Kerry smiled fiercely into the ugly face, lifted the flap, and walked down
the room, through the aisle between the scattered tables, where the air
was heavy with strange perfumes, touched now with the bite of London
fog, and where slanting eyes and straight eyes,sober eyes and drunken
eyes,regarded him furtively. Something of a second hush there was, but
one not so complete as the first.

Kerry pulled the curtain aside, mounted the stair, walked along the
passageand out through the swing door into the yellow gloom of the
Causeway. Ten slow steps he had taken when he detected a sound of
pursuit. Like a flash he turned, clenching his fists. Then:

ÒInspector!Ó whispered a husky voice.
ÒYes! Who are you? What do you want?Ó
A dim form loomed up through the fog.
ÒMy name is Peters, sir. Inspector Preston knows me.Ó
Kerry had paused immediately under a street lamp, and now he

looked into the pinched, lean face of the speaker, and:
ÒIÕve heard of you,Ó he snapped. ÒGot some information for me?Ó
ÒI think so; but walk on.Ó
Chief Inspector Kerry hesitated. Petersbelonged to a classwhich Kerry

despised with all the force of his straightforward character.A profession-
al informer has his uses from the police point of view; and while evid-
enceof this kind often figured in reports made to the Chief Inspector, he
personally avoided contact with such persons, as he instinctively and
daintily avoided contact with personal dirt. But now, something so big
was at stake that his hesitation was only momentary.

A vision of the pale face of Lady Rourke, of the golden head leaning
weakly back upon the cushions of the coupe, as he had glimpsed it in
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Bond Street, rose before his mindÕseye as if conjured up out of the fog.
Peters shuffled along beside him, and:

ÒYoungChadaÕsdone himself in to-night,Ó continued the husky voice.
ÒHe brought a swell girl to the old manÕshouse an hour ago. I was
hanging about there, thinking I might get some information. I think she
was doped.Ó

ÒWhy?Ó snapped Kerry.
ÒWell, I was standing over on the other side of the street. Lou Chada

opened the door with a key; and when the light shone out I saw him
carry her in.Ó

ÒCarry her in?Ó
ÒYes. She was in evening dress, with a swell cloak.Ó
ÒThe car?Ó
ÒHe came out again and drove it around to the garage at the back.Ó
ÒWhy didnÕt you report this at once?Ó
ÒI was on my way to do it when I saw you coming out of Malay

JackÕs.Ó
The manÕs voice shook nervously, and:
ÒWhat are you scared about?Óasked Kerry savagely. ÒGot anything

else to tell me?Ó
ÒNo, no,Ó muttered Peters. ÒOnly IÕve got an idea he saw me.Ó
ÒWho saw you?Ó
ÒLou Chada.Ó
ÒWhat then?Ó
ÒWell, onlyÑ donÕt leave me till we get to the station.Ó
Kerry blew down his nose contemptuously, then stopped suddenly.
ÒStand still,Ó he ordered. ÒI want to listen.Ó
Silent, they stood in a place of darkness, untouched by any lamplight.

Not a sound reached them through the curtain of fog. Asiatic mystery
wrapped them about, but Kerry experienced only contempt for the cow-
ardice of his companion, and:

ÒYou need come no farther,Ó he said coldly. ÒGood night.Ó
ÒButÑÑÑÓ began the man.
ÒGood night,Ó repeated Kerry.
He walked on briskly, tapping the pavement with his malacca. The

sneaking figure of the informer was swallowed up in the fog. But not a
dozen paces had the Chief Inspector gone when he was arrested by a
frenzied scream, rising, hollowly, in a dreadful, muffled crescendo.
Words reached him.

ÒMy God, heÕs stabbed me!Ó
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Then came a sort of babbling, which died into a moan.
ÒHell!Ó muttered Kerry, Òthe poor devil was right!Ó
He turned and began to run back, fumbling in his pocket for his elec-

tric torch. Almost in the samemoment that he found it he stumbled upon
Peters, who lay half in the road and half upon the sidewalk.

Kerry pressed the button, and met the glance of upturned, glazing
eyes. Even as he dropped upon his knee beside the dying man, Peters
swept his arm around in a convulsive movement, having the fingers
crooked, coughed horribly, and rolled upon his face.

Switching off the light of the torch, Kerry clenched his jaws in a tense
effort of listening, literally holding his breath. But no sound reached him
through the muffling fog. A moment he hesitated, well knowing his
danger, then viciously snapping on the light again, he quested in the
blood-stained mud all about the body of the murdered man.

ÒAh!Ó
It was an exclamation of triumph.
One corner hideously stained, for it had lain half under PetersÕs

shoulder, Kerry gingerly lifted between finger and thumb a handkerchief
of fine white silk, such as is carried in the breast pocket of an evening
coat.

It bore an ornate monogram worked in gold, and representing the let-
ters ÒL. C.ÓOddly enough, it was the corner that bore the monogram
which was also bloodstained.
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Chapter3
THE ROOM OF THE GOLDEN BUDDHA

It was a moot point whether Lady Pat Rourke merited condemnation or
pity. Shepossessedthat type of blonde beauty which seemsto be a lode-
stone for mankind in general. Her husband was wealthy, twelve years
her senior, and, far from watching over her with jealous careÑ an atti-
tude which often characterizes such unionsÑ he, on the contrary, per-
mitted her a dangerous freedom, believing that she would appreciate
without abusing it.

Her friendship with Lou Chada had first opened his eyes to the perils
which beset the road of least resistance.Sir Noel Rourke was an Anglo-
Indian, and his prejudice against the Eurasian was one not lightly to be
surmounted. Not all the polish which English culture had given to this
child of a mixed union could blind Sir Noel to the yellow streak. Courted
though Chada was by some of the best people, Sir Noel remained cold.

The long, magnetic eyes, the handsome, clear-cut features, above all,
that slow and alluring smile, appealed to the husband of the wilful Pat
rather as evidences of Oriental, half-effeminate devilry than as passports
to decent society. Oxford had veneered him, but scratch the veneer and
one found the sandal-wood of the East, perfumed, seductive, appealing,
but something to be shunned as brittle and untrustworthy.

Yet he hesitated, seeking to be true to his convictions. Knowing what
he knew already, and what he suspected,it is certain that, could he have
viewed Lou Chada through the eyes of Chief Inspector Kerry, the affair
must have terminated otherwise. But Sir Noel did not know what Kerry
knew. And the pleasure-seeking Lady Rourke, with her hair of spun
gold and her provoking smile, found Lou Chada dangerously fascinat-
ing; almost she was infatuatedÑ she who had known so much
admiration.

Of those joys for which thousands of her plainer sisters yearn and
starve to the end of their days she had experienced a surfeit. Always she
sought for novelty, for new adventures. Shewas confident of herself, but

54



yetÑ and here lay the delicious thrillÑ not wholly confident. Many
times she had promised to visit the house of Lou ChadaÕsfatherÑ a
mystery palace cunningly painted, a perfumed page from the Arabian
poets dropped amid the interesting squalor of Limehouse.

Perhaps she had never intended to go. Who knows? But on the night
when she came within the ken of Chief Inspector Kerry, Lou Chada had
urged her to do so in his poetically passionate fashion, and, wanting to
go, she had asked herself: ÒAm I strong enough? Dare I?Ó

They had dined, danced, and shehad smoked one of the scentedcigar-
ettes which he alone seemed to be able to procure, and which, on their
arrival from the East, were contained in queer little polished wooden
boxes.

Then had come an unfamiliar nauseaand dizziness, an uncomfortable
recognition of the fact that she was making a fool of herself, and finally a
semi-darkness through which familiar facesloomed up and were quickly
lost again. There was the soft, musical voice of Lou Chada reassuring
her, a sense of chill, of helplessness,and then for a while an interval
which afterward she found herself unable to bridge.

Knowledge of verity cameat last, and Lady Pat raised herself from the
divan upon which she had been lying, and, her slender hands clutching
the cushions, stared about her with eyes which ever grew wider.

Shewas in a long, rather lofty room, which was lighted by three silver
lanterns swung from the ceiling. The place, without containing much
furniture, was a riot of garish, barbaric colour. There were deep divans
cushioned in amber and blood-red. Upon the floor lay Persian carpets
and skins of beasts.Cunning niches there were, half concealing and half
revealing long-necked Chinese jars; and odd little carven tables bore
strangely fashioned vesselsof silver. There was a cabinet of ebony inlaid
with jade, there were black tapestries figured with dragons of green and
gold. Curtains she saw of peacock-blue; and in a tall, narrow recess,
dominating the room, squatted a great golden Buddha.

The atmosphere was laden with a strange perfume.
But, above all, this room was silent, most oppressively silent.
Lady Pat started to her feet. The whole perfumed place seemed to be

swimming around her. Reclosing her eyes, she fought down her weak-
ness.The truth, the truth respecting Lou Chada and herself, had uprisen
starkly before her. By her own follyÑ and she could find no tiny ex-
cuseÑ shehad placed herself in the power of a man whom, instinctively,
deep within her soul, she had always known to be utterly unscrupulous.
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How cleverly he had concealed the wild animal which dwelt beneath
that suave, polished exterior! Yet how ill he had concealed it! For intuit-
ively shehad always recognized its presence,but had deliberately closed
her eyes,finding a joy in the secretknowledge of danger. Now at last he
had discarded pretense.

The cigarette which he had offered her at the club had been drugged.
She was in Limehouse, at the mercy of a man in whose veins ran the
blood of ancestors to whom women had been chattels. Too well she re-
cognized that his passion must have driven him insane, ashe must know
at what cost he took such liberties with one who could not lightly be so
treated. But these reflections afforded poor consolation. It was not of the
penalties that Lou Chada must suffer for this infringement of Western
codes,but of the price that she must pay for her folly, of which Pat was
thinking.

There was a nauseating taste upon her palate. Sheremembered having
noticed it faintly while she was smoking the cigarette; indeed, she had
commented upon it at the time.

ÒThe dirty yellow blackguard!Ó she said aloud, and clenched her
hands.

She merely echoed what many a man had said before her. She
wondered at herself, and in doing so but wondered at the mystery of
womanhood.

Clarity was returning. The room no longer swam around her. She
crossed in the direction of a garish curtain, which instinctively she di-
vined to mask a door. Dragging it aside, she tried the handle, but the
door was locked. A second door she found, and this also proved to be
locked.

There was one tall window, also covered by ornate draperies, but it
was shuttered, and the shutters had locks. Another small window she
discovered, glazed with amber glass, but set so high in the wall as to be
inaccessible.

Dread assailed her, and dropping on to one of the divans, she hid her
face in her hands.

ÒMy God!Ó she whispered. ÒMy God! Give me strengthÑ give me
courage.Ó

For a long time she remained there, listening for any sound which
should disperse the silence.Shethought of her husband, of the sweet se-
curity of her home, of the things which she had forfeited becauseof this
mad quest of adventure. And presently a key grated in a lock.
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Lady Pat started to her feet with a wild, swift action which must have
reminded a beholder of a startled gazelle. The drapery masking the door
which she had first investigated was drawn aside. A man entered and
dropped the curtain behind him.

Exactly what she had expected she could not have defined, but the
presenceof this perfect stranger was a complete surprise. The man, who
wore embroidered slippers and a sort of long blue robe, stood there re-
garding her with an expression which, even in her frantic condition, she
found to be puzzling. He had long, untidy gray hair brushed back from
his low brow; eyesstrangely like the eyesof Lou Chada, except that they
were more heavy-lidded; but his skin was as yellow as a guinea, and his
gaunt, cleanshaven face was the face of an Oriental.

The slender hands, too, which he held clasped before him, were yel-
low, and possesseda curiously arresting quality. Pat imagined them
clasped about her white throat, and her very soul seemedto shrink from
the man who stood there looking at her with those long, magnetic, in-
scrutable eyes.

She wondered why she was surprised, and suddenly realized that it
was becauseof the expression in his eyes,for it was an expression of cold
anger. Then the intruder spoke.

ÒWhoare you?Óhe demanded, speaking with an accentwhich was un-
familiar to her, but in a voice which was not unlike the voice of Lou
Chada. ÒWho brought you here?Ó

This was so wholly unexpected that for a moment she found herself
unable to reply, but finally:

ÒHow dare you!Ó she cried, her native courage reasserting itself. ÒI
have been drugged and brought to this place. You shall pay for it. How
dare you!Ó

ÒAh!ÓThe long, dark eyes regarded her unmovingly. ÒBut who are
you?Ó

ÒI am Lady Rourke. Open the door. You shall bitterly regret this
outrage.Ó

ÒYouare Lady Rourke?Óthe man repeated. ÒBeforeyou speak of re-
grets, answer the question which I have asked: Who brought you here?Ó

ÒLou Chada.Ó
ÒAh!ÓThere was no alteration of pose, no change of expression, but

slightly the intonation had varied.
ÒI donÕtknow who you are, but I demand to be released from this

place instantly.Ó
The man standing before the curtained door slightly inclined his head.
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ÒYou shall be released,Óhe replied, Òbut not instantly. I will see the
one who brought you here. He may not be entirely to blame. Before you
leave we shall understand one another.Ó

Tone and glance were coldly angry. Then, before the frightened wo-
man could say another word, the man in the blue robe robe withdrew,
the curtain was dropped again, and she heard the grating of a key in the
lock. She ran to the door, beating upon it with her clenched hands.

ÒLetme go!Óshe cried, half hysterically. ÒLetme go! You shall pay for
this! Oh, you shall pay for this!Ó

No one answered, and, turning, she leaned back against the curtain,
breathing heavily and fighting for composure, for strength.
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Chapter4
ZANI CHADA, THE EURASIAN

ÒI canÕthelp thinking, Chief Inspector,Ó said the officer in charge at
Limehouse Station, Òthat you take unnecessary risks.Ó

ÒCanÕtyou?Ósaid Kerry, tilting his bowler farther forward and staring
truculently at the speaker.

ÒNo, I canÕt.Since you cleaned up the dope gang down here youÕve
beena marked man. Thesemurders in the Chinatown area,of which this
one to-night makes the third, have got some kind of big influence behind
them. Yet you wander about in the fog without even a gun in your
pocket.Ó

ÒI donÕtbelieve in guns,Ó rapped Kerry. ÒMy bare hands are good
enough for any yellow smart in this area.And if they give out I can kick
like a mule.Ó

The other laughed, shaking his head.
ÒItÕssilly, all the same,Óhe persisted. ÒTheman who did the job out

there in the fog to-night might have knifed you or shot you long before
you could have got here.Ó

ÒHe might,Ó snapped Kerry, Òbut he didnÕt.Ó
Yet, remembering his wife, who would be waiting for him in the cosy

sitting-room he knew a sudden pang. Perhaps he did take unnecessary
chances.Others had said so. Hard upon the thought camethe memory of
his boy, and of the telephone messagewhich the episodes of the night
had prevented him from sending.

He remembered, too, something which his fearlessnature had promp-
ted him to forget: he remembered how, just as he had arisen from beside
the body of the murdered man, oblique eyes had regarded him swiftly
out of the fog. He had lashed out with a boxerÕsinstinct, but his knuckles
had encountered nothing but empty air. No sound had come to tell him
that the thing had not been an illusion. Only, once again, as he groped
his way through the shuttered streets of Chinatown and the silence of
the yellow mist, something had prompted him to turn; and again he had
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detected the glint of oblique eyes,and faintly had discerned the form of
one who followed him.

Kerry chewed viciously, then:
ÒI think IÕllÕphonethe wife,Ó he said abruptly. ÒSheÕllbe expecting

me.Ó
Almost before he had finished speaking the Õphonebell rang, and a

few moments later:
ÒSomeone to speak to you, Chief Inspector,Ó cried the officer in charge.
ÒAh!Óexclaimed Kerry, his fierce eyes lighting up. ÒThatwill be from

home.Ó
ÒI donÕt think so,Ó was the reply. ÒBut see who it is.Ó
ÒHello!Ó he called.
He was answered by an unfamiliar voice, a voice which had a queer,

guttural intonation. It was the sort of voice he had learned to loathe.
ÒIs that Chief Inspector Kerry?Ó
ÒYes,Ó he snapped.
ÒMay I take it that what I have to say will be treated in confidence?Ó
ÒCertainly not.Ó
ÒThink again, Chief Inspector,Óthe voice continued. ÒYouare a man

within sight of the ambition of years, and although you may be unaware
of the fact, you stand upon the edge of a disaster. I appreciate your sense
of duty and respect it. But there are times when diplomacy is a more po-
tent weapon than force.Ó

Kerry, listening, becameaware that the speaker was a man of cultured
intellect. He wondered greatly, but:

ÒMy time is valuable,Óhe said rapidly. ÒCometo the point. What do
you want and who are you?Ó

ÒOnemoment, Chief Inspector. An opportunity to make your fortune
without interfering with your careerhas come in your way. You have ob-
tained possession of what you believe to be a clue to a murder.Ó

The voice ceased, and Kerry remaining silent, immediately continued:
ÒKnowing your personal character, I doubt if you have communicated

the fact of your possessing this evidence to anyone else. I suggest, in
your own interests, that before doing so you interview me.Ó

Kerry thought rapidly, and then:
ÒIdonÕtsay youÕreright,Ó he rapped back. ÒButif I come to seeyou, I

shall leave a sealed statement in possession of the officer in charge here.Ó
ÒTothis I have no objection,Óthe guttural voice replied, Òbut I beg of

you to bring the evidence with you.Ó
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ÒIÕmnot to be bought,Ówarned Kerry. ÒDonÕtthink it and donÕtsug-
gest it, or when I get to you IÕll break you in half.Ó

His red moustache positively bristled, and he clutched the receiver so
tightly that it quivered against his ear.

ÒYoumistake me,Óreplied the speaker.ÒMy name is Zani Chada. You
know where I live. I shall not detain you more than five minutes if you
will do me the honour of calling upon me.Ó

Kerry chewed furiously for ten momentous seconds, then:
ÒIÕll come!Ó he said.
He replaced the receiver on the hook, and, walking across to the

charge desk, took an official form and a pen. On the back of the form he
scribbled rapidly, watched with curiosity by the officer in charge.

ÒGive me an envelope,Ó he directed.
An envelope was found and handed to him. He placed the paper in

the envelope, gummed down the lapel, and addressed it in large, bold
writing to the Assistant Commissioner of the Criminal Investigation De-
partment, who was his chief. Finally:

ÒIÕm going out,Ó he explained.
ÒAfter what IÕve said?Ó
ÒAfter what youÕvesaid. IÕmgoing out. If I donÕtcome back or donÕt

telephone within the next hour, you will know what to do with this.Ó
The Limehouse official stared perplexedly.
ÒBut meanwhile,Ó he protested, Òwhat steps am I to take about the

murder? Durham will be back with the body at any moment now, and
you say youÕve got a clue to the murderer.Ó

ÒIhave,Ósaid Kerry, Òbut IÕmgoing to get definite evidence. Do noth-
ing until you hear from me.Ó

ÒVerygood,Óanswered the other, and Kerry, tucking his malaccacane
under his arm, strode out into the fog.

His knowledge of the Limehouse area was extensive and peculiar, so
that twenty minutes later, having made only one mistake in the dark-
ness,he was pressing an electric bell set beside a door which alone broke
the expanseof a long and dreary brick wall, lining a street which neither
by day nor night would have seemed inviting to the casual visitor.

The door was opened by a Chinaman wearing national dress, reveal-
ing a small, square lobby, warmly lighted and furnished Orientally.
Kerry stepped in briskly.

ÒI want to see Mr. Zani Chada. Tell him I am here. Chief Inspector
Kerry is my name.Ó
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The Chinaman bowed, crossed the lobby, and, drawing some curtains
aside, walked up four carpeted stairs and disappeared into a short pas-
sage revealed by the raising of the tapestry. As he did so Kerry stared
about him curiously.

He had never before entered the mystery house of Zani Chada, nor
had he personally encountered the Eurasian, reputed to be a millionaire,
but who chose, for some obscure reason, to make his abode in this old
rambling building, once a country mansion, which to-day was closely in-
vested by dockland and the narrow alleys of Chinatown. It was curi-
ously still in the lobby, and, ashe determined, curiously Eastern.He was
conscious of a senseof exhilaration. That Zani Chada controlled power-
ful influences, he knew well. But, reviewing the precautions which he
had taken, Kerry determined that the trump card was in his possession.

The Chinese servant descendedthe stairs again and intimated that the
visitor should follow him. Kerry, carrying his hat and cane,mounted the
stairs, walked along the carpeted passage,and was ushered into a queer,
low room furnished as a library.

It was lined with shelves containing strange-looking books, none of
which appeared to be English. Upon the top of the shelves were grot-
esquefigures of gods, piecesof Chinese pottery and other Oriental orna-
ments. Arms there were in the room, and rich carpets, carven furniture,
and an air of luxury peculiarly exotic. Furthermore, he detected a faint
smell of opium from which fact he divined that Zani Chada was ad-
dicted to the national vice of China.

Seated before a long narrow table was the notorious Eurasian. The
table contained a number of strange and unfamiliar objects,as well as a
small rack of books. An opium pipe rested in a porcelain bowl.

Zani Chada, wearing a blue robe, sat in a cushioned chair, staring to-
ward the Chief Inspector. With one slender yellow hand he brushed his
untidy gray hair. His long magnetic eyes were half closed.

ÒGood evening, Chief Inspector Kerry,Ó he said. ÒWonÕtyou be
seated?Ó

ÒThanks, IÕm not staying. I can hear what youÕve got to say standing.Ó
The long eyes grew a little more narrowÑ the only change of expres-

sion that Zani Chada allowed himself.
ÒAs you wish. I have no occasion to detain you long.Ó
In that queer, perfumed room, with the suggestion of something sinis-

ter underlying its exotic luxury, arosea kind of astral clash as the power-
ful personality of the Eurasian came in contact with that of Kerry. In a
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senseit was a contest of rapier and battle-axe; an insidious but powerful
will enlisted against the bulldog force of the Chief Inspector.

Still through half-closed eyes Zani Chada watched his visitor, who
stood, feet apart and chin thrust forward aggressively, staring with wide
open, fierce blue eyes at the other.

