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Which shows Nelson Le: at work, and which reveals tae situation existiny
afcer Nelson Lee's first meeting with the Mystery Man of Tibe:.

¢ HE man trained solely in science falls easily into a superstitious
attitude; he is overdone with classification. He believes in th»
possibility of exact knowledge everywhere. What i3 not exact he
doclares is not knowledge. He believes in specialists and experts in all fields.
I dispute this universal range of possible scientific precision . , . .
(Extract from * Metaphysics '’; H. (G. Wells))

Nelson Lee allowed the bhook he was reading to drop down to his knee,
and, leaning back in the big casy-chair which he had drawn up bLelore
the fire, he closed his eyes.

‘““The man traincd solely in scieuce falls easily into a superstilicus
attitude.”” He was asking himself, did that phrase apply to himself*

Was he, Nelson Lee, allowing himself to fall into a superstitions attitude?
Was he allowing himself to be governed too completely by the rigid laws
of analyses and deduction which he had evolved to suit the peculiar forw
of the profession which was his.

If 2 man be a chemist, or a biologist, or a surgeon, or a watchmaker, he
has certain precedents to go by . certain rules laid down by thcse who have
gone before him, and who have found that these laws apply to the narrow
limits of the science or trade in hand.

But with Lee it was different. Criminology, 1t 1s true, has developeidl
into a science apart—an outgrowth of Sociology. and now rich enough in
gcientific attention to be termed Criminal Anthrepology. -

Strictly speaking, Nelson Lec studied the peculianties of differcut
criminals, not so much to decide the why of their crimes, but to gain some.
inkling as to the cause. o o

In deciding whether a man was born a crimmal or .bccame a crrminal
through environment, he often was able to so utihse his kuowledge as to
adapt it to the reasoning methods peculiarly his own. |

Iee was not a believer in the theory that a criminal must necessarily be
¢ 5 miserable distorted blockhead, an ape face, an imp face, an angry dog
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face,la;’su]len ox ‘face, or the progenity of stupidity, both intellectual aand
nioral. .

He had dealt with too many men, who showed every sign of intellect
and breeding; men who had used these very assets in the furtherance of
their criminal deeds; men who mixed with the highest in the land, enjoyed
the pleasurcs and pursuits of cultured men and women—yet preyed secretly
upon society.

Through the long run of his career Nelson Lee had come upon many
‘strange persons.

He had had more than one insight into the secret of a human soul laid
bare. Hc¢ had learned to discriminate to some extent between the different
classes of criminals, though, truth to tell, such discrimination will never
be an exact science. ‘

Yet, with all the types he had had to deal with, he had never crossed
swords with a more weird creature than the Mystery Man of Tibet—the
Genghis. ‘

Who was this strange creature? What was his purpose in the world?
What menace to humanity did he brew in that secret cave of his in the
Himalayas?

In what way would he strike next? And with what definite purpose?

Those who have read of Neleon Lee’s first meeting with the Genghis will
remember what happencd when the Mystery Man came to Europe.

They will recall how Professor Featherstone—when he was plain Dick
Featherstone and fresh from Oxford—while on an exploring and anthropo-
logical and cthnological expedition into the wilds of Tibet, was capturcd
by the creatures of the Genghis, and carried prisoner to the secret cave in
the mountains. ' '

They will recall, too, how he was chained there to the wall of the cave
for five long years, during which he was compelled to receive instruction
from the Genghis, and live the life of a religious fanatic, for he had becn
chesen by the Genghis to succeed him.

Why he had been chosen he never knew.

It may be argued by some, that when the Genghis died, Featherstone
could easily have escaped, but those who make that argument make it mn
ignorance of the mental sway ,the great intellect of vhe Genghis would
eventually achieve over Featherstone, and before he passed away, the Genghis
would have taken further measures to bind the other irrevocably to lhis

urpose. -

g T‘lple Genghis had a knowledge of chemical control, which no man might
know. Featherstone would have been stripped of his identity as Feather-
stone ; he would have been rhoulded into the representative of the Genghis—
and no more horrible fate could one imagine!

But he had escaped, and had come to England, where he lived in dcadly
fear of the vengeance of the Genghis.

Then to London, too, had come a Brazilian—a Senor Rantolado, who was
deeply versed in psychic knowledge. _

With him he brought a medium—not the ordinary type of charlatar,
but a mysterious and mystical girl, whom he had found in an old Incan
monastery in the heart of the lost and forgotten Caqueta jungle, which
lies hetween Brazil, Ecuador, Peru, and Colombia.

Neclson Lee had been requested, in company with other scientists, to act as
a mcember of a committee of investigation, to pronounce upon the marvellons
gifts displayed by the girl, and whether there might be anything in it ov
not. It is a fact that Nelson Lee saw in a erystal globe a marvellous
kaleidoscope of visions—a kaleidoscope in which he recognised the Black
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'Wolf, a queer-looking creature, whom he afterwards discovered to be the
Genghis, and Professor Featherstone himself, who, as Fate had decreed.
was also a member of the committee of investigation.

. Then Lee had known nothing of what had happened to Featherstone
in Tibet; but that same night Featherstone had confided in Lee, and had
prayed his help.

Lee had .promise-d, and hot on that Featherstone had disappeared in a
mannér which seemed to show collusion on the part of the Black Wolf, who,
by the way, had been strangely elusive during all the affair.

Then hot foot had come a frantic message from the wife of Senor
Rantolado, and Lee and Nipper had arrived at the houce in Regent’s Park,
where the Brazilian lived, to discover that the man had had a mysterious
visitor, .a-nd that since the departure of this visitor he had suddenly gon-:
raving insane.

Nelson Lee, in his first brush with the Genghis, has gone down under
the greater strength of the other, and but for Nipper would have bcen
a victun of the Waters of Madness even as Rantolado was.

How had he discovered that the mysterious ruby-coloured liquid which
the Genghis had tried to injcct into him was a Water of Madness?

_ By microscopic tests in his own laboratory, where, when it had been
injected into a rabbit, it had preduced almost instant insanity.

And now, two weeks after his first mecting with the Genghis—two weeks
which had been fiilled with other cases—now, when he had an evening to
spare, his thoughts had immediately gone back to the case which had been so
baflling, and which had left him helpless to strike back.

Featherstone still miesing; Rantolado was confined in an upper room of
the house in Regent’s Park, raving almost continually. Mademoiselle
Yanquori, the medium, had had a nervous collapse, and, as far as Lee
knew, was still confined to her room. Nothing more had been heard of the
Black Wolf, who, under the name of ‘‘ Miss Carlile,”” had stiyed at the
Hotel Venetia, and had, so Lee thought, decoved Featherstone away; and
not a word had beena heard of the Genghis.

Had the Mystery Man gone back to Tibet, taking Featherstone with him?

If so, then where did the Black Wolf come in?

If she had decoyed Featherstone from the Venetia, had she done so in
collusion with the Genghis?

Assuming that to be a possibility, then what was her purpose’ How
could she possibly have anything in common wuth the Genghis?

It was too much for Lee, yel he knew that somewhere in the maze of
events lay the thread he sought.

Almost every night he had toiled in the laboratory, testing the blood
which he had collected from the rabbit whaich Nipper had killed after the
Water of Madness had been injected into it.

He had pondered more than once cn that phrase which he had road
again this evening, and had thrust the rigid lines of science aside in an
effort to find some explanation of the mystery of the Genghis.

Who was this strange creature?

He had heard enough from Featherstone to tell him that the Genghis was
the present representative of a long line of (enghes, who had lived and
worked in that cave in Tibet from time immemorial.

Steadily, as the centuries had advanoced, they had toiled away at a

sort of super-chemistry—a chemistry which had not only to do with organic
and inorganic chemistry as we know it, but also a chemistry of the sub-
CcoOnsClouseess.

Long before Egypt rcee as a great power were the Genghes toiling in
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that sccret cave, before Greece ruled as a world empire, before Rome rose

as mistress of all pcoples, before Babylon grew to be a jewel of the East,
were they there.

For what purpose?

Who were they? What was their peculiar aim in it all? Science provided
no solution, as Lee had already discovewed, and when he had pulled
himself free of the fetters of science he had gone into the matter, from an
historical point of view, in an effort to find in the history of the past the
key to the riddle. And in a vague way he thought he had found it.

Mark thig carefully. In a study of the oldest historical records he could
find—ay, even in a study of the old legends of the East—he had found
some things, which, strangely cnough, seemed to form ua series of steps
down into the present. |

He had discovered from an old Chinese tomb of legends, that Fu-Hi, the
first Emperor of the Chinese, who lived nearly three thousand years.B.C.,
came from some mysterious place ‘‘ high up,”” and swept with his hordes
over the surrounding country, subduing it to his yoke.

And given in Chinese the other name of Fu-Hi was ‘ Chengsze '’-—pro-
nounced Chengiz.

Wasn’t that near enough to the name Genghis—or Jenghis, as some
render it—to form a strong connection in Lee’s mind between the two
names? ‘

Listen further.

Five hundred years later, another great warrior swept down from °‘ high
up,’”’ and cstablished himself sovereign of all the country from Tibet to
the Pacific, from India to the northern limits of Siberia. Again a thousand
years later, another great conqueror came. from the west, .and levelled the
places before him.

Then came definite history to consult.

In 406 A.D., while Rome was ctill a great empire, though on the
decline, there was born Attila, the Emperor of the Huns.

From Tartary—the place ‘“ high up ’’—came the Huns, and conquering
Asia, swept westward into Europe. Even to the Atlantic they carried sword
and rapine, and at the gates of Rome itself they battered with their
barbarous weapons.

Another period elapses, and then from the same source there arises
another powerful being—he who bore the name of Genghis, as a flaunting
banner to the world—Genghis Khan the Great.

It was only shortly after William the Conqueror came to Britain that
Genghis Khan rose up in the East, and, sweeping all before him, stretched
his empire from the Yellow Sea to the Dneiper. ’

Was there nothing but coincidence in the fact that he, too, bore the
name of ‘‘ Genghis ’’?

Then camec still another from that source—the great and terrible Kublai
Khan, grandson of Genghis, who threw his legions ewen into Japan. Was
it possible that this sequence of great warriors might have come from one
and the same source? Was it possible that they may have gone out into
the world, each with the same definite purpose in view?

What was it which obtruded most distinctly from the life of each? It
was a savage determination to spread the rule of the Tartar and the Mougol
over all the world.

Did the Genghes of old, who lived in that secret cave of Tibet, form theo
genesis of these efforts? Was the great idea of world dominion horn there?
Was it from there the strirgs were pulled which threw the world i1nto a
terrific upheaval? :
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Was the Genghis of the cave connected with the man of each period,
who, in more cases than one, called himself ‘*“ Genghis "'? VWho could say?

. th, i;l reviewing all the events of the past, Nelson Lee, for the first timc
in his life, began to scent something of connection between those period:
which spread over all the years of antiquity.

Then from that could he possibly get some thread of suggestion, which
would throw into clearness the purpoce of the present Genghis—the Mystery
Man of Tibet? Was it from history that le was to find the true explanation
of the problem? Something of this sort was passing through his mind the
while he rested in his chair, with eyes closed.

Something of the phrase he had just read from that great writer, whose
book he had been perusing, eeemed to whisper to him that it was in history
and not in science that he would find the clue, though in science onlv
gould he find the weapons whereby to fight this mysterious menace of the

ast. :

It was with an unpleasant ehock of coming back to the realities of the
present that he heard the telephone bell jingle. .
Frowning, he rose and crossed to the desk.

‘““ Hallo!”” he called. ‘‘ Yes; this is Nelson Lee. Oh, yes, Senora Ran-
tolado! Ah! Senorita Yanquori is better. I am delighted to hear it.
She wishes to see me? Yes, I shall come round at once. The other? Well,
senora, I do not want you to belster yourself up with false hopes, but, as
vou know, I have been working steadily in an effort to arrive at some
point where I can fecl equal to taking the risk of trying to cure your
husband.

““ Yes, I think I am prepared to make the attempt, providing you consent
to the methods I should adopt. To-night? Well, I hadn’t thought of doing
so quite so soon, but I shall have a look at your husband, and perha
No. I am sorry to say I have heard nothing further from Professor Feather-
stone. His disappearance is an utter mystery to me. I shall do so at once.
Good-bye !’

With that, Lee hung up the receiver, and stood by the desk pondering.

““ 8o Senorita Yanquori is better, and wishes to see me,” he murmured
slowly. ‘ Well, that is one piece of good news. And Semora Rantolado
wishes me to try the anti-toxin on her husband. I don’t know—I don’t
know. It is all very irregular. From the blood of the rabbit, which we
injected with the Tuby-coloured liquid which the Genghis would have
injected into me, I have been able to make an anti-toxin, it is true, but what
effect will it have upon him? That is the riddle.”

With a quick motion, Lee drew out a drawer in his desk and took ont a
emall red leather notebook. With deft fingers he turned the leaves until
he came to the page he sought. Upon it had been jotted down a series

of complicated-looking symtols.

¢¢ Three rabbits, inoculated with the Water of Madness, as ) § have namad
the liquid which we found in the bulb dropped by the Genghis, when he
tried to inject the fluid into me.

¢« Phree rabbits, and each animal showed the same symptoms after
injection. Each animal showed distinct insanity of a severe form. Four
ordinary rats, injected with the liquid, also showed a violent form of
ln??g‘,};{;en white mice, injected, showed the same symptoms. Test sufficieut
in my opinion {hat the effect of the ruby-coloured liquid is to produce
mg?]’.'i‘l}gﬁ, I am firmly convinced that liquid injected into the veins of Separ
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Rantolado by the Genghis was the same. In his case it also reveals itsclf in
the form of violent insanity.

‘““Now for the tests of the anti-toxin. With the anti-toxin which I made
from the blood of the first rabbit to be injedted with the fluid I have
inoculated the three rabbits, the four rats, and the sixteen white mice.
When they were inoculated they were one and all in a condition of violent
insanity. One hour after the inoculation, the white mice appeared quilo
normal again; one hour and eleven minutes afterwards, the rats came to
a normal condition; one hour and twenty-four minutes after the inoculation
the rabbits had lost every vestige of insanity.

“ That was the effect with animals. What will it be with a human being?
None can say. I have had the report of all the most eminent physicians
of the country on Senor Rantolado, and they say nothing can be done for
him—that he will always be mad. They scout my statement that his
insanity was caused by anything injected into him. They one and all say
it is but the complete crashing down of the brain, and that there is little
hope that he will ever get normal again.

“I—I feel asecertain as I stand here that his insanity was caused by
nothing more nor less than an injection of this awful fluid by the Genghis—
the Mystery Man of Tibet. .

“ Am I, therefore, after having made the tests I have with the anti-
toxin—am I justified in inoculating Senor Rantolado with it? It is a
difficult question. If the anti-toxin should act upon him in the samo
manper as it acted upon the rabbits, the rats, and the white mice, then
there is a shadowy hope. ‘

“On the other hand, if it should have a diffcrent effect, it might casily
cause his death. In any case, I am taking a great risk; but—but I feel
that I am justified in trying it.

‘““ However, I shall decide to-night. And now to get long to the housec in
Regent’s Park and see Senorita Yanquori. For two weeks 1 have waited
impatiently to see her, for I verily believe that in her hands hes the key
. which will unlock the mystery of the disappearance of Professor Feather-

stone.”’

S E————

| CHAPTER I1.
The House in Regent’'s Park —Nelson Lee Finds the Key.

Brazilian, who acted as butler to the Rantolados. It was two weeks
since Liee had seen the man, and as he glanced at his face it was with
something of a shock. | : ) '

The man showed every sign of being under a severe strain, and it was
plain to Lee that he must be strongly attached to his afflicted master.

Scarcely had the door closed after him than the man grasped Lee’s hand,
and, with the tears gushing from is eyes, said in low, hurried Spanish:

““ Senor—senor, is there no hope? Can you do nothing for my master?
1 have waited and watched for your coming, senor. No onc else can help
him.”’ . .

Tee gently disengaged the man’s hands.

‘““ Steady, Hombre,”” he said quietly. ‘ Your master is, as you say,
aflicted, and you may rest assuréd I shall'do all in my power to lelp
him, - : .

‘“ Soon—very soon we shall make a definite attempt, I think, and then

N ELSON LEE was admitted to the house in Regent’s Park by the elderly
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only can we tell. But you must keep yourself under more control than this.
Your mistress, the senora, 13 ynder even a heavier sorrow, and she must
not see you this way. Now ta.l‘t jme to her.”

The man straightened up a made a strong effort t . :
even as Lee had told him to dgh 4 or o control himeel§,

““ Madre de Dios,” he said sdftly. “ It is all in the hands of EHeaven.'

Lee followed him along the hall to the boudoir. where he found Senora
Rantolado waiting for him. WRAen he had first met the senora her exotic
South American beauty had struck him forcibly, and now he could not
%elp but notice what a severe eﬁzct her husband’s affliction had had upon

er.

