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Are You
Reading the Best?

You will find a wealth of fascinating stories in Weird Tales,
the unique magazine. The brilliant success of this magazine has
been founded on its unrivaled, superb stories of the strange,
the grotesque and the terrible— gripping stories that stimulate
the imagination and send shivers of apprehension up the spine
—tales that take the reader from the humdrum world about us
into a deathless realm of fancy— marvelous tales so thrillingly

told that they seem very real.

W eird Tales prints the best weird fiction in the world today.
If Poe were alive he would undoubtedly be a contributor. In
addition to creepy mystery stories, ghost-tales, stories of devil-
worship, witchcraft, vampires and strange monsters, this maga-
zine also prints the cream of the weird-scientific fiction that is
written today— tales of the spaces between the worlds, surgical

stories, and stories that can scan the future with the eye of prophecy.

Read
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NEFER“TSTI

THE BEAUTIFUL

V

Knew Strange Secrets
of Life and Love

For a Thousand Years the World
Sought for Her Knowledge

AT LAST the strange facts have been revealed about Nefer-titi, the Queen wife of

Akhenaten the Mystic King of Egypt. She reigned after his death in 1350
B. C., and for hundreds of years preserved the secret teachings of this leader of
mystic schools. Nefer-dti was the most magnetic woman ever born in Egypt, the
most beautiful and the most mysterious; for she exercised a power over people and
conditions which puzzled the Egyptians as well as the Tribes of Israel and the

 Free Book Tells the Story

A new book will be loaned to those sincerely interested in attaining a true mastership of life’s
problems and the ability to direct the affairs of their lives as do the mystics of the Far East and the
oriental lands. This book, called "The Light of Egypt,” written by Sri Ramatherio, Scribe, tells
all about the teachings and secret principles which formed the.mysterious knowledge possessed by
the Rosicrucian Brotherhood of which the Pharaoh and Queen Nefer-titi were leaders. For a thou-
sand years the world sought for such information as this, and now it is issued in. a private book.

Men and Women Astonished

The simplicity of the great laws known to the ancient mystics and the ease with whidi they can
be developed into powerful hejps in our lives, astonishes every man and woman who reads this
book. One hour a week in reading, and a few minutes each day in testing the simple rules, will

bring marvelous changes in yyur health, business and social affairs, and in your happiness and
prosperity.
If you wish this free book, and will promise to read it carefully, and if you have spare time to

study and develop your inner powers, write a letter asking for “The Light of Egypt.” Address
your letter carefully as follows:

LIBRARIAN H. X. K.

ROSICRUCIAN BROTHERHOOD
San Jose, (AMORC) California

(Perpetuating the Original and Only Rosicrucian Fraternity)
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Stories, bemoans the Europeanization of the Orient. "Afghanistan,” writes

e Mr. Hurst, in a letter to the editor, "is probably the last left of the real back-
ward Orient, since Turkey has become modernized, and China never gave me so
much the feeling of the Oriental as merely different from England.. The Orient
seems to demand houris and Persian poetry, both of which are found in Afghan-
istan, while a slant-eyed Chinese woman lacks entirely the voluptuous, romantic, mys-
terious appeal of the Aryan Oriental. Afghanistan as yet lacks any railroad, unless
one has just been built, which is doubtful.”

The coronation of Nadir Shah as Amir of Afghanistan, according to the news
dispatches, was truly European in character, and shows that Afghanistan has
changed vastly in the few years since Mr. Hurst was in that strange and picturesque
land. The principal actors in the coronation ceremonies rode to the coronation in
American-made cars, and Nadir Shah himself arrived in a Rolls-Royce. Airplanes
zoomed overhead, and after the coronation, Afghan school children, in European
clothes, put on a football game for the entertainment of the spectators. Alas for the
picturesqueness of the Orient, when even in Afghanistan such Europeanization
holds! And King Feisal of Irak flew to the sickbed of his father in Cyprus by air-
plane. And the rickshaw coolies of Shanghai have called a strike. Modernization
is slowly forcing the world into a common standard of customs.

SB. H. HURST, whose stories are one of the strongest features of Oriental

The picturesque Orient, however, will continue to live and breathe in the pages
of this magazine. Hurst himself has written a thrilling story of Afghanistan of a
few years back— Afghanistan as he remembers it so vividly. He has given it the fla-
vor of Kabul— the slow, dream-like, yet brutal, quality of its coffee shops. And the
end of the yarn is about the most dramatic thing he ever wrote. This story, The
Test of a Ghost, will be published soon in Oriental Stories.

The first of our historical tales, Red Blades of Black Cathay, appears in the
current issue. Although this magazine will present the glamor and mystery of con-
temporary Asia, we will publish an occasional historical tale, bringing to you the
picture in vivid action of past epochs. That is, we will do so if you want us to.
These stories will be selected not because they are historical, but because they are
corking good stories, replete with thrills and fascinating interest, and filled with the
flavor of the Orient. We will publish another historical tale in our next issue:
Hawks of Outremer, by Robert E. Howard. This is a tale of the Crusades, Outremer

(Continued on page 429)
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"His heavy, straight blade sheared through the
lacquered buckler.”

Red Blades
of Black Cathay

By TEVIS G.SMITH and ROBERT E. HOWARD

A Vivid Tale of Genghis Khan

Trumpets die in the loud parade, But a song still lives in the ancient hills,
The gray mist drinks the spears; And the scent of a vanished rose.

Banners of glory sink and fade Ride with us on a dim, lost road

In the dust of a thousand years. To the dawn of a distant day,

Singers of pride the silence stills, When swords were bare for a guerdon rare—
The ghost of empire goes, The Flower of Black Cathay.
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CHAPTER 1

HE singing of the swords was a

I deathly clamor in the brain of
Godric de Villehard. Blood and

sweat veiled his eyes and in the instant of
blindness he felt a keen point pierce a
joint of his hauberk and sting deep into
his ribs. Smiting blindly, he felt the jar-
ring impact that meant his sword had
gone home, and snatching an instant’s
grace, he flung back his vizor and wiped
the redness from his eyes. A single
glance only was allowed him: in that
glance he had a fleeting glimpse of huge,
wild black mountain; of a clump of mail-

clad warriors, ringed by a howling horde

of human wolves; and in the center of
that clump, a slim, silk-clad shape stand-
ing between a dying horse and a dying
swordsman. Then
surged in on all sides, hacking like mad-
men.

the wolfish figures

"Christ and the Cross!” the old Cru-
sading shout rose in a ghastly croak from
Godric’s parched lips. As if far away he
heard voices gaspingly repeat the words.
Curved sabers rained on shield and hel-
met. Godric’s eyes blurred to the sweep,
of frenzied dark faces with bristling,
foam-flecked beards. He fought like a
man in a dream. A great weariness fet-
tered his limbs. Somewhere— long ago it
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seemed— a heavy ax, shattering on. his
helm, had bitten through an old dent to
rend the scalp beneath. He heaved his
curiously weighted arm above his head
and split a bearded face to the chin.

"En avant, We must
hack through the gates,
thought the dazed brain of Godric; we
but once

Montferrat."”
and shatter
can not long stand this press,
within the city— no— these walls were
not the walls of Constantinople: he was
mad; he dreamed— these towering heights
were the crags of a lost and nameless
land and Montferrat and the Crusade lay
lost in leagues and years.

Godric’s steed reared and pitched head-
long, throwing his rider with a clash of
Under the lashing hoofs and the
shower of blades, the knight struggled
clear and rose, without his shield, blood
starting from every joint in his armor.
He reeled, bracing himself; he fought
not these foes alone, but the long grind-
ing days behind— the days and days of
hard riding and ceaseless fighting.

Godric thrust upward and a man died.
A simitar shivered on his crest, and the-
wielder, tom from his saddle by a hand
that was still iron, spilled his entrails at
Godric’s feet.
howling, seeking to overthrow the giant
Frank by sheer weight of numbers. Some-
in the hellish din a woman’s
scream knifed the air. A clatter of hoofs
burst like a sudden whirlwind and the
press was cleared. Through a red mist
the dulling eyes of the knight saw the
wolfish, skin-clad assailants swept away
by a sudden flood of mailed riders who
hacked them down and trampled them

armaor.

The rest reined in around

where

under.

Then men were dismounting around
him, men whose gaudy silvered armor,
high fur kaftans and two-handed simitars
he saw as One with thin
drooping mustaches adorning his dark
in a Turkish tongue

in a dream.

face spoke to him

ORIENTAL STORIES

the knight could faintly understand, but
the burden of the words was unintel-
ligible. He shook his head.

"l can not linger,” Godric said, speak-
ing slowly and with growing difficulty,
"De Montferrat awaits my report and |
must—-ride— East— to— find— the—
kingdom— of— Prester— John— bid— my
— men— mount--------

His voice trailed off.
they lay about in a silent, sword-gashed
cluster, dead as they had lived— facing
the foe. Suddenly the strength flowed
from Godric de Villehard in a great surge
and he fell as a blasted tree falls. The
red mist closed about him, but ere it en-
gulfed him utterly, he saw bending near
him two ~eat dark eyes, strangely soft
and luminous, that filled him with form-
less yearning; in a world grown dim and
unreal they were the one tangible reality
and this vision he took with him into a
nightmare realm of shadows.

He saw his men;

odric'S return to waking life was as
G abrupt as his departure. He opened
his eyes to a scene of exotic splendor. He
was lying on a silken couch near a wide
window whose sill and bars were of
chased gold.
marble floor and the walls were of mosa-
ics where they were not worked in de-
signs of gems and silver, and were hung
with heavy tapestries of silk, satin and
cloth-of-gold. The ceiling was a single
lofty dome of lapis-lazuli from which was
suspended on golden chains a censer that

Silken cushions littered the

shed a faint alluring scent over all.
Through the window a faint breeze
wafted scents of spices, roses and jas-

mine, and beyond Godric could see the
dear blue of the Asian skies.

He tried to rise and fell
startled exclamation. W hence this strange
weakness? The hand he lifted to his gaze
than should be,
bronze was faded. He gazed in perplex-

back with a

was thinner and its
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ity at the silken, almost feminine gar-
ments which clothed him, and then he
remembered— the long wandering, the
battle, the slaughter of his men-at-arms.
His heart turned sick within him as he
remembered the staunch faithfulness of
the men he had led to the shambles.

A tall, thin yellow mao with a kindly
face entered and smiled to see that he
was awake and in his right mind. He
spoke to the knight in several languages
unknown to Godric, then used one easy
to understand— a rough Turkish dialect
much akin to the bastard tongue used-by
the Franks in their contacts with the
Turanian peoples.

"W hat place is this?” asked Godric.
"How long have | lain here?”

"You have lain here many days,” an-
swered the other. ”1 am You-tai, the
emperor's man-of-healing. This is the
heaven-bom empire of Black Cathay. The
princess Yulita has attended you with her
own hands while you lay raving in delir-
ium. Only through her careand yourown
marvelous natural strength have you sur-
vived. When she told the emperor how
you with your band recklessly
charged and delivered her from the hands
of the Hian bandits who bad slain her
guard and taken her prisoner, the heav-
enly one gave command that naught be
spared to preserve you. Who are you,
most noble lord? W hile you raved you
spoke of many unknown peoples, places
and battles and your appearance is such as
to show that you come from afar.”

Godric laughed, and bitterness was in
his laughter.

"Aye,” quoth he, "I have ridden far;
the deserts have parched my lips and the
mountains have wearied my feet.
seen Trebizond

small

I have
and
Teheran and Bokhara and Samarcand. |
have looked on the waters of the Black
Sea and the Sea of Ravens. From Con-
stantinople far to the west | set forth

in my wanderings,
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more than a year agone, riding eastward.
I am a knight of Normandy, Sir God-
ric de Villehard.”

"l have heard of some of the places
you name,” answered You-tai, “but many
of them are unknown to me. Eat now,
and rest. In time the princess Yulita will
come to you.”

So Godric ate the curiously spiced rice,
the dates and candied meats, and drank
the colorless rice wine brought him by a
flat-faced girl slave who wore golden
bangles on her ankles, and soon slept,
and sleeping, his unquenchable vitality
began to assert itself.

When he awoke from that long sleep
he felt refreshed and stronger, and soon
the pearl-inlaid doors opened and a
slight, silk-dad figure entered. Godric’s
heart suddenly pounded as he again felt
the soft, tender gaze of those great dark
eyes upon him. He drew himself together
with an effort; was he a boy to tremble
before a pair of eyes, even though they
adorned the face of a princess?

Long used was he to the veiled women
of the Moslems, and Yulita’s creamy
cheeks with her full ruby lips were like

an oasis in the waste.

"I am VYulita,” the voice was soft,
vibrant and musical as the silvery tinkle
of the fountain 71
wish to thank you. You are brave as
Rustum. When the Hians rushed from

the defiles and cut down my guard, | was

in the court outside.

afraid. You answered my screams as un-
expectedly and boldly as a hero
down from paradise. |
brave men died.”

"And | likewise,” the Norman an-
swered with the bluntness of his race,
"but it was their trade: they would not
have had it otherwise and they could not
have died in a better cause.”

"But why did -you
aid me,

sent
am sorry your

life to
who am not of your race and

risk your
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whom you never saw before?” she pur-
sued.

Godric might have answered as would
nine out of any ten knights in his position
— with the repeating of the vow of chiv-
alry, to protea all weaker things. But
being Godric de Villehard, he shrugged
his shoulders. "God knows. | should
it was death to us all to
charge that horde. | have seen too much
rapine and outrage since | turned my face
east to have thus thrown away my men
and expedition in the ordinary course of
events. Perhaps

have known

I saw at a glance you
blood and followed the
knight’s natural instina to rush to the aid
of royalty.”

She bowed her head. "I am sorry,”

"I am not,” he growled. "My men
would have died anyhow today or tomor-
row — now they are at rest. We have
ridden through hell for more than a year.
Now they are beyond the sun’s heat and
the Turk’s saber.”

