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I3 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

rigours typical of a North China winter.

My number-one house boy had brought in
the morning paper and laid it on my table.
but it was without any lively anticipation ol
delight that I picked up the straw-blemished.
hazily printed sheet. The local press of the
time was not of enthralling interest; and what
news of the outer world filtered through to
our buried corner of Asia in erratic dribbles
was apt to be still further marred by the bold
but not always illuminating innovations of the
Chinese compositors in setting English type.
I was idly turning over the spavined issue of
this morning when something gaught my eve
in the middle column of the middle page. A
moment later the sheet was fluttering to the
floor, and a river of boiling coftee sluiced out
over the cloth of the breakfast table.

I picked up the fallen newspaper and began
to read. The age-yellowed sheet lies before me
as I write, and the following, save for numer-
ous typographical errors which 1 have not
copied, is an exact transcript of ths report
that had given me this sudden start:

MYSTERIOUS AFFAIR IN SHANGHAIL
DISTINGUISHED ORIENTALIST
DEAD, IS REPORT.

Our Shanghai correspondent writes: *Mr.
Ronald Mirlees, the well-known author, was
discovered dead in the Marco Polo Hotel of
this city, this morning about eight o’clock.
under circumstances of considerable mystery.
The deceased was well known to the manage-
ment and staff, having frequently stayed at
Marco Polo before, in the intervals between
his journeys to other localities of China on
research work. It is believed he had just re-
“turned from one such expedition threc months
back, when he took possession of the two first-
story rooms he was occupying at the time of
his death.

“Mr. Mirlees lived apparently much alone,
hotel servants state, remaining busy at work
in his apartment all day and barely desisting
from his labours to take meals which were
brought up to him; indeed house boy whose
duty itewas to attend to Mr. Mirlees alleges
that more than once he found the scholar at
work in the early morning, his bed not slept
in; from which it is assumed at the hotel that
Mirlees was for some reason or other working
against time to complete one of those contribu-
tions to oriental research with which his name
has become associated.

“When house boy entered Mr. Mirlees’
apartment this morning he found deceased at
his writing desk apparently deep in composi-
tion. Deceased’s back was turned to the door,
and not until the servant had asked Mr. Mir-

lees what time to serve breakfast and received
no reply that he suspected anything was un-
toward. Then he approached and saw. The
bov becoming terror-stricken screamed for
help. and other servants rushed in. followed
by Mr. Alexis Delabre (Manager, Marco Polo
Hotel) . who overheard the bov’s cries. Medical
aid was at once summoned, but quite unavail-
ing. death having apparently supervened sev-
eral hours before as muscles of deceased were
already set fast in rigor mortis.

“Witnesses one and all lay especial emphasis
on gruesome nature of the discovery. The
body. they allege. was placed in so natural and
lifelike an attitude that until spectators had
come right across the apartment and looked
from that side they were unable to credit they
were looking upon a corpse. Expression on
features of dead man is stated to have been
one of éxtreme horror, not pain—witnesses are
unanimous upon that point—but sheer and
unmistakable horror. Mr. Mirlees held a pen
in one hand and there were sheets of paper
before him. but no mark upon them.

“There. in fact, lies another mysterious
feature of the case. No trace can be found of
the voluminous writings upon which Mr. Mir-
lecs is lately known to have been engaged.
Only possible explanation would appear to be
that prior to his decease he had forwarded his
manuscripts elsewhere, and that he was medi-
tating composition of another when death
overtook him. Medical evidence, however,
places hour of decease about two a.m., and
why the defunct man should remain at his
desk far into the night without putting pen
to paper is another point which remains
shrouded in obscurity.

“No cause so far has been assigned for Mr.
Mirlees’ sudden end, and the strange and
tragic aftair will of course necessitate coroner's
inquest. Mr. Mirlees was thought to be en-
joving good health, though his manner had
been observed to be moody and distraught for
some time. as if he were prey to some severe
mental stress. This, however, is alleged by
those who knew deceased orientalist best to
have been a not-uncommon mood with him.

“Mr. Ronald Mirlees was a widower, having
lost his wife in Shanghai some years back, and
so far as is fnown leaves no relatives to mourn
his loss. His death will be keenly felt among

. scholarly circles of the Far East, however, and

indeed of the East genegglly, to whose re-
searches in oriental art and archaeology he
contributed matter of recognized value, though
not a few of our prominent sinologues were
disposed to regard Mr. Mirlees’ essays as more
brilliant and imaginative than sound.

“His best known and most characteristic
work was the volume entitled ‘Treasure of
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them not to reveal this matter to any third
party, they relied on my honor to make public
any evidence the parcel might contain which
would help the authorities to arrive at some
conclusion regarding Mr. Mirlees' mysterious
death. Of the contents of the package they
themselves were totally ignorant.

A day after that the parcel arrived. 1 tore
off the outer covering and found inside it a
bundle wrapped in stout oilskin, sealed at
every point and so enmeshed in cords that I
could scarcely rcad the legend on the two
labels. They were addressed to me in a curi-
ously scrawled writing, and when I had taken
off this cover, there dropped out a small fat
envelope in the same hand, but more recog-
nizable to my eye. It was, so far as I could
remember. the writing of Ronald Mirlees. It
ran as follows:

Dear Hugh Jevons: It becomes necessary
that you should step in to help me a second
time—and a last time—in my life. I have not
forgotten how you helped me before. You
were a solid man to me then, and it is proof
enough I believe you a solid man still that
I have picked upon you to be custodian of my
confidences now that I can no longer hold
them myself. You will understand what I
mean, as you read on.

In the first place, my number is up. 1 see
death approaching as clearly as vou look to
the rise of tomorrow’s sun. But I do not in-
tend that my secret shall die with me. Some
other human being must carry on the knowl-
edge I have gained during the past year, for
I feel there is more in my experience than
mere marvel and mystery and adventure. I
feel, I know, that there is a great purpose
behind it all; that the Great Artificer who
planted us, bickering insects, upon this planet
never willed that such truths as I have un-
earthed should sink back into oblivion after
a man of the real, outer world has penetrated
to them—and sacrificed his life in the doing.
It wouldn’t square with my idea of the Great
Artificer.

Not for your scholarship or your knowledge
of the East have I chosen you to be lcgatee
of my secrets—you would hardly flatter yourself
that far. I was under no illusion as to your
qualifications for partnering me before—but
you partnered me handsomely, for all that.
You were ready to listen to my theories at a
time when men with far bigger pretensions
pooh-poohed them; you were intelligent
enough to let my brains do duty for the pair
of us.

The orthodox oriental societies were not
always that intelligent. For them, those pretty
stones we picked out from under the ruin of

Lao Tien Ssu would be there now, and the
book which is my chief claim to be remem-
bered would languish still in manuscript. I
must have told you that was how I utilized the
bulk of my share in the loot? Anyway, it was.
You helped me to the ownerless gems, com-
rade. You had a hand in financing “Treasure
of Asia.” You, therefore, have assisted mate-
rially in throwing light on this dim-lit quarter
of the globe. I've known respected God-fear-
ing professional orientalists who couldn’t say
as much—without a lie,

Now I claim a bigger service of you. I've
instructed my lawyers to send you this packet
only after my death. It was a pretty blistering
oath I collected from the senior partner of
the firm, and I think he’ll respect it. What
I want done with the manuscript is another
story. I will be perfectly frank with you. I
consider it to be a dangerous thing—unless
rightfully used. You wouldn’t carry fulminate
of mercury about in your pocket, would you?
Well, I regard this manuscript as more deadly
than fulminate of mercury. I solemnly assure
you that I believe death began to close in upon
me from the moment I resolved to make a
record of the events with which this manu-
script deals. It sounds fantastic, does it not?
Perhaps you will alter your opinion as you
read on.

But, you may ask, since I am convinced I
am to die in any event, why do I not publish
the manuscript now? I answer that it is in the
nature of an act of submission. I swore to keep
these matters secret from the world. In inten-
tion, I broke my oath. The punishment at
once gathered over my head. I acquiesce in
the justice of it. It is the difference between
the criminal who confesses on the scaffold and
the coward who professes innocence to the
end, between dying contrite and dying in re-
volt. I have chosen the former course. It still
sounds wild and incredible? That view, too,
I think you will come to abandon.

But, you say again, was it a comradely act
to pass the narrative on to you? I reply, not
uncomradely. The detonator’ is harmless
enough in a situation where it cannot be
touched - off. So with this manuscript. I am
convinced, nay, certain, that no danger threat-
ens you so long as you hold the secret close
in your own bosom. It is no blind unreason-
ing malignance we have to deal with, but a
sentient power, and as I now see, a just one,
meting out punishment only where there is
guilt. 1 have been guilty: “therefore I am
doomed.

You, so long as you keep the secret, are
guiltless: you will be unharmed. Why, then,
have I not destroyed the manuscript and with
it the risk of betrayal? Because, as I have
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written before, I do not believe it was in-
tended that the secret should perish utterly
for the outer world. Perhaps, in years to come.

the powers which forbade me to reveal these

matters will lift the veto. Should that occur,
have no doubt that they will find means to
convey their will to you, they, who have found
no difficulty in making known to me, over a
distance of untold miles, that | must die.

Till then. comrade, lock this secret in the
innermost recesses of your soul. Hold the
manuscript safe. Leave nothing to chance.
Deposit it under the seal with your bankers
or vour lawvers. with instructions that nothing
is to be done with it without your express
command. and that should vou die without
giving that command. the package is to be
destroved unopened. For I say again that
there is doom in it, a doom which [ now see
approach me as clearly as I see from the win-
dow of this hotel the big, butt-ended freighters
swinging on the tide of Whangpu River.

As to the manuscript. every word in it is
as true as our finite human brains can know
aught to be true. Nothing is written but what
I have seen with my own eyes or heard with
my own ears. The narrative will amaze vou.
doubtless. but I give vou credit for the intelli-
gence not to meet it with a stupid unreasoning
denial. Let me appeal to you to put aside all
your preconceived notions as to what is and
what is not in this queer, half-known quarter
of the carth. Above all. banish from your mind
the least shadow of suspicion that I am either
mad or insincere. I am as sane as you are.
and in dead earnest.

Consider the probabilities. [s it for one in-
stant to be supposed that I. who see death
hard upon me. should write a monstrous hoax?
That 1. who came East when I was little more
than a boy and have given my whole working
life to the search for hard facts regarding the
East. should now fritter my last hours on mere
romance of the imagination? That I, who have
boldly stated the truth as I found it, even
though this often exposed me to hostility and
derision from the orthodox, timid-minded
scholars of this land, should abandon truth
lor falschood at a moment when I am duc to
appear belore a Higher Tribunal which knows
nothing but eternal truth?

[ take mv leave of you with every warm wish
lor your happiness. 1 am, I may say, without
kin of my own. and at about the time this
package arrives you will receive from the same
firm of lawyers a notification that I have
named vou my hcir to such small parcels of
this world’s goods as I possess. The property
consists almost wholly of personal effects,
trophies, curios—some of them valuable, by the
way—and the copyright of my published works.

—~
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The more precious part of my belongingg
goes with this letter. :

I ofter it to vou not as proof of the truth
of my narrative. but as a gift made in good
fellowship to a comrade who risked his life
with me in a quest few men in the world
would have taken on. But there is a condition
attaching to the legacy. I charge you that if
at anv future date it becomes possible, in the
manner [ have hinted. for you to publish this
manuscript. you should do so, using what may
be necessary of the procecds from sale of the
contents of the accompanying box. Even
should you print the narrative on gold leaf
and bind it in choicest silk, there will still be
left money enough to maintain you in luxury
to the end of vour davs.

Goodbve.

Ronald Mirlegs. known as Ran Mirlees,
Master of Arts in the University of Edinburgh,
Scotland, and now resident in the Marco Polo
Hotel. Shanghai. China, this first day of Janu-
ary in the year of Our Lord 19—.

Enclosed in the package was a heavy skin
box. about eight inches square by four high.
I opened this with a small key hanging by silk
thread from the lid. and at once sat back in
my chair gasping and blinking with astonish-
ment. The casket was full to the brim with
large uncut diamonds. not one of them smaller

,than a marble and all apparently of very fine

quality. My skill in gems was not professional,
but I could see at a glance that these stones
must be worth manv thousands of pounds
sterling: and if I had been curious to read
Mirlees’ manuscript before, now my eagerness
was whipped to the point of fever. I tore off
the wrappings from the close-written quarto
sheets and began to peruse them.

The house boy came in with a note from
Randegger (my partner at the office) inquiring
rather acidly if T was ill. T looked up at the
clock. It was two in the afternoon. I then
remembered that the boy had entered the room
some time before but that 1 had ordered him
out without hearing what he had to say. That
must have been at tiffin time: I had been read-
ing tor four hours solid, lost to all else in the
world. [ sent a note to Randegger pleading
urgent private affairs. and resumed the reading
of Mirlees' narrative. It was dark before I had
finished, for the manuscript. though not of an

inordinate length, was written, till quite near

the end. in Mirlees' crabbed, scholarly, metic-
ulously fashioned hand. and did not admit
of a rapid perusal. Nor was the subject matter
of a sort to encourage skipping. As I worked
from phase to phase of the amazing story it
seemed to me that never before in the history
of writtca words could so strange, so incredi-
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«le, yet withal so convincing a record of events
nave been placed on paper.

Time after time I flung down the manu-
script almost in anger—only to pick it up a
moment later and find the precise spot where
I had left off. Now I felt that I was in the
grip of a tale of such force as only the hall-
mark of truth can give, now I seemed to be
listening to the ingenious but wild fancies of
a madman. Here was human experience set
at naught, the history which has passed as
certainty for two thousand years brusquely
picked up and thrown down gutted like cod
under the fishmonger’s knife—and on what
evidence? The statements of one man, un-
supported by a single witness. It was mon-
strous, unthinkable!

No sane person could have offered such
testimony, It is a commonplace saying that
genius may come near to insanity. Mirlees
possessed the brilliant, bold. penetrating tvpe
of intellect which we are in the habit of calling
genius—that I had felt during my previous
encounter with him. Surely towards these his
last days his brain had given way, and this
screed I was now perusing was the reflection

not of his observations and experience but

of the fancies of an unbalanced mind?
I came to the end of the manuscript and
laid it down with a great wave of pity for the
- dead man. As I did so. once more there caught
my eye the box of uncut diamonds. their bril-
liancy, darting irrepressibly through the crust
of impurities that overlaid them. At least the
writer had vouchsafed some solid support for
his statements. though he had appealed to me
not to regard the gems as such. or even to
require proof bevond his own written words.
Of the circumstances under which this amaz-
ing record is now laid before the world I have
written later. Of the truth and sanity, or
otherwise, of Mirlees’ assertions, it shall be left
to the reader to judge.

Here, then, follows the narrative of Ronald
Mirlees, exactly transcribed from his owmr
manuscript which I received from the dead
man’s lawyers more than thirteen years ago.

CHAPTER 1

THE AFFAIR OF THE OPIUM HELL

Y NAME is Ronald Mirlees, or Ran

Mirlees as I have usually signed my-
N self under those contributions to the
learned press of the East by which I have
chiefly picked up a living, and through which
1 am known to a good deal wider circle of
readers than ever I possessed friends. I was

born thirty-six years ago, son of a schoolmaster,
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on the fringes of Paisley, in Scotland. After
completing my schooling in that town and
my course at the University of Edinburgh.

“where I took the degree of Master of Arts, I

came to the East, a region of the globe which
had deeply fascinated me from bovhood up.

Arrived here. I at once plunged into the
study of Eastern languages and history and
religion which I had begun at Home, earning
my bread the while by odd jobs of journalism
—though not always the brand of journalism
I should have chosen if I hadn't been starving
when I did it. Those early days were about
the most desperately thin period of a life which
has never run to fat. Later on my name got
to be better known, and my pen better paid,
and I might in time have aspired to a sedate
competence if I had been able to purvey the
kind of orientology the public expects. Un-
fortunately, I wasn’t. That sort of orientologv
I found to be too full of elementarv error.
too much given to vague and shallow report
compiled in the study with the help of other
men’s books, to commend itself to me.

I soon saw that such things as native life and
the native point of view couldn’t be soundly
written about by any man who had not gone
fantee himself, for the information gets very
distorted even when it comes through the me-
dium of servants and hired teachers and the
tame type of native who prides himself on his
foreign friends. The art of living “native”
was about the first I set myself to learn when
I came to the country, and ever afterwards,
when I wanted facts, I dived into the raw
mass of vellow humanity to get those facts di-
rect, and I passed them on exuctly as they had
come to me. It was good orientology. but bad
policy for a penniless journalist largely de-
pendent on the favor of his fellow scholars to
get work at all. I became an ‘“outsider”, a
blackleg, in more or less perpetual bad odor.
It was annoying, naturally, for the accepted au-
thorities to have certain of their pet misstate-
ments, which had been handed down from
generation to generation after being blindly
cribbed in the first plice from the writings
of some sinologue long dead, abruptly ex-
ploded by that one real, first-hand. naked fact
1 had collected from the folk of the Far East
in person.

The wider my knowledge and experience
grew, the more of these venerable bearded er-
rors I found it necessary to kill off. and my
popularity in learned circles steadily dwin-
dled. The culminating point came when I
published my best known and least concilia-
tory work under the title of ‘“Treasure of
Asia.”

Arrangements to publish “Treasure of Asia”
had confined me a good deal to the European
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quarter of Shanghai, a city for which I never
harbored any great love, and I felt once more
the stirrings that have so often driven me up
country ta the wild interior. I wanted to see
life raw and naked again, to wrestle another
fall with those yet unprobed mysteries of the
East that have always held such a profound.
half-grim fascination for me. My wife had
died several years before, and with her passed
out the one tie that could have reconciled me
to fixture in one humdrum existence; since her
dcath. indeed. I'd been a planet with a zigrag
orbit. halted only by shortage of funds—and
not always by that.

I come now to my last adventure. beside
which whatever I had met before in the way
ol queer experience—and my life has em-
braced some very queer experience—seems
tameness itself: an adventure surely stranger
and wilder than ever fell to the lot of another
man living or dead. Let mc say at the start-
ing out that this narrative which follows is lit-
crally true from beginning to end. It may. if
ever it sees the light of day. be disbelieved: it
may even be laughed down as she vaporings
of a lunatic. That will not detract one jot
from its truth. If I have dwelt at length on
my previous record, it is only for the purpose
of making my real position clear, and letting
any reader of this narrative see that if I have
been regarded in the past as no true author-
ity on oricntal matters, that was not becausc
of my failure to write facts about the East.
but of my resolute refusal to perpetuate ac-
vepted errors. Let this sulfice for the present.
Later on the time must come when wider
knowledge and exacter exploration will vindi-
cate my asscrtions up to the hilt.

{t was a hot, moist, stifling evening of May.
A dun haze lay heavy over the river, wherc
native junks and sampans and steam tugs were
churning the oily water into an evil-smelling
froth the color of coffee. Seldom had the city
of Shanghai so revolted me, and as I strolled
along the crowded Bund I reflected that I
would give a king’s ransom—if I had it—to get
out into open country or open sea and away
from this strident, feverish, dollar-grubbing
prison on Whangpu River.

My footsteps led me to the side of Soochow
Creek, across the bridge and northward and
eastward, beyond the banks and wharves and
godowns. into a locality I rcmembered from
having visited before, though I don’t suppose
1 could have mapped it with any pretension
to accuracy. Nor did I pay great heed to my
direction, for I was weary, washed out with
boredom and the sickening, stewy heat, and

walked slowly and aimlessly. In time I found
mysell penetrating deeper and deeper into a
dense warren of native dives, cranky houses
bulging out over the grimy, narrow. snaking,
flagged lanes and leaning one upon another
this way or that. like a row of soused revellers
arm in arm. I must have wandered some
way through this maze. for it was now twi-
light. a twilight still farther deepened by the
beetling houses and shop signs in Chinese
character which often hung so thick as to blot
out cntirely the twisting riband of sky over-
head. Then I came to that blind alley which.
though I little drcamed it then, was to prove
the threshold of the biggest and queerest ad-
venturce of my life.

Though hazy on a point of geography, I
knew something of this neighborhood, with
its opium-dens and gambling hells, and I hesi-
tated some minutes betore advancing. That
narrow cut scemed to leave the whole world
all behind it I was glad I had brought my re-
volver in the pocket of my pongees.

The end of the alley was completely blocked
by a double tolding door, with boss-shaped
brass lock of native pattern. On this portal I
knocked. There was no reply. Then I tried
the “opium-den” rat-tat, a bit of special knowl-
edge I had often found effective in the past.
Still the door remained close shu¢; but for
certain muffled sounds of revelry beyond it
I should have concluded there was nobody to
answer my summons. At last, however, one
half of the door came a few inches ajar, and a
puckered yellow face showed in the chink.
Here, too, there seemed an odd hint of the fa-
talistic. I'd never been to this den before, yet
I recognized the doorkeeper at once—perhaps
from some former visit to a dive of a similar
kind. The doorkeeper likewise recognized me,
and after some hesitation allowed me to enter.

There was a small porch behind the door,
plunged in pitch dark, through which we
passed into the den itself. It was of the usual
pattern for places of the sort, but a good deal
larger. and had also about it palpable signs of
foreign influence. The walls were lined with
squalid-looking couches, where natives in all
degrees of robustness or decrepitude reclined
drowsily over their opium pipes, but the nave
of the dim-lit hall was dotted here and there
with ramshackle tables and chairs after the
fashion of a European drinking hell, and at
one end was, apparently, a low stage, now
screencd off by a silk curtain across which yel-
low dragons were chasing wisps of convention-
al whorled cloud.

Manifestly this half-breed den was wont to
cater not so much for the unsophisticated na-
tive as for the sea-going, semi-Europeanized
type, and for that queer underworld of foreign-
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ers of the beachcombing class. Hence the dra-
matic stage and the grotesquely incongruous
restaurant tables, and the “firewater” which I
saw—and smelled even above the sickly reek
of opium—to be on sale in the place.

I sat down at one of the tables nearest the
back of the hall, while a boy brought me tea
and melon-pips. He had proposed fire-water
first, but I thought not. The European who
starts to swallow that unholy preparation may
as well throw in his hand. After a while an
eerie wailing of native violins rose from
somewhere to one side of the stage, and the
curtain was drawn crosswise, revealing a girl
posed for the dance. She would have present.
ed, to anybody enamoured of the type, an at-
tractively exotic figure, her long brown-black
hair flowing loose, her lithe limbs swaying
to and fro with the evil grace of a snake, her
oblique almond-shaped eyes half-closed. The
dance was little more than a succession of pos-
tures, involved, elaborate, voluptuous; and
having watched many exhibitions of the kind
before, I was not a little weary of it by the end.
This came in the middle of an unusually
plaintive scrape of the fiddles; the girl broke
off suddenly and sank to the stage in a tinkle
of jewelry, amid grunts of “Hao! Hao!” from
all quarters. Then the company resumed its
pipes, and the grumble of talk that had slack-
ened ever so slightly during the dance grew
loud again.

There were several other performers on the
primitive stage, but nothing that I could see
of any novelty or interest, and I was sinking
steadily deeper into boredom. I'd already
made up my mind to clear out and look for
adventure elsewhere, and was rising to do so,
when there came under my eye the first sight
to hold it that evening. By this time the room
had filled up—though I could see no foreign-
er besides myself—and taken on a brisker
air. Some few of the smokers, it is true, had
dropped asleep and lay in queerly twisted at-
titudes across the side-couches, but others had
come instead to the stage of exaltation. They
sat up on the foot of the beds, drank from
the chipped water jug which a boy was carry-
ing round, and breathed in deeply, with that
wild dilation of the eyes and glare of ecstasy. of
the opium fiend which always, though I have
seen it often enough to get hardened, strikes
me as such a loathsome distortion of the hu-
man countenance.

But it wasn’t the opium smokers that had
trapped my attention. What I was looking at
was a table a little way from mine, where
two Chinese sat in the most earnest conversa-
tion. You wouldn’t have thought this dive,
given over as it was to amusement of a sort
and deviltry of a worse, was any manner of

a place to do business in, but this pair ap-
peared to think so, for there they sat whis-
pering and nodding and wagging fingers at
one another for all the world as if it were a
question of dethroning the emperor. They
were so placed that I had a profile view of
both faces, and even by the bad light of the
place I could see that one of these men was
rather handsome, too, with that queer ap-
proach to the European type of beauty which
will crop out now and again among well-bred
Chinese; whereas the other was of such a re-
pellent ugliness as not even I, in all my wan-
derings over the myriad-faced Land of Han,
had ever seen exceeded or even equalled.

-I watched this ill-assorted couple slyly, and
began to wonder what it could be that en-
gaged them in such a deadly talk. They spoke
in very low whispers, with their heads close
together.

At this point the curtain drew back again
from the stage and about half a dozen half-
clad girls began a sort of choric dance togeth-
er. The measure started lazily enough, but
quickened bit by bit with the music, rising at
last to such a pitch of frenzy that the whole
stage was one blurred whirl of flying beads
and naked brown limbs. This was clearly to
be taken as the star show of the evening.
Grunts of approbation came louder and more
frequent on all sides. Even the couple I was
watching looked up from their chin-wagging
and stared at the odd, wild spectacle on the
stage. At last, with a concerted leap high into
the air, the dancers came to a halt and flung
themselves down onto the boards in a sort of
tableau; then the curtain was drawn amid
loud barks of applause.

HE drawing of the curtain threw every-
thing into gloom until lamps were brought
in from somewhere behind the hall. It was in
this short interval of twilight that the ugly
Chinese made a sudden slight gesture, as if
to somebody at the far side of the room. So
unobstrusive was the movement that had I
not been on the alert I should certainly not
have noticed it at all. As it was, the handsome
fellow looked to be totally unaware of any-
thing wrong, for he plunged again into talk
as earnest as ever, while his companion an-
swered him with an air of unshaken deter-
mination. Then I realized the game. A third
figure was edging nearer and nearer the two,
and I saw ‘that this man was carrying, half
hidden in his ample sleeve, a stout, heavy bot-
tle. The ugly Chinese, clearly, was talking to
hold the attention of the handsome one while
the accomplice approached him from behind
—with intent there was no mistaking.
I called sharply to the prospective quarry,
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half circle. I aimed as low as possible. but
there is no guaranteeing results in an affair
like that. T am much afraid the bullet took
my gentleman in the entrails and put a period
to his crimes there and then. He had his re-
venge, however. With the firing of that shot
the sympathies of the room turned very def-
initely against me. There was an ugly move-
ment in the crowd. I swept the front rank
with my gun, and théy drew back a little—only
a little, but long enough to allow me to dash
forward and snatch the knife out of the dead
man’s hand and get-back to the couch by the
wall.

The crowd resented this move. A howl of
rage went up. Those in a position to know
say the howling of an angry Chinese mob is
the most terrible sound in this world, and I
agree. The end couldn’t be long coming.
One rush, and I must be overwhelmed and
meet such a handling as the mind would not
picture. On they came. I fired into the crowd
—two, three, four, five, six—and at the last re-
port felt a sudden sharp sting in my wrist and
heard the empty revolver clatter to the floor.
Somebody had thrown a knife.

At this moment, when frankly myv chances
didn’t look worth the hole in a copper coin,
help came from a quarter the very lcast ex-
pected. The good-looking Chinese sat up. as
i1f roused to life by the rcpeated shots. He
stared about him for the bare fraction of a
second, then leaped to his feet. And now fol-
lowed the most astonishing phase of the whole
fight. Darting to the nearest of the fallen, my
new ally gripped him by the ankles, and with
a miracle of strength I should never have
dreamed possible in a man, jerked the limp
body above his head and swung it round and
round. Twice this terrible human club fell,
and twice a swathe of men went down bcneath
it.

“This way,” he muttered to me in the ver-
nacular, dashing out into the room. The mob

drew back, more from amazement than.fear,,

leaving an irregular path between the tumbled
chairs and tables. I followed close on my al-
ly’s heels. Now we gained a small door on
the far side, to which he nodded. As I flung
it open and dashed through I caught over my
shoulder a glimpse of the human mace swing-
ing aloft again. My companion had wheeled
around, hurled the body at the nearest of
the crowd who were already closing in behind
us, and followed me through the open door,
securing it after him.

Together we ran along a short dark corri-
dor, thence out into the open air. The lane
in which we found ourselves was surprising-
ly broad, and at the end of it, to my even
greater astonishment, stood a small car, richly

.

’
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finished and built with an eve to speed. The
engine throbbed into life and an instant later
we had sprung up and were moving away
from the scene of the fight. Our escape. from
the moment when my ally recovered con-
sciousness to the time we boarded the automo-
bile. cannot have taken more than half a
minute: and as I look back upon it, even after
this lapse of months, the whole business seems
like a swift, vivid dream.

1 could see, over the folded hood of the car,
a dim swirling mob of pursuers and hear their
howling with still that high-pitched unmis-
takable note of murder in it. But within five
minutes the last uneasy sounds of pursuit had
died away.

HE Chinaman drove westward for some

distance, into that part of the city where
1 had crossed the Soochow Creek several hours
before. Then we turned south, and in a few
moments were spinning down the broad.
bright-lit Nanking Road, with its queer blend -
of Western paving with Eastern shops and
their garishly carved and gilded fronts. Some
way farther on we turned east once more into
the fringes of the French Concession, and at
last drew up at a compact bungalow.

& We seemed to have been expected, for no
sooner had the noise of our horn broken on
the quiet night than I saw a wide wooden
gate swing open, and my companion had driv-
en the car straight into its garage. The gate
was immediately closed. Nobody watching in
the street a moment later would have had a
notion of our arrival. There was no light
whatever to be seen in the house.

The Chinaman jumped down, leading the
way along a path hidden in shrubbery, into a
side door of the bungalow. This opened on
a long dark passage. My companion disap-
peared down this, leaving me in charge of the
native servant who had opened the gate to us.
Together we entered a small room richly fur-
nished in Chinese style.

The boy left me for a moment, returning
with hot water and lint and bandages for my
wounded wrist, which I had roughly bound
with a handkerchief. He made a swift work-
manlike job of the stab—fortunately it had
touched no big blood — and withdrew.
leaving me sitting in a wide silk-cushioned set-
tee of blackwood. .

The room, heavily shuttered, was lit by a
hanging lamp of brass, worked into the form
of a dragon, which didn’t give a very brilliant
light, but quite enough to show me my com-
panion clearly when he returned a few min-
utes later. He was the same person, exactly,
in externals, yet there was a strange change.

“Well, Mr. Ronald Mirlees!” he said.
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lows have gone back to report our presence.”

“But they couldn’t know anything about the
dust-up of tonight?”

“Not yet, perhaps, but they very soon will.
And our friends of the opium-den will know
that we have left by the launch, which those
two had been detailed to watch.”

“Perhaps I could help better, Philipson,” 1
said, “if I knew exactly what we are up
against.”

“An organization, Mirlees,” he replied. “A
large and powerful and highly unscrupulous
one, too, I fear. But the story is a long one,
and unless I am much mistaken, our time for
the next hour or so is going to be fully occu-
pied with more pressing matters.”

On board the launch, a long clean-lined
craft, and, as I knew before I'd been two
minutes in her, of great engine power, we~
found a native on guard. The fellow chal-
lenged us sharply as our sampan drew near.
Philipson’s answer was to order him to start
up and cast off moorings; we boarded the
launch, paid the sampan man, and a moment
later had swung away down stream without
lights. The engine purred gently and musital-
ly, but a big arrowhead of fdam that lay out
at once from our bow proved we were moving
fast, if quietly.

“Luckily,” remarked Philipson, “I had an-
ticipated some such little upset as this. The
launch has been held ready day and night for
the past week, and I have no doubt Ah Sing
at least is glad matters have come to a head.
Eh, Ah Sing?”

The native engineer looked back from his
specklessly tended charge.

“Engine b’long allsame numbah one
plopah,” he said. “Plenty sparkum-juice hah
got. Can go Canton if'm likee.”

Philipson took the tiller and steered with
a coolness and dash that reminded me forcibly
of his driving. Also he seemed to be gifted
with the eyes of a cat. We shot in amongst
barges, sampans, junks, tugs, steamers—all the
medley of Eastern and Western craft that
crowd the winding Whangpu River—some of
them lighted, others a mere blotch of deeper
black against the dark stream; some of which
we missed by inches, others literally scraped
with our streaks. As we rounded the curve
and headed eastward I noticed that Philipson.
had his eyes fixed on the north bank in a long
tense stare.

“Telephones,” he said, shortly.

