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Are You
Reading the Best?
You will find a wealth of fascinating stories in W eird T ales, 
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 T ales 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

Vhe Uniojie Magazine 
On Sale At All News Stands
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NEFER“TSTI
THE B E A U T I F U L

V
Knew Strange Secrets 

of Life and Love

For a Thousand Years the World 
Sought for Her Knowledge

A T  L A S T  the strange facts have been revealed about N efer-titi, the Queen w ife o f 
A khenaten the M ystic K in g  o f Egypt. She reigned after his death in 1350 

B . C., and for hundreds of years preserved the secret teachings o f this leader o f 
mystic schools. N efer-d ti was the most m agnetic woman ever born  in Egypt, the 
most beautiful and the most m ysterious; for she exercised a power over people and 
conditions w hich puzzled the Egyptians as w ell as the T ribes o f Israel and the 
O rient.

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
(.P erp etu a tin g  th e  O riginal a n d  O nly R o sicru cia n  F ra tern ity ) .

O. S —1
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SB. H . H U R S T , w hose stories are o n e  o f  the strongest features o f  Oriental 
Stories, bem oans th e E u rop eanization  o f  the O rien t. "A fg h a n is ta n ,” w rites 

•  M r. H urst, in a letter to  the ed itor, " is  probably the last le ft o f  th e  real back
ward O rien t, since Tu rkey  has becom e m odernized, and C hin a never gave m e so 
much th e fee lin g  o f  the O rien ta l as m erely  different fro m  England.. T h e  O rien t 
seems to dem and houris and P ersian  poetry , both o f  w hich are found in A fg h a n 
istan, w hile a slant-eyed C hin ese w om an lacks entirely  the voluptuous, rom antic, m ys
terious appeal o f  the A ryan O rien ta l. A fg h an istan  as yet lacks any railroad, unless 
one has ju st been bu ilt, w hich is d o u b tfu l.”

T h e  coronation  o f  N ad ir Shah as A m ir o f  A fgh an istan , according to the new s 
dispatches, was truly E uropean in  character, and show s that A fgh an istan  has 
changed vastly in  the few  years since M r. H u rst was in th a t strange and picturesque 
land. T h e  p rincip al actors in th e  coronation  cerem onies rod e to the coronation  in 
A m erican-m ade cars, and N a d ir  Sh ah  h im se lf arrived in a R olls-R oyce. A irp lanes 
zoom ed overhead, and a fter th e  coronation , A fgh an  school children, in  European 
clothes, put on a football gam e fo r  the en tertainm ent o f  th e  spectators. A las fo r  the 
picturesqueness o f  the O rien t, w hen even in A fgh an istan  such Europeanization 
holds! A nd  K in g  Feisal o f  Ira k  flew to th e  sickbed o f  h is fa th er in Cyprus by a ir
plane. A nd  th e  rickshaw  coolies o f  Shanghai have called  a strike. M odernization  
is slow ly fo rcin g  the w orld  in to  a com m on standard o f  custom s.

T h e  picturesque O rien t, how ever, w ill continue to  liv e  and breathe in the pages 
o f this m agazine. H u rst h im se lf has w ritten  a th rillin g  story o f  A fgh an istan  o f  a 
few  years back— A fgh an istan  as he rem em bers it so vividly. H e  has given it the fla
vor o f  K a b u l— th e  slow , dream -like, yet brutal, quality o f  its coffee shops. A nd  the 
end o f  th e  yarn is about th e  m ost dram atic th in g  h e ever w rote. T h is  story, The 
Test of a Ghost, w ill be published  soon in  O riental Stories.

T h e  first o f  our h istorical tales, Red Blades of Black Cathay, appears in the 
current issue. A lthough  th is m agazine w ill present the g lam o r and m ystery o f  con 
tem porary A sia, we w ill publish  an occasional h istorical ta le , bringing  to you the 
picture in vivid action o f  past epochs. T h a t  is, w e w ill do so i f  you w ant us to. 
T h ese stories w ill be selected n ot because they are h istorical, but because they are 
corking good stories, replete w ith  th rills  and fascinating  in terest, and filled  w ith  the 
flavor o f  th e  O rien t. W e  w ill publish  another historical ta le  in our next issue: 
Hawks of Outremer, by R ob ert E . H ow ard . T h is  is a ta le  o f  the Crusades, O u trem er

( Continued on page 429)
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HERE T H E Y  AR E
1. T h e  V a lle y  o f  M issing: M en—  

R ead  h ow  P a r k in s o n  d iscov ered  
th is  b a fflin g  m y s te ry — a  s to ry  p u l
s a tin g  w ith  h a ir - r a is in g  In cid en ts.

2. B u ff—-A cu b  re p o rte r  and  a 
d e a th  m y s te r y  —  a  s to ry  th a t  
w o rk s u p  to  &  c r a s h in g  c lim a x .

. 3. T h e  T r ia n g le  o f  T e r r o r  —  A  
gooseflesh  s to r y  t h a t  w ill send 
th e  co ld  s h iv e rs  up y ou r spine.

4. C rim son P opp ies— D r. H ow es
ev o lv es a  fien d ish  p lo t to  In h e rit  
th e  w e a lth  o f  a  lu n a tic  m illio n 
a ire . v

5. T h e  S ig n  o f  th e  T o ad  —  A n 
ee rie  d e te c tiv e  s to ry , fu ll o f e x 
c it in g  s itu a t io n s  a n d  m y sterio u s 
d ea th s .

6. T h e  M y ste ry  a t  E a g le  L o d g e—
S o u l-g r ip p in g , fa s c in a tin g , tense, 
fu ll o f  a c t io n — Y o u  w ill m ove in  
th e  la n d  o f  m a k e -b e lie v e  w ith  a  
to u ch  o f  th e  u n re a l.

7. T h e  W eb — T h is  ta la  th re a d s  
th e  s in is te r  n e t  t h a t  w as to m  
asu n d er by  th e  m u rd er o f Ja m e s  
B la k e .

8. T h e  G la m  R y e —T h s  co n v ic t 
w o rk ed  o u t a  c le v e r  an d  d ia 
b o lica l sch em e , b u t a  dead  m a n ’s 
ey e b e tra y e d  h im .

9. T e n  D an g e ro u s  H ou rs— B r is 
t lin g  w ith  e x c ite m e n t an d  fu ll o f 
su rp rises  —  a  re m a rk a b le  s to ry  
w ith  th r i l ls  g a lo re .

10. D is a p p e a r in g  B a l l e t s  —
C ram m ed  w ith  b lo o d -cu rd lin g  a c 
tion  an d  s tra n g e  h ap p en in g s in  
th e  u n d erw o rld  —  m a ste r-m in d  
cro o k s an d  c r im in a ls . ,,

11. T h e  G re e n -E y e d  M on ster— A 
th r i l l in g  book , re p le te  w ith  s t a r 
tl in g  c lim a x e s  an d  b r is t lin g  w ith  
actio n .

12. D e e r in g -D o  —  A  v iv id  ta le  
o f C h in am en , o p iu m  traffic , th e  
se c re t se rv ic e , an d  d esp erate  
fig h tin g .

HERf5 indeed is an amazing offer. These novels, 
ranging from 15,000 to 25,000 words in length, 
sold regularly for the price of $1.00 per set. Now 

we are going to give them away ABSOLUTELY F R E E  
for a  limited time only, to new subscribers to Om e n t a l  
S t o r ie s .

SPECIAL LIMITED OFFER
Everyone who enjoys good detective and mystery stories 
should take advantage of this splendid offer. Simply 
send $1.50, the regular yearly subscription price for 
Or ie n t a l  S t o r ie s , and the novels are yours absolutely 
free'. A $2.50 value for $1.50. You receive the magazine 
for one year and the 12 novels are sent free of charge.

This offer may be withdrawn at any time 
— order now! Remember, the supply of 
novel sets is limited. To make sure of get
ting yours before they are gone send your 
order in today.

ORIEN TAL STORIES
640 N . M ich ig a n  A w ., C h ica g o , III.

ORIENTAL STORIES,
840 N. Michigan Avc., Chicago, I1L

I  enclose $1.50. Send a t once, postage prepaid, the 12 
Detective Story Novels advertised, and enter my sub
scription to Or ie n t a l  S t o r ie s  for one year. I t  is under- 
stood this $1.50 is payment in full.

Name _________________________________________________

Address ________________________________ ________ ____

City------------------------------------------- State__________________



"His heavy, straight blade sheared through the 
lacquered buckler."

Red Blades 
of Black Cathay

By TEVIS G. SMITH and ROBERT E. HOWARD
A  V ivid T ale o f  Genghis K han

Trumpets die in the loud parade, 
The gray mist drinks the spears; 
Banners of glory sink and fade 
In the dust of a thousand years. 
Singers of pride the silence stills, 
The ghost of empire goes,
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But a song still lives in the ancient hills,
And the scent of a vanished rose.
Ride with us on a dim, lost road 
To the dawn of a distant day,
When swords were bare for a guerdon rare—  
The Flower of Black Cathay.



C H A P T E R  1

T H E  sin g in g  o f  the swords was a 
deathly clam or in  the brain  o f  
G o d ric  de V illeh ard . B lood  and 

sweat veiled  h is eyes and in  the instant o f  
blindness h e  fe lt  a  keen p o in t p ierce a 
jo in t o f  h is hauberk  and sting  deep into  
his ribs. Sm itin g  blindly, he fe lt the ja r 
ring im pact th at m eant his sw ord had 
gone hom e, and snatching  an instant’s 
grace, h e flung back his vizor and w iped 
the redness from  his eyes. A  single 
g lance only  was allow ed h im : in that 
g lance h e  had a fleeting g lim p se o f  huge, 
w ild black  m ountain ; o f  a clum p o f  m ail- 
clad w arriors, ringed  by a how ling  horde

o f  hum an w olves; and in the cen ter o f  
that clum p, a slim , silk-clad shape stand 
in g  betw een a dying horse and a dying 
sw ordsm an. T h e n  the w olfish figures 
surged in  o n  a ll sides, hacking lik e  m ad
men.