The warm glow wae gone from the cheeks, the dark oves were drawn
and wide with suffering, the petite, rounded figure was severely clad in
black—her whole appearance was most woe-begone in the oxtreme.

She greeted Lee with the manner of one clutching at a straw in mid-
ocean; and Lee, smiling his pleasant, kindly smile, thrust her gently back
into her chair '

““ Well, senora,” he said cheerfully, “T was indced glad when vou tele-
phoned me. ‘I am delighted to hear that Senorita Yanquori is better. Arc
you sure it is not too late for me to see her to-night?’

‘““Oh, no, Senor Lec!” exclaimed the senora. ¢ She is waiting now tr
come to you. She has been quite prostrated cver since that awful night
but to-day, quite suddenly and with no apparent reason, she grew rapidly
stronger.

‘“ She said herself it was as though some «trong influence had been
removed from her. She seems quite bright. And, oh, senor, will you not
try !

Lee held up his hand. .
““ Not that, yet,”” he said gently but firmly, realising that the senora

was going to speak of her husband. ‘“ Not that yet, senora,”” he said. ‘I
shall do -all in my power, you may be sure: but we must wait for the
right moment. Only this ‘'will I say. If to-night your husband seema
quiet enough for me to make the attempt, I shall telephone for my
assistant to bring some things round, and I shall make it. And now, may
I sce Senorita Yanquori? It is getting late.”’

- He glanced at the clock as he spoke, noting as he did so that it was
just half-past nine. Almost at the same moment the curtains at the end
of the luxuriously furnished room parted, and a girl came in.

How can one describe that mysterious and lovely girl whom Senor
Rantoldo had found in a lost and forgotten spot in South America!

Not tall, not short, she was slim, and upstanding as a supple and graceful
sapling. Against the black of the gown she was wearing her throat and
softly rounded cheeks gleamed white as alabaster.

A great mass cf blue-black hair crowned a small, beautifully shaped
head, and set beneath two heavily pencilled eyebrows was a pair of the
deepest and most lustrous eyes Nelson Lee had ever seen.

They gleamed soft and alluring as hiddem woodland pools. She spoke
only a little Spanish, and no English at all, but when he had met her

reviouslv, Nelson Lee had brought the light of gladness to her eyes by
speaking the rarely known Quicha tongue, which had been the language of
the Incas—that mighty and cultured race which died off in Peru after tho
Spanish conquest.

To-night he greeted her again in her beloved tongue:

““ It gives me happiness to sce you recovered, White Lily ''—the forma!l
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way of addressing a young lady in the Quichuan tongue. ° The stars
have faded since you have not been there to give them light.”

“The Sun God shine upon you aiways, Great One,” she replied, her
checks tinging with a warm glow of pleasure. ¢ The stars are but the
Sun God’'s glory.”” She held out her hand European fashion as she spoke,
and as he took it Lee felt again the electric thrill pass through him, which
he had felt that other night when across the table, in a little siiken tent, she
had held his wrixts the while he gazed into the mysterious globe of crystal.

“ I sent for you to-ni%)};t, Great One,’”’ she went on slowly, ‘“ because to-day
the weight which has been bearing me down has been lifted from me. Y
have sent for you, Great One, to ask you if you have hecard anything of
the one who sat with you that night when the light went out?”’

‘“ You mean Professor Featherstone?”’ asked Lee, in Spanish,

The girl bowed.

““Yes,”” she whispered, while a flush swept up from her throat and suffused
her. ““ It is he whom I mean, senor.”

*“I have heard nothing,”’ replied Lee slowly; ‘“ hut I have not given up
hope, senorita.”” And as he gazed upon her, Nelson Lee kmew the girl’s
secret.

He knew that she loved Featherstone. And Featherstone? Featherstonc
was in the grip of the fascination of the Black Wolf. He had asked the
Black Wolf—the Black Wolf was but Miss Carlile to him—to be his wife—
proof indeed that he loved her.

Through his love for her it had been easy enough for the Black Wolf to
lure him away.

Did the Black Wolf love him? No one could answer that. Yet this slim,
flushing girl who stood by him loved Featherstone.

Lee’s sympathy went out to her as he gazed upon her, and something in
his look must have told the girl that he knew her secret, for her own lovely
eyes dropped and she turned away 1n warm confusion. |

Nelson Lee gave no sign of the knowledge which had just come to him,.
To exhibit even a hint of it would but be to confuse the girl more. Yet as
he poudered upon it he knew that she was worthy of any love which a man
might give her.

A breath from the past she was—a sweet, alluring breath of sweetness
from a past which men thought dcad. As clear of skin and pure of soul as
a girl might be, yet was she of an alien time and people.

A life of seclusion in that lost monastery in the Caqueta jungle had not
scrved to entirely eradicate her natural grace and loveliness.

Life in the great outside world to which she had come might teach her
much of joy and suffering—the great outside world usually manages to do
that—but 1t could never spoil her.

And in the next breath Lee began to wonder if he could by any chance
use the girl and her love for Featherstone as weapons in his search for the
professor.

Why not?

Poor mad Rantolado called her a medium. Rantolado claimed she was
genuinely occult. '

Whatever may be the claims of the numerous charlatans who make a living
out of the credulity of the ignorant, those who have at all studied the
subjeot will scarcely deny that there is much in clairvoyance and hypnotism
that cannot be explained.

Lee himself had discovered that two weeks before. There was the vision
in the crystal globe for one thing—there was also that strange seance which
had followed it—both occasions having given him a knowledge he had not
before possessed. .



THE RED MG:NACE )

By cne he had seen a long vision of the past life of the Genehes—the
mystery men of the cave in Tibet. By the other he had been tiven to
know that the present Genghis was actually in Europe. ;

From that moment he had been plunged into a maze of mystery which the
past two wecks had by no means tended to dispel.

On the contrary. They had but deepened the mystery from every view-
point. Sensitive to the mental processes of others, Senorita Yanquori felt
something of what was going on in Lee’s mind.

She had moved across close to Senora Rantolado and now was standing
beside the senora’s chair gazing at Lee with a dreamy expression in her e¢yes.
Almost involuntarily, it seemed, as though prompted by a force within Ler,
she asked.softly in the Quichuan tongue which was native to her:

““ What is it, Great One? You are thinking of me.”

1 was wondering, White Lily, if you felt sufficiently recovered to help
me?’’ said Lee, glancing at her steadily.

““But certainly, Great One,”’ she answered quickly. ‘ Have I not tnld
thee that the weight has been removed from me—that I have been freed
from the oppression which was crushing me down? Whatever the Great
One demands, I will do.”

Lee looked at Senora Rantolado, who was sitting in a dejected attitude.

““What do you think, senora?’’ he asked in Spanish. ‘ Do you cons der
Senorita Yanquori well enough to use her powers in the matter? It is at
best a slender hope, but we have reached an impasse, and unless something
turns up, it may be too late.”

The senora looked up.

““She is often like this, Senor Lee,”’ she said quietly. ‘“My—the sencr
said 1t was a nervous depression which would return and return while -he
lived in the world which borders on the mysterious.

““ When the oppression leaves her she is guite normal again. She is quite
recovered, and I see not why you should not use her as you think best.””

‘““Will you come to the room where the little tent sits and talk to m2?"’
he asked, turning back to the girl.

She made a gesture of assent, and allowing her hand to rest for a
moment in silent caress on the shoulder of the senora, she came across to
where Lee stood. - .

Lee cpened the door for her and followed her through different rcoms
until they came to the roomm which Rantolado had had fitted up tor
the crvstal gazing test two weeks before.

With what different sensations had Lee entered it then! .

His mnind had been tolerantly sceptical. He had come to watch that in
which he had little faith. He had gdne away wondering deeply.

The walls were still hung with the rich oriental silken hangings, the
heavily-cushioned divans still reposed about the room, and the little silken
Indian tent was in its corner just as it had been two weeks before.

In no single respect had the place been changed. Pausing by a divan,
the girl turned to Lee. )

““What does the Great One wish to say?’’ she asked. .

Lée himself scarcely knew what he wished to say. Did he wish to gaze
once more into that mysterious crystal globe? Did he wish another attempt

to be made to bridge the gulf of the unknown? _ _
Idly he bent dovgn and picked up a small brightly-polished globe which

' n a small tabourette.

h%t (:va.s a casual act, done in the throes of thought, and little did he dream

that it was to open up the lane of suggestion for which he sought. |
He was endeavouring to frame some plan of conversation which might

assist him towards making a decision, and to this end looked up at the girl,
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when suddenly he drew a sharp breath and watched her closcly. She was
gazing at the J)olishcd brass globe which he held, an cxpression in her eyes
such as he had never scen before.

Slowly, and with infinite grace, she sank down on to the divan, her eyes
still glued {o the globe.

And now Lee realised what it meant. The bright flash of the globe had
provided the medium whereby she was being self-hypnotised!

Scarcely breathing, Lee held the brass sphere steady in his hand, watching
the girl’s eyes closely. There was, now that he came to think of it, little
of an extraordinary nature in the fact that the girl should so easily drop
under the spell of self-hypnosis.

Naturally a subject for clairvoyance—trained to that and little else from
carly childhood—steeped in an atmosphere of mystery and saturated with
the tents of the old faith of the Incas, it was as natural for her to sink
under the spell of self-hypnosis as it would have been for an English girl
to succumb to the effects of a strong opiate.

Now Lee saw her eyelids flutter and drop.

Once, twice, thrice, they opened as though the girl’s will were fighting to
keep in the present, then for the fourth time they dropped, and this time
they did not open. Tiptoeing softly, Leec laid the brass sphere down on the
tabourctte and knelt on the floor beside the girl.

With a gentle movement he laid a hand on each of her wrists, and gather-
ing himself together for the effort, spoke in low gentle tones:

“If you hear me, White Lily,”’ he said in the Quichuan tongue, ‘“1f you
hear me, White Lily, take heed and listen, for he whom you love is in
danger. Your mind will dwell on him, White Lily—your will must control
your subconsciousness—you must think with all ycur mind of Richard
Featherstone—the man you love..-

“Do you hear me, White Lily? Do you heed me?”

As Lec's voice trailed away there fell a deep silence on the room. Then
the girl gave a long sigh, and her red lips parted.

A pang of pity swept over Lee as he saw how white and drawn her face
was. It was as though the unmasked countenance revealed the anxiety
which her leve had hidden from outside cyes.

“I hear,” she said softly. ‘I hear, and I think—I think always of
Richard Featherstone.>”

Another short silence during which Lee held her wrists firmly. Then came
her voice again, dreamy and low, rising and falling like soft music.

“I see him,” she said slowly. ‘‘I see him-—he is close to me. I sce a
room. The walls are hung with heavy silken curtains, the colours of which
are blue and orange and black.” . .

A swift glance about him told Lee that she was describing the hangings
of the very room in which they sat. y

‘“ About the room,’’ prooceeded. the girl, *“ are low couches of strange shape
and heavy with rich cushions. There, too, the colours are as the colours of
the walls. . ,

‘““ In one corner there is a small tent—a tent of silk, the stripes of which
are blue and orange and black. Imside the tent is a small table, and on the
table a glass globe. . . L.

‘““ There is a girl sitting at the table. She is waiting. Outside in the
room several men enter. Among them is he of whom you speak—among
them is Richard Feathcrstone. . ,

‘““The girl in the tent looks out from between the silken flap and sees him.
His eyes rest on hers for a moment. He seems not to see her, but she feels
a great wave of strange fecling sweep over her as she looks upon him. Then
he moves away and she sees no more,
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“Now the men gather close together. One of them has torn \a sheet of
paper 1nto several strips. They each draw a strip and compare them.
Three of them are chosen for some purpose.

““It is to go into the tent. One after another they do so. The first and
the second have gone into the tent. Each of them has read in the crystal
globe on the table the vision the Fates permit him.

*‘ Then comes the third. He is different from the other two. He is strong
and cf a mighty mind.

‘““He, too, sits down at the table and the girl takes his hands. He rcads
the crystal and then departs from the tent.

“Now I see another room. It is barely furnished—the walls are ugly
and white, the floor bare. In it there is a long table and several chairs.

‘““ Around this table are gathered the men who stood in the other room.
At the end of the table is the girl who sat in the tent.

““They join hands and all the lights go out. There is a silence. There
13 a cry and letters of fire appear in the darkness.

‘““They are the letters: ‘ G-E-N-G-H-I-S’.

‘““The hands drop away—the room lights up—the girl faints. T see
Richard Featherstone and the man who went last into the tent.

““They are walking along a street together. Richard Featherstone is
-talking to the other-man. Now I see a house. It is a great building set
in the midst of trees. It is a square house with two towers on it and many
windows.

- ‘“The sun is shining, and a girl walks up and down before the house. She

is very beautiful. Her eyes are dark as night. She is dressed in white, and
at her waist is a bunch of small white flowers, the name of which I do not
know. -
““ Away to the right is a strange erection, the meaning of which I do not
know. It is built of stone and is like a tower. . Projecting from it are four
arms which move round slowly. I do not know the purpose of it.

‘““Now the girl is turning and going into the house. The hall into which
she has gone is a vast apartment.

“Now I see a.room. It is small, but furnished beautifully. Sitting in a
low chair by the window is Richard Featherstone. He is reading.

““The window is heavily barred. Now the door of the room opens and
the girl who is dressed in white comes in. Beside her are two swarthy men.
They hold strange weapons in their hands. The girl speaks to the man in
the chair and appears to be pleading with him.

‘“ He is about to answer her, and—but now a shadow has come over all. I
see it spreading and spreading in every direction. .

““ Now it is contracting again. It shrinks to the proportions of a man. It
is a strange looking creature—small, dwarfed, and with a huge head. He 13
looking at me—he forbids me to gaze upon him any longer—oh, dear!

‘“ Heavens, I fear him!”’ _

The last words left the girl’s lips in one terrified shriek, and the next
moment, jerked out of her hypnotic trance, she was crying and moaning
hysterically, with her head on Lee’s shoulder.

CHAPTER 1IIL
Lee Reads the Riddle of the Trance—A Terrible Struggle—Nipp2r’s Arrival.

4 VEN as he eased the girl back on to the divan, Nelson Lee’s mind was
E working desperately, trying to ferret out some meaning from the
words she had uttered.

It was plain enough to him that in the first part of her hypnotic trance
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she had but lived over the events which had happened there two weeka
before.

But the latter part of the vision—what did it portend?

Lee could see no possible connection between it and the other. Yet if he
could trust it as a true hypnotic vision—if he could put any dependance
upon it, then it must be the key to something which had to do with the
missing Richard Featherstone.

That part of the vision which had to do with the events which took place
in that samec house a fortnight before could for the time being be put aside.

He himself knew all the details.

But the other—the talk of the big house with the two towers—of the girl
who was standing on the terrace in front of the house—the girl with ° eyeé
black as night,” and who wore a small bunch of white flowers at her waist?

What of her?

And what of the square tower which stood in the expansive grounds of this
same housc—the tower which had had ‘ four arms’ projecting from it?

It was natural that Yanquori should not know the meaning of it, for she
had never seen one, but to Lec’s mind at once camc the explanation of it.

She was referring to a windmill. Then the room in the house with the
iron bars across the window and with Richard Featherstone sitting im-
prisoned in it!

Could Lee connect up a definite clue from that? If he could, then it
scemed that Featherstone was being held prisoner in a large country house
of a type of architecture of the Tudor period. _ ,

It would be a big place, standing in its own extensive grounds, and in
part of the grounds would be a windmill.

The girl on the terrace—-she would easily fit the description of the Black
Wolf, for Mademoiselle Miton had ‘eyes black as njght,” and she almost
invariably wore a small bunch of “wiite" viokeps: - < .

In Lec’s mind she had been identical with the Miss Carlile whom Feather-
stone had met on board the steamer after leaving Rangoon—the same girl
whom he had asked to be his wife. |

If Miss Carlile were the Black Wolf, then Lee saw nought but a sinister
purpose in her playing on the susceptibilities of Dick Featlrerstone.

But what was her purpose?

1f Miss Carlile were the Black Wolf, then her invitation to Featherstone

two wecks before to go to the Venetia had been but a decoy.
- He had been lured away and was being kept prisoner. But what was
her purpose? Always Lee came back to that question, and always hé®
recoiled bafled from 1t. It hardly seemed within the bounds of possibility
that the Black Wolf could have any connection with the Genghis.

And even supposing the vision of the girl was true, then how little, after
all, it told him.

Was this country place which she saw in England? Was it even in Europe?
It was but a blind trail at best, and with the exhaustion which the girl was
now cxhibiting, Lee made up his mind that she must be got away entirely

o .

from all thought of such trances.
Slowly, but surely, the strain to her nervous system would undermine her

physical hecalth, and oncc she broke she .would fade away like a plv “ed

flower, '
Yet from it all one thing obtruded, and it was this:

When Dick Featherstone could be located, then it would follow as a tatter

of course that the Genghis would not be far a,wa,i.i y
No matter what the chief purposc of the Genghis might“be—no matter

what his menace to  humanity in general—his immediate aim was to get
Dick Featherstone into his clutches once more.
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While these thoughts were passing through Lee’s mind. Senorita Yanquori
was slowly recovering, and now as she sat up Lee passed his arm round her
and assisted her to her feet.