“Eh? Oh, you mean—"

“That the gentlemen who were watching
this launch have probably telephoned to the
headquarters of the gang, which are, I believe,
not far from that den where we had such an
unpleasant experience tonight.”
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We had come to a pool where the stream
broadens greatly and is deep enough to float
ocean-going ships close inshore. We saw several
fast at their wharves on the south side. The
north bank was crusted thick with native ship-
ping. and between shore lights and lights
afloat the river here was thrown into a wan,
treacherous illumination. I had followed
Philipson’s stare with my eyes: now I saw what
he was looking at. Something swift and black
had detached itself from the mass and was
shooting out across our course.

“Ah Sing—engine,” said Philipson quietly.
“Mirlees, take the tiller. Bring us as near
them as you dare, but for God's sake do not
give us a leak, or we are done. Here is a
revolver. Remember, though, we must not risk
the noise of shots unless we are very hard
pressed.”

I did as I was bid, while Philipson himself
took the boathook and crawled forward, where
he crouched low on our decked-in bow. Soon
I saw the wisdom of his plan. It was typical
of the man. His mind always seemed to be
made up the instant a fresh problem presented
itself, and his policy was usually a sudden
original move, bold to the point of impudence,
On this occasion it met with brilliant success.
There were at least five men on the other
launch, against our three, and had we merely
tried to dodge them, it’s likely we should have
been grappled, boarded, and overpowered, or
at least forced to use firearms and thus bring
out the river police. As it was, the very un-
expectedness of our attack threw the enemy
into confusion and enabled us to get clean
away, so that watchers on shore could hardly
have been aware of the little drama that was
being plaved in midstream. What- actually
happened is this.

I ran our boat straight at the other, then
at the last moment put the helm hard down.
A figure had sprung up in the bows of the
enemy craft, clearly intending to leap aboard
of us, but he had reckoned without Philipson
and his boathook. Philipson also sprang to
his feet, caught the opposing bow-man full in
the stomach. and hurled him backwards into
the river. There were the odds evened by one
at the very outset. The boats came together
with a loud scraping clatter, and I saw two
natives seize our gunwale while a third, erect
behind them, drew back for a leap. Ah Sing
pluckily gripped one man by the throat and
dragged him on to our boat, where the pair
tumbled into the well and rolled over and
over, fighting like terriers.

I was holding revolver and tiller in my right
hand. With my left I struck out, caught the
second gunwale man between the eyes and had
the satisfaction of seeing him stagger back,
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for a man to make, but Philipson seemed
quite unconscious of anything odd about the
remark he had made. He poured out two
glasses, pledged me politely, and continued to
sip with zest all the time he was talking. I
fully expected to see him get soused, but, far
from that, beyond causing him to speak with
a little deeper earnestness, the wine left Saun-
ders Philipson entirely unaffected. His speech
remained clear, with a sort of musical, incisive
clearness it always had, and the clarity with
which he unfolded his tale grew, if anything,
as the night advanced.

“You are, I understand, pretty hard up at
present, Mirlees?”” he began, coolly.

“That's so,” I replied, “but 1 don’t know
how you came to understand it.”

“Do not trouble to inquire. I know many
things about many people that would sur-
prise them.” And with that he began to prove
it, quoting facts from my career since I had
come East that I had thought unknown to
anybody but Ronald Mirlees.

“So you see,” he concluded, with a busi-
nesslike pull at his glass, “I have a fairly
general idea of your status and antecedents.
But it was only last night I found out about
you the fact that really concerns me.”

“What was that?”

“That you are a comrade to be relied upon,”
he said with the sincerest and most matter-of-
fact air in the world,” and that you are free
from any absurd prejudice against the Asiatic
as such.”

“What makes you think that?”

“Your actions have proved that you, at
least, do not consider him less worthy of con-
sideration than a European. How many white
men would have stepped in to see fair play
for a Chinese as you did last night?”

“Perhaps not many.”

“Very few indeed at the risk of their own
lives. That fact alone would have singled
you out in my mind as the ideal man to
help me.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“I want you to partner me in about the
biggest adventure two men ever undertook.”

“And you think I'd be more inclined to
say yes because I'm on the rocks?”’

Philipson sat back in his chair with a frank
smile. “Touché!” he cried. “I ought not to
have mentioned the state of your finances.
If your being hard up disposes you to accept
my offer, so much the better for me, but can-
didly, I was not leaning on that. What I want
is breadth of mind, insight, sympathy, imagina-
tion. I can find any number of mere situation
hunters, but the man of sympathy is rare. To
meet that man at a moment when he is look-
ing for an enterprise worthy of him I regard as

a piece of unparalleled good fortune. After
all, why should you scrape a livelihood writ-
ing for a public which can hardly understand
you. leave alone appreciate, when you might
be bidding for real fame with me?”

“You'd better let me have the story com-
plete. Philipson,” I said.

“With all my heart. You had never heard
of me before last night, I take it?”

“Never.”

“It is not greatly to be wondered at. I have
spent many years in the East, but somehow
the European centres never attracted me. Often
I have lived native for long periods together,
and beyond the consuls who have registered
my name—though I never yet had to ask any
other service of them—I do not suppose a
dozen men in all China know me. Those who
do, know me, I fear, only too well. The
gentry who chased us last night in the launch
are among that number. But to my story. At
one time and another I have done much ex-
ploration in the interior. I have been in'many
places where I am convinced no white man has
been before or since. The routes taken by
travellers like Huc and Sven Hedin and the
Prince of Orleans across the so-called ‘un-
known’ regions of Tibet I would guarantee
to follow blindfold. There is not much to be
found up there except snow and ice and scen-
ery—that is, at least, by people who are ob-
liged to hurry straight across, on the stretch
about their food supply all the while. If the
climate and the nature of the country allowed
one time to explore, I fancy a lot of strange
things would turn up. I found something
very strange indeed, but it was only by the
merest accident.”

“What was it?” )

“An obo. You know what that is, of
course?”’

“A Tibetan prayer-mound, isn’t it?”

“Exactly. They are to be found sometimes
even in the uninhabited regions, having been
erected by pilgrims crossing the heights. The
obo consists of slabs of slate—which often lie
ready to hand on the mountainsides—set up
like a house of cards and inscribed all over
with Tibetan characters. Most European ex-
plorers who come upon one of them for the
first time imagine they have got hold of some-
thing noteworthy, but disappointment awaits
them. That historic record they thought they
had discovered turns out, on examination, to
be no more than an endless reiteration of the
Tibetan devotional formula, Om Mane Padme
Hum—'0 the Jewel of the Lotus.”"” -

“Yet you say it was something strange you
found?” . .

“It was, indeed. At first, of course, I thought
1 had merely stumbled on one of those con-



ventional monuments ol piety, put up by some
pilgrim on his way to Lhassa from the north
and no more distinctive than a roadside cruci-
fix in Italy. But then it struck me that this
was well off the route that any pilgrim would
be likely to take. There is no recognized track,
of course. in those wild regions, but there are
long grooves between the ranges of heights.
and it is to these enormous gutters that the
traveler keeps if he values his life. Even here
progress is arduous in the extreme. for the
surface is terribly rough even when free from
ice-crusts. and many of the grooves run for
hundreds of miles at an altitude never less
than sixteen thousand feet. with the accom-
paniment of constant hailstorms and snow-
storms and terrific cold. The obo I found was
not in one of these gutters. It stood on a small
patch of level rock at the end of a pass. in
the midst of a waste of rugged peaks looking
for all the world like monstrous frozen
waves of the sea. :

“I saw beside the monument what appeared
to be bleached sticks of wood. but [ discovered
my mistake as [ came nearer. They werc
human bones—the skcleton of one man. Now
thoroughly curious, 1 examined the inscrip-
tion on the plaques of slate, and you may pic-
ture my excitement when I found it was not
the usual text, but a longish legend scratched
on the surface with, apparently, some sharp
splinter of rock. [ at once made an exact copy
of the whole—no easy task, I may say, for the
scratches had been verv feebly made. At that
time ! did not know Tibetan well. but I knew
cnough to realize that this inscription had
been written by tiic dead man—and not long
before his death, to judge by the quavering
way the letters were formed—ior the purpose
of leaving some message behind him. But
what the message was, neither I nor any man
of my party could fathom.

HAT expedition was the most disas-

trous 1 ever knew. We had abominable
luck with the weather and everything clse:
snowstorms beleagucred us in the mountains
so long that our supplies ran out. and we were
réduced to living on stcaks—raw for the most
part—hacked from the ponics as they dropped
dead one by one. My bearers treacherously
deserted me, and when at last 1. the only
white man of the party, staggered down into
the Tsaidam marsh country with one faithful
usbeg who had accompanied me from Kashgar.
the pair of us were much nearer dcad than
alive.

“My first move after getting back to civili-
zation was to seek an interpretation of that
legend. There are one or two European works
on Tibetan, and I collected these and brushed
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up my knowledge of the language thoroughly;
but after much hard study I found I was still
unable to make sense of the inscription. The
words were simple enough, but they seemed
to resolve into phrases that would not come
out by any ordinary method of translation. I
could sec far enough into the fog. however.
to understand that this legend had been com-
posed by a monk. and I assumed that the word-
ing must be couched in some secret phrase-
ologyv _known only to Tibetan priesthood.
Without special knowledge I could get no
further. What was. I to do? I dared not show
the inscription to any Tibetan of my acquaint-
ance. for I had already a shrewd suspicion
that it contained facts I should desire to keep
to mysell.

“I bethought me of Lhassa, the headquarters
of the Tibetan taith. Thither I went, posing
as a Chinese convert anxious to qualify for
monastic orders. and by virtue of a handsome
solatium to the abbot of a big monastery I
gained admittance. ‘There I learned many
strange things. Mirlees, but little that was of
any use to me. Before long I became con-
vinced that the peculiar form of language in
which my legend had been written was not
known at Lhassa. But the time I spent there
was not wasted. [ discovered the monastic
mcaning of two vitally important words in the
inscription. which. translated into ordinary
Tibetan, came out as ‘Phagspa’ and ‘Shigatse.’

“That gave me the clué. The legend had
been written by a monk of the monastery of
Phagspa, in the city of Shigatse, and thither
I must go for further cnlightment. I went.
Here | found far greater dithcultv in obtain-
ing admission. and it was only by heavy bri-
berv | was able to do so at all. Also, I was
obliged to take a vow to reside in that gloomy
monastery forever. All went well for a while,
and most hopetully for my quest. There was
a secret form of language used by the inmates
of that place. and it was not long before |
began to acquire the elements of a vocabulary
m at.

“Yet despite my utmost care, 1 could not re-
main there without arousing suspicion. From
the questions I was obliged to ask, put them
as artlessly as 1 might. the monks soon gathered
that there was some ulterior motive in my
coming. that [ possessed a secret which they
would very strongly desire to discover. 1 was
watched night and day. The position became
unbearable. At last one of the priests who
had been detailed to instruct me in the relig-
ious observances of the place intruded on my
privacy in a most exasperating fashion, and it
ended in blows. Several other monks came to
this fellow's aid. Well, you have seen me in
a ruction, Mirlees. I seldom enter such an
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affair without leaving my mark on it. T knocked
down two of the Tibetan clergv and threw a
third against a great wodden pillar so violently
‘that | fear he perished as a result. That was
the end of my novitiate as a lama. I had to
run, barely getting out with my life and the
precious inscription. which 1 always carried
sewn into my inner garment.

“I pass over my escape back into China,
which was a ghastly experience enough, and
took months of forced marches. But I had
what 1 wanted. Arrived in Shanghai. I sat
down to translate my legend, and found I
could now piece it together without dlfﬁculty
And here is the translation.”

Philipson took from his wallet a small
folded slip, but paused before flatteing it
out.

“I must have your solemn promise of sec-
recy, Mirlees,” he said. “I have risked my neck
twice for this little handful of words. and I
do not choose to share it with any human soul
besides yourself. Are you agreeable?”

I gave the assurance he wanted. and Philip-
son, lecaning over the table, read in a clear
whisper the following remarkable statement:

I, Sbrang Chikya Lama, being a priest of
the holy brotherhood of Phagspa in the city
of Shigatse, having now come to the end of
this incarnation, do hereby declare:

That having strayed from the caravan in
which I journeyed with others despatched
by the Ocean Priest (Dalai Lama) from
Lhassa to the Son of Heaven (Emperor of
China) who holds sway in the north, I lost
my way in the nfountains, and was mad with
the madness of high places (height-sickness)
and came at last after many wanderings and
grievous pains to the land of the beings of
ghostly face, who dwell by the river of the
white gems under skies where birds fly
bigger than the children of men. And I de-
scended into the valley which lies towards
the setting sun, but having seen from afar
the beings of ghostly face and becoming
greatly afraid lest they, evil spirits, should
enthral me to an evil karma (conduct of
life) I fled swiftly into the mountains again
ere they beheld me, and crossed again the
great snows, hoping that in time I might
meet pilgrims of our own faith who should
relieve me of my distress. But I have seen
no man, only the yak and the eternal snows,
and being now blinded with the snows and
ready to die for want of food and shelter,
have written these words for warning lest
any of the true brotherhood should stray
from this spot towards the setting sun and
should meet the devils of ghostly face and
come to evil at their hands.

Now to the Jewel of the Lotus I com-
mend my spirit and pray I may be born
again in seemly shape and nearer to the
blessed Nirvana (nothingness) which sets a
period of life and death and rebirth.

HILIPSON carefully folded and replaced
the paper, and looked searchingly into my
face.

“What do you make of that?” he said.

“About the queerest statement I ever came
into contact with,” I replied. “How do you
interpret it yourself?”

“I take it to mean that somewhere amongst
those tremendous ranges there is a valley of
which the world so far knows nothing. Also
that that valley is inhabited.”

“By devils of ghostly face?”

“A white race might be called so by the
writer of the legend.”

“H'm. A pretty tall order, Philipson,” I
said. “Where could they have come from?”

“That remains for me to find out.”

“But what can the fellow have meant by

birds bigger than the children of men?”
" “Possibly some great vulture or eagle which
he had never seen in his own country. You
must remember the poor wretch had been
wandering alone over thec mountains—for how
long we don’t know, and that he was starving
and exhausted. No doubt to his fevered eyes
the birds looked a good deal bigger than they
really were.”

“But the river of white gems?”

“Ah, there we come to a real difficulty. I
have pondered that phrase for weeks together,
and the only explanation I can think of is:
the strayed priest struck a mountain stream,
which he could see flowed down into the
valley, and knelt beside it to drink. It must
have been then that he noticed the white
gems in the water, and the white gems, I take
it, must have lain thick for him to notice them
at all.”

“What do you suppose they. were?"

“There is only one kind of white gem that
is found in the beds of streams. Mirlees—the
diamond. That one fact ought to render this
valley a highly attractive locality, though for
my part I may say I intend to explore it
quite independently of the hope of opening
up a new diamond field.”

“If there were diamonds there, isn't it likely
the priest would have brought some away
with him?”

“He may have done so. I noticed none near
the skeleton, but then I was not looking for
anything of the sort, and may easily have
missed them. He may have dropped’ them
during his retreat through the mountains.
Likeliest of all, he may have been too terrified
at the sight of the ‘devils of ghostly face’ to
trouble about collecting gems.”

I sat drumming my fingers on the table. It
was a wild and fantastic enough story in all
conscience, and they would be bold gamblers
who staked much on its truth.
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“Well, what do you say?” I heard Philipson's
crisp, keen voice.

“I see pretty enormous obstacles. In the
first place, supposing you could find the place
where the legend was written—"

“Never fear. I nearly lost my life on that
trip, but I kept my head through it all. 1
made a large-scale plan of the neighborhood,
and mapped every mile of my journev down
country. I will guarantee to take you to that
heap of slates direct—or as straight as the
mouritains permit.”

“How is it, then, if the place is so easv to
find, it's never been found and made known?
I've trekked with the Tibetan caravans before
now, many times, but never have I heard men-
tion of such a monument.” -

“You hardly would. My obo is right off the
track that caravans or even explorers would
be likely to follow. Even if the heap of slates
were found, that would not help in the least.
I was determined that if there were any great
discovery to be made beyond those mountains
it should be mine only. As soon as 1 had
copied the inscription I erased it. As it stands
at this moment, that cairn would be takén to
be just the common tvpe of Tibetan obo with
its legend obliterated by weather.”

“You seem to meet every objection, Philip-
son,” I said. “But frankly. as man to man, do
you really expect to find this supposed valley
with its white race?”

“Why not? If that poor devil of a priest
could find it, travelling alone and on foot,
without equipment and without food, it will
say little for my capabilities as an explorer
if I cannot do as much with all the outfit for
a crossmountain expedition. Whatever hap-
pens, I shall never rest now till I have settled
the question one way or the other, or left
my bones up on those heights in the attempt.
Why, Mirlees, an adventure like this is worth
risking a dozen lives for. It will be the most
wonderful exploration in history.”

Saunders Philipson’s manner was alwavs
openness itself, vet had he delibecrately sought
around for the most cunning way to win me
over he couldn’'t have brought forward a
stronger argument than this. The lure of the
thing was irresistible. Alreadv I saw- myself
bringing back the secrct of this hidden land
to the outer world. and heard mv name ring-
ing round the planet. and saw the faces of
some of my former critics among the orien-
talists. These folks had set me down as a
reckless liar in the past. Now they would
have something really to get themselves ex-
cited about.

“I'm in it with you, Philipson,” I said at
last, “in it to the death. But there’s the rub—
the possible death. Nasty accidents have been

known to happen up on that roof of the world.
I haven’t money enough to pay the lawyer's
fee for writing a will, but there are some
manuscripts among my baggage that I don't
want lost, still less stolen and printed under
another man’s name. I'd give a good deal to
return to Shanghai before we start.”

Philipson shook his head gravely. ‘“Most
perilous,” he said. “The gang we escaped last
night will know at any moment now that the
down coast scent was false—if indeed they
have not learned as much already. They will
concentrate on Shanghai till a fresh trail is
picked up. For either of us to show his face
in the city at present would be suicidal.”

“By the way, Philipson, who are the gang?”

“H'm. Of course. I did not tell you. They
are members, Mirlees, of a large and powerful
secret society, whose headquarters are at the
monastery of Shigatse, in Tibet. During my
novitiate I gathered that there was something
of the sort in existence, though no mention
ol it was ever made to me. I fancy it started
there centuries ago, as a purely religious or-
ganization, but that it has since extended over
China and taken on a character the very
reverse of religious, though it still preserves
the ancient hidden form of language which
was used by Sbrang Chikya on the obo. I have
been able to discover one or two things about
the society since my return to Shanghai, but I
little dreamed its agents were actually in the
city and had marked me down for destruction.”

“You're sure of that?”

“I recognized one of my former fellow
monks during our encounter in the opium
hell.”

“What were you after there?”

“Facts. Since I got the translation of the
legend I have been constantly on the lookout
for confirmation of it, however ‘slight. It
seemed impossible that a race like this people
of the legend should lie hidden in their
valley through the centuries without at least
some vague tradition of their existence de-
veloping in neighbouring lands. I had heard
of no such tradition, but other men might. I
made veiled but thorough inquiries among
natives who have used the caravan routes of
the interior a good deal, and at last came upon
a man who professed to know something about
it.

“We were to meet in that den, then go on
to his house. I now see the whole scheme. The
monks at Shigatse had divined from certain
questions I put to them that I was on the
track of some land of gems in the interior,
which had originally been discovered by one
of their own fraternity. They wanted to filch
my information and revenge themselves upon
me for entering their monastery and penetrat-
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ing some of their secrets under false pretences.
The fellow who was to give me information
was put up as a trap, to get hold of this
inscription and certain papers.”

HILIPSON threw himself back in his
chair, staring at the wall above my hcad.
He then began feverishly turning over the
papers he had drawn from his wallet. .

“What's wrong?” I cried.

Philipson glared at me in a sort of sup-
pressed furv. “This is wrong. Mirlecs.” he
muttered between his teeth. “The man vou
are partnering vourself with is about the
clumsiest fool in Asia. When [ camc away
from my house I thought I had all my papers
with me. But I had not. One packet is miss-
ing—the one containing halt the maps ol my
journcy down country.”

“That's essential. of course:”

“Vital. It's the end of the trail I've left be-
hind. The other I might dispense with—with
cxtreme good luck T might find the obo from
memory if 1 had a correct start. As it is. |
would not guarantce to get within a hundred
miles of it.”

“H'm. Perhaps vou'd better let me risk
Shanghai after all. Philipson.” I said. T could
get the maps as well as settle my own affairs.”

He remained staring at the wall. “Plucky of
vou to volunteer, Mirlees.” he said at last.
“But if cither of us is to go. I might cvery
bit as well go mysclf. Both of us would stand
an excellent chance of being murdered.”

At this moment there was a violent com-
motion outside our room. Philipson shot the
papers back into his pocket and sprang up.
covering the door with a revolver, as I could
see. through the silk of his jacket. We heard
scuffling footsteps and the voice of the Chinese
landlady raised in strident wrath. Philipson
tiptoed to the door. opencd it quietly. and
peered out. while I followed him, peeping over
his shoulder. With the woman was a boy of
about twentv-one, in European clothes and.
apparently, a genial phase of alcohol, bowing
and scraping to her like a dancing master and
talking a sort ot high-falutin’ jargon of which
she couldn’t possibly have understood two
words. ‘

‘When he had satisfied himsell there was no-
body else. Philipson stepped out on to the
broad landing. with me at his heels. The
newcomer turned and faced us. He was short.
well-knit. clad in smartly cut pongces that had
suffered a little. it seemed. from his adven-
tures of the evening: and as he bowed to us—
with just a suspicion of a lurch—his regular,
freckled features broke into a smile that dis-
closed two rows of very small white teeth.
Whatever the fellow was, he was no hobo.

"“Good evening. gentlemen,” he said. “Would
you believe it. this flinty-hearted woman ac-
tually denies me access to my rooms!”

The proprietress likewise turned to us, with
shrill protest. “Dis man he no hab pay money!”
she screamed. “No more long time can stay in
dis house.” '

The youth threw up his hands disdainfully.
as if surprised. “How paltry.” he exclaimed.
“To break the harmonv of our relations over
a few wretched dollars which I do not for
the moment happen to possess!”

Philipson had been taking stock of the youth
very comprehensively. though he didn't ap-
pear to be aware of it

“What's vour name. young man?" demandced
m [riend.

The newcomer returned Philipson’s keen
look with cqual directness. raising his eye-
brows slight!y. “Abrupty asked. if 1 may say
$0.” he remarked. "My name is  Stephen
Povning. at rour service”—and with this he
fetched a rather grandiose sweep of the topee
he was bolding in his hand.

“How wmuch do vou owe her?”

Povning faced the landlady. “Prithee. wom-
an.” he said. “state the extent of indebted-
ness”

“Dis man he no hab pay fifty dollar!” she
returned.

Philipson pulled a wad of notes from his
pocket. counted out five of ten dollars each.
pushed them into the landlady's hand and
took her by the shoulders and directed her
downstairs with a good deal more determina-
tion than gallantry.

“Now, sir.” he said, turning to Poyning.
“having relieved vour immediate needs. 1
venture to inquire what is vour business here.”

Povning fanned himselt elegantly with his
hat  “There lies the whole pathos of the
situation.” he said. “I have none. My occupa-
tion up to this time has been merely the
search for business. the quest of some small
nook in the great world machine of labor. 1
may say that the quest has been diligently
prosecuted. but utterly barren of result.”

“H'm. You cannot get a jobh.”

“Tlie merchant princes of this land. sir.
have been but very faintly impressed with the
desirability of enlisting my scrvices. In Shang-
hai—would vou credit it?—1 could scarce get
them to believe I was not in jest: and here.
too. bevond the ofter of a post to pack frozen
game in a warehouse—side by side, I believe.
with native operatives—nothing whatever has
presented itself. And 1. gentlemen. took a
first at the University of Oxford.”

“Come into this room,” said Philipson,
leading the way.

Poyning followed. On seeing the quartette
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of bottles on the table his eyes lit up. “One
who understands the art of living, I observe.”
he said. “And now, worthy Macedonian, what
can I do to vent my gratitude for your most
timely loan?”

Philipson was staring at the youth very
hard. “Gift,” he corrected, shortly. “Usury is
not among my failings.”

Poyning bowed again. “And a bourgeois
pride is not among mine,” he said. “Gift be
it called, then, which is the more noble, and
moves me to livelier thanks. How can I
translate them into action?”

“Wait here for a few moments,” said Philip-
son, moving suddenly to the door. “Stay in
this room, the pair of you, till I come back.”

As soon as he was gone 1 motioned our
visitor to a chair. “You're a pretty cool hand.”
I said. “D'you always call people fancy names?
For some reason best known to yourselt you
called my friend ‘worthy Macedonian.’”

He screwed a glass into his eye and rounded
o me with an expression of astonishment—
whether feigned or genuine I couldn’t tell.

“Dear me,” he said, “can it be that the
allusion was lost upon you? And yet you
would appear from your externals to be a
man of some culture.”

“Maybe,” 1 said, nettled at his bland im-
pudence, “but what has that to do with it>”

“Possibly your studies have at some time or
other taken you into that temple of learning
known as the British Museum?”

“They have, but I still don’t see what the
devil you're driving at.”

“Curious,” observed Poyning. “The Grecian
tvpe of your friend’s beauty—our friend's, if
I may say so—is so marked that it struck me
at once. An idle fancy of mine, of course, but
the reason 1 addressed him as worthy Mace-
donian was that his features bear a perfect
resemblance to the busts of Alexander the
Great.”

T WAS such a farfetched observation to

make that I thought the boy must be more
elevated than he looked. but if he was. he
- could at least keep himself in hand. Finding
me silent, he made no advance from his side.
but took a cigarette from his own case and
lit it; and there we sat-smoking in silence
until Philipson returned.

The moment he entered the room I could
see by his face that he had taken one of those
sudden resolves 1 was already beginning to
get accustomed to.

“So you have been looking for work, Poyn-
ing,” he began, “and you have found none?”

Poyning solemnly inclined his head. “The
dismal situation is as I have already painted
it,” he said. “You gentlemen, no doubt skilled

observers of the East and its peculiarities, can
perhaps suggest the reason of my failure? Tell
me, is there anything in my appearance that
might be expected to militate against success?”

Philipson seemed to find this funny, for I
noticed he was biting his lip when he an-
swered. “If you will allow me to say so, Poyn-
ing.” he said, “you are ahout the last type in
the world the merchant princes of this country
are looking for. Still, there are other employers
besides the merchant princes. Perhaps 1 can
ofter vou something to go on with. Would you
care to earn a thousand dollars?”

“By any task a man of delicacy may fittingly
undertake.”

“It is certainly a matter of delicacy—so
much so that I must stipulate for absolute
secrecy bhefore I let you hear a word about it.
Will vou swear?”

“By all the powers of beauty and light!”

said Stephen Poyning.

“It is also a matter of extreme danger.”

“Not more perilous, I fancy,” returned
Poyning suavely, “than the grisly spectre of
starvation which hangs over me at this mo-
ment.”

It was. as I say, a high-falutin’ manner of
talk that this little exquisite used. but there
was something in his demeanour that soon
made me begin to have hopes of him; and I
believe Philipson had come to similar con-
clusions a good deal quicker than I had.

“Very well.,” he said. “The business is this.
We two have vitally important affairs to
transact in Shanghai, but it is not feasible for
either of us to return in person. Our matters
must be seen to through an agent, and even
he, I may tell you at the outset, stands quite
a good chance of coming to grief at the hands
of the same men who will be on the watch for
us.”

Poyning clasped and unclasped his small
womanly hands. “It sounds by far the most
interesting thing I have yet heard in China,”
he mused.

“Now listen closcly,” said Philipson, “for 1
am going to give-you your instructions. The
people of this inn think we are on a pleasure
trip from Hankow, and you must do nothing
to undeceive them. You will slip out secretly
to the railway station and catch the down
train, which leaves this place at midnight.
That will get you into Shanghai by seven in
the morning. It is probable that the station
will be watched, so be on your guard. You
will let your ricksha boy pull you away in the
direction of the European quarter—which he
will do of his own accord since you are a
foreigner—but not until you come to the
river will you tell him to go to the Marco
Polo Hotel, and not too loudly then. That is
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T SURPRISED me a little to hear Philip-
son make this demand. He had rattled oft
his string of orders so fast that T expected he
would at least give the youth something in
writing. however cryptic, to remember them by.
But my real surprise came when Poyning re-
cited the whole, not only accurately. but. as lar
as I could myselt remember. in Philipson’s
own words.

The latter sprang to his teet. “Excellent.”
he said. “You already begin to justify my be
lief in vour capability. Those are your march-
ing orders. then. Carry them out as exactly
as vou have rehearsed them. and pavmoent
awaits you on your return.”

“If T might suggest two amendments—"
began Povning.

“What do vou mean?”

“This. My own rooms in Shanghai are
still. 1 regret to say, unsettled for. I propose
to utilize part of the day in closing them. Fou
this purpose I should be glad of certain of
those thousand dollars in advance. The op-
portunity of withdrawing from that hub of
commerce in strict honor and solvency may
not present itself to me again. gentlemen. It
must be grasped now.”

“Then vou are not going back to Shanghai
eventually?”

“I do not regard that as at all probable.”

“What are you going to do here?”

“I was not, to tell the truth, proposing to
remain in this picturesque but somewhat
unpromising field of labor, either.”

“Indeed. Well, it is no aftair of mine, Poyn-
ing, but if I could put you in the way of a
berth, I would—particularly if you carry out
this commission of mine satisfactorily. Have
jou any idea what you are going to do?”

“ Poyning's small freckled features wrinkled
into a grin. “I think it is more than possible.”
he said, “that I shall accompany you to
Chungking and those more distant regions
which you will be visiting in the near future.”

Philipson set down his glass with a clatter.
“What the devil do you know about our
intentions?” he said sharply.

“I pretend to no exact knowledge.” replied
Poyning, waving his small hand, “but I should
be dull indeed if [ had gathered no inkling
from what you have told me. You see, Philip-
son, I'm o fool, though my classical qualifica-
tions may not seem an asset in the pork-pack-
ing circles where I have vainly hawked them.
You are going to Chungking—your letter ot
credit betrays as much. But the amount of the
cheque which you will give me to change and
the length of tme you will be away seem to
me to indicate that your true objective lies
beyond that port: that you have, in fact, some
rather considerable expedition in view.”

“Suppose we have. What use do you think
you should be to us?”

“There. again. a little elementary thought
solves the conundrum for me. The fact that

~vou are obliged to take such detailed pre-

cautions in order to get away from this area
with a whole skin argues that you would be
none the worse lor the company and support
of a person who. though he should not be
the one to proclaim it. is a good shot with
small arms and no worse afflicted with coward-
ice than most.”

“1 see.” said Philipson. drilv, glancing at,
the watch on his wrist. “IVe "are to benefit
by the arrangement. eh?”

“To the extent I have indicated,” retorted
Povning. quite unabashed. “My profit from
the enterprise. on the other hand. will be co-
cqual with vours. The great wildernesses of
earth. gentlemen. have always called to me,
and those lands which you are going to visit
bevond Chungking will answer very mnicely,
['ve no doubt. to the description of a wilder-
ness. [ would go forth into it with you. If you
gratily un ambition. there is my half of our
mutual gain.”

Philipson looked at his watch again. “No
time to go into the matter now, anvway,” he
said. “You must catch tonight'’s train without
fail. T will get ready the things you are to
take. and Mirlees will tell you in the mean-
time what he wants done ‘in Shanghai.”

While Philipson was busv at a side table
with pen and ink. | gave Povning my in-
structions for the safeguarding of my slender
properties. He listened quictly, repeated word
for word what I had said. and tapped his fore-
head as a man might the lid of a cash-box
after locking awav valuable securities in it.

“Now, Poyning.” said our leader. returning
to the middle of the room, “here is money for
your expenses and purchases. the note to my
bank. the cheque. and my seal. I am also
advancing vou two hundred dollars out of
your honorarium. That enough? Right. As to
whether you join forces with us for good, I
say nothing vet. I like the look of you and I
like the sound of vou, but I do not take you
right into my concerns until I have some solid
proof of vour steel. Get away to Shanghai and
bring off these commissions successfully, and I
shall be open to admit that you are a man
worth my while taking on a mission which, to
say no.more of it, will want men of no ordin-
ary temper. Good luck and God be with you!”

OYNING took his leave of us much in
.the grand manner, but as I looked at his
face it seemed to me that underneath that
mask of the exquisite there was something of
shrewdness and sand that would go a long



way and not be lightly turned back. He slid
quietly downstairs and we heard no more of
him. Soon after he had gone I went along to
my bedroom—for I was dog-tired—leaving
Philipson deep in thought and the contempla-
tion of two fresh bottles of wine which he had
had brought up.