"C h ris t and th e C ross!” the o ld  C ru 
sading shout rose in a ghastly croak  from  
G od ric’s parched lips. As if  fa r  away he 
heard voices gaspingly  repeat the w ords. 
Curved sabers rained on shield and h e l
met. G o d ric ’s eyes blurred to th e  sweep, 
o f  frenzied  dark faces w ith bristlin g , 
foam -flecked beards. H e fou gh t like  a 
man in  a dream . A  great w eariness fe t
tered h is lim bs. Som ew here— lo n g  ago it
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seem ed— a heavy ax, shattering on. his 
helm , had bitten  through an old dent to 
rend the scalp beneath. H e  heaved his 
curiously w eighted  arm  above his head 
and sp lit a bearded face to th e  chin.

"En avant, M ontferrat.'”  W e  m ust 
hack through and shatter the gates, 
thou ght the dazed brain o f  G o d ric ; we 
can not lo n g  stand th is press, but once 
w ithin th e city— no— these w alls w ere 
not th e  w alls o f  C onstantinop le: h e  w as 
m ad; h e  dream ed— these tow ering  h eights 
w ere th e  crags o f  a lost and nam eless 
land and M o n tferra t and the C rusade lay 
lost in  leagues and years.

G o d ric ’s steed reared and pitched h ead 
long, throw ing  h is rid er w ith a  clash  o f 
arm or. U n d er th e lashing h o o fs  and the 
show er o f  blades, the k n ig h t struggled  
clear and rose, w ithout his sh ield , b lood 
starting fro m  every jo in t in  h is arm or. 
H e  reeled , b racin g  h im se lf; h e  fou gh t 
not these foes alone, bu t th e  lon g  g rin d 
ing days behind— the days and days o f  
hard rid in g  and ceaseless fighting.

G o d ric thrust upward and a m an died. 
A  sim itar shivered on h is crest, and th e  -  
w ielder, to m  fro m  his saddle by a hand 
that was s till iron , sp illed  h is en trails at 
G o d ric ’s feet. T h e  rest reined in  around 
how ling , seeking to  overthrow  th e g iant 
F ran k  by sheer w eight o f  num bers. Som e
w here in  the h ellish  din a w om an’s 
scream  k n ifed  th e  air. A  clatter o f  h o o fs  
burst lik e  a  sudden w hirlw ind and the 
press was cleared . T h ro u gh  a red m ist 
th e  d u lling  eyes o f  the k n ig h t saw the 
w olfish, skin-clad assailants sw ept away 
by a sudden flood o f  m ailed  riders w ho 
hacked them  dow n and tram pled them  
under.

T h e n  m en w ere dism ounting around 
him , m en w hose gaudy silvered arm or, 
h igh  fu r  kaftan s and  tw o-handed sim itars 
he saw as in a dream . O n e w ith th in  
drooping m ustaches adorning his dark 
face  spoke to  h im  in  a T u rk ish  tongue

the knight could fain tly  understand, but 
the burden o f  the words was u n in te l
lig ib le . H e  shook h is head.

" I  can not lin g e r ,” G od ric said, speak
in g  slowly and w ith  grow ing  difficulty, 
" D e  M o n tferra t aw aits my report and I 
m u st—-r id e — E a st— t o — fin d —  th e —  
kingdom — o f— P rester— Jo h n — bid— my
— m en— m ount--------

H is voice tra iled  off. H e  saw h is m en; 
they lay about in  a silent, sw ord-gashed 
cluster, dead as they had  lived — facing  
the foe. Suddenly th e  strength  flowed 
from  G odric de V ille h ard  in  a g reat surge 
and h e fe ll as a  blasted tree fa lls . T h e  
red m ist closed about h im , bu t ere it  en 
g u lfed  h im  utterly , h e  saw  bend ing  near 
h im  two ^ e a t  d ark  eyes, strangely  so ft 
and lum inous, th a t filled  h im  w ith  form 
less yearning; in  a  w orld  grow n dim  and 
unreal they w ere th e one tan g ib le reality 
and this vision h e  took w ith  h im  into  a 
nightm are realm  o f  shadows.

Godric'S return  to w aking  life  was as 
abrupt as h is  departure. H e  opened 

his eyes to  a  scene o f  exo tic  sp lendor. H e  
was lying on a  silken  couch n ear a w ide 
window w hose s ill and bars w ere o f  
chased gold. S ilk en  cushions littered  the 
m arble floor and th e w alls w ere o f  m osa
ics where they w ere n ot w orked in  de
signs o f  gem s and silver, and w ere hung 
w ith heavy tapestries o f  silk , satin  and 
cloth-of-gold . T h e  ce ilin g  was a single 
lo fty  dom e o f  lapis-lazuli fro m  w hich was 
suspended on go ld en  chains a censer that 
shed a fa in t a llu rin g  scent over all. 
T hrou gh  the w indow  a fa in t breeze 
w afted  scents o f  spices, roses and jas
m ine, and beyond G o d ric  could see the 
d ea r blue o f  the A sian  skies.

H e  tried to rise and fe ll back w ith  a 
startled exclam ation . W h en ce  th is strange 
weakness? T h e  hand h e  lifted  to  h is gaze 
was th inner than should be, and its 
bronze was faded. H e  gazed in  p erp lex 
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ity at the silken, alm ost fem in ine gar
m ents w hich clothed  h im , and then  he 
rem em bered— the lo n g  w andering, the 
battle, th e  slaughter o f  h is m en-at-arm s. 
H is h eart turned sick w ith in  h im  as he 
rem em bered the staunch fa ith fu ln ess o f 
the m en h e had  led to  th e  sham bles.

A  ta ll, th in  yellow  m ao w ith  a kindly 
face  entered and sm iled  to  see that he 
was aw ake and in  h is r ig h t m ind. H e 
spoke to  th e  k n ig h t in  several languages 
unknow n to G odric, then  used one easy 
to  understand— a rough T u rk ish  dialect 
m uch akin to  th e  bastard tongue used-by 
the Franks in th e ir contacts w ith the 
T u ran ian  peoples.

" W h a t  place is th is?” asked G odric. 
"H o w  lo n g  have I  la in  h ere?”

''Y o u  have Iain h ere  m any days,” an
swered th e other. ” 1 am  Y o u -ta i, the 
em peror's m an -of-h ealin g . T h is  is the 
heaven-bom  em pire o f  B la ck  Cathay. T h e 
princess Y u lita  has attended you w ith her 
own hands w hile you lay raving in delir
ium . O nly  through h er care and your own 
m arvelous natural strength  have you sur
vived. W h e n  she to ld  th e  em peror how 
you w ith your sm all band recklessly 
charged and delivered h er fro m  th e  hands 
o f  th e  H ian  bandits w ho bad  slain  her 
guard and taken h er prisoner, th e  heav
enly o n e gave com m and th at naught be 
spared to  preserve you. W h o  are you, 
m ost n oble lord? W h ile  you raved you 
spoke o f  m any unknow n peoples, places 
and battles and your appearance is such as 
to  show  th at you com e from  a far.”

G od ric laughed, and bitterness was in 
his laughter.

"A y e ,” quoth he, " I  have ridden far; 
the deserts have parched m y lips and the 
m ountains have w earied my feet. I have 
seen T reb izon d  in my w anderings, and 
T eh eran  and B o kh ara  and Sam arcand. I 
have looked on the w aters o f  the B lack  
Sea and th e  Sea o f  R avens. From  C on 
stantinople far to th e  west I set forth

m ore than a year agone, rid ing  eastward.
I am a kn ig ht o f  N orm andy, S ir G o d 
ric de V illeh ard .”

" I  have heard o f  som e o f  the places 
you nam e,” answered Y o u -ta i, “ but many 
o f  them  are unknow n to  m e. E at now , 
and rest. In  tim e the princess Y u lita  w ill 
com e to you.”

So G od ric ate th e  curiously spiced rice, 
th e  dates and candied m eats, and drank 
the colorless rice  w ine brou ght h im  by a 
flat-faced g ir l slave w ho w ore gold en  
bangles on h er ankles, and soon slept, 
and sleeping, h is unquenchable vitality  
began to  assert itse lf.

W h e n  h e aw oke fro m  that long sleep  
he fe lt  refreshed and stronger, and soon 
the pearl-in laid  doors opened and a 
slight, silk -d ad  figure entered. G o d ric ’s 
heart suddenly pounded as h e  again fe lt 
the soft, tend er gaze o f  those great dark 
eyes upon h im . H e  drew h im self together 
w ith an effort; was he a boy to  trem ble 
befo re  a pair o f  eyes, even though they 
adorned the face  o f  a princess?

L o n g  used was h e  to th e  veiled  w om en 
o f  the M oslem s, and Y u lita ’s cream y 
cheeks w ith h er fu ll ruby lips w ere lik e  
an oasis in  th e  waste.

" I  am Y u lita ,” the voice was so ft, 
v ibrant and m usical as the silvery tin k le  
o f  the fou ntain  in the court outside. ” 1 
w ish to thank you. Y o u  are brave as 
Rustum . W h e n  th e H ian s rushed fro m  
the defiles and cut down m y guard, I w as 
afraid . Y o u  answ ered m y screams as u n 
expectedly and boldly as a hero sent 
down from  paradise. I  am  sorry your 
brave men died .”

"A n d  I likew ise ,” the N orm an an
swered w ith the bluntness o f  his race, 
"b u t it was th e ir trade: they w ould not 
have had it otherw ise and they could not 
have died in a better cause.”

"B u t  why did -you risk your li fe  to 
aid me, who am not o f  your race and
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w hom  you never saw b efo re?” she pu r
sued.

G o d ric  m ight have answ ered as would 
n in e  out o f  any ten knights in  his position 
— w ith  the repeating o f the vow  o f  chiv
alry, to p r o te a  all w eaker things. But 
b e in g  G o d ric de V illeh ard , he shrugged 
his shoulders. "G o d  know s. I  should 
have know n it was death to  us all to 
ch arge that horde. I  have seen too much 
rap ine and outrage since I turned my face 
east to have thus throw n away my m en 
an d  expedition  in  the ordinary course o f  
events. Perhaps I saw at a g lance you 
w ere o f  regal blood and follow ed  the 
k n ig h t’s natural in s tin a  to  rush to  th e  aid 
o f  royalty .”

Sh e bow ed h er head. " I  am  sorry,”
" I  am  n o t,” he grow led. "M y  m en 

w ould  have died anyhow today or tom or
row  -—  now  they are at rest. W e  have 
ridd en throu gh  h ell fo r m ore than a year. 
N o w  they are beyond the sun’s heat and 
th e  T u rk ’s  saber.”