Slowly in this fashion they made their way back to the room where Scnora
Rantolado awaited them.

‘Senorita Yanquori crossed to the semora and kissed her, them she mur
mured a few words of excuse and left the room.

When she was gone Lee spoke gently to the senora.

‘“ Senora Rantolado,”’ he said, “I know it is your wish that somecthine
be done to try to overcome this unfortunate condition in which your husband
18.

““I have, as you know, worked for the past two weeks on an anti-toxin
for the poison which is eating at the senor’s brain. T have had come successey
and some failures, but at the same time I feel that the time has come for the
attempt to be made.

““I would that it were possible to have the trial carried out by some man
who is a specialist, but those whom we have consulted one and all declare
nothing can be done. ' |

““It 1s for you to say. If you assume the responsibility, then I feel that
I can rlnake the test. If I fail, the senor’s condition may become much mero
critical.”

The little woman looked up at Lee with wide eyes.

‘“ No condition can be more unfortunate than the one in which he now is,”
she said with a catch in her voice. ‘“He is filled with insanify—he is a
wreck and a ruin,

‘““Were he sane, and did he know he would be gripped by this madness,
he himeself would be the first to plead that any test which offered the slightest
chance should be taken. '

““ Therefore, Senor Lee, whHen I say that I assume all responsibility, I am
only doing what I know he himself would desire.

‘““Madre de Dios, senor, make the test this night. Give me back my
husband and I kiss your feet.” .

Lee turned to-the desk without a word, and lifting down the receiver,
called up his own consulting-room in Gray’s Inn Road.

In a few curt sentences he told Nipper what it was he desired, urging upon
the lad to lose no time. . .

Then he rehung the receiver and was turning to speak again to Senora
Rantolado, when his lips closed suddenly again as a terrible scream broke
the silence of the house.

The next moment the door was tbrown wide open and Senorita Yanquori
dashed into the room, her eyes wide with deadly fear, and scream after
scream issuing from her throat.

Lee sprang to his feet and started towards her.

The senorita saw him not, but collapsed in a heap close to the senora’s
chair, and then through the door came another figure.

In a flash Lee saw that it was Rantolado.
He had got free from the room at the top of the house. Nor was that the

worst of it. In some way he had managed to get hold of a long dagger

hich he was brandishing over his head. .
wrill(;s eyes were filled with a maniacal light—his lips thick and swollen wers;

ked with foam. = o
ﬂefle was in a frenzy of insanity and would slash and stab indiscriminately.

Senora Rantolado clutched the fear stricken girl and they cling together

hile Lee sprang for the madman. _ |
WIiantoladop seeiig him transferred his attentions from the women, and with

a snarl like that of a panther he sprang for Lee.



14 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

The knife whistled down through the airstraight for Lee, but the detective
jumped to one side and the point but ripped his coat sleeve from shoulder
to wrist. Then Lee drove his fist full into the madman’s face, and as
Rantolado staggered back, Lee closed with him.

[Furionsly they fought, Lee straining every nerve to grip the wrist of the
madman’s right hand, and Rantolado, striving with tEe super strength cf
the insane to plunge the knife into the heart of the man who opposed him.
Silently now they fought—silently the two women watched them.

Across the room went the two who strove, carried by the impetuous rush
of the madman. Lee gave and gave in order to watch his chance, and then,
as they rceled against the desk he shot up his left hand and gripped
Rantolado’s wrist. ;

A wild shriek rent the air as the madman-felt the pressure, and he strove
to disengage himself from Lee’s grip, but Lee held on, and working his right
hand free, drove it with terrific force between the madman’s eyes.

Rantolado’s hold loosened, und before he could retrieve his momentary
set-back, I.ee struck again.

It hurt him to hit as he was doing—it hurt him to bruise and wound
Rantolado, but there was nothing else for it.

It was a case of life and death now—not only his own life, but that of the
women as well, and he could not afford to take any chances. 1Into the
m:addened brain of Rantolado there crept the knowledge that he was being
beaten,

With the knowledge came the cunning of the insane, and as his wild eyes
eslarcd at Lee he suddenly relaxed.

Down, down he went with Lee’s fingers gripping his wrist; down, down
until he was on his knees. '

Then, as he thought of resistance of the other was beaten down, Lee half
bent over him in order to twist his arm behind his back and so control him.

In that same move Rantolado turned into a bunch of steel springs.

He came up with a sudden spring, driving the point of the knife upwards
as he did so. -.

Only a lichtning-like heave backwards saved Lee from being ripped open,
and then, as Rantolado came for him again, he cast aside all endeavour to
conquer him as he had been doing, and doubling up his fist, sent it in to
the point of the other’s chin with a force that was like the kick of a mule.

Rantolado rocked foolishly back and forth on his heels for a little, then
collapsed in a heap on the floor, the knife rattling harshly to one side as
he fell.

The next moment Lee was upon him, and this time he tock no chances.
He tied him up thoroughly, and lifting him, carried him to the couch.
Depositing him there he turned to the women and said pantingly:

‘“I am very sorry, but there was no other way. Senora, if you will take
the senorita and go to your room I shall look after him now.

‘“ My assistant will be here at any moment, and as soon as he comes I shall
make the test of which we spoke.”

The senora, who was sobbing as though her heart would break, got to
her feet, and 60, with her arm round the waist of the senorita, left the room.
When they had gone Lee rang the bell, and when the aged butler answered,
he told him curtly that he expected Nipper, and to bring the lad to the
study at ounce on his arrival.

'Then, when the man had departed, he bent over the unconscious figure of
the insane Brazilian. For a few moments he studied him in silence, and he
was still bending over him when there came a knock at the door and it
opcned to admit Nipper.

* The 1ad bad lost no time in coming.
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CHAPTER 1IV.
The Great Test—What Happened in a Night.

N IPPER stared in amazement at Lee.

“ What it is, guv'nor?”’ he asked as he crossed the room.
Lee shrugged.

"“ Rantolado got out of his room in some way and ran amok,” he replied

shortly. °‘ He got possession of a knife, and if I hadn’t chanced to be here
he would have slaughtered everyone in the house, I believe.

| ‘I‘J’t happened just after I ’phoned you. Did you bring everything, my
ad ?

“Yes, guv'nor!” replied Nipper, as he laid a small black bag on the
floor. °‘“Are you going to try the anti-toxin on him?”’ And he jerked his
thumb in the direction of Rantolado.

Lee nodded.

“Yes,” he said. ‘‘ He is better dead than this way, and the senora has
assumed all responsibility.

““We know that the anti-toxin does work with animals, my lad, but of
course we cannot tell what it will do with a human. But we shall try it.
Success may be ours, or failure may follow.

"“Now, then, get the things ready, and we will set to work. I don’t know
that I am not better pleased that he is unconscious. Perhaps we can finish
our work before he comes round.”

Experimental teamwork was too regular a thing with Lee and Nipper fer
either of them to make one unnecessary move in their preparations.

While Lce opened the. black bag which Nipper had brought, and got out
his instruments and the bottle of anti-toxin he had made from the poison-
infected blood of the rabbit, Nipper pulled the unconscious man round into
a good position and bared his arm. ‘

Among the instruments in the bag was a small hypodermic syringc which
Lee tested then plunged into the bottle of anti-toxin.

He drew a little of the ruby-coloured liquid into the tube, and when
he had held it up to the light nodded his head in satisfaction.

Slowly now he turned towards Rantolado and tcok hold of his arm. For
a brief moment he held the tube suspended as though uncertain whether
he swould make the test or not.

Lee fully realised exactly what it was he was tackling.

He knew that the layman would say he was taking a risk he should not
take. He knew that the medical world would lift its brows at his action.

Yet what else was there to be done?

No one else would attempt any test to try to bring the unfortunate man
from the pit of madness into which he had dropped. No other man would
believe that therc was any help for the unfortunate man.

Yet Lee had seen the same condition in animals. He himself had caused
that condition. o .

From the blood of a dead rabbit he had made an anti-toxin, and i the
case of the animals which he himself had sent insane with the poison, he had
been able to bring back sanity.

Would it act the same with a human? Ah! There was the great puzzle.
No matter what his own ideas on the matter may have been, he would not
have dared to make the test without the assumption of respomsibility of
Senora Rantolado.

But she had assumed that responsibility, so—

Slowly Lee bent down and held the point of the needle close to the forcarm
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of the uncsnscivus Rantolado. Then, with a sudden tightening of the lips,
he drove the point home and pressed the plunger.

The next moment, for good or evil, the contents of the hypodermic had
been precipitated into the system of the madman.

Lee dropped the arm and laid the hypodermic aside. Then he sat down
on the cdge of the couch and laid his fingers on Rantolado’s pulse.

By hia watch he saw that the pulse was very high, with an irregular move-
ment which was a bad sign. It was too soon yet for the anti-toxin to pro-
claim its presence in the system, nor could Lee judge how long it might
take i the case of a human.

With the rabbits, the rats and the white mice, it had taken in each
instance a different period of time. It was but natural to conclude that it-
would take far longer with the human system, for Lee had noticed that as
the size and physical resistance of the animal increased, so did the period
of time necessary for the anti-toxin to act increase.

Nipper was standing by ready for anything which might develop, and so,
as tho minutes ticked by, those two sat watching, watching.

Ten minutes went by, and both glanced up as there came a slight sound
by the door. Slowly and cautiously the hangle turned, and with a stealthy
movement the door swung inward.

In the aperture so formed there appeared the fear-stricken vision of the
old butler. He gazed towards them, but as Lee made an imperative gesture,
he withdrew his head and closed the door again.

Another ten minutes, and still the unconscious Rantolado showed no signs
of returning consciousness. |

It was only during the last four minutes and a half that Lee noticed any
change whatsoever. It came with a slight lessening of the pulse beats.
There was less jumpiness to them—less of jerkiness and more of a regular
throbbing. In count, tco, they had lessened, and when another seven
minutes had rolled by, Lee noticed that the pulse had become almost
regular. But it was not until forty full minutes had been ticked off that
Rantolado gave vent to a long sigh, and, turninE slightly, opened his eyes.

““Where am I?” he whispered, gazing up into Lee’s eyes; and as he asked
the question, Nelson Lec saw the calm light of sanity in his eyes.

The anti-toxin had worked. Rantolado had been dragged back from the
pit of madness!

[ . N . . .

It was three hours later. Nelson Lee and Nipper had returned to Gray’s

Inn Road after their succeasful test on Senor Rantolado. The Brazilian,
uite sane, had been put to bed, and after a mild sleeping-draught had
ropped off into a deep sleep.

Scnora Rantolado, with eyes full of tears of gratitude to Lee, had taken
up her place beside the bed to watch through the night, and a little later
Lee and Nipper had left for their own house.

They had retired almost at once, and Lee, fagged out from the strain of
the evening, had slipped into a dreamless sleep.

How long he had slept he did not know. He awoke with a sudderness
which was utterly foreign to him. The sleeping-chamber was in utter dark-
ness, and the silence of the streets outside told him that it was somewhere
in that hiatus of time which fills in the narrow gap between the time when
Loudon is asleep and when it wakens to the life of another day.

He sat up in bed, staring into the void of blackness which surrounded
him. Hec knew as surely as he sat there that it was something alien to the
room which had woke him.

le strove to disentangle the rustlings and rubbings which sounded on his
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éar-drums, and which were caused by his own imagination from the almes®
1mperceptible sounds which filtered into and across the room.

The large window which looked out on to the street was open part-way.
The curtain had been drawn when he retired, but now, as his eyes became
attuned to the gloom, he noticed that the curtain was no longer over the
window.

Sitting there, scarcely breathing, he watched. A vagrant breath from the
street stirred the blind, and the rustling sound swept across the room with
startling distinctness.

Then suddenly, at the other side of the room, Lee heard the faintest noisc.
It was as though someone had touched one of the articles on the dressing--
table. There was someone in the room!

Now he concentrated all his faculties on the part of the room from which
the sound had come.

There was a dead silence. The hammering of the blocd in his arteries
no longer filled his ears with a roaring. He had his nervous system well
under control now, and could easily distinguish between the sounds born in
his own head and those having their genesis outside.

Another tiny tinkling sound ripped through the utter silence like a gun-
shot. Almost the next second the distant hoot of a taxi came from outside,
and the every-day naturalness of it tended to steady Lee.

With a slow, stealthy motion, he twisted his hand behind him and felt
under the pillow for his revolver. Inch by inch his fingers wormed their
way along until they encountered the cold steel of the barrel.

There was a marvellous comfort in the touch of that steel. Inch by
inch he drew it from beneath the pillow, until his fingers could close round
the butt.

Then, with the heavy automatic held ready in his hand, he twisted his
arm back in front of him and waited again. . -

A soft, scraping sound now reached him, and he held his breath, waiting
for a repetition of it.

It came again, thiz time closer to the bed, and suddenly the truth dawned
on Lee. Whoever was in the room was creeping across the carpet towards
the bed! Slowly he stretched out his arm until the automatic was pointed
at the well of blackness which marked the sweep of the open room. Some-
where in that well was the intruder! .

Another tiny sound, and this time it was so close that Lee’s heart jumped.

Who could it be? . .

Even as he asked himself the question there came over him a strong feeling
of revulsion, of keen repugnance to the sompthmg which was creeping
towards him. A subtle odour reached his nostrils and filled them.

For a moment he was puzzled as to what it could be. Then suddenly he
recognised it; it was the odour of absinthe. . . o

Stronger and stronger the odour became, until the air was heavy with it.
Now he could hear the sound of laboured breathing, and as there came a
slight tug at the bedclothes, Lee shot out his hand and touched the switch
of the electric. . .

The next moment an avalanche of light ﬁlleq the room, and Leeo fou.nd
himself gazing down into the eyes of a crouching man, who knelt beside
his bed, one hand in the act of feeling for his body, the other holding a

- ife.
lo%%ilt)ia(}:;g ﬁa?t hand, Lee threw aside the clothes and sprang to the floor.
He changed his grip on the automatic swiftly, and, clubbing it, bent over
the man by the bed. The other uttered a peculiar throaty sound, slashing

heavily at Lee.
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The latter sprang nimbly to one side as the blade ripped into the bed-
tlothes; then, before the would-be assassin could withdraw the blade, Lee
was upon him, '

Something told the detective that the present was no time for gentle
mcthods. In the eyes of the man on the floor was a strange, wild look,
which spoke of a mind in the grip of something outside itself. Straight
down went the butt of the revolver, until it met the forchead of the other.

But if Lee had been quick, the other was no less agile. Even as the heavy
hutt of the automatic struck he turned his head to one side, and though tho
blnod gushed from the wound, Lee knew from the sudden sliding-off of the
hutt that it could be little more than a surface bruise.

The next moment the assassin had jerked the blade from the bedclothes
and was on his feet. Now, as he advanced upon him, Lee saw that he was a
man of little more than medium height. His clothes were unkempt, his face
unshaven, his moustache drooping with lack of care, and his eyes glittering
like the orbs of a madman.

Hceavier and ever came the fumes of the absinthe, and Lee, knowing well
the effects of that potent spirit on the human system, thought the man had
but wandered into the house while under the influence of the drug.

e was to find out his mistake before much time had passed!

The other was crouching now with his knife held ready for action, and
T.ee, sceing that his antagonist was determined to kill him if possible, lost
no time in leading the offensive. He could casily have reversed his weapon
and shot the man in his tracks, but that sort of thing never appealed to
Nclson Lee, except as a last resort, and he had little doubt that he would
be able to handle the maddened ercature crouched before him,

INe watched warily while the other glanced at him balefully. Then with a
swift motion Ice femted. e made as though to strike downwards with the
butt of the automatic, then, even as the other made a quick motien to guard,
Lee reversed his arm, and hrought the weapon up sharply from beneath.

It caught the other full on the point of the chin, sending his head hack
with a jerk, and as he staggered back ILee struck again.

This time the butt of the heavy automatic struck full and clean between
the would-be assassin's eyes, and he went down heavily. Bending swiftly,
Lee jerked the knife from his fingers and threw it across the rocom; then he
crossed to the bell by the door and pressed the button. '

e was back beside the unconscious man on the flocr when there came the
gound of footsteps, and the door opemed to admit Nipper, clad only in

8. _
py'J‘a\]{lftllmt is it, guv’nor?”’ he said, as he came in. ‘““Oh, I say! What's
up?'’—This as his gaze took in the boé!y of the man on the floor. .