And now I come to the first of those my-
sterious episodes that happeged on our journey
up country and bear, as I now see, so pro-
foundly on the queer adventures we were to
meet with afterwards. I have made my account
of this with great care and constant reference
to the very clear recollection of the event my
memory retains; and I don’t think that in
what follows there is one jot more or less than
I actually observed.

I don’t know whether it was because of the
heat, which was steamy and penetrating, or
because of the mosquitoes that had already
come up in clouds from the swampy land
bordering the creek; but weary as I was, I
couldn’t sleep a wink. I lay tossing and turn-
ing and going over in my mind our jumpy
experiences of the past forty-eight hours, and
the longer I lay, the more feverishly alert I
grew. Every noise of the night, the mumble
of talk from the servants’ quarters at the far
end of the inn, an occasional clanging ricsha-
bell away in the city, the screech of an early
cicada on the lawns, even the subtle hiss of
water among the roots of the willows beneath
our wall—all came to my ears magnified about
fourfold. When Philipson withdrew to his
bedroom some hours after I had left him, the
 noise he made was relatively deafening. I
heard him throw himself on to the bed with a
jangle of springs, and then lay dozing, pray-
ing for sleep but more honestly inclined to
swear at my msomnia.

At last, openjng my eyes, I saw there was a
curious light outside the window, so bright
that at first I thought some native house on
the other side of the creck must be going up
in flames. 1 got out of bed and looked on to
the verandah that ran along outside our wing
of the inn. Then I saw where the illumination
came {rom: it was the moon, full and brilliant.
which had climbed round to that side of the
building and was bathing the creek in a glory
of silver and gold. Without the distraction of
stewy heat and savage mosquitoes it would
have been a picture to paint or write poetry
about.

Then, suddenly, I became conscious of voices
farther along the verandah. I couldn’t dis-
tinguish the words, but I knew at once the
language was not English. Nor was it any
dialect of Chinese 1 ever struck, and I have
heard and spoken most. A}l caution drowned
in a prickling curiosity, I stepped noiselessly
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out on to the verandah and peeped round
the jutting stone jamb of the window. Now I
saw the speakers, and at the sight I could have
cried out in my astonishment. There were
two figures, a man and a woman. The former
looked to me uncommonly like Saunders
Philipson, dressed as I had left him a few hours
before. The real stunning surprise for me,
however, was in the appearance of the woman.
She was no dusky, cramp-footed native, but
manifestly European, tall, queenly, with bare
head and loose gown, and so far as I could
distinguish her features, of a remarkable
beauty.

I drew back into cover of my window and
stood there with thumping heart, a pitiful
mess of indecision. Philipson was, as I had
already learned, a strange fellow. He had
betrayed pronounced eccentricity in the direc-
tion of strong drink; now I saw him in his
even stranger relations with women. Who the
beautiful stranger was or whence she came, I
couldn’t conceive, but it seemed plain enough
she must have been there by assignation, She
could only have got on to that verandah
through his sleeping chamber, for I had heard
Philipson lock the door of the sitting room
before he retired, and I had certainly been
too wide awake for anybody to pass through
my room without my knowledge, even had the
door not been secure on the inside, which it
was. There was no other way.

What should I do? If this was merely some
clandestine romance of Philipson’s, I had a
shrewd notion he would take any interference
from me vastly amiss, perhaps even to the
length of breaking with me. And yet I had to
admit that the time, and our circumstances,
seemed strangely out of tune with secret love
affairs. A sudden fear took hold of me. I had
already seen Philipson once the victim of
treachery. Could it be that our enemies had
discovered our whereabouts and set another
snare, this time in more crafty and seductive
shape?

What I should have done I don’t know,
but at that moment there was a gentle knock
at the bedroom door. This clinched my sus-
picions. I snatched up a revolver agd faced
round, demanding who was therc. N6 answer
came, but the knock was repeated. Then 1
rcalized that it was the peculiar five taps—
Philipson’s own code—that had been given. I
tiptoed to the door, unbolted and pulled it
ajar, covering the aperture with my gun. An
instant later I had lowered the muzzle, for
there stood Ah Sing, shivering and hoarse
with excitement. .

“Hab look-see master him window,” he
whispered, stabbing with his finger in the
direction of Philipson’s room. “Him talkee-



42 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

’
talkee some tai-tai my no sabbee. My no likum
dat. My tinkee him talkee-talkee some damn
bad man him come hit master one big whop!”

Ah Sing, then, from his post on board the
launch, had also observed this mysterious
visitor, and to his faithful mind had occurred
at once the same suspicion of a decoy. That
decided me. I would risk any row with Philip-
son rather than let him be held in talk on the
verandah while all kinds of villainy might be
hatching behind him. I peered along the
shadowy landing, but could see nobody. Per-
haps already an enemy had gained entrance
to Philipson’s bedroom, where no doubt his
precious papers were left unguarded.

Followed by Ah Sing, I ran along to the
door and listened. There was no sound what-
ever. | tried the door: it was locked. I rapped.
using Philipson’s knock. first softly. then loud.
er, and at last called him by name. There was
no reply. Now thoroughly scared, I sent Ah
Sing round through my bedroom to warn his
master from that side. He was back at my side
a few seconds later. his eyes staring, his mouth
agape.

“Hab
panted.

[t was at this instant that something inside
the bedroom moved. I heard a soft, uneven
step, the key was turned in the lock. the door
came slightly open. and the muzzle of a
revolver appeared round the style. I sang out
sharply:

“Philipson!”

One instant atter that the door was swung
wide, and we stood face to face. I say we
stood, though it would be nearer the truth to
sav that 1. at least, staggered.

Philipson was in pajamas. His hair was
tousled down over his face and his eves. which
he rather dazedly rubbed with his free #fst.
were blinking and heavy-lidded. as of a man
just roused from deep sleep.

CHAPTER 111

look-see master no hab see!” he

YHE MISSION OF STEPHEN POYNING

QR the better part of a minute my

tongue simply refused duty. I could no
| more than stand and gape. while the
blood buzzed in my ears and the dim-lit door-
way of Philipson’s room seemed to rock side:
ways. Like words spoken in a dream I heard
Philipson demand what was up, and Ah Sing's
quaint pidgin-English as he pantéd out his
version of the story.

Philipson started back as it he had been
struck. His face was in shadow, but I had an
impression that his features were working.
the way of a man not quite in command ol

himsel{. That lasted for only a few seconds,
however. When he spoke again it was in the
brisk, matter-of-fact tones he would have used
to order a fresh can of lubricant for the
launch.

“Odd.” he muttered. “Odd, and nasty in
the extreme! God knows who those people
could have been. I had reckoned with a
native organizatign. Mirlees, but nothing more.
If there are Europeans in it too—"

“Then it—"

I broke oft suddenly. Neither then nor
thereafter could I imagine what it was, but
something from outside myself seemed to close
my lips by force, and there came down over
my brain a most uncanny sense of hesitation
and bewilderment.

We had all three rushed out on to the
verandah. and stood listening. peering out
and around in every direction. There was no
sound. no sign of movement anywhere; the
creek lay like a riband of orange-tinted silver
in the staring moonlight. from Nanking came
scarcelv a murmur of noise. It was the short
hour when even a vast Chinese city is quiet
hetween the clamor of two days.

Ah Sing kept watch for the rest of that
night. but there was hardly need—I remained
vividly awake myself every minute of the
time. In the morning I rose so utterly limp
that Philipson diagnosed fever from the mos-
quitoes—which had bitten us both pretty
voraciouslv—and dosed me with a quinine
mixture into which I suspect he had dropped
some pleasant npiate. At any rate, it wiped
the restlessness out of me as if with a sponge.
and I slept soundly till lunch.

But if I was below par. Philipson himselt
seemed at the verv pitch of his form, alert.
vigorous. in the best of spirits.

We dared not go out of thg inn, ot course.
o1 even away trom owr wing (ﬁ it. Meals were
brought up to the sitting room, while Ah Sing
fed himsell in the cabin of the launch. The
engineer-cook had come tor orders that morn-
ing. and I could see that he. like myself, pre-
served an uncasy recollection of last night.

I turned tn atter dinner tor a little sleep
against the watches we were to stand through
the night  This” program of Philipson’s we
carried out, but with no recurrence of the
alarm. Ah Sing remained on guard on the
deck ol the launch till one, then came up to
wake Philipson, who stood a trick till four,
rousing me at that hour to sce us sately through
the twilit marches of dawn. At about half-
past six o'clock I was putting on a last pipe
before breakfast when | heard a step along
the landing, and Philipson entered my room.

“If he has succeeded,” he burst out abruptly,
“he will be here at any minute, and we shall
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start tonight with the fall of dusk. If not—"

He stepped out through my window and
walked to the end of the verandah, where it
was blocked in by a cheek of brick wall. He
peeped stealthily round the angle, then started
back. :

“Coming!” he muttered.

I took Philipson’s place and a peep for my-
self. From this point a stretch of the winding
creekside road into the city was visible, and
along it, at a distance, [ saw a ricsha approach
at the walk. In it sat a huddled figure recog-
nized as Stephen Poyning. The road was al-
ready crowded with native trafic, but as I
continued to look I noticed another ricsha,
about a hundred yards farther oft, which
seemed to be keeping the first in sight and
regulating its pace so as to remain at an even
lapse behind.

“He's being tollowed,” I said.

Philipson pulled me away and stared eagerly
round the angle of the building. For a few
moments he watched, intently silent, and when
he drew back it was with an expression of
mingled seriousness and relief.

“You recognize the man behind?” he quer-
ied.

I took a closer look. “Eh? Isn't it—"

“Lo Eng. My number-one boy. Something
has gone awry. Also, Poyning is hurt—there is
a bandage under that topee of his.”

We stepped back into the sitting room,
where Philipson swiftly laid out a small sur-
gical outfit and summoned a servant, bidding
him fetch hot water. The boy who brought
it had hardly disappeared when there were
heavy, ill-guided steps on the stairs without,
and Poyning, pale as a corpse, his pongees
plastered with mud and dust, staggered in. He
set down a suitcase he was carrying, wincingly
removed his helmet. and sank into a chair.

Philipson laid a gentle hand on his shoulder.
“Not a word, young man,” he said, “till I
have plugged that hole in your head.”

Poyning's white features broke into a drawn
grin. “Bacchus before Aesculapius, my dear
sir,” he said. “Give me a drink!”

I mixed him a stift champagne and brandy,
which he swallowed at a go, and then Philip-
son, with the speed and firm skill of a sur-
geon and more than a woman’s tenderness,
bathed and dresscd an ugly gash~over the boy’s
forehead. He lay back for some moments with
his eyes closed, while a spot ol color came
slowly into his cheeks; then sat up and de-
manded a cigarette, which having received
and lighted, Stephen Poyning plunged with-
out further ado into his tale. Lo Eng had
meanwhile entered the room. Philipson
pointed to a chair, on the edge of which he
sat, demurely listening.
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6T REACHED Shanghai North Station at

about half-past seven yesterday- morn-
ing.” began Poyning. “If there was one native
watching the gates, there were a dozen, but
these people all seemed to be there on legiti-
mate business—I certainly saw no sign of any
of them following me. I got to -the Marco
Polo Hotel in the unobtrusive manner pre-
scribed by you, cleaned off the travel stains,
took nourishment, invited the manager to my
room, and settled Mirlees’ debt. The manager
seemed, if 1 may say so. relieved to see his
money. The instructions regarding your manu-
scripts, Mirlees, have been carried out to the
letter, and your other treasures are stored jn
the warehouse next door; here are the keys,
and the receipts for your chatels and your ac-
commodation charges.

“Here, Philipson, are receipted bills for
the chronometer and sextant, which you will
find in that suitcase—intact, I trust, though
it must be confessed they received some brus-
que jolts during the later developments of
my adventure. Here is the lctter of credit on
Chungking, which the manager of the Cathay
Bank made out in his private sanctum and
handed to me with very excellent good luck
to you, Philipson, and a hope that the in-
quiries from your well-wishers in Shanghai
would not prove too searching. 1 did not, to
be candid, know what in Hades he was driv-
ing at, but [ winked in the sophisticated man-
ner of one who did, and the genial financier
seemed very well satisfied.”

Philipson whistled softly.

“I pass,” resumed Poyning, “to the really
momentous phase of the expedition.

“I left the hotel at half-past eight, when
twilight was falling—as the late Tennyson sang
—and reached the fair pleasaunces of Bub-
bling Well about half an hour afterwards.
Here I dismissed my ricsha-coolie, much to
his chagrin—it was ten minutes, in fact, before
I could shake the ardent fellow off—and loit-
ered along waiting for a suitable person to
ask my way. This took some time, as all the
white community seemed to be at mess, and
I deemed it impolitic to seek guidance from
a native. At last 1 got the required direction,
and struck out on foot. I had not marched
far down the New Highgate Road before I
saw that I was followed. It was a Chinese,
a pretty well-nourished subject of medium sta-
ture, who dogged my steps, keeping about
twenty yards behind. He made no attempt to
conceal himself, and when | drew up short,
“came straight on.

**You wanchee find some housum dis road?
he said, debonairly enough. ‘My gib you look-
a-look anybody housum. My sabbee anybody
housum allee same-same.’
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“He was so injured that he could not get up
from the ground, so I climbed into the train
with the suitcase and pulled him up behind
me. It was very difficult to do. and by the
time we were on board, the train was moving
too fast for me to get off again. I had no
ticket. but Mr. Povning paid mv fare to the
conductor. Then 1 bound his head. which was
bleeding. and he fell asleep until we reached
here this morning. We have not heen followed
since.”

Philipson rose from his chair and patted the
servant’s shaven head. “You have done well.
Lo Eng.” he said “You are a bov to be proud
of.”

The boy looked down at his demurelv tolded
hands. “There is no house in Shangchai for
me to guard now.” he murmured “The car
was destroved tno.”

“Eh? That's the way the wind blows. is it?
Very well, we shall be glad of such a trusty
servant, I have no doubt. You will go down
and stay on board the launch with Ah Sing
now, and wait for orders.”

As soon as Lo Eng was out of the room.
Philipson took Poyning’s hand and shook it.
“I am eternally beholden to you, Poyning.” he
said warmly. “You have handled this business
not only with discretion but with a most com-
mendable quantity of pluck. You had better
lic down now till breakfast is rcady. After
that, we will go into the future.”

“Well,” said Philipson to me, when we were
alone, “what think you? Should we take the
youth into partnership?” :

“Seems to me,” I said, “the question is, will
he take us?”

HEN Poyning came in to breaklast. much
renovated. we sat down to one of the jol-

liest meals I ever remember. Philipson steered
clear of the subject of our forthcoming journey
yet, but kept up a brisk fire of yarns of his
former experiences in the East: and I for one
bad to admit that if I flattered myself I knew
something about the great yellow lands from
Ladakh on the roof of the world to Kam-
chatka of the frozen north, my knowledge was
mere schoolboyv geography to Saunders Philip-
son’s. Then we pushed away our plates and
lit up, and Philipson plunged into the busi-
nesc ahead of us, laying the whole story before
Poyning exactly as I had hcard it myself. The
junior partner listened with the sort of ncgli-
gent alertness he had shown when taking his
orders for the Shanghai commission, but 1
could see, underncath this, that the story ex-
cited him a good deal more than it had me.
“Well, there you are, Poyning,” concluded
our leader. “You know all the ascertained
facts now. It will be a dangerous, death-or-

glory business—but at least a profitable one, if
my suspicions are well founded.” )

The bov shrugged his shoulders. **Diamonds
would be an agreeable incidental, certainly,”
be said. “but I should be perfectly ready to
risk mv life going to that valley if there were
no mention of gems in the legend at all.”

Povning said this in such a serious and de-
cided tone that vou might almost have fancied
he meant more than he said.

“Then vou're with us?" queried Philipson.

“1 am.” said Stephen Poyning firmly.

\Ye¢ shook hands on the bargain and swore,
all three of us. to tear the mystery out of that
shadowy land behind the mountains or add
our names to the long list of explorers who
have died ol curiosity.

The day was spent in a lively bustle of prep-
aration. When the time came to leave we
stole out of our creck propelied by the pair of
small oars the launch carried; and I've no
doubt that in the fickle light before moonrise
we passed easily enough for one of the in-
numecrable native boats thronging the mouth
of the inlet and the margins of Yangtze River.

We rowed well out into the stream, turned
our nose westward, and proceeded on a throt-
tled engine until we had left Nanking a mile
Or two over our quarter.

Philipson kept the tiller, Poyning and 1 sat
down in the well. while Ah Sing tended the
engine and Lo Eng. in the cabin, got ready the
bed« against such time as we should turn in.
My last recollections belore dropping off in
my bunk were the lady-like snores of Poyning.

The next day was eventless, and so close
to our leader’s schedule that we might have
been u passenger service. Hour after hour we
forged ahead. the engine running smoothly
and tirelessly as the wings of the great gulls
over our heads, and a little before nightfall
we had drawn within view of the hills that
recach awav south of Kiukiang. Here we tied
up in :m inlet at one end of the bund, and
slept on board. creeping out again before the
break of day. and pushing on up stream till
dusk. .

At last. two ranks of light like the lamps of
a long strect began to blink out of the grey
shadows ahead, and we came into a great ex-
panse of water swarming with craft of every
conceivable build. from liner and ocean-going
tramp down to the lorchas and wupans and
crazy houschoats of the amphibious population
of these parts. To the right of us lay Han-
kow, with its long bund and its hulks running
out into the river and its opulent business
houses behind; on the southern bank, the bat-
tlemented, sombre city of Wuchang.

We drew opposite a small native wharf on
the south side, then turned and ran in.
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“The boat will need mending. Put your
hand down here,” said Philipson quietly.

He had stooped into the well and lifted out
a small bit of bottom-hoarding. Igfelt below
it, and drew up my hand wet to the wrist.
There were four or five inches of water in-
board of us.

“It is obviously small,” he muttered, “but
we must overhaul the boat before we go on.
It will never do to try the raplds higher up
with a gap in our strakes.”

The yard we had come to was capitally
suited to our ends. being shut in on all sides
except for a narrow water frontage; and even
that was still further secluded by two timber
partitions running out like the walls of a
fives-court. The place, moreover, afforded easy
and secret access to a native inn outside the
city wall, where Philipson told us we were to
spend the night. The proprietor of the yard
had clearly had truck with Philipson before,
since he greeted him with marked respect and

more than a shade of fear.

“The good Charon seems to know you,
Philipson,” said Poyning, as we stood together
on the jetty, while three coolies hauled the
launch out of the water with a small capstan
of native pattern.

“He does,” replied our leader. “I had the
good fortune to save him from the headsman
some years ago, under circumstances that will
not bear repeating. He has shown his grati-
tude by helping me several times since. Now,
to business. You two can be of no use to me
here. You had better get along with Lo Eng
to our quarters for the night. He will give you
a meal, but do not wait for me. I shall pos-
sibly be late.”

Philipson was. We had finished our meal
and smoked many pipes before he arrived, a
little after midnight.

“Rather worse than I thought.” he said, set-
ting ravenously about a cold chicken and a
bottle of hock.

“What’s wrong with her?”

“A leak just under the forefoot. We must
have started a plank when we struck the other
boat in Whangpu River, and gradually opened
it out while we drove upstream. There is a
good deal of sunken driftwood in the river at
,mosl times—I expect you heard her bump
against it?”

“Time and again. but never very hard.”

“Exactly. It would not hurt a sound boat,
but with the strake already loose it is only a
matter of keeping on long enough to dcvelop
a nasty hole. Luckily we spotted it in time.

“All right now?”

“I fancy so; but it is impossible to say, work-
ing with their wretched lamps. I must go over
her thoroughly by daylight. Better turn in

now, Mirlees, as I shall want you at dawn. It
becomes necessary for me to cross to the Han-
kow side, on business which I shall certainly
get through more safely in native garb. Also
I should be glad of a reliable companion in
case of accidents, and as a European and a
Chinese moving about together are likely to
attract a degree of notice we can very well do
without, 1 shall be glad if vou will don that
Chinese costume which suits vou so well. Poy-
ning will meanwhile keep to this side and
watch out of window for any suspicious boat
on the river.”

He rose from the table, threw off his clothes,
wrapped himself in a long cotton gown, and
was at once asleep on the couch in his corner
of the room. Poyning and I—we were all three
sleeping in the wne chamber—had soon fol-
lowed suit. There was a deal of noise in and
about the inn, but I don't think we heard
much of it: certainly I did not. It seemed to
me I had only just lain down when I was
shaken by the shoulder, and saw Philipson
standing by my bed, fully dressed in the rig
in which I had first seen him. I hastily made
up to match from a bundle Lo Eng had
brought from the launch, and after swallow-
ing biscuits and a cup of wine we went down
into the yard together. Here I got something
of a shock. Our launch was gone, and another
had taken her place.

Philipson squeezed my arm. “We had to
paint the new plank we put in last night,” he
whispered, “and I thought it would be advis-
able to do the rest of the hull while we were
at it—in another color: Those dummy wash-
streaks forward, too, they transform her con-
siderably, do they not? If there is a descrip-
tion of us about, it may be as well not to
answer it. Hullo, here is our boat. Not an-
other word of English now till we are alone
again!”

E ENTERED the sampan he had en-

gaged, and were sculled out across the
two miles of stream through a wonderful morn-
ing, fine and clear, with a fresh easterly
breeze. Even as early as this there was a loud
hum of activity abroad; the daily round of the
great river port had already begun, and the
bustle was still further increased by the arrival
of a river steamer which had drawn up to her
hulk just as we pushed in to the north bank.
We saw the gangplankg swing down and a
throng of native passengers surge across them.
Philipson had been scanning the ¢rowd, but
he suddenly dropped his eyes to the bottom of
the boat and muttered an order to the boat-
man. We turned upstream, taking advantage
of any and every craft that lay there or passed.,
to keep ourselves hidden from the shore, and
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at last reached a jetty about a quarter of a
mile from the point where we had originally
purposed landing. Here my companion or-
dered the sampan to wait. and we sprang
ashore and straight into two native “‘chairs”—
capital conyevances for a furtive mission, since
thev were completely  closed in—and  were
horne into the dense warrens of the native city
of Hankow by a twisting route that soon
robbed me of all sense of direction. I felt mv
chair set down. and stepping out found th:
we were in a squalid courtvard walled in on
three sides by native houses.

Philipson took my arm and led me through
a low doorway in one of the walls. thence
along a narrow winding allev. from the end
of which we ascended a flight of rickety wood-
en stairs. There was a door at the head of
these. upon which Philipson knocked softly.
and 1 noticed that the signal he gave was his
own peculiar five taps. A housebov came. to
whom mv companion muttered something in
the vernacular which T couldn’t catch: then
the servant took us through a bare anteroom.
md withdrew deeper into this queer. scecret
dive.

Philipson put his mouth to myv ear. “Treat
this man with the profoundest respect.”. he
whispered. “He posscsses ideas that would do
credit to any European revolutionary. The
\lanchu Dvnasty have had a price upon his
head for vears.”

The door opened. and a small wizened
Chinaman appeared in the aperture. Taking
cue from Philipson 1 bowed low to him, and
we exchanged compliments in the official dia-
lect of Peking. which he spoke with a musical
perfection. He drew my companion through
into the inner room. closing the door behind
them: and there I heard the pair in an agitated
mutter of conversation for the best part of
twenty minutes.  Whatever it was .Philipson
wanted. he had apparently prevailed upon the
rat-like little fellow to give him, for when he
came out he was carrying under his arm some-
thing wrapped in cloth. angular, the size of
a large attaché case. and apparently heavy.

We took an elaborate ceremonial leave. got
downstairs and regained our chairs. and with-
in half an hour were harking back across the
river. again taking advantage of every float-
ing thing that could screen us from the bank.
Ah Sing was standing watch at the yard when
we arrived. peeping through the holes in a
curtain of old tarpaulins he had rigged up.
Philipson ordered me to join Poyning in the
inn and get breakfast while he overhauled the
launch, promising to follow as soon as he had
finished.

We were still at the meal when Philipson
_came in. e

“All's well.” he cried cheerlully. “She is
tight now—tighter. in fact. than she was be-
fore!™

Povning didnt appear to share the exulta-
tion of our chief. He was rolling his eve round
¢he bare room of the inn with an expression
ol boredom. “A simple. homely interior,” he
said. “but already T find its charm beginning
to pall. When do we tempt the deep again.
Philipson:”

“Dusk tonight.”” veplied the leader briskly.
“I had not intended to leave this place by
davlight in anv case. less still now that I
know our enemies have reached Hankow.”

“You've seen them?” )

“I have: and they mav have scen me. though
Mirlees will tell vou that I did my best to
avoid this by sheering off on another tack. It
is possible. Povning, that vou do not vet fullv
rcalize the determination of that company.
However, if we succeed in getting away-from
here unobserved. we are now coming to parts of
the river where it will be more and more dif-
ficult for them to follow. or to get warnings
on ahead of us by telegraph. T am convinced
that the delav will be worth while in the long
run. \

We accordingly sat down to wait. not even
venturing outside our room. while Ah Sing
kept to his spyving post in the yard. Never
have 1 known a day drag so: it would be hard
to sav which of us was most relieved when
night fell. and we could throw down the can-
vas screen from the launch andheave her
down into the water.

We slunk darkly away upstream. If there
were watchers. we seemed to have eluded
them. By nine o'clock the long lights of Han-
kow were fading in our wake, and by half-past
we had come to a reach strangely deserted
and silent after the bustle of the great hub of
Chinese riverine trafic. We drove ahead at
full speed. Philipson steering.

Suddenly he pricked up his ears. “What's
that?” he cried.

We all sat listening. I heard nothing, but
about a minute later there came, carried far
across the still water, a distinct gunshot. and
another after about the same interval.

“Odd!” muttered Philipson. “If we were at
sca you might sav somebody was trying to
make distress signals.”

Poyning had stood up, and was peering over
the.cdge of the wash-streaks forward. “There's
a curious light in the river straight ahead,” he
cried. “Great Scott. it’s a boat on fire!”

We all looked now, and sure enough, there
was a big sailing junk drifting down upon us.
broadside on and plainly out of control.
Dénse smoke bellied from her midships, and
by thé tongues of flame that licked up through






50 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

replied Poyning. “One of the bhoarding party
got past me, and I heard him fire. That. ap-
parently, is when vou were hit. It was just at
this point that T rolled my opponent into the
water. I heard another splash after that. Then
Philipson velled to me to come and take the
tiller. He had reversed the engine. and we
were drawing away. Philipson ran forward
and began. as it seemed to me. to pull the
Jaunch to pieces. Something came up with a
clank. and before vou could say knife or anv
other abrupt monosyllable he had entered up-
on a new campaign with—ve gods!—a maxim
gun. It was one of the plrasamest surprises of
my life to learn that we had such an armament
on board.”

I heard Philipson chuckle in the doorway.

“I was unaware of it myself till vesterdayv.”
he said, stooping to enter. “I could never un-
derstand why this boat was a little down by
the head, but when we took out that d1maged
plank, I saw quicklv enough. There is a falsc
bulkhead forward of the cabin, and behin:|
that a machine gun mounted on a vertical
slide built into the hull. When you take awav
the deck planking above it the thing can be.
raised to fire over the bows. I give you mv
word, the whole contrivance is highlv ingen-
ious. When I discovered that we had such a
treasure I at once set about getting it in work-
ing order. That is what kept me so late in
the yard last night. The bearing parts were
somewhat rusty, but they worked again with
persuasion and grease. All that then remained
was to find ammunition—a problem which at
first seemed formidable enough.

“The venerable desperado we visited in
Hangkow. Mirlees, was the man from whom I
purchased this boat. That was in Canton two
years ago. He had in hand at the time as
pretty a little anmed rising as you could wish
to see. Unfortunately the plot was discovered
at the last moment, and my friend was ob-
liged to leave in such haste that he could not
even get to his own private launch. So he did
the next best thing—sold her to me. He was
much surprised to see me this morning. but
even more so when I told him I had discovered
the hidden gun. At first he wished to buy the
launch back. I said that I could not spare it.

- queenly

He pressed the point. I hinted with all pos-
sible dclicacy that if he were so importunate
the imperial authorities might get to hear of
his whereabouts. At last he made the best of
it. sold me two belts of ammunition at an
exorbitant price. and T took it across the
stream and installed it in our bows. I think
vou will admit thar measure of precaution was
well justified by the event.”

“And mav be again.” said Povning.
there anv ammunition left>”

“One belt. bur I do not anticipate needing
it. Those junks sink quickly when damaged.”

My wound healed quicklv. and on the third
dav after the fight 1 was able to move about
in tair comfort. 'We had now come to the
stiffest spell of our river journey—the ascent
of the beautiful but perilous Yangtze Gorges.
Our ascent was a wild. touch-and-go affair
throughout. and 1 hardly knew whether to
marvel more at the capabilities of our boat or
the consummate nerve and skill of Saunders
Philipson in handling her.

One after another we took the Ydreaded
gullics between the mountains—Niukan, Mi-
tan. Wushan. the Wind-Box Gorge and the
“Old Horse”: and when finally we reached
Chungking. nine days after leaving the plains,
I imagine we had accomplished a feat never
before known in the history of Yangtze Kiang.
Here Philipson had the launch thoroughly
overhauled and put into store. Often during
the next few wceks as we crawled up the
rapid-fretted Kia Ling River, a tributary of
Yangtze. in a native boat, we pined for that
little cratt we had left behind.

v the middle of June we had come to the
smuall obscure town of Kiai. where we en-
gaged ponies and grooms and now, a party
ten strong. struck out westward across ‘“‘un-
known™ Asia.

CHAPTER IV

VALLEY OF THE GREAT BIRDS

“Is

THI

E BEGAN our land journey in high
spirits. Whatever perils nature might
be holding up her sleeve, our human
enemies were left far behind; and it wasn’t eill
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now that I realized fully the racking strain of
suspense we had undergone since we fied for
our lives out of Shanghai. Good wag it. too.
as we advanced in file. to look back over our
shoulders at the sturdv bearers and the wirv
hill-ponies that carried the outfit for our cx-
pedition. But most satisfactory of all was the
thought that we were traveling with Saunders
Philipson.

Povning and | had now recached the pitch
of confidence when a man believes in his
Ieader's ultimate success as a certaintv.  The
Chingse servants had known Philipson longer
than we. and their trust in him scemed by
that much the more implicit. Even the native
bearers. after a few days of the master who
seemed to know their wants so well and speak
their language so Huently and pick out their
small shirkings with such intimate comprehen-
ston. werc beginnning to fall under the magic
of his radiant personality.

The third night out, we pitched camp and
dined in the nearest approach to elegance we
were to know for many a long dav Lo Fng
excelled himself in the kitchen—we hadn't
vet reached the period of canned foods—and
Philipson produced three bottles ot red wine
which he called upon us to help him empty.

“Let us clcan it up.” he cried. “We cannot
count on restocking the bins for many
months—which will fall upon me. at lcast.
with grave hardship—but it will be merely
teasing ourselves to make these bottles spin
out for a day or two. Besides which. corked
wine is never nice. Come, let us pledge suc-
cess to our journey in a good deep pull!”

It sticks in my mind very clearly. that scene
round the camp fire. Behind us rose great
hills of red rock, now deepcned by the falling
light to a crimson as dark as the wine of our
toast and sweeping away in majestic ranks on
either side of the pass through which we
should work westward. The natives were
squatting round their fire a little way oft, cook-
ing their evening meal and. I'm afraid, burn-
ing slips of joss-paper to scare off evil spirits
of the hills: while the ponics. picketed at some
distance beyond the bearers, were pulling con-
tentedly at the scant grass of the highlands.
Beside the tarpaulin that served us for a table-
cloth. Poyning. with a quaint hint of dandy-
ism in his rough mountainecring rig. sat
puthng at one of his carefully hoarded ciga-
rettes through a dapper little ivory and amber
holder. At this time he still possessed his eye-
glass. though I fancy it subsequently went the
way of so much more gear that we scattered
along that desperate trail. Philipson, who
never smoked except to sustain some native
guise, was leaning forward, the light of the
fire leaping over his lean-chiselled features;

and s he laid down his aluminum wine cup
alter pledging a swift and successful trek to us
all. he hegan to speak.

“Listen to me. vou fellows.” he said ear-
nestlv. “This is going to be the biggest ad-
venture anv man here has ever undertaken.
It will also be the most dangerous. The jour-
nev to the obo alone is severe enough, and
what lies bevond that. God knows, though
from what I remember of the look of the
mountains it will be far more difficult than
anvthing this side. But if vou follow me heart
and soul. | believe I can lead you over to the
valley bevond. Trust me as vou would trust
the cternal truths of lite. and T shall not fail
vou | know [ can carry it through!”