S h e  rested h er chin on h er hands and 
h er elbow s on  her knees, leaning  fo r
w ard to gaze deep into his eyes. H is 
senses sw am  m om entarily. H er eyes 
traversed h is m ighty fram e to return to 
his face. T h in -lip p ed , w ith  cold gray 
eyes, G od ric de V illeh ard ’s sun-darkened, 
clean-shaven face inspired trust and 
re s p e a  in  m en but there was litt le  in his 
appearance to  stir the heart o f  a  w om an. 
T h e  N o rm an  was n ot past th irty , but his 
hard  life  had  carved his face  into in 
flex ib le  lines. R ath er than the beauty that 
appeals to w om en, there was in  his fea t
ures the lean  strength o f  the hunting  
w o lf. T h e  forehead was h igh  and broad, 
the brow  o f  a th inker, and once the 
m outh had been  kindly, the eyes those o f 
a dream er. B u t now his eyes w ere bitter 
and his w hole appearance that o f  a m an 
w ith w hom  li fe  has dealt hardly— who 
has ceased to  look  fo r m ercy or to  give it.

" T e l l  m e, S ir  G o d ric ,”  said Y u lita ,

"w h en ce com e you and why have you 
ridden so far w ith  so few  m en?”

" I t ’s a long  ta le ,” he answ ered. " I t  
had its b irth  in  a land half-w ay across the 
w orld. I was a boy and fu ll o f  h igh  ideals 
o f  chivalry and knighthood — and I hated 
that Saxon -Fren ch  pig, K in g  Jo h n . A  
w ine-bibber nam ed F u lk  o f  N eu illy  began 
ranting and scream ing death and dam na
tion  because th e  H oly  Land was still in 
the possession o f  the Paynim . H e  how led 
until he stirred  the blood o f  such young 
fools as m yself, and th e  barons began re
cru iting  m en— fo rg ettin g  how  the other 
Crusades had ended.

"W a lte r  de B rien n e  and that black
faced  cutthroat Sim on de M o n tfo rt fired 
us young N orm an s w ith  prom ises o f  sa l
vation and T u rk ish  loot, and we set forth . 
B o n iface  and B ald w in  w ere our leaders 
and they p lotted  against each other a ll the 
way to V en ice .

"T h e re  th e  m ercenary V enetians re 
fused us ships and it sickened m y very 
entrails to  see our ch iefs go down on 
their knees to  those m erchant sw ine. 
They  prom ised us ships at last bu t they 
set such a h igh  price we could not pay. 
N o n e o f  us had  any m oney, else w e had 
never started on  that m ad venture. W e  
w renched th e jew els fro m  our h ilts  and 
the gold  fro m  our buckles and raised 
part o f  th e  m oney, bargain ing  to  take 
various cities fro m  th e G reeks and give 
them  over to  V en ice  fo r  the rest o f  the 
price. T h e  Pope— Innocent I I I — raged, 
but we w ent ou r ways and quenched our 
swords in  C hristian  blood, instead o f  
Paynim .

"Sp ala to  w e took, and Ragusa, Sebenico 
and Zara. T h e  V enetians g ot th e  cities 
and we g ot th e  g lory ,” h ere G od ric 
laughed harshly. A  quick g lance to ld  h im  
the g irl was sittin g  spellbound, eyes 
aglow . Som ehow  h e fe lt  ashamed.

" W e ll ,” h e continued, "y ou n g  A lexiu s 
who had been driven from  C onstantino-
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p ie  persuaded us that it w ould be d oing  
G o d ’s w ork to  put old  A ngelus back on 
the throne, so w e fared  forth .

" W e  to o k  C onstantinople w ith  no 
great difficulty, b u t only a scant tim e had 
elapsed b e fo re  th e  m addened people 
strangled  old  A ngelus and w e w ere forced  
to  take th e  city  again . T h is  tim e w e 
sacked it and sp lit th e  em pire up. D e  
M o n tfo rt had  lo n g  returned to  E ngland  
and I  fo u g h t under B o n iface  o f  M ont- 
ferrat, w ho w as m ade K in g  o f  M ace
donia. O n e  day he called  m e to  h im , and 
said h e : 'G o d ric , th e  Tu rkom an s harry 
th e  caravans and  th e  trade o f  th e  East 
dries up because o f  constant w ar. T a k e  a 
hundred m en-at-arm s and find m e this 
k ingdom  o f  P rester Jo h n .. H e  to o  is a 
C hristian and w e may establish a route 
o f  trade betw een us, guarded by b oth  o f 
us, and thus safeguard  th e  caravans.'

"T h u s  h e  spoke, being  a natural-born 
liar and u n ab le  to  te ll the tru th  on a 
w ager. I  saw  throu gh  h is design and 
understood h is w ish fo r  m e to  conquer 
th is fabulous k ingd om  fo r  him .

"  'O n ly  a  hund red  m en?’ quoth I .

"  ' I  can n o t spare you m ore,’ said he, 
'lest B ald w in  and D an d o lo  and th e  C ount 
o f  B lo is  com e in  and cu t m y throat. T h ese  
are  enow. G a in  ye to  P rester Jo h n  and 
abide w ith  h im  aw hile— aid h im  in  his 
wars fo r a  space, th en  send riders to  re
port your progress to  m e. M ayhap then 
I  can send you m ore m en/ A n d  h is  eye
lids drooped in  a  w ay I  knew .

"  'B u t w h ere  lies th is k ingd om ?’ said I.
” "Easy en ou gh ,’ said h e ; 'to  th e  east—  

any foo l can find it i f  h e fares fa r  
enough.’

" S o ,” G o d ric ’s face  darkened, " I  rode 
east w ith  a  hundred heavily arm ed horse
m en— th e  p ick  o f  th e  N orm an w arriors. 
B y  Satan, w e hacked our way through! 
O n ce  past T reb izo n d  w e had to  fight 
alm ost every m ile. W e  w ere assailed  by

T u rks, Persians and K irg h iz , as w ell as 
by our natural foes o f  heat, th irst and 
hunger, A  hundred m en— there w ere less 
than a score w ith m e w hen I heard your 
screams and rode out o f  the defiles. T h e ir  
bodies lie scattered fro m  th e h ills  o f 
B lack  Cathay to  th e  shores o f  the B la ck  
Sea. A rrow s, spears, sw ords, a ll took 
their to ll, but s till I  forged  eastw ard.”

"A n d  a ll fo r  your liege lo rd !” cried 
Y u lita , her eyes sparkling, as she clasped 
h er hands. "O h , it  is like  th e  tales o f  
h on or and chivalry; o f  Iran  and th ose 
Y o u -ta i has to ld  m e o f  th e  heroes o f  
ancient Cathay. I t  m akes m y blood bu rn ! 
Y o u  too are a h ero  such as all m en w ere 
once in th e  days o f  o u r ancestors, w ith  
your courage and loyalty!”

T h e  sting  o f  his healing  w ounds Bit 
into G odric.

"L oyalty?” he sn arled  " T o  th a t 
devious-m inded assassin, M o n tferra t?  
B ah ! D o  ;you th in k  I  intended g iv ing  up 
my life  to carve ou t a k ingdom  fo r  h im ? 
H e  had naught to  lose and a ll to  gain . 
H e  gave m e a h an d fu l o f  m en, exp ecting  
to  receive th e  rew ards o f  w hat I  did. I f  
I  fa iled , h e  was s till w inner, fo r  he w ould  
b e  rid  o f  a  tu rb u len t vassal. T h e  k in g 
dom  o f  P rester Jo h n  is a  dream  and  a 
fantasy^ I  have fo llow ed  a  w ill-o ’-thc- 
w isp fo r  a  thousand m iles. A  dream  that 
receded farth er and farth er into th e m azes 
o f  the East, lead in g  m e to m y d oom .” 

"A n d  had you found it, w hat th e n ?” 
asked the g irl, grow n suddenly quiet.

G odric shrugged h is shoulders. I t  w as 
not the N o rm an  way to  flaunt secret a m b i
tions to  any chance-m et m an o r w om an, 
but after a ll, h e  ow ed his li fe  to  th is g ir l . 
She had paid  h er debt to  h im  and th ere  
was som ething in her eyes. . . .

"H a d  I  fou nd  Prester Jo h n 's  k in g 
d om ,” said G od ric, " I  had m ade s h if t  to 
conquer it fo r  m y self.”

"L o o k ,” Y u lita  took G o d ric’s arm  and 
pointed out a gold-barred  w indow , w hose
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sh eer silken curtains, b low ing  inw ard, 
d isclosed  the rugged peaks o f  distant 
m ountains, should ering  against th e  b laz
ing  b lu e o f  th e  skies.

"B ey o n d  those m ountains lies the k in g 
d om  o f h im  you ca ll Prester Jo h n ."

G o d ric ’s eyes gleam ed  suddenly w ith 
the conqu ering  sp irit o f  the true N orm an 
— th e  born em pire-m aker, w hose race had 
carved  out k ingdom s w ith their sw ords in 
every  land o f  th e  W e s t and  N e a r East.

"A n d  does h e  dw ell in purple-dom ed 
palaces o f  gold  and g litte rin g  gem s?” he 
asked eagerly. " D o , as I have heard, 
learned  philosophers and m agi sit at 
e ith e r hand, d o in g  w onders w ith stars 
and suns and ghosts o f  the m ighty dead? 
D o e s  h is city loom  am ong the clouds 
w ith  gold en spires thrusting  am ong the 
stars? A nd does th e deathless m onarch, 
w ho learned at th e  feet o f  our fa ir Lord  
C hrist, sit on  an ivory throne in a room  
w hose w alk  a re  carved o f  one great 
sapphire d ispensing ju stice?”

S h e  shook h er head.

"P rester Jo h n — W a n g  K h an  we nam e 
h im — is very o ld , but h e  is n o t deathless 
n o r has he ever been  beyond the confines 
o f  h is ow n k in gd om . H is peop le are the 
K era its— K rits— C hristians; they d w ell in 
cities, true, b u t th e  houses are m ud huts 
an d  goatskin  te n ts , and th e palace o f  
W a n g  K h an  is as a  h u t itse lf  com pared 
to th is palace.”

G o d ric  fe l l  back  and h is eyes w ent dull.
"M y  dream  is v an ished ,” he m uttered. 