ÒIÕmgoing to say one thing,Ó declared Kerry, snapping out the words
in a manner little short of ferocious. He laid his hat and cane upon a
chair and took a step in the direction of the narrow, laden table. ÒMake
me any kind of offer to buy back the evidence you think IÕvegot, and IÕll
bash your face as flat as a frying-pan.Ó

The yellow hands of Zani Chada clutched the metal knobs which orna-
mented the arms of the chair in which he was seated.The long eyesnow
presented the appearance of being entirely closed; otherwise he re-
mained immovable.

Following a short, portentous silence:
ÒHow grossly you misunderstood me, Chief Inspector,Ó Chada

replied, speaking very softly. ÒYouare shortly to be promoted to a post
which no one is better fitted to occupy. You enjoy great domestic happi-
ness,and you possessa son in whom you repose great hopes. In this re-
spect Chief Inspector, I resemble you.Ó

KerryÕs nostrils were widely dilated, but he did not speak.
ÒYou see,Ócontinued the Eurasian, ÒI know many things about you.

Indeed, I have watched your career with interest. Now, to be brief, a
great scandal may be averted and a womanÕsreputation preserved if you
and I, as men of the world, can succeed in understanding one another.Ó

ÒIdonÕtwant to understand you,Ósaid Kerry bluntly. ÒButyouÕvesaid
enough already to justify me in blowing this whistle.Ó He drew a police
whistle from his overcoat pocket. ÒThis house is being watched.Ó

ÒI am aware of the fact,Ó murmured Zani Chada.
ÒThereare two people in it I want for two different reasons.If you say

much more there may be three.Ó
Chada raised his hand slowly.
ÒPut back your whistle, Chief Inspector.Ó
There was a curious restraint in the EurasianÕsmanner which Kerry

distrusted, but for which at the time he was at a loss to account. Then
suddenly he determined that the man was waiting for something, listen-
ing for some sound. As if to confirm this reasoning, just at that moment a
sound indeed broke the silence of the room.

Somewhere far away in the distance of the big house a gong was
beaten three times softly. KerryÕsfierce glance searched the face of Zani
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Chada, but it remained mask-like, immovable. Yet that this had been a
signal of some kind the Chief Inspector did not doubt, and:

ÒYou canÕttrick me,Óhe said fiercely. ÒNo one can leave this house
without my knowledge, and becauseof what happened out there in the
fog my hands are untied.Ó

He took up his hat and cane from the chair.
ÒIÕm going to search the premises,Ó he declared.
Zani Chada stood up slowly.
ÒChiefInspector,Óhe said, ÒIadvise you to do nothing until you have

consulted your wife.Ó
ÒConsulted my wife?Ó snapped Kerry. ÒWhat the devil do you mean?Ó
ÒImean that any steps you may take now can only lead to disaster for

many, and in your own case to great sorrow.Ó
Kerry took a step forward, two steps,then paused. He was considering

certain words which the Eurasian had spoken. Without fearing the man
in the physical sense,he was not fool enough to underestimate his poten-
tialities for evil and his power to strike darkly.

ÒAct as you please,Óadded Zani Chada, speaking even more softly.
ÒButI have not advised lightly. I will receive you, Chief Inspector, at any
hour of the night you care to return. By to-morrow, if you wish, you may
be independent of everybody.Ó

Kerry clenched his fists.
ÒAnd great sorrow may be spared to others,Ó concluded the Eurasian.
KerryÕsteeth snapped together audibly; then, putting on his hat, he

turned and walked straight to the door.
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Chapter5
DAN KERRY, JUNIOR

Dan Kerry, junior, was humorously like his father, except that he was
larger-boned and promised to grow into a much bigger man. His hair
was uncompromisingly red, and grew in such irregular fashion that the
comb was not made which could subdue it. He had the wide-open, fight-
ing blue eyesof the Chief Inspector, and when he smiled the presenceof
two broken teeth lent him a very pugilistic appearance.

On his advent at the school of which he was now one of the most pop-
ular members, he had promptly been christened ÒCarrots.ÓTo this nick-
name young Kerry had always taken exception, and he proceeded to dis-
play his prejudice on the first day of his arrival with such force and de-
termination that the sobriquet had been withdrawn by tacit consent of
every member of the form who hitherto had favoured it.

ÒIÕlltake you all on,Óthe new arrival had declared amidst a silence of
stupefaction, Òstarting with youÓÑ pointing to the biggest boy. ÒIf we
donÕt finish to-day, IÕll begin again to-morrow.Ó

The sheer impudence of the thing had astounded everybody. Young
KerryÕstreatment of his leading persecutor had produced a salutary
change of opinion. Of such kidney was Daniel Kerry, junior; and when,
some hours after his fatherÕsdeparture on the night of the murder in the
fog, the Õphonebell rang, it was Dan junior, and not his mother, who
answered the call.

ÒHallo!Ó said a voice. ÒIs that Chief Inspector KerryÕs house?Ó
ÒYes,Ó replied Dan.
ÒIt has begun to rain in town,Ó the voice continued, ÒIsthat the Chief

InspectorÕs son speaking?Ó
ÒYes, IÕm Daniel Kerry.Ó
ÒWell, my boy, you know the way to New Scotland Yard?Ó
ÒRather.Ó
ÒHe says will you bring his overall? Do you know where to find it?Ó

65



ÒYes,yes!Ócried Dan excitedly, delighted to be thus made a party to
his fatherÕs activities.

ÒWell, get it. Jump on a tram at the Town Hall and bring the overall
along here. Your mother will not object, will she?Ó

ÒOf course not,Ó cried Dan. ÒIÕll tell her. Am I to start now?Ó
ÒYes, right away.Ó
Mrs. Kerry was sewing by the fire in the dining room when her son

camein with the news, his blue eyessparkling excitedly. Shenodded her
head slowly.

ÒYeÕllwant yeÕrBurberry and yeÕrthick boots,Ó she declared, Òa
muffler, too, and yeÕroldest cap. I think itÕsmadness for ye to go out on
such a night, butÑÑ Ó

ÒFather said I could,Ó protested the boy.
ÒHe says so, and ye shall go, but I think it madness aÕ the same.Ó
However, some ten minutes later young Kerry set out, keenly resent-

ing the woollen muffler which he had been compelled to wear, and
secretly determined to remove it before mounting the tram. Across one
arm he carried the glistening overall which was the Chief InspectorÕs
constant companion on wet nights abroad. The fog had turned denser,
and ten paces from the door of the house took him out of sight of the
light streaming from the hallway.

Mary Kerry well knew her husbandÕstheories about coddling boys,
but even so could not entirely reconcile herself to the present expedition.
However, closing the door, she returned philosophically to her sewing,
reflecting that little harm could come to Dan after all, for he was strong,
healthy, and intelligent.

On went the boy through the mist, whistling merrily. Not twenty
yards from the house a coupe was drawn up, and by the light of one of
its lamps a man was consulting a piece of paper on which, presumably,
an address was written; for, as the boy approached, the man turned, his
collar pulled up about his face, his hat pulled down.

ÒHallo!Ó he called. ÒCan you please tell me something?Ó
He spoke with a curious accent,unfamiliar to the boy. ÒAforeigner of

some kind,Ó young Kerry determined.
ÒWhat is it?Ó he asked, pausing.
ÒWill you please read and tell me if I am near this place?Óthe man

continued, holding up the paper which he had been scrutinizing.
Dan stepped forward and bent over it. He could not make out the

writing, and bent yet more, holding it nearer to the lamp. At which mo-
ment some second person neatly pinioned him from behind, a scarf was
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whipped about his head, and, kicking furiously but otherwise helpless,
he felt himself lifted and placed inside the car.

The muffler had been thrown in such fashion about his faceas to leave
one eye partly free, and as he was lifted he had a momentary glimpse of
his captors. With a thrill of real, sickly terror he realized that he was in
the hands of Chinamen!

Perhaps telepathically this spasm of fear was conveyed to his father,
for it was at about this time that the latter was interviewing Zani Chada,
and at about this time that Kerry recognized, underlying the otherÕs
words, at once an ill-concealed suspense and a threat. Then, a few
minutes later, had come the three strokes of the gong; and again that un-
reasonable dread had assailed him, perhaps because it signalized the
capture of his son, news of which had been immediately telephoned to
Limehouse by Zani ChadaÕs orders.

Certain it is that Kerry left the EurasianÕshouse in a frame of mind
which was not familiar to him. He was undecided respecting his next
move. A deadly menace underlay ChadaÕs words.

ÒConsultyour wife,Óhe kept muttering to himself. When the door was
opened for him by the Chinese servant, he paused a moment before go-
ing out into the fog. There were men on duty at the back and at the front
of the house. Should he risk all and raid the place? That Lady Rourke
was captive here he no longer doubted. But it was equally certain that no
further harm would come to her at the hands of her captors, since she
had been traced there and since Zani Chada was well aware of the fact.
Of the whereabouts of Lou Chada he could not be certain. If he was in
the house, they had him.

The door was closed by the Chinaman, and Kerry stood out in the
darkness of the dismal, brick-walled street, feeling something as nearly
akin to dejection aswas possible in one of his mercurial spirit. Something
trickled upon the brim of his hat, and, raising his head, Kerry detected
rain upon his upturned face. He breathed a prayer of thankfulness. This
would put an end to the fog.

He began to walk along by the high brick wall, but had not proceeded
far before a muffled figure arose before him and the light of an electric
torch was shone into his face.

ÒOh, itÕs you, Chief Inspector!Ó came the voice of the watcher.
ÒIt is,Órapped Kerry. ÒUnlessthere are tunnels under this old rat-hole,

I take it the men on duty can cover all the exits?Ó
ÒAll the main exits,Ówas the reply. ÒBut, as you say, itÕsa strange

house, and Zani Chada has a stranger reputation.Ó
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ÒDo nothing until you hear from me.Ó
ÒVery good, Chief Inspector.Ó
The rain now was definitely conquering the fog, and in half the time

which had been occupied by the outward journey Kerry was back again
in Limehouse police station. Unconsciously he had been hastening his
pace with every stride, urged onward by an unaccountable anxiety, so
that finally he almost ran into the office and up to the desk where the
telephone stood.

Lifting it, he called his own number and stood tapping his foot, impa-
tiently awaiting the reply. Presently came the voice of the operator:
ÒHave they answered yet?Ó

ÒNo.Ó
ÒI will ring them again.Ó
KerryÕsanxiety became acute, almost unendurable; and when at last,

after repeated attempts, no reply could be obtained from his home, he re-
placed the receiver and leaned for a moment on the desk, shaken with
such a storm of apprehension as he had rarely known. He turned to the
inspector in charge, and:

ÒLetme have that envelope I left with you,Ó he directed. ÒAnd have
someoneÕphonefor a taxi; they are to keep on till they get one. Where is
Sergeant Durham?Ó

ÒAt the mortuary.Ó
ÒAh!Ó
ÒAny developments, Chief Inspector?Ó
ÒYes.But apart from keeping a close watch upon the house of Zani

Chada you are to do nothing until you hear from me again.Ó
ÒVerygood,Ósaid the inspector. ÒAreyou going to wait for DurhamÕs

report?Ó
ÒNo. Directly the cab arrives I am going to wait for nothing.Ó
Indeed, he paced up and down the room like a wild beastcaged,while

call after call was sent to neighbouring cab ranks, for a long time without
result. What did it mean, his wifeÕsfailure to answer the telephone? It
might mean that neither she nor their one servant nor Dan was in the
house. And if they were not in the house at this hour of the night, where
could they possibly be? This it might mean, orÑ something worse.

A thousand and one possibilities, hideous, fantastic, appalling, flashed
through his mind. He was beginning to learn what Zani Chada had
meant when he had said: ÒI have followed your career with interest.Ó

At last a taxi was found, and the man instructed over the Õphoneto
proceed immediately to Limehouse station. He seemed so long in
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coming that when at last the cabwas heard to pauseoutside, Kerry could
not trust himself to speak to the driver, but directed a sergeant to give
him the address. He entered silently and closed the door.

A steady drizzle of rain was falling. It had already dispersed the fog,
so that he might hope with luck to be home within the hour. As a matter
of fact, the man performed the journey in excellent time, but it seemedto
his passengerthat he could have walked quicker, such was the gnawing
anxiety within him and the fear which prompted him to long for wings.

Instructing the cabman to wait, Kerry unlocked the front door and
entered. He had noted a light in the dining room window, and entering,
he found his wife awaiting him there. Sherose ashe entered, with horror
in her comely face.

ÒDan!Ó she whispered. ÒDan! where is yeÕr mackintosh?Ó
ÒIdidnÕttake it,Ó he replied, endeavouring to tell himself that his ap-

prehensions had been groundless. ÒButhow was it that you did not an-
swer the telephone?Ó

ÒWhatdo ye mean, Dan?ÓMary Kerry stared, her eyesgrowing wider
and wider. ÒTheboy answered, Dan. He set out wiÕyeÕrmackintosh full
an hour and a half since.Ó

ÒWhat!Ó
The truth leaped out at Kerry like an enemy out of ambush.
ÒWho sent that message?Ó

ÒSomeone frae the Yard, to tell the boy to bring yeÕr mackintosh
alone at once. Dan! DanÑÑÑÓ

She advanced, hands outstretched, quivering, but Kerry had leaped
out into the narrow hallway. He raised the telephone receiver, listened
for a moment, and then jerked it back upon the hook.

ÒDeadline!Óhe muttered. ÒSomeonehas beenat work with a wire-cut-
ter outside the house!Ó

His wife came out to where he stood, and, clenching his teeth very
grimly, he took her in his arms. She was shaking as if palsied.

ÒMary dear,Ó he said, Òpray with all your might that I am given
strength to do my duty.Ó

She looked at him with haggard, tearless eyes.
ÒTell me the truth: haÕ they got my boy?Ó
His fingers tightened on her shoulders.
ÒDonÕtworry,Ó he said, ÒanddonÕtask me to stay to explain. When I

come back IÕll have Dan with me!Ó
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He trusted himself no further, but, clapping his hat on his head,
walked out to the waiting cab.

ÒBack to Limehouse police station,Ó he directed rapidly.
ÒLor lumme!Ó muttered the taximan. ÒWhere are you goinÕto after

that, guvÕnor? ItÕs a bit off the map.Ó
ÒIÕmgoing to hell!Órapped Kerry, suddenly thrusting his red facevery

near to that of the speaker. ÒAnd youÕre going to drive me!Ó
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Chapter6
THE KNIGHT ERRANT

Recognizing the superior strength of his captors, young Kerry soon gave
up struggling. The thrill of his first real adventure entered into his blood.
He remembered that he was the son of his father, and he realized, being
a quick-witted lad, that he was in the grip of enemies of his father. The
panic which had threatened him when first he had recognized that he
was in the hands of Chinese,gave place to a cold rageÑ a heritage which
in later years was to make him a dangerous man.

He lay quite passively in the grasp of someonewho held him fast, and
learned, by breathing quietly, that the presenceof the muffler about his
noseand mouth did not greatly inconvenience him. There was some des-
ultory conversation between the two men in the car, but it was carried on
in an odd, sibilant language which the boy did not understand, but
which he divined to be Chinese. He thought how every other boy in the
school would envy him, and the thought was stimulating, nerving. On
the very first day of his holidays he was become the central figure of a
Chinatown drama.

The last traces of fear fled. His position was uncomfortable and his
limbs were cramped, but he resigned himself, with something almost
like gladness, and began to look forward to that which lay ahead with a
zest and a will to be no passive instrument which might have surprised
his captors could they have read the mind of their captive.

The journey seemedalmost interminable, but young Kerry suffered it
in stoical silence until the car stopped and he was lifted and carried
down stone steps into some damp, earthy-smelling place. Somedistance
was traversed, and then many flights of stairs were mounted, some bare
but others carpeted.

Finally he was deposited in a chair, and as he raised his hand to the
scarf, which toward the end of the journey had been bound more tightly
about his head so as to prevent him from seeing at all, he heard a door
closed and locked.
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The scarf was quickly removed. And Dan found himself in a low-
ceilinged attic having a sloping roof and one shuttered window. A
shadelesselectric lamp hung from the ceiling. Excepting the cane-seated
chair in which he had been deposited and a certain amount of nondes-
cript lumber, the attic was unfurnished. Dan rapidly considered what his
father would have done in the circumstances.

ÒMake sure that the door is locked,Ó he muttered.
He tried it, and it was locked beyond any shadow of doubt.
ÒThe window.Ó
Shutters covered it, and these were fastened with a padlock.
He considered this padlock attentively; then, drawing from his pocket

one of those wonderful knives which are really miniature tool-chests, he
raised from a grove the screw-driver which formed part of its equip-
ment, and with neatnessand dispatch unscrewed the staple to which the
padlock was attached!

A moment later he had opened the shutters and was looking out into
the drizzle of the night.

The room in which he was confined was on the third floor of a dingy,
brick-built house; a portion of some other building faced him; down be-
low was a stone-paved courtyard. To the left stood a high wall, and bey-
ond it he obtained a glimpse of other dingy buildings. One lighted win-
dow was visibleÑ a square window in the opposite building, from
which amber light shone out.

Somewhere in the street beyond was a standard lamp. He could detect
the halo which it cast into the misty rain. The glass was very dirty, and
young Kerry raised the sash,admitting a draught of damp, cold air into
the room. He craned out, looking about him eagerly.

A rainwater-pipe was within reach of his hand on the right of the win-
dow and, leaning out still farther, young Kerry saw that it passedbeside
two other, larger, windows on the floor beneath him. Neither of these
showed any light.

Dizzy heights have no terror for healthy youth. The brackets support-
ing the rain-pipe were a sufficient staircasefor the agile Dan, a more slip-
pery prisoner than the famous Baron Trenck; and, discarding his muffler
and his Burberry, he climbed out upon the sill and felt with his thick-
soled boots for the first of these footholds. Clutching the ledge, he
lowered himself and felt for the next.

Then came the moment when he must trust all his weight to the pipe.
Clenching his teeth, he risked it, felt for and found the third angle, and
then, still clutching the pipe, stood for a moment upon the ledge of the
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window immediately beneath him. He was curious respecting the
lighted window of the neighbouring house; and, twisting about, he bent,
peering acrossÑ and saw a sight which arrested his progress.

The room within was furnished in a way which made him gasp with
astonishment. It was like an Eastern picture, he thought. Her golden hair
dishevelled and her hands alternately clenching and unclenching, a wo-
man whom he considered to be most wonderfully dressed was pacing
wildly up and down, a look of such horror upon her pale face that DanÕs
heart seemed to stop beating for a moment!

Here was real trouble of a sort which appealed to all the chivalry in the
boyÕsnature. He considered the window, which was glazed with amber-
coloured glass, observed that it was sufficiently open to enable him to
slip the fastening and open it entirely could he but reach it. AndÑ yes!Ñ
there was a rain-pipe!

Climbing down to the yard, he looked quickly about him, ran across,
and climbed up to the lighted window. A moment later he had pushed it
widely open.

He was greeted by a stifled cry, but, cautiously transferring his weight
from the friendly pipe to the ledge, he got astride of it, one foot in the
room. Then, by exercise of a monkey-like agility, he wriggled his head
and shoulders within.

ÒItÕsall right,Ó he said softly and reassuringly; ÒIÕmDan Kerry, son of
Chief Inspector Kerry. Can I be of any assistance?Ó

Her hands clasped convulsively together, the woman stood looking up
at him.

ÒOh, thank God!Ó said the captive. ÒBut what are you going to do?
Can you get me out?Ó

ÒDonÕtworry,Ó replied Dan confidently. ÒFatherand I can manage it
all right!Ó

He performed a singular contortion, as a result of which his other leg
and foot appeared inside the window. Then, twisting around, he
lowered himself and dropped triumphantly upon a cushioned divan. At
that moment he would have faced a cage full of man-eating tigers. The
spirit of adventure had him in its grip. He stood up, breathing rapidly,
his crop of red hair more dishevelled than usual.

Then, before he could stir or utter any protest, the golden-haired prin-
cesswhom he had come to rescue stooped, threw her arms around his
neck, and kissed him.

ÒYoudarling, brave boy!Óshe said. ÒI think you have saved me from
madness.Ó
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Young Kerry, more flushed than ever, extricated himself, and:
ÒYouÕrenot out of the messyet,Óhe protested. ÒTheonly difference is

that IÕm in it with you!Ó
ÒBut where is your father?Ó
ÒIÕm looking for him.Ó
ÒWhat!Ó
ÒOh! heÕs about somewhere,Ó Dan assured her confidently.
ÒBut,butÑÑ ÓShewas gazing at him wide-eyed, ÒDidnÕthe send you

here?Ó
ÒYoubet he didnÕt,Óreturned young Kerry. ÒIcame here on my own

accord, and when I go youÕrecoming with me. I canÕtmake out how you
got here, anyway. Do you know whose house this is?Ó

ÒOh, I do, I do!Ó
ÒWhose?Ó
ÒIt belongs to a man called Chada.Ó
ÒChada?Never heard of him. But I mean, what part of London is it

in?Ó
ÒWhateverdo you mean? It is in Limehouse, I believe. I donÕtunder-

stand. You came here.Ó
ÒI didnÕt,Ó said young Kerry cheerfully; ÒI was fetched!Ó
ÒBy your father?Ó
ÒNot on your life. By a couple of Chinks! IÕlltell you something.ÓHe

raised his twinkling blue eyes.ÒWeare properly up against it. I suppose
you couldnÕt climb down a rain-pipe?Ó
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Chapter7
RETRIBUTION

It was that dark, still, depressing hour of the night, when all life is at its
lowest ebb. In the low, strangely perfumed room of books Zani Chada
sat before his table, his yellow hands clutching the knobs on his chair
arms, his long, inscrutable eyes staring unseeingly before him.

Came a disturbance and the sound of voices, and Lou Chada, his son,
stood at the doorway. He still wore his evening clothes, but he no longer
looked smart. His glossy black hair was dishevelled, and his handsome,
olive face bore a hunted look. Panic was betoken by twitching mouth
and fear-bright eyes. He stopped, glaring at his father, and:

ÒWhy are you not gone?Óasked the latter sternly. ÒDo you wish to
wreck me as well as yourself ?Ó

ÒThepolice have posted a man opposite KweeÕshouse. I cannot get
out that way.Ó

ÒThere was no one there when the boy was brought in.Ó
ÒNo,but there is now. Father!ÓHe took a step forward. ÒIÕmtrapped.

They shaÕnÕt take me. You wonÕt let them take me?Ó
Zani Chada stirred not a muscle, but:
ÒTo-night,Óhe said, Òyour mad passion has brought ruin to both of us.