His voice rang. his eves gleamed, his hands
clutched and unclutched. and altogether Saun-
ders Philipson lnooked like a man inspired—
which. for my part. T fully believe he was.

We made the long stage he foretold. and
several longer after that. Hour upon hour,
lour upon hour we rode up precipitous gul-
lies and down seemingly impossible ravines,
but always drew higher in the long run. The
mere exertion of sitting our ponies was tre-
mendous. [ soon came to realize that never
Lefore in a lile that would be reckoned ab-
normally strenuous. had I really known what
fatigue meant, and Poyning was worse off
than [: but weariness never scemed to show
itselt on Philipson.

[ soon saw the wisdom of his policy of tak-
ing mountain ranges at a run, for here we
were. with the summer still before us, and the
first great barrier range behind. The country
began to descend. the going was easier and
faster. and atier a few days’ march down a
long slant we came within view of our first
big landmark. I heard the bearers raise a
shout and saw them throw out their arms,
pointing. There, still far ahead, was a curious
bluey shimmer on the rough yellow face of the
carth.

Philipson was scanning this through the
alasses.

“What do
cried.

“It ought to be the head waters of the Yel-
low River.” I replied.

“Right. Or rather, the upper waters. The
actual sources are about seven days farther
on. When we reach them I can promise you
a breather of three whole days.”

All fell out as he foretold. We encamped
beside the Hsing "Hai, or “Starry Lakes,”
which. rising out of springs in the plain, form
the beginnings of that mighty flood known
many hundreds of miles farther east as China’s
Sorrow.

Here we rested three days.

vou make of it, Mirlees?” he
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POYNING spent most of the three days
asleep, while Philipson was busy with Lo
Eng overhauling stores and looking for fresh
bearers. The men of Kiai had only contracted
tc come this far, but partly by enhanced re-
wards and partly by a judicious blend of
threat and blandishment Philipson prevailed
on them to stay with us until relieved. The
new company, of ten men, we raised at length
from a wretched hamlet on the foothills south-
ward of the”lakes. They were tagliks (hill-
men) of indeterminate race and small prepos-
session, and they hadn’t been with us long
before they gave us ample reason to regret
the sturdy Ssuchuanese whose place they had
taken.

At dawn on the fourth day we struck out
westward again, at the best pace we could
make. We should soon be at heights where
the “hot” weather nights are arctic and winter
allows nothing human to live. It was Philip-
son’s purpose to hold on this course until we
cut across the route of his former journey,
then to work by means of his maps to the obo
among the mountains. Before we had trav-
elled many days the country was rising sharp-
ly again, its aspect changing from hour to
hour. The scattered tamarisks of the plateau
were left far behind, now nothing grew to
soften the staring nakedness of red sandstone
and green slate but here and there a patch of
wiry, bleached grass, out of which the ponies
could get but a meagre supplement to the
limited fodder we carried. Now and again
we sighted the beautiful yellow-brown wild
ass, sometimes the fleeting form of some type
of antelope, while at night we were glad of
our camp fire not only for its warmth, but
also for the protection it gave us against the
wolves we heard howling hungrily around us.
Gradually, however, as we drew higher and
higher, even these signs of life dropped out
of the vast desolation, and we saw nothing
but an occasional herd of yak, the wild bull
of Tibet. )

Deeper and deeper we plunged into the
mountain fastnesses. It was clear from the
temperature our cooking water boiled at that
we had risen to a great altitude, and Poyning
and I were already troubled with heightsick-
ness.

Philipson was working toward the obo very
much as if it were a point in the ocean and
he was a mariner steering a course to it; he
used his maps as a chart and checked our
position by observations - whenever the sky
cleared. The lie of the land necessitated con-
stant changes of direction, and sometimes we
had even to deviate from Philipson’s former
route, which, it will be remembered, he had
followed on foot; but never would our leader

consent to leave the course laid down on his
maps unless it was physically impossible to get
the ponies along it. As it was, our journey
took us tip and down steeps which rise in my
mind to this hour like a ghastly dream—one
of those nightmares when you imagine yourself
to be clinging fly-like to a vertical wall at
dizzy heights. But for the energy and skill
and implacable resolve of Saunders Philipson
I am perfectly certain we should never have
got through at all, and even he couldn’t pre-
vent the ponies from succumbing one by one
to the tremendous work on scant fodder. Also,
two of the tagliks lost their lives in one day,
slipping under their load and falling down a
deep ravine. )

Worst of all, the obo hadn’t appeared, al-
though by Philipson’s calculations we should
have found it by now. Philipson kept up a
dogged confidence, but I could see that even he
was getting uneasy. He decided, before casting
around, to push straight ahead for one more
day’s march. This we did, and it was our worst
day yet. Two ponies dropped dead, and two
of the remaining bearers disappeared—where,
we never discovered, though it is likely they
lay down to the drowsy rest from which there
is no awakening, and were quietly left by their
own fellows. At last Philipson, who was on
foot ahead, halted with a great cry.

“This is the pass,” he shouted. “The obo is
at the top end of it.”

But when we came to the place it was five
or six feet deep in drifts, and nobody short
of a diviner could have said whether the obo
was there or not. It was too late to investigate
now: dark was coming on. We retreated
down the rugged slope and pitched camp.

That night our thermometer went down to
five degrees below zero, but the morning rose
clear, with the warmest sun we had knqwn
for a week past. The whole party set to work
digging, with any tool that came to hand, but
it was to the sun we owed our discovery. Brisk
runnels of water began to tinkle away down
the slope, the face of the snow sagged and
caved, until there appeared, fully thirty yards
{tom the scene of our blind eftorts, a curious
green blotch against the white. Philipson
ploughed through the soggy mess towards it
with a whoop of exultation, and a moment
later the three of us were dancing round the
obo, cheering like schoolboys. There was no
doubt about it being the one we sought: you
could see plainly the zigzag scratches where
Philipson had scraped off the dead man’s
niessage.

E WERE now in a regular fury to be
gone. Perhaps not two days off was the
end of our quest, the rim of that mysterious
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At last there came a little lightening of the
dense gloom, which having reckoned to be
daybreak, we rose to take stock of our situ-
ation. The pony was dead, as we knew he
must be, frozen stiff and hard as iron. The
Chinese servants and the bearers all appeared
to have survived the night without frostbite:
they had pooled their sheepskins and rolled
themselves into one composite knot of hu-
manity, which, in the circumstances, was
about the wisest thing they could have done.
The storm was still blowing great guns, and
even by that murky light we could see an
alarming change in the face of the moun-
tain; nothing but lumpy drifts everywhere,
and every crevasse filled with treacherous,
powdery snow. Worst and crowning disaster,
our chronometer and watches were ruined.
The all-penetrating dust which had been
swirling in eddies and backwashes behind our
shelter all night had not only filled our eyes
and ears and mouths; it had got into every
piece of clockwork we possessed. In future
we should be reduced to guessing time from
the sun, if visible, and our position in a land
as unmapped as the ocean, by the roughest
of dead-reckoning from distance travelled.

The wind fell about mid-day, letting down
a brisk fall of snow for some three hours;
then the sky cleared, and we were shown the
full direness of our calamity. Advance or re-
treat was out of the question till the snow
thinned, and we set about pitching a camp
in the normal pattern—pulling down our
canvas wall and resolving it into three tents.
This kept us busy till dark. An atmosphere
of utter dejection was everywhere, which even
Philipson’s dogged energy and inspiration
couldn’t lift. For myself, it was useless to de-
ny 1 had ceased to believe we could win
through. Our one great hope had failed us; we
had been counting all along on “summer”
weather, whatever the difficulties of the route;
but this terrific blizzard proved that such reli-
ance had been mere vain imagining. I could
see Poyning was a prey to similar gloomy fore-
bodings, and I know from the look of the
hillmen that if we got any more help from
them it would only be because of their mortal
terror of Saunders Philipson.. The Chinese
servants alone seemed to have no thought of
retreat. Th/:y wore the fatalistic look of men
reconciled o death, and content to humor
their master’s madness to the end.

That night there was again a terrific frost,
but sheltered as we now were by a canvas
wall on all sides, we felt it far less than before.
At last, however, the cold awakened me, and
sitting up, I was a good deal startled to see
that the flap of the tent was open. 1 crept to
it and looked out. In a direct line, and no

great distance away, was the bearers’ tent;
and it seemed to me that instant that a figure
was disappearing through their door. This
was disquieting. If the hillmen deserted—as
I made little doubt they would if a chance
presented—they would get no wages except by
robbery. Could it be that the man I saw re-
treating into their tent had just visited ours,
and left the flap unfastened in his hurry? I
turned to rouse Philipson and report my sus-
picions. This was queerer still. Philipson’s
place was empty.

OW thoroughly puzzled, 1 wrapped my

sheepskin tight round me and stole out.
I could see nothing, and heard nothing at
first but muffled snores and the swish of the
night wind. Then there seemed to mingle
with these sounds a low mutter of talk, some
way away. I crept towards the sound. As I
drew near, pausing at every step to listen, the
noise resolved itself into something strangely
familiar, which yet for the life of me I couldn’t
place. I was now so close that I could hear
the words. 1 stood racking my brains to re-
member where 1 had. heard the like before.
Then it came to me, in about as curious a
way as vyou could imagine. I had been fever-
ish all day; now my eyes played me a trick.

The scene was transformed. The shadowy
snow-draped mountain side became the veran-
dah of our inn at Nanking, and I was listen-
ing again while Philipson spoke in that
strange tongue that had so baffled me. The
vision faded, but parts of it stood clear. I
was actually looking at Philipson now. I had
stolen to a sharp bluff of rock and was peep-
ing round the angle of it; and there, not twen-
ty paces from me, assuredly was Saunders
Philipson; beyond him, half hidden by his
form, something tall and white. Then he
himself was hidden in darkness, as was every-
thing else, for a cloud crossed the moon. At
the same instant there came a violent puff of
wind. When the moon shone out again I
could see columns of snow, tall and white,
being whirled up on all sides.

I withdrew softly towards the tent, but be-
fore 1 reached it there were quick footsteps
behind me. I swung round.

“What the devil are you doing here, Mir-
lees?” demanded Philipson.

“l woke and found the tent-flap open,” I
said, “and came out to see what was up. But
what are you doing yourself?”

He pointed to the sky, where black clouds
were gathering as the wind freshened. “It
sounded to me as.if the storm was blowing
up again,” he said. “If it comes on like yes-

_ terday we shall have.to get up and rearrange

the tents.” .
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better. Never fear, I will find you a track!”

We paid off the bearers and parted com-
pany with them forever. If I wanted proof
that Philipson really believed we were near
the end of the trail the way he dismissed those
hillmen would have convinced me: he not
only gave them more than the stipulated
wage, but all the surplus gear which, in his
view, we should no longer require. They
then filed off down the pass, heading north-
east. We ourselves divided the rest of the
baggage into five packs, and struck due west
by Philipson’s compass.

And now we came to a stretch of our jour-
ney beside which the worst that had gone
before was mere pastime. Strive as I may, I
cannot get clear in my mind the events of the
next few days. I wouldn’t even be sure how
many days we travelled, for it is all a blurry
nightmare to me, with nothing remaining dis-
tinct but a ghastly memory of constantly in-
creasing cold and misery and exhaustion.
What few facts rise up vaguely out of the con-
fusion I have tried to reassemble and set
down in order, but I will stake nothing on
them.

It may be we didn’t travel far as distance
would be measured on the flat. There was no
flat in that country to measure the distance on.
All was sheer cliff or tremendous wall-sided
ravine. The greater part of the time we
seenied to be crawling along a mere thread
of projecting ledge and looking down into
awful abysses of rock and snow; and most
perilous of all were the rare places where our
route looked to be easier. We halted before
one such, which I should have said was a
moderately passable snow-paved surface of
rock, but after some hesitation Philipson
shook his head and turned aside.

We climbed a rugged scarp to the left, from
which we could overlook the way we should
have taken, and coming at length to a ledge
broad enough to stand the five of us, Philipson
stopped, picked up a fragment of rock, and
heaved it over the cliff side. The stone clat-
tered hoarsely down, then disappeared in the
fluid powdery snow, which closed silently in
over it so that you wouldn’t have known the
surface had becn disturbed.

“It is well that I did not let you go on,”
muttered Philipson. “That means deep snow—
an enormous drift in a ravine. Not one of us
would come out of it alive.”

He led on, picking a way with extreme
care and, as it seemed to me, a perfectly un-
canny instinct for safety, but at the best our
advance was no more than a laborious crawl.
Though the snow had evaporated off the more
exposed faces of the mountain, the treacherous,
swallowing drifts were everywhere, and there

was a fantastic suggestion about it all of cross-
ing a flooded country by shallows. Time and
again we halted while Philipson, mistrusting
even his own intuition, hurled great stones
into the crevasses to estimate whether they
were “fordable” or not.

Our last fire had been at the pass of the
obo, and there, from the temperature of our
boiling water, we calculated the elevation to
be a little over eighteen thousand feet; and I
am certain that from that point, though there
were $ome deceptive drops, we worked in
the long run considerably higher. Height-
sickness and the consequent fever were now
a normal state for us all, and though we bene-
fited by the sedatives that Philipson dispensed,
we remained in a sort of chronic delirium.
So rare was the atmosphere that even the
exertion of our creeping advance brought on
a terrible breathlessness and distress; blood
trickled continually from our noses and ears,
and we had to call a halt at least once about
every fifteen minutes.

These rests we took standing. Philipson
would let nobody lie down till night fell; then
two men remained awake at a time, to rouse
the others before they had slept too long.
We dared not allow any man to lie still for
more than an hour at a stretch, or there-
abouts, for as I have said we had no watches,
for fear he shouldn’t wake at all; and I am
convinced Philipson would have had us push
on night and day but for the sheer impossi-
bility of negotiating those dizzy slants and
ledges in the dark.

At last, weary beyond imagination, but with
a tremendous thrill of renewed hope, we came
into a long gully in the mountains. It ran
between two vertical walls of rock, and though
it descended sharply for a considerable way
ahead, we could see nothing beyond it but
a blaze of golden sky where the sun was set-
ting. By common consent we halted in si-
lence, and stared, and stared. I have never
been nearer tears in my life. 1 seemed to
lose my grip. Here, it looked, the mountains
came to an end. There was a valley ahead,
or at least a depression; if we had not found
the object of our quest, we were to find re-
lief from the frightful cold and exhaustion
and hcight-fever of the last few days.

“It appears,” said Philipson, in a queer,
hollow voice, “that we are going to see our
goal before long. Keep well in behind me.”

He advanced cautiously, sounding the gully
with the butt of his rifle as he went. Now in
the far distance we could'see peaks again, but
they were right across in the eye of the sun;
it became increasingly plain .there was lower
ground between us and them. Philipson would
halt from time to time, and stare before him
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fixedly. Then we saw him drop the rific and
tear out his field glasses from their case. He
swaved where he stond. A moment later he
had turned a dead-white face to me and
handed me the binoculars without a word. [
took them mechanically and raised them to my
cves. Now it was | who staggered. The sun
was by this time sunk half l)elow the distant
peaks. and its dazzle had taded. There. mov-
-ing across the gold-washed sky. were sevcral
black specks. far away. but having through
the glasses all the appearance of cnormous
birds.

Poyning had snatched the binoculars out
of my hands and was looking for himsell. It
was the last thing he did that day. His
strength. which he had torced to uphold him
by an effort of will for which I should never
have given him credit when he entered our
lives at Nanking. now broke down utterly: he
fell in a heap. unconscious. and though we
managed to bring him to with the last drain
of brandy we possessed. he was unable to move
hand or foot. He lay in the snow aying like
a child. It wasn’'t emotion—just his nerve-con-
trol completely gone.

Philipson looked at him and at me. “It
i5 a pity.” he said. “We must push on for the
hour of dusk that is left—it may mean a cou-
ple of thousand feet downwards. 1 cannot let
him sleep here.”

Then without another word Saunders Phil-
ipson picked up Stephen Poyning and carried
him in his arms. Lo Eng and [ shared his
pack in addition to carrying our own loads.
{t was in vain for me to offer to take a turn
with Povning. Philipson grunted angrily.

“Keep your breath for breathing. Mirlees,”
be snapped. It is as much as the three of
you can do to move as it is. We must get on
the fastest we can.”

I picked up his ritle and took the lead my-
self. feeling the way as he had done. At the
end of the gully we had plainly come to the
end of the heights. and there, deep”down
betore us. we could see a blur of light. It
was gloriously easier going now. The moun-
tain side was steep. but of a fairly good sur-
face. and we made capital headway. The re-.
lief was unspcakable. and came with startling
quickness as we worked down off that fright-
ful roof of the world into the denser air below.
We filled our lungs with it again and again,
and 1 felt it intoxicate me like wine. Saun-
ders Philipson carried his burden for fully
an hour and a half, and only stopped then,
I am convinced. because dark had fallen.

7E PITCHED camp and put Poyning to

bed, then turmed in ourselves. There
was no danger in sleep now. We lay down in

our sheepskins and slept till the sun was high
in the heavens of a glorious day.

And now we experienced for the first time
the full thrill of our discovery. We were at
the gates of an unknown land, a valley in this
tremendous upheaved region of Asia which
had remained hidden trom the rest of the-
world all down through the ages. From where
we stood outside our tent we could see the
whole depression in a wonderful bird’s eye
view: above us. stupendons peaks towering
into the sky. snow-clad and dazling and
looking not a musket-shot away: below, a long
even expanse of snow running straight down
to the line where snow left off and green
vegetation began: farther down still. the cup
of the valley. ringed round completely by
mountain slopes like the one we stood on. a
smiling green hollow. with a large lake in the
middle of it and evident signs of human habi-
tation. We could see through the glasses that
the buildings of the city were uniformly
white. but we were as vet too far away to
descry anyvthing more definite about them.

Poyning was vastly the better for his long
slcep. and as eager to push on as I was, and
though l’hulnpson maintained outwardly the
businesslike air of reserve that had never
entirely left him, I could see he was in a tre-
mendous exultation. As he might well be.
To have brought us salely over that journey
from Nanking to the spot where we now stood
was a teat bordering on the miraculous, and
if there was another man on this earth that
could have done it. I had not heard of him.

“Breakfast first,” he said, smiling. *“None
of us can aftord to take liberties with himself
after what we have been through. Then we
will go down and explore, but we will lead
the nifles first” After all, we know little of
these peoplet Who can predict what kind of
welcome thev will give us?”

After-events showed that we couldn’t. Lit-
tle did we dream how we were to be received
by the folk of the valley, or even how we were
to get over the last lap of our tremendous
journey. .

We packed up the two tents, and set out.
Philipson’s plan was that we should stalk the
strange people very circumspectly, so that if
they seemed hostile, we could at least beat a
retreat up the mountainside as Sbrang Chikya
had done: in which case it would be well not
to have scrapped our gear. The stuff was a
boon to us. later on, but by no means in the
way we had expected.

We had been marching down the steep
slant for about an hour when Philipson halted
and looked from one side to the other with
an air of considerable uneasiness. We asked
him what was awry.
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He continued halted and looking. and then:
“That!” he cried, stretching an arm out over
the great expanse of snow.

At first I could see no reason for alarm,
but after a minute or two I became aware
that something was happening to the snow.
A broad patch at about a hundred yards to
our left moved. It slid downward tor a tew
feet then halted; and I remember having
at the moment a sort of fantastic impression
that the snow was gifted with sense and
stopped because we were looking at it. I had
had many fancies, wilder even than that. dur-
ing the past few days, and I make no doubt
the others had too. But what Philipson now
saw alarming in a little shifting snow, I hardly
understood. It certainly lookéd harmless
enough to me.

“l have noticed that once or twice since
we started this morning,” he said, "and I do
not like it. There has been an unusually
heavy fall-no doubt it came with the blizzard
the other night. The mountains are top-
heavy. There it is again!”

This time it looked more pronounced, and
a lot less innocent. Almost up to where we
stood the snow began to slide slowly and
gently downward, a few feet at a time, then
halting, but always resuming its curious mo-
tion at shorter intervals. Looking all round us,
we saw that the slide was becoming more and
more general; as far as the eye could reach,
the great white mantle was sliding and stop-
ping, sliding and stopping, rucking up here
and there over a rise in the ground, with an
effect like a gentle swell of the sea. Then at
last my fuddled wits began to grasp what was
really happening. There were millions of
tons of snow on that vast mountain side. The
layers next the earth were melting, causing
the great mass to lose its grip. It would all
slide soon. There would be an avalanche.

“Quick!” cried Philipson. “If we have
something to keep us alloat we may have a

_chance—otherwise none. Take off your
packs!”

We opened out the two rolled tents and
folded them flat, into a sort of raft about five
feet square, ribbing this with the tent-poles
and rifles laid crosswise on the underside and
lashing the whole tightly with guy ropes.
There was barely time to complete the work
before the rush was upon us, swirling round
us thigh-deep for all the world like the surge
of a strong current sweeping in over flat sands.
We flung ourselves on to the raft, which im-
mediately started to ride down on the shifting
snow. For perhaps a minute the motion was
pleasantly gentle. Philipson took advantage
of this breather to allot us positions: he him-
self sat forward, holding the stoutest of the

tent-poles, which he had kept out, in his hands
like a paddle; Poyning and I were just behind
him, grasping the ropes with one hand and
Philipson’s sheepskin with the other; while
the two Chinese servants squatted behind us,
their orders being to hang on like leeches
themselves and catch any man who might be
jolted out of his seat and swept backwards.

T WAS a good move, turning our gear into
this queer, toboggan-like contraption: with-

out it, we should have sunk into the rapidly
deepening, down-sliding mass. and been
smothered ip an instant. As it was. our raft
for a time rode the avalanche to admiration,
being too broad to sink in. and checked by.
the rib-like poles and ropes that went under
it from adding the speed of sliding to the
pace already given it by the moving snow.
Soon, however, matters changed considerably
for the worse.

The avalanche was gaining force and vol-
ume, but with a decrease in the slant of the
mountain side the resistance was increasing,
so that there became more and more evident a
tendency tor the surface snow to roll on over
that deeper down. Three times we were struck
by a heavy wave from behind and well nigh
“pooped.” More than once, grazing it by
inches, we shot past a sharp snag of upstand-
ing rock, against which the snow was breaking
and spouting into the air in a high cascade.

It couldn’t last. I imagine the avalanche
had now reached a slope of the mountain not
normally covered at all, and as the deep surge
shallowed out, its surface broke, like rapids
of a river. The gentle rustle of the snow when
it started to move had now risen to a hoarse
roar, like the roar of the sea but with a strange
muffied note in it more terrible than the crash
and boom of surf. Philipson stuck doggedly
to his steering pole, but there was no steering
our crazy craft in that awful race. Jolt alter
jolt shook us, and at each one I saw Poyning
and Philipson swing to and from me, as if we
were on elastic. The ribs were clearly fetched
adrift; there was no longer anything to stop
the raft doubling up and being submerged.
At last, with a fearful jerk, we were shot
clean into the air. The shock of pitching
threw me backwards, but I felt nobody be-
hind me. Ah Sing and Lo Eng were gone.

“She will smash up now,” yelled Philipson
over his shoulder. “When it comes. keep your
limbs stretched out stiff!”

The crash came almost as he spoke. The
raft heaved up, then plunged, and I found
myself whirled down in a tremendous roaring,
suffocating mass of snow, with nothing in my
hand but a fretted rope’s end. I spread-eagled
myself and stiffened my arms and legs, and 1
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imagine it was to that I owed my life; for
though T was often submerged to the point of
stifling, I remained near the surface for the
most part, and could get a deep breath now
and again when some sudden upheavel of the
snow-torrent threw me to the top. Once my
heel struck something hard. and the leg be-
came numb and dead from that instant on.
Had 1 been rolling in a ball it might have
been my head, in which case I should certainly
not be putting this record on paper now.

I felt myself sink suddenly deeper. The
snow rushed over me. I was madly fighting for
breath. with a bewildered sense of plunging
into the very bowels of the sea. at frightful
speed. Then came a blinding flash of light
in front of my eyes. . . .

I must bave lain unconscious for an hour.
for that's the time Poyning said it took him
to find me. He had been much luckier. When
the raft broke up the main portion of it re-
mained, apparently, under his body and kept
him riding afloat for fully a minute after the
rest of us had disappeared. Philipson he lost
sight of just -after me, but he himself had
been supported by the canvas to the end.
until, with a blow that winded him but did
nothing worse, he was brought up sharp in
a hollow far down the mountain side.

The place where I lay was about two feet
deep, but the snow was fast sagging and melt-
ing. I must have rolled here after the ava-
lanche had knocked the senses out of me.
I lay on my back in the soggy snow while
Poyning opened my shecpskin and felt me all
over for broken bones. Wherever his fingers
pressed | ached and throbbed: the ankle
I had struck in my descent was hurting abom:-
inably, and for some minutes | thought |
should never rise from my back again. Poyn-
ing took off the boot and gaiter and wrapped
round a rough-and-ready cold compress made
out ol a handkerchiet and a handtul ot snow.
which was a wonderful reliet: and after-a bit,
with his help and using as a crutch the rifle
he had picked up tfrom the¢ wreck of the ratt.
I found I could stand and just hobble.

The change from higher up the mountain
was little short of astougding. In those tew
minutes we had passed *‘mm the arctic sone
o the temperate, and tarther down still there
appeared to. be yet greater transitions. Even
here the air was oppressively hot to the lips
after the icy heights we had crossed. The
point we stood on was plainly a grassy slope
well below the snow line, where the descend-
ing avalanche, thinning over some miles ot
snowless ground, had pectered out by shecr
lorce of distance. )

It was well nigh impossible, looking at this
rcgular scarp, to realize the tremendous rug-

gedness and cold and rarefied air of the
mountain above, though the snow-clad pinna-
cles which ringed round the valley still looked
deceptively near. Below us stretched the val-
ley. broad. fertile. watered by the intensely
blue lake plumb in the middle, and to judge
by the warmth where we stood far above it,
at least sub-tropical in climate. The white-
walled city on the fringes of the lake was now
much more distinct. and beyond this we saw,
rising out of the grassy plain, several of the
gigantic birds we had sighted from the gully
last night.

Our first concern was to find what- had
happcned to Philipson and the Chinese serv-
ants. From where we stood we scanned the
slope in all directions, but could see no sign
of any nne of them. We then began a method-
ical search. binding together our two cast
sheepskins and standing them up sheaf-wise
for a landmark on the hillside, and working
slowly up and down the slant at about thirty
yards apart. I've said the mountain here was
regular. which it was in the main, though
there were any number of shallow basins in
which an army of men could have concealed
themselves by lying flat; but as we searched
dip after dip and drew blank, lower and low-
er fell my hopes. Our comrades must have
sunk into deep snow as soon as they fell off
the raft. and even had they escaped death
by battering in the avalanche, they must have
met it quickly by suffocation. Somewhere un-
der that great white cloak on the mountain
side they lav, and not until the snow was
gone. it seemed, should we find their bodies.
Yet we kept searching still,” hoping against
hope. and so intent on the task that we were
lost to what was happening bchind us.

I heard Poyning raise a sharp cry. He was
looking back over our tracks towards the place
where we had left the sheepskins. There,
gathered in a knot. were some half dozen tall,
white-robed strangers, who stared at the filthy
and unsightly garments, ‘then at us their pos-
sessors. plainly in an extremity of surprise.

UT it the strangers were surprised. we
were startled. T'he appearance of them

was tatter for amazement indeed. Of the
whole hall dozen not one stood, I judge, less
than six leet three or four inches in height,
and the impression ol great stature ' was ac-
centuated by the fact that they all wore long
flowing robes the hem of which swept the fast-
melting snow at their feet: but' it was their
faces that set me gaping. Anybody with ex-
perience of native races knows that the Mon-
golian countenance, though it may vary great-
ly. always preserves certain contours and exag-
gerations which are unmistakable. These men
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were no Mongols. Nor was their skin, though
ripely tanned by sun and wind, of the peculiar
Mongol pigment. These men were a Cau-
casian stock. The hair of their bare heads, too,
crisp and wavy and of a rich chestnut brown
shading off into black, spoke plainly of Aryan
races and the West.

Their leader, a magnificent old man who
topped even his fellows by a few inches, was
grey and austere, and he stood there with his
beautifully chiselled features turned towards
us in a long stare of inquiry. Then words
passed between him and the others—apparent-
ly his attendants—and one of the most youth-
ful looking took a few steps in our direction
and hailed us. The words were spoken in a
clear, resonant voice, totally unlike the throt-
tled utterance of Asia, but listen closely as I
might I couldn’t place the language. We re-
mained halted, wondering what was going to
happen next. It was impossible to tell from
the cold impassive demeanor of the strangers
whether their attitude was intended to be
hostile or friendly, but I knew well enough
that the words that had been spoken were a
command. The situation was getting irksome.
Our comrade lay somewhere on that hillside,
perhaps dying, and every instant we wasted
here we might be throwing away his life.

“Plenty of time to converse with these
statuesque heroes later,” Poyning said, turning
away. “I'm going to look for Philipson.”

But the.newcomers seemed to think other-
wise. Three of them ran up and stood be-
tween us and the mountain top, waiting for
the others to approach, which they at once
did, the tall greyhead leading. They spoke
to us again in that strange tongue I couldn’t
place.

Then I tried my stock of languages, which,
so far as regions between the Caspian and
the China Sea are concerned, is richer than
most men’s. I spoke to them in Tibetan,
Mongol, several brands of Chinese, Turki,
even in dialects of.the Khirgiz Steppes that
1 had picked up some years before, but all te
no effect. k made-all kinds of excursions into
sign language, but I was in such a fever of
impatience that I make no doubt my gestures
became merely wild and unintelligible.

At last I could stand it no longer. “You
fools!” I blurted out in English. “The man’s
dying, and here are we gabbling like a lot
of fishwives!”

With that I broke away from them. It was
a futile step. Two of them were upon me in
an instant, pinioning my arms in a grip of
steel. Even without my game ankle I shouldn’t
have stood an earthly chance with those giants.
1 was dragged back into their midst. They
spoke to us sternly, in the same elusive tongue.

Suddenly, Poyning began to struggle in the
grasp of two of the men who had also seized
him, and uttered some words that at once
struck my ear with a curiously familiar note.
I stared at him, as did the strangers, but a mo-
ment after they had released his arms and were
nodding their heads with some appearance of
comprehension. They answered him, speaking
slowly and distinctly.

I listened to the halting dialogue, and the
longer I listened the more familiar the sounds
became. It was something that had reached
my ears before, and that recently. Then, with
a violent start, I remembered where. This
language, or something very like it, was the
one I had heard Philipson use on the balcony
of Nanking, and again in the pass of the obo.

“What the devil are you talking to them,
Poyning?” I cried.

He turned to me with an uncommonly ex-
cited look. “It seems that my qualifications
can be of use in the East after all,” he replied.
“I have been speaking to these men in Greek.”

Then it dawned on me. That was why the
language had seemed so strangely familiar. I
knew Greek, but not the Greek that Poyning
spoke. I had learned to pronounce. my Greek
ingthe straightforward, almost phonetic man-
ner of a schoolboy of the nineties. Poyning,
coming later, had been taught the pronunci-
ation that modern pundits imagined to have
been used in the days of Pericles and Aristotle.
Here was a race speaking Greek—apparently
ancient Greek—in a way that Poyning, if with
considerable difficulty, could understand. It
must have been the most triumphant vindi-
cation of an educational theory in history.

“I have told them we have comrades yet to
pick up,” said Poyning, “and I have given
parole that we will not run away. These
people will help us search.”

“But how in the name of riddles did you
tumble to what they're saying? I don’t under-
stand a word of it.”

“Nor could I for some time. It's a much
more melodious version of the language than
ours, and there are words I have to guess the
meaning of, but once I got a hint what to lis-
ten for, it began to come clearer. God knows
who these people are, Mirlees. Fhey're cer-
tainly speaking classical Greek.™

The strangers, directed by the tall grey-
head. got into extended order with the silent
precision of men accustomed to discipline,
and worked slowly up the mountainside. We
were soon back into deep snow, and it was
hereabouts we made our first discovery—a
melancholy one. A brown hand was sticking
out of the white pall. A moment later I was
looking at the dead bodies of our two Chinese
servants, the faithful Lo Eng and Ah Sing.
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They were bruised all over. but it scemed
they had met .their end by suffacation under
the overwhelming torrent. A space was bared
on the hillside, and the dcad men laid out
on it

Poyning turned to me, his face twisted with
grief. “Philipson must be lower down—buried,
too, or we should have seen him.” he said.