" Y o u  should have le t m e d ie .”
"D re a m  again , m an ,” she answ ered; 

"o n ly  dream  som ething  m ore atta in ab le.”
Sh ak in g  his head, h e looked into her 

eyes.
"D ream s o f  em pire have haunted my 

l i f e ,” said he, "y e t even now  th e  shadow  
o f  a dream  lingers in my soul, ten  tim es 
less attainable th an  th e k ingdom  o f 
P rester Jo h n .”

C H A P T E R  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.

T h e  days passed and slow ly the g ian t 
fram e o f  the N o rm an  knight re 

gained  its accustom ed vigor. In  those 
days h e sat in th e  cham ber w ith the lapis- 
laZuli dom e, or w alked  in  the outer courts 
w here fountains tin k led  m usically beneath 
the shade o f  cherry trees, and so ft petals 
fe l l  in  a co lo rfu l rain  about h im . T h e  
battle-scarred w arrior fe lt  strangely 'out o f  
p lace in  this se ttin g  o f  exotic luxury but 
was inclined to  rest there and lu ll th e  
restlessness o f  h is nature fo r  a tim e. H e  
saw noth ing  o f  th e  city, Jahadur, fo r  the 
w alls about the courts w ere high, and h e 
presently understood that he was p rac
tically  a prisoner. H e  saw only Y u lita , 
th e  slaves and Y o u -ta i. W ith  the th in  
yellow  m an he talked  m uch. .Y ou-tai was 
a Cathayan— a m em ber o f  the race w ho 
lived in G reater C athay, som e distance to  
the south. T h is  em pire, G od ric soon 
realized, had g iv en  rise to  many o f  the 
tales o f  Prester Jo h n ; it  was an ancient, 
m ighty but now  loosely k n it em pire, 
divided into th ree  k ingdom s— the K h ita i, 
th e  C hin  and th e  Sung. Y ou -ta i was 
learned beyond any m an G od ric had ever 
know n and he spoke freely.

" T h e  em peror inquires o ften  a fter your 
h ealth ,”  said h e, "b u t I  te ll you frankly , 
it  w ere best th a t you b e not presented to 
h im  fo r a tim e at least. S in ce your g reat 
battle  w ith th e  H ian  bandits, you have 
captured the fancy o f  th e  soldiers, esp e
cially old  R oogla , th e  general who loves 
the princess lik e  h is ow n since he bore 
her as a babe o n  h is saddle-bow  from  the 
ruins o f  T h an  w hen th e N aim ans raided 
over the border. C ham u K han  fears any 
one th e  army loves. H e  fears you m ight
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be a spy. H e fears m ost th ings, does the 
em peror, even his niece, the princess 
Y u lita .”

"S h e  does not look like the Black 
Cathayan g irls I  have seen ,” com m ented 
G o d ric ; "h e r  face is not fiat, nor do her 
eyes slant as m u ch.”

"S h e  has Iran ian  b lood ,” answered 
Y o u -ta i. "S h e  is the daughter o f  a royal 
B lack  Cathayan and a Persian w om an.”

" I  see sadness in her eyes, at tim es,” 
said G odric.

"S h e  rem em bers that she is soon to 
leave her m ountain h o m e,” answered 
Y o u -ta i, eyeing G o d ric  closely. "S h e  is 
to  m arry prince W a n g  Y in  o f  the Chin 
em perors. Cham u K h an  has prom ised 
h er to  h im , for he is anxious to gain favor 
w ith Cathay. T h e  em peror fears G enghis 
K h a n .”

" W h o  is G enghis K h a n ?” G odric 
asked idly.

" A  ch ie f o f  the Y a k k a  M ongols. H e 
has grow n greatly in  pow er fo r the last 
decade. H is people are nom ads— fierce 
fighters who have so little  to liye for in 
th e ir  barren  deserts -that they do not m ind 
dying. L o n g  ago th e ir ancestors, the 
H io n g-n u , w ere driven into the G obi by 
my ancestors, the C athayans. They  are 
divided into many tribes and fight against 
one another, but G en g h is K h an  seems to 
b e u n itin g  them  by conquest. I even hear 
w ild  tales that he plans to shake off the 
liege-ship  o f  Cathay and even m ake war 
on h is m asters. B u t that is foolish . T h is  
sm all k ingdom  is d ifferent. T h ou gh  H ia 
and th e  K eraits lie betw een Cham u K han  
and the Y akkas, G en gh is K h an  is a real 
th reat to this m ountain em pire.

"B la c k  Cathay has grow n to be a k in g 
dom  apart, pent in the fastnesses where 
no stron g  fo e  has com e against them  for 
ages. T h ey  are neither T u rks nor Chinese 
any longer, but constitute a separate n a 
tion  o f  their ow n, w ith separate trad i
tions. They  have never needed any a lli

ances for protection, but now since they 
have grow n so ft and degenerate from  
lo n g  years o f  peace, even Cham u realizes 
th e ir weakness and seeks to ally his house 
w ith that o f  the C hins o f  Cathay.”

G odric m used a  space. " I t  would seem  
Jahadu r is the key to  B la ck  Cathay. T h e se  
M ongols m ust first take this city to m ake 
sure o f  their conquests. N o  doubt the 
w alls throng w ith  archers and spearm en?” 

Y ou -tai spread his hands helplessly. 
" N o  man know s th e m ind o f  C ham u 
K h an . T h e re  are  scarce fifteen  hundred 
warriors in  the city. Cham u has even 
sent our strongest detachm ent— a troop 
o f  hard-riding w estern T u rks— to another 
part o f  the em pire. W h y , no one know s.
I beg  you, stir not fro m  the court u ntil I 
te ll you. C ham u K h an  deem s you a spy 
o f  G enghis K h an , I fear, and it w ere best 
i f  he did not send fo r you .”

BUT Cham u K h a n  did ca ll fo r  G o d ric  
before m any days had d rifted  by. 

T h e  em peror gave h im  audience, n o t in 
the great th ron e room , but in a sm all 
cham ber w here C ham u K h an  squatted 
like a great fa t toad On a silken divan a t
tended by a hu ge black  m ute with a tw o- 
handed sim itar. G o d ric  veiled the co n 
tem pt in his eyes and answered C ham u 
K h an ’s questions regard ing his peop le 
and his country w ith  patience. H e  w o n 
dered at the absurdity o f  m ost o f  th ese  
questions, and a t the em peror’s evident 
ignorance and stupidity. O ld  R oogla, th e  
general, a fiercely mustached, b a rre l
chested savage, was present and h e  said 
nothing, but his eyes strayed in co m p ari
son from  the fa t, helpless mass o f  flesh 
and arrogance on the cushions to  the 
erect, broad-shouldered figure and hard , 
scarred face o f  th e  Frank.

From  the co m er o f  his eye C ham u 
K han  observed this but he was n o t a l
together a fool. H e spoke pleasantly to  
G odric, but the wary N orm an, used to
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d ealing  w ith  ru lers, sensed that dislike 
w as m ixed w ith  th e khan’s feelin g  o f  
o b ligatio n , and th at this d islike was 
m ingled  w ith  fear. Cham u asked h im  
suddenly o f  G en g h is K h an  and w atched 
h im  narrow ly. T h e  ‘sincerity o f  the 
k n ig h t’s reply  evidently convinced 
C ham u, fo r  a shadow  o f  re lie f passed 
o v er his fa t  face . A fte r  a ll, decided G od - 
ric, it w as b u t natural that an em peror 
should  be suspicious o f  a  stranger in  h is 
realm , especially  on e o f  such w ar-like 
aspects as th e  N o rm an  knew  h im self to  
be.

A t th e  end  o f  th e  interview , C ham u 
fastened  a heavy gold en  chain  about G o d - 
r ic ’s neck w ith  h is ow n pudgy hands. 
T h e n  G o d ric  w ent back to  his cham ber 
w ith  th e lap is-lazu li dom e, to  th e  cherry 
blossom s d riftin g  in  gay-colored clouds 
fro m  th e breeze-shaken trees, and to  lazy 
stro lls  and ta lks w ith  Y u lita .

" I t  seem s stran ge,” said he abruptly 
o n e  day, " th a t  you  are to  leave th is land 
an d  go to  another. Som ehow  I  can  not 
th in k  o f  you  save as a  s lim  g irl forever 
u nd er these blossom -heavy trees, w ith  th e  
dream y fou n tain s sing in g  and th e m oun
ta in s of* B la ck  C athay rising against th e  
sk ies.”

She cau ght h er breath and turned 
aw ay her fa ce  as i f  from  an inner h u rt.

"T h e re  are  cherry trees in  C athay,” 
said  she, w ith ou t lo o k in g  a t h im , "a n d  
fou ntains too— and finer palaces than  I 
h av e ever seen .”

" B u t  there a re  no such m ountains,” re
tu rned  th e k n ig ht.

" N o ,”  h er voice was low , "th e re  are  no 
such  m ountains— nor------- ”

" N o r  w h at?”
" N o  F ran k ish  k n ig h t to save m e fro m  

ban d its,” she laughed suddenly and 
gayly.

"N o r  w ill th ere  be here, lo n g ,” h e  said 
som berly . " T h e  tim e approaches w hen I 
m u st take th e  tra il again . I  com e o f  a

restless breed and I have dallied  here
overlong.”

"W h ith e r  w ill you go, oh G o d ric?” 
D id  she catch h er breath suddenly as she 
spoke?

"W h o  know s?” In  his voice was the 
ancient b itterness th a t h is heathen V ik in g  
ancestors knew . " T h e  w orld  is befo re  m e 
— but n o t a ll th e  w orld  w ith  its sh in ing  
leagues o f  sea  o r  san d  can quench the 
hunger th a t is  in  m e. I  m ust ride— that 
is a ll I  know . I  m u st ride t i l l  th e  ravens 
pluck m y bones. P erchance I  w ill ride 
back to  te ll M o n tfe rra t th at h is dream  o f  
an Eastern em p ire  is  a  bu bble th a t has 
burst. P erhaps I  w ill rid e east ag ain .”

"N o t  east,”  sh e  shook her head. " T h e  
ravens are g a th erin g  in  th e east and there 
is a red flam e th e re  th a t pales th e  n ight. 
W a n g  K h a n  and  h is  K eraits have fa llen  
before th e  rid ers o f  G en g h is K h an  and 
H ia  reels b e fo re  h is onslaught. B lack  
Cathay too , I  fe a r , is  doom ed, unless the 
C hins send th em  a id .”