For the sakeof a golden doll who is not worth the price of the jewels she
wears, you have placed yourself within reach of the hangman.Ó

ÒI was mad, I was mad,Ó groaned the other.
ÒButI, who was sane,am involved in the consequences,Óretorted his

father.
ÒHe will be silent at the price of the boyÕs life.Ó
ÒHemay be,Óreturned Zani Chada. ÒIhate him, but he is a man. Had

you escaped,he might have consented to be silent. Once you are arres-
ted, nothing would silence him.Ó

ÒIf the case is tried it will ruin PatÕs reputation.Ó
ÒWhat a pity!Ó said Zani Chada.
In some distant part of the house a gong was struck three times.
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ÒGo,Ócommanded his father. ÒRemainat KweeÕshouse until I send for
you. Let Ah Fang go to the room above and seethat the woman is silent.
An outcry would ruin our last chance.Ó

Lou Chada raised his hands, brushing the hair back from his wet fore-
head, then, staring haggardly at his father, turned and ran from the
room.

A minute later Kerry was ushered in by the Chinese servant. The sav-
age face was set like a mask. Without removing his hat, he strode across
to the table and bent down so that fierce, wide-open blue eyes stared
closely into long, half-closed black ones.

ÒIÕvegot one thing to say,Óexplained Kerry huskily. ÒWhatever the
hangman may do to your slimy son, and whatever happens to the little
blonde fool he kidnapped, if youÕvelaid a hand on my kid IÕllkick you
to death, if I follow you round the world to do it.Ó

Zani Chada made no reply, but his knuckles gleamed, so tightly did he
clutch the knobs on the chair arms. KerryÕssavagery would have awed
any man, even though he had supposed it to be the idle threat of a pas-
sionate man. But Zani Chada knew all men, and he knew this one. When
Daniel Kerry declared that in given circumstances he would kick Zani
Chada to death, he did not mean that he would shoot him, strangle him,
or even beat him with his fists; he meant precisely what he saidÑ that he
would kick him to deathÑ and Zani Chada knew it.

Thus there were some moments of tensesilence during which the sav-
age faceof the Chief Inspector drew even closer to the gaunt, yellow face
of the Eurasian. Finally:

ÒListenonly for one moment,Ósaid Zani Chada. His voice had lost its
guttural intonation. He spoke softly, sibilantly. ÒI, too, am a
fatherÑÑÑÓ

ÒDonÕtmince words!Ó shouted Kerry. ÒYouÕvekidnapped my boy. If I
have to tear your house down brick by brick IÕllfind him. And if youÕve
hurt one hair of his headÑ you know what to expect!Ó

He quivered. The effort of suppression which he had imposed upon
himself was frightful to witness. Zani Chada, student of men, knew that
in despite of his own physical strength and of the hidden resourcesat his
beck, he stood nearer to primitive retribution than he had ever done. Yet:

ÒIunderstand,Óhe continued. ÒButyou do not understand. Your boy
is not in this house. Oh! violence cannot avail! It can only make his loss
irreparable.Ó

Kerry, nostrils distended, eyes glaring madly, bent over him.
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ÒYour scallywag of a son,Óhe said hoarsely, Òhasgone one step too
far. His adventures have twice before ended in murderÑ and you have
covered him. This time you canÕtdo it. IÕmnot to be bought. WeÕvestood
for the Far East in London long enough. Your cub hangs this time. Get
me? ThereÕllbe no bargaining. The womanÕsreputation wonÕtstop me.
My kidÕsdanger wonÕtstop me. But if you try to use him as a lever IÕll
boot you to your stinking yellow paradise and theyÕllcheck you in as
pulp.Ó

ÒYou speak of three deaths,Ó murmured Zani Chada.
Kerry clenched his teeth so tightly that his maxillary muscles pro-

truded to an abnormal degree. He thrust his clenched fists into his coat
pockets.

ÒWeall follow our vocations in life,Ó resumed the Eurasian, Òto the
best of our abilities. But is professional kudos not too dearly bought at
the price of a loved one lost for ever?A far better bargain would be, shall
we say, ten thousand pounds, as the price of a silk handkerchiefÑÑÑÓ

KerryÕsfierce blue eyes closed for a fraction of a second. Yet, in that
fraction of a second, he had visualized some of the things which ten
thousand poundsÑ a sum he could never hope to possessÑ would buy.
He had seen his home, as he would have itÑ and he had seen Dan there,
safe and happy at his motherÕsside. Was he entitled to disregard the
happiness of his wife, the life of his boy, the honourable name of Sir Noel
Rourke, becausean outcast like Peters had come to a fitting endÑ be-
causea treacherous Malay and a renegade Chinaman had, earlier, gone
the same way, sped, as he suspected, by the same hand?

ÒMy resources are unusual,Ó added Chada, speaking almost in a
whisper. ÒI have cash to this amount in my safeÑÑÑÓ

Sofar he had proceeded when he was interrupted; and the causeof the
interruption was this:

A few moments earlier another dramatic encounter had taken place in
a distant part of the house. Kerry Junior, having scientifically tested all
the possible modes of egressfrom the room in which Lady Pat was con-
fined, had long ago desisted, and had exhausted his ingenuity in plans
which discussion had proved to be useless.In spite of the novelty and
the danger of his situation, nature was urging her laws. He was growing
sleepy. The crowning tragedy had been the discovery that he could not
regain the small, square window set high in the wall from which he had
dropped into this luxurious prison. Now, as the two sat side by side
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upon a cushioned divan, the womanÕsarm about the boyÕsshoulders,
they were startled to hear, in the depths of the house, three notes of a
gong.

Young KerryÕssleepiness departed. He leapt to his feet as though
electrified.

ÒWhat was that?Ó
There was something horrifying in those gong notes in the stillness of

the night. Lady PatÕs beautiful eyes grew glassy with fear.
ÒI donÕt know,Ó replied Dan. ÒIt seemed to come from below.Ó
He ran to the door, drew the curtain aside, and pressedhis ear against

one of the panels, listening intently. As he did so, his attitude grew tense,
his expression changed, then:

ÒWeÕresaved!Óhe cried, turning a radiant face to the woman. ÒIheard
my fatherÕs voice!Ó

ÒOh, are you sure, are you sure?Ó
ÒAbsolutely sure!Ó
He bent to press his ear to the panel again, when a stifled cry from his

companion brought him swiftly to his feet. The second door in the room
had opened silently, and a small Chinaman, who carried himself with a
stoop, had entered, and now, a menacing expression upon his face, was
quickly approaching the boy.

What he had meant to do for ever remained in doubt, for young Kerry,
knowing his father to be in the house and seeing an open door before
him, took matters into his own hands. At the moment that the silent Chi-
naman was about to throw his arms about him, the pride of the junior
school registered a most surprising left accurately on the point of Ah
FangÕsjaw, following it up by a wilful transgression of Queensberry
rules in the form of a stomach punch which temporarily decided the is-
sue. Then:

ÒQuick!quick!Óhe cried breathlessly, grasping Lady PatÕshand. ÒThis
is where we run!Ó

In such fashion was Zani Chada interrupted, the interruption taking
the form of a sudden, shrill outcry:

ÒDad! dad! Where are you, dad?Ó
Kerry spun about as a man galvanized. His face became transfigured.
ÒThis way, Dan!Ó he cried. ÒThis way, boy!Ó
Came a clatter of hurrying feet, and into the low, perfumed room burst

Dan Kerry, junior, tightly clasping the hand of a pale-faced, dishevelled
woman in evening dress. It was Lady Rourke; and although she seemed
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to be in a nearly fainting condition, Dan dragged her, half running, into
the room.

Kerry gave one glance at the pair, then, instantly, he turned to face
Zani Chada. The latter, like a man of stone, sat in his carved chair, eyes
nearly closed. The Chief Inspector whipped out a whistle and raised it to
his lips. He blew three blasts upon it.

From oneÑ twoÑ threeÑ four points around the house the signal
was answered.

Zani Chada fully opened his long, basilisk eyes.

ÒYou win, Chief Inspector,Ó he said. ÒBut much may be done by
clever counsel. If all failsÑÑÑÓ

ÒWell?Órapped Kerry fiercely, at the same time throwing his arm
around the boy.

ÒI may continue to take an interest in your affairs.Ó
A tremendous uproar arose,within and without the house. The police

were raiding the place. Lady Rourke sank down, slowly, almost at the
EurasianÕs feet.

But Chief Inspector Kerry experienced an unfamiliar chill as his un-
compromising stare met the cold hatred which blazed out of the black
eyes, narrowed, now, and serpentine, of Zani Chada.
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Part 3
THE HOUSE OF GOLDEN JOSS
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Chapter1
THE BLOOD-STAINED IDOL

ÒStop when we pass the next lamp and give me a light for my pipe.Ó
ÒWhy?Ó
ÒNo! donÕtlook round,Ó warned my companion. ÒI think someone is

following us. And it is always advisable to be on guard in this
neighbourhood.Ó

We had nearly reached the house in Wade Street, Limehouse, which
my friend used asa basefor EastEnd operations. The night was dark but
clear, and I thought that presently when dawn came it would bring a
cold, bright morning. There was no moon, and as we passed the lamp
and paused we stood in almost total darkness.

Facing in the direction of the Council School I struck a match. It re-
vealed my ruffianly looking companionÑ in whom his nearest friends
must have failed to recognize Mr. Paul Harley of Chancery Lane.

He was glancing furtively back along the street, and when a moment
later we moved on, I too, had detected the presenceof a figure stumbling
toward us.

ÒDonÕtstop at the door,Ówhispered Harley, for our follower was only
a few yards away.

Accordingly we passed the house in which Harley had rooms, and
had proceeded some fifteen paces farther when the man who was fol-
lowing us stumbled in between Harley and myself, clutching an arm of
either. I scarcely knew what to expect, but was prepared for anything,
when:

ÒMates!Ósaid a man huskily. ÒMates,if you know where I can get a
drink, take me there!Ó

Harley laughed shortly. I cannot say if he remained suspicious of the
newcomer, but for my own part I had determined after one glance at the
man that he was merely a drunken fireman newly recovered from a pro-
longed debauch.
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ÒWhereÕaveyer been, old son?Ógrowled Harley, in that wonderful
dialect of his which I had so often and so vainly sought to cultivate. ÒYou
look as though youÕd Õad one too many already.Ó

ÒI ainÕt,Ódeclared the fireman, who appeared to be in a semi-dazed
condition. ÒIainÕtÕadone since ten oÕclocklast night. ItÕsdope wotÕsgot
me, not rum.Ó

ÒDope!Ó said Harley sharply; Òbeen ÔavinÕ a pipe, eh?Ó
ÒIf youÕvegot a corpse-reviver anywhere,Ócontinued the man in that

curious, husky voice, ÒÕavepity on me, mate. I seena thing to-night wot
give me the jim-jams.Ó

ÒAll right, old son,Ósaid my friend good-humouredly; Òabout turn!
IÕvegot a drop in the bottle, but me anÕmy mate sails to-morrow, anÕitÕs
the last.Ó

ÒGawd bless yer!Ógrowled the fireman; and the three of usÑ an odd
trio, trulyÑ turned about, retracing our steps.

As we approached the street lamp and its light shone upon the hag-
gard face of the man walking between us, Harley stopped, and:

ÒWotÕs up with yer eye?Ó he inquired.
He suddenly tilted the manÕshead upward and peered closely into

one of his eyes.I suppressed a gasp of surprise for I instantly recognized
the fireman of the Jupiter!

ÒNothinÕ up with it, is there?Ó said the fireman.
ÒOnly a lump oÕmud,Ó growled Harley, and with a very dirty

handkerchief he pretended to remove the imaginary stain, and then,
turning to me:

ÒOpen the door, Jim,Ó he directed.
His examination of the manÕseyeshad evidently satisfied him that our

acquaintance had really been smoking opium.
We paused immediately outside the house for which we had been

bound, and as I had the key I opened the door and the three of us
stepped into a little dark room. Harley closed the door and we stumbled
upstairs to a low first-floor apartment facing the street. There was noth-
ing in its appointments, as revealed in the light of an oil lamp burning on
the solitary table, to distinguish it from a thousand other such apart-
ments which may be leased for a few shillings a week in the neighbour-
hood. That adjoining might have told a different story, for it more closely
resembled an actorÕsdressing-room than a seamanÕslodging; but the
door of this sanctum was kept scrupulously locked.

ÒSitdown, old son,Ósaid my friend heartily, pushing forward an old
arm-chair. ÒFetch out the grog, Jim; thereÕs about enough for three.Ó
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I walked to a cupboard, as the fireman sank limply down in the chair,
and took out a bottle and three glasses.When the man, who, as I could
now seequite plainly, was suffering from the after effects of opium, had
eagerly gulped the stiff drink which I handed to him, he looked around
with dim, glazed eyes, and:

ÒYouÕvesaved my life, mates,Óhe declared. ÒIÕveÕada Õorriblenight-
mare, I ÕaveÑ a nightmare. See?Ó

He fixed his eyes on me for a moment, then raised himself from his
seat, peering narrowly at me across the table.

ÒI seed you before, mate. Gaw, blimey! if you ainÕtthe bloke wot I
givÕdthe pigtail to! And wot laid out that blasted Chink aswas scragginÕ
me! Shake, mate!Ó

I shook hands with him, Harley eyeing me closely the while, in a man-
ner which told me that his quick brain had already supplied the link con-
necting our doped acquaintance with my strange experience during his
absence.At the same time it occurred to me that my fireman friend did
not know that Ah Fu was dead, or he would never have broached the
subject so openly.

ÒThatÕs so,Ó I said, and wondered if he required further information.
ÒItÕsall right, mate. I donÕtwant to Õearno more about blinking pig-

tailsÑ not all my life I donÕt,Óand he sat back heavily in his chair and
stared at Harley.

ÒWherehave you been?Óinquired Harley, as if no interruption had oc-
curred, and then began to reload his pipe: ÒatMalay JackÕsor at Number
Fourteen?Ó

ÒNeither of Õem!Ócried the fireman, some evidence of animation ap-
pearing in his face; ÒI been at Kwen LungÕs.Ó

ÒIn Pennyfields?Ó
ÒThatÕsÕim,the old bloke with the big joss. I allers goes to see Ma

Lorenzo when IÕmin Port oÕLondon. IÕveseen Õerfor the last time,
mates.Ó

He banged a big and dirty hand upon the table.
ÒLastnight I seemurder done, anÕonly that I know they wouldnÕt be-

lieve me, IÕdwalk across to Limehouse PÕliceStation presently and put
the splits on Õem, I would.Ó

Harley, who was seated behind the speaker, glanced at me
significantly.

ÒSure you wasnÕt dreaminÕ?Ó he inquired facetiously.
ÒDreaminÕ!Ócried the man. ÒDreamsdonÕtleave no blood beÕind,do

they?Ó
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ÒBlood!Ó I exclaimed.
ÒThatÕswot I saidÑ blood! When I woke up this morninÕthere was

blood all on that grinninÕ jossÑ the blood wot Õaddripped from Õer
shoulders when she fell.Ó

ÒEh!Ósaid Harley. ÒBlood on whose shoulders? Wot the Õellare you
talkinÕ about, old son?Ó

ÒEreÓÑthe fireman turned in his chair and grasped Harley by the
armÑ Òlisten to me, and IÕlltell you somethink, I will. IÕmgoinÕin the
Seahawk in the morninÕsee?But if you want to know somethink, IÕlltell
yer. Drunk or sober I bars the blasted pÕlice,but if you like to tell ÕemIÕll
put you on somethink worth tellinÕ. Sure the bottleÕs empty, mates?Ó

I caught HarleyÕsglance and divided the remainder of the whisky
evenly between the three glasses.

ÒGood Õealth,Ósaid the fireman, and disposed of his share at a
draught. ÒThatÕs bucked me up wonderful.Ó

He lay back in his chair and from a little tobacco-box began to fill a
short clay pipe.

ÒLookÔere,mates, IÕmsoberinÕup, like, after the smoke, anÕI can see,I
can see plain, as nobodyÕll ever believe me. Nobody ever does, worse
luck, but Õere goes. Pass the matches.Ó

He lighted his pipe, and looking about him in a sort of vaguely ag-
gressive way:

ÒLastnight,Óhe resumed, ÒafterI was chucked out of the Dock Gates,I
made up my mind to go and smoke a pipe with old Ma Lorenzo. Round
I goesto Pennyfields, and shedonÕtseemglad to seeme. ThereÕsnobody
there only me. Not like the old days when you Õadto book your seat in
advance.Ó

He laughed gruffly.
ÒShedidnÕtwant to let me in at first, said they was watched, that if a

Chink Õadan old pipe wot ÕadbÕlongedto Õisgrandfather it was good
enough to get Õimfined fifty quid. Anyway, me beinÕan old friend she
spread a mat for me and filled me a pipe. I asked after old Kwen Lung,
but, of course, Õewas out gamblinÕ,as usual; so after old Ma Lorenzo Õad
made me comfortable anÕgone out I Õadthe place to myself, and
presently I dozed off and forgot all about bloody shipÕsbunkers anÕ
nigger-drivinÕ Scotchmen.Ó

He paused and looked about him defiantly.
ÒIdunno Õowlong I slept,Óhe continued, Òbutsome time in the night I

kind of Õalf woke up.Ó
At that he twisted violently in his chair and glared across at Harley:
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ÒYoubeena pal to me,Óhe said; Òbuttell me I was dreaminÕagain and
IÕll smash yer bloody face!Ó

He glared for a while, then addressing his narrative more particularly
to me, he resumed:

ÒIt was a scream wot woke meÑ a womanÕsscream. I didnÕtsit up; I
couldnÕt.I never felt like it before. It was the sameas beinÕburied alive, I
should think. I could seeanÕI could Ôear,but I couldnÕtmove one muscle
in my body. Foller me? AnÕwot did I see,mates, anÕwot did I Ôear?IÕm
goinÕ to tell yer. I see old Kwen LungÕs daughterÑÑÑÓ

ÒI didnÕt know Õe Õad one,Ó murmured Harley.
ÒThen you donÕtknow much!Ó shouted the fireman. ÒI knew years

ago, but Õekept Ôerstowed away somewhere up above, anÕlast night was
the first time I ever seeÕer.It was Õershriek wot Õadreached me, reached
me through the smoke. I donÕttake much stock in Chink gals in general,
but this oneÕsmother was no Chink, IÕllswear. Shewas just aspretty asa
bloominÕivory doll, anÕas little anÕas white, and that old swine Kwen
Lung Õad tore the dress off of Õer shoulders with a bloody great whip!Ó

Harley was leaning forward in his seat now, intent upon the manÕs
story, and although I could not get rid of the idea that our friend was re-
lating the events of a particularly unpleasant opium dream, nevertheless
I was fascinated by the strange story and by the strange manner of its
telling.

ÒIsaw the blood drip from Õerbare shoulders, mates,Óthe man contin-
ued huskily, and with his big dirty hands he strove to illustrate his
words. ÒAnÕthat old yellow devil lashed anÕlashed until the poor gal
was past screaminÕ.Shejust sunk down on the floor all of a Ôcap,moaninÕ
and moaninÕÑ Gawd! I can Õear Ôer moaninÕ now!Ó

ÒMeanwhile, ÕereÕsme with murder in me ÔeartlyinÕthere watchinÕ,
anÕI canÕtspeak, no! I canÕteven curse the yellow rat, anÕI canÕtmoveÑ
not a Õand,not a foot! Justasshe fell there right up against the jossanÕÕer
blood trickled down on Ôisgilded feet, old Ma Lorenzo comesstaggerinÕ
in. I remember all this asclear asprint, mates, remember it plain, but wot
Ôappenednext ainÕtso good anÕclear. Somethink seemed to bust in me
Õead.Only just before I went off, the winderÑthereÕs only one in the
roomÑ was smashed to smithereens anÕ somebody come in through it.Ó

ÒAre you sure?Ó said Harley eagerly. ÒAre you sure?Ó
That he was intensely absorbed in the story he revealed by a piece of

bad artistry, very rare in him. He temporarily forgot his dialect. Our
marine friend, however, was too much taken up with his own story to
notice the slip, and:
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ÒDead sure!Ó he shouted.
He suddenly twisted around in his chair.
ÒTellme I was dreaminÕ,mate,Óhe invited, Òandif you ainÕtdreaminÕ

in Õarf a tick it wonÕt be because I ÕavenÕt put yer to sleep!Ó
ÒI ainÕtarguinÕ,old son,Ósaid Harley soothingly. ÒGeton with your

yarn.Ó
ÒHo!Ósaid the fireman, mollified, Òsolong as you ainÕt.Well, then, itÕs

all blotted out after that. Somebody come in at the winder, but Õooit was
or wot it was I canÕttell yer, not for fifty quid. When I woke up, which is
about Õarfan hour before you seeme, IÕmall aloneÑ see?ThereÕsno sign
of Kwen Lung nor the gal nor old Ma Lorenzo nor anybody. I sez to me-
self, wot you keep on sayinÕ. I sez, ÔYouÕre dreaminÕ, Bill.ÕÓ

ÒBut I donÕt think you was,Ó declared Harley. ÒStraight I donÕt.Ó
ÒIknow I wasnÕt!Óroared the fireman, and banged the table lustily. ÒI

see Ôer blood on the joss anÕ on the floor where she lay!Ó
ÒThis morning?Ó I interjected.
ÒThismorninÕ,in the light of the little oil lamp where old Ma Lorenzo

Ôadroasted the pills! ItÕsall still anÕquiet anÕI feel more dead than alive.
IÕmgoinÕto give Õera hail, see?When I sezto myself, ÔBill,ÕI sez,Õputout
to sea;youÕreamongst Kaffirs, Bill.ÕIt occurred to me as old Kwen Lung
might wonder Õowmuch I knew. So I beat it. But when I got in the open
air I felt IÕdnever make my lodginÕswithout a tonic. ThatÕsÕowI come to
meet you, mates.