«“ This fellow got into the room in some way, my lad, and tried to
assussinate me,”’ replied Lee coolly. ‘‘ Get some cold water, my lad, qnd let
us sce what condition he is in whemb hedcom]es round. It seems like an

i to me. Bring in some brandy also.”
abi:;?l)tyl)leer cr?gﬁded, and spedgfrom the room. When he returned he was clad
in a dressing-gown, and carried a jug of cold water in one hand, while in
the other was a glass with brandy in it. Lee took the jug of water and
dashed some into the face of the unconscious man. After three dousings the
other opened his eyes and spoke thickly. Lee bent close to listen, and to
his surprise grasped the fact that the words were French. 5

« Absinthe! Absinthe! For the love of mercy, absinthe!’’ he was
mlﬁetcf rggk the glass of brandy from Nipper’s hand, and, placing it to the
fips of the man on the floor, poured some of the raw gpirit down his threat.

hY
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It caused him to cough and splutter, but as i
blood Lce saw a look of sanity return to the othe
He looked at Lee in puzzlement.
‘ Monsieur,” he said hesitatingly, *“ where am I?"’
€c 1 127
Get up!”’ ordered Lee curtly.

The man obeyed at once, and with Lee holding him firmly by the arm,
they went out through the dressing-room to the consulting-room.

Nipper had already turned on the lights, and the firc was not yet dead.
Lee laid his automatic on the desk and sat down.

"“ Take that chair!”’ he ordered curtly in French.

The unkempt individual sank obediently into the chair Lee had indicated,
and as the strong desk-light fell full on his features, Lee gave a start.

Now for the first time he recognised the man. Yet in his next words he
gave no sign that he had done so.

1“ ;\’hat have you to say for yourself before I send for the police*” he
asked.

““I, monsieur?”’ said the other, in a tone of surprise which somehow rang

;r(rlte. ::::I’ monsieur? But why should you send for the police® hat have
one:

Lee turned to Nipper.

““Go inlo my room, my lad, and get the knife which you will fird on the
floor by the window.”

Nipper left the room to obey. and Lee sat in silence until he came back
carrying the knife. Lec took it from him and held it up before the eyes
-of the man who had nearly succeeded in killing him.

““ Do you recognise this knife?’’ he asked.

The Frenchman bent forward a little and gazed upon it with puzzled
eyes.

‘“ But, yes, monsieur,”” he replied, after a moment. ““Itis Ja— Itisa
knife which I recognise.” '

Lee noted the slip he almost made, but paid no attention te it. It had
served, however, to convince him that the suspicion which was forming in
his mind was the right one.

‘“ And, gazing at this knife, you do not know why I should send for the
police?”’ he went on curtly.

The man shook his head.

‘“ No, monsieur, I do not,”’ he responded.

Lee laid the knife down and rested his elbows on the desk.

““ How long have you been on this absinthe bout?’’ he asked suddenly.

The man flushed.

«“ I—I, monsieur—I will confess that I am a victim to absinthe. It is now
over one year since I have touched it. But to-day—or was it yesterday?—I
took a little and then some more.”’ .

“ Do you know what you have been doing to-night?”’ queried Lee.

‘“ No, monsieur.’’

«« T will tell you,” said Lee grimly. ‘‘ Regard this knife! You crept in
through the window of my bedroom and stole across the floor to where I lay
sleeping. You made a slight sound which woke me, otherwise I should have
been dead by now. I woke, however, and drew out this pistol from bpneath
my pitlow. Then I turned on the lights, and saw you crouching beside my
bed ready to kill me with this knife, which you held in your hand. Will

you deny that?”’ .
“ But—Dbut, monsieur, it is impossible! I assure you I did not do such a

. '}’
thing !

’n NHnTna
(o] LJ TOe

t worked its way into kisg
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““And I say you did !’ rejoined Lee shortly. ‘ If you have nothing more
than that to say, then I shall be compelled to send for the polioc.”
A deep fear filled the eyes of the other.

““ Monsieur, listen to me, I beg of you!”” he said earnestly. I will nobd
deny that I may have done what you say, but if I did I know nothing of it.
Let me tell you, monsieur. To-day—yesterday, I drank of the absinthe, zs
I told you. When it is in me, monsieur, the devil grips me. I am a mad-
man—I know not what I do. I was in a little cafe drinking alome. I
remember that perfectly well. I have been in this country only a few days,
monsieur, and know but few people. I have been in the country district
until to-day, monsieur, and, by the saints, monsieur, I do not know how I
did what you say I did.” °

““I came up to London to-day, monsieur, on a mission for my mistress, and
was to return to-night. I—I got drinking the absinthe, and that is all I
remember. It was the grotesque one who made me drink more than I
should have, I think.”

“I thought you said you were drinking alone!”’ said Lee sharply.

‘““ That is true, monsieur—that is true!’’ the other hastened to reply. ‘I
was drinking all alone. But at the next table was a grotesque one, who
spoke to me, and when he discovered I came from Paris he spoke of the
places I knew. It was while I spoke with him that I must have taken more
than I intended. I remember that he came to my table after that. Then
—then, monsieur, I remember nothing else.”

““Why do you speak of this man as the grotesque one?’’ asked Lee.

‘“ Because, monsieur, he was droll. Never have I seen one of his appear«
ance before. It is a strange country.this, monsieur.”

“ What did he look like?’” pursued Lee.

‘“He was a hunchback, monsieur—a dwarf such as our own Victor Hugo
wrote of. He wore the clothes of this country, monsieur, but they were far
too large for him. His face was yellow, and his head as smooth as the
ball which is used in roulette. He was droll, monsieur, yet he spoke well.”’

Lee shot one quick look at Nipper, whose lilms silently framed the omne
word ‘‘ Genghis.”’

Lee gave a scarcely perceptible nod and turned back to his captive.

“ You say you remember nothing else after that?”’

“ No, monsieur.”’ -

‘““ Then how do you account for the possession of this knife?”’

‘“ That I cannot tell you, monsieur. I know the knife—yes. But how it
came into my hands I do not know.” :

‘““ Where did you last see 1tr”’

“I1—I Must I answer that, monsieur?’’
““ You must, unless you wish me to send for the police,”” responded Lee
grimly.

The other wavered for a little; then, in a whisper, he said:

‘“ It—it belongs to my brother, monsieur.”

““ Oh, it does! And where is your brother?’’ -

‘“ He—he Oh, monsieur, let me assure you that what I may have done
while mad with the absinthe has nothing to do with my brother! Indeed,
it hasn’t! He is many miles from here!”’

‘“ Answer my question,” said Lee sternly. ‘‘ Where is your brother?’’

‘““ He is in the country, monsieur,” replied the man hesitatingly.

““Do you have the same mistressr’’ o

‘“ Yes, monsieur.”” Then the man wrung his hands. °‘ Monsieur, this will
be the ruin of me. Ask no more, I beg of you! Let me go. What I did,
I did while under the influence of the absinthe. I will promise you that




THE RED MENACE 7)

gflfrtgggf}'h I shall never touch another drop! Truly, I have never doune
: Then why should you select me?’’ asked Lee.
That I cannot tell you, monsienr. I—I must have been passing, and sec-

ing the open window the mad idea seized m i '
which I can explain it.” ¢.  That is the only way in

:: And the knife?”’

I swear to you by all the saints, monsicur, that I do not know how it
came 1nto my possession !’’

Lee pondered for a little. There was something familiar in the man’s
features, and at first he had felt certain that it was none other than Marcel,
?ne of the Black Wolf.’s French servants. But now, as he talked with the
?llow, he saw that while there was a pronounced likeness it was not Marcel.
Could Marcel be the brother of whom he spoke, he wondered?

There was something decidedly fishy in the whole business. What had at
first seemed like the 1solated action of a madmau—a man maddened from
absinthe—now took on the form of something definitely aimed at himself.

The Genghis!

He felt, the *° grotesque one’ of whom the fellow spoke could be none
other than the Genghis. Which would mean that Genghis was still in
England. . Yet, if the fellow was telling the truth, then %ow had he come
1n possession of the knife?

Suddenly he raised his head.

"“ You realise, of course, what will happen if I send for the police?”’ he
sald curtly. ‘“ You will be locked up, and will be tried for attempted
murder! In court you will be forced to tell how you came into possession
of this knife. That will drag in this brother of whom you speak, and your
mistress as well. By the way, what is the name of your mistress?”’

‘““ That, monsieur, I cannot tell,”’ replied the other. *‘ Do not ask me, I
beg of you, monsieur! Her name I cannot tell you. Do with me as yon
wish—send for the police—lock me up—try me for murder, but do not ask
me to drag in my mistress. I shall never be forgiven as it is.”

Lee took a different line..

“I am afraid that is what I shall have to do,’”’ he said slowly. ‘‘ Unless,
of course, you give me a more satisfactory explanation of the matter thun
you have done.”’

The Frenchman spread out his hands.

‘“ Monsieur,”’ he cried, ‘“ what more cam<I say? I drink the ahzinthe—I
drink until the little green devils seize upon my brain. Then I lose all
knowledge of myself. It is that I must have walked and walked, and then—
then, monsieur, I see the open window. The little green devils beckon me
to enter. Then—then, monsicur, you found me.”’

‘“ And the knife?’”’ said Lee, with a sardonic smile.

““ Ah, that—that, monsieur, I cannot explain!”’

““ Yet it belongs to your brother!” commented Lee drily. ‘“ What is your
name?’’ he continued.

The other hesitated for a moment only; then he replied:

‘““ They call me Jean, monsieur.”

“Jean!’’ echoed Lee. ‘‘Jean what?”

‘* Nauresse, monsieur.’’

Lee grunted, and again dropped into thought. For five long minutes
there was silence in the consulting-room. Then he lifted his head, and gazed
straight at the man who sat regarding him with fear-laden eyes.

‘“ Look here, my friend,” said Lee slowly. ‘ What would you do if I

gave you your liberty? Supposing I permit you to go free and say nothing
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to ﬂ(;c police about your intrusion in my house this cvening? What will
ou do?’’

v The man in the chair dropped suddenly to his knees, and put his hands
together in supplication,

‘“ Do,” he cried—*'‘ do, monsieur! I wonld swear never again to drink of
the absinthe! I would swear to return at once to my mistress, and work
faithfully and loyally! I would burn a candle for you, monsieur, and ask a
special blessing! You would be in all my prayers, monsieur!”’

Ice shrugged.

“ Get up!”’ he ordered curtly.

The wretch obeyed, and stood in an attitude of uncertainty.

““ Open the door, Nipper,”’ raid Lee. K

Nipper did so, and stood by it, waiting. Surely the ‘ guv’nor ’’ was not
going to let the fellow go, he kept telling himself! ,

Lee did not glance in Nipper’s direction, hut turned to the cowering
wretch before him.

“T am going to let voun go,” he said curtly. °‘ There is the door open.
Go! And rcmember what you have done this might. Remember that you
are almost a murderer!”’

The man gave an inarticulate cry of joy, and would have dropped to his
knees again but Lee eurtly waved him away, and with one backward glance
the fellow passed out into the corridor. 'They heard his footsteps as he went
along the {mll. {hen thcy heard the front door open and slam.

No sooner had it done so than lLee turned to Nipper.

“ Quick, for your life, my lad!”’ he said swiftly. ‘“ Grab some clothes—
anything! After him—-top speed! .Keep on his trail until you track him
hoine! And for your life do not be seen!”

Nipper gave one astonished glance at his master, then he flew for his
rcom. Into a pair of trousers fle got as quickly as possible, and over the
coiat of his pyjamas he put a heavy tweed coat. Socks and boots were put
on with lightning speed, and over all he threw a big overcoat. Into a small
bag went the rest of his clothes, with a few other articles he thought might
e useful, and exactly three minutes after the departure of Jean Nauresse,
Nipper was in Gray’s Inn Road specding along towards Holborn, for far
down the stieet he could just make out a figure which he reckoned would bhe
that of Jeau Nauresse,

E—— S——

CHAPTER V.
Nipper on the Trail—A Startling Dencuement.

IPPLER turned up the collar of his overcoat and walked as briskly as
N possible. He dared not runm, for if his quarry heard running foutsteps
behind him he would at once take alarm. And when Lee said a thing,
Nipper knew his master meant it. Ilis orders were to stick to the trail
and not be discovered. It was not until his quarry got into Holborn that
Nipper had crept up far enough to go ahead more slowly.

‘here was scarcely a soul abroad at that early hour, only a few milkcarts
rumbled by now and then. 'The early ’buses had not even started to run.
It was drear and dark and chill, and the lad could not help wondering where
such a one as Jean Nauresse would go.

If his word was to be believed he was a stranger in London, and the only
ersons he knew in Lingland were in the country. He had come up to
.ondon for some mission of his mistress, and had fallen into a drinking bout.
Everything now was closed. Where would he go? What would he do?
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Nipper, thus cogitating, kept his man in sight, and followed until they
came to the junction of New Oxford Street. There the quarry he=itated for
a little, and Nipper saw him walk to meet a constable who was coming along
New Oxford Street. There was a short colloquy, and then Nauresse
proceeded along New Oxford Street at a brisk pace.

Nipper quickened his own footsteps, and as a party of early labourers
turned into New Oxford Street from a side-street, he was able to walk with
more impunity.

Straight along New Oxford Street until he came to Oxford Street went
the quarry; then he accosted another constable, and at that moment a
taxi drew in sight.

Nipper saw the constable hail it, and saw the quarry step in. Then it
drove off, and setting off at a run he tcre after it at top speed. Just as he
came up with a coustable he drew up.

‘“ Say, officer,”” he said, ‘“ where did that taxi go?”’

““ What’s that to you, my lad?’’ asked the constable suspiciously.

“Oh, don’t waste precious time!’ returned Nipper. “I want to know
for an important reason—truly! Tell me, like a good fellow!”’

With this he drew out a florin and slipped it across to the other.

““ Well,”” drawled the constable, as he pocketed the coin, ‘I guess if you
hit it for Victoria Station you will see your man. That was where he
wanted to go.”

““ Thanks !> exclaimed Nipper, and the next instant he was off at a quick
run.

Not until he had travelled almost to Oxford Circus, however, did he see
another taxi, and then a delay occurred until he persuaded the man to
drive him on to Victoria.

On his arrival there Nipper tossed the man half-a-crown, as per agree-
ment, then he dashed into the station. .

In the great waiting-room he gazcd about anxiously for his man. There
was not a sign of him. Far down on one side was a small waiting-room, and
towards this Nipper sauntered. Ile did not pause to look in when ke
reached it but kept straight on, and as he passed the door his heart gave a
bound, for there, dozing in a cormer, was his man! He had not lost him

fter all!
: i\ glance at the big clock on the wall showed him it was just a few minutes
past five. He wondered if his man was going to take a train, and kept not
far away from the door of the waiting-room until he should make a morve.

It was almost six o’clock when that move came.

Nipper saw Nauresse cmerge from the waiting-room, yawning and
stretching his arms. He glanced towards the refreshment buffet, and, seeing
it open, went towards it. . o .

Nipper followed, and hung about outside until his man had put away a
cup of steaming coffee and some sandwiches. Then Nauresse came out, and
Nipper followed him across to th.e ticket wu}dow. Nauresse stopped once to
question a guard, then he continued on his way.

The station was assuming an air of liveliness now. Several porters were
about, and quite a few travellers were passing back and forth, preparing

an early trian. . .
tob%?:;;grbl{ept closeyto his man when he saw him go towards a ticket window,
and as Nauresse bent over, Nipper edged closer still. He heard him ask in
broken English for a third-class ticket to Horsham, and, turning his back
as Nauresse walked away, Nipper also bought a third-class ticket for the

l . . .
Sa'}&i gaat(::%ed his quarry while he passed the man at the barrier. then, noting
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that the platform was the one on which the train for Horsham would leave,
he reckoned it safe to slip along to the buffet and get some coffee for
himself.

It was a pity that he did so, for while there he missed the opportunity of
sceing. a certain individual enter the station and pass on to the platform
where the train for Horsham was already standing.

Nipper came out of the buffet quite unconscious that a man very important
in the present scheme of things had just entered a first-class compariment
and drawn the blind—a first-class compartment which happened to be next
to the third-class compartment which Jean Nauresse was occupying.

Nipper walked along, keeping the hurrying passengers between himself
and the train until he saw Nauressec. Then he jerked open the door of a
third-class compartment a little farther along, and sat down close to the
window, where he could keep a surveillance of the whole length of the
platform.. . ) .

He sat thus, watching to see if Nauresse was playing a double game, but
when the train finally pulled out and his man had not left the compartment,
Nipper sank back with a sigh. |

““Can’t do anything now until we reach Horsham,’’ he muttered, ‘‘ unless,
of course, he happens to get out at some station on the way.”’

He had ‘bought an carly morning paper in the station, and, spreading it
out, was soon engrossed in the contents, little dreaming that within a few
yards of hini a grim drama was soon to be played.

» L L ] 2 ]

» L

In the first-class compartment wliich was next to that occupied by Jean
Nauresse sat the man whom Nipper had missed.