He spoke something to the old grevhead,
who ordered the party to turn about. I now
saw a body of men about thirty strong ap-
proaching, some of them bearing litters. How
they had come to know they were wanted I
couldn’t fathom. The body of our comrade
must soon come to light now, if only by rea-
son of the melting of the snow, which was
happening so fast that the lower slopes of the
mountain already ran brisk with runnels of
water. And yet the search was a long one.
From the way the snow lay it had plainly been
deflected this wayv and that by the varying
slant; Philipson’s body had no doubt been
carried far to one side.

It was a shout from one of the newcomers
that announced he had been found. I hob-
bled towards him, looking, vet fearing to
look; but at this moment there was a most
queer and unexpected diversion. Several of
the valley men had run up and were on the
spot before I could get near. I heard a cry
go up from agong them. They drew back,
one and all, and fell to their faces in the
snow.

THE sight pulled me up standing. but only
for a moment. In my own excitement I
didn’t stop to wonder what it could mean,
but pushed eagerly to the front and knelt be-
side our leader. To my unutterable jov he
was alive. The face was white and drawn,
the lips an ugly blue, but I wanted only g
glance to tell me the breath was still in his
body. Then, suddenly, I felt myself grasped by
the shoulder. The tall greyhead stood over
me and pulled me angrily away. There was
no arguing the point. I was dragged back to
a spot some distance off, whither the whole
party, with the exception of greyhead and
two men 1 took to be physicians, followed.
Poyning had now arrived. and he too was
sternly motioned not to approach.”

He faced the stranger ncarest him and put
an indignant query. The man appeared to
be, like all the rest, in a state of excitement
barely controllable, but he muttered some-
thing in answer to Poyning, and I knew by
Poyning's face that the hearing was good.

“Philipson will live, according to this fel-
low,” he said, “but we are forbidden to go
near.”

We clasped hands in silence. Never till

then had either of us realized to the full, I
fancy, what Saunders Philipson meant to us
—~how we little short of worshipped the man,
and what an irreparable calamity his death
would have been. For myself, 1 felt at the
same time a sort of vague, unreasoning jeal-
ousy against these strangers who seemed de-
termined to take him from us. Something
similar was clearly passing through Poyning's
mind.

“These people, Mirlees,” he said to me after
we had been kept standing there a matter of
five minutes, “are behaving with a coolness
that comes perilously near to cheek. Damn it
all. whose friend is Philipson?”

It seemed to me that the tall grevhead, who
had joined us, started slightly at the name.
He was scanning our faces with a curious in-
tentness. Poyning spoke to him, whereupon
he took on for the first time a faint flicker of
a smile, and answered my companion with
words in which I caught a note ot sympathy:
then his features resumed their stern, statu-
esque calm, and he reminded me of nothing so
forcibly as some beautiful Grecian marble.
““Whatever the reason is,” I whispered,
“they seem to be vastly taken with him. You
weren't here when they found his body. Poy-
ning, every man jack of them plunked down
onto his face!”

He gave me a queer look. “I wonder,” he
said, slowly, “whether Philipson knew more
about this place than he ever told us? Sup-
posing, for instance, he had ever been here
before—"

I instinctively turned my eyes toward the
spot where Philipson lay. Although we weren’t
allowed to approach, no attempt was made to
prevent us from looking at what was going
on; and as we were barely twenty yards away,
I can vouch pretty confidently for what I saw.
The physicians had laid their case of salves
and bandages on a cloth on the wet ground,
and had placed against each of Philipson's
wrists a cubical box in dark wood, about the
size of a studio camera.

The notion that at once .occurred to me
was some form of electric battery, but later I
had reason to believe that explanation fell
very far short of the truth. A moment's re-
flection would have told me this now, for no
sound came from the boxes, and no applica-
tion of the crude material force we call elec-
tricity could have caused our comrade to re-
vive as he now did. His limbs were stirring,
and 1 distinctly saw his lips move.

The physicians detached the boxes and re-
placed them in one of the larger caskets. They
were talking to Philipson now, and he was an-
swering them, with perfect fluency, in the
language of this valley.
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At last the physicians rose to their feet.
made a profound genuflexion, and beckoned
to the bearers ¢f a sumptuous litter, who had
come up the hillside towards them, Two other
litters bore the dead bondies of Ah Sing and
Lo Eng. and a fourth I was given myself, since
with-an ankle like mine I could hardly hope
to complete the long tramp down into the
city on foot. Philipson’s litter traveled well
ahead ot us, and I saw that a bodyguard had
at once formed round it.

As we neared the city, | realized more and
more that my ‘first impression of it had erred
greatly on the side of undervaluation. [f it
seemed imposing from a distance, now it was
of a magnificence hardly to be conceived.
Every building was of pure white marble,
which must have been plentiful in the sur-
rounding mountains, and of a severe becauty
and grandeur that simply took my breath
away.

You had no need to ask yourself where
this architecture had come from. It was
Greek, magnificently and marvelously Greek.
Long, broad avenues of marble delicately cam-
bered, and fringed with pollarded cypresses of
variety I'd never seen before, ran betwecn the
lines of buildings rectangularly as in the new-
est Yankce city, but broken here and there by
gardens of sub-tropical plants.

Carved work in a perfection of outline
abounded everywhere, in ram’'s-horn and {ruit-
basket capitals of the columns, in gleaming
white statuary by the wayside, in marble
friezes and caryatids of the buildings. You
would have called this city a magnified and
transfigured vision of Athens in the golden
age, yet here and there were places where the
architects had seemingly experimented with
foreign stvles. More than once my eye caught
a glimpse of winged figures in bas-relief and
the florid honeysuckle decoration, and those
impulses, if my memory serves me, came out
of ancient Assyria.

E WERE soon into a part of the city

that was thickly populated. and it was
plain our coming had thrown the people into
an intense excitement. We too had a body-
guard now; nobody was let come near, yet
despite the distance and the mask-like reserve
that seemed to be the common attribute of the
whole people, we knew we were being scanned
with a mighty, repressed curiosity. We could
see this also* whatever about our comrade
caused him to be saluted with reverence by
the scouts on the mountain, that emotion was
shared by the populace down here, among
whom word of us seemed to have spread like
blown fire in a brushwood. Philipson’s litter
was about fifty yards ahead. As it passed, the

city folk one and all prostrated themselves,
and the spectacle of these people lowering
their heads to earth before a stranger from
the outer world was. to say no more of it, a
striking one.

The crowd. indeed, would have been im-
posing 1n anv situation, for they were about
as splendid a collection of human beings as [
ever beheld. or could dream of. The long
flowing robe, great stature. and clean-cut
beauty of feature seemed to be universal; and
so close the adherence to type that it struck
me at once a newcomer's prime difficulty
among this people would be the distinguish-
ing one face trom another. Doubles, thought
[. must be plentiful. and 1 found afterwards
that this was indeed so.

The valley couldn’t have been more than a
few thousand feet above sea level, for down
here the air seemed to us, after our moun-
taincering, of a tropic heat. We were forced
to discard our heavy clothes one by one, and
these loathsome, travel-polluted rags the at-
tendants solemnly carried for us. We must
have cut a boorish and grotesque figure among
these clean. graceful giants of the valley, but
never a smile met us over our ridiculous ap-
pearance: if we had aroused a burning curi-
osity, little showed itself on the faces of these
people but a grave, silent dignity amounting
almost to awe.

We passed on. as it in some fantastic sleep-
walking. One day gone, we had been fighting
lor bare life in regions of terrible cold and
appalling desert solitude; now we were
plunged into the midst of what was plainly
one ol the highest civilizations this world has
seen. Time and again [ tapped my knee
sharply with the rile that lay beside me on
the litter. 1o make sure it wasn't all a delirious
mirage of the mountains, but the vision, if
vision it was, wouldn’t disperse.

Povning walked with wide-open eyes, mut-
tering continually to himself. “It can't be -
real. vou know.” T heard him say. “We shall
wake in a minute—in the snow. The gods are
laughing at us. They've dropped us in a
dream valley. peopled with phantom Olym-
pians!”

“How in the name of mystery do these
people come to be buried here?” 1 asked.
“Why has the world never heard of them?”

Poyning pulled his wits together with an
effort. “That's as deep a riddle to me,” he
replied. “But from what I remember of those
ghastly heights—supposing we have left them
—I should sav the world hasn’t had much
chance to look into the matter.”

I followed his gaze round the vast amphi-
theatre of mountains, which towered into the
sky on every side of the valley. I am no
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geologist, and never harbored any kindness
whatever for the layman who holds forth on
sciences outside his ken. For that reason I
offer no explanation as to how this broad,
deep depression originally came to exist in
the heart of the greatest upheaved region on
our planct. I will be content to record sober-
ly and barely what my own eyes saw: that the
valley was completely mountain-locked, and
apparently couldn’t have been approached
from any point with much less than the trem-
endous difficulty and hardship we ourselves
had experienced in getting here.

Then, in one breath the pair of us raised a
cry.

Away to the west, a flock of the gigantic
birds were flying. And now, from this point
in the centre of the valley, we were near
enough to realize fully the stupendous pro-
portions of those creatures. Not only were
they bigger by far thun any bird now extant
in the outer world: they must have eclipsed
even the greatest of the winged reptiles that
have come down to us fossilized in the Juras
sic limestones.

Poyning had halted, grasping the edgc of
the litter and staring spellbound. One of the
attendants jogged him gently by the elbow,
and pointed ahead, but Poyning shook the
man off, sweeping the western sky with his
arm and uttering something in the language
of the valley. I saw the ghost of a smile on
the attendant’s face, and heard him answer.

Poyning stumbled on, biting his lips.

“What does he say?” I cried. “Have they a
name for the things?”

“Yes,” said Stephen Poyning, “and a very
simple one. They are not birds at all. They
are men.”

CHAPTER V

THE SECRET OF THE HIDDEN RACE

STARED at the great wheeling, swooping

forms till I thought my eyes would have

dropped out of my head. We moved on,
but I was still gazing when the low gable of
a building came between and shut them from
our view, yet not by any manner of means
could I bring myself to believe I'd been look-
ing at men. That could only mean men flying
on artificial wings. The flight of those crea-
tures was, on a grand scale, the graceful, easy,
- perfectly poised flight of a gull or a swallow,
which no human ingenuity could imitate.
Clearly Poyning had mistaken what the atten-
dant said to him—an explanation credible
enough when I remembered that he himself
admitted there were words in the language of

this people that he could merely guess. And
there, for the time being, I had to be content
to et the mystery rest.

The crowd had steadily grown denser as we
advanced. and our bodvguard had more and
more difficulty in screening us from close scru-
tiny. The cumulative effect of these ranks up-
on ranks of gigantic folk was most peculiar:
it gave me the impression that I was of dumpy
stature, while Poyning. as I noticed from my
place on the litter, looked a downright dwarf
against such a background. In all that throng
I saw no full-grown man under six feet, many
stood well above, and giants of seven. feet
were by no means rare. Everywhére we saw
the bare heads of dark brown or black hair,
the wonderfully chiselled clean-shaven faces,
and the penetrating black eyes of- the men
who had first met us on the hillside.

There were women in the crowd, too, clad
not greatly unlike the men, but whereas the
hair of the latter usually reached no lower
than the shoulders and was sometimes even
shorter, the women wore theirs in luxuriant
coils bound over the nape of the neck. It was
impressive and profoundly fascinating to watch
these people. Not only was there on every
face a dignity which, while it never became
solemn, broke into lighter shades very seldom
indeed, but the whole concourse moved with
a superh, willowy grace that to my mind was
poetry itself. }

At length we came to a halt. Philipson’s
litter detached itself from the procession and
disappeared through the pillared portals of a
broad-faced building that reminded me of
“restorations” of the Erechtheum of Athens,
while we passed on to a house of similar cast,
but smaller and plainly of less importance.
The building was of one tallish storey, ap-
proached by a flight of low steps in white

-marble; Ionic columns supported the massive

portico, with its blank cornice and gently
gabled roof, and behind this, in the wall prop-
er, a door of some dark wood gave entrance
to the interior.

The tall greyhead, whose name we had dis-
covered to be Kalliboas—that is the nearest 1
can get in our letters to the very musical way
we always heard it pronounced—now led
through to rooms that had been made ready
for us. They were severe and undecorated,
these chambers, but after the barbarisms of
camp life in the Tibetan mountains. they
seemed absolutely luxurious. The walls were
all plain marble, built in great blocks beauti-
fully smoothed and united by a white cream-
like mortar,- very little of which appeared,
however, as the blocks fitted almost face to
face. The floor was likewise marble, bare, ex-
cept for here and there a rug about half an
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inch thick. made of a fabric that was put to
a variety of uses in the valley.

It seemed to me to be a sort of linen, ex-
tremely soft and fine in texture. and so woven
and interwoven as to give it the stoutness of
felt. This same lawnlike material was used to
upholster the couches. the only furniture.
which were built of the same dark wood as
the house door. We discovered afterwards that
chairs were unknown, and that the tables used
for meals consisted of low platforms placed
between the couches, the diners always reclin-
ing to take their food.

It seemed strange there should be no tables
of our pattern. if only for writing purposes.
but the explanation was stranger than the
fact. Writing was comparatively neglected.
I found out before I had been in the valley
long that there was a drama among that com-
munity, and an exuberant literary art. but
thesc were practiced for the greater part orally
and in public: and so keen were the powers
of memory commonly possessed, that writing
for the sake of recording accurately was hard-
ly necessarv. What writing was donc mainly
took the form of decorative carving on stone.
We had passed close by several examples of
this on our way into the city, and if we still
harbored any doubt as to the true origin ol
the language. those inscriptions finally di-
spelled it. The styles of chisel-writing were
many, from straightlined majuscules to the
most ornate and flowing hand, but the base
of it all was unquestionably the alphabet
known to the world at large as Greek.

Two sandalled attendants appeared. cross-

. ing the marble floor with scarcely a sound.
and to these Kalliboas turned us over with
orders to see to our wants. We were taken to
one side of the building. where we found a
row of baths. each built into the floor and
filled with enough warm water to float a
grown man—even one of the giants of the
vallev—comfortably, The attendants relieved
us_of the rest of our travel-smirched rags. laid
down a pile of towels of the ubiquitous linen-
like stuff. and with a word to Poyning. whom
they had discovered to be our linguist. the
went.

Poyning crowed with delight as he stared at
the water. I am onen to admit that I was
grinning—at  Povning. 1 couldn’t help it
When I remembered the dandy figure he'd cut
during the earlier stages of the expedition.
and saw him now after weeks of forced absten-

tion from washing, the contrast was irresis-

tibly absurd. His hide was scaly with filth.

Poyning glared at me. "“They don’t appear
to go in for mirrors here, Mirlees,” he said
rather severely, “‘or you’d see you are in a
pretty loathsome condition yourself.”

I looked around the bathing chamber.
“They don’t seem to go in for soap, either,”
I said. “and that's worse.”

“Eh? No. apparently not. The fellow made
no mention of what we were to wash with. I

suppose the idea is to lie and soak. Here
goes!”

He Aung himsell into the water and
stretched his limbs with renewed crows of
delight.

I watched him for a moment or two. until
somicthing in his appearance attracted my gaze
more insistentlv. and I stared with such in-
tentness that Poyning demanded what was up.

“What does the water feel like?” said I

“Gorgeous,  Why?”

“Look at-vourself. man!”

Povning looked. He jumped out of the
water as il he had bcen stung, then stared
down at his own limbs and up at me in be-
wilderment.

“Ye gods!” he gasped. “You saw me before
I got in. Mirlees. I'm not dreaming, am I?”

"I you are. [ 'am too. You were filthy as
any Tibetan. It must be something in the
water.

I got into one ol the other baths, and saw
the same startling purification overtake my
own grimy limbs. I am convinced. too, the
water had not only the trick of cleansing like
magic. but some strange healing virtue; it left
the body with a sense of supreme comfort, the
skin soft and smooth: and if there was any
unpleasant after-effect, I never observed it,
though I used these baths daily from that time
on. As I lav there. the dull throb of my in-
jured ankle melted gradually away, not to
return. And perhaps the queerest part of it
all was that the water looked as clean when
we got out as when we got in.

A'I' THL very moment we had dried our-
LA selves the attendants reappeared without
being summoned. in a way that reminded me
strongly of the way the litter-bearers turned up
on the hillside: and we were taken off with
the formidable stubble then disfguring our
chins. Here again that strange healing water
took the place of soap. A white marble basin
ol it was given us, together with a curious sort
of vegctable sponge and half a dozen razors
with straight handles of rock crystal. looking
more like surgical knives than an outfit to
shave with. Yet we had to admit that the
operation. which one of the attendants per-
formed for us. was swift, painless, and effec-
tive. The servants now brought us each a
suit of the very simple lawn garments and
sandals we had seen everywhere, which having
put on, we were taken back to the main hall
to eat.
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The meal was simple in the extreme, con-

sisting only of delicate white birds and plaiy

vegetables, yet I had never in my life eatefi
tastier food. The birds were rather larger than
pigeons. and the vegetables, though I couldn’t
give a name to one of them, seemed not great-
ly unlike the lettuces and artichokes and what
not that figure in our European bills of fare.
In the method of cooking, however, there
must have been a wide divergence, for though
the stuft was presented quite plain, somehow
or other a most exquisite flavor had been im-

parted to it. I may say here that every meal
* we afterwards ate in the valley was hardly less
simple than this one, and that we throve
mightily on the plain diet. The natives them-
selves regarded anything in the way of elabor-
ate food with absolute detestation, and even
their banquets were what we should call Spar-
tan in their simplicity.

After the discomforts of camp life we made
no bones about eating a meal lyinig down, but
it took us aback to find nothing was given us
to eat with. Even in the roughest stages of
our tramp across the mountains we'd never
heen reduced to less than a clasp-knife. The
food now laid before us, however, had already
been divided into handy mouthfuls, and was
moreover totally free from grease. and we soon
got over our scruples at adopting what ap-
peared to be the custom of the valley—to eat
with the fingers. We ate, and continued eat-
ing in a fashion that must have startled the
attendants, for they had to reload our platters
three or four times before we were satisfied.
There was no other course, or anything else at
all except a white wine, which was mildly in-
toxicating but didn’t arouse, so far as I could
ever detect, any inclination to drink more.

Poyning pushed away his platter with a long
sigh. “So much for the belly-need,” he said.
“I would the hunger for knowledge could as
easily be sated. It's about time the elderly
gentleman who calls himself Kalliboas came
back to enlighten us a little on this valley of
the Grecians.”

“I can’t get it comfortably settled in my
mind they are Greek,” said I, “or how in
Hades they got here, or how long they’ve been
in residence.”

“For that matter,” replied Poyning, “I can’t
altogether rid myself of an idea that we shall
wake up on those ghastly mountains in a
minute. But if it is real, these people are cer-
tainly Greek. I'm an honors man, Mirlees, but
I may tell you I little expected ever to meet
my old Olympians in the flesh. We must ply
the ancient Kalliboas when he comes. I'd also
be glad to hear how Philipson finds himself.”

But we were to make no more discoveries
that day. The long-delayed reaction against

our tremendous exertions and perils of the
past few days was hard upon us. We must
have fallen asleep simultaneously, and been
carried to bed by the attendants, in a log-like’
insensibility; and then we slept the clock
round twice. Whether it was wholly a natural
sleep, or in part prolonged by artificial means
for our benefit, I don't know; I have a very
shadowy recollection of coming half awake
once and seeing Kalliboas beside my couch and
hearing him speak to me, but I didn’t wake
fully till the sun was high, and then I learned
on the indisputable testimony of the servants
that it was the third day from our falling
asleep.

We were now both as full of energy as we
had been at the beginning of the expedition,
to say nothing of ravenously hungry again;
and we breakfasted on food similar to that of
our first meal. Hardly had we finished eat-
ing when Kalliboas appeared.

The old man saluted us with the stern
courtesy he invariably showed, and began to
talk to Poyning, slowly, in the language of the
valley. The conversation.had to be translaced
to me sentence by sentence, but by the end of
it I was already beginning to get a hint of the
modifications I must make in my Greek to
follow the speech of these people. I may say
that within a week I was able to stumble along
with it myself a little, and before the month
was out I could understand most of what was
said to me.

Our first inquiry .was, of course, for Philip-
son.

“You will see him today,” said Kalliboas.

“Is he well?” demanded Poyning.

The old man made some answer at which
Poyning started slightly.

“What does he say?” I cried.

“Philipson’s perfectly well, according to him.
But I notice he speaks of him as the Prince.”

We remained staring at one another for an
instant. “And I have more than a notion the
old gentleman does not welcome questions on
the subject,” continued Poyning quietly. “We
must go slow.”

I too had noticed an enhanced stiffness in
the old man’s manner, as if he was a little
scandalized, and he had certainly looked very
straight at us when the name Philipson caught
his ear. Why this should be so I couldn’t
guess, but there was very palpably something
about him that warned us to drop the sub-
ject. Poyning accordingly did so, and began
asking the old man questions about himself
and the city in general. He answered frankly
enough for the most part, though we didn’t
take long to grasp that there was a point be-
yond which we weren't going to get enlight-
enment from him. What we did learn was this.
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All the people of the valley bore names
which, like his own, would be recogrtized
easily enough as Grecian by any student of
classical antiquity. Kalliboas was headman of
a ward of the city, and as such wielded con-
siderable power. He was responsible to the
rulers—Poyning told me he used a plural here,
but omitted to specify who the rulers were—
for the education of all children and for the
administration of the laws. It was astonishing
to us to hear him describe this legal system.
No copy of the statutes, said Kalliboas, existed
in writing. They were carried in the memories
of the people—not only of the rulers and
headmen of wards, but also of the common
people, being taught to children as soon as
they came to a comprehending age, so that
most citizens could repeat the laws of the city
by heart. It seemed incredible that any state,
however small, could be run on such lines, but
Kalliboas assured us the system worked smooth-
ly and well. .

The laws, he said, were not a whit the less
existent for being unwritten, and they were
backed by a very strong public opinion; each
child received such education and training in
matters of conduct that when he grew up he
knew better than to transgress against what
the general sense held to be fitting behavior.
If he did, officers were detailed to remonstrate
with him, and Kalliboas told us that on more
than one occasion in the history of the com-
munity the delinquent had been able to bring
forward such valid reasons for his unorthodox
act as to cause the law to be altered. From a
sort of grim horror the old fellow betrayed
when he spoke of wrong-doing I inferred that
crime in our sense of the word was very rare;
and he left on our minds a vague, fearful im-
pression as to what happened when the state
was driven, in the last resort. to enforce its
will.

T FIRST 1 had been inclined to picture
Kalliboas as a priest. but I soon found

that was a misconception. In this community
there was no priesthood strictly on all fours
with that of the outer world, for the very sim-
ple reason that there was no religion—or at
least nothing in the way of religious dogma
imposed upon the people. Absolute free
thought regarding the position of man in the
universe was enjoved and encouraged, and
though, as we found when we were able to go
into the subject more deeply, the great mass
of the people held unanimous views on such
matters, it was only because the wonderful
knowledge possessed by their scientists and
commonly shared by the whole community
tended to lead them in the one direction. I
shall write more about their science. later.

Kalliboas startled us a good deal when he
told us he was ninety-seven years old, but there
could be no doubt about the figure, for Poy-
ning got him to repeat it. Though grey-
haired, he stood as straight and moved as sup-
ply as an active man of middle age.

“There were many old men among the
people you saw when you were brought here,”
he said. ‘““Some well bevond one hundred
years. We are born into this valley in health,
and live in harmony with hature, and are
without sickness.”

It occurred to me afterwards to wonder why
the people, if they were such a healthy race as
Kalliboas represented, had never overflowed
the margins of the valley; and I hadn’t studied
them long before I came to suspect they had
some very effective method of keeping the pop-
ulation stationary, though what it actually was
I never discovered.

**“What do you call your state?” inquired
Poyning.

“We call it Hellas.”

“That is what in our country we call Greece.
But there is still a Greece, far beyond the
mountains, which is the same country as the
Hellas of old.”

I saw Poyning’s face suddenly fixed in a
gape of amazement.

“What is it?” 1 cried.

“He says,” replied Stephen Poyning, “that
they are well aware of that.”

There were two of us open-mouthed now.
It was our first inkling that this hidden race
had knowledge of the outer world. Had we
known then how that knowledge was ob-
tained, I make no doubt we should have
gaped more.

“How did your people come here in the-
first place?” asked Poyning at length.

“Our forefathers came over the moun--
tains.” replied Kalliboas.

“And are we the first strangers who have
ever penctrated the valley?”

It seemed to me that Kalliboas was looking
very quecrly into Poyning’s face when he said
this.

Also, the old man's manners had grown
suddenly stiff, and he now rose as if ignoring
the question or not hearing it at all.

“Come,” he said. "It is commanded that
today you shall-witness an important event in
our history. We will depart.”

It was.a day of brilliant sunshine. Outside
the guest-house we found the broad streets
thickly lined with city folk, who presented a
distinctly imposing efect with their universal
white robes and bare heads. The crowd was
plainly excited, yet there was always that air
of grave restraint about them, and though con-
versation was general it never rose abave a .
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loud hum. We followed Kalliboas to a point
where the buildings fell away on all sides.
leaving a big circular space paved with marble
and ornamented in the center by a statue I
took to represent the Winged Victory. Thus
far. but not a step farther. the crowd came.

I saw no cordon barring the~wav. and heard
no order given: thev simply seemed to stop
of their own accord, and I could only suppose
it was one of those strange unwritten laws we
had heard about that forbade them to ad-
vance. We oursélves passed on into a ncigh-
borhood where the architecture increased in
size and splendor, and at last came to a halt
before the largest. certainly the most mag-
nificent building we had vet seen. Like all the
others._ it was pure white marble, of perfect
proportion and design. yet the carving of its
Corinthian capitals and friezes in high relief
distinguished it even in a city of superb archi-
tecture. I would sav, without fear of exagger-
ation. that it was the greatest masterpiece of
chisel-work now extant upon this earth.

A large throng had ranged themselves on
the steps before the building, and from their
age and imposing mien I inferred these men
to be the dignitaries of the city; yet even
among persons of such obvious consideration
the arrival of Kalliboas created a stir. Our
coming was the signal for the whole body to
mount the steps and enter the building. We

found ourselves in a large hall filled with:

soft light from windows of wonderful carven
tracery at the sides, and floored with marble
slabs so broad that for some time I couldn't
detect a join.

There was a solemn hush in this chamber,
where all remained in perfect stillness. Never
have I felt so lost as then, when we stood,
P'oyning and I, in the midst of this levee of
glants, many of whom topped me by a head,
while Poyning could hardly have reached to
the level of their breasts. There was a long
wait, then, at some sign I couldn’t see, the
assembly moved forward with a curious whis-
per of soft leather sandals over the marble
floor.

We filtered through a cloister of marble
pillars into an inner hall, larger than the
first and dimmer. Each man now dropped to
his knecs, whereupon we, at a sign from Kal-
liboas, did likewise; and as everybody re-
mained kneeling, I was able, by leaning to one
side, to see across the hall where two thrones,
both occupied, faced iis. There advanced
from one side an immensely tall figure, whom
I shall call the high priest, though as I have
already noted in the case of Kalliboas the term
priest is really a misnomer. The seated forms
rose and knelt before the thrones, still facing
us. I caught the gleam of something bright

.

against one of the dark heads. It was a circlet
of %nld. The man who wore it raised both
hands and removed this from his head, hand-
ing it to the high priest, who straightway laid
it on the brow of the other. There could be
no doubt what we were looking at. It was
a ceremonv of abdication.

At this point the scene hecame wrapped in
a curious mistiness. to which for some mo- .
ments I couldn’t assign a cause. Then I saw
it was a very fine gauze curtain that had swung
silently across the building between us and
the two thrones. I was so engrossed in this
that I didn’t notice what was happening be-
hind, but when I looked again. one of the fig-
ures had vanished, leaving the throne empty.
The high priest now withdrew to the side of
the hall; then he returned leading by the
hands a woman, tall and queenly, as could be
seen even at that distance and in that twilight,
who mounted the vacant throne. The pair
stood together, then knelt, when once again
I saw the gleaming circlet of gold removed
and proffered to the high priest, who laid it
on the brow of the woman. Then came across
the dead silence a mutter of words solemnly
intoned. which continued for some minutes,
after which the kneeling pair resumed their
thrones.

Of that much I have written confidently, but
of what followed I cannot be so sure, though
I have striven my hardest to extract a coherent
picture of it from my jumbled recollection.
Somewhere in the great hall arose an elusive,
solemn music, like instruments played with
muted strings. Then not only did the scene,
before us grow clearer by reason of the lifting
of the gauze curtain, but in some mysterious
way the whole place was suffused with bright-
er light. For perhaps ten seconds those two
magnificent figures were clearly visible to our
eyes. I remained staring, fascinated. until I
realized that all the rest of the assembly had
laid their foreheads on the cold marble foor.

I have a confused sense of pacing back to-
wards the doorway and the brilliant outer
sunlight, and of Poyning’s dumbfounded look
as he walked beside me in the middle of the
crowd. I knew that he, like myself, had rec-
ognized the newly throned prince as the man
we had known as Saunders Philipson, but the °
other and. more startling recognition he
couldn't have made. It was that. I imagine,
that caused me to need Poyning's supporting
arm on the way out: things were swimming
round me. In the brief interval of light, be-
fore 1 bowed my head with the rest, I had
looked up and remembered the countenance
of that glorious woman. And unless I had
gone blind or mad, she was Philipson’s mys-
terious visitor .of Nanking.



THE VALLEY OF EYES UNSEEN 69

ALLIBOAS led us back to our quarters
profoundly impressed, but a good deal
more mystified by the double rite we had wit-
nessed. It seemed to have left him, too, in
a frame of mind more solemn than usual,
and when at last we ventured to ask him
questions he almost gave me the impression
that he judged the event too sacred to be
talked about. He told us, briefly, that we had
seen the coronation and betrothal of the new
prince of the state, and at once drew behind
that impregnable barrier of reserve which I
vouldn’t for the life of me bring myself to as-
sault. And not another word did we get from
him. This was unfortunate for our peace of
mind, for when we reached the guest-house
Kalliboas abruptly left us and we saw no
more of him for several days.

I sat on the edge of the couch racking my
brains for a solution of the mystery, but the
more 1 pondered, the more bewildered I got.
Not till now had I felt to the full the loss of
that great clarifier of the brain, tobacco: I
would have given worlds for a good leaf to
compose my jumbled ideas over. But tobacco
there was none. During the last stages of our
ghastly journey across the mountains we were
completely out of it, and the weed seemed
to be unknown here in the valley. 1 remem-
ber reflecting how queer it was that a people
plainly so skilled in the arts of life shouldn’t
have discovered it, and promising myself that
if opportunity offered I would one day go
out into the valley, where it might be the to-
bacco plant grew wild and unheeded. and
come back to them like a new Raleigh bring-
ing that one vice of this world which is a vir-
tue.

On the second day. Kalliboas still being ab-
sent, I fell to wondering what was the reason
of it, and why he had been so chary of telling
us -anything about the abdication ceremony
after we had apparently been counted fit per-
sons to witness it.
no answer at the time, though after-kndwledge
made the matter clearer. Kalliboas, as I now
see, was closely occupied elsewhere, and I
don’t even know that his desertion of us was
intentional.

However these things might be, it secmed
my best plan to get ahead with the language,
so that 1 might dispense as soon as possible
with Poyning's sentence-by-sentence transla-
tions. 1 told Poyning, who told one of the at-
tendants that 1 wanted a language professor,
and the request was acceded to without much
difficulty. |

I now made swift progress indeed. At Ed-
inburgh I had enjoyed some repute as a Gre-
cian, and though my knowledge had become
heavily overlaid with the many oriental

To this also I could find-

tongues I had studied in the meantime, I now
found it came back to me easily enough. The
prime trouble was, of course, pronounciation,
but when we were stumped over this we re-
ferred to writing. And thereby hangs an in-
cident which, as it turned out, I was to be un-
pleasantly reminded of later.

When we came down in the snow-slide most
of our possessions naturally went missing, but
I had been carrying what I regarded as my
most precious picce of property next to my
skin. That article, a hide-bound notebook, 1
still possessed. In it were recorded the events
of our journey, and since arriving in the city
I had filled several pages with our more recent
experiences. Now,, when I needed paper to
write the disputed sentences of Greek, I pro-
ducd this notebook and used a blank leaf at
the end of it, and I couldn’t help noticing that
the old man who was teaching me stared very
straight at that volume. At the time I took
this to be caused by the sight of a strange for-
eign object, but afterwards I was driven to
suspect there was more in it than that, and
that I should have been wiser to call for a
slate—which was the implement used by the
folk of the valley on the rare occasions when
they wanted to write.