ÒListenÑ IÕmaway in the old Seahawk in the morninÕ,but IÕlltell you
somethink. That yellow bastard killed his daughter last night! Beat Õerto
death. I seeit plain. The sweetest,prettiest bit of ivory as Gawd ever put
breath into. If Õerbody ainÕtin the river, itÕsin the Õouse.Drunk or sober,
I never could stand the splits, but matesÓÑ he stood up, and grasping
me by the arm, he drew me acrossthe room where he also seized Harley
in his muscular gripÑ Òmates,Óhe went on earnestly, Òshewas the
sweetest, prettiest little gal as a man ever clapped eyes on. One of yer
walk into Limehouse Station anÕput the koppers wise. IÕdsleep easierat
sea if I knew old Kwen Lung Õad gone west on a bloody ropeÕs end.Ó
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Chapter2
AT KWEN LUNGÕS

For fully ten minutes after the fireman had departed Paul Harley sat
staring abstractedly in front of him, his cold pipe between his teeth, and
knowing his moods I intruded no words upon this reverie, until:

ÒComeon, Knox,Óhe said, standing up suddenly, ÒIthink this matter
calls for speedy action.Ó

ÒWhat! Do you think the manÕs story was true?Ó
ÒI think nothing. I am going to look at Kwen LungÕs joss.Ó
Without another word he led the way downstairs and out into the

deserted street. The first gray halftones of dawn were creeping into the
sky, so that the outlines of Limehouse loomed like dim silhouettes about
us. There was abundant evidence in the form of noises, strange and dis-
cordant, that many workers were busy on dock and riverside, but the
streets through which our course lay were almost empty. Sometimes a
furtive shadow would move out of some black gully and fade into a
dimly seendoorway in a manner peculiarly unpleasant and Asiatic. But
we met no palpable pedestrian throughout the journey.

Before the door of a house in Pennyfields which closely resembled that
which we had left in Wade Street, in that it was flatly uninteresting, dirty
and commonplace, we paused. There was no sign of life about the place
and no lights showed at any of the windows, which appeared as dim
cavitiesÑ eyelesssockets in the gray face of the building, as dawn pro-
claimed the birth of a new day.

Harley seized the knocker and knocked sharply. There was no re-
sponse, and he repeated the summons, but again without effect.
Thereupon, with a muttered exclamation, he grasped the knocker a third
time and executed a veritable tattoo upon the door. When this had pro-
ceeded for about half a minute or more:

ÒAll right, all right!Ó came a shaky voice from within. ÒIÕm coming.Ó
Harley released the knocker, and, turning to me:
ÒMa Lorenzo,Ó he whispered. ÒDonÕt make any mistakes.Ó
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Indeed, even ashe warned me, heralded by a creaking of bolts and the
rattling of a chain, the door was opened by a fat, shapeless,half-caste
woman of indefinite age; in whose dark eyes, now sunken in bloated
cheeks,in whose full though drooping lips, and even in the whole over-
laid contour of whose face and figure it was possible to recognize the
traces of former beauty. This was Ma Lorenzo, who for many years had
lived at that address with old Kwen Lung, of whom strange stories were
told in Chinatown.

As Bill Jones,A.B., my friend, Paul Harley, was well known to Ma
Lorenzo as he was well known to many others in that strange colony
which clusters round the London docks. I sometimes enjoyed the priv-
ilege of accompanying my friend on a tour of investigation through the
weird resorts which abound in that neighbourhood, and, indeed, we had
been returning from one of these Baghdad nights when our present ad-
venture had been thrust upon us. Assuming a wild and boisterous man-
ner which he had at command:

ÒÕUrryup, Ma!Ó said Harley, entering without ceremony; ÒI want to
introduce my pal Jim Õereto old Kwen Lung, and make it all right for
him before I sail.Ó

Ma Lorenzo, who was half Portuguese, replied in her peculiar accent:
ÒThis no time to come waking me up out of bed!Ó
But Harley, brushing past her, was already inside the stuffy little

room, and I hastened to follow.
ÒKwen Lung!Ó shouted my friend loudly. ÒWhereare you? Brought a

friend to see you.Ó
ÒKwen Lung no hab,Ó came the complaining tones of Ma Lorenzo

from behind us.
It was curious to note how long association with the Chinese had res-

ulted in her catching the infection of that pidgin-English which is a sort
of espŽranto in all Asiatic quarters.

ÒEh!Ócried my friend, pushing open a door on the right of the passage
and stumbling down three worn steps into a very evil-smelling room.
ÒWhere is he?Ó

ÒGo play fan-tan. Not come back.Ó
Ma Lorenzo, having relocked the street door, had rejoined us, and as I

followed my friend down into the dim and uninviting apartment she
stood at the top of the steps, hands on hips, regarding us.

The place, which was quite palpably an opium den, must have disap-
pointed anyone familiar with the more ornate houses of Chinese vice in
San Francisco and elsewhere. The bare floor was not particularly clean,
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and the few decorations which the room boasted were garishly
European for the most part. A deep divan, evidently used sometimes as
a bed, occupied one side of the room, and just to the left of the steps re-
posed the only typically Oriental object in the place.

It was a strange thing to seein so sordid a setting; a great gilded joss,
more than life-size, squatting, hideous, upon a massive pedestal; a figure
fit for some native temple but strangely out of place in that dirty little
Limehouse abode.

I had never before visited Kwen LungÕs,but the fame of his golden
josshad reached me, and I know that he had received many offers for it,
all of which he had rejected. It was whispered that Kwen Lung was rich,
that he was a great man among the Chinese, and even that some kind of
religious ceremony periodically took place in his house. Now, as I stood
staring at the famous idol, I saw something which made me stare harder
than ever.

The place was lighted by a hanging lamp from which depended bits of
coloured paper and several gilded silk tassels;but dim as the light was it
could not conceal those tell-tale stains.

There was blood on the feet of the golden idol!
All this I detected at a glance, but ere I had time to speak:
ÒYou canÕttell me that tale, Ma!Ó cried Harley. ÒI believe Õewas

smokinÕ in Õere when we knocked.Ó
The woman shrugged her fat shoulders.
ÒNo, hab,Ó she repeated. ÒYou two johnnies clear out. Let me sleep.Ó
But as I turned to her, beneath the nonchalant manner I could detect a

great uneasiness;and in her dark eyes there was fear. That Harley also
had seenthe bloodstains I was well aware, and I did not doubt that fur-
thermore he had noted the fact that the only mat which the room boasted
had been placed before the jossÑ doubtless to hide other stains upon
the boards.

As we stood so I presently became aware of a current of air passing
acrossthe room in the direction of the open door. It camefrom a window
before which a tawdry red curtain had been draped. Either the window
behind the curtain was wide open, which is alien to Chinese habits, or it
was shattered. While I was wondering if Harley intended to investigate
further:

ÒCome on, Jim!Ó he cried boisterously, and clapped me on the
shoulder; Òthe old fox donÕt want to be disturbed.Ó

He turned to the woman:
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ÒTell him when he wakes up, Ma,Óhe said, Òthat if ever my pal Jim
wants a pipe heÕs to Õave one. Savvy? JimÕs square.Ó

ÒSavvy,Óreplied the woman, and she was wholly unable to conceal
her relief. ÒYou clear out now, and I tell Kwen Lung when he come in.Ó

ÒRighto,Ma!Ósaid Harley. ÒKissÔimon both cheeksfor me, anÕtell Õim
IÕll be Õome again in a month.Ó

Grasping me by the arm he lurched up the steps, and the two of us
presently found ourselves out in the street again. In the growing light the
squalor of the district was more evident than ever, but the comparative
freshnessof the air was welcome after the reek of that room in which the
golden idol sat leering, with blood at his feet.

ÒYousaw, Harley?ÓI exclaimed excitedly. ÒYousaw the stains? And
IÕm certain the window was broken!Ó

Harley nodded shortly.
ÒBackto Wade Street!Óhe said. ÒIallow myself fifteen minutes to shed

Bill Jones, able seaman, and to become Paul Harley, of Chancery Lane.Ó
As we hurried along:
ÒWhat steps shall you take?Ó I asked.
ÒFirststep: searchKwen LungÕshouse from cellar to roof. Secondstep:

entirely dependent upon result of first. The Chinese are subtle, Knox. If
Kwen Lung has killed his daughter, it may require all the resources of
Scotland Yard to prove it.Ó

ÒButÑÑÑÓ
ÒThereis no ÔbutÕabout it. Chinatown is the one district of London

which possesses the property of swallowing people up.Ó
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Chapter3
ÒCAPTAIN DANÓ

Half an hour later, as I sat in the inner room before the great dressing-
table laboriously removing my disguiseÑ for I was utterly incapable of
metamorphosing myself like Harley in seven minutesÑ I heard a rap-
ping at the outer door. I glanced nervously at my face in the mirror.

Comparatively little of ÒJimÓhad yet beenremoved, for since time was
precious to my friend I had acted as his dresser before setting to work to
remove my own make-up. There were two entrances to the establish-
ment, by one of which Paul Harley invariably entered and invariably
went out, and from the other of which ÒBill JonesÓwas sometimes seen
to emerge,but never Paul Harley. That my friend had made good his re-
tirement I knew, but, nevertheless, if I had to open the door of the outer
room it must be as ÒJim.Ó

Thinking it impolite not to do so, since the one who knocked might be
aware that we had come in but not gone out again, I hastily readjusted
that side of my moustache which I had begun to remove, replaced my
cap and muffler, and carefully locking the door of the dressing-room,
crossed the outer apartment and opened the door.

It was HarleyÕscustom never to enter or leave these rooms except un-
der the mantle of friendly night, but at so early an hour I confess I had
not expecteda visitor. Wondering whom I should find there I opened the
door.

Standing on the landing was a fellow-lodger who permanently occu-
pied the two top rooms of the house. Paul Harley had taken the trouble
to investigate the manÕspast, for ÒCaptainDan,Óthe name by which he
was known in the saloons and worse resorts which he frequented, was
palpably a broken-down gentleman; a piece of flotsam caught in the yel-
low stream. Opium had been his downfall. How he lived I never knew,
but Harley believed he had some small but settled income, sufficient to
enable him to kill himself in comfort with the black pills.
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As he stood there before me in the early morning light, I was aware of
some subtle change in his appearance.It was fully six months since I had
seen him last, but in some vague way he looked younger. Haggard he
was, with an ugly cut showing on his temple, but not so lined as I re-
membered him. Some former man seemed to be struggling through the
opium-scarred surface. His eyeswere brighter, and I noted with surprise
that he wore decent clothes and was clean shaved.

ÒGood morning, Jim,Ó he said; Òyou remember me, donÕt you?Ó
As he spoke I observed, too, that his manner had altered. He who had

consorted with the sweepings af the doss-housesnow addressed me as a
courteous gentleman addressesan inferiorÑ not haughtily or patroniz-
ingly, but with a note of conscious superiority and self-respect wholly
unfamiliar. Almost it threw me off my guard, but remembering in the
nick of time that I was still ÒJimÓ:

ÒOf course I remember you, CapÕn,Ó I said. ÒStep inside.Ó
ÒThanks,Ó he replied, and followed me into the little room.
I placed for him the arm-chair which our friend the fireman had so re-

cently occupied, but:
ÒI wonÕt sit down,Ó he said.
And now I observed that he was evidently in a condition of repressed

excitement. Perhaps he saw the curiosity in my glance, for he suddenly
rested both his hands on my shoulders, and:

ÒYes,I have given up the dope, Jim,Óhe saidÑÐ Òdonewith it for ever.
ThereÕsnot a soul in this neighbourhood I can trust, yet if ever a man
wanted a pal, I want one to-day. Now, youÕresquare, my lad. I always
knew that, in spite of the dope; and if I ask you to do a little thing that
means a lot to me, I think you will do it. Am I right?Ó

ÒIf it can be done, IÕll do it,Ó said I.
ÒThen,listen. IÕmleaving England in the Patna for Singapore. Shesails

at noon to-morrow, and passengersgo on board at ten oÕclock.IÕvegot
my ticket, papers in order, butÓÑ he paused impressively, grasping my
shoulders hardÑ ÒI must get on board to-night.Ó

I stared him in the face.
ÒWhy?Ó I asked.
He returned my look with one searching and eager; then:
ÒIf I show you the reason,Ósaid he, Òandtrust you with all my papers,

will you go down to the dockÑ itÕsno great distanceÑ and ask to see
Marryat, the chief officer? Perhaps youÕve sailed with him?Ó

ÒNo,Ó I replied guardedly. ÒI was never in the Patna.Ó
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ÒNever mind. When you give him a letter which I shall write he will
make the necessaryarrangements for me to occupy my state-room to-
night. I knew him well,Óhe explained, ÒinÑ the old days. Will you do it,
Jim?Ó

ÒIÕll do it with pleasure,Ó I answered.
ÒShake!Ó said Captain Dan.
We shook hands heartily, and:
ÒNow IÕll show you the reason,Ó he added. ÒCome upstairs.Ó
Turning, he led the way upstairs to his own room, and wondering

greatly, I followed him in. Never having been in Captain DanÕsapart-
ments I cannot say whether they, like their occupant, had changed for
the better. But I found myself in a room surprisingly clean and with a
note of culture in its appointments which was even more surprising.

On a couch by the window, wrapped in a fur rug, lay the prettiest half-
caste girl I had ever seen, East or West. Her skin was like cream rose
petals and her abundant hair was of wonderful lustrous black. Perhaps it
was her smooth warm colour which suggested the idea, but as her
cheeksflushed at sight of Captain Dan and the long dark eyeslighted up
in welcome, I thought of a delicate painting on ivory and I wondered
more and more what it all could mean.

ÒIhave brought Jim to seeyou,Ósaid Captain Dan. ÒNo,donÕttrouble
to move dear.Ó

But even before he had spoken I had seenthe girl wince with pain as
she had endeavoured to sit up to greet us. Shelay on her side in a rather
constrained attitude, but although her sudden movement had brought
tears to her eyes she smiled bravely and extended a tiny ivory hand to
me.

ÒThis is my wife, Jim!Ó said Captain Dan.
I could find no words at all, but merely stood there looking very awk-

ward and feeling almost awed by the indescribable expression of trust in
the eyesof the little Eurasian, as with her tiny fingers hidden in her hus-
bandÕs clasp she lay looking up at him.

ÒNow you know, Jim,Ósaid he, Òwhy we must get aboard the Patna
to-night. My wife is really too ill to travel; in fact, I shall have to carry her
down to the cab, and such a proceeding in daylight would attract an
enormous crowd in this neighbourhood!Ó

ÒGive me the letters and the papers,Ó I answered. ÒI will start now.Ó
His wife disengaged her hand and extended it to me.
ÒThankyou,Óshesaid, in a queer little silver-bell voice; Òyouare good.

I shall always love you.Ó
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Chapter4
THE SECRET OF MA LORENZO

It must have beenabout eleven oÕclockthat night when Paul Harley rang
me up. Since we had parted in the early morning I had had no word
from him, and I was all anxiety to tell him of the quaint little romance
which unknown to us had had its setting in the room above.

In accordancewith my promise I had seenthe chief officer of the Pat-
na; and from the start of surprise which he gave on opening ÒCaptain
DanÕsÓletter, I judged that Mr. Marryat and the man who for so long
had sunk to the lowest rung of the ladder had beenclose friends in those
Òold days.ÓAt any rate, he had proceeded to make the necessary ar-
rangements without a momentÕsdelay, and the couple were to go on
board the Patna at nine oÕclock.

It was with a senseof having done at least one good deed that I finally
quitted our Limehouse baseand returned to my rooms. Now, at eleven
oÕclock at night:

ÒCan you come round to Chancery Lane at once?Ósaid Harley. ÒI
want you to run down to Pennyfields with me.Ó

ÒSome development in the Kwen Lung business?Ó
ÒHardly a development, but IÕm not satisfied, Knox. I hate to be

beaten.Ó
Twenty minutes later I was sitting in HarleyÕsstudy, watching him

restlessly promenading up and down before the fire.
ÒThepolice searchedKwen LungÕsplace from foundation to tiles,Óhe

said. ÒIwas there myself. Old Kwen Lung conveniently kept out of the
wayÑ still playing fan-tan, no doubt! But Ma Lorenzo was in evidence.
Sheblandly declared that Kwen Lung never had a daughter! And in the
absenceof our friend the fireman, who sailed in the Seahawk,and whose
evidence, by the way, is legally valuelessÑ what could we do? They
could find nobody in the neighbourhood prepared to state that Kwen
Lung had a daughter or that Kwen Lung had no daughter. There are all
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sorts of fables about the old fox, but the facts about him are harder to get
at.Ó

ÒBut,Ó I explained, Òthe bloodstains on the joss!Ó
ÒMa Lorenzo stumbled and fell there on the previous night, striking

her skull against the foot of the figure.Ó
ÒWhat nonsense!ÓI cried. ÒWe should have seen the wound last

night.Ó
ÒWemight have done,Ósaid Harley musingly; ÒI donÕtknow when

she inflicted it on herself; but I did see it this morning.Ó
ÒWhat!Ó
ÒOh, the gash is there all right, partly covered by her hair.Ó
He stood still, staring at me oddly.
ÒOnemeets with casesof singular devotion in unexpected quarters

sometimes,Ó he said.
ÒYou mean that the woman inflicted the wound upon herself in

orderÑÑÑÓ
ÒTo save old Kwen LungÑ exactly! ItÕs marvellous.Ó
ÒGood heavens!Ó I exclaimed. ÒAnd the window?Ó
ÒOh!it was broken right enoughÑ by two drunken sailormen fighting

in the court outside! Sash and everything smashed to splinters.Ó
He began irritably to pace the carpet again.
ÒIt must have been a devil of a fight!Ó he added savagely.
ÒMeanwhile,Ó said I, Òwhere is old Kwen Lung hiding?Ó
ÒButmore particularly,Ó cried Harley, Òwherehas he hidden the poor

victim? Come along, Knox! IÕm going down there for a final look round.Ó
ÒOf course the premises are being watched?Ó
ÒOfcourseÑ and also, of course, I shall be the laughing stock of Scot-

land Yard if nothing results.Ó
It was close on midnight when once more I found myself in Penny-

fields. Carried away by HarleyÕsirritable excitement I had quite forgot-
ten the romance of Captain Dan; and when, having exchanged greetings
with the detective on duty hard by the house of Kwen Lung, we
presently found ourselves in the presence of Ma Lorenzo, I scarcely
knew for a moment if I were ÒJimÓ or my proper self.

ÒIs Kwen Lung in?Ó asked Harley sternly.
The woman shook her head.
ÒNo,Ó she replied; Òhe sometimes stop away a whole week.Ó
ÒDoeshe?Ójerked Harley. ÒComein, Knox; weÕll take another look

round.Ó
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A moment later I found myself again in the room of the golden joss.
The red curtain had been removed from before the shattered window,
but otherwise the place looked exactly as it had looked before. The atmo-
sphere was much less stale, however, but there was something repellent
about the great gilded idol smiling eternally from his pedestal beside the
door.

I stared into the leering face,and it was the face of one who knew and
who might have said: ÒYes!this and other things equally strange have I
beheld in many lands aswell asEngland. Much I could tell. Many things
grim and terrible, and some few joyous; for behold! I smile but am
silent.Ó

For a while Harley stared abstractedly at the bloodstains on the pedes-
tal of the joss and upon the floor beneath from which the matting had
been pulled back. Suddenly he turned to Ma Lorenzo:

ÒWhere have you hidden the body?Ó he demanded.
Watching her, I thought I saw the woman flinch, but there was enough

of the Oriental in her composition to save her from self-betrayal. She
shook her head slowly, watching Harley through half-closed eyes.

ÒNobody hab,Ó she replied.
And I thought for once that her lapse into pidgin had been deliberate

and not accidental.
When finally we quitted the house of the missing Kwen Lung, and

when, Harley having curtly acknowledged ÒgoodnightÓ from the detect-
ive on duty, we came out into Limehouse Causeway.

ÒYou have not overlooked the possibility, Harley,Ó I said, Òthat this
womanÕsexplanation may be true, and that the fireman of the Seahawk
may have been entertaining us with an account of a weird dream?Ó

ÒNo!Ó snapped HarleyÑ Òneither will Scotland Yard overlook it.Ó
He was in a particularly impossible mood, for he so rarely made mis-

takes that to be detected in one invariably brought out those petulant
traits of character which may have been due in some measure to long
residence in the East.Recognizing that he would rather be alone I parted
from him at the corner of Chancery Lane and returned to my own cham-
bers. Furthermore, I was very tired, for it was close upon two oÕclock,
and on turning in I very promptly went to sleep, nor did I awaken until
late in the morning.

For some odd reason,but possibly becausethe fact had occurred to me
just as I was retiring, I remembered at the moment of waking that I had
not told Harley about the romantic wedding of Captain Dan. As I had
left my friend in very ill humour I thought that this would be a good
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excusefor an early call, and just before eleven oÕclockI walked into his
office. Innes, his invaluable secretary, showed me into the study at the
back.

ÒHallo, Knox,Ó said Harley, looking up from a little silver Buddha
which he was examining, Òhaveyou come to ask for news of the Kwen
Lung case?Ó

ÒNo,Ó I replied. ÒIs there any?Ó
Harley shook his head.
ÒItseemslike fate,Óhe declared, Òthatthis thing should have beensent

to me this morning.Ó He indicated the silver Buddha. ÒA present from a
friend who knows my weakness for Chinese ornaments,Óhe explained
grimly. ÒIt reminds me of that damned joss of Kwen LungÕs!Ó

I took up the little image and examined it with interest. It was most
beautifully fashioned in the patient Oriental way, and there was a little
hinged door in the back which fitted so perfectly that when closed it was
quite impossible to detect its presence. I glanced at Harley.

ÒI suppose you didnÕt find a jewel inside?Ó I said lightly.
ÒNo,Ó he replied; Òthere was nothing inside.Ó
But even as he uttered the words his whole expression changed, and

so suddenly as to startle me. He sprang up from the table, and:
ÒHave you an hour to spare, Knox?Ó he cried excitedly.
ÒI can spare an hour, but what for?Ó
ÒFor Kwen Lung!Ó
Four minutes later we were speeding in the direction of Limehouse,

and not a word of explanation to account for this sudden journey could I
extract from my friend. Therefore I beguiled the time by telling him of
my adventure with Captain Dan.

Harley listened to the story in unbroken silence, but at its termination
he brought his hand down sharply on my knee.

ÒIhave been almost perfectly blind, Knox,Óhe said; Òbut not quite so
perfectly blind as you!Ó

I stared at him in amazement, but he merely laughed and offered no
explanation of his words.