Even though a heavy, fur-lined coat covered him almost from top to toe,
he presented a weird spectacle. |

From the collar of the coat emerged a large, ponderous head on which was
a tigh]t-ﬁtting fur cap. The face of the man was one to attract attention in
any place,

It was yellow, and seamed with a thousand minute wrinkles. The eyes
were large and deep-set, and extraordinarily remarkable for their utter
absence of cyelashes, | .

Though little of the head was left uncovered by the fur cap, it could be
seen that even of that small portion where the baldest of men usually carries
some hair there was not a spear. .

It was smooth and yellow as the egg of a Piymouth Rock. Nelson Lee
would have given a good deal for a sight of that same individual at that
mcment, for it was the Genghis, the Mystery Man of Tibet.

And his occupation would have been even more interesting to Nelson Lee.

On the knees of the Genghis rested a small map, which he was examining
with every appearance of interest.

At first view, it would have appeared puzzling to one who did not know
beforchand what it represented. But a close scrutiny of it would have
revealed the fact that it was a very careful plan of part of a railway.

At onc end was a large square, which was marked ‘““L.” That was
intended to stand for London, and at the other corner of the paper was a
smaller square marked “ H.” |

The latter might have stood for Horsham. Here and there along the
black line which represented the railway were small crosses, marked with
different letters—letters which, had one consulted the railway guids for that

linc, one would have seen could easily stand for different stations along the
ne, - '



In a flash Lee saw that it was Rantolado.
He had got free ifrom the room at the top of the house. Nor was that the worst

of it. In some way he had managed to get hold of a long dagger which he was
brandishing over his head. (See page 13.)
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Then in two places the line representing the railway was thickened per-
ceptibly, and alongside was written the single word ¢ tunnel.”

It was these two thickenings of the line drawing which the Genghis was
closely studying.

At that eame moment, Jean Nauresse, in the next compartment, was
dozing 1n his corner, little dreaming of the man who pored over the railway
plan so close to him. Further along, Nipper was making a hurried change,
putting on those garments which he had neglected to don when leaving
(Gray’s Inn Roed 6o hurriedly.

Station after station went by, and still the Genghis sat in his coraer,
studying the railway plan. Swiftly his eyes read the sign on each station
as it went past, and when, after some time, h2 read a certain name as a
small station flashed past, he folded up the plan he had been studying and
thrust it in the pocket of his fur coat. -

Then he moved with quick precision.

Off came his hcavy fur coat, and was thrown in the corner of the carriage.
He still retained the close-fitting fur cap, and as he stood up he presented
a truly grotesque appearance.

The clothes which he wore hung locsely about him, seemingly far too large
for the ekinny limbse they encased.

The huge head, rising above the dwarfed, misshapen body, lent him an
uncanny air, which chilled one to the marrow.

The unwink:ng intensity of the pigmentless eyes but added to his ghastly
appcarance, and as he stood swaying there, a weird, repulsive figure from
another land, he scemed distinctly out of place in that modern railway
carriage in the midet of a bustling, sane world.

llc was like some gargoyle dropped from the realms of the past—a
rrotesque mummy masquerading in the garments of the twentieth century.

He moved acrces the compartment with a queer little shufling hop until
Le was close to the door, then from his pocket he took a large, empty bottle.

On the bottle was the label of a well-known French firm, and on the label
was the brand—‘‘ Absinthe.”

Thrusting this in the outer pocket of his coat, the Genghis waited another
few minutes until the train suddenly swept into a tunnel.

Then he moved with a swiftness one would not have thought him
capable of.

Climbing with agility through the window of the door, he stood on the
board running outside, and worked himself along to the next compartment.

J t=:m]11 Nauresse, lying dozing in his corner, started up as a sharp hiss broko
upon him,

pHe aved, with eyes dilated with horror, at the ghastly face which peered
in at him. He was sitting in the corner close to the window, and with a
muttered appeal to his favourite saint began to move away.

But something compelling in those pigmentless eyes held him, and he
stared with an ever-growing terror. To Jean Nauresse, it was an apparition
—an apparition of the ‘‘ grotesque one’’ with whom he had spoken at the
little café in Soho when drinking absinthe.

Little did Jean Naureese, brother of Marcel, the servant of the Black Wolf,
dream that the meeting had been intentional.

Little did he guess that he had been quietly tracked down from the moment

that he had left a certain house in London. To London he had come on a
message for his mistress, it is true.

Therein he had not lied to Nelson Lee.

Yet Jean Naurease did not kmow that the letter he delivered at a certain
house in Limehouse had been intended for the very man who now leered in
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the window at him, and made him wish devoutly he were Yack in the
Quartier Latin of Paris,

Nor did he know—nor could he know that, no cooner had he delivered the
letter and taken himself off, than a soft-footed Chinaman had followed him
stealthily.

_ He had been watched and followed to Soho. His sitting down at the table
:;1 thti:l .httle café had been reported by telephone, and thus passed on to the
yenghis,

It had brought the Genghis himself on the scene, and then had followed
the terrible act which had almost made him a murderer.

How could Jean Nauresse know that it had not been the madness of
absinthe at all?

How could he know that hs had been the victim of hypnotic suggestion?

How could he know that the knife belonging to his brother Marcel, the
trusted servant of the Black Wolf, who had but recently got him a herth
with the same mistress., and which he had brought with him to London as
a means of protection in a strange city, would prove to be the weapon which
would almost place him in the dock for murder? .

About that knife he had lied to Nelson Lee. He had been in a deadly
fear, and had lied glibly about it. In that lie he had seen his only salva-
;‘.-li_on, though he was telling the truth when he disclaimed all knowledge of

18 act.

Jean Nauresse had been hypnotised hy the Genghis even as he sat in the
little café in Soho, and his acts of that night were but the suggestions put
into his head by the Genghis. A very short conversation had told the
Genghis all he wanted to know. It had taken him only a few minutes to
discover that Jean Nauresse was a stranger in the country.

For two long weecks the Mystery Man of Tibet had worked to destroy
Nelson Lee. .

More he would have done had he not been even more cccupied in trying
to trace Professor Featherstone. Into his hand had dropped an instrument,
and with his almest uncanny capacity for taking the main chance as it
offered, he had seized upon Nauresse.

In the hypnotic trarce, Nauresse had babbled out all he knew of the Black
Wolf, which happened to be little.

He was too new a recruit in the service of the Black Wolf to know much.

Not even the Genghis knew why he had received a letter from the Black
Wolf, and Jean Nauresse could tell him nothing there.

But he did tell the Genghis enough to inform that mysterious individual
that the Black Wolf was no ordinary sort of person, and then had come the
inspiration of the Genghis to use this easy tool in another purpose.

So it was that in the grip of hypnotic suggestion Jean Nauresse had been
sent to Gray’s Inn Road to murder Nelson Lee, and from the moment he had
told Lee of the ‘“ gretesque one,” Lee had guessed the truth.

He knew it had been no mere coincidence that Jean Naurease had crept
into his bedroom that night. He knew there was something cl<e behind it,
and the description of the ‘‘ grotesque one ’ had given Lee the key.

That was why he had permitted Jean Naurcsse to leave Gray’s Inn Road
a8 he had. And now Jean Nauresse found himself gazing into the pigment-
Icss eyes of the Genghis. Again came that hiss, and the next moment in
'French the words:

“ Well, fool, did yoeu do my bidding?’’

Jean Nauresse sat up.

‘*“ Monsieur, I know not what you mean,”” he quavered.

“ Did you kill him?’’ snarled the Genghis. ‘‘ Quick! Answer me!”

The look of terror in the eye: of Jean Nauresse deepened to horror. Somas
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thing which was inside him, yet alien to him, seemed to answer for him. ¢
was surprised at the sound of his own voice.

“ I did not kill him, monsieur,”” he answered mechanically. ‘ He awoke
and overpowered me."’
““ Fool!” snarled the Genghis.

The next moment, his arm had come in through the window, and on tha
floor dropped the empty absinthe bottle. Yet not then was the arm of the
renghis withdrawn. Instead, it kept on in its sweep until it was close to
the arm of Jean Nauresse. For a single moment, something bright flashed,
then Jean Nauresse stiffened as a sharp needle-point entered his arm.

A moment or so, then there came another flash, and the next moment the
arm of the Genghis disappeared.

He gave one glance at the man in the corner, then he worked his way
along the running board, and crept through the window into his own com-
partment just as the train swept once more into the light of day.

® . - 1Y Y = ¥ . 2
Nipper opened the door of his compartment, and stepped out on to the
latform at Horsham. His first glance was towards the compartment where

1¢ knew Jean Nauresse had been when they left London, and since Nipper

had kept a sharp look-out at every station at which they had stopped on
the way down, he reckoned his man was still safely there.

Scarcely had his foot touched the platform, when he heard a loud cry, and
the next moment the door of the compartment in which he was interested
burst open, and whgt he took to be a raving maniac reeled out on to the
platform,

Ati;oer that, things happened so quickly Nipper could scarcely keep track
of them, '

He saw the stationmaster and the guard rush towards Jean Nauresse, who
was screaming and laughing like an insane man.

Then two other men hurried towards the scene, and with something of a
shock Nipper recognised Marcel and Jacques, the two faithful henchmen of
the Black Wollf.

If they were here, it meant that the Black Wolf must be somewhere necar
at hand. Nipper saw them rush towards Jean Nauresse and grip him by the
arms, saw Marcel look at Jean with horror; then, as Jean grew violent, saw
Marcel twist the insane man’s arm behind his back.

But the strength of four men could not suppress the maniacal strength
cf Jean Nauresse, and two porters were compelled to lend their assistance
before the man could be held quiet. |

Edging nearer, Nipper saw another porter step into the compartment and
cmerge again with an empty bottle in his hand.

Nipper got still closer, until he could read the word on the label of the
bottle. °‘ Absinthe,”” he read: and then he remembered what had happencd
at Gray’s Inn Road the night before.

He immediately recalled the fervent promise Jean Nauresse had made to
Lee that he would never again touch another drop of absinthe, and now it
appeared he was in the absinthe frenzy scarcely three hours after his promise.

Then, with a sudden quickening of his memory, Nipper remcmbered that
Nauresse had had no opportunity to purchase absinthe since he had left
Gray’s Inn Road.

Nor had he had a bottle of the stuff on him. .

Lee and Nipper would have discovered it when they searched his garmeuts
for weapons. Then show on earth nad he become possessed of the bottle?

Nipper, deeply puzzled, was standing on the edge of the crowd that had
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gathered, closely watching the preceedings, when he saw a fur-coated fizur»
ﬁl::rge f:om (;h}?' c;)lml;f;rtinent next to the one from which Jean Naurcese
urst, and his heart almost missed a beat as he r ) L

the Mystery Man of Titer e recogniscd the Genghi;,
Nipper had only seen the Genghis onco, but that had been sufficient tr

engrave for ever on his memory that hairlesg yellow face and those staring
pigmentless eyes. ‘-

What on earth was the Genghis doing there?

Nipper turned his attention from the madman and watched the Genghis.

The yellow-faced man went past the crowd with a quecr, shuffling hep, not
deigning to cast a single glance in the direction of Jean Nauresse.

Then Nipper saw Marcel suddenly drop Jean’s arm and force his way
through the crowd until he had intercepted the Genchis.

‘Nlppgr saw Marcel address a few words to the Ggenghis, and, while the
(tenghis did not move his head in either affirmative or me ative, his lips
moved slightly. Then Marcel bowed, and, with expressive Fi',atin gesturcs,
yointed to the madman.

The Genghis condescended to cast a single glance in that direction, then
he Ngave an almost imperceptible nod of the head and kept on.

1pper hurried after until he saw Marcel assist the Genghis into a biv
black limousine which stood outside the station. |

He wrapped a heavy fur robe about the Genghis, then he hurried back
into the station and approached the crowd agaig.

After a lengthy confab with the station-master, during which the empty
absinthe bottle was brought into evidence time and again, he was permitted
to take charge of Jean, and with the assistance of Jacques and a couple of
porters managed to drag him out to the car.

While they were tying the maniac’s hands and feet, the station-master
hurried out, and edging along as close as he dared, NipEer heard him say:

““You will have to let me have your address. If anything more comes of
this affair I want to know where to find you.”

Marcel hesitated for the single fraction of a second, then he replied:

‘““It is the place known as the Mill House, monsieur.”

““Oh! I know it all right,”” nodded the station-master as he turned and
went back into the stationm. '

Nipper watched while the big car drove off, turning towards the Guildford
Road, and then as it disappeared in a cloud of dust he made tracks for the

telegravh office.

e

. CHAPTER VL
Nelson Lee Receives a Wire—A Few Deductions—Sixty Miles an Hour.

ELSON LEE was just sitting down to breakfast the next morming
N when there came a double rat-tat at the front door and a few

moments later Mrs. Jones the housekeeper entered, bearing a tele

m on a tray.
gl.ia;ee took it azld tore open the flap of the envelope, then he spread out the

sheet of paper it contained.

‘““Lee, Gray’s Inn Road, London,” he read.—‘ Followed qusrry as
directed. Trail led Victoria Horsham train alighted at Horsham immediate
sensation stepped out raving like maniac took six men to hold him emﬁ)ty
abstinthe bottle .discovered in compartment but prepared to swear he ad
no chance to purchase absinthe from time he left Gray’s Inn Road



o0 “ME NELSON LEE LIBRARY

was watching proceedings when Marcel and Jacques servants of B. W.
appeared and took hand then from very next compartment Genghis himsclf
stepped out approached by Marcel entered big black motor—have number.
Marcel and Jacques took charge Nauresse think Nauresse brother Jacques.

very much alike was tied and put in car then car drove off to place called
Mill House waiting for instructions.

“Reply, King's Head Hotel. Nirrer.”

Nelson Lee read over the message twice, then he slowly folded it up and
went on with his breakfast. |

He ate mechanically, for his mind was very busy with this new turn of
affairs. It meant a very great deal to him this positive proof that the
Genghis was still in England, and it meant a good deal more to know that
he undoubtedly had some connection with the Black Wolf.

Long ago Nelson Lee had connected the Black Wolf with the Miss Carlile
whom Dick Featherstone had met on the boat from Rangoon and to whom
he had proposed before they landed in England. But what the Black Wolf
could have to do with the Genghis Lee could not even guess.

He knew enough of the charming and elusive Black Wolf to know that
she would only be playing for big stakes.

Yet even taking that into account he could not fathom her object in the
present instance.

As far as he could see there was little for the Black Wolf to gain by any
sort of association with the Mystery Man of Tibet, and certainly she was
not the type to allow herself to be made a tool of.

They were either playing some big game together or

But what did this wire of Nipper’s mean?

Jean Nauresse had landed at Horsham raving like a maniac. 1In the com-
partment he had occupied was found an empty absinthe bottle. In the
next compartment to him had travelled the Genghis.

Lee’s thoughts went back to the night before when he had wakcned to the
consciousness that there was someone in his room. *

He remembercd the odour of absinthe then and what had followed.

From the moment Jean Nauresse had spoken of the °‘grotesque one,”
Nelson Lee had felt certain that the Genghis and not absinthe had been
responsible for the murderous attack on him. .

He knew that hypnotic command would be a comparatively simple affair
to the Genghis. |

Then two things leaped iito his mind.

One was the fate which had overtaken Rantolado, and the other was the
fact that on the railway line between London and Horskam there were two
fairly long tunnels.

He regarded the presence of the Genghis in the commpartment next to
Jean Nauresse as more than mere coincidence..

He thought again of those tunnels, and in his mind he could see the
dwarfed, misshapen body of the Genghis creeping along the running board
and leaning in the window of the next compartment.

““The empty absinthe bottle is a blind,”” he muttered as he rose from the
table. ‘‘The man is not crazed from absinthe. He had no opportunity to
buy it after leaving here. . o

““It was thrown in there by the Genghis, and Jean Nauresse 15 a victim
of the red madness, even as Rantolado was a victim.

‘ But why—why—why? I confess I cannot understand why he should so
attack Jean Nauresse, who is undoubtedly a servant of the Black Wolf, if
the Genghis and the Black Wolf are on friendly terms, unless—unless it
i3 because—ah! by Heaven, I have it.
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It i3 because Nauresse failed to kill me, and the (‘enghis would have

him safe in the grip of the red madness #o the Black Wolf should not know
the liberties he had taken with her servant.

‘““In that condition Jean Naurcsse cannot talk.
““By Heaven, the game grows warmer!”’

‘““Making for the consulting-room, Lee wrote out a tel to N
which ran as follows: 8 clegram to Ivipper,

- ““On my way to Horsham in the car find out all you can about Mill House
will pick you up at the King’s Head. Lree.”

Then he telephoned the garage and ordered his own big grey car to be
scut round at once.

He had just rehung the receiver when the ’phone rang, and once mecre
lifting down the receiver he spoke.

The voice of Senora Rantolado came to him over the wire. It was tearful
with joy. .

““Oh! Senor Lee,”” she said, ‘““my husband is awake, and oh! he is quite,
quite all right again. He is asking fcr you. The last two weeks is a
complete blank to him.