She rested her chin on her hands and
her elbows on her knees,

were of regal

leaning for-
into his eyes. His
swam momentarily. Her eyes
traversed his mighty frame to return to
his face. Thin-lipped, with cold gray
eyes, Godric de Villehard’s sun-darkened,
clean-shaven inspired trust and
respea in men but there was little in his
appearance to stir the heart of a woman.
The Norman was not past thirty, but his
hard life had carved his face
flexible lines.

ward to gaze deep
senses

face

into in-
Rather than the beauty that
appeals to women, there was in his feat-
ures the lean strength of the hunting
wolf. The forehead was high and broad,
the brow of a thinker, and once the
mouth had been kindly, the eyes those of
a dreamer. But now his eyes were bitter
and his whole appearance that of a man
with whom life has dealt hardly— who
has ceased to look for mercy or to give it.

"Tell me, Sir Godric,” said Yulita,

ORIENTAL STORIES

"whence come you and why have you
ridden so far with so few men?”

"It’s a long tale,” he answered. "It
had its birth in a land half-way across the
world. | was a boy and full of high ideals
of chivalry and knighthood— and | hated
that Saxon-French pig, King John. A
wine-bibber named Fulk of Neuilly began
ranting and screaming death and damna-
tion because the Holy Land was still in
the possession of the Paynim. He howled
until he stirred the blood of such young
fools as myself, and the barons began re-
cruiting men— forgetting how the other
Crusades had ended.

"W alter de Brienne and that black-
faced cutthroat Simon de Montfort fired
us young Normans with promises of sal-
vation and Turkish loot, and we set forth.
Boniface and Baldwin were our leaders
and they plotted against each other all the
way to Venice.

"There the mercenary Venetians re-
fused us ships and it sickened my very
entrails to see our chiefs go down on
their knees to those merchant swine.
They promised us ships at last but they
set such a high price we could not pay.
None of us had any money, else we had
We
wrenched the jewels from our hilts and
the gold from our buckles and raised
part of the money, bargaining to take
various cities from the Greeks and give
them over to Venice for the rest of the
price. The Pope— Innocent Ill— raged,
but we went our ways and quenched our
swords in Christian blood, instead of

never started on that mad venture.

Paynim.

"Spalato we took, and Ragusa, Sebenico
and Zara. The Venetians got the cities
and we got the glory,” here Godric
laughed harshly. A quick glance told him

the girl was sitting spellbound, eyes
aglow. Somehow he felt ashamed.
"W ell,” he continued, "young Alexius

who had been driven from Constantino-
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pie persuaded us that it would be doing
God’s work to put old Angelus back on
the throne, so we fared forth.

"W e took Constantinople with no
great difficulty, but only a scant time had
elapsed before the maddened people
strangled old Angelus and we were forced
to take the city again.
sacked it and split the empire up.
Montfort had
and |
ferrat,

This time we
De
long returned to England
fought under Boniface of Mont-
who was made King of Mace-
donia. One day he called me to him, and
said he: 'Godric, the Turkomans harry
the caravans and the trade of the East
dries up because of constant war. Take a
hundred men-at-arms and find me this
kingdom of Prester John.. He too is a
Christian and we may establish a route
of trade between us, guarded by both of
us, and thus safeguard the caravans.'
"Thus he spoke, being a natural-born

liar and unable to tell
wager. |

the truth on a
saw through his design and
understood his wish for me to conquer
this fabulous kingdom for him.

" 'Only a hundred men?’ quoth 1.

"'l can not spare you more,’ said he,
‘lest Baldwin and Dandolo and the Count
of Blois come in and cut my throat. These
are enow. Gain ye to Prester John and
abide with him awhile— aid him in his
wars for a space, then send riders to re-
port your progress to me. Mayhap then
I can send you more men/ And his eye-
lids drooped in a way | knew.

" '‘But where lies this kingdom?’ said I.
” "Easy enough,’ said he; 'to the east—

any fool can find it if he fares far
enough.’
"So,” Godric’s face darkened, "I rode

east with a hundred heavily armed horse-
men— the pick of the Norman warriors.
By Satan, we hacked our way through!
Once past Trebizond we had to fight

almost every mile. We were assailed by
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Turks, Persians and Kirghiz, as well as
by our natural foes of heat, thirst and
hunger, A hundred men—there were less
than a score with me when | heard your
screams and rode out of the defiles. Their
bodies scattered from the hills of
Black Cathay to the shores of the Black

lie

Sea. Arrows, spears, swords, all took
their toll, but still | forged eastward.”
"And all for your liege lord!” cried

Yulita, her eyes sparkling, as she clasped
her hands. "Oh, it is like the tales of
honor and chivalry; of Iran and those
has told me of the heroes of
ancient Cathay. It makes my blood burn!
You too are a hero such as all men were
once in the days of our ancestors, with
your courage and loyalty!”

The sting of his healing wounds Bit
into Godric.

You-tai

"Loyalty?” he snarled "To that
devious-minded assassin, Montferrat?
Bah! Do you think | intended giving up

my life to carve out a kingdom for him?
He had naught to lose and all to gain.
He gave me a handful of men, expecting
to receive the rewards of what | did. If
| failed, he was still winner, for he would
be rid of a turbulent vassal. The king-
dom of Prester John is a dream and a
fantasy™ | have followed a will-o’-thc-
wisp for a thousand miles. A dream that
receded farther and farther into the mazes
of the East, leading me to my doom.”

"And had you found it, what then?”
asked the girl, grown suddenly quiet.

Godric shrugged his shoulders. It was
not the Norman way to flaunt secret ambi-
tions to any chance-met man or woman,
but after all, he owed his life to this girl.
She had paid her debt to him and there
was something in her eyes.

"Had | found Prester John's Kking-
dom,” said Godric, "I had made shift to
conquer it for myself.”

"Look,” Yulita took Godric’s arm and
pointed out a gold-barred window, whose
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sheer silken curtains, blowing inward,
disclosed the rugged peaks of distant
mountains, shouldering against the blaz-
ing blue of the skies.

"Beyond those mountains lies the king-
dom of him you call Prester John."

Godric’s eyes gleamed suddenly with
the conquering spirit of the true Norman
— the born empire-maker, whose race had
carved out kingdoms with their swords in
every land of the West and Near East.

"And does he dwell in purple-domed
palaces of gold and glittering gems?” he
asked eagerly. have heard,
learned philosophers and magi
either hand, doing wonders with stars

"Do, as |
sit at

and suns and ghosts of the mighty dead?
Does his city loom among the clouds
with golden spires thrusting among the
stars? And does the deathless monarch,
who learned at the feet of our fair Lord
Christ, sit on an ivory throne in a room
whose walk are carved of one great
sapphire dispensing justice?”
She shook her head.

"Prester John— Wang Khan we name
him—is very old, but he is not deathless
nor has he ever been beyond the confines
of his own kingdom. His people are the
Keraits— Krits— Christians; they dwell in
cities, true, but the houses are mud huts
and goatskin tents, and the palace of
Wang Khan is as a hut itself compared
to this palace.”

Godric fell back and his eyes went dull.

"My dream is vanished,” he muttered.
"You should have let me die.”

"Dream again, she answered;
"only dream something more attainable.”

Shaking his head, he looked
eyes.

man,”

into her

"Dreams of empire have haunted my
life,” said he, "yet even now the shadow
of a dream lingers in my soul, ten times
attainable than the kingdom of
Prester John.”

less
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CHAPTER 2

"Scrawled screens and secret gardens —
And insect-laden skies—
Where fiery plains stretch oa and on
To the purple country of Prester John
And the walls of Paradise.”
— Chesterton.

he days passed and slowly the giant

frame of the Norman knight re-
gained its accustomed vigor. In those
days he sat in the chamber with the lapis-
lazuli dome, or walked in the outer courts
where fountains tinkled musically beneath
the shade of cherry trees, and soft petals
fell The
battle-scarred warrior felt strangely'out of

in a colorful rain about him.
place in this setting of exotic luxury but
was inclined to the
restlessness of his nature for a time. He

rest there and lull

saw nothing of the city, Jahadur, for the
walls about the courts were high, and he
presently understood that he was prac-
tically a prisoner. He saw only Yulita,
the slaves and You-tai. With the thin
yellow man he talked much. .You-tai was
a Cathayan— a member of the race who
lived in Greater Cathay, some distance to
the south. This empire,
realized, had given rise to many of the
tales of Prester John; it was an ancient,
mighty but now loosely knit empire,
divided into three kingdoms— the Khitali,
the Chin and the Sung.
learned beyond any man Godric had ever

Godric soon

You-tai was

known and he spoke freely.

"The emperor inquires often after your
health,” said he, "but I tell you frankly,
it were best that you be not presented to
Since your great
battle with the Hian bandits, you have
captured the fancy of the soldiers, espe-

him for a time at least.

cially old Roogla, the general who loves
the princess like his own since he bore
her as a babe on his saddle-bow from the
ruins of Than when the Naimans raided
over the border. Chamu Khan fears any
one the army loves. He fears you might
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be a spy. He fears most things, does the
even his

emperor, niece, the princess
Yulita.”
"She does not look like the Black

Cathayan girls | have seen,” commented
Godric; "her face is not fiat, nor do her
eyes slant as much.”

"She has
You-tai.

Iranian blood,” answered

"She is the daughter of a royal

Black Cathayan and a Persian woman.”
"l see sadness in her eyes, at times,”

said Godric.

"She remembers that she is soon to
leave her mountain home,” answered
You-tai, eyeing Godric closely. "She s

to marry prince Wang Yin of the Chin
emperors. Chamu Khan has promised
her to him, for he is anxious to gain favor
with Cathay. The emperor fears Genghis
Khan.”

"Who is
asked idly.

"A chief of the Yakka Mongols. He
has grown greatly in power for the last
decade. His people are nomads— fierce
fighters who have so little to liye for in
their barren deserts -that they do not mind
dying. Long ago their ancestors, the
Hiong-nu, were driven into the Gobi by
my ancestors, the Cathayans. They are
divided into many tribes and fight against
one another, but Genghis Khan seems to
be uniting them by conquest. | even hear
wild tales that he plans to shake off the
liege-ship of Cathay and even make war
on his masters. But that is foolish. This
small kingdom is different. Though Hia
and the Keraits lie between Chamu Khan
and the Yakkas, Genghis Khan is a real
threat to this mountain empire.

"Black Cathay has grown to be a king-
dom apart, pent in the fastnesses where
no strong foe has come against them for
ages. They are neither Turks nor Chinese
any longer, but constitute a separate na-
tion of their own,
tions.

Genghis Khan?” Godric

with separate tradi-
They have never needed any alli-
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ances for protection, but now since they
have grown soft and degenerate from
long years of peace, even Chamu realizes
their weakness and seeks to ally his house
with that of the Chins of Cathay.”

Godric mused a space. "It would seem
Jahadur is the key to Black Cathay. These
Mongols must first take this city to make
sure of their conquests. No doubt the
walls throng with archers and spearmen?”

You-tai spread his hands helplessly.
"No man knows the mind of Chamu
Khan. There are scarce fifteen hundred
warriors in the city. Chamu has even
sent our strongest detachment— a troop
of hard-riding western Turks— to another
part of the empire. Why, no one knows.
I beg you, stir not from the court until |
tell you. Chamu Khan deems you a spy
of Genghis Khan, | fear, and it were best
if he did not send for you.”

UT Chamu Khan did call for Godric

before many days had drifted by.
The emperor gave him audience, not in
the great throne room, but in a small
chamber where Chamu Khan squatted
like a great fat toad On a silken divan at-
tended by a huge black mute with a two-
handed simitar. Godric veiled the con-
tempt in his eyes and answered Chamu
Khan’s questions regarding his people
and his country with patience. He won-
dered at the absurdity of most of these
questions, and at the emperor’s evident
ignorance and stupidity. Old Roogla, the
general, a fiercely mustached, barrel-
chested savage, was present and he said
nothing, but his eyes strayed in compari-
son from the fat, helpless mass of flesh
and arrogance on the cushions to the
erect, broad-shouldered figure and hard,
scarred face of the Frank.

From the comer of his eye Chamu
Khan observed this but he was not al-
together a fool.
Godric,

He spoke pleasantly to
but the wary Norman, used to
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dealing with rulers, sensed that dislike
was mixed with the khan’s feeling of
obligation, that this dislike
mingled with fear. Chamu asked him

and was

suddenly of Genghis Khan and watched

him narrowly. The ‘sincerity of the
knight’s reply evidently convinced
Chamu, for a shadow of relief passed

over his fat face. After all, decided God-
ric, it was but natural that an emperor
should be suspicious of a stranger in his
realm,
aspects as the Norman knew himself to
be.

At the end of the interview, Chamu
fastened a heavy golden chain about God-
ric’s neck with his own pudgy hands.
Then Godric went back to his chamber
with the lapis-lazuli dome, to the cherry
blossoms drifting in gay-colored clouds
from the breeze-shaken trees, and to lazy
strolls and talks with Yulita.

"It seems strange,” said he abruptly
one day, "that you are to leave this land
and go to another.
think of you save as a slim girl forever
under these blossom-heavy trees, with the
dreamy fountains singing and the moun-
tains of* Black Cathay rising against the
skies.”

She caught breath and
away her face as if from an inner hurt.

"There are cherry trees in Cathay,”
said she, without looking at him, "and
fountains too— and finer palaces than |
have ever seen.”

especially one of such war-like

Somehow | can not

her turned

"But there are no such mountains,” re-
turned the knight.

"N o,” her voice was low, "there are no
such mountains— nor------- ”

"Nor what?”

"N o Frankish knight to save me from
bandits,” she laughed suddenly
gayly.

"Nor will there be here, long,” he said
somberly.
must take the trail again. |

and

"The time approaches when |
come of a
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restless breed and | have dallied here

overlong.”

"W hither will you go, oh Godric?”
Did she catch her breath suddenly as she
spoke?

"Who knows?”
ancient bitterness that his heathen Viking
ancestors knew.
— but not all the world with its shining
leagues of sea or sand can quench the
hunger that is in me. | must ride— that
is all I know.
pluck my bones. Perchance | will ride
back to tell Montferrat that his dream of
an Eastern empire is a bubble that has
burst. Perhaps | will ride east again.”

"N ot east,” she shook her head. "The
ravens are gathering in the east and there
is a red flame there that pales the night.
Wang Khan and his Keraits have fallen
before the riders of Genghis Khan and
Hia reels before his onslaught. Black
Cathay too, | fear, is doomed, unless the
Chins send them aid.”