Presently, then, I found myself yet again in the familiar room of the
golden joss.Ma Lorenzo, in whom some hidden anxiety seemedto have
increased since I had last seenher, stood at the top of the stairs watching
us. Upon what idea my friend was operating and what he intended to do
I could not imagine; but without a word to the woman he crossed the
room and grasping the great golden idol with both arms he dragged it
forward across the floor!
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As he did so there was a stifled shriek, and Ma Lorenzo, stumbling
down the steps, threw herself on her knees before Harley! Raising im-
ploring hands:

ÒNo, no!Ó she moaned. ÒNot until I tell youÑ I tell you everything
first!Ó

ÒTo begin with, tell me how to open this thing,Ó he said sternly.
Momentarily she hesitated, and did not rise from her knees, but:
ÒDo you hear me?Ó he cried.
The woman rose unsteadily and walking slowly round the jossmanip-

ulated some hidden fastening, whereupon the entire back of the thing
opened like a door! From what was within she shudderingly averted her
face,but Harley, stepping back against the wall, stopped and peered into
the cavity.

ÒGood God!Ó he muttered. ÒCome and look, Knox.Ó
Prepared by his manner for some gruesome spectacle,I obeyedÑ and

from that which I saw I recoiled in horror.
ÒHarley,Ó I whispered, ÒHarley! who is it?Ó
The spectacle had truly sickened me. Crouched within the narrow

space enclosed by the figure of the idol was the body of an old and
wrinkled Chinaman! His knees were drawn up to his chin, and his head
so compressed upon them that little of his features could be seen.

ÒIt is Kwen Lung!Ó murmured Ma Lorenzo, standing with clasped
hands and wild eyesover by the window. ÒKwenLungÑ and I am glad
he is dead!Ó

Such a note of hatred came into her voice as I had never heard in the
voice of any woman.

ÒHeis vile, a demon, a mocking cruel demon! Long, long years ago I
would have killed him, but always I was afraid. I tell you everything,
everything. This is how he comes to be dead. The little oneÓÑ again her
voice changed and a note of almost grotesque tenderness came into itÑ
Òthelotus-flower, that is his own daughterÕschild, flesh of his flesh, he
keeps a prisoner as the women of China are kept, up thereÓÑ she raised
one fat finger aloftÑ Òupabove. He does not know that someonecomes
to seeherÑ someonewho used to come to smoke but who gave it up be-
causehe had looked into the dear oneÕseye. He does not know that she
goes with me to seeher man. Ah! we think he does not know! IÑ I ar-
range it all. A week ago they were married. Tuesday night, when Kwen
Lung die, I plan for her to steal away for ever, for ever.Ó

Tears now were running down the womanÕsfat cheeks,and her voice
quivered emotionally.
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ÒForme it is the end, but for her it is the beginning of life. All right! I
donÕtmatter a damn! Sheis young and beautiful. Ah, God! so beautiful!
A drunken pig comeshere and finds his way in, so I give him the smoke
and presently he sleeps,but it makes delay, and I donÕtknow how soon
Kwen Lung, that yellow demon, will wake. For he is like the bats who
sleep all day and wake at night.

ÒAt last the sailor pig sleepsand I call softly to my dear little one that
the time has come. I have gone out into the street, locking the door be-
hind me, to see if her man is waiting, and I hear her shrieksÑ her
shrieks! I hurry back. My hands tremble so much that I can scarcely un-
lock the door. At last I enter, and I seeand I knowÑ that yellow devil
has learned all and has been playing with us like cat and mouse! He is
lashing her, with a great whip! Lashing herÑ that tiny, sweet flower.
Ah!Ó

Shechoked in her utterance, and turning to the gilded joss which con-
tained the dead Chinaman she shook her clenched hands at it, and the
expression on her face I can never forget. Then:

ÒAsI shriek cursesat him, crash goesthe windowÑ and I seeher hus-
band spring into the room! The tender one had fallen, there at the foot of
the joss,and Kwen Lung, his teeth gleamingÑ like a ratÑ like a devilÑ
turns to meet him. So he is when her man strike him, once. Just once,
here.Ó She rested her hand upon her heart. ÒAnd he fallsÑ and he
coughs. He lie still. For him it is finished. That devil heart has ceasedto
beat. Ah!Ó

She threw up her hands, and:
ÒThat is all. I tell you no more.Ó
ÒOnething more,Ó said Harley sternly; Òthe name of the man who

killed Kwen Lung?Ó
At that Ma Lorenzo slowly raised her head and folded her arms across

her bosom. There was something one could never forget in the expres-
sion of her fat face.

ÒNot if you burn me alive!Ósheanswered in a low voice. ÒNoone ever
knows thatÑ from me.Ó

She sank on to the divan and buried her face in her hands. Her fat
shoulders shook grotesquely; and Harley stood perfectly still staring
acrossat her for fully a minute. I could hear voices in the street outside
and the hum of traffic in Limehouse Causeway.

Then my friend did a singular thing. Walking over to the gilded joss
he reclosed the opening and not without a great effort pushed the great
idol back against the wall.
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ÒThereare times, Knox,Óhe said, staring at me oddly, ÒwhenIÕmglad
that I am not an official agent of the law.Ó

While I watched him dumfounded he walked across to the woman
and touched her on the shoulder. She raised her tear-stained face.

ÒAll right,Ó she whispered. ÒI am ready.Ó
ÒGet ready as soon as you like,Ó said he tersely.
ÒIÕllhave the man removed who is watching the house, and you can

reckon on forty-eight hours to make yourself scarce.Ó
With never another word he seized me by the arm and hurried me out

of the place! Ten paces along the street a shabby-looking fellow was
standing, leaning against a pillar. Harley stopped, and:

ÒEven the greatest men make mistakes sometimes, Hewitt,Ó he re-
marked. ÒIÕmthrowing up the case;probably Inspector Wessexwill do
the same. Good morning.Ó

On towards the Causeway he led meÑ for not a word was I capableof
uttering; and just before we reached that artery of Chinatown, from
down-river came the deep, sustained note of a steamerÕssiren, the warn-
ing of some big liner leaving dock.

ÒThat will be the Patna,Ósaid Harley. ÒShesails at twelve oÕclock,I
think you said?Ó

100



Part 4
MAN WITH THE SHAVEN SKULL
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Chapter1
A STRANGE DISAPPEARANCE

ÒPull that light lower,Ó ordered Inspector Wessex.ÒThereyou are, Mr.
Harley; what do you make of it?Ó

Paul Harley and I bent gingerly over the ghastly exhibit to which the
C.I.D. official had drawn our attention, and to view which we had jour-
neyed from Chancery Lane to Wapping.

This was the body of a man dressed solely in ragged shirt and
trousers. But the remarkable feature of his appearancelay in the fact that
every scrap of hair from chin, lip, eyebrows and skull had been shaved
off!

There was another facial disfigurement, peculiarly and horribly
Eastern, which my pen may not describe.

ÒImpossibleto identify!Ó murmured Harley. ÒYes,you were right, In-
spector; this is a victim of Oriental deviltry. Look here, too!Ó

He indicated three small wounds, one situated on the left shoulder
and the others on the forearm of the dead man.

ÒThe divisional surgeon cannot account for them,Ó replied Wessex.
ÒTheyare quite superficial, and he thinks they may be due to the fact
that the body got entangled with something in the river.Ó

ÒTheyare due to the fact that the man had a birthmark on his shoulder
and somethingÑ probably a name or some deviceÑ tattooed on his
arm,Ósaid Harley quietly. ÒSomefew years ago, I met with a similar case
in the neighbourhood of Stambul. A woman,Ó he added, significantly.

Detective-Inspector Wessex listened to my companion with respect,
for apart from his established reputation as a private inquiry-agent
which had made his name familiar in nearly every capital of the civilized
world, Paul HarleyÕswork in Constantinople during the six months pre-
ceding war with Turkey had merited higher reward than it had ever re-
ceived. Had his recommendations been adopted the course of history
must have been materially changed.

ÒYou think itÕs a Chinatown case, then, Mr. Harley?Ó
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ÒPossibly,Ó was the guarded answer.
Paul Harley nodded to the constable in charge, and the ghastly figure

was promptly covered up again. My friend stood staring vacantly at
Wessex, and presently:

ÒThechief actor, I think, will prove to be not Chinese,Óhe said, turned,
and walked out.

ÒIf thereÕsany development,Ó remarked Wessex as the three of us
entered HarleyÕscar, which stood at the door, ÒIwill, of course, report to
you, Mr. Harley. But in the absenceof any clue or mark of identification,
I fear the verdict will be, ÕBodyof a man unknown,Õetc., which has
marked the finish of a good many in this cheerful quarter of London.Ó

ÒQuite so,Ósaid Harley, absently. ÒIt presents extraordinary features,
though, and may not end as you suppose. HoweverÑ where do you
want me to drop you, Wessex, at the Yard?Ó

ÒOhno,Óanswered Wessex.ÒImade a special visit to Wapping just to
get your opinion on the shaven man. IÕmreally going down to Deep-
brow to look into that new disappearance case; the daughter of the
gamekeeper. YouÕll have read of it?Ó

ÒI have,Ó said Harley shortly.
Indeed, readers of the daily press were growing tired of seeing on the

contents bills: ÒAnother girl missing.Ó The circumstance (which might
have been no more than coincidence) that three girls had disappeared
within the last eight weeks leaving no trace behind, had stimulated the
professional scribes to link the cases,although no visible link had been
found, and to enliven a somewhat dull journalistic seasonwith theories
about Òa new Mormon menace.Ó

The vanishing of this fourth girl had inspired them to some startling
headlines, and the casehad interested me personally for the reason that I
was acquainted with Sir Howard Hepwell, one of whose gamekeepers
was the stepfather of the missing Molly Clayton. Moreover, it was hinted
that she had gone away in the company of Captain Ronald Vane, at that
time a guest of Sir HowardÕs at the Manor.

In fact, Sir Howard had Õphonedto ask me if I could induce Harley to
run down, but my friend had expressed himself as disinterested in a
common caseof elopement. Now, as Wessex spoke, I glanced aside at
Harley, wondering if the fact that so celebrated a member of the C.I.D. as
Detective-Inspector Wessexhad been put in charge would induce him to
change his mind.

We were traversing a particularly noisy and unsavoury section of the
Commercial Road, and although I could seethat Wessexwas anxious to
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impart particulars of the caseto Harley, so loud was the din that I recog-
nized the impossibility of conversing, and therefore:

ÒHave you time to call at my rooms, Wessex?Ó I asked.
ÒWell,Ó he replied, ÒI have three-quarters of an hour.Ó
ÒYoucan do it in the car,Ósaid Harley suddenly. ÒIhave beenasked to

look into this casemyself, and before I definitely decline I should like to
hear your version of the matter.Ó

Accordingly, we three presently gathered in my chambers, and Wes-
sex, with one eye on the clock, outlined the few facts at that time in his
possession respecting the missing girl.

Two days before the news of the disappearance had been published
broadcast under such headings as I have already indicated, a significant
scene had been enacted in the gamekeeperÕs cottage.

Molly Clayton, a girl whose remarkable beauty had made her a central
figure in numerous scandalous stories, for such is the charity of rural
neighbours, was detected by her stepfather, about eight in the evening,
slipping out of the cottage.

ÒWherebe ye goinÕ,hussy?Óhe demanded, grasping her promptly by
the arm.

ÒFor a walk!Ó she replied defiantly.
ÒAwalk wiÕthat fine soger from tÕManor!Ó roared Bramber furiously.

ÒYouÕllbe sorry yet, you barefacedgadabout! Must I tell you again that tÕ
manÕs a villain?Ó

The girl wrenched her arm from BramberÕsgrasp, and blazed defiance
from her beautiful eyes.

ÒHeknows how to respect a womanÑ what you donÕt!Óshe retorted
hotly.

ÒSoI donÕtrespect you, my angel?Óshouted her stepfather. ÒThenyou
know what you can do! The doorÕs open and thereÕs fewÕll miss you!Ó

Snatching her hat, the girl, very white, made to go out. Whereat the
gamekeeper, a brutal man with small love for Molly, and maddened by
her taking him at his word, seized her suddenly by her abundant fair
hair and hauled her back into the room.

A violent scenefollowed, at the end of which Molly fainted and Bram-
ber came out and locked the door.

When he came back about half-past nine the girl was missing. Shedid
not reappear that night, and the police were advised in the morning.
Their most significant discovery was this:
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Captain Ronald Vane, on the night of MollyÕsdisappearance, had left
the Manor House, after dining alone with his host, Sir Howard Hepwell,
saying that he proposed to take a stroll as far as the Deep Wood.

He never returned!
From the moment that Gamekeeper Bramber left his cottage, and the

moment when Sir Howard Hepwell parted from his guest after dinner,
the world to which these two people, Molly Clayton and Captain Vane,
were known, knew them no more!

I was about to say that they were never seen again. But to me has
fallen the task of relating how and where Paul Harley and I met with
Captain Vane and Molly Clayton.

At the end of the InspectorÕs account:
ÒHÕm,Ósaid Harley, glancing under his thick brows in my direction,

Òcould you spare the time, Knox?Ó
ÒTo go to Deepbrow?Ó I asked with interest.
ÒYes; we have ten minutes to catch the train.Ó
ÒIÕll come,Ó said I. ÒSir Howard will be delighted to see you, Harley.Ó
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Chapter2
THE CLUE OF THE PHOTOGRAPHS

ÒWhat do you make of it, Inspector?Óasked my friend. Detective-In-
spector Wessex smiled, and scratched his chin.

ÒTherewas no need for me to come down!Ó he replied. ÒAnd certainly
no need for you, Mr. Harley!Ó

Harley bowed, smiling, at the implied compliment.
ÒItÕsa common or garden elopement!Ó continued the detective.

ÒVaneÕsreputation is absolutely rotten, and the girl was clearly infatu-
ated. He must have cared a good bit, too. HeÕllbe cashiered,as sure as a
gun!Ó

Leaving Sir Howard at the Manor, we had joined Inspector Wessexat
a spot where the baronetÕspreserves bordered a narrow lane. Here the
ground was soft, and the detective drew HarleyÕsattention to a number
of footprints by a stile.

ÒIÕvegot evidence that he was seen here with the girl on other occa-
sions. Now, Mr. Harley, IÕll ask you to look over these footprints.Ó

Harley dropped to his kneesand made a brief but closeexamination of
the ground round about. One particularly clear imprint of a pointed toe
he noticed especially; and Wessex, diving into the pocket of his light
overcoat, produced a patent-leather shoe, such as is used for evening
wear.

ÒHehad a spare pair in his bag,Óhe explained nonchalantly, Òandhis
man did not prove incorruptible!Ó

Harley took the shoe and placed it in the impression. It fitted perfectly!
ÒThis is Molly Clayton, I take it?Óhe said, indicating the prints of a

womanÕs foot.
ÒYes,ÓassentedWessex.ÒYouÕllnotice that they stood for some little

time and then walked off, very close together.Ó
Harley nodded absently.
ÒWelose them along here,Ócontinued Wessex, leading up the lane;

Òbut at the corner by the big haystack they join up with the tracks of a

106



motor-car! I ask for nothing clearer! There was rain that afternoon, but
thereÕs been none since.Ó

ÒWhat does the CaptainÕs man think?Ó
ÒThesame as I do! HeÕsnot surprised at any madness on VaneÕspart,

with a pretty woman in the case!Ó
ÒThe girl left nothing behindÑ no note?Ó
ÒNothing.Ó
ÒTraced the car?Ó
ÒNo. It must have been hired or borrowed from a long distance off.Ó
Where the tracks of the tires were visible we stopped, and Harley

made a careful examination of the marks.
ÒSeems to have had a struggle with her,Ó he said, dryly.
ÒVery likely!Ó agreed Wessex, without interest.
Harley crawled about on the ground for some time, to the great detri-

ment of his Harris tweeds, but finally arose,a curious expression on his
faceÑ which, however, the detective evidently failed to observe.

We returned to the Manor House where Sir Howard was awaiting us,
his good-humoured red face more red than usual; and in the library,
with its sporting prints and its works for the most part dealing with rid-
ing, hunting, racing, and golf (except for a sprinkling of Nat GouldÕs
novels and some examples of the older workmanship of Whyte-
Melville), we were presently comfortably ensconced. On a side table
were placed a generous supply of liquid refreshments, cigars and cigar-
ettes; so that we made ourselves quite comfortable, and Sir Howard re-
strained his indignation, until each had a glass before him and all were
smoking.

ÒNow,Óhe began, Òwhat have you got to report, gentlemen? You, In-
spector,Óhe pointed with his cigar toward Wessex, Òhaveseen VaneÕs
man and all of you have been down to look at these damned tracks. I
only want to hear one thing; that you expect to trace the disgraceful
couple. IÕllsee to itÓÑ his voice rose almost to a shoutÑ Òthat Vane is
kicked out of the service, and as to that shamelessbrat of BramberÕs,I
wish her no worse than the blackguardÕs company!Ó

ÒOnemoment, Sir Howard, one moment,Ósaid Harley quietly; Òthere
are always two sides to a case.Ó

ÒWhatdo you mean, Mr. Harley? ThereÕsonly one side that interests
meÑ the outrage inflicted upon my hospitality by this dirty guest of
mine. For the girl I donÕtgive twopence; shewas bound to come to a bad
end.Ó
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ÒWell,Ósaid Harley, Òbefore we pronounce the final verdict upon
either of them I should like to interview Bramber. Perhaps,Óhe added,
turning to Wessex,Òit would be as well if Mr. Knox and I went alone.
The presence of an official detective sometimes awes this class of
witness.Ó

ÒQuite right, quite right!Ó agreed Sir Howard, waving his cigar vigor-
ously. ÒGoand seeBramber, Mr. Harley; tell him that no blame attaches
to himself whatever; also, tell him with my compliments that his step-
daughter isÑÑÑÓ

ÒQuiteso, quite so,Óinterrupted Harley, endeavouring to hide a smile.
ÒIunderstand your feelings, Sir Howard, but again I ask you to reserve
your verdict until all the facts are before us.Ó

As a result, Harley and I presently set out for the gamekeeperÕscot-
tage, and as the man had been warned that we should visit him, he was
on the porch smoking his pipe. A big, dark, ugly fellow he proved to be,
of a very forbidding cast of countenance. Having introduced ourselves:

ÒI always knowed sheÕdcome to a bad end!Ó declared Gamekeeper
Bramber, almost echoing Sir HowardÕswords. ÒOneoÕthese gentlemen
oÕ hers was sure to be the finish of her!Ó

ÒShe had other admirersÑ before Captain Vane?Ó
ÒAye! the hussy! There was a black-faced villain not six months since!

He got tÕvain cat to go to London anÕhave her photograph done in a
dress any decent woman would ÔaÕblushed to look at! Like one oÕthese
Venuses up at tÕ Manor! Good riddance! She took after her mother!Ó

The violent old ruffian was awkward to examine, but Harley
persevered.

ÒThis previous admirer caused her to be photographed in that way,
did he? Have you a copy?Ó

ÒNo!Óblazed Bramber. ÒWhat I found I burnt! He ran off, like I told
her he wouldÑ anÕher cryinÕher eyesout! But the pretty soger dried her
tears quick enough!Ó

ÒDo you know this manÕs name?Ó
ÒNo. A foreigner, he was.Ó
ÒWhere were the photographs doneÑ in London, you say?Ó
ÒAye.Ó
ÒDo you know by what photographer?Ó
ÒIdonÕt!AnÕI donÕtcare! Piccadilly they had on Õem,which was good

enough for me.Ó
ÒHave you her picture?Ó
ÒNo!Ó
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ÒDid she receive a letter on the day of her disappearance?Ó
ÒMaybe.Ó
ÒGoodday!Ósaid Harley. ÒAnd let me add that the atmosphere of her

home was hardly conducive to ideal conduct!Ó
Leaving Bramber to digest this rebuke, we came out of the cottage.

Dusk was falling now, and by the time that we regained the Manor the
place was lighted up. Inspector Wessexwas waiting for us in the library,
and:

ÒWell?Ó he said, smiling slightly as we entered.
ÒNothing much,Óreplied Harley dryly, Òexceptthat I donÕtwonder at

the girlÕs leaving such a home.Ó
ÒWhatÕsthat! What!Óroared a big voice, and Sir Howard cameinto the

room. ÒI tell you, Bramber only had one fault as a stepfather; he wasnÕt
heavy-handed enough. A bad lot, sir, a bad lot!Ó

ÒWell, sir,Ó said Inspector Wessex, looking from one to another,
Òpersonally,beyond the usual inquiries at railway stations, etc., I cannot
see that we can do much here. DonÕt you agree with me, Mr. Harley?Ó

Harley nodded.
ÒQuite,Óhe replied. ÒThereis a late train to town which I think we

could catch if we started at once.Ó
ÒEh?Óroared Sir Howard; ÒyouÕrenot going back to-night? Your

rooms are ready for you, damn it!Ó
ÒI quite appreciate the kindness, Sir Howard,Ó replied Harley; Òbut I

have urgent businessto attend to in London. Believe me, my departure is
unavoidable.Ó

The blue eyes of the baronet gleamed with the simple cunning of his
kind.

ÒYouÕvegot something up your sleeve,Óhe roared. ÒIknow you have,
I know you have!Ó

Inspector Wessex looked at me significantly, but I could only shrug
my shoulders in reply; for in these moods Harley was as inscrutable as
the Sphinx.

However, he had his way, and Sir Howard hurriedly putting a car in
commission, we raced for the local station and just succeededin picking
up the express at Claybury.