‘“ Shall I enlighten him?”’

““No, I do not think that would be wise at present,”” replied Lee quickly
““I cannot tell you, senora, how pleased I am that the test has turned out
z.success. Keep him as quiet as possible and leave it to me to enlighten

im. .

“I must leave town this morning, but I may return to-night. If I do
&0 I shall ring up, and then, if you wish 1t, come round.”

““Oh, thank you with all my heart, Mr. Lee,”” came the voice of the
senora. ‘‘ You have lifted a mighty load frcm my hcart.”

Lee laughed and replied with some kindly remark, then rehung the
receiver, tﬁough he could not help a little glow of satisfaction as he thought
of the success of the anti-toxin.

Now he had definite proof that he could fight one weapon at least of the
Genghis, and if he could but get hold of Jean Nauresse again—well, if
Jean Nauresse were suffering from the red madness it might be a strong
card in Lee’s hand before this game was finished.

‘How little he dreamed then that a much stronger card was to be dealt
him in the game.

Ten minutes later, with a bag thrown into the tonneau, Lee was driving
through the London traffic on his way to Horsham, and if ever the grey
car showed her mettle she did that morning once Lee was out of the city
limits.

He took the road leading through Epsom, and when it had been left
behind he found himself in the real country.

He waa spinning along at about thirty miles an hour then, but now he let
the car out still more, and the indicator crept up steadily from thirty to
fofi:y to forty-five, then as a long level stretch of road appeared, the needle
jumped to fifty. ' _ . .

Thundering along with the empty tonneau rocking from side to side, Leeo
let her out still more, and as he turned into a long gradual drop the needle
swung round to sixty miles an hour.

" It was reckless driving if you will, yet he kept a wary eye for croes roads,
and once as a farm cart lumbered out from a lane Lee nearly had h}mself
and the car into the next field with the jerk he was compelled to give to

escape a collision,
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Still he did not relax his speed, for he knew that everythine depen
how soon he could get to thgrJ Mill House. " J g depended on

He had little doubt now that the Black Wolf was there. He had still less
doubt that there was some sort of relationship between the aims of the
Black Wolf and the aims of the Genghjs.

What that relationship was he could not even guess.

- That it included a common interest in Professor Richard Featherstone he
felt confident.

But there was where he reached an impasse.

That Jean Nauresse was but a cog in the greater machine geemed certain.
The main drama centred round the Genghis and the Black Wolf, and with
those two Nelson Lee must deal—those two must he outwit if he were to
bring the case to a successful conclusion.

Events of the past had been sufficient to make him exceedingly wary in
dealing with the Black Wolf, and recent hapgenings had served to show him
exactly how dangerous a customer was the Genghis.

If they really were working together they would form a very dangerous
team.

Not until he reached Warnham Park did Lee slow up perceptibly, and
when he finally drove along narrow and congested West Street in Horsham
none would have thought that the big car which panted along so slowly
had just been tearing along at the rate of sixty miles an hour.

At the King’s Head he pulled up, and scarcely had he done so0 when the
door was opened and Nipper appeared. He climged into the car beside Lee,
and while his master took off his driving gloves and lit a cigarette, Nipper
made his report.

‘I have made inquiries about tke Mill House, guv’'nor,”” he said. ““It is
a large estate on the road about eight miles—on the Guildford Road. I was
talking to the barmaid about it, and she was under the impression that it
was vacant.

‘It belongs to a Colonel Green, who is in India."

Le2 nodded slightly, and scarcely moving his lips said:

‘It has probably been leased recently. We shall drive out at once. On
the Guildford road, you say?”’

‘““Yes, sir."”

Lee slipped on his gloves again and laid his hands on the driving wheel.
A few moments later he was again threading his way through the traffic of
West Street until he reached the wider road beyond. Then he let the car
out once more and they swung along at a sharp pace until they passed the
old Shelley place and were in the open country once more.

On the asphalted main road the car spun along smoothly, and it was about
a quarter of an hour later when Nipper turned to Lee and said:

‘* We turn down here to the left, guv’'nor.’-

‘“ Why, this is the old Roam Gate,”” said Lee. ‘“I know this road well."

He swung round the sharp corner as he spoke, and then, half a mile or
so along, just before they came to a thick wood, Lee suddenly pulled up
and gazed across a wooded park towards a solitary windmill which stood
gauntly outlined against the sky.

“ heavens!’’ he muttered.

€ W{lat'is it, guv’'nor?’’ asked Nipper. ‘‘This ic the Mill House place.
Do you recognise it?’’ . o

““1 do,”” replied Lee shortly. But he recognised it in a way in which

Nipper did not understand.
Into Lee's mind had jumped the remembrance of that vision wkich

Senorita Yanquori had had the night before.
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He remembered her sing-song voice as it had spoken of
ho;gg ]?;:lh off to oune side adstolx;e to':ver with wingl:)a rotrud?n;a;ﬁmu;:"ed

. never seen a windmill in her life, bu ime i
tog;ee thalt; what l::he meant was a windmill. ©at the time it had occurred

oW, as he caught sight of the stone tower silhouetted agains '

he kncw that the vision of the girl had been a true hgpnotgcthve;al?g;iol::

knew that further along through that wooded park he would come to a big

square house with towers—a house showing signs of Twdor influence.

He knew in his heart that in the house would be tshe Black Wolf and
that in a room eomewhere would be Dick Featherstone. ’

Was the Genghis there also?

Slow!f Lee drove on until he came to a small lano leading off to the left.
The Mill House estate was on the right. Down this lane Lee drove the car
until he had covered a good quarter of a mile.
in;[‘ohg? a small, almost choked wp branching lane appeared, and Lee turned

it.

v ~An admirable place to leave the car,”” he muttered as he drew up.
Come along, my Iad, we will see what this Mill House may reveal to us.’’
He climbed out as he spoke, followed by Nipper, and together they made

},helr way back along the lane they had just travelled.

When they reached the road once more Lee crossed and climbed over the
fence into the grounds of the Mill House.

The thickly-wooded park extended down cloee to the road, and by taking
advantage of what cover offered they wero enabled to make their way
through the wood until suddenly in the distance a large aquare house showed
up.

Lce dropped down to the gzound and drew Nipper down beside him. Even

as they gazed out across the noble park they saw a white-clad figure walk
quickly along the tcrrace and enter the broad portals of the house.

Though the distance wae great, something familiar in the figure told Lee
that it was the Black Wolf.

: CHAPTER VIL
The Black Wolf and the Genghis—The Genghis Strikes Swiftly.

T was the Black Wolf!
For a good two hours had there been a visitor waiting for her return.

Little thinking that a certain letter which she had sent to town
by the hand of Jean Nauresse would bring the recipient to Mill House so
quickly she had motored early that morning to Guildford.

.Scarcely had she rcturned when she had been informed by Jacques and
Marcel of all that had happened during her absence—of the arrival of a
etranger who even then was waiting at the house and of the coudition in
which Jean Nauresse had arrived from London.

Not for a moment did cither Jacques or Marcel dream that Jean was
suffering from anything but absinthe madness, and with an expression of
disgust the Black Wolf curtly ordered them to bring Jcan before her for
judgment as soon as the madness ¢hould pasa. .

Then she had hurried along to the house and entered by a side cntrance.

In her own room she had changed quickly, and emerging a?' in by the side
entrance, had walked along the terrace to the main portals.

It was at that same moment that Lee and Nipper had seen her, .

Onc: in the great hall of the place she was met by Andre who was acténg
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as butler. To his mistress he whispered that the stranger was waiting in
the library and thither the Black Wolf hastcned. °

Now, in identifying the Black Wolf with the Miss Carlile whom Dick
Featherstone had met on board the steamer out of Rangoon, Nelson Lce
had been correct.

Her meeting with Featherstone had been an accident, but that young
man had told her only a little of what had occurred to him in the cave in
Tibet when the curiosity of the Black Wolf had been aroused.

With all the art of which she was a mistress, she had played upon the
susﬁeptibilities of Featherstone until, as is already known, he had proposed
to her.

During that long voyage to England the Black Wolf had wormed out of
him every detail of his five years’ captivity in Tibet, and when they parted
in London she was already forming plans for a campaign which included
no less a personage than the Genghis himself.

Featherstone was in possession of much knowledge that interested the
Black Wolf, but from what he told her she knew that in that cave in Tibet
:here lived a master of the chemical knowledge which she herself had
scarcely dreamed of.

Of chemistry, as is ordinarily understood, the Black Wolf had a very deep
tnowledge. But it was the chemistry of the subconsciousness—the soul
:hemistry which she only vaguely suspected existed, that she was determined
to probe.

A delver in the rare and complicated records of the past—a student of
the deepest form of theosophy—the Black Wolf had begun to realise that
in the days before the written history of man had its genesis there, was a
depth of knowledge of certain things which had been lost to a more material
age.

Present day peoples regarded them as merely the prattlings of charlatans,
but the Black Wolf had gone deeply enough into the matter to realise that
there was much—very much to be learned of the past.

Now from what the trusting Dick Featherstone had told her she knew that
it had not all died out, She knew that somewhere in Tibet there siill
cxisted a descendant of an order who had carried on this strange form of
chemical research for untold thousands of years.

Could she gain some of that knowledge?

Could she pit her wits against thcose of the living representative of that
long line of fanatics?

Once in possession of even a little of that weird knowledge which had
been so closely guarded during thousands of years, she would be equipped
for the life she had chosen as no one ever had been eyuipped before.

Therefore it had come as a shock to her to learn from Dick Feathcrstone,
at the Hotel Venetia in London, that the Mystery Man of Tibet was in
England.

Swiftly had the Black Wolf acted.

Lee was again right in thinking that she had lured Featherstone away.
It had been easy. A languishing look from her dark eyes, a smile of her
red lips, and Featherstone had been her abject slave. L

To lure him to the place she had taken in Sussex had been child's Elay,
and once within the portals of that housec Featherstone had not left them.

In him the Black Wolf realised she had the strongest card she could
possibly possess to play against thc Mystery Man of Tibet, and g0 success-
fully Lad she pitted her wits against the cleverest brains of Europe that she
had no great fear at playing the cards against the Genghis.

" How little she realised the calibre of her opponent. .
Then had followed a cautiously-worded advertisement in the personal



THE RED MENACE 35

columns of the London daily papers. It had brou <
to which the Black Wolf could send a letter, 67t @ T9PIy and an address
ean ~auresse—a new recruit to the service of the Black Wolf—1 ad
been chosen as the bearer of the letter an ival
that individual in London is already lu;c'vir'n‘.i what followed the arrival of

Now the Genghis had arrived, and the hands must be played.

The Black Wolf knew it muat be the (Glenghis himself, for the description
?ifi M:J:celhand Jacques COi':ﬁide];il w]it.h that of Featherstone. Utterly con-

ent In her own powers, the Black Wolf went
th%hdoor of tha liblI')ar . ent down the hall and opened

.The next moment she was gazing upon the Genghis—the Myste
Tibet. Schooled as she was to cogcet?l her emotid‘ns. the Blagk A ol}‘fltﬂu?g
not repress a shiver as she gazed upon the dwarfed and misshapen figure
which rose as she entered. :

She took in at a single swift glance the shrunken puny limbs—the great
oversized head—the staring pigmentless eyes—the hairless face and skull
smooth as an egg. '

The next moment she had control of herself, and was bowing formally.

““You have come to see me,’”’ she murmured. by way of cpening the con-
versation. |

The Genghis still stood, his weird eyes full upon her face as though to
read her very soul.

““I have come—to see you,”” he replied in French. “I have received your
letter in London. You say you have information of great value to me, aud
that you are prepared to negotiate regardiag it.

‘“l already know what you have. You are holding captive Richard
Featherstone, the man I seck. Am I not right?’’

The Black Wolf gave a start. The opening of the duel did not augur
very well. She did not dream that he knew jle was holding Featherstone.

She sank gracefully into a chair, determined to apply all her art to tho
game. :

How little she knew the utter uselessness of the charms of her sex when
dealing with the emotionless man before her.

He had evolved to a degree far removed from the planc where the charms
of eex might be an influence.

She laughed softly.

“I sha.]? not admit whether you are right or wrong,’” she replied. ‘I sent
for you because I was prepared to deal with you. t us grant that it may
be possible the man Featherstone is the card J hold. You will wish to
know what I can desire in return.”

““You sent for me, madam. You only can explain!’’ replied the Genghis
curtly.

¢ thavo heard much from the man Featherstone regarding you,’’ went on
the Black Wolf ccolly. ‘‘ He has told me that you are a master of a
chemistry of which we moderna do not dream. I have delved into the past
riore per{naps than any other of my sex—as much as any antiquarian living
—and from time to time I have had a dim notion that such a chemistry did
exist at one time. L

‘““Yeot there I stopped—there I was compelled to stop for lack of facilities
to go further. It was then that I came upon the man Featherstone. It was
from him I learned that not only did such a form of chemistry exist, but
that a living exponent of it actually was on the earth. L

‘“I would know the mysteries of that form of chemistry, sir. ’

““You are asking me to teach you the mysteries of six thousand years

‘research in exchange for the man Featherstone?”’ ukeg the Glenghis slowly.
‘““ That is the form my request wae intended to take.
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“ You are apparently not aware that by the rules of the order I serve no

woman may know .the secrets of which I am the only living exponent.”’
I did not know that, but—all rules are made to be broken. For instance,
sir, 1t must be against the rules for one of the novitiates to be allowed to
escape after being taught as much as the man Featherstone was taught.”

For the fraction of a second a terrible light blazed in the eves of the
Ghe_nghis, but the next instant the same inscrutable stare had returned to
them.

““In that you are correct,’”’ he said after a moment. ‘It is for that reason
[ am in this country seeking him.”’

““Then will you not accept my.proposal?’’ said the Black Wolf. ‘‘ Grant
me facilities for the acquisition of the secrets of which you are the keeper
and I will hand over to you the man you seek.”’ -

1‘_‘ For what -purpose do you require this knowledge?”’ asked the Genghis
slowly.

" In order that I may apply it myself. I would rise to heights undreamed
of by the men who tall themselves scientists and chemists.”

The Genghis made a gesture. of contempt.. o

‘“ Scientists and chemists,”” he said scornfully. ‘ They are children play-
ing with things they do not understand. The great discoveries of which
they speak from time to time were ours thousands of years ago. We deal
with a super chemistry—a chemistry which rcaches the very soul of Nature
herself. .

‘““And you, a woman—one of the lower orders—wish me to give up to you
the secrets which we have guarded for six thousand years. It is impossible.””

“Yet if you permit the man Featherstone to go free he will be in a
position to reveal many of the secrets,”” responded the Black Wolf coolly.

““That also 1s true,”” remarked the Genghis. ‘“But a woman—it is un-
thinkable. You would spread the knowledge broadcast at once.”

“Not I,”” rejoined the Black Wolf. ““If you will take the trouble to
make inquiries as to whom and what the Black Wolf is, you will soon correct
you ideas on that.” __ , . . |

““I know all there is to know about you,” said the Genghis. ‘‘Think

you I came here to sec you without first discovering what I could about
you?’”’
" “Then you will not consider my proposal®”’ asked the Black Wolf.
‘““Would you have me let the man Featherstone go free. You may be
powerful—you may have command of certain ways and means which are of
the mysterious, but the fact remains you cannot spirit away a solid man.

‘“ If this man Featherstone goes free and seeks the protection of the law
of this country, you will apply many of your powers without success.”

‘“ How madly you talk!”” snapped the Genghis. ““I—1I the Genghis could
destroy every person in this country did I wish—I the Genghis could sink
this puny island into the sea in a single night. But not yet is the time—
not vet. It will be done as it has been written.

¢ And it is written that ‘ the white upstarts shall kill the white upstarts.
Themselves shall they bring their own downfall, and when they are at cach
other’s throats then will the Genghis show his power—then will this earth
see such a terrific upheaval of nature as never ha.s been since the days when
it was a molten globe careering through the void.

‘“ Then will the Genghis reign supreme, and then will the yellow races—
the chosen of the order—rule the earth. Each and every last white upstart
shall be enslaved, and with the saffron flag of the Genghis waving over the
earth so will it come into a eane and chemically correct form of life.’

““That is the end to which we have worked for thousands of years, and
that is the secret you wish me to share with you.’2
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““If the whites are to be swept from the earth, why then did you chonse
the man Featherstone as the next Genghis?"”’ asked the Black Wolf curiously.
5 " There is no colour with the reigning Genghis,”’ replied the (ienghis.

The man Featherstone was chosen as the next (ienghis. During his period
26 a novitiate he would be raised above his colour. He would be bound body
and soul to the cause of the order.

‘““He would know no colour—he would be but the instrument of the order.
to carry out that which is written. He was chosen because he revealed
scientific attainments such as came highest in this white-governed world.”’

Suddenly the Genghis rose.

““Woman,”’ he said slowly, ‘ you hold the man whom I scek. I will trade
with you. Give him to me and I will place in your possession a knowledge
which you do not dream of.”