"Would you care if | fell?” he asked
curiously.

Her clear eyes surveyed him.

"Would I care? | would care if a dog
died. Surely then | would care if a man
who saved my life, fell."

In his voice was the

"The world is before me

I must ride till the ravens

He shrugged his mighty shoulders.
"You are kind. Today | ride. My wounds
are long healed. | lift my sword
again. Thanks to your care | am strong
as | ever was. This has been paradise—
but | come of a restless breed. My dream
of a kingdom is shattered and | must

ride— somewhere. |

can

have heard much
from the slaves and You-tai of this Gen-
ghis Khan and his chiefs. Aye, of Subotai
and Chepe Noyon. | will lend my sword

"And fight against my people?” she
asked.

His gaze fell before her clear eyes.
" "Twere the deed of a dog,”
tered. "But what would you have?

he mut-
I am
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a soldier— | have fought for and against
the same men since | rode east.
must pick the winning side.
ghis Khan,
conqueror.”

Her eyes flashed. "The Cathayans will
send out an army and crush him. He can
not take Jahadur— what do his skin-dud
herders know of walled cities?”

"W e were but a naked horde before
Constantinople,” muttered Godric, "but
we had hunger to drive us on and the
city fell. Genghis and his men are hun-
gry. | have seen men of the same breed.
Your people are fat and indolent.
ghis Khan will ride them down
sheep.”

"And you will aid him,” she blazed.

"W ar is a man’s game,” he said rough-
ly; shame hardened his tone; this slim,
dear-eyed girl, so ignorant and innocent
of the world’s ways, stirred old dreams
of idealistic chivalry in his soul— dreams
he thought long lost in the fierce neces-
sity of life. "W hat do you know of war
and men’s perfidy? A warrior must better
himself as he may!

A warrior
And Gen-

from all accounts, is a born

Gen-
like

I am weary of fight-
ing for lost causes and getting only hard
blows in return.”

"W hat if | asked you— begged you?”
she breathed, leaning forward.

A sudden surge of madness swept him
off his feet.

"For you,” he roared suddenly, like a
wounded lion, "I would ride down on
the Mongol yurts alone and crush them
into the red earth and bring back the
heads of Genghis and his khans in a clus-
ter at my saddle-bow!”

She recoiled, gasping before the sud-
den loosing of his passion, but he caught
her in an unconsciously rough embrace.
His race loved as they hated, fiercely and
violently. He would not have bruised
her tender skin for all the gold in Cathay,
but his own savagery swept him out of
himself.
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Then a sudden voice brought him to
himself and he released the girl and
whirled, ready to battle the whole Black
Cathayan army. OIld Roogla stood before
them, panting.

"My princess,” he gasped; "the cour-
tiers from Greater Cathay— they have just
arrived-------- ”

She went white and cold as a statue.

"l am ready, oh Roogla,” she whis-
pered.

"Ready the devil!” roared the old
soldier. "Only three of them got through

to the gates of Jahadur and they’re bleed-
ing to death! You are not going to
Cathay to marry Wang Yin.
at least.

Not now,
And you’ll be lucky if you’re not
dragged by the hair to Subotai’s yurt.
The hills are swarming with Mongols.
They cut the throats of the watchers in
the passes, and ambushed the courtiers
from Cathay. An hour will bring them —
the whole horde of howling devils— to
the very gates of Jahadur. Chamu Khan
is capering about like a devil with a
hornet in his khalat. We can’t send you
out now— Genghis holds all
passes.
you

them.

the outer
The western Turks might give
sanctuary— but we can not reach

There’s only one thing to do—
and that’s hold the city! But with these
fat, perfume-scented, wine-bibbing dogs
that call themselves soldiery we’ll be
lucky if we get to strike a single blow in
our defense-------- ”

Yulita turned to Godric with level eyes.

"Genghis Khan
she.

is at our gates,” said
"Go to him.” And turning she
walked swiftly into a near-by doorway.

"What did she old
Roogla wonderingly.

mean?” asked

Godric growled deep in his
"Bring my armor and my sword.
seek Genghis Khan— but
thought.”

Roogla grinned and his beard bristled.

throat.
| go to

not as she
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He smote Godric a blow that had ren-
dered a lesser man senseless.

"Hai, wolf-brother!” he roared; "we'll
give Genghis a fight yet! W e’ll send him
back to the desert to lick his wounds if
we can only keep three men in the army
from fleeing! They can stand behind us
and hand us weapons when we break
our swords and axes, while we pile up
Mongol dead so high that the women on
the battlements will look up at them!”

Godric smiled thinly.

CHAPTER 3

"To grow old cowed in a conquered land,
With the sun itself discrowned,
To see trees crouch and cattle slink—
Death is a better ale to drink,
And by high Death on the fell brink,
Thar flagon shall go round.”
— Chesterton.

ODRIC’s armor had been
G cleverly, he found, the
hauberk and helmet fused with such skill
that no sign of a gash showed. The
knight’s armor was unusually strong, any-
way, and of a weight few men could have
borne. The blades that had wounded him
in the battle of the defiles had hacked
through old dents. Now that these were
mended, the armor was like new. The
heavy mail was reinforced with solid
plates of steel on breast, back and shoul-
ders and the sword belt was of joined
steel plates a hand’s breadth wide. The
helmet, instead of being merely a steel
cap with a long nasal, worn over a mail
hood, as was the case of most Crusaders,
was made with a vizor and fitted firmly
into the steel shoulder-pieces. The whole
armor showed the trend of the times—
chain and scale mail giving way gradually
to plate armor.

Godric experienced a fierce resurge of
power as he felt the familiar weight of
his mail and fingered the worn hilt of his
long, two-handed sword. The languorous

mended
rents in

illusive dreaminess of the past weeks van-
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ished; again he was a conqueror of a race
of conquerors. With old Roogla he rode
to the main gates, seeing on all hands the
terror that had seized the people. Men
and women ran distractedly through the
streets, crying that the Mongols were
upon them; they tied their belongings
into bundles, loaded them on donkeys
and jerked them off again, shouting re-
proaches at the soldiers on the walls, who
seemed as frightened as the people

"Cowards!” old Roogla’s beard bris-
tled. "W hat they need is war to stiffen
their thews. W ell, they’'ve got war now
and they'll have to fight.”

"A man can always run,” answered

Godric sardonically.

They came to the outer gates and found
a band of soldiery there, handling their
pikes and bows nervously. They bright-
ened slightly as Roogla and Godric rode
up. The tale of the Norman’s battle with
the Hian bandits had lost nothing in the
telling. But Godric was surprized to note
their fewness.

"Are these all your soldiers?”

Roogla shook his head.

"Most of them are at the Pass of

Skulls,” he growled. "It’s the only way
a large force of men can approach Jaha

dur. In the past we’ve held it easily
against all comers— but these Mongols
are devils. | left enough men here to

hold the city against any stray troops that
might climb down the cliffs.”

They rode out of the gates and down
the winding mountain trail. On one side
rose a sheer wall, a thousand feet high.
On the other side the cliff fell away three
that distance
chasm. A mile’s ride brought them to
the Pass of Skulls. Here the trail de-
bouched into a sort of upland plateau,
passing between two walls of sheer rock.

A thousand warriors were encamped
there, gaudy in their silvered mail, long-

0.S—1

times into a fathomless
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toed leather boots and gold-chased weap-
W ith their peaked helmets with
mail drops, their long spears and wide-
bladed simitars, they seemed war-like
enough. They were big men, but they
were evidently nervous and uncertain.

ons.

"By the blood of the devil, Roogla,”
snapped Godric, "have you no more sol-
diers than these?”

"Most of the
throughout the
swered.

troops are
empire,” Roogla an-
"l warned Chamu Khan to col-
lect all the warriors in the empire here,

scattered

but he refused to do so. Why, Eriik
alone knows. Well, a man can always
die.”

He rose in his saddle and his great

voice roared through the hills:

"Men of Black Cathay, you know me
of old! But here beside me is one you
know only by word of mouth; a chief out
of the West who will fight beside you
today. Now take heart, and when Gen-
ghis comes up the defile, show him Black
Cathayans can still die like men!”

"N ot so fast,” growled Godric. 'This
pass looks impregnable to me. May |
have a word as to the arranging of the
troops?”

Roogla spread his hands. "Assuredly.”

"Then set men to work rebuilding that
barricade,” snapped Godric, pointing to
the wavering lines of stone, half tumbled
down, which spanned the pass. “Build
it high and block that gate. There’ll be
no caravans passing through today. |
thought you were a soldier; it should
have been done long ago. Put your best
bowmen behind the first line of stone.
Then the spearmen, and the swordsmen

and ax-fighters  behind the spear-

he long hot day wore on. At last
T far away sounded the deep rattle of
many kettledrums,

0.5—2

then a thunder of
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myriad hoofs. Then up the deep defile
and out onto the plateau swept a bizarre
and terrible horde. Godric had expected
a wild, motley mass of barbarians, like a
swarm of locusts without order or system.
These men rode in compact formation, of
such as he had never before seen; in well
ordered ranks, divided
thousand each.

The tugh, die yak-tail standards, were
lifted above them. At the sight of their
orderly array and hard-bitten appearance,
Godric’s heart sank. These men were
used to fierce warfare; they outnumbered
his own soldiers by seven times. How
could he hope to hold the pass against
them, even for a little while? Godric
swore deeply and fervently and put the
hope of survival from him; thereafter
during die whole savage fight, his one
idea was to do as much damage to die
enemy as he possibly could before he
died.

Now he stood on the first fine of
fortificadons and gazed curiously at the
advancing hosts, seeing stocky, broad-
built men mounted on wiry horses, men
with square flat faces, devoid of humor
or mercy, whose armor was plain stuff of
hardened
laced

into troops of a

leather,
together.

noted the short,
arrows.

lacquer, or iron plates
With a wry face he
heavy bows and long
From the look of those bows he
knew they would drive shafts through or-
dinary mail as if it were paper. Their
other weapons consisted of spears, short-
handled axes, maces and curved sabers,
lighter and more easily handled than the
huge two-handed simitars of the Black
Cathayans.

Roogla, standing at his shoulder,
pointed to a giant riding ahead of the
army.

"Subotai,” he growled, "a Uriankhi—
from the frozen tundras, with a heart as
cold as his native land.
spear shaft

He can twist a
in two between his hands.
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The tall fop riding beside him is Chepe
Noyon; note his silvered mail and heron
plumes. And by Erlik,
the Strong, sword-bearer
Well— if Genghis
now, he soon will be, for he never allows
Kassar long out of his sight— the Strong
One is a fool, only
combat.”

there is Kassar
to the khan.

himself is not here

useful in actual

Godric’s cold gray eyes were fixed on
the giant form of Subotai; a growing
fury stirred in him, not a tangible hatred
of the Uriankhi but the fighting rage one
strong man feels when confronted by a
foe his equal in prowess. The knight ex-
pected a parley but evidently the Mon-
gols were of a different mind. They came
sweeping across the boulder-strewn pla-
teau like a wind from hell, a swarm of
mounted bowmen-preceding them.

"Down!” roared Godric, as shafts be-
gan to rain around him. "Down behind
the rocks! Spearmen and swordsmen lie
flat! Archers return their fire.”

Roogla repeated the shout and arrows
began to fly from the barricades. But the
effort was half-hearted. The sight of that
onrushing horde had numbed the men of
Jahadur. Godric had never seen men ride
and shoot from the saddle as these Mon-
gols did. They were barely within arrow
flight, yet men were falling along the
lines of stone. He felt the Jahadurans
wavering— realized with a flood of blind
rage that they would break before the
Mongol heavy cavalry reached the barri-
cade.

A bowman near him roared and fell
through his
throat and a shout went up from the fal-
tering Black Cathayans.

"Fools!” raged Godric, smiting right
and left with clenched fists. "Horsemen
can never take this pass if you stand to
it! Bend your throw your
shoulders into it! Fight, damn you!”

The bowmen had split to either side,

backward with an arrow

bows and

ORIENTAL STORIES

and through the gap the flying swords-
men swept. Now if ever was the time to
break the charge, but the Jahaduran bow-
men loosed wildly or not at all and behind
them the spearmen were scrambling up to
flee. Old Roogla was screaming and tear-
ing his hair, cursing the day he was born,
and nota man had fallen on the Mongols’
side. Even at that distance Godric, stand-
ing upright on the barricade, saw the
broad grin on Subotai’s face. With a bit-
ter curse he tore a spear from the hand of
a warrior near by and threw every ounce
of his mighty-thewed frame into the cast.

It was too far for an ordinary spear-
cast even to carry— but with a hum the
spear hissed through the air and the Mon-
gol next Subotai fell headlong, transfixed.
From the Black Cathayan ranks rose a
sudden roar. These riders could be slain
after all! And surely no mortal man
could have made that cast! Godric, tow-
ering above them on the barricade, like a
man of iron,
natural proportions in the eyes of the war-
riors behind him. How could they be de-
feated when such a man led them? The
quick fire of Oriental battle-lust blazed up
and sudden courage surged through the
veins of the wavering warriors. With a
shout they pulled shaft to ear and loosed,
and asudden hail of death smote the charg-
ing Mongols. At that range there was no
missing. Those long shafts tore through
buckler and hauberk, transfixing the
wearers. Flesh and blood could not
stand it. The charge did not exactly
break, but in the teeth of that iron gale
the squadrons wheeled and circled away
range. A wild yell of triumph
rose from the Jahadurans and they waved
their spears and shouted taunts.

suddenly assumed super-

out of

Old Roogla was in ecstasies, but God-
ric snarled a mirthless laugh. At least he
had whipped courage into the Black
Cathayans. But here, he knew, he and
Roogla and all the others would leave
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their corpses before the day was over.
And Yulita— he would not allow himself
to think of her. At least, he swore, a red
mist waving in front of his eyes, Subotai
would not take her.