Wessexwas rather silent throughout the journey, often glancing in my
friendÕsdirection, but Harley made no further reference to the casebey-
ond outlining the interview with Bramber, until, as we were parting at
the London terminus, Wessex to report to Scotland Yard and I to go to
HarleyÕs rooms:
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ÒHow long do you think it will take you to find that photographer,
Wessex?Ó he asked. ÒPiccadilly is a sufficient clue.Ó

ÒWell,Óreplied the Inspector, Ònothing can be done to-night, of course,
but I should think by mid-day tomorrow the matter should be settled.Ó

ÒRight,Ósaid Harley shortly. ÒMayI ask you to report the result to me,
Wessex?Ó

ÒI will report without fail.Ó
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Chapter3
ALI OF CAIRO

It was not until the evening of the following day that Harley rang me up,
and:

ÒIwant you to come round at once,Óhe said urgently. ÒTheDeepbrow
case is developing along lines which I confess I had anticipated, but
which are dramatic nevertheless.Ó

Knowing that Harley did not lightly make such an assertion, I put
aside the work upon which I was engaged and hurried around to Chan-
cery Lane. I found my friend, pipe in mouth, walking up and down his
smoke-laden study in a state which I knew to betoken suppressed excite-
ment, and:

ÒDid Wessex find your photographer?Ó I asked on entering.
ÒYes,Óhe replied. ÒAfirst-class man, as I had anticipated. As I had fur-

ther anticipated he did a number of copies of the picture for the foreign
gentlemanÑ about fifty, in fact!Ó

ÒFifty!Ó
ÒYes!Does the significance of that fact strike you?Óasked Harley, a

queer smile stealing across his tanned, clean-shaven face.
ÒIt is an extraordinary thing for even an ardent admirer to have so

many reproductions done of the same picture!Ó
ÒIt is! I will show you now what I found trodden into one of the foot-

prints where the struggle took place beside the car.Ó
Harley produced a piece of thick silk twine.
ÒWhat is it?Ó
ÒIt is a link, KnoxÑ a link to seek which I really went down to Deep-

brow.Ó He stared at me quizzically, but my answering look must have
been a blank one. ÒIt is part of the tassel of one of those red cloth caps
commonly called in England, a fez!Ó

He continued to stare at me and I to stare at the piece of silk; then:
ÒWhat is the next move?ÓI demanded. ÒYour new clue rather be-

wilders me.Ó
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ÒThenext move,Óhe said, Òisto retire to the adjoining room and make
ourselves look asmuch like a couple of Oriental commercial travellers as
our correctly British appearance will allow!Ó

ÒWhat!Ó I cried.
ÒThatÕsit!Ó laughed Harley. ÒIhave a perpetual tan, and I think I can

give you a temporary one which I keep in a bottle for the purpose.Ó
Twenty minutes later, then, having quitted HarleyÕschambers by a

back way opening into one of those old-world courts which abound in
this part of the metropolis, two quietly attired Easterngentlemen got into
a cab at the corner of Chancery Lane and proceeded in the direction of
Limehouse.

There are haunts in many parts of London whose very existenceis un-
suspected by all but the few; haunts unvisited by the tourist and even
unknown to the copy-hunting pressman. Into a quiet thoroughfare not
three minutesÕwalk from the busy life of West India Dock Road, Harley
led the way. Before a door sandwiched in between the entrance to a
Greek tobacconistÕsestablishment and a boarded shop-front, he paused
and turned to me.

ÒWhatever you see or hear,Ó he cautioned, Òexpressno surprise.
Above all, show no curiosity.Ó

He rang the bell beside the door, and almost immediately it was
opened by a Negress, grossly and repellently ugly.

Harley pattered something in what sounded like Arabic, whereat the
Negress displayed the utmost servility, ushering us into an ill-lighted
passagewith every evidence of respect.Following this passageto its ter-
mination, an inner door was opened, and a burst of discordant music
greeted us, together with a wave of tobacco smoke. We entered.

Despite my friendÕsparticular injunctions to the contrary I gave a start
of amazement.

We stood in the doorway of a fairly large apartment having a divan
round three of its sides. This divan was occupied by ten or a dozen men
of mixed nationalitiesÑArabs, Greeks, lascars,and others. They smoked
cigarettes for the most part and sipped Mokha from little cups. A girl
was performing a wriggling dance upon the square carpet occupying the
centre of the floor, accompanied by a Nubian boy who twanged upon a
guitar, and by most of the assembledcompany, who clapped their hands
to the music or droned a low, tuneless dirge.

Shortly after our entrance the performance terminated, and the girl re-
tired through a curtained doorway at the farther end of the room. Our
presence being now observed, suspicious glances were cast in our
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direction, and a very aged man, who sat smoking a narghli near the door
by which the girl had made her exit, gravely waved towards us the am-
ber mouthpiece which he held in his hand.

Harley walked straight acrossto him, I closeat his heels.The light of a
lamp which hung close by fell fully upon my friendÕsface; and, rising
from his seat, the old man greeted him with the dignified and graceful
salutation of the East. At his request we seated ourselves beside him,
and, while we all three smoked excellent Turkish cigarettes, Harley and
he conversed in a low tone. Suddenly, at some remark of my friendÕs,
our strange host rose to his feet, an angry frown contracting his heavy
eyebrows.

Silence fell upon the company.
In a loud and peremptory voice he called out something in Arabic.
Instantly I detected a fellow near the entrance door, and whom I had

not hitherto observed, slipping furtively into the shadow, with a view, as
I thought, to secret departure. He seemed to be deformed in some way
and had the most evil, pock-marked face I had ever beheld in my life.
Angrily, the majestic old man recalled him. Whereupon, with a sort of
animal snarl quite indescribable, the fellow plucked out a knife! Two
men who had been on the point of seizing him fell back, and:

ÒHold him!Ó shouted Harley, springing forwardÑ Òhold him! ItÕsAli
of Cairo!Ó

But Harley was too late. Turning, the strange and formidable-looking
Oriental ran like the wind! Ere hand could be raised to stay him he was
through the doorway!

ÒThatsettles it,Ósaid Harley grimly, as once more I found myself in a
cab beside him. ÒI was right; but heÕll forestall us!Ó

ÒWho will forestall us?Ó I asked in bewilderment.
ÒThebiggest villain in Europe, Asia, or Africa!Ó cried my companion.

ÒI have wasted precious time to-day. I might have known.Ó He
drummed irritably upon his knees.ÒTheplace we have just left is a sort
of club, you understand, Knox, and Hakim is the proprietor or host as
well as being an old gentleman of importance and authority in the
Moslem world. I told him of my suspicionsÑ which step I should have
taken earlierÑ and they were instantly confirmed. My man was
thereÑrecognized meÑ and bolted! HeÕll forestall us.Ó

ÒButmy dear fellow,Ó I said patientlyÑ Òwho is this man, and what
has he to do with the Deepbrow case?Ó
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ÒHe is the blackest scoundrel breathing!Ó answered Harley bitterly.
ÒAsto what he has to do with the caseÑ why did he bolt? At any rate, I
know where to find him nowÑ and we may not be too late after all.Ó

ÒBut who and what is this man?Ó
ÒHe is Ali of Cairo! As to what he isÑ you will soon learn.Ó
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Chapter4
THE HOUSE BY THE RIVER

On quitting the singular Oriental club, Harley had first raced off to a
public telephone, where he had spoken for some timeÑ as I now di-
vinedÑ to Scotland Yard. For when we presently arrived at the
headquarters of the Metropolitan Police, I was surprised to find Inspect-
or Wessex awaiting us. Leaning out of the cab window:

ÒYes?Ó called Harley excitedly. ÒWas I right?Ó
ÒYouwere, Mr. Harley,Ó answered Wessex,who seemedto be no less

excited than my companion. ÒI got the manÕs reply an hour ago.Ó
ÒIknew it!Ósaid Harley shortly. ÒGetin, Wessex;we havenÕta minute

to waste.Ó
The Inspector joined us in the cab, having first given instructions to the

chauffeur. As we set out once more:
ÒYouhave had very little time to make the necessaryarrangements,Ó

continued my friend.
ÒTime enough,Ó replied Wessex. ÒThey will not be expecting us.Ó
ÒIÕmnot so sure of it. One of the biggest villains in the civilized world

recognized me three minutes before I called you up and then made good
his escape. However, there is at least a fighting chance.Ó

Little more was said from that moment until the end of the drive, both
my companions seeming to be consumed by an intense eagerness to
reach our destination. At last the cab drew up in a deserted street. I had
rather lost my bearings; but I knew that we were once more somewhere
in the Chinatown area, and:

ÒFollow us until we get into the house,ÓHarley said to Inspector Wes-
sex,Òandwait out of sight. If you hear me blow this whistle, bring up the
men you have postedÑ as quick as you like! But make it your particular
business to see that no one gets out!Ó

Into a pitch-dark yard we turned, and I felt a shudder of apprehension
upon observing that it was the entrance to a wharf. Dully gleaming in
the moonlight, the Thames, that grave of many a ghastly secret, flowed
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beneath us. Emerging from the shadow of the archway, we paused be-
fore a door in the wall on our left.

At that moment something gleamed through the air, whizzed past my
ear, and fell with a metallic jingle on the stones!

Instinctively we both looked up.
At an unlighted window on the first floor I caught a fleeting glimpse

of a dark face.
ÒYou were right!Ó I said. ÒAli of Cairo has forestalled us!Ó
Harley stooped and picked up a knife with a broad and very curious

blade. He slipped it into his pocket, nonchalantly.
ÒAll evidence!Óhe said. ÒKeepin the shadow and bend down. I am go-

ing to stand on your shoulders and get into that window!Ó
Wondering at his daring, I nevertheless obeyed; and Harley suc-

ceeded,although not without difficulty, in achieving his purpose. A mo-
ment after he had disappeared in the blackness of the room above.

ÒStand clear, Knox!Ó I heard.
Two of the cushion seats sometimes called Òpoof-ottomansÓwere

thrown down, and:
ÒUp you come!Ó called Harley. ÒIÕllgrasp your hands if you can

reach.Ó
It proved no easytask, but I finally managed to scramble up beside my

friendÑ to find myself in a dark and stuffy little room.
ÒThis way!Ó said Harley rapidlyÑ Òupstairs.Ó
He led the way without more ado, but it was with serious misgivings

that I stumbled up a darkened stair in the rear of my greatly daring
friend.

A pistol cracked in the darknessÑ and my fez was no longer on my
head!

HarleyÕsrepeater answered, and we stumbled through a heavily cur-
tained door into a heated room, the air of which was laden with some
Eastern perfume. In the dim light from a silken-shaded lantern a figure
showed, momentarily, darting across the place before us.

Again HarleyÕs pistol spoke, but, as it seemed, ineffectively.
I had little enough opportunity to survey my surroundings; yet even

in those brief, breathlessmoments I saw enough of the place wherein we
stood to make me doubt the evidence of my senses!Outside, I knew, lay
a dingy wharf, amid a maze of mean streets; here was an opulently fur-
nished apartment with a strong Oriental note in the decorations!

Snatching an electric torch from his pocket, Harley leaped through a
doorway draped with rich Persian tapestry, and I came close on his
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heels. Outside was darkness. A strong draught met us; and, passing
along a carpeted corridor, we never halted until we cameto a room filled
with the weirdest odds and ends, apparently collected from every
quarter of the globe.

Crack!
A bullet flattened itself on the wall behind us!
ÒGood job he canÕt shoot straight!Ó rapped Harley.
The ray of the torch suddenly picked out the head and shoulders of a

man who was descending through a trap in the floor! Ere we had time to
shoot he was gone! I saw his brown fingers relax their holdÑ and a
bundle which he had evidently hoped to take with him was left lying
upon the floor.

Together we ran to the trap and looked down.
Slowly moving tidal water flowed darkly beneath us! For twenty

breathless seconds we watchedÑ but nothing showed upon the surface.
ÒI hope his swimming is no better than his shooting,Ó I said.
ÒIt can avail him little,Ó replied Harley grimly; Òariver-police boat is

waiting for anyone who tries to escapefrom that side of the house. We
are by no means alone in this affair, Knox. But, firstly, what have we
here!Ó He took up the bundle which the fugitive had deserted.
ÒSomethingincriminating when Ali of Cairo dared not stay to face it out!
He would never have deserted this place in the ordinary way. That fel-
low who was such a bad shot was left behind, when the news of our ap-
proach reached here, to make a desperate attempt to remove some piece
of evidence! IÕll swear to it. But we were too soon for him!Ó

All the time he was busily removing the pieces of sacking and scraps
of Oriental stuff with which the bundle was fastened; and finally he
drew out a dress-suit, together with the linen, collar, shoes,and under-
wearÑ a complete outfit, in factÑ and on top of the whole was a soft
gray felt hat!

Eagerly Harley searched the garments for some name of a maker by
which their owner might be identified. Presently, inside the lining of the
breast pocket, where such a mark is usually found, he discovered the la-
bel of a well-known West End firm.

ÒThepolice can confirm it, Knox!Óhe said, looking up, his faceslightly
flushed with triumph; Òbut I, personally, have no doubt!Ó

ÒYoumay have no doubt, Harley,Ó I retorted, Òbut I am full of doubt!
What is the significance of this discovery to which you seemto attach so
much importance?Ó
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ÒAt the moment,Óreplied my friend, Ònevermind; I still have hopesÑ
although they have grown somewhat slenderÑ of making a much more
important discovery.Ó

ÒWhy not permit the police to aid in the search?Ó
ÒThepolice are more useful in their present occupation,Óhe replied.

ÒWeare dealing with the most cunning knave produced by Eastor West,
and I donÕtmean to let him slip through my fingers if he is in this house!
Nevertheless, Knox, I am submitting you to rather an appalling risk, I
know; for our man is desperate,and if he is still in the place will prove as
dangerous as a cornered rat.Ó

ÒBut the man who dropped through the trap?Ó
ÒTheman who dropped through the trap,Ósaid Harley, Òwasnot Ali

of CairoÑ and it is Ali of Cairo for whom I am looking!Ó
ÒThe hunchback we saw to-night?Ó
Harley nodded, and having listened intently for a few moments, pro-

ceededagain to searchthe singular apartments of the abode. In eachwas
evidence of Oriental occupancy; indeed, some of the rooms possesseda
sort of Arabian Nights atmosphere. But no living creature was to be seen
or heard anywhere. It was while the two of us, having examined every
inch of wall, I should think, in the building, were standing staring rather
blankly at each other in the room with the lighted lantern, that I saw
HarleyÕs expression change.

ÒWhy,Óhe muttered, Òisthis one room illuminatedÑ and all the oth-
ers in darkness?Ó

Even then the significance of this circumstance was not apparent to
me. But Harley stared critically at an electric switch which was placed on
the immediate right of the door and then up at the silk-shaded lantern
which lighted the room. Crossing, he raised and lowered the switch rap-
idly, but the lamp continued to burn uninterruptedly!

ÒAh!Ó he saidÑ Òa good trick!Ó
Grasping the wooden block to which the switch was attached, he

turned it bodilyÑ and I saw that it was a masked knob; for in the next
moment he had pulled open the narrow section of wallÑ which proved
to be nothing less than a cunningly fitted door!

A small, dimly lighted apartment was revealed, the Oriental note still
predominant in its appointments, which, however, were few, and which
I scarcely paused to note. For lying upon a mattress in this place was a
pretty, fair-haired girl!

She lay on her side, having one white arm thrown out and resting
limply on the floor, and she seemedto be in a semi-consciouscondition,
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for although her fine eyeswere widely opened, they had a glassy, witless
look, and she was evidently unaware of our presence.

ÒLook at her pupils,Ó rapped Harley. ÒThey have drugged her with
bhang! Poor, pretty fool!Ó

ÒGood God!Ó I cried. ÒWho is this, Harley?Ó
ÒMolly Clayton!Óhe answered. ÒThankheaven we have saved one vic-

tim from Ali of Cairo.Ó
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Chapter5
THE HAREM AGENCY

Owing to the instrumentality of Paul Harley, the public never learned
that the awful riverside murder called by the Press in reference to the
victimÕsshaven skull Òthebarber atrocityÓ had any relation to the Deep-
brow case.It was physically impossible to identify the victim, and Har-
ley had his own reasonsfor concealing the truth. The house on the wharf
with its choice Oriental furniture was seized by the police; but, strange to
relate, no arrest was made in connection with this most gruesome out-
rage. The man who dropped through the trap had beenwounded by one
of HarleyÕsshots, and he sank for the last time under the very eyesof the
crew of the police cutter.

It was at a late hour on the night of this concluding tragedy that I
learned the amazing truth underlying the case.Wessexwas still at work
in the East End upon the hundred and one formalities which attached to
his office, and Harley and I sat in the study of my friendÕschambers in
Chancery Lane.

ÒYousee,ÓHarley was explaining. ÒIgot my first clue down at Deep-
brow. The tracks leading to the motor-car. They showedÑ to anyone not
hampered by a preconceived opinionÑ that the girl and Vane had not
gone on together (since the manÕsfootprints proved him to have been
running), but that shehad gone first and that he had run after her! Argu-
ments: (a) He heard the approach of the car; or (b) he heard her call for
help. In fact, it almost immediately becameevident to me that someone
elsehad met her at the end of the lane; probably someonewho expected
her, and whom she was going to meet when she, accidentally, en-
countered Vane! The captain was not attired for an elopement, and, more
significant still, he said he should stroll to the Deep Wood, and that was
where he did stroll to; for it borders the road at this point!

ÒIhad privately ascertained, from the postman, that Molly Clayton ac-
tually received a letter on that morning! This resolved my last doubt. She
was not going to meet Vane on the night of her disappearance.
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ÒThen whom?Ó
ÒTheold love! He who some months earlier had had over fifty seduct-

ive pictures of this undoubtedly pretty girl prepared for a purpose of his
own!Ó

ÒVane interfered?Ó
ÒWhen the girl saw that they meant to take her away, she no doubt

made a fuss! He ran to the rescue! They had not reckoned on his being
there, but these are clever villains, who leave no cluesÑ except for one
who has met them on their own ground!Ó

ÒOn their own ground! What do you mean, Harley? Who are these
people?Ó

ÒWellÑ where do you suppose those fifty photographs went?Ó
ÒI cannot conjecture!Ó
ÒThenI will tell you. The turmoil in the Easthas put wealth and power

into unscrupulous hands. But even before the war there were marts,
KnoxÑ open martsÑ at which a Negro girl might be purchased for
some 30 pounds, and a Circassian for anything from 250 pounds to 500
pounds! Ah! You stare! But I assure you it was so. Here is the point,
though: there were, and still are, private dealers! Those photographs
were circulated among the nouveaux riches of the East! They were em-
ployed in the same way that any other merchant employs a catalogue.
They reached the hands of many an opulent and abandoned ÔprofiteerÕ
of Damascus, StambulÑ where you will. MollyÕspicture would be one
of many. Remember that hundreds of pretty girls disappear from their
homesÑ taking the whole of the worldÑ every year. Clearly, English
beauty is popular at the moment! And,Ó he added bitterly, Òthearch-vil-
lain has escaped!Ó

ÒAli of Cairo!Ó I cried. ÒThen Ali of CairoÑÑÑÓ
ÒIs the biggest slave-dealer in the East!Ó
ÒGood God! HarleyÑ at last I understand!Ó
ÒIwas slow enough to understand it myself, Knox. But once the theory

presented itself I asked Wessex to get into immediate touch with the
valet he had already interviewed at Deepbrow. It was the result of his in-
quiry to which he referred when we met him at Scotland Yard to-night.
Captain Vane had a large mole on his shoulder and a girlÕsname, togeth-
er with a small device, tattooed on his forearmÑa freak of his Sandhurst
daysÑÑÑÓ

ÒThen Õthe man with the shaven skullÕÑÑÑÓ
ÒIsCaptain Ronald Vane! May he rest in peace.But I never shall until

the crook-back dealer in humanity has met his just deserts.Ó
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Part 5
THE WHITE HAT
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Chapter1
MAJOR JACK RAGSTAFF

ÒHallo! Innes,Ósaid Paul Harley as his secretary entered. ÒSomeoneis
making a devil of a row outside.Ó

ÒThisis the offender, Mr. Harley,Ósaid Innes, and handed my friend a
visiting card.

Glancing at the card, Harley read aloud:
ÒMajor J. E. P. Ragstaff, Cavalry Club.Ó
Meanwhile a loud harsh voice, which would have been audible in a

full gale, was roaring in the lobby.
ÒNonsense!ÓI could hear the Major shouting. ÒBalderdash! ThereÕs

more fuss than if I had asked for an interview with the Prime Minister.
Piffle! Balderdash!Ó

InnesÕs smile developed into a laugh, in which Harley joined, then:
ÒAdmit the Major,Ó he said.
Into the study where Harley and I had been seated quietly smoking,

there presently strode a very choleric Anglo-Indian. He wore a horsy
check suit and white spats, and his tie closely resembled a stock. In his
hand he carried a heavy malaccacane,gloves, and one of those tall, light-
gray hats commonly termed white. He was below medium height, slim
and wiry; his gait and the shape of his legs, his build, all proclaimed the
dragoon. His complexion was purple, and the large white teeth visible
beneath a bristling gray moustache added to the natural ferocity of his
appearance. Standing just within the doorway:

ÒMr. Paul Harley?Ó he shouted.
It was apparently an inquiry, but it sounded like a reprimand.
My friend, standing before the fireplace, his hands in his pockets and

his pipe in his mouth, nodded brusquely.
ÒI am Paul Harley,Ó he said. ÒWonÕt you sit down?Ó
Major Ragstaff, glancing angrily at Innes as the latter left the study,

tossed his stick and gloves on to a settee,and drawing up a chair seated
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himself stiffly upon it as though he were in a saddle. He stared straight
at Harley, and:

ÒYouare not the sort of person I expected, sir,Óhe declared. ÒMay I
ask if it is your custom to keep clients dancinÕon the mat and all thatÑ
on the blasted mat, sir?Ó

Harley suppressed a smile, and I hastily reached for my cigarette-case
which I had placed upon the mantelshelf.

ÒI am always naturally pleased to see clients, Major Ragstaff,Ósaid
Harley, Òbuta certain amount of routine is necessaryeven in civilian life.
You had not advised me of your visit, and it is contrary to my custom to
discuss business after five oÕclock.Ó

As Harley spoke the Major glared at him continuously, and then:
ÒIÕveseenyou in India!Ó he roared; Òdamme!IÕveseenyou in India!Ñ

and, yes! in Turkey! Ha! IÕvegot you now sir!Ó He sprang to his feet.
ÒYouÕre the Harley who was in Constantinople in 1912.Ó

ÒQuite true.Ó
ÒThen IÕve come to the wrong shop.Ó
ÒThat remains to be seen, Major.Ó
ÒBut I was told you were a private detective, and all that.Ó
ÒSoI am,Ósaid Harley quietly. ÒIn1912the Foreign Office was my cli-

ent. I am now at the service of anyone who cares to employ me.Ó
ÒHell!Ó said the Major.
He seemedto be temporarily stricken speechlessby the discovery that

a man who had acted for the British Government should be capable of
stooping to the work of a private inquiry agent. Staring all about the
room with a sort of na•ve wonderment, he drew out a big silk handker-
chief and loudly blew his nose,all the time eyeing Harley questioningly.
Replacing his handkerchief he directed his regard upon me, and:

ÒThisis my friend, Mr. Knox,Ósaid Harley; Òyou may state your case
before him without hesitation, unlessÑÑÑÓ

I rose to depart, but:
ÒSitdown, Mr. Knox! Sit down, sir!Ó shouted the Major. ÒI have no

dirty linen to wash, no skeletons in the cupboard or piffle of that kind. I
simply want something explained which I am too thick-headedÑ too
damned thick-headed, sirÑ to explain myself.Ó

He resumed his seat, and taking out his wallet extracted from it a
small newspaper cutting which he offered to Harley.