"W o u ld  you care  i f  I  fe ll?” he asked 
curiously.

H er clear eyes surveyed him .
"W o u ld  I  care? I  w ould care i f  a dog 

died. Su rely  th en  I w ould care i f  a man 
w ho saved m y life , f e l l . "

H e  shru gged  h is m ighty  shoulders. 
" Y o u  are k in d . T o d a y  I  ride. M y  wounds 
are lo n g  h ealed . I  can l i f t  m y sword 
again. T h an k s to  your care I  am  strong 
as I  ever w as. T h is  has been paradise—  
but I  com e o f  a  restless breed. M y dream 
o f  a k ingd om  is  shattered  and I  must 
ride— som ew here. I  have heard  much 
from  the slaves and  Y o u -ta i o f  th is  G en 
ghis K h an  and  h is ch ie fs . Aye, o f  Subotai 
and C hepe N o y on . I  w ill lend m y sword 
to him --------•”

"A n d  fight against my p eop le?” she 
asked.

H is gaze fe l l  b efo re  h er clear eyes. 
"  ’T w ere th e  deed o f  a  dog,”  h e  m ut
tered. " B u t  w h at w ould  you have? I  am
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a soldier— I have fou ght fo r and against 
the sam e m en since I rode east. A  w arrior 
must pick the w inning side. A nd G e n 
ghis K h an , from  all accounts, is a born 
conqu eror.”

H er eyes flashed. " T h e  Cathayans w ill 
send out an army and crush him . H e can 
not take Jah ad u r— w hat do his skin-dud 
herders know  o f  w alled cities?”

" W e  w ere but a naked horde before 
C on stan tin op le ," m uttered G od ric, "b u t 
we had h unger to drive us on and the 
city fe ll. G en gh is and h is m en are h u n 
gry. I have seen m en o f  the sam e breed. 
Y o u r  people are fa t and indolent. G e n 
ghis K h an  w ill ride them  down like 
sheep .”

"A n d  you w ill aid h im ,” she blazed.
" W a r  is a  m an’s g am e,” he said rough

ly; sham e hardened his tone; th is slim , 
dear-eyed  g irl, so ignorant and innocent 
o f  the w orld ’s ways, stirred  old  dream s 
o f  idealistic chivalry in his soul— dreams 
he thou ght lon g  lost in the fierce neces
sity o f  life . " W h a t  do you know  o f war 
and m en’s perfidy? A w arrior m ust better 
h im self as he may! I am weary o f  figh t
ing  for lost causes and g ettin g  only  hard 
blow s in re tu rn .”

" W h a t  if  I asked you— begged you?” 
she breathed, lean ing  forw ard.

A  sudden surge o f  m adness sw ept him  
off his feet.

"F o r  you,” h e  roared suddenly, like a 
wounded lion , " I  w ould ride dow n on 
the M o n go l yurts alone and crush them  
into the red earth  and bring  back the 
heads o f  G en gh is and his khans in  a clus
ter at my sad d le-bow !”

She recoiled, gasping before the sud
den loosing  o f  his passion, but he caught 
her in an unconsciously rough em brace. 
H is race loved as they hated, fiercely and 
violently. H e w ould not have bruised 
her tender skin for all the gold in Cathay, 
but his ow n savagery sw ept him  out o f  
h im self.

T h e n  a sudden voice brought h im  to 
h im self and h e released the g irl and 
w hirled, ready to battle the w hole B la c k  
Cathayan army. O ld  R oogla stood b efo re  
them , panting.

"M y  p rin cess," he gasped; " th e  co u r
tiers from  G reater C athay— they have ju st 
arrived--------”

She w ent w hite and cold  as a statue.
" I  am ready, oh R o o g la ,"  she w h is

pered.

"R ead y  the d ev il!” roared the old  
soldier. "O n ly  th ree o f  them  got th rou gh  
to the gates o f  Jah ad u r and they’re b le e d 
in g  to death! Y o u  are not g o in g  to 
Cathay to m arry W a n g  Y in . N o t now , 
at least. A nd  you’ll be lucky i f  you’re not 
dragged by the h a ir to Su botai’s yurt. 
T h e  h ills are sw arm ing w ith M o n g o ls. 
T h ey  cut th e  throats o f  the w atchers in 
th e  passes, and am bushed the cou rtiers 
from  Cathay. A n  hou r w ill brin g  th e m —  
th e w hole hord e o f  h ow lin g  devils— to 
th e very gates o f  Jah ad u r. Cham u K h a n  
is capering about like  a devil w ith  a 
hornet in his khalat. W e  can’t send you 
out now— G en g h is holds all the ou ter 
passes. T h e  w estern T u rk s m ight g ive 
you sanctuary— bu t w e can not reach  
them . T h e re ’s only  one th in g  to  do—  
and th at’s h o ld  th e  city! B u t w ith  th ese 
fa t, perfum e-scented , w in e-b ibb in g  dogs 
th at call them selves soldiery w e’l l  be 
lucky if  we get to  strike a sing le  b lo w  in 
our defense-------- ”

Y u lita  turned to  G o d ric  w ith level eyes.

"G en g h is  K h a n  is at our gates,” said 
she. "G o  to  h im .” A nd  tu rn in g  she 
w alked sw iftly  in to  a near-by doorw ay.

"W h a t did she m ean?” asked old 
R oogla w onderingly.

G od ric grow led  deep in his th roat. 
"B r in g  my arm or and my sword. I g o  to 
seek G enghis K h a n — but not as she 
th ou gh t.”

R oogla grinned  and his beard bristled .
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H e sm ote G o d ric a blow that had ren 
d ered  a lesser m an senseless.

" H a i ,  w o lf-b ro th er!” he roared; "w e 'll 
g iv e  G enghis a fight yet! W e ’ll send him  
back  to  the desert to  lick  his wounds if 
w e can  only keep  th ree m en in  the army 
fro m  fleeing! T h e y  can stand behind us 
and hand us w eapons w hen w e break 
ou r swords and axes, w h ile  we p ile  up 
M o n g o l dead so h ig h  that th e  w om en on 
th e  battlem ents w ill look  up at them !” 

G o d ric  sm iled  th in ly .

C H A P T E R  3

"T o  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.

GODRIC’s arm or had been m ended 
cleverly, h e  fou nd , th e  rents in 

h au b erk  and h elm et fused w ith  such sk ill 
th a t n o  sign o f  a  gash show ed. T h e  
k n ig h t’s arm or was unusually strong, any
w ay, and o f  a w eig h t few  m en could have 
born e. T h e  blades th at had w ounded him  
in  th e  battle o f  th e  defiles had hacked 
th rou gh  old dents. N o w  th a t these w ere 
m end ed , th e  arm or was lik e  new . T h e  
heavy m ail w as re in forced  w ith solid 
p lates o f  steel on breast, back and shoul
d ers and th e sw ord b elt was o f  jo ined  
steel plates a h an d ’s breadth w ide. T h e  
h elm et, instead o f  b e in g  m erely a steel 
cap w ith  a  long  nasal, w orn over a  m ail 
hood, as was th e  case o f  m ost Crusaders, 
was m ade w ith  a  v izor and fitted  firm ly 
in to  th e  steel shoulder-pieces. T h e  w hole 
arm or show ed th e  trend  o f  th e  tim es—  
ch a in  and scale m ail g iv in g  way gradually 
to p la te  armor.

G o d ric  experienced  a  fierce resurge o f  
pow er as he fe lt  th e  fam iliar w eight o f 
h is m ail and fingered  the w orn h ilt o f  his 
lo n g , tw o-handed sw ord. T h e  languorous 
illu siv e  dream iness o f  th e  past w eeks v an

ished; again he was a conqueror o f  a  race 
o f  conquerors. W ith  old  R oo g la  he rode 
to the m ain gates, see in g  o n  all hands the 
terror that had  seized th e  people. M en  
and w om en ran  distractedly through the 
streets, crying that th e  M o n go ls w ere 
upon them ; they tied  th e ir  belongings 
into bundles, loaded th em  on donkeys 
and jerk ed  them  off again , shouting  re
proaches at th e  sold iers on  th e  w alls, w ho 
seem ed as frig h ten ed  as th e  p e o p le  

"C ow ard s!” o ld  R o o g la ’s beard  bris
tled. " W h a t  they  need is w ar to  stiffen 
their thew s. W e l l ,  they’v e  g ot w ar now 
and th ey 'll have to  fig h t.”

" A  man can always ru n ,” answered 
G od ric sardonically.

T h ey  cam e to  th e  outer gates and found 
a band o f  soldiery there, h an d lin g  their 
pikes and bow s nervously. T h ey  b rig h t
ened slightly  as R o o g la  and  G od ric rode 
up. T h e  tale o f  th e  N o rm an ’s battle  w ith 
the H ian  bandits had  lo st n o th in g  in  the 
te llin g . B u t G o d ric  w as surprized to  note 
th eir few ness.

"A re  these a ll your so ld iers?”

R oogla shook h is head.
"M o st o f  them  are at th e  Pass o f 

Sku lls,” he grow led . " I t ’s th e  only way 
a large fo rce  o f  m en  can  approach Jah a  
dur. In  the past w e’ve h eld  it  easily 
against all com ers— bu t these M on gols 
are devils. I  le f t  enough m en h ere  to 
hold  th e city against any stray troops that 
m ight clim b dow n th e  c liffs .”

T h ey  rode ou t o f  th e  gates and down 
the w inding m ou ntain  tra il. O n  o n e side 
rose a sheer w all, a  thousand fee t h igh . 
O n th e other side th e  c liff f e l l  away three 
tim es that d istance in to  a fathom less 
chasm . A  m ile ’s rid e brou ght th em  to 
the Pass o f  Sku lls. H e re  th e  tra il de
bouched into a sort o f  upland plateau, 
passing betw een tw o w alls o f  sheer rock.

A  thousand w arriors w ere encam ped 
there, gaudy in  th e ir  silvered m ail, long-

O. S.— 1
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toed leather boots and gold-chased  w eap
ons. W ith  their peaked helm ets w ith 
m ail drops, th e ir  lo n g  spears and w ide- 
bladed sim itars, they seem ed w ar-like 
enough. T h ey  w ere b ig  m en, but they 
w ere evidently nervous and uncertain.