The Black Wolf rose also, her breast rising and falling a little quicker
than usual.

““Do you mean that?’’ she asked quickly.

‘“I shall do as I have said,”’ replied the Genghis, staring at her with his
pigmentless eyes. ‘‘ Within the next half hour you shall reccive a kuow-
ledge which as yet you do not possess. I, the Genghis, say it.

‘““Now lead me to this man Featherstone so that I may apeak with him.”

The Black Wolf hesitated for the fraction of a second. She was thinking
rapidly.

I]))idythis sudden yielding of the Genghis mean that he had surrendered,
or was it some trick? Still, she was surrounded by her own people, who
were surely more than a sufficient protection against this wizened, mis-
shapen creature.

What could he do alone? Her reason answered that he could do nothing,
60, turning, she made for the door. She reached it just before the Genghis,
and, laying her fingers on the handle, was about to turn it, when the Genghis
drew a little closer to her. .

Suddenly his hand went up. There was a momentary flash as the light
caught something bright, and the next instant the Black Wol felt a sharp
prick in her arm. ‘

She opened her lips to cry out, but the hand of the Genghis swept acress
her mouth, and the next moment she was picked up like a feather and
carried across to a couch.

She fought hard, but the man who had once thrown Nelson Lee across a.
room had little trouble to manage the Black Wolf, and even as he laid her
down on the couch z foolish, inane laugh broke from her lips. .

Her eyes, which a moment ago had been keen and languid, now glittered
with the light of insanity, and as the laugh broke off in a slobbering gurgle,
she screamed once, twice, thrice, with the haunting and uerve-racking cry

of the 1nsane. o
The Black Wolf had fallen a victim to the red madness!

So, leaving her thus, the Genghis, his face as emotionless as ever, made for
the door with the queer, hopping shufle which was characteristic of him,
and reached it just as Andre, roused by the cries of his mistress, ran down
the hall and laid his fingers on the handle of the door. .

It was jerked open by the Genghis, and, after one glance at the laughing,
ing figure on the couch, Andre hurled himself upon the Genghis.

SCI'.I?I?;B l(Bl‘rlégnghis thrust out his arms, caught hold of the other as he would
have caught hold of a child, and, picking him up, threw him bodily across

the hall. Then, shufling past the unconscious figure, he made for the stairs.
He was seeking Dick Feathcrstone.

[ ©
[ ] 9 e » . ® [ ] [ ]
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Professor Richard Featherstone sat hunched up in a low easy-chair, gazing
into the dying coals of a emall opea fire.

The rooin 1n which he sat was neither barely nor luxuriously furnished.
It was one of the plainly furnished rooms so common in large country houses,
and which are to be found ncar the topmost and remote parts of such houses.

At times, when the house might be full of guests, it might do for one of
the ecrvants of the guests or, at a pinch, be used by a poorer relation.

It was emall, furnished with an old-fashioned bedstead and high chest of
drawers, with a movable mirror thereon.

The floor was carpeted with a carpet which obviously had once adorned
the floor of onc of the lower rooms.

The window was emall, and strangely enough was crossed by scveral stout
iron bars less than six inches apart. |

In one corner was a small bookcaee, containing books and an open volume
lying on the floor beside Featherstone bore mute witness to the fact that he
had sought solace from tho shelves,

Featherstone himself waa looking haEgard and worn. ' And well he might!

Life as he had found it had been a hard task-mistress. Fresh down from
’Varsity, he had gone out to Rangoon filled with all the high ambitions and
virile intentions of youth. He had been Dick Featherstone then. Swiftly,
without the slightest warning, there had followed his capture by the
creaturcs of the Myatery Man of Tibet, and after that has followed his five
years’ captivity in the cave in Tibet.

Those who followod the strange adventures of Featherstone when the
Genghis first made his plunge into the arena of European affairs will recall
the Spartan life Featherstone had been compelled to live during that five

cars. :
: They will also recall his great dash for life and his subsequent arrival in
Rangoon, an aged and broken man.

When he had eluded the creatures of the Genghis, and had felt the deck
of a British merchantman under his feet, he had known the first peace of
epirit for over five years, and it is little wonder that he fell a victim to the
eoothing charms of the girl who called herself Miss Carlile.

With all the art of which é¢he was a past mistrese, ‘‘ Miss Carlile '* had
led him on, and when the inevitable proposal had come, she had neither
refused nor accepted him, :

Such is the wile of a woman,

Well she knew that by keeping him on tenterhooks, so to speak, he would
be much more closely bound to the dictates of her whims than if she gave
him a definite answer either way. :

She wanted time to think and to make some private inquiries, did the
Black Wolf. Then, on the day following the evening of the tragic happen-
ings at the house in Regent’s Park, had followed her summons to Feather-
stone to come to her at the Hotel Venetia.

With a heart bursting with anticipation, he had gone, and it will be
remembered broke a luncheon appointment with Nelson Lee to do so.

Well had it been for him had he kept that appointment instead of yield-
ing to fhe lure of the siren.

ot unti] he had arrived at the Mill House, and had been lured into that
room where he now sat, did Featherstone suspect any double-dealing; but,
in the two weeks during which he had been imprisoned there, he had been
enlightened in no uncertain manner. . .

Nor had the enlightenment come without its suffering.

Now, as he sal in a reveric before the fire, he acknowledged to himself
that he never had loved °‘ Misy Carlile '’—that he never could have given
\the true love of his nature to such as she!
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He had come from a terrible five 5 ' ' i
years straight into the outside world,
and fate had decreed that she should cross his path at that mome?:lt.e o

She was the first dainty white woman he had seen for all that time. She
embodied all that seemed desirable to him. She was a past mistress in the
arts of fa,sciqation.

Therefore it is il}deed little wonder that Dick Featherstone succumbed
to her. But now his soul had been purified as by fire.

He was his own man again, eo to speak. He knew her for what she was:
he had tasted of her treachery. He had filled his soul with hate where once
there had been at least the germ of love. :

He knew not her true purpose with him, but that it had something to do
with the Genghis he had little doubt.

_ From the moment of his captivity, she had come to him daily, secking for
information regarding his five years in the cave in Tibet.

Her questions alone told him that she was a master of chemical know-
ledge, and dimly he suspected her desire to clutch at the secret knowledge
of the Genghis..

His only satisfaction had been in a stubborn refusal to enlighten her.

So the days had sped, and only the day hefore she had left him with an
cnigmatical emile upon her lips. Why did he not rise and for the moment
forget that she was a woman?

Why did he not fight his way from that room and so to freedom?

Because the Black Wolf never visited him that Andre or Marcel or Jacques
was not just outsidc the door with a loaded revolver held ready for business.
So it was that when he heard fingers on the handle of the door Featherstone
ecarcely turned his head.

It could but be ‘“ Miss Carlile ’ coming to make her daily visit, and to
pump him once again about that terrible five years in the cave in Tibet.

He hcard the key turn in the lock; he heard the door swing open. Siill
he did not turn his head.

Unconsciously, he was listening for the swish of her skirts as she should
cross the room to him.

Then came a long pause. |
She must be standing by the door looking at him, he thought. He would

not turn his head; he would not look. Stubbornly he continued gazing into
the fire until there came knocking at his brain an imperative order for him

to turn.
He fought against it with all his strength. He told himself it was

simply because she was gazing at him so intently that he felt this strong

inchination to turn. . .
Still he fought against it, and still something urged him to obey,
He anathematised himself for being weak enough to feel the demand of
a woman’'s mentality. He swore to himeelf that he would not turn. He
hunched lower in kLis chair, and strove to concentrate his thoughts on some-

thi Ise, . .
ﬁlg tehought of Nelson Lec, and wondered if he was taking any steps to
A o the t the house in Regent’s Park, and his

He thought of that fatal night a
mind went ou to Senorita Yanquori. _ o

He had thougni of her more than once during his captivity, and stral}gﬁly'
cnouch he had always found comfort in doing so. The remembrance of her
had been like a breath of spring to hm]l; o b I

sciously the command for him to turn became more a

inf};;:e:r,bﬁ{:;il ﬁnal{y his will-power broke, and slowly he twisted his heéd.d

‘The next moment, as his eyes came round and took in the doorway an
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what etood there, he was on his feet, with a startled cry. All his self-control
dropped from him, and he whimpered like an animal that has been beaten.

e saw the Genghis with a ghastly, meaning smile upon his face.

Then it was that Dick Featherstone uttered a single loud ery and dropped
prone to the floor.

Nature had mercifully come to his assistance.

— q——

CHAPTER VIII.
Nelson Lee Dccides to Move—The Fight at the House—Finis.

FTER he watched the Black Wolf disappear into the house, Nelson Lee
A lay flat on the ground for several minutes, watching like a hawk.
Porhaps ten minutes, perhaps twelve, had gone by when he turned
cautiously to Nipper and whispered:

““I think we will go ahead, my lad. We certainly will gain little lying
out here, and I am most anxious to know what sort of an interview is going
on between the Black Woulf and the Genghis. Besides, Professor Feather-
stone is a prisoner in that house, or I miss my guess, and with the Genghis
therc he will be in great danger. We may meet with opposition, so be
ready for it. We will keep cover as long as possible, then make a run for
the main doorway. 1o you understand?”’

““ Perfectly, guv’'nor. I'm ready whea you are.”

“Then come on, my lad!”’

As he spoke, Lee began to work his wa_f; along, keeping the cover of the
trees until he came Lo the edge of the park.

F'rom there, the terrace in front of the house was less than thirty yards
away. Lee got to his feet, and took a careful survey of his surroundings.

Just beyond the corner of the house, he could see the main stables and a
smaller building, which he took to be the garage.

There wasn’t a soul in sight, however; so, signing to Nipper, he stepped
out into the open. He began to cross straight towards the house, and had
covered perhaps ten yards of the thirty he must traverse when there sounded
the report of a rifle somewhere in the direction of the stables, and the next
moment a bullet whizzed past his head.

Je ducked and, calling to Nipper, took to his heeds. Three other shots
followed in rapid successiou, but both Lee and Nipper were running in zigzag
fashion, and no hit was registered.

Just as Lee reached the terrace, and before the view of the stables was cut
off, he saw two men rush out and head for the house.

In that fleeting glimpse, he recognised Jacques and Marcel. Now Lee was
on the front steps, wit}t Nipper at his heels.

Arriving at the door, he did not attempt to ring, but turned the handle,
and gave a grunt of satisfaction as the door ylelded.  With his heavy
automatic held ready for business, Lee strode into the hall, and stood gazing
about him for a moment. .

Suddenly, on his ears there broke the sound of insane screaming and laugh-
ing, and hstening carefully, he judged it to come from down the hall.

He motioned to Nipper to follow, and half-way down drew with an
exclamation of surprisc. Against the wall, in a huddled position, he saw a
human form. The hall was dim just there, and he could make out little
inore than that it was a man. .

llastening across, be turned the body over and saw the features of Andre.

A brief examination showed Lee that he was still alive, and something 1n
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the fellow’s attitude made him think of the time when the Genohws had
thrown him across the consulting-room in Gray’s Inn Road. D

He was just rising from his examination when a door down the hall burst
cpen, and Jacques and Marcel rushed in. They had discarded their rifics
:mi vﬁ:‘e holdiri:ge revolvers in their hands, g -

s they saw Lee and Nipper, they raised their weapons and fired.

Leg and lfhpper had ducked at the psychological mlo)fnent-, and now, with
a swift motion, fired in return. As usual, both fired low, wishing to wound
rafche(Ii than kill, and, as a result of the rush of the other two,bboth shots
missed.

It was but natural that Jacque and Marcel, seeing Iec bending over the
unconscious body of their fellow-eervant, should at once think that Lee had
knocked him senseless. With a furious snarl, they made for the two men
whom they thought responsible, and, before Lee and Nipper counld fire again.
the pair were upon them.

With a simultaneous motion, they reversed weapons and clubbed them.
Lee met the downward dlow of Jacques with a quick counter, and drove the
butt of his weapon full to the face. It caught Jacques between the eyes and
sent him staggering back.

But the fellow had a thicker skull than Lee gave him credit for.

He recovered himself almost instantly, and came for Lce with a growl like
that of a wild beast.

Lee, somewhat unprepared for so furious a return, was off his guard, and
Jacques, driving the butt of his weapon down with all his strength, caught
Lee a glancing blow on the side of thc head. The stars danced before Lee’s
eyes, and for a moment he thought he was going down. Then, like his
antagonist, he recovered, and as Jacques came on he clinched.

Weapons were of no use now. It was a case of strength and strategy, and
there Lee had the superiority. He gave a little to the twistings of his
antagonist, then as Jacques sought to drive home the advantage he thought
he possessed, Lee stiffened himself, bent slightly, caught Jacques with a
new grip, and before the astonished fellow knew what was happening to
‘him he was flying across the hall, to fall heavily at the foot of a suit of
armour.

Lee was after him like a flash of lightning, and before he could rise had
jerked the weapon from him. Reversing it until it pointed at Jacques, he
ordered him curtly to get up. :

Jacques obeyed sullenly, and as he held him quiescent with the revolver,
Lee watched the progress of the struggle between Nipper and Marcel.

The two of them were locked together in a savage embrace. Nipper had
forced his man’s weapon out of his hands, and during the course of the fight
had kicked it out of reach. He himself still clutched his own weapon,
however, and Marcel was clinging on to the wrist of the hand which held 1t
with all his stremgth, taking blow after blow in the face from Nipper’s
other hand. . _

Suddenly Nipper paused in his pummelling and his hand dropped to his
side. His whole body relaxed, and he staggered as though to fall.

With a grunt of satisfaction Marcel loosened his grip, and prepared-to

ut in the finishing blow. And then, to his intense surprise, Nipper turned
into a bundle of steel springs. His body stiffened quickly, his arm came up,
and before Marcel could make a move to prevent, the butt of the revolver
had been brought down on top of his head with a force that resounded along

the hall. He gave a single grunt and crumpled up.
Nipper, panting but triumphant, turned to see how his master was faring,
and grinved cheerfully as he saw Lee smiling at him.,
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““That was something like,”” he said. ‘ What are we going to do with
them, guv’nor?”’

Lee pointed towards a door heneath the great staircase.

*“Open that door, my lad,”” he said. I think you will find it to be a
cupboard of sorts.”

Nipper strode across to it and turned the key. Drawing open the door
e revealed a dark cupboard half filled with tennis racquets and croquet
mallets.

ILce nodded with satisfaction.

‘“ Drag the other two in there, my lad,’”’ he ordered. ‘“I’'ll make this
one go last.”

Nothing loth, Nipper canght Marcel by the shoulders and dragged him

immto the cupbonard. Then he pulled and tugged at the unconscious Andre
until he was lying beside his fellow-servant.

That done, Lee made a curt motion to Jacques, and with a surly mein the
fellow obeyed. Then Nipper closed the door and turned the key.

“That will keep them out of mischief until wa decide what to do with
them,”’ said Lee. ““I——"

Suddenly he broke off, as the insane screaming and laughing further
along the hall broke out again. Now they could hear that it came from
behind a door at the very end of the hall, and with a sign to Nipper, Lee
hastened towards it.

Laying his fingers on the handle, he turned, and the door yielded. The
next moment he was gazing at a pitiful sight indeed. On the couch lay
Madecmoiselle Miton, laughing and crying by turns. Now and then she
would scream in a frightened way, and Ninette, her French maid, who was
crouching beside her trying to sooth her, had a look of desperate fear in her
eyes.

Lee strode across to the maid and, in French, said:

“What is it?" ,

Ninette turned, and, in obedience to the command in Lee’s voice, replied ¢

‘““ Monsieur, I know not what has happened. My mistress came in here
n little while ago to meet a visitor. I heard her screaming and ran down to
her. I find her this way, and the visitor gone.”’

1.ce swung sharply to Nipper.

““ It is the Genghis,”” he said quickly. ¢ He must still be in the house.”
Then he gripped the maid by the shoulder. °“ Ninette,”” he said sharply,
““tell me in which room the prisorer is. Speak quickly, for much depends
upon it—your mistress’s welfare, for one thing!”’

Ninette wavered for a moment; then, compelled by Lee’s eyes, she made
answer :

““He is on the top floor, monsieur—the fifth room along.”’

Without a word, Lee turned and made for the door.

‘“ Come, my lad, we haven't a moment to lose!”’

He raced along the hall at top speed, and swung round the post of tho
great staircase. Up the steps he went, three at a time, until he reached
the floor above. Along the hall there he dashed until he came to the
second flicht. At the third flecor he paused for a moment and gazed along
the corridor which stretched before him.

Fven as hie did so he saw a door open, and into the corridor stepped the
(GGenghis himself, with the body of Dick Featherstone swung across his
shoulders like a sack of flour.