ÒRead that, Mr. Harley,Ó he directed. ÒRead it aloud.Ó
Harley read as follows:
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ÒBeforeMr. Smith, at Marlborough Street Police Court, John Edward
Bampton was charged with assaulting a well-known clubman in Bond
Streeton Wednesday evening. It was proved by the constable who made
the arrest that robbery had not been the motive of the assault, and Bamp-
ton confessedthat he bore no grudge against the assailed man, indeed,
that he had never seenhim before. He pleaded intoxication, and the po-
lice surgeon testified that although not actually intoxicated, his breath
had smelled strongly of liquor at the time of his arrest. BamptonÕsem-
ployers testified to a hitherto blamelesscharacter, and as the charge was
not pressed the man was dismissed with a caution.Ó

Having read the paragraph, Harley glanced at the Major with a
puzzled expression.

ÒThe point of this quite escapes me,Ó he confessed.
ÒIsthat so?Ósaid Major Ragstaff. ÒIsthat so, sir? Perhaps you will be

good enough to read this.Ó
From his wallet he took a second newspaper cutting, smaller than the

first, and gummed to a sheet of club notepaper. Harley took it and read
as follows:

ÒMr. De Lana, a well-known member of the Stock Exchange,who met
with a serious accident recently, is still in a precarious condition.Ó

The puzzled look on HarleyÕsface grew more acute, and the Major
watched him with an expression which I can only describe as one of
fierce enjoyment.

ÒYouÕrethinkinÕ IÕm a damned old fool, ainÕt you?Ó he shouted
suddenly.

ÒScarcelythat,Ósaid Harley, smiling slightly, Òbut the significance of
these paragraphs is not apparent, I must confess. The man Bampton
would not appear to be an interesting character, and since no great dam-
agehas beendone, his drunken frolic hardly comeswithin my sphere.Of
Mr. De Lana, of the Stock Exchange,I never heard, unless he happens to
be a member of the firm of De Lana and Day?Ó

ÒHeÕsnot a member of that firm, sir,Óshouted the Major. ÒHewas, up
to six oÕclock this eveninÕ.Ó

ÒWhat do you mean exactly?Óinquired Harley, and the tone of his
voice suggested that he was beginning to entertain doubts of the MajorÕs
sanity or sobriety; then:

ÒHeÕsdead!Ódeclared the latter. ÒDeadas the Begum of Bangalore! He
died at six oÕclock. IÕve just spoken to his widow on the telephone.Ó
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I suppose I must have been staring very hard at the speaker, and cer-
tainly Harley was doing so, for suddenly directing his fierce gaze toward
me:

ÒYouÕrecompletely treed, sir, and soÕsyour friend!Ó shouted Major
Ragstaff.

ÒI confess it,Ó replied Harley quietly; Òandsince my time is of some
little value I would suggest,without disrespect, that you explain the con-
nection, if any, between yourself, the drunken Bampton, and Mr. De
Lana, of the Stock Exchange,who died, you inform us, at six oÕclockthis
evening as the result, presumably, of injuries received in an accident.Ó

ÒThatÕswhat IÕmhere for!Ó cried Major Ragstaff. ÒIn the first place,
then, I am the party, although I saw to it that my name was kept out of
print, whom the drunken lunatic assaulted.Ó

Harley, pipe in hand, stared at the speaker perplexedly.
ÒUnderstand me,Ócontinued the Major, ÒI am the personÑ I, Jack

RagstaffÑ he assaulted. I was walkinÕdown from my quarters in Mad-
dox Street on my way to dine at the club, sameas I do every night oÕmy
life, when this flaminÕidiot sprang upon me, grabbed my hatÓÑ he took
up his white hat to illustrate what had occurredÑ Ònotthis one, but one
like itÑ pitched it on the ground and jumped on it!Ó

Harley was quite unable to concealhis smiles as the excited old soldier
dropped his conspicuous head-gear on the floor and indulged in a vigor-
ous pantomime designed to illustrate his statement.

ÒMost extraordinary,Ó said Harley. ÒWhat did you do?Ó
ÒWhat did I do?Óroared the Major. ÒI gave him a crack on the head

with my cane, and I said things to him which couldnÕtbe repeated in
court. I punched him, and likewise hoofed him, but the hat was com-
pletely done in. Damn crowd collected, hearinÕme swearinÕand bellow-
inÕ.Police and all that; names anÕaddressesand all that balderdash. Man
lugged away to guard-room and me turninÕup at the club with no hat.
Damn ridiculous spectacle at my time of life.Ó

ÒQuiteso,Ósaid Harley soothingly; ÒIappreciate your annoyance, but
I am utterly at a loss to understand why you have come here, and what
all this has to do with Mr. De Lana, of the Stock Exchange.Ó

ÒHe fell out of the window!Ó shouted the Major.
ÒFell out of a window?Ó
ÒOut of a window, sir, a second floor window ten yards up a side

street! Pitched on his skullÑ marvel he wasnÕt killed outright!Ó
A faint expression of interest began to creep into HarleyÕs glance, and:
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ÒIunderstand you to mean, Major Ragstaff,Óhe said deliberately, Òthat
while your struggle with the drunken man was in progress Mr. De Lana
fell out of a neighbouring window into the street?Ó

ÒRight!Ó shouted the Major. ÒRight, sir!Ó
ÒDo you know this Mr. De Lana?Ó
ÒNever heard of him in my life until the accident occurred. Seemsto

me the poor devil leaned out to see the fun and overbalanced. Felt re-
sponsible, only natural, and made inquiries. He died at six oÕclockthis
eveninÕ, sir.Ó

ÒHÕm,Ósaid Harley reflectively. ÒI still fail to see where I come in.
From what window did he fall?Ó

ÒWindow above a sort of teashop, called Cafe DameÑ damn silly
name. Place on a corner. DonÕt know name of side street.Ó

ÒHÕm. You donÕt think he was pushed out, for instance?Ó
ÒCertainly not!Ó shouted the Major; Òhejust fell out, but the point is,

heÕs dead!Ó
ÒMy dear sir,Ósaid Harley patiently, ÒI donÕtdispute that point; but

what on earth do you want of me?Ó
ÒIdonÕtknow what I want!Ó roared the Major, beginning to walk up

and down the room, Òbut I know I ainÕtsatisfied, not easy in my mind,
sir. I wake up of a night hearinÕthe poor devilÕsyell as he crashed on the
pavement. ThatÕsall wrong. IÕveheard hundreds of death-yells, butÓÑ
he took up his malacca cane and beat it loudly on the tableÑ ÒIhavenÕt
woke up of a night dreaminÕ I heard Õem again.Ó

ÒIn a word, you suspect foul play?Ó
ÒI donÕtsuspect anything!Ó cried the other excitedly, Òbut someone

mentioned your name to me at the clubÑ said you could see through
concrete, and all thatÑ and here I am. ThereÕssomething wrong, radic-
ally wrong. Find out what it is and send the bill to me. Then perhaps IÕll
be able to sleep in peace.Ó

He paused, and again taking out the large silk handkerchief blew his
nose loudly. Harley glanced at me in rather an odd way, and then:

ÒTherewill be no bill, Major Ragstaff,Óhe said; Òbut if I can see any
possible line of inquiry I will pursue it and report the result to you.Ó
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Chapter2
A CURIOUS OUTRAGE

ÒWhatdo you make of it, Harley?ÓI asked. Paul Harley returned a work
of reference to its shelf and stood staring absently across the study.

ÒOur late visitorÕshistory does not help us much,Ó he replied. ÒA
somewhat distinguished army career, and so forth, and his only daugh-
ter, Sybil Margaret, married the fifth Marquis of Ireton. Sheis, therefore,
the noted society beauty, the Marchioness of Ireton. Does this suggest
anything to your mind?Ó

ÒNothing whatever,Ó I said blankly.
ÒNor to mine,Ó murmured Harley.
The telephone bell rang.
ÒHallo!Ócalled Harley. ÒYes.That you, Wessex?Have you got the ad-

dress? Good. No, I shall remember it. Many thanks. Good-bye.Ó
He turned to me.
ÒIsuggest,Knox,Óhe said, Òthatwe make our call and then proceed to

dinner as arranged.Ó
Since I was always glad of an opportunity of studying my friendÕs

methods I immediately agreed, and ere long, leaving the lights of the
two big hotels behind, our cab was gliding down the long slope which
leads to Waterloo Station. Thence through crowded, slummish high-
roads we made our way via Lambeth to that dismal thoroughfare, West-
minster Bridge Road, with its forbidding, often windowless, houses,and
its peculiar air of desolation.

The house for which we were bound was situated at no great distance
from Kensington Park, and telling the cabman to wait, Harley and I
walked up a narrow, paved path, mounted a flight of steps,and rang the
bell beside a somewhat time-worn door, above which was an old-fash-
ioned fanlight dimly illuminated from within.

A considerable interval elapsed before the door was opened by a mar-
vellously untidy servant girl who had apparently been interrupted in the
act of black-leading her face. Partly opening the door, she stared at us
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agape, pushing back wisps of hair from her eyes and with every move-
ment daubing more of some mysterious black substance upon her
countenance.

ÒIs Mr. Bampton in?Ó asked Harley.
ÒYus, just come in. IÕm cookinÕ his supper.Ó
ÒTell him that two friends of his have called on rather important

business.Ó
ÒAll right,Ó said the black-faced one. ÒWhat name is it?Ó
ÒNo name. Just say two friends of his.Ó
Treating us to a long, vacant stare and leaving us standing on the step,

the maid (in whose hand I perceived a greasy fork) shuffled along the
passageand began to mount the stairs. An unmistakable odour of frying
sausagesnow reached my nostrils. Harley glanced at me quizzically, but
said nothing until the Cinderella came stumbling downstairs again.
Without returning to where we stood:

ÒGo up,Ó she directed. ÒSecond floor, front. Shut the door, one of yer.Ó
She disappeared into gloomy depths below as Harley and I, closing

the door behind us, proceeded to avail ourselves of the invitation. There
was very little light on the staircase,but we managed to find our way to
a poorly furnished bed-sitting-room where a small table was spread for a
meal. Beside the table, in a chintz-covered arm-chair, a thick-set young
man was seatedsmoking a cigarette and having a copy of the Daily Tele-
graph upon his knees.

He was a very typical lower middle-class, nothing-in-particular young
man, but there was a certain truculence indicated by his square jaw, and
that sort of self-possession which sometimes accompanies physical
strength was evidenced in his manner as, tossing the paper aside, he
stood up.

ÒGood evening, Mr. Bampton,Ó said Harley genially. ÒI take itÓÑ
pointing to the newspaperÑ Òthat you are looking for a new job?Ó

Bampton stared, a suspicion of anger in his eyes, then, meeting the
amused glance of my friend, he broke into a smile very pleasing and hu-
morous. He was a fresh-coloured young fellow with hair inclined to red-
ness, and smiling he looked very boyish indeed.

ÒI have no idea who you are,Óhe said, speaking with a faint north-
country accent, Òbut you evidently know who I am and what has
happened to me.Ó

ÒGot the boot?Ó asked Harley confidentially.
Bampton, tossing the end of his cigarette into the grate, nodded

grimly.
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ÒYouhavenÕttold me your name,Óhe said, Òbut I think I can tell you
your business.ÓHe ceasedsmiling. ÒNow look here, I donÕtwant any
more publicity. If you think you are going to make a funny newspaper
story out of me change your mind as quick as you like. IÕllnever get an-
other job in London as it is. If you drag me any further into the limelight
IÕll never get another job in England.Ó

ÒMy dear fellow,Ó replied Harley soothingly, at the sametime extend-
ing his cigarette-case,Òyoumisapprehend the object of my call. I am not
a reporter.Ó

ÒWhat!Ósaid Bampton, pausing in the act of taking a cigarette, Òthen
what the devil are you?Ó

ÒMy name is Paul Harley, and I am a criminal investigator.Ó
He spoke the words deliberately, having his eyes fixed upon the oth-

erÕsface;but although Bampton was palpably startled there was no trace
of fear in his straightforward glance. He took a cigarette from the case,
and:

ÒThanks,Mr. Harley,Ó he said. ÒI cannot imagine what business has
brought you here.Ó

ÒIhave come to ask you two questions,Ówas the reply. ÒNumber one:
Who paid you to smash Major RagstaffÕswhite hat? Number two: How
much did he pay you?Ó

To these questions I listened in amazement, and my amazement was
evidently shared by Bampton. He had been in the act of lighting his ci-
garette, but he allowed the match to burn down nearly to his fingers and
then dropped it with a muttered exclamation in the fire. Finally:

ÒIdonÕtknow how you found out,Óhe said, Òbutyou evidently know
the truth. Provided you assure me that you are not out to make a silly-
season newspaper story, IÕll tell you all I know.Ó

Harley laid his card on the table, and:
ÒUnlessthe ends of justice demand it,Ó he said, ÒIgive you my word

that anything you care to say will go no further. You may speak freely
before my friend, Mr. Knox. Simply tell me in as few words as possible
what led you to court arrest in that manner.Ó

ÒRight,Óreplied Bampton, ÒIwill.Ó He half closed his eyes,reflectively.
ÒIwas having tea in the LyonsÕcafe, to which I always go, last Monday
afternoon about four oÕclock,when a man sat down facing me and got
into conversation.Ó

ÒDescribe him!Ó
ÒHewas a man rather above medium height. I should say about my

own build; dark, going gray. He had a neat moustache and a short beard,
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and the look of a man who had travelled a lot. His skin was very tanned,
almost as deeply as yours, Mr. Harley. Not at all the sort of chap that
goes in there as a rule. After a while he made an extraordinary proposal.
At first I thought he was joking, then when I grasped the idea that he
was serious I concluded he was mad. He asked me how much a year I
earned, and I told him Peters and Peters paid me 150 pounds. He said:
ÕIÕll give you a yearÕs salary to knock a manÕs hat off!ÕÓ

As Bampton spoke the words he glanced at us with twinkling eyes,
but although for my own part I was merely amused, HarleyÕsexpression
had grown very stern.

ÒOfcourse, I laughed,Ócontinued Bampton, Òbutwhen the man drew
out a fat wallet and counted ten five-pound notes on the table I began to
think seriously about his proposal. Even supposing he was cracked, it
was absolutely money for nothing.

ÒÔOfcourse,Õhe said, ÕyouÕlllose your job and you may be arrested,
but youÕllsay that you had been out with a few friends and were a little
excited, also that you never could stand white hats. Stick to that story
and the balance of a hundred pounds will reach you on the following
morning.Õ

ÒI asked him for further particulars, and I asked him why he had
picked me for the job. He replied that he had been looking for some time
for the right man; a man who was strong enough physically to accom-
plish the thing, and someoneÓÑBamptonÕseyestwinkled againÑ Òwith
a dash of the devil in him, but at the same time a man who could be re-
lied upon to stick to his guns and not to give the game away.

ÒYouasked me to be brief, and IÕlltry to be. The man in the white hat
was described to me, and the exact time and place of the meeting. I just
had to grab his white hat, smash it, and face the music. I agreed. I donÕt
deny that I had a couple of stiff drinks before I set out, but the memory
of that fifty pounds locked up here in my room and the further hundred
promised, bucked me up wonderfully. It was impossible to mistake my
man; I could seehim coming toward me as I waited just outside a sort of
little restaurant called the Cafe Dame. As arranged, I bumped into him,
grabbed his hat and jumped on it.Ó

He paused, raising his hand to his head reminiscently.
ÒMy man was a bit of a scrapper,Óhe continued, Òandhe played hell.

IÕvenever heard such language in my life, and the way he laid about me
with his cane is something I am not likely to forget in a hurry. A crowd
gathered, naturally, and (also naturally) I was Ôpinched.ÕThat didnÕtmat-
ter much. I got off lightly; and although IÕvebeen dismissed by Peters
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and Peters,twenty crisp fivers are locked in my trunk there, with the ten
which I received in the City.Ó

Harley checked him, and:
ÒMay I see the envelope in which they arrived?Ó he asked.
ÒSorry,Óreplied Bampton, Òbut I burned it. I thought it was playing

the game to do so. It wouldnÕt have helped you much, though,Ó he ad-
ded; ÒIt was an ordinary common envelope, posted in the City, address
typewritten, and not a line enclosed.Ó

ÒRegistered?Ó
ÒNo.Ó
Bampton stood looking at us with a curious expression on his face,

and suddenly:
ÒThereÕsone point,Ó he said, Òonwhich my conscienceisnÕteasy.You

know about that poor devil who fell out of a window? Well, it would
never have happened if I hadnÕtkicked up a row in the street. ThereÕsno
doubt he was leaning out to seewhat the disturbance was about when
the accident occurred.Ó

ÒDid you actually see him fall?Ó asked Harley.
ÒNo.He fell from a window several yards behind me in the side street,

but I heard him cry out, and as I was lugged off by the police I heard the
bell of the ambulance which came to fetch him.Ó

He paused again and stood rubbing his head ruefully.
ÒHÕm,Ósaid Harley; Òwas there anything particularly remarkable

about this man in the LyonsÕ cafe?Ó
Bampton reflected silently for some moments, and then:
ÒNothing much,Óhe confessed.ÒHewas evidently a gentleman, wore

a blue top-coat, a dark tweed suit, and what looked like a regimental tie,
but I didnÕtseemuch of the colours. He was very tanned, as I have said,
even to the backs of his handsÑ and oh, yes! there was one point: He
had a gold-covered tooth.Ó

ÒWhich tooth?Ó
ÒIcanÕtremember, except that it was on the left side, and I always no-

ticed it when he smiled.Ó
ÒDid he wear any ring or pin which you would recognize?Ó
ÒNo.Ó
ÒHad he any oddity of speech or voice?Ó
ÒNo.Justa heavy, drawling manner. He spoke like thousands of other

cultured Englishmen. But wait a minuteÑ yes! There was one other
point. Now I come to think of it, his eyes very slightly slanted upward.Ó

Harley stared.
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ÒLike a ChinamanÕs?Ó
ÒOh, nothing so marked as that. But the same sort of formation.Ó
Harley nodded briskly and buttoned up his overcoat.
ÒThanks, Mr. Bampton,Ó he said; Òwe will detain you no longer!Ó
As we descended the stairs, where the smell of frying sausageshad

given place to that of something burningÑ probably the sausages:
ÒIwas half inclined to think that Major RagstaffÕsideas were traceable

to a former touch of the sun,Ósaid Harley. ÒIbegin to believe that he has
put us on the track of a highly unusual crime. I am sorry to delay dinner,
Knox, but I propose to call at the Cafe Dame.Ó
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Chapter3
A CRIMINAL GENIUS

On entering the doorway of the Cafe Dame we found ourselves in a nar-
row passage.In front of us was a carpeted stair, and to the right a glass-
panelled door communicating with a discreetly lighted little dining room
which seemedto be well patronized. Opening the door Harley beckoned
to a waiter, and:

ÒI wish to see the proprietor,Ó he said.
ÒMr. Meyer is engaged at the moment, sir,Ó was the reply.
ÒWhere is he?Ó
ÒIn his office upstairs, sir. He will be down in a moment.Ó
The waiter hurried away, and Harley stood glancing up the stairs as if

in doubt what to do.
ÒIcannot imagine how such a place can pay,Óhe muttered. ÒTherent

must be enormous in this district.Ó
But even before he ceasedspeaking I becameaware of an excited con-

versation which was taking place in some apartment above.
ÒItÕsscandalous!ÓI heard, in a womanÕsshrill voice. ÒYou have no

right to keep it! ItÕsnot your property, and IÕmhere to demand that you
give it up.Ó

A manÕsvoice replied in voluble broken English, but I could only dis-
tinguish a word here and there. I saw that Harley was interested, for
catching my questioning glance, he raised his finger to his lips enjoining
me to be silent.

ÒOh, thatÕsthe game, is it?Ó continued the female voice. ÒOf course
you know itÕs blackmail?Ó

A flow of unintelligible words answered this speech, then:
ÒI shall come back with someone,Ócried the invisible woman, Òwho

will make you give it up!Ó
ÒKnox,Ówhispered Harley in my ear, Òwhen that woman comes

down, follow her! IÕmafraid you will bungle the business, and I would
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not ask you to attempt it if big things were not at stake. Return here; I
shall wait.Ó

As a matter of fact, his sudden request had positively astounded me,
but ere I had time for any reply a door suddenly banged open above and
a respectable-looking woman, who might have been some kind of upper
servant, came quickly down the stairs. An expression of intense indigna-
tion rested upon her face, and without seeming to notice our presence
she brushed past us and went out into the street.

ÒOff you go, Knox!Ó said Harley.
Seeing myself committed to an unpleasant business, I slipped out of

the doorway and detected the woman five or six yards away hurrying in
the direction of Piccadilly. I had no difficulty in following her, for she
was evidently unsuspicious of my presence, and when presently she
mounted a westward-bound ÕbusI did likewise, but while she got inside
I went on top, and occupied a seat on the near side whence I could ob-
serve anyone leaving the vehicle.

If I had not known Paul Harley so well I should have counted the
whole businessa ridiculous farce, but recognizing that something under-
lay these seemingly trivial and disconnected episodes, I lighted a cigar-
ette and resigned myself to circumstance.

At Hyde Park Corner I saw the woman descending, and when
presently she walked up Hamilton PlaceI was not far behind her. At the
door of an imposing mansion she stopped, and in response to a ring of
the bell the door was opened by a footman, and the woman hurried in.
Evidently she was an inmate of the establishment; and conceiving that
my duty was done when I had noted the number of the house, I retraced
my steps to the corner; and, hailing a taxicab, returned to the Cafe Dame.

On inquiring of the same waiter whom Harley had accostedwhether
my friend was there:

ÒI think a gentleman is upstairs with Mr. Meyer,Ó said the man.
ÒIn his office?Ó
ÒYes, sir.Ó
Thereupon I mounted the stairs and before a half-open door paused.