The yak tails were waving, the kettle-
drums beating for another charge. This
time the bowmen rode out more warily,
loosing a perfect rain of shafts. At God-
ric’s order his men did not return the fire,
but sheltered themselves behind their bar-
ricade; he himself stood contemptuously
upright, trusting to the strength of his
half-plate armor. He became the center
of the fire, but the long shafts glanced
harmlessly from his shield or splintered
on his hauberk. The horsemen wheeled
closer, drawing harder on their heavy
bows, and at Godric’s word the Jahadur-
ans answered them. In a short fierce ex-
change the men in the open had the worst
of it. They galloped out of range with
several empty saddles, but Godric had not
let his attention stray from the real men-
ace— the heavily armed cavalry. These
had approached at a rapid trot while the
arrow fire was being exchanged, and now
they struck in the spurs and came like a
bolt from a crossbow.

Again the sweeping rain of arrows met
and broke them, though this time their
momentum carried them to within a hun-
dred feet of the barricades. One
broke through to the lines and Godric
saw a wild figure, spurting blood and
hewing madly at him. Then as the Mon-
gol rose in his stirrups to reach the
knight’'s head, a dozen spears, thrusting
over the backs of the bowmen, pierced
him and hurled him headlong.

Again the Mongols retreated out of
range, but this time their losses had been
severe.

rider

Riderless horses ranged the pla-
teau, which was dotted with still or writh-
ing forms.

Already the Jahadurans had inflicted
more damage on the men of Genghis
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Khan than the Mongols were accustomed
to. But from the way the nomads ranged
themselves for the third charge, Godric
knew that this time no flight of arrows
would stop them. He spared a moment's
admiration for their courage.

The supply of arrows was running low.
Black Cathay, as in all things pertaining
to war, had neglected the manufacture of
war-arrows. A large number of shafts
remaining in the quivers of the archers
were hunting-arrows, good only at short
range.

his time there was no great exchange
T between the bowmen. The archers
of Subotai mingled themselves among
the front ranks of the swordsmen,, and
when the charge came, a sheet of arrows
preceded it.

"Save your shafts!”” roared Godric,
gripping the ax he had chosen from the
arms of Jahadur. "Back, archers— spear-
men, on the wall!"

The next moment the headlong horde
broke like a red wave on the barricade.
Evidently they had misjudged the strength
of those stone lines, not knowing them
newly reinforced— had expected to shat-
ter them by sheer weight and velocity and
to ride through the ruins. But the
strengthened walls held. Horses hit the
barricade with a splintering of bones,
and men’s brains were dashed out by the
shock. Doubtless they had expected to
sacrifice the first line, but the slaughter
was greater than they could have reck-
oned. The second line, hot on the heels
of the first, plunged against the wall over
its writhing remnants, and the third line
piled up on both. The whole line of the
barricade was a red welter of dying,
screaming horses, lashing hoofs and writh-
ing men, while the blood-maddened Ja-
hadurans yelled like wolves, hacking and
stabbing down at the crimson shambles.

The rear lines

ruthlessly trampled
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down their dying comrades to strike at
the defenders, but the ground was thick
with dead and wounded and the plung-
ing, writhing horses fouled the hoofs that
swept over them.

Still, some of die Mongols did gain
through to the lines and made a desper-
ate effort to clamber over the wall. They
died like rats in a trap beneath the lung-
ing spears of the inspired Black Ca-
thayans.

One, a huge brutal-faced giant,
over a writhing welter of red torn flesh,
reined in close to the barricade and an
iron mace in his hands dashed out the
brains of a spearman. From both hosts
rose a shout of: "Kassar!”
eh?” growled Godric, step-
ping forward on the precarious top of the
barricade. The giant rose in his stirrups,
the clotted mace swung back and at that
instant the twenty-pound battle-ax in
Godric’s right hand crashed down on the
peaked helmet. Ax and helmet shattered
together and the steed went to his knees
under the shock. Then it reared and
plunged wildly away, Kassar’s crumpled
body lolling and swaying in the saddle,
held by the deep stirrups.

Godric tossed away the splintered ax-
haft and picked up the mace that had
fallen on the stones. He heard old
Roogla shouting: "Bogda! Bogda! Bogda!
Gurgaslan!”

The whole host of Jahadur took up the
shout; thus Godric gained his new name,
and crimson was

rode

"Kassar,

which means the Lion,
the christening.

The Mongols were again in slow, stub-
retreat and Godric brandished the
mace and shouted: "Ye be men! Stand
to it boldly! Already have you slain more
than half your own number!”

But he knew that now the real death
grip was about to be. The Mongols were
dismounting. Horsemen by nature and
Choice, they had

born

realized however that
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cavalry charges could never take those
solid walls, manned by inspired madmen.
They held their round, lacquered buck-
lers before them and swung stolidly on-
ward in much the same formation as they
had maintained mounted.

They rolled like a black tide over the
corpse-strewn plain and like a black flood
they burst on the spear-bristling wall.
Few arrows were loosed on either side.
The Black Cathayans had emptied their
quivers and the Mongols wished only to
come to hand-grips.

The line of barricades became a red
line of hell. Spears jabbed downward,
curved blades broke on lances. In the
very teeth of the girding steel, the Mon-
gols strove to climb the wall, piling heaps
of their own dead for grim ladders. Most
of them were pierced by the spears of the
defenders, and the few who did win over
the barriers were cut down by the swords-
men behind the spearmen.

The nomads perforce fell back a few
yards, then surged on again. The terrific
shocks of their impact shook the whole
barricade. These men needed no shouts
or commands to spur them on. They were
fired with an indomitable will which
emanated from within as well as from
without. Godric saw Chepe Noyon fight-
ing silently on foot with the rest of the
warriors. Subotai sat his horse a few
yards back of the mass, directing the
movements.

Charge after charge crashed against the
barriers. The Mongols were wasting
lives like water and Godric wondered at
their unquenchable resolve to conquer this
relatively unimportant mountain king-
dom. But he that Genghis
Khan's whole future as a conqueror de-
pended on his stamping out all opposi-
tion, no matter what the cost.

The wall was crumbling.
gols were tearing it to pieces.
not climb it, so they thrust their spears

realized

The Mon-
They could
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between the stones and loosened them,
tearing them away with bare hands. They
died as they toiled, but their comrades
trampled their corpses and took up their
work.

Subotai leaped from his horse, snatched
a heavy curved sword from his saddle
and joined the warriors on foot. He
gained to the center of the wall and tore
at it with his naked hands, disdaining the
down-lunging spears which broke on his
helmet and armor. A breach was made
and the Mongols began to surge through.

Godric yelled fiercely and leaped to
stem the sudden tide, but a wash of the
black wave over the wall hemmed him
in with howling fiends. A crashing sweep
of his mace cleared a red way and he
plunged through. The Mongols were
coming over the ruins of the barriers and
through the great breach Subotai had
made. Godric shouted for the Jahadurans
to fall back, and even as he did, he saw
Roogla parrying the whistling strokes of
Chepe Noyon’s curved simitar.

The old general was bleeding already
from a deep gash in the thigh, and even
as die Norman sprang to aid him, the
Mongol’s blade cut through Roogla’s mail
and blood spurted. Roogla slumped
slowly to the earth and Chepe Noyon
wheeled to meet the knight's furious
charge. He flung up his sword to parry
the whistling mace, but the giant Nor-
man in his berserk rage dealt a blow that
made nothing of skill or tempered steel.
The simitar flew to singing sparks, the
helmet cracked and Chepe Noyon was
dashed to earth like a pole-axed steer.

"Bear Roogla back!” roared Godric,
leaping forward and swinging his mace
up again to dash out the prostrate Mon-
gol’s brains as a man Kkills a wounded
snake. But even as the mace crashed
downward, a squat warrior leaped like a
panther, arms wide, shielding the fallen
chieftain’s body with his own and taking
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the stroke on his own head. His shat-
tered corpse fell across Chepe Noyon and
a sudden determined
bore Godric back.

rush of Mongols
Even as the Jahadur-
ans bore the desperately wounded Roogla
back across the next line of stone, the
Mongols lifted the stunned Chepe Noy-
on and carried him out of the battle.

Fighting stubbornly, Godric retreated,
half ringed by the squat shapes that
fought so silently and thrust so fiercely
for his life. He reached the next wall,
over which the Jahadurans had already
gone, and for a moment stood at bay,
back against the stones, while spears
flashed at him and curved sabers hacked
at him. His armor had saved him thus
far, though a shrewd thrust had girded
deep into the calf of his leg and a heavy
blow on his hauberk had partly numbed
the shoulder beneath.

Now the Black Cathayans leaned over
the wall, cleared a space with their spears
and seizing their
armpits, lifted him bodily over.
rolled on.
walls one

champion under the
The fight
Life became to the men on the
red continuance of hurtling
bodies and lunging blades. The spears of
the defenders were bent or splintered.
Half the Black
Most of the rest
But possessed of a fa-
natical fervor they fought on, swinging
their notched axes and blunted simitars
as fiercely as if the fight had but started.
The full fighting fury of their Turkish
ancestors was roused and only death
After all, they were of
the same blood as these unconquerable
demons from the Gobi.

The arrows were gone.
Cathayans were dead.
were wounded.

could quench it.

he second barricade crumbled and the
T Jahadurans began to fall back to the
But this time the
Mongols were over the falling stones and
upon them before they could make good
their escape.

last line of barricades.

Godric and fifty men, cover-
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ing the withdrawal of the rest, were cut
off. Then the others would have come
back over the wall to aid them, but a
solid mass of Mongols were between that
balked their fiercest efforts.

Godric’s men died about him like hunt-
ed wolves, slaying and dying without a
groan or whimper. Their last gasps were
snarls of deathless fury. Their heavy two-
handed simitars wrought fearful destruc-
tion among their stocky foes but the Mon-
gols ran in under the sweep of the blades
and shorter
sabers.

Godric’s plated mail saved him from
chance blows and his enormous strength
and amazing quickness made him all but
invincible. His shield he had long dis-
carded. He gripped the heavy mace in
both hands and it smashed like a black
god of death through the battle
like water as

ripped upward with their

rout.
Blood and brains splashed
shields, helmets and corselets gave way.

Across the heads of the hacking war-
riors Godric saw the giant frame of Sub-
otai, looming head and shoulders above
his men. With a curse the Norman
hurled the mace, which spattered blood
as it hummed through the air. Men cried
out at the long cast, but Subotai ducked
swiftly. Godric whipped out his two-
handed sword for the first time during
the fight, and the long straight blade
which the Pope had blessed years ago
shimmered like a living thing— like the
blue waves of the western sea.

It was a heavy blade, forged to cut
through thick mail and strong plates,
armor many times heavier than that worn
by most Orientals, who usually preferred
shirts of light chain mail. Godric wielded
it in one hand as lightly as most men
could swing it with both. His left hand
held a dirk, point upward, and they who
ducked beneath the sword to grapple,
died from the thrust of the shorter blade.
The Norman set his back against a heap

ORIENTAL STORIES

of dead, and in a red haze of battle mad-
ness, split skulls to the teeth, cleft bos-
oms to the spine, severed shoulder bones,
hewed through neck cords, hacked off
legs at the hip and arms at the shoulder
until they gave back in sudden, unaccus-
tomed fear and stood panting and eyeing
him as hunters eye a wounded tiger.

And Godric laughed at them, taunted
them, spat in their faces. Centuries of
civilizing French influence were wiped
away; it was a berserk Viking who faced
his paling foes.

He was wounded, he faintly sensed,
but unweakened. The fire of fury left no
room in his brain for any other sensation.
A giant form surged through the ranks,
flinging men right and left as spray is
flung by a charging galley. Subotai of the
frozen tundras stood before his foe at last.

Godric took in the height of the man,
the mighty sweep of chest and shoulder,
and the massive arms which wielded the
sword that had more than once, during
the fight, sheared clear through the torso
of a mailed Jahaduran.

"Back!" roared Subotai, his
eyes alight— those eyes were blue, Godric
noted, and the Mongol's hair red; surely
somewhere in that frozen land of tundras

fierce

a wandering Aryan strain had mingled
with the Turanian blood of Subotai’s
tribe— "Back, and give us room! None
shall slay this chief but Subotai!”

Somewhere down the deep defile there
sounded a rally of kettledrums and the
tramp of many hoofs, but Godric was
hardly aware he heard. He saw the Mon-
gols fall back, leaving a space clear. He
heard Chepe Noyon, still slightly groggy,
and with a new helmet, shouting orders
at the men who surged about the wall.
Fighting ceased altogether and all eyes
turned on the chiefs, who swung up theif
blades and rushed together like two mad-
dened bulls.

Godric knew that his armor would
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never stand against the full sweep of the
great sword Subotai was swinging in his
right hand. leaped and
struck as a tiger strikes, throwing every
ounce of his body behind the blow and
nerving himself to superhuman quick-
His heavy, straight blade sheared
through the lacquered buckler Subotai
flung above his head, and crashing full on
the peaked helmet, bit through to the
scalp beneath. Subotai staggered, a jet of
blood trickling down his dark face, but
almost instantly swung a decapitating
stroke that whistled harmlessly through
the air as Godric bent his knees quickly.
The Frank thrust viciously but Subotai
evaded the lunging point with a twist of
his huge frame and hacked in savagely.
Godric sprang away but could not entire-
ly avoid the blow. The great blade struck
under his armpit, crunched through the
mail and bit deep into his ribs. The im-
pact numbed his whole left side and in an
instant his hauberk was full of blood.
Stung to renewed madness, Godric
sprang in, parrying the simitar, then
dropped his sword and grappled Subotai.

The Norman

ness.

The Mongol returned the fierce embrace,
drawing a dagger. Close-locked
wrestled and strained, staggering on hard-
legs,
other’s spine or to drive home his own
blade.
an instant as they girded through crevices
in the armor or were driven straight
through solid mail, but neither could
free his hand enough to drive in a death
thrust.

Godric was gasping for breath; he felt
that the pressure of the Mongol's huge
arms was crushing him. But Subotai was
in no better way. The Norman saw sweat
thickly beading the Mongol’s brow, heard
his breath coming in heavy pants, and a
savage joy shook him.

Subotai lifted his foe bodily to dash
him headlong, but Godric’s grip held

they
braced each seeking to break the

Both weapons were reddened in
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them together so firmly this was impos-
With both feet braced on the
blood-soaked earth again, Godric sudden-
ly ceased trying to free his dirk wrist from
Subotai’s iron grip, and releasing the
Mongol’'s dagger arm, drove his left fisi
into Subotai’s face.