His staring, pigmentless eyes took in Lee at once, and for a moment ho
wavered. Then Lee raised his weapon and held it steady.
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“ Genghis,” he called sternly, “drop that man! If you don't I awear I
shall fire!”’
- The Genghis made a queer gurgling sound, then with a quick shufile ho
was back in the room. Lee and Nipper raced along and crashed against
the door. They burst into the room just in time to see the Genghis throw
Featherstone to the floor and swing round towards them.

Lee was taking no chances. His automatic was ready for instant uso,
but he could not bring himself to fire upon the man as he stood there
defenceless. He was about to demand the surrender when, with a quick
movement, the Genghis thrust his hand into his pocket and took out some-
thing. Swiftly his hand went to his mouth, and as the tinkle of breaking
glass broke on their ears, Lee and Nipper rushed him.

_ But they were too late. A tiny-trickle of blue liquid ran down from the
lips of the Genghis and dropped from his yellow chin. A moment he stoc:l
facing them, an enigmatical look in his eyes; then he dropped prone to the
floor and lay still. , |

‘“He has killed himself!”’ gasped Nipper, as he gazed -on the figure of the
Genghis, which looked ever more grotesque than ever.

‘““ And a good thing if he has!”’ grunted Lee, as he turned to Featherstone.
‘““ He has done enough damage as it is.”’

A cursory examination of Featherstone served to reveal that he had merely
collapsed from overstrain. A strong dose of raw brandy soon pulled him
round, and he sat up with a shudder.

A marvellous change came over him when ke lcoked nup and saw Nelson Tce
bending over him. Then he gave one look at the prone figure of the
Genghis. )

“I wondered if you would find me,”” he said, in a whisper. ‘° You came
just in time.”” He pointed towards the Genghis. ‘‘Is—is he dead?”

“I think so,”” replied Lee gently. ‘“ But don’t worry about him any
longer. Lean on me and let me assist you downstairs.”

Lee and Nipper between them got Featherstone up, and helped him out of

the room and down the stairs to the ground floor. There they left him on
a scat in the hall, and while Nipper left the house to get the bag Lee had
left in the car, Lee quietly questioned Featherstone as to what had happened
during the past two weeks.
. He was still hearing the details of the story when there was a loud hoot
outside, and the car drew up before the portico. A few moments later Nipper
came in with the bag, and Lee, leaving the lad to look afler Featherstone,
made his way along to the library. '

He found the maid Ninette still crouching beside the couch on which lay
her mistress. The Black Wolf appeared to have dropped into a light doze,
for her eyes were closed. The sound of Lee’s entry, however, woke her, for
as he crossed the room towards her she sat up, and her insane screams broke
out afresh. _ ; .

Lee laid his bag down and turned to the maid. ..

‘¢ Listen, Ninette!”’ he said earnestly. *° You remember me, do you not:”

The woman bent her head. S i

“ Yea,”” she answered. ‘ You are Monsicur Lee, the enemy of my
mistress.”

Lee shrugged.

“ Your mistress has fallen victim to a greater ememy than I have ever
been,” he said curtly. ‘* The visitor whom she entertained has caused this
condition in her, Ninette. She is in the grip of something which is worse
than ordinary madness. Unless something is done for her she will always
be this way. She will live, perhap=, a long time, but- she will never know
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you. There was a man in London who was visited by the same person whom
vour mistress received to-day. He was like this afterwards, and one evening
he got loose with a knife. Ninette, I think I can help your mistress, and I
am willing to try. Are you willing to trust me?"’

The maid got to her feet, and gazed long and earnestly into Lee’s unflinch-
ing eyes. At last she sighed, and bent her head.

‘““ Do what you can, monsicur,”’ she whispeved; ‘I trust you.”

Lee immediately opened the bag, and took out a phial of the anti-toxin
which be had used on Rantolado. Into a hypodermic he drew a little of the
liquid, and then pulled up the sleeve of the Black Wolf. It needed all his
strength and that of Ninette to hold her while he made the puncture.
'Then he pressed the plunger home and allowed the arm to drop. Replacing
the hypodermic in the bag, he took out angther phial and withdrew the cork.
While the maid held her mistress he poured a few drops bhetween her lips.

““ That will make her slecp at once,”” he said. ‘“ When she wakes she will,
I hope, be sane. I am going soon, Ninctte, but before I depart I am going
to give you a letter to give your mistress when she wakes. Will you do so?”’

‘“ Yea, monsieur.”’

Lee walked across to the desk, and, sitting down, drew a sheet of paper
towards him. Hec wrote busily for a few moments, then he addressed an
envelope to Mademoiselle Miton. This is what he wrote:

*“ Mademoiselle,—I trust that when you wake you will have recovered your
sanity. I know now that you pitted your wits against those of the Genghis.
You were foolish. Yet you are not the first to fall a victim to the red
madness. I have done what I could for you. I have injected a strong
anti-toxin which should be the means-of bringing back your sanity. Because
{ cannot take advantage cf a helpless woman, I lcave without notifying the
police of your whercabouts. You have twenty-four hours in which to leave.
After that the chief of police of Horsham will be notified as to who is at
present in occupation of the Mill House. I trust you will not need any
further explanation.—NELson Lek.

‘“‘ P.S.—Your man, Jean Nauresse, is not suffering from absinthe madneass,
as you think. He, too, is a victim of the red madness. Permit me to remind
you that he travelled to Horsham by the same train which brought the
Gienghis. They were in adjoining compartments. You have seen the con-
dition he was in—yours was the same. Ask your maid Ninette.—N.L."”

He thrust the letter into an envelope and sealed it. Then he handed it to
Nipette, and with a few more words left the room.

In the hall he paused beside Nipper and Featherstone, and suggested that
they enter the car at once.

“ But what about the Genghis, guv'nor?’’ asked the lad. “ Will you leave
his body herer” '

Lee thought a moment, then said:

““Wait!”’ :

He ran up to the top floor again and along to the room where the Genghis
had been lying. Opening the door he thrust his head into the room, then
started back, with a startled exclamation.

The Genghis had disappeared!

““ Playing possum!”’ muttered Lee. ‘“ And I thought him dead.”

He hastened from the room, and, in company with Nipper, searched high
and low, but not a sign of the Genghis could they find. At last, in the
kitchen, a frightened scullery-maid told them that a terrible-looking man
had passed through the kitchen about twenty minutes before, and had
hurried off across the park,
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Lee shrugged, and led the way back to the hall.

“Too bad!” he said. ‘“ He certainly played one on us that time. And
from ,what I know of that gentleman, it will be little use to search for him
now.’ | -

Leaving the three prisoners in the hall cupboard to make their presesce
known as best they might, Lee’ and Nipper assisted Featherstone into the
car, and a moment later they were thundering down the drive on the way
back to London. Some two hours later the car drew up in front of the house
in Regent’s Park, where all three descended.

The moment the front door was opened by the old Spanish butler, Lee
knew from the look of joy in his eyes that Rantolado’s return to sanity was
-8 permanent one, and their reception by Rantolado himself a few minutcs
Jater was sufficient to convince any man.

He was sitting in the library with the senora, and at Lee’s sugeestion
Senorita Yanquori was sent for. She came in shyly, and Lee watched her
Intently when her eyes lit on Featherstone. They filled with a sudden glory,
then dropped in confusion, and Lee knew that he had been right. Her
whole soul had been in that look.

At his suggestion the senorita took Featherstone into the next room while
he talked with Rantolado and the senora, and when he finally rose to go it
had been arranged that Featherstone should remain there for the present.

Then in the car back to Gray’s Inn Road, where they found a telegram
awaiting them. It had just been brought.

Lee tore it open, and a smile crossed his face as he read:

“ Many thanks, monsieur! I saw Jean Nauresse, and I can appreciate
what you have done for me. I leave forthwith.—M.M.*

““ Thus endeth the second bout wikh the Mystery Man of Tibet,” J.ed
murmured, as he tore the telegram into shreds. ‘‘ Yet he still moves
unrestrained. Nipper, my lad, we must bring that creature to earth, or
he will do some serious damage yet!”’

““Well, guv’nor, I guess the only way to bring him down is to do as you
suggested before—to shoot first and ask questions afterwards.”’ _

‘“I fancy you are not far wrong, my lad,” replied Lee, as he drew out his
cigarette-case. °° However, the future will tell. And for the moment let us
forget him. To-night we shall dine alone at the Venetia.”

THE END.

S
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NEIL THE WRECKER |

A Thrilling Story
of Adventure in
the North Sea.

By DAVID GOODWIN.

. = %

ITAL ForsyTu, the hero of our slory, is one of the crew of the trawler Bonnie Jean.
The skipper,

Jor Wrsr, takes a great liking to the lad as does his son,

BeN, whose chum Hal quickly becomes. The young seaman has a great enemy in

HAacGART NEIL, the brother of ** Black Jack,” a motorious North Sea pirale, who,
by Hal's hand has been brought to book. Neil swears revenge on the lad ana
the Bunnic Jean in general. Ben and Hal soon show their bravery by boardiny
a large ship whose crew 18 in muliny, and rescuing the captain, who has been
locked in his cabin. (Now read on.)

Haggart Neil Again,

HE captain dashed up the companion-ladder like a white streak, and Hal
followed closo at his heols. A dozen of the inutincers were swarming
into the boats to lower them. Over all, from the heated air of the

fo'c's'le, cameo the wails of the sick.

Crack ! Crack! Crack, crack! rang the captain’s pistols, and four of tho
cowardly crew leaped up and spun round, shrieking, to fall back upon the decks.
‘The remainder startod round in terror. The grim, savage face of the captain
plowered upon them as ho stood on the break of the deck, a revolver in each
hand, the smoking muzzles pointed full at the crow.

With yells of terror thoy broke and fled in all directions. Thoso in the boats,
with a last frenzied effort, tricd to cast off tho davit-tackles, and escape, but half
» dozon bullets from the captain’s revolver tore through the boats’ Hoorboards,
and rendered the skiffs usoless.

* There, ye coal-coloured scum ! cried the skipper. “° Put to sea as soon a8
vo please, for I'vo riddled your boats for you! Ah, you’ll get out, will you ? ”

Screaming with fright the negroes scrambled out of the boats, and bolted for
the forecastle, into which they dived like rabbits. In a few seconds there was
scarcely a black man left upon the decks except those who were wounded.

And then a still more startling thing happencd. Boats were heard bumping
up against the port side of the stcamer, and over her low port rails on the well-
deck sprang seven or eight white men in sea boots and jerseys. Armed with
stretchers and hand-spikes, they, too, chased the last of the negroes in through
the forecastle doors with ferocious yells and threats. They made a tremondous
noiso and a great deal of show, but they were too late to be of much usec.

Tho now-comers were brought up short by the Scots engineer, who had shot
the outside bolts of the forecastle door and was leaning up against it facing the
stranvers, cool and unrufed, with the cigar-butt still between his teeth.
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“ Where in Pollokshields did you come from ? * he inquired sarcastically. “ D'ye
tak’ this for a shillin’ trip round the Nore, wi’ tea an’ shrimps thrown in ? »

“Keep ’em in, Mac!” cricd the skipper, too busy at the moment to realiso
the arrival of the strangers; and, reloading his pistols, he stuffed them into his
hip-pockets. *‘ We shall have no more trouble wi’ that lot. Who was it let mo
out o’ the cabin ?” He turncd to Hal. ‘‘ You, my lad, wasn’t it ? Then, by
gosh, you’ve saved: the ship! An’ your pal here, too! It isn’t the first time
I've had help from a Dogger trawler. Are those chaps mates o’ yours ? They’ve
como a bit late for the fun.”

Hal was staring wide-eyed at the eight men who had so suddenly appeared.
The leader of them, scowling at him sideways, was Haggart Neil of all people in
the world ! A glance to windward showed the Vulturc lying hove to not a cable’s
length away.

How she had managed to turn up so mysteriously was more than either of the
boys could imagine. But there she was, with only one man left aboard her, and
the rest had just boarded the steamer from their boats.

On the other side the Bonnie Jean was working up under the light brecze as
fast as she could, and her boats were already being launched, and in a few moments
were pulling towards the ship.

““Mates of ours!” cried Ben, in astonishment and disgust. “I’d sooner be
shipmates with Davy Jones! That’s Neil of the Vulture! Yonder’s our vessel,
sir—the Bonnie Jean.”

“ Well, friends,” said the captain rather sarcastically, turning to the Vulture’s
crew, *° what may I be owin’ the pleasure o’ this visit to ? ” |

“ We’ve saved the ship for ye, skipper, an’ guid luck tae ye!” cried Haggart
Neil triumphantly. * We saw ye havin’ trouble wi’ yon black de’ils, an’ we cameo
up quick, an’ was juist in time tae settle them for ye. I’'m thinkin’ yc’d likely
all hae had your throats cut, for niggers is poison when they gets loose wi’ knives.
Ye neednac look glum, captain—we’ll nae charge ye ower much for salvage. I'll
come below, an’ have a bit of a crack wi’ ye aboot it.”

The cool impudence of this fairly took the breath of the two boys away. The
engineer stared at the speaker, and, taking his cigar from his mouth, spat 1m-
pressively over the side. The captain’s eyes nearly started out of his head.

“Ye'll not charge me much for salvage !’ he said, in a dazed voice. ? Lsh,
T could ha’ told you that! Ye're right! Why, yc black-faced loon, what d’ye
think ye’ve donc for me ? ”

““ What sort o’ talk is this ? > exclaimed Neil, with a fine show of indignation.
And his crew echoed him with a menacing growl. * Havers! Why, we've saved
your ship, man !~

‘“ D’ye take me for a child or a fule ? ” said the skipper contemptuously. Why:
you an’ your gang only came aboard when it was all over—an’ by the looks o
you ye’d tak’ mighty good care not to be any earlier! Yc'll get unco fat on
all the salvage ye’ll get out o’ me! It was thesec two braw laddies that was
through all the thick of it, an’ what reward’s goin’ they’ll get. ’Twas this one
here Iet me an’ my pistol get out o’ the cabin.”

“Him ! ” cried Neil, with a venomous glance at Hal. * Why, cap’en, yon's
t’ bjggest young liar an’ cur i’ Grimsby ! He’s foolin’ you! Na, ye'll juist gio
the reward where it’s due, or me an’ my mates’ll know the reason why !’

The captain, turning from him in disgust, spoke to Hal. )

“Who did ye say this muckle loon is, laddie ? What’s his name ?

“ Haggart Nzil, of the Vulture,” put in Ben West; ‘‘an’ that ought to be
enough for anybody, sir, if they know Grimsby an’ the Dogger fleet.

““What, Neil the Wrecker ? ” said the captain grimly. Ay, I've hcard o’
him. Who hasn’t ? If cheek can make a livin’ for him he should be a millionaire !
‘Why, there’s no bigger blackguard on the North Sea, an’ by the face of him he’s
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k‘m’to Black ‘.,]a.c.k t,l,m,t, I knew wcll a few years syne. Dinna fash yersel’ for him
—TI'll deal wi l_um, he added, as at that moment Joe West came forward with
Angus at his side. *‘Is this one o’ your crew, lad 27

** My father, sir—Skipper West.”

¢ How goes ,i't, captain ?.” cried Joe heartily. *‘ You've settled the bit of a
mutiny, haven’'t you ? I wish wecould ha’ got up to bear a hand, but this breeezo
was too l_xght{ for us. I hope my son an’ young Hal Forsyth haven’t got in your
way. They’ro a pair of young rips, but they mean well.” °
~ “Ye may ])c proud of your son, skipper,” said the stecamer's captain warmly,
- grasping Joe’s hand, ‘““an’ of his shipmate, too. But as for this double-faced
be%ig:?.r, here that thinks he can bluff mo into givin’ him salvage-money for doin’
nothin :

““Ah! Haggart Neil, ch ? ” said West quictly. “ He’s sworn some sort of a
revenge on mc and my‘craft because Hal and my son got his Frother jugzed.”

“Dinma listen tac that leein’ fule!™ cried Haggart. ** All Grimsb?knows
him for what he is. Come, captain, ye canna get oot of a just oblization. 1'll
let ye off for twenty pound. - We're baith Sco ” °

. * The moro black shame to ye, yc wreckin’ swab ! ” said the skipper impatiently.

Tak’ yourself off my stcamer’s deck, an’ quick about it ! I gic ye two minutes
to be gonec.” L

Instcad of answering him Haggart turned to Joe West, and poured out such a
flow of insult and vénomous language that the skipper of the Bonnie Jean Hushed
and strode forward. |

_“Just clear a space, captain,” he said to the skipper of the steamer, *‘ and
{)‘llt }tla;k’? on this ruffian, an’ any one of his men at the same time, an’ thrash thew

otn : y P :

“We'll tak’ ye on all tacgither ! 7 cricd Hagzart with an oath, calling up his
men. * See, ye skinflint loon that calls himself skipper o’ this ship ! " he shouted
to1 the steamer’s captain. ** Qot wi’ that twenty pound, or we'll take it our-
selves ! 7

By way of reply the captain mado one dart forward, and, gripping Haggart

before he knew what was happening to
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