HarleyÕs voice was audible within, and therefore I knocked and entered.
I discovered Harley standing by an American desk. Besidehim in a re-

volving chair which, with the desk, constituted the principal furniture of
a tiny office, sat a man in a dress-suit which had palpably not beenmade
for him. He had a sullen and suspiciously Teutonic cast of countenance,
and he was engaged in a voluble but hardly intelligible speech as I
entered.
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ÒHa, Knox!Ó said Harley, glancing over his shoulder, Òdid you
manage?Ó

ÒYes,Ó I replied.
Harley nodded shortly and turned again to the man in the chair.
ÒIam sorry to give you so much trouble, Mr. Meyer,Óhe said, Òbut I

should like my friend here to see the room above.Ó
At this moment my attention was attracted by a singular object which

lay upon the desk amongst a litter of bills and accounts.This was a piece
of rusty iron bar somewhat lessthan three feet in length, and which once
had been painted green.

ÒYouare looking at this tragic fragment, Knox,Ósaid Harley, taking up
the bar. ÒOf courseÓÑ he shrugged his shouldersÑ Òit explains the
whole unfortunate occurrence. You seethere was a flaw in the metal at
this end, hereÓÑ he indicated the spotÑ Òandthe other end had evid-
ently worn loose in its socket.Ó

ÒBut I donÕt understand.Ó
ÒItwill all be made clear at the inquest, no doubt. A most unfortunate

thing for you, Mr. Meyer.Ó
ÒMostunfortunate,Ó declared the proprietor of the restaurant, extend-

ing his thick hands pathetically. ÒMost ruinous to my business.Ó
ÒWe will go upstairs now,Ó said Harley. ÒYou will kindly lead the

way, Mr. Meyer, and the whole thing will be quite clear to you, Knox.Ó
As the proprietor walked out of the office and upstairs to the second

floor Harley whispered in my ear:
ÒWhere did she go?Ó
ÒNo.ÑÑÑ Hamilton Place,Ó I replied in an undertone.
ÒGoodGod!Ómuttered my friend, and clutched my arm so tightly that

I winced. ÒGoodGod! The master touch, Knox! This crime was the work
of a geniusÑ of a genius with slightly, very slightly, oblique eyes.Ó

Opening a door on the second landing, Mr. Meyer admitted us to a
small supper-room. Its furniture consisted of a round dining table, sever-
al chairs, a couch, and very little else. I observed, however, that the fur-
niture, carpet, and a few other appointments were of a character much
more elegant than those of the public room below. A window which
overlooked the street was open, so that the plush curtains which had
been drawn aside moved slightly to and fro in the draught.

ÒThe window of the tragedy, Knox,Ó explained Harley.
He crossed the room.
ÒIf you will stand here beside me you will see the gap in the railing

caused by the breaking away of the fragment which now lies on Mr.
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MeyerÕsdesk. Somefew yards to the left in the street below is where the
assault took place, of which we have heard, and the unfortunate Mr. De
Lana, who was dining here aloneÑ an eccentric custom of hisÑ natur-
ally ran to the window upon hearing the disturbance and leaned out,
supporting his weight upon the railing. The rail collapsed, andÑwe
know the rest.Ó

ÒIt will ruin me,Ó groaned Meyer; Òit will give bad repute to my
establishment.Ó

ÒIfear it will,Ó agreed Harley sympathetically, Òunlesswe can manage
to clear up one or two little difficulties which I have observed. For in-
stanceÓÑ he tapped the proprietor on the shoulder confidentially Ñ
Òhaveyou any idea, any hazy idea, of the identity of the woman who
was dining here with Mr. De Lana on Wednesday night?Ó

The effect of this simple inquiry upon the proprietor was phenomenal.
His fat yellow face assumed a sort of leaden hue, and his already prom-
inent eyes protruded abnormally. He licked his lips.

ÒItell youÑ already I tell you,Óhe muttered, ÒthatMr. De Lana he en-
gage this room every Wednesday and sometimes also Friday, and dine
here by himself.Ó

ÒAnd I tell you,Ó said Harley sweetly, Òthat you are an inspired liar.
You smuggled her out by the side entrance after the accident.Ó

ÒThe side entrance?Ó muttered Meyer. ÒThe side entrance?Ó
ÒExactly;the side entrance. There is something else which I must ask

you to tell me. Who had engaged this room on Tuesday night, the night
before the accident?Ó

The proprietorÕs expression remained uncomprehending, and:
ÒA gentleman,Ó he said. ÒI never see him before.Ó
ÒAnother solitary diner?Ó suggested Harley.
ÒYes,he is alone all the evening waiting for a friend who does not

arrive.Ó
ÒAh,Ómused HarleyÑ Òaloneall the evening, was he? And his friend

disappointed him. May I suggest that he was a dark man? Gray at the
temples, having a dark beard and moustache, and a very tanned face?
His eyes slanted slightly upward?Ó

ÒYes!yes!Ócried Meyer, and his astonishment was patently unfeigned.
ÒIt is a friend of yours?Ó

ÒA friend of mine, yes,Ósaid Harley absently, but his expression was
very grim. ÒWhat time did he finally leave?Ó

ÒHewaited until after eleven oÕclock.The dinner is spoilt. He pays, but
does not complain.Ó
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ÒNo,Ósaid Harley musingly, Òhehad nothing to complain about. One
more question, my friend. When the lady escapedhurriedly on Wednes-
day night, what was it that she left behind and what price are you trying
to extort from her for returning it?Ó

At that the man collapsed entirely.
ÒAh, Gott!Ó he cried, and raised his hand to his clammy forehead.

ÒYouwill ruin me. I am a ruined man. I donÕttry to extort anything. I
run an honest businessÑÑÑÓ

ÒAnd one of the most profitable in the world,Ó added Harley, Òsince
the days of Thais to our own. Even at Bond Street rentals I assumethat a
house of assignation is a golden enterprise.Ó

ÒAh!Ógroaned Meyer, ÒIam ruined, so what does it matter? I tell you
everything. I know Mr. De Lana who engagesmy room regularly, but I
donÕtknow who the lady is who meets him here. No! I swear it! But al-
ways it is the samelady. When he falls I am downstairs in my office, and
I hear him cry out. The lady comes running from the room and begs of
me to get her away without being seenand to keep all mention of her out
of the matter.Ó

ÒWhat did she pay you?Ó asked Harley.
ÒPayme?Ómuttered Meyer, pulled up thus shortly in the midst of his

statement.
ÒPay you. Exactly. DonÕt argue; answer.Ó
The man delivered himself of a guttural, choking sound, and finally:
ÒShe promised one hundred pounds,Ó he confessed hoarsely.
ÒButyou surely did not accept a mere promise? Out with it. What did

she give you?Ó
ÒA ring,Ó came the confession at last.
ÒA ring. I see.I will take it with me if you donÕtmind. And now, fi-

nally, what was it that she left behind?Ó
ÒAh, Gott!Ó moaned the man, dropping into a chair and resting his

arms upon the table. ÒIt is all a great panic, you see.I hurry her out by
the back stair from this landing and she forgets her bag.Ó

ÒHer bag? Good.Ó
ÒThenI clear away the remains of dinner so I can say Mr. De Lana is

dining alone. It is as much my interest as the ladyÕs.Ó
ÒOfcourse! I quite understand. I will trouble you no more, Mr. Meyer,

except to step into your office and to relieve you of that incriminating
evidence, the ladyÕs bag and her ring.Ó
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Chapter4
THE SLANTING EYES

ÒDo you understand, Knox?Ó said Harley as the cab bore us toward
Hamilton Place. ÒDo you grasp the details of this cunning scheme?Ó

ÒOn the contrary,Ó I replied, ÒI am hopelessly at sea.Ó
Nevertheless, I had forgotten that I was hungry in the excitement

which now claimed me. For although the thread upon which theseseem-
ingly disconnected things hung was invisible to me, I recognized that
Bampton, the city clerk, the bearded stranger who had made so singular
a proposition to him, the white-hatted major, the dead stockbroker, and
the mysterious woman whose presencein the casethe clear sight of Har-
ley had promptly detected, all were linked together by some subtle
chain. I was convinced, too, that my friend held at least one end of that
chain in his grip.

ÒInorder to prepare your mind for the interview which I hope to ob-
tain this evening,Ócontinued Harley, Òletme enlighten you upon one or
two points which may seemobscure. In the first place you recognize that
anyone leaning out of the window on the second floor would almost
automatically rest his weight upon the iron bar which was placed there
for that very purpose, since the ledge is unusually low?Ó

ÒQuite,ÓI replied, Òandit also follows that if the bar gave way anyone
thus leaning on it would be pitched into the street.Ó

ÒYour reasoning is correct.Ó
ÒBut,my dear fellow,Ó said I, Òhow could such an accident have been

foreseen?Ó
ÒYouspeak of an accident. This was no accident! One end of the bar

had been filed completely through, although the file marks had been
carefully concealed with rust and dirt; and the other end had been
wrenched out from its socket and then replaced in such a way that any-
one leaning upon the bar could not fail to be precipitated into the street!Ó

ÒGood heavens! Then you meanÑÑÑÓ
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ÒI mean, Knox, that the man who occupied the supper room on the
night before the tragedyÑ the dark man, tanned and bearded, with
slightly oblique eyesÑÐ spent his time in filing through that barÑ in
short, in preparing a death trap!Ó

I was almost dumbfounded.
ÒBut,Harley,Ó I said, Òassumingthat he knew his victim would be the

next occupant of the room, how could he knowÑÑÑ?Ó
I stopped. Suddenly, as if a curtain had beenraised, the details of what

I now perceived to be a fiendishly cunning murder were revealed to me.
ÒAccording to his own account, Knox,Óresumed Harley, ÒMajor Rag-

staff regularly passed along that street with military punctuality at the
same hour every night. You may take it for granted that the murderer
was well aware of this. As a matter of fact, I happen to know that he was.
We must also take it for granted that the murderer knew of these little
dinners for two which took place in the private room above the Cafe
Dame every WednesdayÑ and sometimes on Friday. Around the figure
of the methodical majorÑ with his conspicuous white hat as a sort of fo-
cusÑ was built up one of the most ingenious schemesof murder with
which I have ever come in contact. The victim literally killed himself.Ó

ÒBut, Harley, the victim might have ignored the disturbance.Ó
ÒThat is where I first detected the touch of genius, Knox. He recog-

nized the voice of one of the combatantsÑ or his companion did. Here
we are.Ó

The cab drew up before the house in Hamilton Place.We alighted, and
Harley pressed the bell. The same footman whom I had seen admit the
woman opened the door.

ÒIs Lady Ireton at home?Ó asked Harley.
As he uttered the name I literally held my breath. We had come to the

house of Major RagstaffÕsdaughter, the Marchioness of Ireton, one of so-
cietyÕsmost celebrated and beautiful hostesses!Ñ the wife of a peer
famed alike as sportsman, soldier, and scholar.

ÒI believe she is dining at home, sir,Ó said the man. ÒShall I inquire?Ó
ÒBegood enough to do so,Óreplied Harley, and gave him a card.

ÒInform her that I wish to return to her a handbag which she lost a few
days ago.Ó

The man ushered us into an anteroom opening off the lofty and rather
gloomy hall, and as the door closed:

ÒHarley,Ó I said in a stage whisper, Òam I to believeÑÑÑÓ
ÒCan you doubt it?Ó returned Harley with a grim smile.
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A few moments later we were shown into a charmingly intimate little
boudoir in which Lady Ireton was waiting to receive us. Shewas a strik-
ingly handsome brunette, but to-night her face, which normally, I think,
possessedrich colouring, was almost pallid, and there was a hunted look
in her dark eyeswhich made me wish to be anywhere rather than where
I found myself. Without preamble she rose and addressed Harley:

ÒI fail to understand your message,sir,Óshe said, and I admired the
imperious courage with which she faced him. ÒYou say you have re-
covered a handbag which I had lost?Ó

Harley bowed, and from the pocket of his greatcoat took out a silken-
tasselled bag.

ÒTheone which you left in the Cafe Dame, Lady Ireton,Ó he replied.
ÒHerealso I haveÓÑ from another pocket he drew out a diamond ringÑ
Òsomething which was extorted from you by the fellow Meyer.Ó

Without touching her recovered property, Lady Ireton sank slowly
down into the chair from which she had arisen, her gaze fixed as if hyp-
notically upon the speaker.

ÒMy friend, Mr. Knox, is aware of all the circumstances,Ócontinued
the latter, Òbut he is as anxious as I am to terminate this painful inter-
view. I surmise that what occurred on Wednesday night was thisÑ
(correct me if I am wrong): While dining with Mr. De Lana you heard
sounds of altercation in the street below. May I suggest that you recog-
nized one of the voices?Ó

Lady Ireton, still staring straight before her at Harley, inclined her
head in assent.

ÒI heard my fatherÕs voice,Ó she said hoarsely.
ÒQuiteso,Óhe continued. ÒIam aware that Major Ragstaff is your fath-

er.ÓHe turned to me: ÒDo you recognize the touch of genius at last?Ó
Then, again addressing Lady Ireton: ÒYou naturally suggested to your
companion that he should look out of the window in order to learn what
was taking place. The next thing you knew was that he had fallen into
the street below?Ó

Lady Ireton shuddered and raised her hands to her face.
ÒIt is retribution,Ó she whispered. ÒIhave brought this ruin upon my-

self. But he does not deserveÑÑÑÓ
Her voice faded into silence, and:
ÒYou refer to your husband, Lord Ireton?Ó said Harley.
Lady Ireton nodded, and again recovering power of speech:
ÒIt was to have been our last meeting,Ó she said, looking up at Harley.
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She shuddered, and her eyes blazed into sudden fierceness. Then,
clenching her hands, she looked aside.

ÒOh, God, the shame of this hour!Ó she whispered.
And I would have given much to have been spared the spectacle of

this proud, erring womanÕshumiliation. But Paul Harley was scientific-
ally remorseless. I could detect no pity in his glance.

ÒIwould give my life willingly to spare my husband the knowledge of
what has been,Ósaid Lady Ireton in a low, monotonous voice. ÒThree
times I sent my maid to Meyer to recover my bag, but he demanded a
price which even I could not pay. Now it is all discovered, and Harry
will know.Ó

ÒThat, I fear, is unavoidable, Lady Ireton,Ó declared Harley. ÒMay I
ask where Lord Ireton is at present?Ó

ÒHe is in Africa after big game.Ó
ÒHÕm,Ósaid Harley, ÒinAfrica, and after big game?I can offer you one

consolation, Lady Ireton. In his own interests Meyer will stick to his first
assertion that Mr. De Lana was dining alone.Ó

A strange, horribly pathetic look came into the womanÕs haunted eyes.
ÒYouÑyouÑare not acting forÑÑÑ?Ó she began.
ÒI am acting for no one,Óreplied Harley tersely. ÒUpon my friendÕs

discretion you may rely as upon my own.Ó
ÒThen why should he ever know?Ó she whispered.
ÒWhy, indeed,Ó murmured Harley, Òsince he is in Africa?Ó
As we descendedthe stair to the hall my friend paused and pointed to

a life-sized oil painting by LondonÕsmost fashionable portrait painter. It
was that of a man in the uniform of a Guards officer, a dark man, slightly
gray at the temples, his face very tanned as if by exposure to the sun.

ÒHaving had no occasion for disguise when the portrait was painted,Ó
said Harley, ÒLord Ireton appears here without the beard; and as he is
not represented smiling one cannot seethe gold tooth. But the painter, if
anything, has accentuated the slanting eyes. You see, the fourth mar-
quisÑ the present Lord IretonÕsfatherÑmarried one of the world-fam-
ous Yen Sun girls, daughters of the mandarin of that name by an Irish
wife. Hence, the eyes. And henceÑÑÑÓ

ÒBut, HarleyÑ it was murder!Ó
ÒNot within the meaning of the law, Knox. It was a recrudescenceof

Chinese humour! Lord Ireton is officially in Africa (and he went actually
after ÕbiggameÕ).The counsel is not born who could securea conviction.
We are somewhat late, but shall therefore have lessdifficulty in finding a
table at PrinceÕs.Ó
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Part 6
TCHERIAPIN
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Chapter1
THE ROSE

ÒExamineit closely,Ósaid the man in the unusual caped overcoat. ÒItwill
repay examination.Ó

I held the little object in the palm of my hand, bending forward over
the marble-topped table and looking down at it with deep curiosity. The
babel of tongues so characteristic of Malay JackÕs,and that mingled
odour of stale spirits, greasy humanity, tobacco,cheap perfume, and opi-
um, which distinguish the establishment faded from my ken. A senseof
loneliness came to me.

Perhaps I should say that it becamecomplete. I had grown conscious
of its approach at the very moment that the cadaverous white-haired
man had addressed me. There was a quality in his steadfast gaze and in
his oddly pitched deep voice which from the first had wrapped me
aboutÑ as though he were cloaking me in his queer personality and
withdrawing me from the common plane.

Having stared for some moments at the object in my palm, I touched it
gingerly; whereupon my acquaintance laughedÑ a short bass laugh.

ÒIt looks fragile,Ó he said. ÒButhave no fear. It is nearly as hard as a
diamond.Ó

Thus encouraged, I took the thing up between finger and thumb, and
held it before my eyes. For long enough I looked at it, and looking, my
wonder grew. I thought that here was the most wonderful example of
the lapidaryÕs art which I had ever met with, east or west.

It was a tiny pink rose, no larger than the nail of my little finger. Stalk
and leaves were there, and golden pollen lay in its delicate heart. Each
fairy-petal blushed with Junefire; the frail leaveswere exquisitely green.
Withal it was as hard and unbendable as a thing of steel.

ÒAllow me,Ó said the masterful voice.
A powerful lens was passed by my acquaintance. I regarded the rose

through the glass, and thereupon I knew, beyond doubt, that there was
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something phenomenal about the gemÑ if gem it were. I could plainly
trace the veins and texture of every petal.

I suppose I looked somewhat startled. Although, baldly stated, the fact
may not seem calculated to affright, in reality there was something so
weird about this unnatural bloom that I dropped it on the table. As I did
so I uttered an exclamation; for in spite of the strangerÕsassuranceson
the point, I had by no means overcome my idea of the thingÕs fragility.

ÒDonÕtbe alarmed,Óhe said, meeting my startled gaze.ÒItwould need
a steam-hammer to do any serious damage.Ó

He replaced the jewel in his pocket, and when I returned the lens to
him he acknowledged it with a grave inclination of the head. As I looked
into his sunken eyes,in which I thought lay a sort of sardonic merriment,
the fantastic idea flashed through my mind that I had fallen into the
clutches of an expert hypnotist who was amusing himself at my expense,
that the miniature rose was a mere hallucination produced by the same
means as the notorious Indian rope trick.

Then, looking around me at the cosmopolitan groups surrounding the
many tables, and catching snatches of conversations dealing with sub-
jects so diverse as the quality of whisky in Singapore, the frail beauty of
Chinese maidens, and the ways of Òbloody greasers,Ócommon sensere-
asserted itself.

I looked into the gray face of my acquaintance.
ÒI cannot believe,Ó I said slowly, Òthat human ingenuity could so

closely duplicate the handiwork of nature. Surely the gem is unique?Ñ
possibly one of those magical talismans of which we read in Eastern
stories?Ó

My companion smiled.
ÒItis not a gem,Óhe replied, Òandwhile in a senseit is a product of hu-

man ingenuity, it is also the handiwork of nature.Ó
I was badly puzzled, and doubtless revealed the fact, for the stranger

laughed in his short fashion, and:
ÒIam not trying to mystify you,Óhe assured me. ÒBut the truth is so

hard to believe sometimes that in the present caseI hesitate to divulge it.
Did you ever meet Tcheriapin?Ó

This abrupt change of topic somewhat startled me, but nevertheless:
ÒI once heard him play,Ó I replied. ÒWhy do you ask the question?Ó
ÒForthis reason: Tcheriapin possessedthe only other example of this

art which so far as I am aware ever left the laboratory of the inventor. He
occasionally wore it in his buttonhole.Ó

ÒIt is then a manufactured product of some sort?Ó
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ÒAsI have said, in a senseit is; butÓÑ he drew the tiny exquisite orna-
ment from his pocket again and held it up before meÑ Òit is a natural
bloom.Ó

ÒWhat!Ó
ÒIt is a natural bloom,Óreplied my acquaintance,fixing his penetrating

gaze upon me. ÒBya perfectly simple process invented by the cleverest
chemist of his age it had beenreduced to this gem-like state while retain-
ing unimpaired every one of its natural beauties, every shade of its nat-
ural colour. You are incredulous?Ó

ÒOnthe contrary,Ó I replied, Òhaving examined it through a magnify-
ing glass I had already assured myself that no human hand had fash-
ioned it. You arouse my curiosity intensely. Such a process,with its end-
less possibilities, should be worth a fortune to the inventor.Ó

The stranger nodded grimly and again concealed the rose in his
pocket.

ÒYouare right,Ó he said; Òandthe secret died with the man who dis-
covered itÑ in the great explosion at the Vortex Works in 1917.You re-
call it? The T.N.T. factory? It shook all London, and fragments were cast
into three counties.Ó

ÒI recall it perfectly well.Ó
ÒYouremember also the death of Dr. Kreener, the chief chemist? He

died in an endeavour to save some of the workpeople.Ó
ÒI remember.Ó
ÒHe was the inventor of the process, but it was never put upon the

market. He was a singular man, sir; as was once said of himÑ ÕADon
Juan of science.ÕDame Nature gave him her heart unwooed. He trifled
with scienceas some men trifle with love, tossing aside with a smile dis-
coveries which would have made another famous. ThisÓÑ tapping his
breast pocketÑ Òwas one of them.Ó

ÒYouastound me. Do I understand you to mean that Dr. Kreener had
invented a process for reducing any form of plant life to this condition?Ó

ÒAlmost any form,Ówas the guarded reply. ÒAnd some forms of anim-
al life.Ó

ÒWhat!Ó
ÒIf you likeÓÑ the stranger leaned forward and grasped my armÑ ÒI

will tell you the story of Dr. KreenerÕs last experiment.Ó
I was now intensely interested. I had not forgotten the heroic death of

the man concerning whose work this chance acquaintance of mine
seemedto know so much. And in the cadaverous face of the stranger as
he sat there regarding me fixedly there was a promise and an allurement.
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