With the full power of mighty arm
and broad shoulders behind it, the blow
was like that of a club. Blood spattered
and Subotai’s head snapped back as if on
hinges— but at that instant he drove his
dagger deep in Godric’s breast muscles.
The Norman gasped, staggered, and then
in a last burst of strength he flung the
Mongol from him. Subotai fell his full

sible.

length and rose slowly, dazedly, like a
man who has fought out the last red
ounce of his endurance. His mighty

frame sagged back on the arms of the
ringing warriors and he shook his head
like a bull, striving to nerve himself
again for the combat.

Godric recovered the sword he had
dropped and now he faced his foes, feet
braced wide against his sick dizziness.
He groped a moment for support and felt
firm stones at his back. The fight had car-
ried them almost to the last barricades.
There he faced the Mongols like a
wounded lion at bay, head lowered on his
mighty, mailed breast, terrible eyes glit-
tering through the bars of his vizors, both
hands gripping his red sword.

"Come on,” he challenged as he felt
his life waning in thick red surges.
"Mayhap | die—-but | will slay seven of
you before | die. Come in and make an
ending, you pagan swine!”

en thronged the plateau behind the
M tattered horde— thousands of them.
A powerful, bearded chieftain on a white
horse rode forward and surveyed the
silent, battle-weary Mongols and die stone
bulwark with its thin ranks of bloody

defenders. This, Godric knew in a weary
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way, was the great Genghis Khan and he
wished he had enough life left in him to
charge through the ranks and hew the
khan from his saddle; but weakness be-
gan to steal over him.

"A good thing | came with the Horde,”
said Genghis Khan sardonically- "It
seems these Cathayans have been drink-
ing some wine that makes men of them.
They have slain more Mongols already
titan the Keraits and the Hians did. Who
spurred these scented women to battle?”

"He,” Chepe Noyon pointed to the
blood-stained knight. '-'By Erlik, they have
drunk blood this day. The Frank is a
devil; my head still sings from the blow
be dealt me; Kassar is but now recover-
ing his senses from an ax the Frank shat-
tered on his helmet, and he has but now
fought Subotai himself to a standstill.”

Genghis reigned his horse forward and

Godric tensed himself. [If the khan
would only come within reach— a sudden
spring, a last, desperate blow — if he

could but take this paynim lord with him
to the realm of death, he would die con-
tent.

The great, deep gray eyes of Genghis
were upon the knight and he felt their
full power.

"You are of such steel as my chiefs

are forged from,” said Genghis. "I
would have you for friend, not foe. You
are not of the race of those men; come

and serve under me.”

"My ears are dull with blows on my
helmet,” answered Godric, tightening his
grip on his hilt and tensing his weary
muscles; "I can not understand you.
Come closer that | may hear you.”

Instead Genghis reigned his steed back
a few paces and grinned with tolerant
understanding.

"W ill you serve me?” he persisted. "I
will make you a chief.”

"And what of these?”
cated the Black Cathayans.

Godric indi-
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Genghis shoulders.
"W hat am | to do with them? They must
die.”

"Go to your brother the Devil,” God-
ric growled. "I come of a race that sell
their swords for gold— but we are no
jackals to turn on men that have bled
beside us. These warriors and | have al-
ready killed more than our own number
and wounded many more of your war-
riors. There are still three hundred of us
left and the strongest of the barricades.
W e have slain over a thousand of your
ride

shrugged his

wolves— if you enter Jahadur you
over our corpses. Charge in now and see
how desperate men can die.”

"But you owe no allegiance to Jaha-

dur,” argued Genghis.

"I owe my life to Chamu Khan,”
snapped Godric. "I have thrown in my
lot with him and | serve him with as
much fealty as if he were the Pope him-
self.”

"You are a fool,” Genghis said frank-
ly. "I have long had my spies among die
Jahadurans. Chamu Khan planned to
sacrifice Jahadur and all therein to save
his own hide. That is why he refused to
bring more soldiers to the city. His main
force he gathered on the western border.

He planned to flee by a secret way
through the cliffs as soon as | attacked
the pass.

"W ell, he did, but some of my war-

riors came upon him. They only asked
a gift of him,” Genghis chuckled. "Then
they made no effort to hinder him. He
might then go where he would. Would
you see the gift they took from Chamu
Khan?”

And a Mongol behind the khan held
up a ghastly, grinning head. Godric
cursed: "Liar, traitor and coward though
he was, he was yet a king. Come in and
make an ending. | swear to you that be-
fore you ride over this wall, your horses
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will tread fetlock-deep in a carpet of your
dead.”

Still Genghis sat his horse and pon-
dered. Subotai came up to him, and grin-
ning broadly, spoke in his ear. The khan
nodded.

"Swear to serve me and | will spare the
lives of your men; | will take Black
Cathay unharmed into my empire.”

Godric turned to his men. "You heard
— 1 would rather die here on a heap of
Mongol dead— but<it is for you to say.”

They answered with a shout: "The
is dead! Why should we die,
if Genghis Khan will grant us peace?
Give us Gurgaslan for ruler and we will
serve you.”

Genghis raised his hand. “So be it!”

Godric shook the blood and sweat out
of his eyes and snarled a bitter laugh.

“A puppet king on a tinsel throne, to
dance on your string, Mongol? No! Get
another for the task.”

Genghis scowled and suddenly swore.
“By the yellow face of Erlik! | have al-
ready made more concessions today than
I ever made in my life before! What want
ye, Gurgaslan— shall | give you my scep-
ter for a war-club?”

emperor

“1f he wishes it you may as well give
it to him,” grinned Subotai, who was no
more awed by his khan than if Genghis
had been a horse-boy. “These Franks are
built of iron without and within.
with him, Genghis!”

The khan glared at his general for a
moment as if he were of a mind to brain
him, then grinned suddenly. These men
of the steppes were a frank, open race
greatly different from the devious-minded
peoples of Asia Minor.

“To have you and your warriors fight-
ing beside me,” said Genghis calmly, “1
will do that which | never expected to do.
You are fit to tread the crimson road of
empire. Take Black Cathay and rule it as
you will; 1 ask onlv that you aid me in my

Reason
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wars, as an equal ally. We will be two
kings, reigning side by side and aiding
each other against all enemies.”

Godric’s thin lips smiled. “It is fair
enough.”
The Mongob sent up a thunderous

roar and the bloody Jahadurans swarmed
over the barricades to kiss the hands of
their new ruler. He did not hear Gen-
ghis say to the warrior who bore the grisly
severed head of Chamu Khan: “See that
die skull is prepared and sheathed in sil-
ver, and set among the rest that were
khans of tribes; when | fall 1 would wish
my own skull treated with the
respect.”

Godric felt a firm grasp on his hand
and looked into the steady eyes of Subotai,
feeling a rush of friendship for the man
that equaled his former rage.

“Erlik, growled the
chief. "W e should be good comrades,
Gurgaslan! Here— by the gods, man, you
are sorely wounded! He swoons— get off
his armor and see to his hurts, you thick-
headed fools, do you want him to die?”

“Scant chance," grinned Chepe Noyon,
feeling his head tenderly. “Such men as
he are not made to die from steel. W ait,
you big buffalo, you’ll kill him with your
clumsiness. I’ll bring one more fitted to
attend him— one that was found being
forcibly escorted out of Jahadur by the
palace eunuchs. | saw her only five min-
utes agone and | am almost ready to cut
your throat for her, Gurgaslan. Genghis,
will you bid them bring the girl?"

Again Godric saw, as in a closing mist,
two great dark eyes bend over him— he
felt soft arms go about his neck and heard
a sobbing in his ear.

“Well, Yulita,” he said as in a dream,
“l went to Genghis Khan after all!”

“You saved Black Cathay, my king,”
she sobbed, pressing her lips against his.
Then while his dull head swam those soft

( Continued on page 432)

same

what a man!”



The Rajah’s Grandmother
By FRANK BELKNAP LONG, Jr.

Number 638 of the Indian Secret Service was offered a bribe
of thousands of rupees if he would be false to his trust

AHBUB the jeweller was sitting
M impassively in his disreputable
shop and caressing the amulet

with lean possessive fingers when Dorety
asked, "How much?"

Mahbub turned his head to the door
and chuckled. “It is a good thing, Dora
Tea, that no one heard you ask that.
Men have been cut in two for less.”

Dorety examined the amulet critically.
He rubbed it slowly all over to see if it
was scratched. He held it up to the light

and shivered with pleasure when it
seemed to catch fire. “A king’s ruby,”
he muttered reverentially. “Who bids

against me?”
“No one,” “but

and

grimaced Mahbub,
the Rajah’s grandmother wants it,
that is enough!"

“But if | should offer you a thousand
mohurs?”

Mahbub gripped the counter convul-

sively. “1 will sell it, Dora Tea. | have
decided to risk everything. But | am
ruined if you show it to the Rajah.”

“1 will take it now,” said Dorety.

“You know as well as | do that the Rajah
wouldn’t give you a rupee for it. And
with your tongue burned out of your silly
mouth you couldn’t very well reproach
him.”

Mahbub groaned and
hands to his ears.

“Don’t,
that | live in terror of the Rajah’s grand-
mother?

Dora Tea.

slapped his

Dora Tea. Is it not enough
She would hire an assassin,
Still, for fifteen hundred mo-

“| offered you a thousand,” snapped
Dorety.
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"For twelve hundred mohurs,” droned
Mahbub, "1 will sell it. But may your
daughters all be dishonored if you show
it to the Rajah.”

Dorety scrawled a few lines on a scrap
of yellow paper and handed it to 'the

shopkeeper. Mahbub blinked and scru-
tinized it closely. "It is well,” he said
at length. “I will trust you, Dora Tea.

For one thousand mohurs the amulet is
yours. When shall | call for the
money?"

"Tomorrow,” said Dorety, "but | shall
take the amulet at once.”

Mahbub parted with it reluctantly.
"Be careful-of it, Dora Tea,” he warned.
"It is not redder than the blood that has
been spilled for it. And if the Rajah
questions you, say that the devil sold it
to you.”

“That would not be a
Dorety.

lie,” smiled
"l think you are in league with
the Rajah's grandmother.”

Mahbub shivered.

joke, Dora Tea.

"That is not a wise
The
mother devours all virtue in a pure mind.

Rajah’s grand-

She would ruin my Karma.”

"W hat do you know of her?” Dorety
asked suddenly.

"W hat does any man know of her,
Dora Tea? She is an impostor, of course,
but the Rajah is weak-minded and easily
deceived, and he swears she
his father.”

“How long has this been going on?”
asked Dorety.

“For three months.

resembles

The Rajah found
her in rags on his doorstep and wept like
a drunken Bhat.
her. Dora Tea,

And now he worships
he permits that vile
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woman to rob us. He thinks she is pos-
itively pious and you know how many

wires he can pull

when your absurd

government pricks up its ears.”

“You call tomorrow for the
money,” said Dorety in a flat voice as if
turning over in his mind what the shop-
keeper had told him. Then he slowly
nodded and walked out of the shop.

may

orety’s room overlooked the crook-
D edest street in Katmandu. Imme-
diately beneath his window a Tibetan
dog sat on a bale of vermeil from Turk-
estan and howled dismally at the moon.
A few dark forms passed to and fro
in the shadows, but a curious silence per-
vaded the street and Dorety could almost
hear the gnawings of a million maggots
furiously at work on the piles of garbage
heaped against the window. His head
was burning with excitement and he had
thrown open the blinds to
flushed cheeks. But as an obscene breeze
arose to greet him he retreated quickly,
shutting the blinds widi a bang and
swearing at the constables who permited
Such vileness.

cool his

He retreated into the room and sat
down on the bed. On the table at his side
a lean candle guttered and flared. Dorety
reached over and nipped it. A sickly
darkness settled down over the
Dorety lifted both his legs and
upon the white sheets. His fingers
toyed for several moments with some-
thing under his pillow; then he withdrew
his hand and closed his eyes.

room.
lay flat

He waited. He was very comfortable.
Presently the door creaked on its hinges,
and some one glided into the room. The
stranger’s bare feet pattered ominously
on the smooth floor. A flashlight pierced
the darkness, and for a moment Dorety’s
prone form was

turbing glare.

illuminated by its dis-

Cautiously the intruder
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approached the bed and bent above its
occupant. “Ah-h-h!” The exclamation
was followed by a low hiss.

The intruder’s hand slid under Dore-
ty’s pillow, and grasped the amulet in its
hard fist. Dorety’s hand shot over it,
closing tightly. The intruder started up,
shrieked and endeavored to break away,
Dorety sprang from the bed and struck
at him. They went down upon the floor
in a confused grapple. But the outcome
Dorety wore his
opponent down by the sheer ferocity of
his attack.

"Mercy, Sahib.
woman!”

was never uncertain.

You wouldn’t harm a

Dorety grinned. He got quickly to his
feet, holding his captive by the neck. He
breathed harshly but his long fingers bit
like steel into soft flesh. W ith his free
hand he felt for the- candle and struck
a match. A pallid yellow glow spread
through the room.

W ith staring eyeballs Dorety
at the creature he had subdued.
credibly ancient hag stared up at him
and pleaded for its life. With an effort
Dorety repressed a shiver of disgust and
threw the creature from him. It collapsed
in a heap on rhe floor and when Dorety
spoke to it it whimpered.

“l knew the ruby would bring you,”
muttered Dorety.

“Ah-h-h!” moaned the thing on the
floor. “You do me a great injustice.
The Rajah will be furious when he heats
of this. He will have you shot.
are a fool to defy my grandson.”

Dorety straddled the table and swung
his legs violently back and forth.

“So you are the Rajah’s grandmother!”
he murmured casually.
ture indeed.
amulet?”

“Give? Give?” the creature shrieked.
"The Rajah will give you six hundred
stripes on your naked back for it!”

looked
An in-

You

"A pretty crea-
W hat will you give for the
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"Very well,” laughed Dorety, "I
take it to the Rajah.”