As day followed day and still Kalliboas

. didn’t appear, we got more and more tired of

this virtual captivity, and at last Poyning told
one of the attendants point blank that we
must go out for exercise. The attendant took
us, not to the street, but to a courtyard of
the building, arrd remained close beside us
with a purpose there was no mistaking. "Poyn-
ing demanded of the man we should go far-
ther afield, but he gravely shook his head and
replied that it was the order of Kalliboas we
should wait his return here. There was no
getting over this. We knew little enough of
the valley, but we had gathered that Kalliboas
figured importantly in it, and I think both of
us felt he was a person whose orders it would
be extremely unhealthy to disregard; so we
bowed to the inevitable with the best grace
possible, which, to tell the truth, was an un-
commonly bad one. Poyning paced up and
down continually. like a caged wild cat, and
seemed to have matters on his mind that he
wouldn’t confide even in me.

I also spent a deal of time in the courtyard, '
from which we could catch glimpses of the
populace without, and hear their subdued
talk and see from time to time in the distant
sky the monstrous bird-shapes that were 'still
an unsolved riddle to us, but for the most
part I buried myself in the study of the lan-
guage, where, at least, there was satigfaction
of a kind to be got out of this harassing
delay.
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F PHILIPSON we saw and heard abso-

lutely nothing. I was peevishly inclined
to blame him for this, but Poyning, despite his
own nerves, took a more generous view.

“Depend upon it. Mirlees.” he said, “Phil-
ipson would come if he could. I have a pret-
ty shrewd notion there is more happening in
this valley at the moment than we know any-
thing about.”

“What's to prevent him coming?”

“I make no dogmatic assertion. But from
what I saw of that rather picturesque cere-
mony the other day I would venture 4 hypo-
thesis that the said and so-called Philipson,
having been for reasons best known to them-
selves received by this people with such ex-
traordinary favor, is now state property and
no longer master of his own movements.
That's my way of it, anyhow.”

At last, on what I think was the eighth day,
Kalliboas came. He seemed, or it may be pre-
tended himself totally unconscious of our
burning impatience to get out, greeting us as
if he had only been an hour gone; and when
lunch was brought in, with an additional
couch for him, he reclined there slowly and
delicately sipping his wine and eating as if it
were no way unusual for strangers to be
brought into the city and imprisoned after
getting the barest glimpse of it.

“We have many things to ask you, Kalli-
boas,” burst out Poyning at last.

The old man returned a suave, measured
reply, which I found to my delight I could
understand.

- “I await your questions,” he said.

“Your people are of Hellene descent, are
they not?”

“Hellene blood runs in our veins.”

“So. Now we ourselves know the original
Hellas, which is many thousands of miles from
this country. How did your people come
here?”

“Have no fear, the time is not distant when
you shall learn of our origin. But tell me,
how did yourselves come to this country? Was
it by design or did you stumble upon us?"”

1 am tolerably sure Kalliboas was already
in possession of all the facts about this, and
that he merely wanted to hear our version of
it. Yet he started and bowed his head realis-
tically enough when Poyning mentioned Phil-
ipson.

“Our comrade,” said the former, “came of
a set purpose. He had discovered evidence
that somewhere in this region lay a valley in-
habited by an unkiown people. He deter-
mined to search for that valley. Together

with us and the two native servants who are -

now dead he set out across the mountains.”
“What guided you here?” asked Kalliboas.

“A monument in the mountains, on which
was a record of this land. The writing had
been made by a priest who penetrated into
the valley but retreated at once into the
heights, where he perished. We found the
monument again, and from there struck across
the mountains until we were carried down in-
to this valley by the snow.”

The mention of the obo had put the old
man into a perturbation which even his mask-
like reserve couldn’t altogether hide.

“Do others of the outer world know of this
monument?”’ he said with a curiously grim in-
flection. *

“We do not know. When our comrade
found it on his former coming he copied-the
inscription and then effaced it, so that prob-
ably only we know what was written.”

“How, then, did they obtain their knowl-
edge, those other men?”

“What other men?”

“They from whom you fled when you came
hither.”

Kalliboas may, of course, have learned of
this matter from Philipson. On the other
hand, he may not.

“I cannot tell,” said Poyning,. staring at the
old man. “But in some way they had come
to suspect the existence of this valley, and be-

_ lieved our comrade had more exact knowl-

edge. They strove to steal his secret. But tell
me, Kalliboas, are we the first men from the -
outer world whom you have seen?”

The old man shook his head. “There was
one before,” he said.

“What manner of man was he?” cried Poyn-
ing with a curious eagerness.

“He was tall, and of a fair skin like your-
selves.”

“Then he was not the native priest who
made the inscription?”

“He whom we knew was no priest.”

“Whom you knew? Then he too has de-
parted again?”

“On a very long journey. He died in this
land.”

“He is buried here?”

“We judged him to have been a man of
standing in his own country, and our rulers
decreed that his tomb should be of a fitting
splendor.”

“Where is it?”

“It stands on the foothills southward of the
valley.”

“When did this stranger come?”

“Some years gone—ten, eleven years.”

“How long had he been here whep he died?”

“But a few months.”

“How did he die?”

“No man saw his end. The body was found
on the hills, unwounded, and word passed in
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current failed he climbed with a flapping of
his wings to another, higher and higher, until
at last the tutor had to shout at the top of
his lungs to make the boy hear.

It was a command to descend and demon-
strate the way of other maneuvers, which the
boy did, gliding down, wheeling, plunging.
soaring, and finally, at a word from the in-
structor, coming to within about ten feet of
earth. He then seemed with a sudden effort
to shake the wind out of his sails, so to speak,
and alighted so gently that I didn't hear his
sandals touch the ground.

Whatever the tutor may have thought of the
performance, to our eyes it was bewildering,
marvelous. I had all I could do to refrain from
clapping my hands.

“Tell me,” cried Poyning, “how far can
these boys travel on their wings?”

“But a little way.” replied the old man. *I
do not think there is one student in the school
who could fly out of this valley without be-
coming weary. But when long distances are
to be flown we use other wings than these.”

He spoke a few words in a low tone to the
instructor, who nodded and gave a curt order
to the boys nearest him. They ran to a large
pavilion-like building near where we stood,
threw open the doors, and carried out a pair
of wings wider and apparently much heavier
than those we had seen. I noticed at once
that at the point where they joined. instead of
the simple metal hingeing there was a curious
shield-shaped contrivance, about eighteen
inches broad by nine deep.

“These wings,” said Kalliboas, “demand
higher skill and strength than the others. No
student is permitted to touch them until he
-has thoroughly learned to fly by his own exer-
tions.”

The tutor himself had donned the wings
and risen into the air with an ease and grace
beside which. as we now saw, the performance
of his pupil had been merely elementary. For
about five minutes he amazed us by evolutions
that brought my heart into my mouth time

and again: he somersaulted like a gymnast, -

“tumbled like a tumbler pigeon, swooped al-
most to the level of our heads, then rocketed
up as if he had been shot out of a catapult,
and finally seemed to poise dead still in mid-
air. He was making some readjustment of the
wings. These immediately began to flap with
swift sweeps, and the flier to hurtle down wind
at a prodigious speed. During the few short
minutes we watched him he must have
traversed the whole width of the valley. He
at last re-approached, glided to within a few
feet of us, gave the wings that curious shake
we had seen the student employ, and sank
gently to earth.

When the wings had been taken off him
and laid on the ground I examined that queer
“carapace” at the hinges, but could come to
no intelligent conclusion about it. Two thin
bars of metal the color of aluminum but, I
imagine, much tougher, projected from the
shallow carvel-sided box and were hinged to
the main ribs of the wings. It was through
these the power came. obviously, but whence
that power arose in the first place—

I turned to Kalliboas with an inquiry on
my lips. but the look of him froze me to
silence.

“Come. let us go.” he said peremptorily, and
led us back across the plain. I was vividly .
conscious, as I had been conscious before, of
something in his manner warning me that it
would not only be useless but unwise to press
him further. Clearly that strange force was
a secret we weren't to be allowed to penetrate.
The visit had one profitable sequel, however.
Both Poyning and I extracted a promise from
Kalliboas that we should learn to fly oureslves,
and learn we did, making a beginning the
very next day. But our experience in the air,
and the queer consequences that arose from
it, I reserve for-a later chapter.

Such, then, was the mystery of the gigantic
birds that had been seen in the air over this
land of secrets and possibly far away from it,
for it seemed likely from what Kalliboas told
us that at one time and another scouts had
been sent beyond the confines of the valley.
I fancied then that this might account for
the knowledge these people possessed of out-
side countries, but I know now that they had
other and stranger resources. .

E CAME in time to a neighborhood near
the middle of the city, which we hadn't

yet visited, and here Kalliboas led us into a
great walled courtvard. circular in shape, its
center an obelisk rising high out of the marble
floor. The monument was beautifullv carved
from top to bottom in Greek character, so
freshly preserved that I believe we could have
read it without the help of Kalliboas. The
old man was looking at the inscription with
an expression of the profoundest reverence.

“On this stone. strangers.” he said. “is re-
corded how our people first came to the valley.
It would take long to repeat all the tale as it
is written, so I will tell it you in my own-
words more briefly. You are perhaps familiar
with the name of the great hero of old, Alex-
ander of Macedon?”

“He is known to us as the great Alexander,”
replied Poyning.

“Mankind called him great, and with reason,
for assuredly he was the greatest man this
world has produced. To us of the valley his
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~ memory is a sacred thing. He was the founder

of our race.”

Poyning’s face was blank with incredulity.
“What you say is new to us, Kalliboas,” he
said. “‘History as we know it records that Alex-
ander came far into the East, but never so far
as this.”

“There is much in the life of our founder
which your history does not tell, I believe,”
returned the old man, with a shade of irony.
“What is the account your historians give you
of his death?”

“He died at Babylon,” said Poyning, “‘of a
fever. This happened in the three hundred
and twenty-third year before what we call the
- Christian era. Alexander of Macedon was
never within a thousand miles of this valley.”

The old man seecmed more deeply moved
than I had yet seen him. For a moment the
statuesque reserve was gone, his face flushed,
his eyes blazed, his usually suave gestures took
on a sudden convulsive anger. Then the mask
had fallen again. but when he spoke it was
still with a stern conviction which proved
beyond doubt that whether we belicved his
words or not, Kalliboas profoundly believed
them himself.

“It is a lie,” he said. “It is the greatest
delusion in the history of the world. Listen,
strangers, and you shall know the truth, even
as it is written on this stone.

“In the year of which you speak, Alexander
of Macedon was returning from greater con-
quests than mankind had ever known, but it
is not for the magnitude of his victories this
should be revered. He was more than con-
queror. For years he had seen visions of a
splendid future for the world, of a uniting of
its forces, of a fusion of the peoples of the
East whom he had conquered with the peoples
of the West from whom he sprang, a union
without which the races of this earth would
ever remain in half-complete x'ruitfon. It was
to the realization of this ideal that he devoted
his life and hjs mighty spirit.

“What came of his projects, perhaps even
your historians know. Gradually, sorrowfully,
our great founder saw that the world of his
day was not ripe for his ideas; his own people
regarded them as fond imaginings. They saw
in him only the marvelous lcader, the means
to certain victory-and boundless plunder for
themselves. Disillusionment more and more
bitter came upon him: the visions which had
inspired his vast conquests fell away one by
one as he understood they could not be carried
into cftect.. Worse, his sympathy with the
peoples of Asia led to jealousy, discontent,
then plots. among his own followers.

@ Their love for him had waned, their faith
given place to greedy ambition and hate. At

his bidding ten thousand of his men took
wives from among the women of the East, but
to them it was still the light union of con-
queror with slave chosen from the conquered
race. .His best friend among the generals of
his army, Hephaistion, had died, leaving him
almost alone in the midst of a swarm of traitors
awaiting only the moment to revolt.

“There had been many designs upon his
life. At the city of Babylon a plot was laid
to slay him by secret poison, and when knowl-
edge of this came to him and he learned that
the most fulsome among all his courtiers, the
infamous Antipater, was ring-leader in it, his
mighty heart broke. He determined to flee
from this hotbed of treachery, strike out into
the unknown, and found a new kingdom
where the barbarian jealousy of Europe against
Asia should not be. The plot gave him an
opportunity. The poisoned food was privily
destroyed, but the king feigned to have eaten
of it and to be dying. His common soldiers,
loyal to him still but understanding the true
grcatness of his mind no more than the
gcnerals, were admitted to the presence for a
last view of their commander, who simulated
approaching death before them.

“Then came the end. One plot had been
mcet by another. Secretly, the king's place on
the royal couch was filled by a youth like to
him in form and feature even as his own be-
loved Hephaistion had been, who had died of
a sickness two days before. The body of the
youth was shrouded with a pall, and it may
be that your historians record the truth, that
no man ever saw the face of Alexander after
his death. The king himself lay hidden in the
innermost apartments of the palace, while the
news of his death was noised abroad.

There was, as he had anticipated, small
difficulty in withdrawing secretly from the city.
When asked who should succeed him he had
answered, ‘The best among you,’ well knowing
that among those he left behind there was
none worthy to rule a satrapy, much less the
cmpire; and he had truly foreseen that in the
confusion of the fight for pre-eminence which
would break out as soon as his death was
announced, he might depart without knowl-
edge or suspicion.

“With a small faithful band the king left
that polluted court of Babylon and journeyed
swiftly eastward. He had resolved to go be-
yond the uttermost limits of his former cam-
paigns, that no tidings of him might reach
back to the cities of Persia and give rise to
fresh plottings and strife, yet even so his pass-
ing was not wholly unknown. The wild races
which dwell to the west of us recogniied him
as the great Grecian conqueror, and paid him
divine honor, so that to this day they call by
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he said at last, in a low, earnest voice, “and
it is time for you to know the whole truth.
That you have not learned it from me before
is only because 1 was myself not sure—only
the upshot of this adventure could reveal the
truth, and before I have finished you will con-
fess that I had good reason for hesitating to
speak out. It is enough to sav that I knew I
was more than I purported to be when I met
vou. Upon you I practiced a deception which
I have practiced on the world at large—if de-
ception it could be called. I told vou mv
name was the rather humdrum British one of
Saunders Philipson. That was the name 1 had
adopted in England, where I was educated and
became a naturalized Englishman. Bet I was™
not of English birth. I was born in Gggece,
near the modern city of Salonika, and was
known to the people of that region as Alex-
andre Philipides.

“The surname had been borne by my familv
from very early times, and was held by us,
among other evidences, to indicate our descent
from the ancient kings. From my boyhood I
had brooded deeply on the circumstance of my
ancestry. I had also dreamed strange visions—
I think your English expression “voices” would
best describe these visitations—all of which
seemed to tell me my destiny lay in the East
where some. great mystery lay waiting to ‘be
revealed to me. Sometimes there would seem
to be a voice speaking in my ear and calling
to me, sometimes a human figure rose before
my eves, and once, gentlemen, I solemnly
assure you that I dreamed a vision of the
magnificent panorama of this valley exactly as
it burst upon our view when we emerged
from the mountains a few weeks ago.

“By the time I came to man’s estate my
impulse to travel in the East was irresistible,

and my parents being then both dead, I set

out on my quest. In my mind I had put to-
gether all the evidence of my visions, and it
seemed to me that somewhere among these
tremendous mountains lav the heart of the
mystery which 1 was destined to discover. I
explored the wild interior of Asia in a way
that no other man living has done, and then
at last I came upon that strange inscription
of the obo. You already know how I secured
an interpretation of it. and vou need not be
told of the exultation I felt when I recognized
in it a solid confirmation of all that my visions
had told me. Then, Mirlees. as if the gods
were determined to aid me, they threw you in
my path, and later. vou, Poyning.

“Your help, I thought, would be precious,
and if you will allow me to say so, I was not
wrong in my expectations. I made known to
both of you the secret of the obo, which I
knew to be sound fact, but said nothing of
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my ‘voices.’ which. real. as they were to me,
might only have disposed you to believe you
were dealing with a madman. Then again, at
Nanking, I had a vision so vivid that it con-
vinced me finally I was following no mere
chimera: and again in the pass of the obo
came a visitation that I could not doubt.”

HILIPSON paused. eveing me very keenly

before he resumed his narrative. I imagine
he was wondering how much I knew or sus-
pected of these affairs already. .

“Though.” he continued at length, almost
hastily, ““once more I shank from communicat-
ing a matter so wild and incredible. And from
then on. that vision was before my eves night
and day, leading me by safe paths. Otherwise,
not I nor any other man of this earth could
have found a wav as I did over that last awful
wilderness of snow. The rest is known to you.
We came to the rim of the valley, and I knew
it was the valley of my dreams. I think I
should have told vou evervthing on that last
morning, but then came the avalanche. and
after that, as you saw, I was borne away from
you in the midst of a bodyguard. There now
seemed to ensue several periods of uncon-
sciousness, which I found afterwards
part of. the treatment given me by our phy-
sicians, and when at last I came to my normal
self I learned that I had been chosen king of
this city. I asked for you and for my servants.
The latter were brought to me a day later.
I did not know then that they had been picked
up on the hillside for dead, so their appear-
ance did not greatly surprise me.

“I then inquired why you had not come to
me. I was informed that the Nine Shadows
advised delay. It was my first knowledge of
the existence of that body, but from the way
their name was mentioned, I realized they were
a force to be reckoned with, and subsequent
developments have more than confirmed me
in the belief. Bit by bit I have come to under-
stand my position. I can tell you it is by no
means so simple as might have appeared to
a casual onlooker the other day when I was
crowned and publicly betrothed to a maiden
of the ancient blood royal.”

“You mean vour power is limited?” put in
Poyning.

Philipson leaned further forward and sunk
his voice lower. "“The situation seems to be
this,” he said. “The Nine' Shadows are <ll-
powerful. As soon as they had satisfied them-
selves 1 was the true Alexander who should
come, they advised the reigning prince, Kalli-
phanes, to abdicate. ‘Advise,’'—that is the word
generally used of the acts of the Nine, but I
have already apprehended that it might be
bad for the man who neglected that advice.

were ’
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Although Kalliphanes retired with apparently
good grace, I do not know that he is reconciled
to his retirement. He has behind him a fac-
tion, some of whom even question my claim
to the throne, and though he can do nothing
so long as the Nine are with me, I am disposed
to venture little authority on my own account
until my position is more securcly established.
So you see.” he concluded. “it is not all honey
to be king of the lost city of Hellas. But now

tell me something about vourselves. What
have you been doing all this while?”
“We saw the abdication ceremony,” said

Poyning, “but after that Kalliboas disappeared
and we were little better than prisoners for
about eight days. When he came back he told
us it was vour wish that we should see the
city. We have already seen much. We have
had the mystery of the great birds cleared up
for us, and we have been taught something of
the art of flight, and we know what it says on
the obelisk of Alexander.”

“That was good,” said Philipson with quiet
enthusiasm. “There you went to the very heart
of our existence. So now you have seen the
devils of ghostly. face and the great birds.
What else does the legend speak about? The
white gems—have you seen them?”

Philipson saw by our faces we had not.

“Then it is obvious you have not yet visited
any of our private dwellings.” he said.

“How does that follow?”

“If vou had. you would have seen the chil-
dren playing with the white gems very much
as your English children play with marbles.
They come from the river which flows into the
lake from the north-east. Sbrang Chikya was
quite right about it. Diamonds as big as wal-
nuts roll down its course by the hundred; the
bed of the lake must be thick with them. You
must ask Kalliboas to take you there. but I
would suggest you do not betray any great
excitement about the stones. Although my
people do not hold such things precious they
know that in the outer world the greed of men
for diamonds passes all understanding: and
they regard that lust with the utmost horror
and contempt.”

“That matter is still a great riddle to us,”
1 said. “We've had plenty of hints that your
people are not unaware of what is going on
outside the valley. How is that knowledge
obtained?”

His voice became suddenl\ graver. “If I tell
you here,” he said, “you will not be able to

believe. Kalliboas will show you for )ourselves

and much more to astonish.”

We left Philipson shortly after this. His
forecast was abundantly fulfilled. We did see
much to astonish us, and much that I but
vaguely understand to this day. 1 saw with

these eyes the method by which this strange
people informed themselves of the events of
the rest of the earth—a sight which leaves me
still amazed and bewildered, even sceptic; and
vet on the other hand there remains the un-
doubted fact that they were aware of what
was transpiring beyond their mountain bar-
riers. Of that, at least, I am certain.

The day after our audience with Philipson,
Kalliboas came to our quarters and bade us
get ready to accompany him. It seemed clear
enough now that Philipson’s influence was
making itself felt: more and more candidly did
the old man answer our hosts of questions,
and he even volunteered information on many
strange,matters the mere existence of which we
hadn’t suspected.

HROUGH the streets, tragrant with the

aromatic scent of the bordering trees, we
followed him on foot to a place about a quar-
ter of a mile from the royal palaces, where
we came to a courtyard into which, as it
seemed, the populace weren’t allowed access.
It was a vast enclosure, with walls nowhere less
than fifty yards from the group of buildings
in the middle of it, and each of these was a
good deal bigger than.any single structure
we had yet seen. In the main building, too,
there was a marked difference in the design
of the interior, its halls—and it had many—
being built one within another like kernels of
a nut.

Some chambers through which we passed,
though panelled and paved with the magnifi-
cent marble we had grown familiar with in
our own guest-house, were manifestly labora-
tories, containing ‘scientific apparatus of a
pattern entirely new to us; and in one pas-
sage near the center of the building we came
upon a superb life-sized statue of the Pallas
Athene, a deity 1 don’t remember, curiously
enough in a city given over to mental culture,
to have seen portrayed elsewhere.

Kalliboas whispered to us here that we
must preserve unbroken silence until we
cmerged again from these inner chambers.
For myself, I found this injunction none too
easy to obey: I could have cried out time
and again with amazement over what we saw.
In the first place I couldn’t for the life of me
fathom how these enclosed halls were lighted
and ventilated, yet they were both. Sweet air,
and a queer diftused rosy illumination per-
vaded them all, though I felt no draught that
could have accounted for the clean atmosphere
nor saw any lamp that could have furnished
the light.

We had now entered a square corridor the
wall of which was built with many cubicles,
all small and furnished with bier-like couches
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of marble upon which lay forms in varying
degrees of inertia. Some were already still and
pale as the marble all around them. so that
you would have said life was extinct, but in
others we saw the trance-production—for such
it was—in actual process. As the subject lay
down on the couch he fixed his eves on a
curious bright blue spark in the low ceiling.
produced I don’t know how. but apparently
by some gem illuminated from behind.

I looked at one of these things for some min-
utes, and most strange the appearance of it
was: although the light in its immediate
neighborhood was brilliant, in some myster-
ious way this did not radiate, so that the rest
of the niche was no whit the brighter for it.
The state of trance appeared to be secured
very easily, and very profoundly. In one case
we halted outside a recess while its occupant
was in the act of lying down. He took no no-
tice whatever of us, but at once concentrated
his gaze on the blue spark in the ceiling and
barely half a minute later was rigid, of a
dead-pallor, deep in the self-induced sleep.

They were all ages, these trance-subjects,
from fresh youth to grey hair; yet on all their
features I noticed the one stamp of profound
spirituality. Some of them moved-their lips
in sleep, muttering, and we came to one re-
cess where an attendant had seated himself be-
side the trance-subject and was listening close-
ly to his words—but not writing anything
down.

The next chamber inward was the hub of
the whole building. It measured about twen-
ty yards square, and contained absolutely
nothing beyond a pedestal of solid marble sur-
mounted by a big globe of some glassy sub-
stance which radiated that curious rose-tinted
light I had noticed everywhere throughout
the building. The sight of this lamp was or-
dinary enough, but when I came to reflect
what it meant, I could have fallen down in
my astonishment. In the corridor of recesses
we had just left, we had seen a brilliant blue
light that didn’t radiate. Here was a soft rosy
light which had been visible to us for the last
half-hour, through endless walls of solid mar-
ble. 1 had this explained to me afterwards, but
I mustsin common honesty confess the explan-
ation was beyond my scant scientific under-
standing, and the mystery of how this people
contrived to enhance or stifle the radiation of
light at will—to reverse, in fact, what we re-
gard as the eternal laws of physics—remains a
mystery to me still.

Kalliboas now took us back to the court-
yard, and across to another building, from
which came a subdued hum of voices. On en-
tering the hall we discovered a large gather-
ing of youths seated on low benches, and a

~

tall grevheaded old man not unlike Kalliboas
in appearance addressing them.  This, it
scemed, was the tutor. At a sign from Kalli-
boas the lecture went on, and although this
clder spoke a good deal less measuredly than
our old guide. I found [ could understand him
with a fair fluency. He was explaining to his
students the secrets of the human mind: from
time to time he would call out a pupil, hyp-
notise him with astonishing ease, and demon-
strate to the rest the strangelv exaggerated
powers of a person in hypnosis. Then students
were set to hypnotize each other, the most
skillful being greeted with acclaim by their
fellows, and the least accomplished, whose la-
borious long-drawn efforts reminded me
acutely of performances I had seen on the pub-
lic stage in Europe, witheringly derided for
their clumsiness.

A youth Kalliboas described to us as lead-
er of the school succeeded in reducing no less
than six of his fellows simultaneously — an
amazing exhibition: he seemed to retain ab-
solute control of their minds. plunging them
just as deeply into the sleep as he chose, and
toying with his power as a child may play
with a colored balloon. So lightly hypnotized
was one boy that I thought the operator had
failed to put him to sleep at all, and I re-
marked as much to the tutor, who shot me a
curious little glance, half amused, half ma-
licious, and requested me to question the
youth,

This took me distinctly by surprise. I had
imagined that all that was claimed for the
youth was that he had been successfully hyp-
notized by his fellow student, in which case
he might obey any command given him by
the latter, but woulda’t necessarily be sus-
ceptible to any words of mine. Now it seemed
the tutor wanted to represent him as not only
hypnotized, but clairvoyant.

I felt Poyning jog my elbow. *“Ask him,”
he whispered in English, “what the ground is
like near the tomb on the southern foothills.”

AS I put the question I knew the eyes ok
both Kalliboas and the tutor were on
me very keenly. The boy hesitated for fully a
minute, then murmured that streams were
pouring swiftly down the slope. “l see also
men working,” he added. :

I glanced at Poyning. His face expressed
dry skepticism. I felt incredulous myself, and
inclined to be angry into the bargain. I could
hardly have believed that this people, who had
so much to show that was genuinely wonder-
ful, would descend to trickery for so paltry a
purpose as impressing strangers, yet it seemed
clear enough that was what had happened.

The supposedly hypnotized boy had thought
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different ways. In some there is what we call
the shadow soul, which goes abroad while the
brain which gave it birth remains in relation to
it at home, active. causing the lips to speak. A
recorder is always beside those wise ones
during their sleep. Others, who are the more
numerous, only at the awakening know what
thev have seen. and record for themselves.

“Every day our wise ones are at work in
those halls. Their visions are collected and
compared: thus we build up a complete pic-
ture of the world. Not that the picture”—
the old man’s words rang out in scorn—"is oft-
en to be looked upon with profit, save as a
warning to ourselves. Well we know how your
peoples have lived and died in a squalid tur-
moil of cruelty and hatred and intolerance:
how you have spurned and persecuted your
wise and noble. and exalted your knaves:; how
jealousy and suspicion are rife among vour
races, how far you yet stand below the ideals
our great founder held. But not wholly profit-
less are the soul-wanderings of our wise ones.
Through them we learn of the few discoveries
made by your few philosophers—though in
truth there is little you discover which was
not already known to us many centuries
ago.”

“Tell me, Kalliboas,” I said, “‘are only your
wise ones skilled in mind-projection?” ;

“Indeed, no,” he replied. “Only those
judged to possess strength, however, are elect-
ed novices at the Hall of Wandering Souls, to
become eventually our wise ones, our scouts
over the rest of the earth.”

“And when one of your wise ones has pro-
jected his soul,” I inquired, “could he be seen
by any person of the outer world?”

“Only to the eyes of the soul can the soul
be visible. How many of your outer world
possess such vision? Yet to one possessing it,
the vision must seem as real as an actual bod-
ily presence.”

“And could any other person see it> I said,
concealing my eagerness with an effort.

HE old man’s glittering puce-black eyes
were looking elean through me. “The
point is an obscure one,” he said, “and our
wise. men hesitate to pronounce upon it. We
have strange evidence both for and against.”

There was again that unmistakable hint in
his manner that to question him further
would be useless, and so far as solving the
mystery of the queer episnde at Nanking went,
1 had to be content then with what I had
heard. I was determined to find out, however,
how this people explained Philipson’s advent
to them from the outer world. It was too
much to suppose that men so astonishingly
advanced in exact knowledge would base their

expectations on the mere traditional proph-
ecy of Alexander before his death.

Kalliboas answered me without hesitation.
“Our wise ones suppose.,” he said, “that this
universe in which we live is composed of a fin-
ite number of elementary forms, which act
and react upon’ one another perpetually.
Therefore the number of possible regroupings
and chains of events is limited. But the time
in which they so react is infinite. Thergfore
every event which happens must have hap-
pened an infinite number of times before, and
will be repeated an infinite number of times
in the future—not only that exact event, but
others approximating to it in all degrees of
similarity.

“Thus the existence of our great tounder
upon this earth, being one of that limited
number of possible events, is repeated after
the comparatively short lapse of twenty-two
centuries, which in the life-history of the uni-
verse is a mere moment. But there is a differ-
ence. Then he came to this valley a great
conqueror despairing of the world and man-
kind. Now he has come to find his own lost
people.” -

Poyning glanced at me. “Pretty odd,” he
muttered in English, “to meet old Nietzche’s
Eternal Recurrence so far from home as
this!” ,

Kalliboas cocked his ear at the name.
“That old philosopher of yours has indeed
rediscovered old truths,” he said. “But it is
better to discover old truths than to repeat
old lies.”

“Your people, then,” said Poyning, ‘were
looking for the return of the king. Yet was it
not strange they all should recognize him im-
mediately they saw his face?”

Kalliboas rode in silence and led the way
to another part of the courtyard, where we
came in front of a grotto-like chamber. There
was only one object here—a statue about half
life-size, apparently in iron having the surface
treated in some way to resist rust. The fea-
tures were a marvelously exact image of Saun-
ders Philipson, and that was startling enough;
but what astonished me more was that the
statue seemed to be supported on one wire
little thicker than a knitting-needle.

“We have many images of our great found-
er,” said Kalliboas, “with which all our people
are perfectly acquainted, but we value none
so much as this.” It was made by his friend
Deinokrates, the sculptor, one of that faith-
ful band who followed him here.”

“But—but how is it supported? One wire
is not enough to hold its weight.”

There was a fleeting light of amusement
over the old man's austere face. “The wire is
there to hold it down,” he said. *“It was an
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idle fancy of the sculptor’s. The roof of this
chamber is of great slabs of the stone that
attracts iron, which was dug from the moun-
tains westward. Do not go near if you have
anything of iron about your persons.”

Before leaving Kalliboas that day we
walked with him along the eastern inargin
of the lake, and came to a tall circular tower
in white marble, which was visible from a
considerable distance away. \We ascended this
by an inner stairway and at last stood upon
the roof, where we found a sentinel and one
of the most ingenious devices imaginable. The
platform was surrounded by a parapet about
breast-high, topped by a continuation in
some transparent pebble-like rock, while out-
side this was a similar parapet in the same
material, the two arranged so as to act as a
continuous telescope. How the difficulty of
varying focus was overcome I couldn’t under-
stand, but the fact remains that in whatever
direction we looked the surrounding valleys
and foothills—cven the upper slopes of the
mountains themselves—seemed amazingly near
to us.

The words of Kalliboas sounded behind us
in a sort of grim caress. “‘See now, strangers,”
he said, “is it even as the student told when
he cast his mind out over the valley?”

Poyning was staring southward. “There are
men,” he said in a queer voice. “What do they
do?” .

- “They build a wall to protect the tomb.
Sinee the great snow fell, new streams have
burst ,out of the mountains in-that quarter.
Our engineers are busy with works to direct
the water down to the lake by channels where
it shall not injure the crops of our valley.
Now it flows lawlessly, and though the tomb
which you see is founded in solid rock, we

have judged it wise to build the protecting -

wall.”

Poyning remained staring through the crys-
tal for some time, particularly towards the
tomb and the direction from which we our-
selves had cntered the valley. I imagine we
were both thinking that probably trom this
tower our first approach was signalled; and
I know I was wondering how it came about,
since a watcher was apparently posted here al-
ways, that the approach of the Tibetan,
Sbrang Chikya, could have escaped detection.