" B y  the blood o f  the devil, R oo g la ,” 
snapped G od ric, "h a v e  you no m ore so l
diers than these?”

"M o s t o f  the troops are scattered 
throughout th e  em p ire ,” R oogla an
sw ered. " I  w arned C ham u K h a n  to  co l
lect a ll the w arriors in  th e  em pire here, 
but he refused to  do so. W h y, E riik  
alone know s. W e l l ,  a  m an can always 
d ie .”

H e  rose in  h is sad d le and h is great 
voice roared throu gh  th e h ills :

"M e n  o f  B lack  C athay, you know  me 
o f  old! B u t here beside m e is one you 
know  only by w ord  o f  m ou th ; a ch ie f out 
o f  the W e s t w ho w ill fight beside you 
today. N o w  take h eart, and w hen G en 
ghis comes up th e defile, show  h im  B lack  
C athayans can  still die lik e  m en!”

" N o t  so fast,”  grow led  G odric. 'T h is  
pass looks im pregnable to  m e. M ay I 
have a w ord as to  th e  arranging  o f  the 
troop s?"

R oogla spread h is hands. "A ssu redly .”
"T h e n  set m en to  w ork rebuild ing that 

barricad e,” snapped G o d ric, poin ting  to 
th e  w avering lines o f  stone, h a lf  tum bled 
dow n, w hich spanned the pass. “ B uild  
it h igh  and block that gate. T h e re ’l l  be 
n o  caravans passing throu gh today. I 
thou ght you w ere a so ld ier; it  should 
have been done lo n g  ago. P u t your best 
bow m en behind th e first lin e o f  stone. 
T h e n  the spearm en, and th e  swordsmen 
and ax-fighters beh ind  th e spear
m en--------”

T he long h o t day w ore on. A t last 
far away sounded th e deep rattle o f 

m any kettledrum s, then  a thunder o f
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m yriad h o o fs. T h e n  up th e  deep defile 
and out onto  the p lateau  sw ept a bizarre 
and terrib le  horde. G o d ric  had expected 
a w ild , m otley mass o f  barbarians, like  a 
sw arm  o f locusts w ithou t ord er or system. 
T h e se  m en rode in com pact form ation , o f 
such as he had never b e fo re  seen ; in  w ell 
ordered  ranks, divided in to  troops o f  a 
thousand each.

T h e  tugh, d ie  yak-tail standards, were 
lifted  above them . A t th e  sig h t o f  their 
orderly array and h ard -b itten  appearance, 
G o d ric ’s h eart sank. T h e se  m en were 
used to  fierce w arfare ; th ey  outnum bered 
h is ow n so ld iers by seven tim es. H ow  
could  h e h ope to  h o ld  th e  pass against 
th em , even fo r  a  lit t le  w hile? G odric 
sw ore deeply and ferv en tly  and put the 
h op e o f  survival fro m  h im ; th ereafter 
d u rin g  d ie w hole savage fig h t, his one 
idea was to  do as m uch d am age to die 
enem y as h e possibly cou ld  b efo re  he 
died.

N o w  h e  stood on th e  first fine of 
fortificad ons and gazed curiously at the 
advancing hosts, see in g  stocky, broad- 
b u ilt m en m ounted o n  w iry horses, men 
w ith  square flat faces, devoid o f  hum or 
o r  m ercy, w hose arm or w as p la in  stuff o f 
hardened leather, lacqu er, o r  iron  plates 
laced together. W ith  a w ry face  he 
noted the short, heavy bow s and long 
arrow s. F ro m  th e  look  o f  those bow s he 
knew  they w ould drive sh afts throu gh or
dinary m ail as i f  it w ere paper. T h e ir  
o th er w eapons consisted o f  spears, short- 
handled  axes, maces and curved sabers, 
lig h ter and m ore easily hand led  than the 
huge tw o-handed sim itars o f  th e  B lack  
Cathayans.

R oogla , standing at h is shoulder, 
pointed  to  a g ian t r id in g  ahead o f  the 
army.

"S u b o ta i,” he grow led , " a  U rian kh i—  
from  the frozen tundras, w ith a heart as 
cold  as his native land. H e can tw ist a 
spear sh a ft in tw o betw een h is hands.
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T b e  tall fop rid in g  beside h im  is C hepe 
N oyon ; note h is silvered m ail and heron 
plum es. A nd by E rlik , th ere is K assar 
the Strong, sw ord -bearer to the khan. 
W e ll— if  G en g h is h im se lf is not here 
now , he soon w ill be, fo r he never allow s 
K assar long out o f  his s igh t— the Strong  
O n e is a fo o l, u seful only in actual 
com bat.”

G o d ric ’s cold gray eyes w ere fixed on 
the g ian t form  o f  Su botai; a grow ing 
fury stirred in h im , not a tan g ib le hatred 
o f  the U riankhi bu t the figh tin g  rage one 
strong man fee ls  w hen con fron ted  by a 
fo e  his equal in prow ess. T h e  kn ig ht e x 
pected a parley bu t evidently  the M o n 
gols w ere o f  a d ifferent m ind . T h ey  cam e 
sw eeping across the boulder-strew n pla
teau like a w ind fro m  h ell, a  sw arm  o f  
m ounted bow m en-preced ing  them .

"D o w n !” roared G o d ric, as shafts be
gan to rain around h im . "D o w n  behind 
th e  rocks! Spearm en and sw ordsm en lie 
flat! A rchers retu rn  th e ir fire .”

R oogla repeated th e shout and arrow s 
began to fly from  the barricades. B u t the 
effort was h alf-h earted . T h e  sight o f  that 
onrushing horde had  num bed the m en o f 
Jahadur. G o d ric  had never seen m en ride 
and shoot from  th e  saddle as these M o n 
gols did. T h ey  w ere barely w ithin  arrow 
flight, yet m en w ere fa llin g  along  the 
lines o f  stone. H e  fe lt  th e  Jahadurans 
w avering— realized  w ith a flood o f  blind 
rage that they w ould  break b efo re  the 
M o n g o l heavy cavalry reached the b arri
cade.

A  bow m an n ear h im  roared and fe ll 
backw ard w ith an arrow  through h is  
throat and a shout w ent up from  the fa l
tering  B lack  Cathayans.

"F o o ls !” raged  G od ric, sm iting  right 
and le f t  w ith clen ch ed  fists. "H orsem en  
can never take th is pass i f  you stand to 
it! B en d  your bow s and throw  your 
shoulders into it! F ig h t, dam n you!”

T h e  bow m en had sp lit to  either side,

and through the gap the flying swords
m en swept. N o w  i f  ever was the tim e to 
break the charge, but the Jahaduran bow 
men loosed w ildly o r  n ot at all and behind 
them  the spearm en w ere scram bling up to 
flee. O ld  R oo g la  was scream ing and tear
ing his hair, cursing th e  day he was born, 
and not a m an had fa llen  on the M on gols’ 
side. Even at th at d istance G odric, stand
ing upright on the barricade, saw the 
broad grin  on Su b o tai’s face. W ith  a b it
ter curse h e tore a spear from  the hand o f 
a w arrior near by and threw  every ounce 
o f  his m ighty-thew ed fram e into the cast.

I t  was too fa r  fo r  an ordinary spear- 
cast even to  carry— but w ith a hum  the 
spear hissed throu gh  th e a ir and the M o n 
g o l n ext Subotai fe l l  h ead long, transfixed. 
From  the B la ck  C athayan ranks rose a 
sudden roar. T h e se  riders could be slain 
after a ll! A n d  surely no m ortal man 
could have m ade th at cast! G odric, tow 
erin g  above them  on th e  barricade, like a 
man o f  iron, suddenly  assum ed super
natural proportions in  th e  eyes o f  the w ar
riors behind h im . H o w  could they be de
feated w hen such a m an led them ? T h e  
quick  fire o f  O rien ta l battle-lu st blazed up 
and sudden courage surged through the 
veins o f  th e  w avering  w arriors. W ith  a 
shout they p u lled  sh a ft to  ear and loosed, 
and a sudden h a il o f  death  sm ote the charg
ing M ongols. A t th a t range there was no 
m issing. T h o se  lo n g  sh afts tore through 
buckler and hauberk , transfixing the 
wearers. F lesh  and b lood  could not 
stand it. T h e  ch arge did not exactly 
break, but in  th e  teeth  o f  that iron gale 
the squadrons w heeled  and circled away 
out o f  range. A  w ild  yell o f  trium ph 
rose from  the Jah ad u ran s and they waved 
their spears and shouted  taunts.

O ld  R oog la  w as in  ecstasies, but G o d 
ric snarled a m irth less laugh. A t least he 
had w hipped courage into the B lack  
Cathayans. B u t here, h e knew , he and 
R oogla and a ll th e  others w ould leave
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their corpses b efo re  th e  day was over. 
A nd  Y u lita — he w ould  not allow  h im se lf 
to th ink  o f  her. A t least, he swore, a  red 
m ist w aving in  fro n t o f  h is eyes, Subotai 
w ould not take her.

T h e  yak ta ils  w ere w aving, the k e ttle 
drum s beating  fo r  another charge. T h is  
tim e th e bow m en rode out m ore w arily, 
loosing  a p erfect rain  o f  shafts. A t G od- 
r ic ’s order his m en did not return th e fire, 
bu t sheltered them selves behind their bar
ricade; he h im se lf stood contem ptuously 
upright, trusting to  th e  strength o f  his 
h a lf-p la te  arm or. H e  becam e the center 
o f  the fire, b u t th e  lo n g  shafts g lanced  
harm lessly fro m  his sh ield  or splintered  
o n  his hauberk. T h e  horsem en w heeled 
closer, d raw ing  hard er on th e ir heavy 
bow s, and at G o d ric ’s w ord the Jahadur- 
ans answered them . In  a short fierce e x 
change the m en in th e  open had the w orst 
o f  it. They  g allo p ed  out o f  range w ith 
several em pty saddles, but G od ric had not 
le t his attention stray from  the real m en 
ace— the heavily  arm ed cavalry. T h ese  
had approached at a rapid trot w hile the 
arrow  fire was bein g  exchanged, and now 
they struck in  th e  spurs and cam e like a 
bolt from  a crossbow .