The Rajah’s grandmother was genuine-
ly startled. Her lips opened and dosed,
but no sound came from between them.
It took five minutes for Dorety to con-
vince her that he was only jesting.

"I will give you five hundred rupees
for it,” she said at length.

"No!”

"A thousand!”

Dorety shook his head.

"Then you will not sell it?”

"N o.” Dorety was determined. The
Rajah’s grandmother folded her hands
and waited. She was absolutely at his
and it is to her credit that she
made no attempt to disguise her fear.
Her teeth knocked together until the
room grew clamorous with their chatter-
ing; she turned up her eyes until only
their whites were visible.

"1 will tell you a story,” said Dorety.
He stroked his chin meditatively and
watched her out of the corner of his eye.
W hen she nodded he clipped and lit a
panetela.

shall

mercy,

"A tragic one,” continued Dorety. "A
story of evil and cunning triumphant.
You will not like it.”

The creature on the floor spat, and ran
her fingers savagely through her thin
white hair. "I will listen,

"Very well. 1
cret Service.

she said.

am Dorety of the Se-
My number is 638, which
doesn’t concern you. But there are other
in which you are directlyl in-
Five months ago in Delhi an
old woman was brutally murdered, and
her body disfigured beyond recognition.
Her throat— but |
with details.

matters
volved.

will not weary you
The affair would have at-
but the
victim happened to be of royal blood, and
for ten years the police had been search-
ing for they
found on her body established her iden-

tracted no attention ordinarily,

her. An amulet which
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tity. A Lama had bewitched her and
since her fortieth year she had been wan-
dering idiotically from town to town dis-
guised as a beggar. It is difficult to
imagine anydiing more absurd, but no
degradation
who

seems unsuitable to those
follow the Lamas.
When the poor creature disappeared she
was the mother of a reigning rajah with

royal

teachings of

if she were alive
now she would be a rajah’s grandmother.
| believe there are twenty varying legends
about her in Nepal.”

privileges, and

Dorety stared contemptuously into the
old woman’s eyes. "Before this woman
was murdered some one tortured her and
discovered everything. Her left breast
bore the of a red-hot iron.

W hether the torturer was the murderer

impress
I am not prepared to say. But certainly
she was unwise in overlooking the amu-
let, which would have established even a
twice-born in the good graces of-----—"

The old woman interrupted him with
an impatient shrug. "W hat is this to
me, Sahib?”

"W hy did you Kill her?” asked Dorety.

To his amazement the creature on the
floor did not equivocate. "l was very
poor and my life was a hard one. Why
should | have spared her? Have you not
said that you considered her actions
idiotic? She was a silly old fool and un-
worthy of life. | spiton all who follow
the teachings of Lamas. May their liv-
ers rot! You and 1, Sahib, know that
there are no good laws in the universe,
and that we may all do as we please. Is
it not well that we should enjoy our-
selves for a few years before the worms
take us? How did the amulet come to
Katmandu?”

Dorety scowled. "They stole it from
us before we could show it to the Rajah.
It was necessary to have that to prove
you an W e traced the jewel
here and yesterday | purchased it for one

impostor.
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thousand mohurs in the shop of Mahbub
the jeweller. | could have confiscated it
but the service wanted me to evade sus-
picion by purchasing it. | knew that it
would bring you here. | have suspected
for some time that the Rajah has doubts
of your identity. He wants more definite
proof and this amulet will furnish it."

He held the amulet in his right hand
and turned it over in the yellow light.
"A beautiful thing, is it not?” he asked.
"And think of what it would mean to
you! Unfortunately, you must rot in a
filthy jail.”

ORETY got down from the table and
D removed a pair of handcuffs from
his coat pocket. They dangled sinisterly
in the shadow cast by his body and a
faint smile lingered for a moment about
the comers of his mouth. The Rajah's
grandmother swayed pathetically back
and forth and crooned.

Dorety stooped and was about to slip
the steel bracelets on her wrist when she
sneezed. Her breath smelt strongly of
gin and Dorety made a wry face. "Make
the best of it, old lady,” he said. "You’ve
had a good time and your
splendidly.”

luck lasted

The old woman noted with delight the
growing Dorety’s voice.
When he drew near again she smirked
at him.

"W ell?” he stammered,
"W hat’s on your mind?”

reluctance in

losing color.

"Ninety thousand rupees,” said the
Rajah’s grandmother in a very low voice.

Dorety’s heart missed a beat. The
left his cheeks; his eyes watered.
"You mean that you have access to the
Rajah’s coffers?”

color

The old woman smiled.
were

"My friend,
I younger | should offer you that
which would make all the Rajah’s gold

seem worthless. But since you want
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gold, listen!
person

The Rajah carries upon his
twenty fortunes. He wears a
belt made of diamonds as large as onions.
Rubies encircle his ankles; emeralds his
wrists. His ear-rings glitter in the dark;
they are luminous with pearls. And he
sleeps heavily. For ninety thousand ru-
pees, then, you will sell me the amulet?”

Dorety hesitated and looked long and
searchingly at the handcuffs. His heart
came up into his throat. It was a temp-
tation, but there was his duty to the serv-
ice. Into the eyes of the woman who
sat waiting crept something of compas-
sion. "It is a hard decision, Sahib,” she
said, "but with ninety thousand rupees
you would own the world. Think of the
nautch girls you could buy with it. Noth-
ing is so beautiful to a young man as a
nautch girl unbraiding her hair. W ith
ninety thousand rupees who would dare
to reproach you?”

"If the service should find out,” said
Dorety, "I should be utterly ruined.” He
started, realizing that he had practically
repeated the words of the vile little jewel-
ler Mahbub.

"But who would ever find out?”
tered the old woman.

mut-
"Ninety thousand
rupees would buy you rivers of wine, and
days and nights of
wise you will

love. If you are
intoxicate yourself before
the worms possess you. NoO one saw me
come here tonight. If you need an ex-
say that your life was
Few would care to defy the

Rajah’s grandmother."

"Ah-h-h!” Dorety advanced suddenly
and slipped the handcuffs over the crone’s
wrists. He gave them a sudden jerk as
she shrieked and rose to her feet.

cuse Yyou can

threatened.

"You wouldn’t do that to me!”
pleaded. "I should die
in the Rajah’s jail.”

"l shall not put you
jail,” said Dorety.

she
in three weeks

in the Rajah’s
"l shall take you to
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Delhi. | was tempted, but thank heaven,
I have conquered my blind folly.”

"The Rajah has rubies in his coffers,”
said the old woman, "drat would make
your heart ache. He has black and yel-
low diamonds. He has
a turquoise as large as a new-born babe.
He has an opal that bleeds when <he
moon rises. He has a virgin garnet that
has been known to utter prophecies. He
has emeralds— ah-h-h--——--

Dorety was twisting the handcuffs vio-

He has pearls.

lently and the prisoner writhed in agony.
But his own features were distorted with
the pain of
swam.

indecision and his brain

"You are vile,” he shouted. "You
slashed that old woman’s throat from ear
to ear.”
"Diamonds
heart ache,”

that would make your
repeated the crone through
quivering lips. A strange light shone
in her eyes.

Dorety was fumbling with his key at

the bands that bound her. His teeth
chattered, and a voice whispered in his
ear. "The thing that you do is very evil.
Men have been damned for less. And
there is the oath you took!”

It wasn’t an imaginary voice. It was
the old woman speaking to him. Why
had she changed so suddenly? But she

hadn’t changed. He was sure that she
was mocking him. He got the handcuffs
free and stepped back. "A surety,” he
blustered. "How do | know that | can
trust you?”

The Rajah’s
long and shrilly.
breast and

grandmother
Her hand went to her
in a moment she had found
the thing she sought. She held it forth
in the palm of her hand so that Dorety
could see it. It was an emerald as big
as a man’s thumb. Dorety stared until
tiny nodules of sweat came out on his
At the prospect of owning a
stone so precious his heart failed him.

laughed

forehead.
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He stood very still and waited for the
old woman to speak.

"This is the price of my liberty and the
amulet,” she said at last. "This stone is
worth one hundred thousand rupees and
its' duplicate can not be found in all the

world.”

Dorety extended a shaking hand.

"The amulet first,” she demanded.

Dorety took up the amulet and threw
it at her. "Take the accursed ruby and
be gone,” he shouted.
emerald!”

"But give me the

The old woman deposited the amulet
in her shaking palm and swore at him.
Then she turned and scumbled out of the
room.

or a moment Dorety stared at the
F thing in his hand, and his eyes bulged.
But his madness did not last. When he.
raised his face and saw the dosed door
he shrieked and recoiled as though he had
received a slap Dimly he
seemed to realize that she would descend
into the street and make her escape. The
thought of his own vileness nauseated
him.

in the face.

He ran to the door and threw it open.
A breath of hot air streamed past him.
The hallway was damp and smelly. He

descended the stairs three steps at a
time, holding his horror very firmly to
him. He wondered if the old man on

the second floor could hear the hammer-
ing of his heart.

Out in the street the moonlight lay in
frigid stripes on great bundles of vermeil

and vair. A beggar crouched in the
shadows and held out pitiful, crooked
arms. Several of the unclean lay sleep-

ing in the gutter. In his haste Dorety
stepped upon them, but they did not stir.
Life had their
starved faces, and they bore all indignities

A dark figure

slammed its doors in

with gloomy resignation.
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was racing down the street ahead of a
lean dog that growled and barked.

“Not for a Rajah’s ransom will | let
her escape,” groaned Dorety. "I
been a fool, but I am whole again.”

The pursuit was furious. Dorety ran
with head thrown back and arms bent ac
the elbows; the old woman hobbled on
from square to square with amazing agility,
always keeping her distance. They passed
stinking bazars where fat, greasy Mus-
sulmans lolled on cushions, snoring lust-
ily. They passed the covered carts of
fruit-venders, and the red-litten windows
of shameless houses from which nautch
girls leaned and tittered obscenely, and
once Dorety almost lost his quarry in the
mazes of a Rajput slave-bazar.

They were on the outskirts of the city
when Dorety brought the old woman to
bay. He advanced upon her threaten-
ingly, holding the handcuffs in his right
hand. He had lost all and it
wouldn’t have worried him if her cries
had brought the Rajah’s soldiers. But
she made no outcry. Instead, she eyed
him calmly, and laughed.

"Have you changed your mind?” she-
asked.

"Yes,” said Dorety, "and
amulet.

have

fear

I want that
You’ll not escape this time.”

She was fumbling with something in
her dress and in a moment she had it out
and was it at him. "Don't
she said. "You won’'t
get the amulet and you won’t get me. |
should think the emerald would have sat-
isfied you.”

levelling
come near me,”
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Dorety gasped. "You had a revolver
and yet you let me threaten you!”

"It amused me,” said the old woman,
"and perhaps | had a reason.”

Dorety stared in growing bewilder-
ment. "W ho are you?” he muttered.

"Don’t you know me, Dora Tea.” The
figure was still smiling. "Is it so diffi-
cult to recognize beneath a little paint the
face of a colleague?”

"You are— —”

Slowly the figure nodded. "This
afternoon | was Mahbub the jeweller,
but I am now, unfortunately for you,
merely 692. We have suspected for
some time that you might betray the
service in. an emergency, and to trap you
we let you infer that Mahbub had the
amulet. We have traced the jewel, but
it is in the possession of another shop-
keeper. 749, a chap named Simmons,
will see that it is recovered and the Ra-
jah's grandmother exposed— the case was
transferred to him when | offered to ex-
pose you by impersonating Mahbub, and
an old hag.”

His "Tomorrow,
Dorety, you will send in your resignation.
Your belated repentance has saved you
from a court-martial, but this amulet is
all the proof | need that you are an in-
corrigible bribe-taker."

"But the emerald,” gasped Dorety,
"the emerald you gave me-------- ”

"W as made of paste.”

For a moment 692 looked at 638 with
shrewd and pitying eyes. Then he
turned, and walked briskly away.

voice grew terse.

A Book of Verses underneath the Bough,
A Jug of Wine, a Loaf of Bread— and Thou
Beside me singing in the Wilderness—

Oh, Wilderness were Paradise enow!

—Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam.



WILLIAM

By S. B. H. HURST

His exploits while "absent without leave” from His Majestfs army in
India were spectacular and thrilling, but his last adven-
ture was the most astonishing of all

“yA FIGHTER, boy!
are!”

It’s a fighter you
shouted the man with the
wooden leg. The boy grinned.
He enjoyed fighting, but he also enjoyed
wandering. A craving to find something.
N o certain or particular thing, but just to
wander until something new turned up.
He was an orphan, and the people in the
little English village had a simple ex-
planation for his love of wandering.

"He fell out of the cradle and
his head.
different!”

His name was William Dobbs, and he
was far from the village when he won
the fight about which the wooden-legged
man cheered. The periods of his absence
varied. Once he was gone a year. That
was the time he walked to the coast and
shipped on a schooner. He never talked
about his adventures. He was largely af-
fectionate but did not fall in love. He
was twenty, standing six feet and weigh-
ing two hundred and ten pounds of bone
and muscle, when he wandered, as was
inevitable, to London. A keen-eyed
sergeant of the British Army watched
W illiam polish off a tough known as
"The Thames Terror,” near the East In-
dia Dock.

"You ought to join the army and get
paid for your fighting,” said the sergeant
as he helped William on with his ragged
coat. "Feel like a bite to eat?”

W illiam agreed that he was hungry.
On the wall near the eating-house was
the well-known picture of several strap-
ping men in the uniforms of various regi-
ments. The sergeant took a shilling out
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lit on
Them as does that is always

of his pocket and pointed to the picture.

"W hich of those uniforms would you
like to wear? . .. The shilling is yours,”
he said.

"Never bothered much about clothes,”
answered W illiam dubiously.

"W ell, said the sergeant
cheerfully. "That was the Queen’s shil-
ling | gave you!”

W illiam regarded the shilling with in-
terest.

let’s eat,”

The sergeant explained.

"All right,” said William.

So William Dobbs became a private in
a famous regiment that had been for some
weeks expecting orders to proceed to Bur-
ma. Large bands of robbers and murder-
ers known as dacoits were raging up and
down the country, burning villages and
often getting the bestof the soldiers. . . .
But William found himself busy at once.
He had to fight every man his size or
near his size in'the regiment. He won the
fights. After that he was a hero,
men wanted to buy him beer.