We descended from the tower and followed
Kalliboas to a point on the northeastern bank
of the lake. The stream which entered here
was of no great dimension, but even so, it
flowed fast enough to have flooded the entire
valley in a few weeks but for—as I imagine—
the enormous degree of evaporation caused
by the bone-dry climate, and the extensive irri-
gation works into which the water of the lake

was deflected. Suddenly, with a heavy swirl,
there arose in midstream a gigantic fish, which
made straight for the bank where we stood.
So startling was the creature’s appearance and
so swift its approach that I must confess for
an instant I'd half an inclination to run, and
I noticed Poyning took a quick step back-
wards from the water’s edge. Then we re-
alized our mistake. It was no fish at all, but
a man, completely clad in a close-fitting diving
costume; there were circles of transparent
horn over the eyes, and gloved receptacles for
the arms, but the legs went into one great
sleeve stiffened to copy the tail of a fish; and
we saw it was from this the diver got his pow-
er in swimming, an evolution he performed
with singular ease and speed. How he was
able to breathe and to sink at will we had no
thought to examine then; our attention was
very fully absorbed by a basket the man had
been carrying in his hands under water and
now laid on the bank.

He rolled out, divested himself of the fish-
like skin—which he was able to do without
assistance—and made a profound: obeisance
to Kalliboas.

“This fellow,” said .the latter, turning to
us, “is to our children the most beloved man
in the city., It is his duty to swim to the bed
of the river and the lake and gather for them
these pretty playthings.”

Kalliboas stooped over the basket, took out
a handful of pebbles, and handed them to
me. They were curious pebbles, looking like
scarred rough glass, but now and then out of

. the roughness came a fierce flash of light as

the sun’s rays caught an exposed facet. There
was no room for doubt about these things.
They were large diamonds.

Poyning took one of them, as if to examine
it, and as he did so I felt him nudge me very
gently.

“Would it not be easier,” he said, “to get
the stones by dragging the river for them?”

Then for the first and last time in our ac-
quaintance Kalliboas chuckled. It was a grim
chuckle, but the nearest approach to tender-
ness I cver knew him to show.

“The children value the stones more for
having been obtained in this way,” he said.
“Often they come to see Old Fish diving for
them.”

He scooped up another large handful and
gave them to me. “Take as many as you can
carry,” he said, the grim half-smile still on his
features. “It may be that children in the city
will ask you for them. It is true that in the
world from which you have come men com-
mit crimes to obtain these things, but you at
least are above such temptation.”

Was it a hint, a threat that we were never
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again to see lands where men take the lives

of their fellows for these bits of crystallized
carbon?

TRANGELY enough, from that day on.
ward our circumstances scemed to im
prove all round. If we had seen oursclves ¢n
circled in mystery, and detected vague men
aces in what we had hcard. now it became in
creasingly apparent that for some rcason or
other we were looked on more favorably by
the people of the valley. That atmosphere ol
suspicion. which I had come to feel no less than
Povyning. was melting away. In fact. we had
taken a place among the first of the land.
We had several audiences with the “king.”
as we found ourselves dropping into the way
ol calling Philipson, and though he said lit-
tle to us of the inner politics of the city. we
gathered he was steadily consolidating his po-
sition and winning over the disaflected party
of Kalliphanes. He even told us one day
that he thought he could now count on the
unanimous support of the Nine Shadows. and
considerably startled us by mentioning that
Kalliboas was one of that sinister secret body.
The names of the rest I never learned, though
it is likely I saw and spoke to all before the
end of my sojourn in Hellas.

Poyning and I had bhcen learning to Hy for
some weeks now. Our great difhculty at first.
I need hardly say. was to overcome our amare-
ment at finding we actually could rise trom
the ground on wings. and even when we had
got the better of this it was some time belore
we could bring ourselves to ascend to any
height. There must have been always lurking
at the back of our heads the notion that if
we lost control. we should stand a better
chance of escape by being at a low altitude.
In point of fact. quite the reverse was recally
the case: greater experience would have told
us. as the tutors did tell us. that a few hun
dred feet between us and earth -would afford
a breathing space in which to recover wing-
purchase, whereas twenty feet would certainly
not: but it must be remembered the art was
utterly strange to us, and that we started hand-
icapped with all the pedestrian prejudices of
the biped without feathers.

After a few days we gained confidence. and
with this growing proficiency came to me at
least a tremendous keenness for the sport. |
wouldn’t have missed my morning fly for all
the rest of the day, for over and above its
mere fascination it took us up into the bracing
air of the higher levels, and by dint of the
magnificent exercise it afforded. kept up in
the very cream of condition and muscular
strength.

One morning, when we were beginning to
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manage our wings with some pretensions to
skill. we were flying together over the school at
about threc hundred feet from the plain,
when Poyning suddenly headed off towards
the city.

“Where arc vou going?” I shouted.

“Home.” he velled back. “I want to see what
our house looks like trom up here.”

I'd never seen anvbody fly directly over the
citv. and [.had good reason to believe there
was a law lorbidding it. 1 called to Poyning
to come back, and heard a faint cry from
below. which also | imagine was a command
to turn about. 'but Povning was by this time
drawn well ahead and apparently out of ear-
shot.  Cursing his foolhardiness I gave chase.
moved. I've no doubt. by a sort of schoolboyish
idea that it there was going to be a row it
would be shabby to back down out of it: and
very L0on we were soaring over the very heart
of the great sea of white buildings.

Now owr troubles began. We were fairly
well acquainted with the city as it appeared.
trom the ground level: from above, there was
a bewildering similarity about those marble
rools and courtvards. We wheeled round, until
Poyvning thought he had descried our house
from the marze. and with a shout to me he
began to descend. confidently enough. Then.
suddenly. he checked his flight.

“This is the wrong place.” he cried, and I
saw him flap his wings in an effort to get up

again.
But it wis oo late. He had no room to
mancuver. His wing-tip® struck the great

cave of a building at the edge of the courtyard.
and to myv horror I saw his arms fly up and
his bodyv shoot straight down, dropping to the
marble paving with a thud that turned me
sick to hear

I managed to alight without mishap, and
a moment later was tearing off my wings and
running to his assistance. Poyning lay on his
side. in the tangled wreck of his gear.

“It’s only my foot.” he groaned, but as he
said the word he rolled over and fainted.

In a few scconds T had his body clear of the
mess and was examining him for injuries.
Povning came to himself almost at once, but
when T touched his right ankle he winced and
uttered a sharp cry.

“Better pet a litter, Mirlees,” he muttered
between his clenched teeth. “There’s a bone
broken.”

At this moment [ heard a sound of light
tootsteps behind me. and looking round be-
held a woman, who had apparently just
emerged from the pillared doorway of the

“building. Poyning raised himself on one

elbow, staring at her as at some enthralling
vision. and I'm afraid I so far forgot my man-

.
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ners as to do likewise. The sudden apparition
of such beauty as hers might have set any
man off his balance. It completely robbed me
of speech.

The woman’s skin was white as the marble
everywhere around us, her eyes more decply
purple than the skies out of which we had
fallen, her features of a clecan-chiselled mag-
nificence that literally struck the breath from
your lips as vou beheld, while her hair, pure

blue-black in hue, tumbled over her shoulders

in cascades of sombre splendor. There was no
mistaking the identity of that woman. She was
the princess of the blood royal, to whom we
had seen Saunders Philipson betrothed.

With a grace I cannot hope to describe she
knelt beside Poyning, her features melting
into a look of compassion that almost made
me regret I wasn’t the injured party myself.

“It is the little stranger.” she murmured
musically. “He has been bold enough to soar
into the heavens like Ikaros of old, and like
Ikaros he has fallen.” .

She rosc suddenly to her feet, and clapped
her hands, whercupon several attendants hur-
ried out. manifestly scandalized. to the injured
man. Then a physician appeared, to whom
the princess turned with an air of haughty
command.

“There is an injury to the little stranger’s
foot,” she said. “You will bind it here, and as
you value my favor you will give him no pain
in the binding. You will then see him borne
to his own house and tend him till he is re-
covered.”

The physician lowered his forehead almost
to the pavement and at once knelt on one side
of Poyning, the princess kneeling on the other.
While his foot was being put into a padded
splint she laid her wonderful white hand on
his brow. I saw her speak to the physician,
then to Povning, in a tone so low that I could
only catch the tail end of what she said. She
was looking into his eyes with an expression
that seemed most curiously to. combine tender-
ness with an astonishing intensity of will.

“Have no fear for your injury, little one,”
she said slowly. “Our most skillful healers
will give you of their utmost skill, and within
three days from now you will walk and fly
again. These things will assuredly be as I have
said. Farewell!”

Poyning's lips began to move, but I heard
no sound come from them. Bewilderment and
frank adoration struggled for the mastery of
his face; and if there was any shadow of pain,
1 didn’t see it. His broken foot he seemed to
have forgotten. A moment later the princess
had disappeared. Poyning was raised on a
litter borne by eight attendants, and we moved
off towards our own quarters.

I ALLIBOAS, unusually stern and grim,

was there almost as soon as we were. He
had evidently heard of our flight over the city
and our descent into the courtyard of the royal
palaces—that was the place where we had
blundered; yet bevond directing the physicians
who were to treat Povning, he said no word.

And now once more I witnessed an exhibi-
tion of the amazing surgery of these people
of the valley. I can be perfectly sure of every
word I write about it, for I saw the whole
thing from no farther away, this time, than
the side of the couch on which my companion
had been laid. The broken bone had been set
before he left the royal courtyard, and that
ingenious padded splint was not removed now.

The physicians bathed the leg above and
such surfaces of Poyning’s ankle as were ex-
posed, in warm water which I shrewdly sus-
pected to be merely a more concentrated-
essence of the healing water we used in our
baths. Then two of the curious wooden boxes
were produced and laid one on either side
of the damaged foot. The physician fixed into
each a silver appliance shaped for all the world
like a boat's rowlock—I imagine a specially
fashioned *“lead” was kept for various parts of
the body—slid the horns of the rowlock over
Poyning’s leg just below the calf, and made
some adjustment of the silent “battery.” This
was left in position for fully half an hour, then
removed.

The physician gave Poyning a draught from
a small vial, and began to speak to him. I
heard the same words spoken over and over
again, from which I knew hypnotism formed
part of the treatment and that a suggestion
was being made to the patient.

“You will now sleep,” the level, monotonous
voice said. “On awakening you will be already
well towards recovery. The bone will be united
and the pain and swelling vanished. In three
days from now you will set your foot to the
ground and you will find it strong as ever.
These things cannot possibly happen other-
wise, for thus it has been said and the speak-
ing is true. You will now sleep. On awaken-
ing—"'

This went on for two or three minutes, and
I veritably declare I was almost asleep myself.
1 pulled myself up with an effort, and noticed
that the physician had passed from assurances
to question; he was, as it were, driving the
suggestion home.

“What will you do now?” he demanded.

“I am going to sleep,” came the drowsy’
voice of Poyning.

“And on awaking?”

“I shall be already well towards recovery.”

“And after three days?”

“I shall set my foot to the ground. It will
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grace of a goddess and the silence of a ghost,
and soon I knew who she was, for with that
superb face turned towards me, what light
there was fell directly upon it. This was the
woman who had come to Poyning's help on
the day of his accident, whom he called the
Princess Helene, Philipson’s plighted queen.

Now followed the queerest part of the whole
affair. To say I was embarrassed would be
scarcely correct: it frightened me. With a little
cry of joy the woman ran up to Povning and
folded him in her arms and kissed him pas-
sionately on the lips. Povning reached up his
arms, and placed them round her neck, and
kissed her again; and there the pair remained,
locked in one another's embrace, for fully a
minute. 1 imagine that no scene in which
that superb crcature tgok part could appear
undignified, or this would have appeared so,
even ludicrous, for the crown of Poyning's
head could hardly have reached higher than
the level of her lips, and as she stooped to kiss
him, he seemed literally lost in the loose shim-
mg of her white robe. I could hear nothing
of what Poyning said, if he said anything, but
from her came the repcated cry, accented in
an ecstasy of tenderness:

“My little one! My little one!”

They withdrew into the shadow of the
domed pavilion, and I heard their voices in
low, earnest talk. I had scen cnough—too
much; I dropped noiselessly into the street
and stood there under the wall, quivering with
astonishment and alarm.

What utter folly, what unheard-of treach-
ery, was this? Of the woman I knew nothing
definitely beyond that she was betrothed to the
new sovereign of the state. Yet from vague al-
lusions dropped by Kalliboas—though Poyn-
ing was wrong in stating that Kalliboas had
ever mentioncd the woman's name in my
hearing—I had gathered something regarding
her status. There dwelt in the palaces, it
seemed, several maidens of the ancient blood
royal in its purest. By long tradition they
were vowed to take no husband but the reign-
ing prince, who chose from among their num-
ber on ascending the throne, and this, as we
had seen, happened recently at the time of
the abdication ceremony. The rest would now
remain ‘true to a vow of celibacy till a new
prince succeeded. How the line was main-
tained, or what happened to these maidens
with their advancing years I never discovered,
though I suspect there was a mystery surround-
ing them more amazing than any other in all
this amazing land, and that by some wizard
tampering with what we xegard as nature's
laws they preserved their youth far beyond
the span given to mortal women.

I was so staggered by what I had seen that

I even forgot the need of concealment; and
when, some minutes later, Poyning made his
retreat by the way he had come, he almost
fell on me. He recoiled in astonishment, and
something he was carrying tinkled to the
ground.

“Mirlees!” he gasped. “What are you after
here?”

“I ought to ask you that,” I retorted. “Good
God, man, d'you want to ruin the pair of us>’

“I see,” he almost sneered. “My coming here
is likely to run you into danger too. Is that
the reason you thought it worth while to spy
on me?”’

“Not altogether,” I said, keeping my tem-
per with difficulty. “You were followed_from
the house by one of our servants. [ followed
him, to see what he was up to. I thought it
was him I'dMracked here. Not until I got to
the top of that wall did I see it was you. And
I'd give a good deal not to have seen what
T've seen tonight.”«

“Really? 1 don’t understand how it con-
cerns you."”

“Good God!"” I cried hotly. “I should have
thought Philipson was worth a little better -
treatment than that. He’s kept pretty much
on the square with us—" .

“Philipson? What's he to do with it>”

“What! 1f a man I'd thought my friend
fooled around with my wife—"

“Wife? You're mistaken, Mirlees. The lady
I've just left is not Philipson’s wife.”

“Huh! Affianced wife, then. . . .”

“She is not even that.”

“D’you mean to tell me we didn't see him
betrothed to her?” . :

“We certainly did not. Helene is a twin
sister of the princess. The resemblance is ex-
act enough, I'll admit.”

This might have been true or not, but it
was certainly new to me. “Why didn't yqu
tell me before?” 1 said.

“You hardly gave me a chance,” replied
Poyning coldly. “You seemed so ready to be-
lieve me a cad.”

“I'm sorry for that,” I said. “But you knew
what that woman is. Have you considered
what's likely to happen to both of us—and per--
haps to Philipson too—if you're caught in a
business like tonight's?”

“I know a good deal more of her than you
do, Mirlecs,” he said quietly. “I know that I
love her more than my own body and soul,
and that if loving her means death to me I
shall meet it—with open arms.”

1 was silent for some moments. There was
a ring in Poyning’s words that I knew, that
told me beyond any shade of doubt that he
was fallen into the state which knows no pru-
dence nor does it listen to logic.
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“But remember,” he continued, “it’s my risk.
not yours. If I come to grief over this, I fail
to see why you should be any worse off unless
you're caught in it with me. Now let me
go. I'm going to run into fresh danger.”

“Where are you going?”

“Listen. Mirlees. We all three had an ob.
ject when we came on this adventure. Philip-
son’s was a lost kingdom. vours a great dis-
covery, mine—my own quest. I'm going on it
tonight.”

“What is it?”

“I'm going to the tomb on the southern
foothills. Don’t ask me why. for I can’t tell
you, and don’t try to come with me. Il
there’s danger attaching to it. I'll face it
alone.”

STOOD still, considering the position.

Stephen Povning, aged about twenty-onc.
well favored in mind and body with all the
world before him, was s#®ing yes to a perilous
adventure. Mvyself, thirty-six, a widower. with
something at least of my life-work behind me
and no very great prospects of happiness in
front. was declining the gambit. Had it been
daylight I've no doubt he would have scen
e redden a little.

“I don’t know that it’s altogether outside
the scope of my quest,” T said.

He paused. undecided. “What do
mean?” he queried.

“This. 1 don't attach as much importance
to that grave as you seem to, Poyning, but the
identity of the stranger who lies in it is still
a riddle I'd be sorry to leave the valley with-
out solving. I therefore suggest that if any-
body's to go to the tomb at all. we might
as well both go.”

For all his valiant flourishes I caught a note
of relief in Poyning’s answer. “You're a good

«fellow, Mirlees,” he said, “and I've talked like
a yahoo tonight. But why should you risk
your life too—for I'm convinced it may easily
amount to that-"

I picked up the lanthorn—it was a lanthorn
-—that he had dropped. “Let's get away,” 1
said, “or it will be daylight before we're oult
of the city.”

“Very well,” he assented, *“though frankly
I'd rather you didn’t.” He was groping on the
pavement at his feet. “Wait a minute. or [
shall be no better off than I was last time.”

“You've been there before?”

“Some weeks ago. But the place was very
effectively locked. Now—ah, here it is.” He
picked up a long silvery-looking strip of metal
and quickly slipped it into the bosom of his
tobe.

“How far is the tomb?”

“Five good: miles, not counting climbing.

vou

It took me four hours before, but then I lost
time finding the way.”

We set off at once through the silent streets
of the city, stealing from shadow to shadow
and pausing everv now and then to assure
ourselves that the attendant, who had so mys-
teriously disappeared. was not following us
now. If he was. 1 never from first to last de-
tected the least trace of him. We made fair
time, considering the need of caution, and
were soon come to the standing crops south-
ward of the citv. then on to the grassy foot-
hills. For all the signs of life we saw, we might
have been in the middle of a desert.

Povning’s recollection of the ground stood
him in good stead. He had learned on his
former sallv that the best way to find the
tomb was to strike for the new stream that
had recently burst out of the mountains and
follow it up. This water. though much shrunk-
en trom what it had been when we saw it
fiom the watchtower. still showed well in
the moonlight. and sounded distinctly on the
still night air, and we found it without much
difficulty. The goning was bad, however; over
and above the carthworks which the engineers
had thrown up. the hillside itself was rough
and strangely soggy for ground at such a slant.
and it must have been fully two hours before
we sighted the tomb. It rose from behind a
low hump on the hillside. a small but beauti-
fully designed building, with pillars and steps
in the eternal marble: except that the entrance
in the middle of the facade was a good deal
larger in proportion, the structure might have
passed for a model of our own house. Poyning
discovered the aperture for the key, thrust in
the long silver bar, tried it one way and an-
other, and I heard the gentle screech of metal
against metal. We leaned our shoulders against
the dark teak-like wood. It gave. The tomb
was open before us. :

“Wait.” I said. catching his arm. “There’s no
nced to scatter clues abroad.”

With that | carefully confused our tracks
round the door. loosened my sandals, and
stepped out of them barefoot on to the lowest
marble stair. motioning Poyning to do the
same. Then we entered.

The mausoleum was in pitchy darkness, for
there was no aperture but the door, and that
we shut as soon as we had passed inside. [
heard Poyning's heart pounding, and saw his
hand shake like a man in an ague as he
struck a light with his flint—the people of the
valley used a very ingenious implement of this
type to kindle fire—and lit the lamp. He held
it up, and together we swept our gaze around
the interior of the tomb.

There was little to see. The floor, walls and
ceiling were plain polished marble, while the

A
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nave was almost filled by a bier, of the same
material but beautifully carved with groups
representing, as it seemed to me, ancient myths
of the nether world. Upon this rested a sar-
cophagus, in shape surprisingly reminiscent of
an Egyptian mummy-case, and fashioned of an
opaque plaster so cunningly finished that at
the first glance you would have said that it too
was solid marble.

Poyning stared at this for fully a minute,
his features drawn into an expression 1 had
never seen on them before. He then raised
the lamp to the blank walls, and we scanned
them closely all over, but it was Poyning who
spotted the inscription. I had to look twice
before I could locate it at all—the carving
was so fine and small. It was a short legend,
but it seemed to me to compress into ten words
a whole world of grimness.

A stranger strayed into the valley and died.
Disturb him not.”

That was all: no date appeared, no name,’

no clue of any sort to the old tragedy.

OYNING continued to examine the inter-
ior of the tomb inch by inch. Suddenly
I saw him drop to one knee. .

“Come round to this side,” he said, in a
high, cracked voice.

He was pointing to-something on the marble
floor. There was no mistaking that mark. It
was the print of a bare foot, larger than Poyn-
ing’s but not so large as mine.

“It isn’t fresh,” said Poyning. “Nor is. it
very old. Somebody else has been here re-
cently, somebody who also preferred to leave
no trace of his visit. Only he wasn’t quite
careful enough. What did he come for?”

“God knows.”

“I think I do, too. It seems pretty evident.”

“What do you mean?”

Poyning rose and tapped the sarcophagus.
“This was not here when we came into the
valley,” he said. “It's been made since. Why?
Hide the lamp, Mirlees. I'm going out.”

I screened the light under my robe, while
Poyning opened the door and left the cham-
ber. When he returned he was carrying a
heavy snag of stone.

“TFhis appears to be the only way now.”
he muttered, and to my dismay began to tap
the plaster casing, first gently, then harder.
‘The white material cracked right across. Poyn-
ing laid down the stone and tugged at the
broken plaster with his hands. A big, cup-
shaped shard came away. He bent over the
exposed face, and staggered back with a hoarse
scream. It is scarce to be wondered at that
Poyning did this.

There was an inner casing of some crystal-
like material, also moulded to mummy-case

)

shape, and through this we could see distinctly
—even too distinctly—the head of the dead
man. The body had evidently been embalmed
with skill, for the face was preserved as if
life had only just gone out of it. That rather
added to the ghastliness. I have said I do not
wonder that Poyning screamed. I could have
scréamed aloud myself, for on those dead fea-
tures was imprinted the most intense despair-
ing horror I have ever seen: it was the counte-
nance of a damned soul being dragged down
into hell.

At the moment of death, I imagine, those
eyes had been wide and staring, for it had
been necessary to sew the lids together to
close them. But most frightful of all, to both
of us, was the identity of that face. In spite
of all its horrible distortion, it was quite un-
mistakably the face of an older Stephen Poyn-
ing.

He stared transfixed at the apparition for a
moment, stooped and kissed the crystal casing
above the forebead, and rushed out of the
tomb.

I replaced the broken plaster, cleared away
as best I could the evidences of our invasion,
and followed him, going back to lock the
door when I had got the key from Poyning.
Not a word did he utter as we hurried slid-
ing and stumbling down the hill. When I told
him to wash the mud from his sandals in the
rushing strcam he did so mechanically, in
silence, and strode on, his face set in a
granite mask that concealed anguish and hor-
ror alike.

I judged well to approach our house with
extreme caution. The breaking of the plaster
envelope to the sarcophagus might remain un-
discovered for years, but it also might come to
light tomorrow, in which case our having been
abroad would naturally draw the first suspi-
cion upon ourselves. Poyning, however, seemed
to have thrown prudence behind him. He
stalked up the steps as if the hour had been
noon, flung open the doors and entered.

None of the attendants appeared to be
about, or even awake, and I had certainly seen
nobody outside the house. It looked as if we
had been lucky enough to elude observation
from start to finish of the gruesome adventure.

Poyning was in the very act of striking his
flint when I snatched it out of his hand. “It’s
late, you know, old man,” I said. “Better go
to bed in the dark tonight.”

Even as I said this I had a most strange and
uncanny sense that we were being looked at.
I peered all round the dark central hall of
the house, but could see nothing; at last,
however, against the slender white pillars that
marked the entrance to our inner chambers
and were faintly discernible even in the gloom,
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my eyes came to rest on something a shade
whiter. There was at the same moment a
sharp sound like the hiss of a snake. Then
I'm afraid my nerves, already strung taut by
what we had seen that night, got the better
of me. :

“Who's there?” 1 cried. in a voice I wouldn't
have known for my own.

There came no answer. [ struck the flint
I had taken from Poyning. and kindled the big
hanging lamp over my head.

The Aame flickered. then rose steadily. and
as the chamber grew brighter a tall form stood
out clear between the pillars of the party wail.
It was Kalliboas, his great frame quivering. his
stern features livid with fury.

CHAPTER VIl

ESCAPE?

OR one instant 1 had thought of trying

to carry it oft on an-Assumption of in-

nocence. but Kalliboas very soon con-
vinced me of the futility of that.

“So.” he hissed, his long arm thrown out
towards us. “it is thus you require our hospi
tality, men ot the outer world! Thus do you
flout the will of our rulers, thinking that by
a childish deceit your impious deed shall re-
main hidden! Blind fools. because you have
chosen a time atter darkness tell. do you fondly
imagine you have not been seen by our eves
from vour going to your coming backr Have
you not learned that we of the valley sce lar,
needing no light of sun or moon to see by?
Have you not understood that the commands
of the Nine, who graved upon the stranger’s
tomb their behest that his body remain in-
violate, are commands to be disobeyed only on
pain of death—and worse than death? You
have understood. strangers, yet you have dis-
obeyed!”

The wrath ol the old man was so terrible to
behold and feel; his words came out in such
a scorching torrent, that I literally bowed my
head. as if under a sudden tempest. I had no
answer to make, no plea, and would have had
none even if I hadn’t been scared out of my
wits by the old man’s threats—which [ am
not ashamed to confess I was. If anything had
been lacking to tell me our number was
up. the fact that Kalliboas had. for the first
time in my knowledge of him, named the Nine
Shadows specifically, would have done so: no
longer was there need to hide from us the
hand of that dread body. We shouldn’t live
to spread the knowledge.

But if 1 was cowed, Poyning seemed not in
the least disposed to be. He rushed up to the
old man, his fists clenched, his face pale as

death. and for a moment I thought he was
going to hurl himself- upon him; but he
checked, and poured out a torrent of words
no whit less furious than those we just heard.
It was the cry of a creature at bay, seeing.
death ahead but very fully determined to
make a fight for it.

“Hospitality!” he cried, swinging around
and pointing towards the south. “In ancient
times it was a sacred duty to your people:
there is how you practice it today! Truly,
vou have improved upon the old custom of
vour race! A stranger came into the valley,
as it has been written, seeking rest from the
weariness of his travel. You gave him rest—the
rest {rom which there is no awakening. But it
happens that after many years the stranger’s
son has come into this valley. seeking him.
To the stranger’s son you lie, without seeming
to lie. No man, say you, was near the stranger
when he died—truly said. for you ot your great
wisdom can slay without poison or steel. But
it may be that the son shall see the body of

. his father and learn the manner of his death

—therefore vou hide your crime. Indeed you
are a righteous people. that the discovery of
murder is repellent to you! Justly you shun
contact with the outer world and its mis-
deeds—"

“Silence!" thundered Kalliboas. “‘Silence, or
it were better for you never to have been born!
Here shall vou remain, not setting foot over
the threshold. while it is decided what shali
become of vou. Strive not to flee—as well
strive to escape [rom the bowels of yonder
mountains! You have defied the Nine. and
the Nine shall settle your fate!”

With that he was gone, leaving on my mind,
at least. a very distinct impression that the
end would not be long coming. Poyning threw
himself on to a couch, where he sat a long
while in silence, his head buried in his hands.
When he looked up, all the fury of passion
was gone out of his face. and a deep-lined sor-
row had taken its place.

“It’s mv doing. Mirlees!” he groaned. “I have
dragged you into this. Forgive mel”

“There’'s nothing for me to forgive you
about.” I said. “I came into the business with
my eves wide open. Had 1 known as much
as I do now, I should have joined you more
readily still.”

“It's decent of you to say that,” he replied.
“even it it isn't all true. But there’s a good
deal you don’t know. Nor could I tell you
before, for it was a matter | talked about to
nobodv—it concerned my father’s honor.”

“That is a point I'm still in the dark upon,”
I observed.

Poyning sat twisting and untwisting his
hands. “It's an old story,” he said at last, “and
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till now it has been a mysterious one even
to me. You remember, back in China—my
God, it seems ages ago!—I told you and Philip-
~son I'd an ambition to explore these wilder-
-.nesses. Neither of you pressed me for my exact
motive, and I should not have told you if you
had. But I had a very particular reason in-
deed.”

He paused, with a twitching of the lips, but
after a while secmed to regain his grip, and
continued in a steady voice.

“My father was an officer in the Indian
Army, a good soldier. I helicve, but never pop-
ular in his regiment. Men were inclined to
look askance at him because of his strange,
moody, mystic temperament. These traits be-
came more pronounced in him after my
mother’s death, which occurred when I was
born. He had always been deeply ihterested in
oriental religions. and knew more of such
matters than it is usually thought good for
a European to know. There were even whis-
pers—no doubt the sort of silly gossip which
will gather round a man of his type—that he
dabbled in Eastern sorceries and devil-worship.
All this tended more and more to make him
a lonely man. Then came his mysterious dis-
appearance. He was stationed on the frontier
at the time, and had obtained six months'
leave to go up countrv—as he gave out, to
investigate certain obscure native traditions
with a view to writing an account of them.

“My father crossed the f{rontier from Kash-
mir, having no other European with him, and
from that point all trace of him was lost. Time
went on, his leave expired, but my father never
returned to his regiment. In the case of any

other man his disappearance might have been .

explained by some climbing accident or en-
counter with wild beasts, but my father’s repu-
tation being what it was. stories began to be
whispered about him. His namme fell under a
cloud. It was commonly believed that he still
lived, and had buried himself among a native
tribe in the wilderness where they practiced
the devilish cults in which he was known to
have been interested”

“I was at school in England, and could do
ittle towards clearing my father’s name. Only
on rare occasions “vhen officers who had known
him were on leave could I make any enquiries
at all, but one man, a Major Fetherston, with
whom my father had been more intimate than
with anybody else in India, showed me a let-
ter he had received from him just before his
departure for the interior. This gave me a
new clue. My father’s last letter to me had
mentioned that he was going up country to
investigate native traditions, but in this letter
-to Major Fetherston he actually specified the
tradition.

In former trips over the border, he said, he
had come across a curious story, to the effect
that somewhere far eastward of the mountains
lay a large valley inhabited by ghosts, who
lived in the temples of white stone and pos-
sessed the power of transforming themselves
into great birds. The tradition seemed so
strange and unusual, wrote my father, that
he was going to try and get more information
about it. Major Fetherston gave me that
letter. His manner was very kind, but it was
clear enough to me that he shared the com-
mon view that Major Poyning had committed
what, in the case of a private soldier, would
be called desertion.

HE years passed. Never another hint of

my father's fate reached me. but I resolved
that when I grew up I would find out the
truth about him, and that until his name
was cleared, I would mention my father to
nobody. Then, how to get to the East? Most
of my small patrimony had been swallowed
up in my education. Also, even if I could
get to India it would be difficult to prose-
cute the search there without giving out
that I was the son of a man disgraced. At
last, however, I got into touch with an old
scholar who was going to China to collect
materials for a hook on Eastern history. This
seemed my chance. I had read over and over
again my father's letter to Major Fetherston,
with the help of maps, and it seemed to me,
since this valley of ghosts was supposed to be
far east of the mountains, that my father must
have penetrated into Tibet, and that country
could be approached quite as avell from the
China side as from India. So I closed with the
old historian. I was to serve him as secretary
for a year, by the end of which time I had
no doubt I should have found something to
support me until the opportunity came to go
inland and follow my quest at closer quarters.

“We sailed together to Shanghai, but there,
on the day after landing, he died very sud-
denly, leaving me on the rocks. How I hawked
my learning in vain round the Treaty Ports
you alrcady know. The night I met Saunders
Philipson I was at the end of my tether and
desperate; I had expended my last dollars on
a bend with two officers off a river steamer,
fully intending to go to the British Consul
next morning and present myself as a beach-
comber in want of a passage home. Philipson’s
commission in Shanghai I naturally jumped
at, and then, when I heard that he was going
up country to investigate a legend apparently
identical with what I had been brooding over
for years, believe me, Mirlees, I very nearly
collapsed. I fancy that one fact has done
more to establish my faith in a Providence .
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than all the chapels I ever attended at school
and the ‘Varsity."”

He stopped. with an air so grave you would
never have believed this was the same casual
young exquisite we had picked up at Nanking.
If the adventure had donc nothing more for
Stephen Povning. it had deepened his draught
considerably. .