A gain the sw eeping  rain o f  arrow s met 
and broke them , though this tim e their 
m om entum  carried  them  to w ithin a h u n 
dred feet o f  th e  barricades. O n e rider 
broke through to  th e  lines and G odric 
saw a w ild figure, spurting blood and 
hew ing m adly at h im . T h en  as the M o n 
gol rose in h is stirrups to  reach the 
k n ig h t’s head, a  dozen spears, thrusting 
over th e  backs o f  th e  bow m en, pierced 
h im  and hurled h im  headlong.

A gain th e  M o n g o ls retreated ou t o f 
range, but this tim e th e ir losses had been 
severe. R id erless horses ranged th e p la
teau, w hich was dotted w ith still or w rith 
in g  form s.

A lready th e Jahadu rans had inflicted 
m ore dam age on th e m en o f  G enghis

K h an  than the M on gols w ere accustom ed 
to . B u t from  the way the nom ads ranged 
them selves fo r  the th ird  charge, G od ric 
knew  that th is tim e no flight o f  arrow s 
w ould stop them . H e spared a m om ent's 
ad m iration fo r  their courage.

T h e  supply o f  arrow s was ru nning  low . 
B la ck  Cathay, as in a ll th in gs pertain ing  
to  war, had neglected  th e  m anu factu re o f  
w ar-arrow s. A  large num ber o f  shafts 
rem ain ing  in the quivers o f  the archers 
w ere hunting-arrow s, good  only at short 
range.

T his tim e there was no great exchange 
betw een the bow m en. T h e  archers 

o f  Subotai m ingled  them selves am ong 
th e  fro n t ranks o f  th e  sw ordsm en,, and 
w hen the charge cam e, a  sheet o f  arrow s 
preceded it.

"S av e  your sh a fts !’’ roared G od ric, 
g rip p in g  the ax h e h ad  chosen fro m  the 
arm s o f  Jahadu r. "B a c k , archers— spear
m en, on the w a ll!"

T h e  next m om ent th e head long  horde 
broke like a red wave on  th e barricade. 
Evidently they had m isju d ged  the strength 
o f  those stone lines, not know ing them  
new ly re in forced — had expected to shat
ter them  by sheer w eigh t and velocity and 
to  ride throu gh the ruins. B u t the 
strengthened w alls h eld . H orses h it the 
barricade w ith  a sp lin terin g  o f  bones, 
and m en’s brains w ere dashed out by the 
shock. D oubtless they had expected to 
sacrifice the first lin e , bu t the slaughter 
was greater than they could have reck
oned. T h e  second lin e, h o t on the heels 
o f  the first, p lunged against the w all over 
its w rith ing  rem nants, and the third  line 
piled  up on both. T h e  w h ole lin e o f  the 
barricade was a red w elter o f  dying, 
scream ing horses, lashing  h oofs and w rith 
in g  m en, w hile the blood -m ad dened  J a 
hadurans yelled like w olves, h ack in g  and 
stabbing  down at th e  crim son sham bles. 

T h e  rear lines ruthlessly tram pled
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down their dying com rades to strike at 
the defenders, but th e  ground  was thick 
with dead and w ounded and the p lung
ing, w rith ing horses fou led  the hoofs that 
sw ept over them.

Still, som e o f  d ie  M o n go ls did gain 
through to the lines and m ade a desper
ate effort to clam ber over the w all. They 
died like rats in  a trap beneath the lu ng
ing  spears o f  the insp ired  B lack  Ca- 
thayans.

O n e , a huge bru tal-faced  giant, rode 
over a w rithing w elter o f  red torn flesh, 
reined in close to th e  barricade and an 
iron m ace in his hands dashed out the 
brains o f  a spearm an. F ro m  both hosts 
rose a shout o f :  "K a s s a r !”

"K assar, eh ?” grow led  G odric, step
ping forw ard on  th e precarious top o f  the 
barricade. T h e  g ian t rose in  his stirrups, 
the clotted m ace sw ung back  and at that 
instant the tw enty-pound battle-ax in 
G o d ric’s right hand crashed down on the 
peaked helm et. A x  and h elm et shattered 
together and the steed w ent to  his knees 
under the shock. T h e n  it reared and 
plunged w ildly away, K assar’s crum pled 
body lo llin g  and sw aying in the saddle, 
held  by the deep stirrups.

G o d ric tossed away th e splintered ax- 
h a ft and picked up the m ace that had 
fa llen  on the stones. H e  heard old 
R oogla shouting: "B o g d a ! B ogd a! Bogda! 
G u rg aslan !”

T h e  w hole h ost o f  Jah ad u r took up the 
shout; thus G o d ric g ain ed  his new nam e, 
w hich m eans th e  L io n , and crim son was 
the christening.

T h e  M ongols w ere again  in slow , stub
born  retreat and G o d ric  brandished the 
m ace and shouted : " Y e  b e m en! Stand 
to it boldly! A lread y h av e you slain m ore 
than h a lf  your ow n n u m b er!”

B u t h e knew  th at now  th e real death 
grip  was about to  be. T h e  M on gols w ere 
dism ounting. H orsem en  by nature and 
Choice, they had realized  how ever that

cavalry charges could never take those 
solid w alls, m anned by inspired m adm en. 
T h ey  held th eir round, lacquered buck
lers before them  and sw ung stolidly on 
ward in much th e sam e form ation  as they 
had m aintained m ounted.

T h ey  rolled  like  a black  tide over the 
corpse-strew n p la in  and like a black flood 
they burst on  the spear-bristling  w all. 
Few  arrows w ere loosed on either side. 
T h e  B lack  Cathayans had em ptied their 
quivers and th e  M on gols wished only to 
com e to hand-grips.

T h e  lin e o f  barricades becam e a red 
line o f  hell. Spears jabbed  downward, 
curved blades broke on  lances. In  the 
very teeth o f  th e  g ird in g  steel, the M o n 
gols strove to clim b th e w all, p ilin g  heaps 
o f  th e ir ow n dead fo r  grim  ladders. M ost 
o f  them  w ere pierced by the spears o f  the 
defenders, and the few  w ho did w in over 
the barriers w ere cut dow n by the sw ords
m en behind th e spearm en.

T h e  nom ads p erforce fe l l  back a few  
yards, then surged on  again. T h e  terrific 
shocks o f  their im pact shook the w hole 
barricade. T h e se  m en needed no shouts 
or com m ands to  spur them  on. T h ey  w ere 
fired with an ind om itable w ill w hich 
em anated fro m  w ith in  as w ell as from  
w ithout. G o d ric  saw  C hepe N oyon fight
ing silently  o n  fo o t w ith  th e  rest o f  the 
w arriors. Subotai sat his horse a few  
yards back o f  th e  m ass, d irecting the 
m ovem ents.

C harge a fter charge crashed against the 
barriers. T h e  M on gols w ere w asting 
lives like w ater and G o d ric  w ondered at 
th eir u nquenchable resolve to conquer this 
relatively unim portant m ountain k in g 
dom. B u t h e realized that G enghis 
K h an 's  w hole future as a conqueror de
pended on his stam ping out all opposi
tion, no m atter w hat the cost.

T h e  w all was crum bling . T h e  M o n 
gols w ere tearing  it to  pieces. T h ey  could 
not clim b it, so they thrust th eir spears
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betw een the stones and loosened them, 
tearing them  away w ith  bare hands. They 
died as they to iled , but th e ir comrades 
tram pled their corpses and took up their 
work.

Subotai leaped from  his horse, snatched 
a heavy curved sw ord from  his saddle 
and jo in ed  th e  w arriors on foot. H e 
gained to the center o f  the w all and tore 
at it  w ith his naked hands, disdaining the 
d ow n-lunging spears w hich  broke on his 
helm et and arm or. A  breach  was made 
and th e M ongols began to  surge through.

G od ric yelled  fiercely and leaped to 
stem  th e sudden tid e, but a w ash o f  the 
black  wave over th e  w all hem m ed him  
in w ith how ling  fiends. A  crashing sweep 
o f  his m ace cleared a red  way and he 
plunged through. T h e  M ongols were 
com ing over the ruins o f  the barriers and 
through the great breach  Subotai had 
m ade. G od ric shouted fo r  the Jahadurans 
to fa ll back, and even as h e did, he saw 
R oogla parrying the w h istlin g  strokes o f  
C hepe N oyon’s curved sim itar.

T h e  old general w as b leed ing  already 
from  a deep gash in th e th igh , and even 
as d ie N orm an sprang  to  aid him , the 
M o n g o l’s blade cut th rou gh  R oogla’s mail 
and blood spurted. R o o g la  slumped 
slow ly to th e  earth  and C hepe N oyon 
w heeled to m eet th e  k n ig h t’s furious 
charge. H e  flung up his sw ord to parry 
the w histling  m ace, but the g iant N o r
m an in his berserk rage d ealt a  blow that 
m ade noth ing  o f  sk ill or tem pered steel. 
T h e  sim itar flew to sin g in g  sparks, the 
helm et cracked and C hepe N oyon was 
dashed to earth like a pole-axed steer.

"B e a r  R oogla b a ck !” roared Godric, 
leaping forw ard and sw ing ing  his mace 
up again to dash ou t the prostrate M on 
g o l’s brains as a m an k ills  a wounded 
snake. B u t even as the mace crashed 
downw ard, a squat w arrior leaped like a 
panther, arms wide, sh ie ld in g  the fallen  
ch iefta in ’s body w ith his ow n and taking

the stroke on his own head. H is shat
tered corpse fe ll across C hepe N oyon and 
a sudden determ ined rush o f  M ongols 
bore G o d ric back. Even as the Jah ad u r
ans bore the desperately w ounded R oogla 
back across the next lin e  o f  stone, the 
M on gols lifted  the stunned C hepe N o y 
on and carried  h im  out o f  the battle.

F ig h tin g  stubbornly, G o d ric  retreated, 
h a lf  ringed  by the squ at shapes that 
fou gh t so silently  and thrust so fiercely 
fo r his life . H e  reached th e next w all, 
over w hich th e  Jahadu rans had already 
gone, and fo r  a m om ent stood at bay, 
back against the stones, w hile spears 
flashed at h im  and curved sabers hacked 
at h im . H is arm or had  saved h im  thus 
far, thou gh  a shrewd th ru st had girded 
deep into  the ca lf  o f  h is le g  and a heavy 
blow  on his hauberk had partly num bed 
the shoulder beneath.