But after a week of this William be-
came restless. There was no one else to
fight. So he became absent without leave.
He just had to wander and find some-
thing of interest to content him.
summer in London.

and

It was
Wi illiam wandered
to Hampstead, where a small circus in-
trigued him— chiefly the solitary elephant.
W illiam attached himself to the elephant.
Thus it came about that a newly joined
subaltern was horrified to behold a man
of his regiment, in uniform, exhibiting
an elephant for the benefif'of the pop-
ulace. The subaltern went closer. He
recognized William, who was then giving
0.S—2
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the elephant a drink. The elephant and
the man appeared to be on the best of

terms.

The young officer touched William on
the shoulder.

"On leave?” he asked.

W illiam admitted that he was water-
ing an elephant without official permis-
sion. But he saluted when he spoke to
the officer. Then he grinned. It was such
an engaging grin that the officer failed
to feel offended. And feeling that some

explanation was in order, William ex-
plained.

"1 take an awful lot of interest in new
things, sir! | just can't help doing
them!”

The officer had onlv recently left the
0.S.—3
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military academy, where his reputation
for decorum had not been of the best. He
might try to be stem, but the lure of

watering an elephant lurked in his soul.
"But, you know, you can’t do this!” he
exclaimed.
W illiam said nothing.
think of anything to say.
"Go back to barracks,”

He couldn't

ordered the

officer. "You are in my company. You
will be punished for this, of course,
but. ..."”

The "but” amounted to a talk with

his superior, and the lightening of the
punishment of William Dobbs. William
was grateful, and he tried to show his
gratitude by an explanation.

"You see, sir,” he told the kindly offi-
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cer, "It’s new things that make me want
to see them. | get restless and have to
go some place. | was always like that,
sir!”

W ith a vast effort the officer achieved
gravity, and lectured William upon the
sin of going absent without leave. He
felt that he was wasting breath. He
ended with:

"W e'll be ordered on active service—-
any day now, Dobbs.
see in Burma than there is here.
won't want to miss that, will you?”

There’s more to
You

"l won’t be missing then, sir,” replied
W illiam .

He saluted and left.
he stayed in barracks.
the world beyond the sentry got him. So
he went absent without leave again.

And for two days
Then the lure of

The young officer worried. He liked
W illiam. There was something very at-
tractive about his easy disposition and his
fighting qualities. Everybody liked W il-
liam, and the regiment did not want to
lose him. The young officer talked to his
captain, even to the colonel.

"Talk some sense into him,” growled
the latter.

And, unofficially, the entire regiment
sought William. But it did not know
where to seek. William was a genius in
his straying. Other men would have been
sought in public houses, but William was
not a drinking man. No one found him.
He came back himself, and he reported
to the friendly young officer. He saluted,
grinned in his disarming and respectful
way and said:

'Tve come back, sir!”

"W here the devil were you this time?”
asked the officer, trying to be stem.

W illiam was not good at explanations..
Besides, to tell the officer that he had
put in a lot of time amusing crippled
children at the Home in South Kensing-

ton would be difficult. William felt that
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six feet of soldier in uniform standing

on his head was unusual. The children
had enjoyed it immensely. . . . William
looked down at his feet. They moved

uneasily.

“Well, sir, it’s . there’s a lot of
things to And
when | get to looking at new things the
time goes awful fast!”

look at in London, sir.

The officer could no longer try to be
stem. He laughed. It might be very
bad for discipline and all that, but he
could not help laughing. He dismissed
W illiam and reported the matter to his
superior. William got off with a severe
"talking to”.

A week later he became interested in
the Salvation Army, which in those days
was a novel institution. The British Army
allows every man to choose his own form
of religion, and there was no regulation
against William marching along the
street with the Salvationists and singing
as lustily if not as tunefully as any of
them. But the five privates and two ser-
geants who almost caused a riot by drag-
ging William to the sidewalk explained
that absence without leave was no period
for religious observance. W hat really cap-
tured William, however, was the sergeant
shouting in his ear:

We’'re
Come

"You big mountain of meat!
ordered on active service! Burmal!
erlong out of this and fight!”

"Burmal!” shouted W illiam, forgetting

all about the Salvation Army. “Burmal!
That’s where them dacoits is!”
Forty-eight hours later the regiment

entrained for Portsmouth. William found
the transport a joy until he had explored
it thoroughly. But the ocean curtailed his
wanderings until the ship reached Ran-
goon, and once there the tales of sick
and wounded men down from the Front
saved him from dangerous Oriental by-

ways.
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oing up the Irrawaddy in a paddle
G steamer of the Flotilla, William

felt himself coming into his own. All past
fights and past adventures had been but
the games of a child.
accomplishments, it had been discovered
that he was a natural shot. As shooting
was a fighting man’s occupation he was
not at all surprized. But he preferred the
possibilities of the bayonet.

The glaring river, ageless in history of

Among his other

fighting men and kings travelling upon it,
made W illiam gloat. The green forests,
the low shores, the heat.
ing, promising.
get into action with them dacoits? W il-
liam rejoiced to learn that it would be as
soon as possible.

It was very soon.

The regiment struggled through the
jungle. There were no roads. Steamy heat
waves in a dense green. Screaming par-
rots, chattering monkeys. Insects,
pedes. Nights and the swarms of giant
moths. From behind any one of a
thousand trees came a shot. A man with
whom Wi illiam had fought the. day he
joined the regiment fell writhing with a
bullet in his bowels. A silent Scot
grimly stalked the dacoit scout and shot
him from behind another tree. . . . The
regimental surgeon did his best but the
microbes of Burma did better.

This went on for weeks. The strength
of the regiment dwindled. Then the
unexpected. William awakened hurriedly
just before dawn to a regular battle. The
pickets had been driven in. The British
were surrounded by double their number.
Instead of waiting to be attacked, an un-
usually
prized the regiment.

There was little shooting. The dacoits
knew they were no

All new, allur-
How soon would they

centi-

large gang of dacoits had sur-

match for the
regiment in that sort of fighting. They
calculated that their extra weight in man-

power would win for them. From the
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dawn of history the Burmese had always
their by hand-to-hand
fighting. Hence the surprize in the dark,
after a silent creeping all night through
the jungle. It was also the sort of fighting
for which the gods had created W illiam
Dobbs. William, as always, fought si-
lently, savagely. The daylight flooded the
forest. Dacoits streamed upon the regi-
ment from every point. The trees made
cohesion impossible. The regiment was
split up into desperately fighting groups.
But William had no time to consider
this. Neither would consideration of it
have troubled him. He had no
in anything but his immediate enemy.
That one disposed of, another demanded
attention. Often two or three enemies at
the same time— raging and screaming and
slashing at the big man who seemed in-
vulnerable, and whose touch was death.
They yelled that he was a devil. A devil
who must be killed. The screamers car-
ried their assertion to another world, and

beaten enemies

interest

W illiam’s bayonet found another target.

Through the delightful,
combat some notice of his surroundings
Instinct had
maneuvered until his broad back was pro-
tected by a giant tree. No knife could get
at his back. His enemies had to face him.

red haze of

seeped into William'’s brain.

He knew that the captain of his company
had fought by his side until, his sword
broken and his revolver empty, he had
fallen, to pieces. He that
twenty men lay about him, and that they
again. And
through all the noise he had heard one
voice encouraging, shouting—
the voice of the young officer who had
severed William’s connection with the
But the voice
The young officer
was bleeding a dozen wounds.
W illiam, fighting as many
as could get at him,

cut knew

would never drink beer

cheerful

elephant of the circus.
was growing weak.
from
dacoits
became conscious
The

of another sort of fighting rage.
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spiritual fury of a man who fights to save
a friend.

The young officer had fallen. He still
cut feebly at the legs of the dacoits, but
he was done. Then did William truly
become a devil. Before this he had fought

as a big and gallant soldier will fight.
Now he fought like ten.
"Get out of this, Dobbs! Cut your

way out, and get back to the regiment.
Never mind me— I'm done, anyhow!”

W illiam laughed— a strange,
laugh. The officer and himself, ringed by
dacoits, were alone except for the dead.

wild

"God bless you, sir!” shouted W illiam.
"Keep your mind easy while 1 finish
this fight. Then I'll carry you to the
doctor!”

Dobbs.
You will

There are too
be killed. Go
Go, and save
It’s an order,

"You can’'t,
many for you.
— you can get through.
yourselfl Go, | tell you!
Dobbs!”

Wi illiam
dacoit.

"Go! Save yourself!
Obey me, Dobbs!”

The work had become too close for
the bayonet. Wailliam, with one hand,
used his rifle like a club. With every
swing of it he crushed a head. With a
swift movement he picked up the broken
sword of the captain. This he thrust with
short stabs and terrible effect into the

laughed and spitted another

Do as I tell you.

faces too close for the club.

"1 order you to go, Dobbs!” the young
officer sobbed.

"l wouldn’t obey God himself— if He
told me to leave you!” yelled William.

Such terrible strength and fury was
This white
The dacoits
They waited a few yards away
for breath and another combined charge
upon William. They looked at their
dead and shivered. But there were ten

too much for dacoit nerves.
soldier could not be human.
recoiled.
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of them left. Demon or not, this white
man must die. . . . William
saw the deathly pale face of the
young officer. He laughed his strange,
wild laugh again. So, the officer was
dead. All left William.
The concentrated fury of a dozen men
lifted his soul. For a second he glared
at the dacoits. His teeth gritted.

"He . . . is .. . dead,” said William
slowly.

looked down
and

the tiredness

He shook his head as if to clear his
brain. Then with another wild laugh, he
charged the dacoits.

As he did so, one of the regimental
pipers, lying fifty yards away with a bul-
let in his thigh, sounded forth the in-
spiring war cry of The Campbells are
coming! The dacoits broke. From some-
where the colonel himself, with forty
men, came upon the scene. These dis-
posed of the fleeing dacoits.

W illiam wiped his face with the back
of his hand. Then he turned, gently
lifted the young officer, and carried him
to the doctor.

He turned away from the dreadful
sights of the impromptu surgery. A numb
grief possessed him.

"How is he, sir?” he asked the surgeon.

"Pretty bad,” the surgeon had an-
swered. "He’s alive, that’s all | can say.
But I can’t say how long he will live:”

And now Wi illiam felt very tired. He
looked at his empty hands. W here was
his rifle? He had thrown it down when
he picked up the young officer.
have to go back and get it. He wiped the
sweat from his eyes, and found himself
facing the grave colonel. William saluted.

”1 shall recommend you for the Vic-
toria Cross, Dobbs,” said the colonel.

W illiam seemed puzzled.

"The greatest honor in the army,” ad-
ded the colonel, as if to explain.

"1 know, sir,” said William.

He would
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he badly cut up regiment buried its
dead and die dead dacoits. Then it
rested. W illiam, a bit bruised, did not
rest. He haunted the hospital orderlies.
How was the young officer? He insisted
He cursed
W hy couldn’t he do
Finally he thrust the order-
lies aside and burst in upon the doctor.
"1’'ve got to know, sir! is he?
W ill he get well?"
The tired doctor managed to smile.
"l didn’t think he would, at first,

upon having word every hour.
his helplessness.
something?

How

Dobbs. But | do now. He is young and
strong. Yes, I'd be willing to bet now
that he’ll live to become a general. But

| didn’t give him a chance when you first
brought him in."

W illiam just had to celebrate. He took
his rifle and went for a walk. The jungle
was as dark as pitch, weird with insects
Wi illiam hadn’t the
slightest idea where he was going. The
regiment woke to find him gone. Gloom
descended upon it. The jungles of Burma
are no place for a lone white man, even
one skilled in woodcraft, of which W il-
liam had none. When two days passed
without William’s return the
mourned.

"Poor old chap!
lost.

and strange noises.

regiment

Went out and got
Took a walk like he used to do in
London, just to see the sights.
or tiger got him.
was a man!”

Such they deemed was W illiam’s epi-
taph.

But no snake or other creature had got
Wi illiam. He was having the time of his
life. One of those times, anyway.

It grew cooler under the big trees. He
found a narrow animal He was
enjoying his His entire being
throbbed to the delight of going some-
where he had never been before.

Wi illiam lost the animal trail
dense brush.

A snake
Gawd bless him— he

trail.
walk.

in some
He found the line of least
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resistance, and went that way. The night
passed. At dawn the forest awakened
to shrill noises. The monkeys and the par-
rots had seen William and were making
rude remarks about him.

The idea of breakfast entered his sys-
tem, but he was too content to be trou-
bled by it. Nearing noon, he came upon
a tiny village— -four houses standing on
stilts. Very interesting to William.
chickens.

Many
No people, apparently. Then
child, peering from the top
of one of the house-ladders, saw the big
white man and gave tongue. The village
roused to greet William.

A kindly little village, a collection of
relatives. Four families.
parents, children. Pretty women smoking
their large cheroots, smiling at the big
soldier. The old folk chattering about
him, praising his bulk. They prepared a
mighty meal for him, to which he did
The matter of pay troubled him.
He had two rupees in his pocket— a large
sum to such a village—But his innate
courtesy shuddered at the idea of giving
offense to his hospitable hosts. He sat on
a creaky platform, eight or nine feet from
the ground, between two houses, the
women clustered about him like a bevy of
loving sisters. The men sat around and
laughed. Now, would it be decent to
offer money for the meal? William was
never fond of thinking, and the problem
harried him.

A sudden interrupted every-
thing. Terrified women pressed against
W illiam. He heard shots, yells, curses.
As he struggled to free himself from the
screaming women his rifle fell off the
platform into the narrow alley between
the houses. He grabbed for it as it fell,
He heard wilder screaming
and cries and more shots as he crashed
the nine or ten feet into the alley. His
head struck the ground, and W illiam lay
unconscious.

a wakeful

Parents, grand-

justice.

scream

and slipped.
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He was
He had merely been knocked

He recovered consciousness.
not hurt.
out. But while he lay there terrible things
had happened. The first scream had been
that of an old woman when a gang of
eight dacoits came upon her stealthily
from the forest. A blow had killed her.
Then the shooting of the unarmed men
of the vMlage. The usual daooit butchery.
The dacoits had not seen William. The
frantic women had been as a lovely terri-
fied screen when he fell.