“Then.” he resumed at length. “when we
reached this place and found there had been
a previous explorer. and a European at that.
I felt T was near the end of my quest. I sce
now quite clearly that Kalliboas recognized
me almost at once from my likeness to mv
father. It was no more than a vague suspi-
cion at first. of course. but once 1 realized
that he was decliberately putting obstacles in
the wav of our visiting the stranger’s tomb.
my suspicions began to take shape. Since then
I have worked with one end: to unravel that
secret. My first attempt was a failure. as |
told you tonight. No doubt Kalliboas was
aware of it. and no doubt the cold-bloddecd
old fiend laughed to himself to think the
locked door and plaster casing would always
prevent me from learning the truth. But he
had reckoned without my ally.”

“You mean—"

“The Princess Helene. God knows what
I've done to earn it, Mirlees. but Helene loves
me a good deal more than she respects Kalli-
boas.” :

“But how did you come to see her? 1 take
it that is where vou've been prowling these
nights?”

Poyning looked uncomfortable. “It’s a qucer
thing for any sane man to tell,” he said. "‘a
very queer thing, but this is my version ot
it. On the second night after my accident.
Helene came to me in a dream so vivid—
well, it seemed too vivid to be merely that.
‘She stood beside my bed and spoke to me.
telling me again very positively that in another
day I should walk. When she went away, I
seemed to follow her, and hear her speak ot
herself as the Princess Helene. Then the vi-
sion, or whatever it was, faded away, and when
I woke in the morning, I was well enough con-
vinced it was no more than a common dream.
But then. by the accident of talking to you.
I discovered 1 knew her name and you did
nwot. That set me thinking. Could there bc.
I wondered, more in it than I had sup-
posed? I determined to put it to the test. The
road I went with her in the dream had re-
mained quite clear in my mind, and 1 fol-
lowed it to the point where the vision faded.
I was amazed to find everything fit in exactly,
and Helene waiting for me. It was then that
I learned her name was indeed Helene. and
that she was twin sister of Euphrosune.

“We met at the same place on the follow
ing night. and every night since, and she ha:
told me many things known to hardly a soul
in this valley but the Nine Shadows. My in-
quiries naturally enough were mainly for the
stranger who had come here hefore. Helene
had seen him. and remembered him. He was
a man. she said. very like me in face. though
much older. He came into the valley alone.
nearlv dead with exhaustion. and was tended
and hospitably entertained: none of the sec-
rets of the valley. however. were explained to
him. He knew nothing of the Hall of Wan-
dering Souls. or that languages of the outer
world arc understood there—which is a fact.
Mirlees. incredible as it mav seem—and as he
could not speak the language of the valley.
communication with him -was conducted
maostly by signs. After a time the stranger
wanted to go back by the way he had come.
but he was made to understand that he must
remain. He persisted. however: left his house
onc night alter dark and struck out for the
mountains southward. His body was discovered
on the (oothills next day.”

“How did he die?”

“‘Helene says that was never known. Ac-
cording to her view. no action had been de-
creed by the Shadows. but one of them took
the law into his own hands and—went into
action.’

“Then—then it can be done?”

“I solemnly believe. Mirlees—though I would
ncver expect any man who had not been here
1o believe it—that to prevent my father from
escaping from this valley and betraying its
sccret to the world. he was murdered, by some
tremendous concentration of will power acting
over a distance. It may even be. by the way.
that the Tibetan Sbrang Chikya was similarly
made awav with. though I have gathered no
information about him. The killing of my
father gave risc, apparently’ to considerable
dissatisfaction. and the Nine decided to make
amends—as if amends could he made for a
cold-blooded murder!—by burying the stranger

in state. Who the murderer was. too, I can-
not find out from Helene. But I have my own
suspicion.”

“Who?"

“Kalliboas.™

If this was so it would explain much. Ad-
mitting the amazing manner of the'murder as
a lact. if Kalliboas had indeed committed it
he might well wish to hide the crime from
the son of the murdered man, particularly as
his action had been repudiated by the dread
Nine. He might even have prevailed upon
the rest to sanction shrouding the body in
that opaque plaster case, taking advantage of
the dangerous state of the hillside as a pretext
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for delaying our visit to the tomb until the
work was complete.

ELL,” I said at last, “we’ve thrown down
the gauntlet to Kalliboas now. What do
you propose to do?”

“Nothing.” said Poyning. “At least for the
present. I've ruined you, Mirlees, and if I'm
not careful I shall ruin Philipson too—with-
out bettering my own prospects one scrap.
What he told us of his position here is more
than confirmed by what I have learned from
Helene. Our coming to the city has given
rise to dissension and intrigues which had
never been known in its history before.

“The Kalliphanes faction, who deny Phil-
ipson’s claim to the throne, are desperately
afraid our discovery of the valley will eventu-
ally lead to its being invaded by the outer
world at large, and they will stick at nothing
to prevent this. They are using the fear of
it as a lever to win over the Nine, urging
that if Philipson were the true Alexander he
would not have brought danger—meaning us
two—into the state with him. It is no pre-
tended fear of theirs, either, nor confined to
their faction. It was strong enough, as I be-
lieve, to cause Kalliboas to murder my father
on the mere suspicion that he was trying to
escape from the valley.”

“Pretty ghastly outlook for us if we try to
escape,” I said.

Poyning was staring straight ahead of him
as if into the far future. “For me there will
be no escape from this valley, Mirlees,” he
said. “I shall not attempt it.”

“D’you mean you'll be content to stay here
always?”

“Here, or anywhere else Helene may be. I
never loved a woman before, but I love one
now. I love her more than my life, more than
my honor. I shall never go back to the
world to clear my father’s name nqw. Even
if itowere possible for me to get out of the
valley alive—which I don’t think it is~I would
not go. I shall stay here and see the business
through. They may kill me for resisting the
Nine, but till they do I shall demand and
continue to demand that my father’'s mur-
derer be punished. They may kill me on the
score of Helene. She is looked upon by these
people as little short of divine. God knows
what is to happen to the stray foreigner who
has dared to love her. And you, Mirlees, what
will you think of me? If you try to escape
you will be left to do it alone.”

“It won’t be the first time in my life I've
been in that situation,” I said. “As for you,
and Philipson too, for that matter, it seems
to me circumstances have been too strong for
the both of you. Philipson may have known

more than he chose to tell me, but he can
hardly have guessed that if he brought me
into this valley I should be unable to get out.
And you weren't to know you would meet
your fate here.”

Poyning's face brightened immeasurably.
“Then you don’t think the worse of me for
it?” he cried.

“There’s one thing about me you seem to
forget. Poyning.” I said. “—if you ever knew
it. 1T loved a woman myself once. That was
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my wife. When she died, ten years ago, I
prayed for death also. I've often prayed for
it since. and if there hadn’t been my work
still to live for, I think I should have helped
myself to an answer to the prayer before now.
But there was my work—the digging out of
obscure facts about the East—and that’s- what
led me here.

“Just at present the chances seem to be
against my getting back to the outer world
and publishing an account of this valley, but
if ever I'm able to do that, never fear but
I shall let it be known the late Major Poyn-
ing met his death trying to return to his
regiment like a good soldier. If I meet my
own death here, it may bring me nearer to
the only woman I ever loved. So there ap-
pear to be compensations either way.”

He took my hand in silence, and wrung it
warmly.

“Come,” I said at length, “if there are only
a few days left to us we shan’t materially ex-
tend them by staying awake all night.”

With that I turned in and slept—not well, |
it is true, but soundly enough to hear nothing
of what happened during the night. That
something had happened was very plain. Poyn-
ing had vanished. His bedchamber was empty
and bare, and not a word could I extract
from the one solemn attendant left to me—
the rest were gone—as to what had become of
him. Moreover, looking out through the trac-
ery windows of the house, I observed several
stalwart figures disposed about it. At first I
couldn’t understand what these men were
doing, but it soon broke upon me. They were
my guards. 1 was a prisoner, in solitary con-
finement.

I must confess that Poyning's disappearance
aftected me with a peculiar sense of horror.
There, all day, I sat still or strode up and
down in that lonely twilit house, sinking
steadily lower in spirits, until by real twilight
of the outer day I was in such a terrible de-
pression as I had never known before. I
couldn’t account for it. My situation was
perilous enough in all conscience; I might be
led out to execution at any moment; but I
had often faced death before—I had faced it
many times on this adventure—with a light
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heart. Now abject terror, quaking cowardice
—all the torturing emotions with which a cra-
ven spirit views danger—seemed to be rushing
Over me in waves.

Then. with a sudden thrill of horror that
well nigh made me scrcam aloud. I realized
the truth. Somewhere, I knew not where, the
dark powers possessed by these people werc
being set in motion against me. I cannot hope
to adequately portray my feelings—there are
no words in our language equal to that ter
rible anguish of mind. At times I seemed to
he undergoing agonies of alarm like those |
had felt on the first occasion I was*hypnotized
in the Hall of Wandering Souls: the blackness
of darkness that surrounded and penetrated
my brain, and a ghastly physical impression
of falling miles through space: but what I had
experienced then was mere play to what |
felt now.

I could not have believed it possible for
human personality to plumb such abysses of
anguish. for the sensations I underwent were
decper. intenser by far than anything 1 had
ever dreamed; and beyond that, there was a
terrifving distinctiveness about this awful ob.
session. It was a feeling of fear. yet it was
not fear: it was like an cpitome of all the
stabbing sorrows of a lifetime, yet it was more
than any human sorrow: and over all. that
frightful sense of mental strangulation, as
though it were my soul that was writhing in
the grip of some soul far mightier, which
must soon crush it to nothingness and death.

HAT I did during this time [ do not

know, but afterwards, from the fact that
both my legs were black and blue. I con
cluded that I must have been from time to
time beaten to my knees by the anguish of
horror that surged over me, and that time
after time I struggled again to my feet. Sud-
denly, after how long I cannot determine, the
clouds lifted: my brain became clear and un-
roubled. and to my amazement I found my-
ielf in an excellent cheerfulness. The house
was now quite dark, but the darkness did not
distress me, nor had any shadow of fear
remained on my mind. To my even greater
astonishment I noticed I was healthily tired:
and without moregado I went to my bed-
chamber, threw myself on to my couch, and
slept a sound untroubled sleep till broad day-
light. On awaking I was still in such buoyant
spirits that I almost fancied the experience
of yesterday must have been some elaborate
delusion: that .my sudden imprisonment and
Poyning’s uncanny disappearance had so
preyed upon my mind that I had unconsciously
magnified a mere ordinary fit of the blues
into those horrors I have so feebly described.

As the day advanced, this impression deep-
ened: I felt comparatively happy.

Then. towards twilight, began again that
terrible obsession. It came more swiftly this
time, was more intense, and, I believe, lasted
longer.

When I came to myself I was lying on a
couch, and I noticed immediately that not
onlv my robe but the lawn covering of the
couch itself was wringing wet—drenched with,
the cold «weat of terror. The first thing I did
on rising was to take off my sandal and with
the buckle pin score two deep scratches on
the marble wall of the chamber. I did this
under a curious impulse to keep tally of the
davs ot my captivity, and it is that record
alone which enables me to say how long I was
imprisoned: afterwards morning and evening
became blurred in my memory in a sort of
incoherent jumble of horror.

It was. by the scorings on the wall, the
sixth night of my captivity. That day I had
been prey to the longest and severest attack
of mental anguish yet, but at what I take to
have been about nine in the evening, this had -
suddenly lifted. leaving me in a buoyancy of
spirit likewise more pronounced than I had
known from the beginning. 1 had retired to
bed, and lay for a long time wondering
whether this abrupt lightening of the gloom
meant that I was to be tortured no further,
when a female figure noiselessly entered my
room. The bedchamber, I may say, was at the
side of the house. and was illuminated during
davtime by a window of open marble tracery
built into the wall, through which the beams
of the moon. now nearing the full, eerily fil-
tered. The woman glided towards me, and
stood so close that I had no difficulty in
recognizing her as the maiden of Poyning's
adventure on the last night we spent together.

“Princess Helene!” I gasped.

Her wonderful features broke into a smile.
“You have mistaken me, stranger,” she whis-
pered. “I am Euphrosune, wife of the prince.
Hearken! You have been in great danger, and
you are in great danger still. You cannot fail
to know that attempts have been made to kill
you?" .

“Only too well.” 1 said. “Tell me, was it
Kalliboas?”

“We will speak no ill ot Kalliboas,” she
replied solemnly. “Kalliboas is dead. Seek not
the manner of his death, for these are terrible
matters and not good to be spoken of.”

“And Poyning?”

“The little one lives. My sister loves the
little one, and no harm will befall him so long
as we three, the prince and my sister and I,
live to shield him. But there are grave perils
that beset us all. Your coming to the city from
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the great world without has set our rulers one
against the other: we are in the cross-currents
of a stormy sea. It is well that you should
leave us, stranger.”

A tremendous new hope rose in me.

“You will help me to escape?” I cried in a
hoarse whisper.

“There is one thing that can enable us to

do that.” she said. “Mv husband has told me -

that among the race from whom you come,
_ oaths are sacred. If we contrive vour escape,
will you swear never by word or deed, now
~or henceforth, to betray the existence of our
country to any man of the outer world?”
. The words fell on my ears like a physical
blow. My new-born hope was dashed, rudely
to the ground. In a ﬂns”h Isaw all my ambition
fail: all the perils and hardships I had under-
gone in coming to this amazing land were
undergone in vain if I were debarred from
making it known to the world; never should
I reap the rewards and fame of a discovery
beside which whatever of discoveries 1 had
made before—I. who had given my life to the
making of discoveries in little-known lands—
would seem humdrum and small: never should
I see my name on the title page of the greatest
book of exploration ever printed. I think she
must have also learned from the prince what
my life-work in the outer warld had been. and
that she was aware of the struggle going on
within me.

“Listen, stranger,” she said. speaking with
an intensity of earncstness and persuasion.
“From that far-off dav when our prince® in
the life that was before. bade us keep our
land secret from the world. never have we
risked comtamination with the outer peoples.
Terribly do our people not less than our
rulers fear that pollution. It must not be!”

“And if I swear the oath?”

“The prince will contrive your flight. When
you have gone, there will be grea: tumult in
this valley—it may even be that the prince’s
own life will be in danger. But he will quell
that uprising. He will make known to our
rulers and if need be to our pcople that the
secret of this valley is safe with vou forever—
he will pledge his own sacred word.”

“And if 1 refuse to swear?”

“Can the prince sct at naught the command
which he, in his former coming, gave us? Can
he imperil the existence of his own people?
Without an oath of secrecy, by all you hold
most sacred, the prince will not, cannot,
countenance your return to the world without.
And should you try to escape by your own
devices, even though we will it, we may be
powerless to save you from swift destruction.”

1 remained gripping the coverlet of my
couch as if it were my great chance slipping
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away from me. “So be it,” I groaned at last.
“I swear by all I hold most sacred, never by
word or deed, now or henceforth, to betray
the existence of this country to any man of
the outer world.”

“It is bravely said. At this time tomorrow,
then, be ready to step out of this house and
leave the valley forever. And now, stranger,
farewell. Only once again will you see me in
this life. and then it may be that you shall
not know it is I.”

She made a queenly gesture. and I. stirred
by a sudden impulse of gratitude. had risen
from my couch and stretched out my hand to
take hers and raise it to mv lips. You who
have read thus far will now understand what I
mean when I say I have set down this incident
not in confidence that it will be believed.

My hand passed through hers, and through
her body, and I stumbled heavily against the
marble wall of the room.

S I HAVE already written, I offer no ex-
planation of the incident with which

my last chapter closes, but whatever it was, it
caused me to do something I had certainly
never done hefore over a mental shock. I must
have fainted. When I recovered consciousness
I was lying on the marble floor of my beg-
chamber chilly and stiff, and with a very palp-
able throbbing of my forehead. where, on
examination, I discovered a big bruise. So
much for the outside of my head. Within, my
brain .was also throbbing., partly with be-
wilderment, but a good deal more with exulta.
tion. I might be the sport of an hallucination.
but I flatly refused to believe it had no founda-
tion in fact. If I didn’t know, I felt that help

was coming.

I rose silently to my feet and stole across
to the tracery-window. From that spy-hole I
could see two of the watchers standing at some
distance away, motionless but clearly awake,
alert but seeming to have no suspicion that
anything out of the common had happened
inside the house. They could have heard
neither my talk nor the thud I must have
made when I fell. I then crept back to my
couch, and went carefully over the events of
the night. I wanted to fix them on my brain,
for I had a very pronounced impression they
were going to be of use to me. I determined,
too, that tomorrow I would get ready to
escape exactly as if the chance were really on
its way.

The day passed without much in the way
of incident, but it was one of the most exciting
I ever spent, and long before nightfall I was
in a downright fever. I watched myself min-
utely for any recurrence of the great depres-
sion, but there was no hint of it; my brain









it

BLIGHT.

S

It lived to destrov and destroved
to live, the evil monster whom

few had seen and none could

00 S

By
L. Major

Reynolds

kil ...

HE invisible bit of something did a

pirouette in the breeze from the open

door. It lifted easily, and floated down
the long hall. Another door opened, and suc-
tion took it into a room. It nestled close to
the form of a sleeping dog. Huddling nearer.
it seemed to vibrate. It grew with incredible
rapidity for a moment. The dog shuddered.
moaned and died.

The thing was stronger now. No longer en-
tirelv dependent on the breeze. A sort of mo-
bility had been attained. Steps sounded. and
a foot came close. A mighty effort, and the
thing was clinging to the side of a shoe. Cling-
ing in the desperation of the desire it felt.
The need of the life-forces sensed se¢ping even
through the heavy leather. For long moments
it clung. gaining strength with each passing
minute.

The shoe was removed. flung away. The
thing slid into a corner.

“Helen, I'm going to lie down for a while.
I feel rotten.”

The man was on the bed. out of reach. The
thing waited.

“All right. dear. I'm going to the store.
It’s so hot I'll bring some beer. You’'ll feel
better after a little rest. I'll leave the door
open so vou can get what breeze there is.”

Silence. and the - thing inching against the

warm, once Iriendly breeze. Grown now to
the size of a mouse, and almost visible. Crazy
angles passing over.its surface. Almost alive.
And hungry. avidly hungry.

The door at last. A stream of ants busily
carrving awayv a bit of sugar. And then the
line sprawled. in the pseudo-comedy of death.
Tiny bit by tiny bit the thing gained.

A_small kitten at play on the path was left
in the bare-fanged grin of extinction. Strong-
er now.

An old man. lving in the shade of a friend-
ly elm. sighed. and looked at nothing. The
thing moved easily.

A group of children, running in the inex-
haustible vigor of childhood. Then one was
carried awav. white and almost drained of
the precious energyv of life. The thing was
active.

“Doc. vou've got to save her! It'd kill her
mother if anvthing happcned to her baby.
She isn’t going to die. is she?”

“No. but it was a close call. She’ll be okay
now. I can’t figure out what happened. I
gave her a checkup last week, and she was in
perfect health. This is one of those things we
say couldn’t happen, and then they do. If
another attack like this strikes her, though,
there will be no hope.” )

“Thanks. Doc. I'll watch her like a hawk.
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Whereabouts can 1 reach you if 1 have to?"

“My office will know where I am at all times.
Call me tonight in any case, and let me know
how she is.” )

The thing waited patiently. Moving at will
now, but still hungry. Waiting in a dry gut.
ter, for whatever chance might bring. Visible
at last. Afraid. The first inkling of fear, of
discovery.

A pair of lovers, arm in arm, strolling down
the walk. A gradual weakening, and the be-
wildered boy, staring wide eyed at the crum-
pled form, . .

"I don’t understand this. Your daughter is
‘the second one today to have this same thing
happen.” The doctor was puzzled. “And old
Mr. Evart's death was certainly peculiar. The
coroner can’t ind any reason for it. His heart
was all right, for I gave him a going-over about
a month ago. Something's hshy about all
this!”

“What can we do, Doctor?” The father was
white faced from the strain. “We can’t let
anything like this go on. What could cause
anything like ite”

“I've told you I don’t know! If I did, there
would be something done about it. However,
I'm going to call the police.”

The thing lay concealed back of a thick
hedge, partially sated. Lying quietly for-the
moment. A green winged Luna moth lit on
a low hanging branch. And toppled, to spread
crumpled wings in the dappled rays of moon-
light. Still the thing hungered, now in the
first stirrings of knowledge.

Visible now, to any eyes. Only a faint pat-
tern of the other-world corruscations on its
surface. Shapeless as yet, neither knowing
or caring. The only emotion, the sating of
the insatiable hunger. Energy to live, energy
to build.

The tiny crawling and flying things of the
night, each giving, under protest, their bit of
life. A wee, heavily-uddered field mouse, hur-
rying home, stopped, to moulder where she
lay. Her nest of babies waited in vain.

The thing cringed at the sudden volume of
loud voices and the blaze of light.

“I talked to the doc myself, and he said it
must be some kind of an animal. But none
of the kids saw anything this afternoon, and
I don’t believe in spooks.” The sergeant of
police didn’t sound as confident as he would
have liked. “Have they finished with that last
yard yet? If they have, let's get going on this
one.”

A hand came through the hedge, directly
in front of the thing. Ingtinctive hunger
fought a brief battle with the faint bit of
knowledge and instinct won.  The hand
groped for a moment, and was snatched back.

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

“Lookit my hand! It feels like it's dead!
Whatever the thing is, it's in that hedge. Gim-
me a club!” '

A smashing impact through the hedge, and
a direct blow in the center of the thing.
Wave after wave of hitherto unknown pain
struck in blinding flashes. Frantically it
squirmed away to seek another hiding place.

“I think I hit it! Throw a light over here.
The club landed on something soft. Here’s
the place. See, the open part in the hedge
where my club went through. Nothing there
now, but I hit something!”

The search went on, and the thing, lying
under a parked car at the curb, suffered al-
most audibly.  The hard won energy was
fading fast in the unceasing surges of pain.
It shrunk rapidly into invisibility again, but
with the knowledge it had gained remaining.

QUIET, and welcome darkness came. The
search moved on. A few yards from the
thing was the opening of a sewer. Long agon-
izing moments it took to travel that small
space, then haven at last.

“Hey, Jim, take a look at the sewage before
it gets in the tank. Did you ever see so many
dead rats? I've seen at least fifty of 'em this
morning. Suppose it's an epidemic?”’

“Search me, but we'd better fish out a
couple and send 'em to the Board of Health.”

The thing was thriving, gaining in size, and
learning fast. It crouched by the opening of
the sewer and watched the outer world. Nev-
er again would it make the mistake of tak-
ing too much from any one of the thinking
creatures. Always the little from the many.

A dog ventured too close to the opening,
and was gone. The thing looked long at the
shape before it, and knowledge came to the
fore. Slowly it formed into the shape of its
victim. A cautious few steps outside, and the
glad cries of the children.

The single thought, a little from the many.
But the avid hunger remained.

“If I didn’t know better, I'd swear there
was an epidemic of anemia in this part of
town.” The doctor was mumbling to him-
self. “Seems as if every child has the same
symptoms. A sort of ‘don’t care' attitude.
They act as if they were about half alive. . . .
Half alive? Good God, that must be it. Miss
Crane, get me the police!”

The sergeant was speaking. “I know there
was something there that night, ‘cause I felt
the club hit it. And what about all those dead -
bugs, and the little field mouse we found?
The bunch all kid me about wanting to be a
hero, but, Doc, I know there was something
behind that hedge!”

(Continued on page 112)
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THE VALLEY OF EYES UNSEEN

(Continued from page 97)
action, this connects it with the rib; both are
moved by the right hand reaching up, the
arm flexed double.”

I shook the both of them by the hand, then
called up the Chinese servants and bade them
goodbye also. Philipson helped me into the
suit, a light garment but astonishingly warm.
which fitted close to the body all over, leaving
nothing exposéd but the mask of the facc:
round my waist were strung my little bundle.
a parcel of food. a packet of rough silver, and
a flint with which I was to burn the wings
when they hud served my purpose. The latter
were then opened out and strapped on.

LSPITE the ghastly experiences of my

imprisonment. I felt surprisingly vigorous
and alert. whipped up. I've no doubt. by ¢x-
citement: and though I found these heavier
wings were indeed harder to use than the un.
powered type—particularly when it was a
question of first getting up from the earth—I
managed to rise on a light puff of wind and
swept round once or twice with fair case. The
power was easy to manipulate in the extreme.
I had barely moved the second lever when 1
hcard something swing into place with a
sharp clink and felt the wings suddenly begin
to flap without any help from my arms.

Though I had seen this pattern of wing
belore and speculated long on its secret, I
must admit my first experience of it at close
quarters filled me with the utmost stupefac-
tion. That strange power-box. emitting noth-
ing but a faint clatter which was almost
drowned in the rustle of the wings themselves.
was working strongly and steadily within two
feet of my head. yet not for all the wealth in
the world could I more than vaguely guess
how, Amazement gave way almost at once to
confidence. It was incredible, of course, that |
should really be able to cross tremendous
ranges of mountains on this apparatus, yet |
know that at that moment I was profoundly
convinced I could. Then, remembering Philip-
son’s injunction. I turned off the power; cven
so I was astonished to find how far my wings
biad taken me from the spot where Philipson
and Poyning stood waiting.

I drew near, hovering in the way I had
been taught, and swept my gaze back over
the lost city of Hellas where it rose calm and
magnificent, its white roofs gleaming in the
moonlight. At that instant I saw something
that set my pulses tingling with more than
the exhilaration of flight. Away over the city,
three or four black batlike shapes had ap-
peared in the sky. In a second I had begun
to rise again, wheeling round short.

“Look over towards the city!” I cried.

101
“Goodbye and good luck to you alll”
I heard a sharp answering cry from below—

“Fly for your life!”

That was the last word I was ever to hear
from the lips of the man I had known as
Saunders Philipson.

My mind had been instantly made up. As
in a lightning flash I saw my escape. which
by this time had become a mad, overwhelming
desire in me. suddenly threatened by those
sinister shapes against the wan-gold sky of
the night. All the horrors of my captivity of
the past week rose again before me, and I
determined 1 would make my dash for free-
dom now. pursuers or none. and that I would
never be taken alive, So, with Philipson’s last ’
cry ringing in my ears, I pushed back the
power-lever of the wings to its fullest. and
swept furiously awav into the night.

I had risen above the highest point of what
had been our route in, in what seemed a few
minutes—though it can hardly have been less
than an hour—and was whirling at a prodi-
gious pace over the long gutter-like depres-
sions which. fortunately for me, preserve in
this region a gencral east-by-west trend. On
cither hand towcred majestic peaks, wilder
and grander in this ecrie light even than they
had looked to our fevered eyes when we came.
and though my own altitude was far below
their summits I knew I must be little short
of four miles above sea level. Height-sickness

"I certainly felt: I could taste blood as it

trickled down over my lips, and my breath
came in long. violent gasps; yet this malady
scemed to attack me far less dangerously than
when moving on the ground—which I attri-
buted in some degree to the glow of warmth I
felt all over me trom my clothing, and to the
fact that I kept my arms for the most part
through the thong loops of the wings, thus
producing a violent exercise and augmented
body-heat.

I had glanced back several times for any

" sign of pursuit, but there was none. No doubt

it was that that made me overconfident. I
must certainly have relaxed my vigilance, for
now, suddenly looking up, 1 saw quite dis-
tinctly a figure flying ahead of me. How that
form could have got past without my having
any suspicion, I was utterly at a loss to ima-
gine. yet there it was; and more uncanny
still was the fact that when I now looked
behind I saw three figures only a few hundred
yards from me. These were apparently the
three pursuers I had seen over the city.

1 plunged furiously on. It seemed certain
enough that if four enemies could ‘“‘bracket”
me in this way both behind and in front,
they would ‘have small difficulty in heading
me off if I turned out of my course; moreover,
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'HEART ATTACK OR
INDIGESTION?

THANK HEAVENS! Most attacks are Jjust acid
indigestion. When it strikes, take Bell-ans tab-
lets. They contain the fastest- -acting medicines
known to doctors for the relief of heart-
burn, gas and simllar distress.

HYPNOTISM

Learn to apply this tremendous POWER. Win love. Develop
magnetic personality, control. Increase your tncome. ANY-
ONE can master this great myetic power in rhort time.
32{?"1‘ DELAY. Write for frce Information NOW—TO-

“Proven guaranteed results since 1921”
INSTITUTE OF APPLIED HYPNOLOGY
120 Central Park So., N. Y. 19, Dept. 38

all tobacco craving safe In
Join the thousands who have compl obtained
satisfactory freedom from tobacco wl’L the old
genumo TOBACCO BANISHER. Send for FREE
OOKLET describing the 1Il effects of tobacco, and
a safe, reliable home treatment. A proven success
for 40 years. GUSTAF H. GUSTAFSON CO.

2325 E. Vickery Bivd., Dept. PP, Ft. Worth 4, Texas

RUNNING
WATER.”

Attaches euanly quickly w n.n{ standard
faucet. Regulates umpernlure y tuimnin,
nucet Operates AC or DC, Comes wli
8-ft. rubber cable and plux Our DELUX

eater has dellxhled many thousands of
users. Send 84.03 cash. check, or M.O.—
wo wlll ship prepald or, if you wish, we

will ship C.0.D.—you pa& lmnn $4.95
rder

plus le\v cent.s postage. for $12—

TRONICS CO.
lew York 11, N. Y.

\.1\'
M POLITAN K|
Dept. 350 IOG Fifth A

B1G DEMAND in Auto Body and Fender work.
Start training now in your spare time at home
for good pg work. Practical shop experience
tncluded. U.E. I Training covers metalwork,
welding, painting, etc. Placement service—or
. we will show you how to start your own shop.
Bebind U.E.1. TRAINING is

a large national organization Write for
founded 1927. Write today for Free Facts
FREE FACTS—No obligation.

e UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE

——

UTQ-CRAFTS

BIViTho N

8823 SHEFFIELD AVE., DEPT. XL-4, CHICAQO 14, ILLINOIS

* FreeBook;

MOUNT BIRDS, ANIMALS, FISH
. ﬁlm'm.v?l:l’ld“myl 'll'cll; b&' to louip at
to animals, heads
Do b2 a0 Tenat b l'asNu- BOTS: bl Also
apare time. WRITE TODAY — NOW —
@  {o7iree book containing 100 gamo pictures. Stats AGE.
N.W.School of Taxidermy, Dept. 4203, Omaha, Neb.

MAIL
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Teday

Baking 18 one of America’s high industries in wages.
early depression-] ?roof Thorough basic home course .
ay8 %ound foundatlon. If you bave aptitude, write for

LET,“Opportunitiesin Commercial Baking."
National BakingSchool, 833 Diversey Pkwy, Dpt.1933,Chicagole
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‘looked about.

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

(Continued from page 100)

“] know now there was too, Sergeant, but 1
can’t tell you what vou hit. Whatever it was,
it's back again, and I'm licked. We can’t keep
every child in town under lock and key. Well,
get the men together and we'll start lookmg
again.’

And look they did. Tn daylight this time,
accompanied by the languid children, and a
frisky dog. An affectionate dog, who would

lean against a leg for a moment, or beg for
a caress.

The search went on relentlessly. Even into
the treetops.

“Hey. kids. whose dog is this? Try and

keep him awav. I've stepped on him a dozen
times.”

“That’s Rustv. He belongs to him. He
plays with us all the time now. He didn’t
use to like to play with us, but he does now.”

“Well, keep him with you, and away from
us. We're too busy to bother with him. Here,
kid. pick him up and hold him.”

The moment came when one of the search-
ers looked in the sewer opening. And pulled
out the carcass of a brown dog.

“Hey. that’s Rusty! See. that’s his collar. I
thought he was here with us.” A medley of
childish voices. )

A crumpled form lay in the street. And the
friendly dog was gone.

The doctor was grim. “Sergeant, keep a
man detailed to this block, to kill that ani-
mal on sight! Don't ever let it get near any
of the children. or adults either. I have no
idea what that thing was, but I know it wasn't
a dog! Help me with this child!”

The thing was back in the sewer again.
Once more, hunger had triumphed over
knowledge. It was eager now. The taste of
the outside world it had known, called for
return.

It came out at night now, and watched.
Watched and learned, watched and gained.
The way of lovers in their nightly strollings.
The clasped hands. the stolen kisses. Always
a contact. The contact needed for the taking
of the precious energy.

The rats died by hundreds. So little food

in so short a life. So little from so many.
Slowly the thing grew. :
Knowledge at last of the way. The long

crawling change. The watchful hours taught
the need of clothing. And little by little, that
need was fulfilled.

The shape took the form of a girl.

The thing stood on the street corner, and
It went slowly down the walk,

pursued by two ardent males. aEm
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