Wi illiam knew all this when he heard
the piteous crying of the women— the
young and pretty women, the spoils of
the raid. The older women and all the
men were dead. Peering cautiously be-
tween two boards, William saw! A sight
to make any man fighting mad. But
Wilham was far too good a natural fight-
er, as well as a trained, not to take every
His object in every fight was
His fury was always a stimu-
lant, never a detriment, to vigilance. Be-
tween the planks William looked and
made his plans. He saw eight dacoits—
one of the remnants that had escaped alter
the recent battle— and seven pretty little
Every dacoit wanted one of the
women. That was why they had raided
the village. The women were all the value
the village contained. . . . Eight dacoits
and seven women. It looked as if the da-
coits would fight among themselves for
the women. Instead, with leering enjoy-
ment they began to count "odd man out!"

Meanwhile the women waited in an-
guish. Honor to a Burmese woman is as
dear as it was to Lucrece. But the dacoits
leave no chance for the

advantage.
to win it.

women.

were careful to
women to kill themselves.

W illiam lifted his rifle. He had six
bullets. He was a first-class shot. The
distance was so short that even a mod-
erate shot could not miss. He would Kkill
six dacoits from behind the boards where
he waited. The boards hid as well as
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protected him from bullets. He was not
there to take spectacular chances but to
save the women. He would shoot six
That would leave two for his

He would have to rush those

dacoits.
bayonet.
two before they could shoot him. Fair
enough! William had a sort of contempt
for the long Burmese knives of the da-
coits. He would have to be quick because
the dacoits would turn and fight at his
first shot. The heavy teak boards would
be wuseful then. He hoped the dacoits
would not imagine that more than one
man was attacking them. William did not
want any dacoits to escape into the forest.
The agony of the women made him very
anxious to kill. William looked to his
rifle. One of the boards on his left was
One good push and that
board would fall. Through the gap W il-
liam would rush the dacoits when he had
But he could not be-
gin immediately. The dacoits were hold-

a trifle loose.

fired his six shots.

ing the women, and none stood still. The
women were pleading heartrendingly.
The daooits laughed at their sobbings.
The women knelt down and prayed. Such
pretty little lifted hands.

W illiam waited. The play was coming
his way. One of the dacoits tore the
jacket off a woman. She stood bare to the
waist, horrified. Then she threw herself
on the ground. The other women threw
themselves beside her. Their voices rose
in mingled prayers to many gods. W il-
liam answered their prayers. It was the
best and fastest shooting he had ever
done, which is saying a lot.

Heads had always been William’s pet

objective. Nose or jaw in his earlier days,
sometimes eyes. He aimed at heads
now. A bullet in the head avoids the

argument that sometimes arose between
regimental chaplains and less sentimental
and doctors be
wasted upon wounded dacoits? W illiam,
who could be a Christian upon occasion,

officers— should time
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aimed at heads and saved argument. Two
shots felled two dacoits so swiftly that a
third and then a fourth did their work be-
fore the murderers recovered from a para-
lyzing shock of surprize. Thinking per-
haps that British soldiers in the forest
had ambushed them, the others
shelter among the houses.
ward Wi illiam.
them

ran for
They ran to-
Two more shots met
efficiently. Then William really
began to fight. With a silent fury and a
flickering bayonet he charged the enemy
like some marvelous avenger created for
the purpose by an offended deity. The
astonished women were screaming. But
the dacoits passed to where while scream-
ing is understood to be general it is not
heard by mortals.

he work being done, it came to W il-
liam that he faced a problem besides
which killing a few dacoits was simple.
The women. Who was going to take
care of them? W illiam knew they would
not stay another night in the village
where their husbands and relatives had
been killed. The women and their babies
—for of course not even a dacoit will
harm a child in Burma.
Taking things in order, William de-
cided that a large funeral came first.
graves,

Two
since murdered and murderers
could not be expected to sleep together.
In this the women helped, digging as they
wept. O f course they would have nothing
to do with the dacoits, so that job was left
to William. And when it was all over
the pathetic little women turned to W il-
liam. Without a word they decided that
he would adopt them all, women and ba-
bies. He had saved them, so they were
his! Simple but embarrassing logic.

So when the heartrending burial was
ended and many strange ceremonies had
been accorded the village dead, William
found himself needing thought. What
was he going to do with these women and
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babies, who would not remain in their
village, who apparently wished to follow
him to the ends of the earth? A sudden
and relieving idea came to him. He
would take them all to the regiment. It
was time he got back there, anyhow. The
colonel would arrange to have the women
taken care of. William had a lot of faith
Yes, the women and ba-
bies would find shelter with the regiment.
The details of this shelter never entered
Wi illiam’s head. He troubled
himself about details. So by signs he ex-
plained, or thought he did, that he would
take the women and babies to the haven
of the regiment. He pointed vaguely
in the direction whence he had come. The
women, understanding only that they
might travel with William, began to look
less like recently made widows and more
like flowers after rain.

A charming company but a harried
W illiam. The regiment was somewhere.
And that was almost all William knew.
Vaguely he began to pilot his flock. For-
tunately the flock came to his assistance.
The flock found food. The flock made a
fire when a fire was needed, William hav-
ing neglected to bring matches. The flock
adored William as if he were a god, made
an idol of him. And so, with many prat-
tlings, the flock found the way back to
the regiment by some innate sense of
woodcraft beyond the cunning of white
men.

A startled
rive.

in the colonel.

seldom

regiment saw William ar-
He appeared to be embarrassed.

"Gad!” exclaimed a rabelaisian captain.
"Here comes Dobbs with a harem! W hat
a glutton!”

The exclamation stood for the regi-
mental opinion— or at any rate the regi-
ment pretended it did— until the truth
appeared. The superficially irate but in-
wardly amused colonel berated William,
promising dire punishment— William
having failed to explain. The flock un-
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derstanding, one of its number ran for-
ward and fell on its knees before the
colonel. The rest of the flock, including
the babies, fell on its knees likewise. To
the civilian interpreter at the colonel’s el-
bow the flock explained all about its be-
ing there.

"Eight dacoits!” exclaimed the colonel.
"W hy the devil didn’t you tell me that
in the first place, Dobbs?”

"W ell,
about.”

The colonel laughed.

"You're a sort of wandering miracle,
Dobbs. To punish a miracle is not pos-
sible.” The colonel paused. He was
about to tell William that the Queen had
granted him the Victoria Cross, but he
decided that the news would sound bet-
ter if told before the entire regiment,
on parade. "Go to your quarters, Dobbs.
The women and children will be taken
care of.” Wi illiam saluted.

"Very good, sir! And thank you!”

W illiam turned and walked toward the
hospital tent. W ith one accord the wo-
men and children began to follow him.

"Tell them not to follow him!” said
the grinning colonel to the interpreter.

The interpreter obeyed. The women
laughed, the babies laughed. Laughter
and happiness and an entire freedom
have been the birthright of
women and children for at least two thou-
sand years. The women picked up their
babies and followed W illiam.

"But we can’t have this, sir!” exclaimed

sir, it wasn’t much to talk

Burmese

the startled adjutant.
"Certainly not!” did his
"l can’t have a man like

The colonel
best to be stern.
Dobbs annoyed!”

The adjutant felt that his superior was
basely deserting him.

"And also,” went on the colonel, "the
women and babies don’t belong to Dobbs
Didn’t he bequeath
The colonel was

—not any more.
them to the regiment?”
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enjoying himself. "Pretty, too, those
Don’t you think so? Do what
seems best, but please don’t bother me
with the details!”

women.

The adjutant laughed.

"Very well, sir! But if Dobbs
put under restraint he is liable to go out
on more of these crazy knight-errant
escapades of his— and bring in all the
in Burma, not to mention the

isn’t

women
babies!”

"N ot all of them, surely!" said the col-
onel.

"The dacoits are pretty well cleaned
up,” went on the adjutant, "so Dobbs
will have a hard time finding any more
of them. But women and babies— why,
even the woods are full of them. And
they all love Dobbs! Imagine what will
happen, sir, if he continues to do this

sort of thing.” The adjutant fell into
the colonel’s happy mood. "Why, the
regiment will be demoralized! It will be-

come half orphanage and half nunnery!”

"Your argument seems illogical,”
laughed the colonel. "But, as | said, don’t
bother me with details!”

Meanwhile William had
hospital tent.

"Good job you
grinned an orderly.
been crying for you!”

"Eh?” answered William,
that the orderly recoiled.

"He wants to see you anyway,” amend-
ed the orderly.

"Wants to see me?
manded W illiam.

The orderly did not feel called upon
to answer that question. Instead, he en-
tered the tent and told the young officer
that Dobbs had arrived.

"Bring him in!” ordered the officer.
So William found himself saluting and
stammering by the cot. The officer held
out his hand.

reached the

turned up again,”
"The lieutenant has

so grimly

W hat for?” de-
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"First chance
Dobbs!"

Wi illiam stared uneasily at the ground.
His face grew redder. His boots lacked
steadiness, and began to dig holes in the
ground. He felt that he ought to say
but words escaped him.
Finally, however, memory inspired him.
The various returns from being absent
without leave to the London barracks. He
grinned respectfully at the kindly boy for
whom he would cheerfully have given
his life. He saluted again.
deeper holes.

"lI've come back, sir!” said William.

The young officer laughed happily.

ILLIAM left the hospital. The glar-
Wing sunlight showed him to the
world. 'Hie women who were differing
wildly with the adjutant and the harassed

I've had to thank you,

something,

His feet dug

interpreter, saw Wailliam and shouted
gleefully. W illiam ran.
The women were annoyed. W illiam

sought protection among his friends—
which meant the entire regiment. A hi-
larious regiment invented weird plans for
Wi illiam’s protection and vastly enjoyed
its helplessness. So William liad to solve
the problem himself.
again.

The laughed and waited.
W illiam would show up in a day or two.
And what new wonder would his return
reveal? The adjutant arranged for the
care of the women and babies, but not
by the regiment. The regiment waited
for William to come back, anticipating
great things. But William did not come

He disappeared

regiment

back. The regiment worried. Still no
Wi illiam. Orders for Home, but still no
Wi illiam. But the regiment did not lose
faith. William would show up! AIll the
way down the Irrawaddy the regiment

looked for William’s reappearance. But
no William appeared. Until the last mo-

ment, when the troop ship, Dalbousie,
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carrying the regiment, swept down the
Rangoon River into the Bay of Bengal,
bound for England, the regiment looked
for William. But there was no sign of
him. And then faith died in grief.

"Something got him at last.
chap, he was a man!”

Poor old

W illiam meant to remain away until
such time as the adjutant persuaded the
women to accept other asylum than the
regiment. He regretted giving the adju-
tant so much trouble, but as he could not
have left the women in the ravished vil-
lage his conscience was clear. Peace had
come upon the country, and what few da-
coits remained were harried fugitives in
the hills. There was no more fighting to
be done, so the regiment did not need
him. This, however, was not what caused
W illiam to remain absent longer than the
time he calculated the adjutant would re-
quire. The strolling wrestlers were re-
sponsible for this.

Wi illiam heard their grunting song in
the early morning. He had found a fair-
ly wide trail in the forest, and the rhyth-
mic grunts were coming toward him on
the trail. It was very interesting. At first
Wi illiam believed that a family of gorillas
was coming in his direction. He then re-
membered that there are no gorillas in
Burma. The song, issuing from huge men,
sounded like: "Ounch! . . . Ounch! . . .
Ounch! . . . Ounch! Ounch! . . . Ounch!
Ounch! Ounch!” Repeated and repeated
with vast outlets of breath.

Wi illiam grinned, and walked to meet
the grunts. W hat new marvel was this?
For a fleeting moment William thought
it might be elephants. He would not
have been alarmed, or even considered the
need of his rifle, if the noise had been
made by elephants.
had never

For William’s mind
limned wild elephants. His
knowledge of elephants was limited to
the friendly elephant of the circus of
happy memory. The turn of the
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trail showed W illiam eight huge Bur-
mans, nearly naked, their bodies glisten-
ing. W illiam’s grip tightened on
his rifle. But these could not be dacoits!
They had no weapons. . What great
legs and arms they had!

The wrestlers paused. They grinned at
Wiilliam. William grinned at the wres-
tlers. Diplomatic relations thus being es-
tablished, the wrestlers admired W il-
liam’s size. Then, to explain their way
of life, two of them did a bit of easy
wrestling.

W illiam was entranced. Eagerly he
removed his tunic and pointed to the
During his wan-
derings William, while preferring box-
ing, had picked up a useful knowledge of
carch-as-catch-can. The wrestlers grinned
generously. Here was a democratic sahib
with whom enjoyment could be obtained.
But they shook their heads at his heavy
army boots. If one of those boots, backed
by the two hundred odd pounds of W il-
liam, pressed upon a wrestler’s toes!
Signs told this to William, who oblig-
ingly
were honorable men. William’s shirt and

largest of the wrestlers.

removed his boots. The wrestlers
pants would be a handicap to William.
One offered a sarong. William grinned,
stripped and donned the sarong. Thus
equipped, he faced the large wrestler.

The wrestler weighed about fifty
pounds more than did William, but the
excess was fat. This, however, was not

entirely what caused the wrestler’s down-
fall. His downfall was caused by the an-
tiqguity of his methods. The tricks and
holds of Burmese wrestlers
sands of years old, cherished because of

are thou-

hallowed associations by the conservative
guild. As wrestling is a form of fighting,
is at any rate a struggle, William was any-

thing but conservative. He also lacked
any sense of restraint, and his playful
moments were dangerous. The large

wrestler bumped heavily. He felt out-
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raged by the novelty of William’s meth-
ods. William understood this, and man-

aged to explain that catch-as-catch-can
was devised to obtain results and not to
charm by artistic posturing. However, he
would like to travel with the wrestlers
for a little while, and he promised not to

hurt any one.

The Chief of the wrestlers beamed. He
was of course a professional showman,
and in William he saw a novel and
profitable show. He would have to ex-
plain to his audiences that while W il-
liam’s unfashionable style was of course
not the correct thing in wrestling it was,
at least, interesting. And there was