N o w  the B lack  Cathayans leaned over 
the w all, cleared a space w ith their spears 
and seizing  their cham pion under the 
arm pits, lifted  him  bodily  over. T h e  fight 
ro lled  on. L ife  becam e to  the m en on the 
w alls one red continuance o f  hurtling  
bodies and lu nging  blades. T h e  spears o f 
the defend ers w ere b en t o r splintered. 
T h e  arrow s w ere gone. H a lf  the B lack  
Cathayans w ere dead. M o st o f  the rest 
w ere w ounded. B u t possessed o f  a fa 
natical fervor they fo u g h t on, sw inging 
th e ir  notched axes and blunted  sim itars 
as fiercely as i f  the fight had  but started. 
T h e  fu ll fighting  fury o f  th e ir T u rkish  
ancestors was roused and only death 
could quench it. A fte r  a ll, they w ere o f  
the sam e blood as these unconquerable 
dem ons from  the G o b i.

T h e  second barricade crum bled and the 
Jahadurans began to fa ll back to the 

last lin e  o f  barricades. B u t this tim e the 
M on gols w ere over th e  fa llin g  stones and 
upon them  before they could m ake good 
th e ir escape. G od ric and fifty  m en, cover



310 ORIENTAL STORIES

in g  the w ithdraw al o f the rest, were cut 
off. T h en  the others w ould have com e 
back over the w all to  aid them , but a 
solid mass o f  M o n go ls w ere betw een that 
balked their fiercest efforts.

G o d ric’s men died about h im  lik e  hunt
ed w olves, slaying  and dying w ithout a 
groan or w him per. T h e ir  last gasps w ere 
snarls o f  deathless fury. T h e ir  heavy two- 
handed sim itars w rou gh t fearfu l destruc
tion am ong th eir stocky foes but the M on 
gols ran in under th e sweep o f  the blades 
and ripped upw ard w ith their shorter 
sabers.

G o d ric ’s plated m ail saved him  from  
chance blow s and h is enorm ous strength 
and am azing quickness m ade h im  all but 
invincible . H is sh ield  h e  had lo n g  dis
carded. H e gripp ed  th e  heavy m ace in 
both hands and it sm ashed like  a black 
god o f  death th rou gh  the battle rout. 
B lo o d  and brains splashed like w ater as 
shields, helm ets and corselets gave way.

A cross the heads o f  the hacking  w ar
riors G od ric saw th e  g iant fram e o f  Sub- 
otai, loom ing head and shoulders above 
his m en. W ith  a curse th e  N orm an 
hurled the m ace, w hich  spattered blood 
as it hum m ed th rou gh  the air. M en  cried 
out at the long  cast, but Subotai ducked 
sw iftly . G o d ric  w hipped out h is two- 
handed sword fo r  the first tim e during 
the fight, and th e lo n g  straight blade 
w hich the P op e had  blessed years ago 
shim m ered like  a liv in g  th ing— like the 
blue waves o f  th e  w estern sea.

I t  was a heavy blade, forged  to cut 
through thick m ail and stron g  plates, 
arm or m any tim es heavier than that worn 
by m ost O rientals, w ho usually preferred  
shirts o f  ligh t chain  m ail. G o d ric  w ielded 
it  in one hand as lightly  as m ost men 
could  sw ing it w ith  both. H is le f t  hand 
held  a dirk, point upw ard, and they who 
ducked beneath th e  sw ord to  grapple, 
died from  the th ru st o f  the shorter blade. 
T h e  N orm an set h is back against a heap

o f  dead, and in a red haze o f  battle m ad
ness, sp lit skulls to the teeth, cleft bos
om s to the spine, severed shoulder bones, 
hew ed through neck cords, hacked off 
legs at the hip and arm s at the shoulder 
until they gave back in sudden, unaccus
tom ed fear and stood panting and eyeing 
him  as hunters eye a w ounded tiger.

A nd G od ric laughed at them , taunted 
them , spat in th e ir  faces. Centuries o f 
civ iliz in g  French  influence w ere wiped 
away; it was a berserk  V ik in g  who faced 
his p alin g  foes.

H e  was w ounded, he faintly  sensed, 
but unw eakened. T h e  fire o f  fury le ft no 
room  in his brain  fo r any other sensation. 
A  g iant form  surged through the ranks, 
flinging  m en rig h t and le ft  as spray is 
flung by a ch arg in g  galley. Subotai o f  the 
frozen tundras stood befo re  his fo e  at last.

G o d ric  took  in  the heigh t o f  the man, 
the m ighty sw eep o f  chest and shoulder, 
and the m assive arm s w hich w ielded the 
sw ord th a t had m ore than once, during 
the fight, sheared clear through the torso 
o f  a m ailed  Jahadu ran .

" B a c k !"  roared Subotai, his fierce 
eyes a light— those eyes w ere blue, G odric 
noted , and the M o n g o l's  h air red; surely 
som ew here in that frozen  land o f tundras 
a w andering A ryan strain  had m ingled 
w ith  the T u ran ian  blood  o f  Subotai’s 
tr ib e— "B a ck , and g ive us room ! N on e 
shall slay th is ch ie f but Su botai!”

Som ew here dow n the deep defile there 
sounded a rally o f  kettledrum s and the 
tram p o f  m any h o o fs, but G od ric was 
hardly aw are h e heard. H e  saw the M o n 
gols fa ll back, leav in g  a space clear. H e 
heard  C hepe N oyon , s till slightly  groggy, 
and w ith a new  helm et, shouting orders 
at th e  m en  w ho surged about the w all. 
F ig h tin g  ceased altogether and all eyes 
turned on the ch iefs, w ho sw ung up th eif 
blades and rushed together like  two m ad
dened bulls.

G o d ric  knew  that his arm or would



RED  BLADES OF BLACK CATHAY 311

never stand against th e  fu ll sw eep o f  the 
g reat sw ord Subotai was sw in g in g  in  his 
r ig h t hand . T h e  N o rm an  leaped and 
struck as a tiger strikes, throw ing  every 
ounce o f  h is body beh in d  the blow  and 
nerv ing  h im se lf to  superhum an q u ick 
ness. H is heavy, stra ig h t b lad e sheared 
throu gh  th e  lacquered  bu ck ler Subotai 
flung above his head, and crash in g  fu ll on 
the peaked helm et, b it throu gh  to  the 
scalp  beneath. Su botai staggered , a je t  o f  
b lood  tr ick lin g  dow n h is  d ark  face, but 
alm ost instantly  sw ung a  decapitating 
stroke th a t w histled  harm lessly  through 
th e a ir as G o d ric  b en t h is knees quickly.

T h e  F ran k  th ru st v iciously  bu t Subotai 
evaded th e  lu n g in g  p o in t w ith  a tw ist o f  
h is huge fram e and  h acked  in  savagely. 
G o d ric  sprang  away bu t could  n o t en tire
ly avoid  th e blow . T h e  g reat blade struck 
und er h is arm pit, crunched through th e 
m ail and b it deep in to  h is ribs. T h e  im 
pact num bed his w h ole le f t  side and in an 
in stant h is hauberk was fu ll o f  blood.

S tu n g  to  renew ed m adness, G od ric 
sprang  in , parry ing  th e  sim itar, then  
dropped h is sw ord and grappled  Subotai. 
T h e  M o n g o l returned  th e  fierce em brace, 
draw ing a dagger. C lose-locked  they 
w restled  and strained, stagg erin g  on hard- 
braced  legs, each seek in g  to  break the 
o th er’s sp in e o r  to  drive h o m e his ow n 
blade. B o th  w eapons w ere reddened in 
an  instant as they g ird ed  throu gh  crevices 
in  th e  arm or o r  w ere d riven  straight 
throu gh so lid  m ail, but neither could 
free  h is hand  enou gh  to  d riv e in  a death 
thrust.

G o d ric  was g asp in g  fo r  breath ; h e  fe lt  
th a t th e  pressure o f  th e  M o n g o l’s huge 
arm s was cru sh ing  h im . B u t Subotai was 
in n o  better way. T h e  N o rm a n  saw sw eat 
th ick ly  bead ing  th e  M o n g o l’s brow , heard 
h is breath  com in g  in  heavy pants, and a 
savage jo y  shook h im .

Su botai lifted  his fo e  bodily  to  dash 
h im  headlong, b u t G o d ric ’s grip  held

them  together so firm ly th is was im pos
sib le. W ith  b oth  fe e t braced on the 
blood-soaked earth  again , G o d ric  sudden
ly ceased trying to  free  h is d irk  w rist from  
Su botai’s iron g rip , and  releasing  the 
M o n g o l’s dagger arm , d ro v e his le ft fisi 
in to  Su botai’s face.

W ith  th e  fu ll pow er o f  m ighty  arm  
and broad shoulders b eh in d  it, th e  blow  
was like  that o f  a  club. B lo o d  spattered 
and Su botai’s head  snapped back as i f  on 
hinges— but at th a t in stan t h e  drove his 
d agger deep in  G o d ric ’s breast m uscles. 
T h e  N o rm an  gasped, staggered , and then  
in  a  last burst o f  strength  h e  flung the 
M o n g o l fro m  h im . Su botai fe ll his fu ll 
len gth  and rose slow ly, dazedly, like  a 
m an who has fo u g h t o u t th e  last red 
ounce o f  h is endurance. H is m ighty 
fram e sagged back o n  th e  arm s o f  the 
rin g in g  w arriors and h e  shook h is head 
like  a b u ll, striv ing  to  nerve h im self 
again  fo r  the com bat.

G o d ric  recovered th e sw ord h e  had 
dropped and now  he faced  h is foes, feet 
braced w ide against h is sick  dizziness. 
H e  groped a m om ent fo r  support and fe lt 
firm  stones at h is back. T h e  fight had car
ried  them  alm ost to th e  last barricades. 
T h e re  h e faced  the M o n g o ls  lik e  a 
w ounded lion  at bay, h ead  low ered on  his 
m ighty , m ailed  breast, te rr ib le  eyes g lit
terin g  through th e  bars o f  h is vizors, both 
hands g rip p in g  his red sw ord .

"C o m e o n ,” h e  ch allen ged  as he fe lt 
h is l i fe  w aning  in  th ick  red surges. 
"M ayh ap  I  die—-but I  w ill slay seven o f  
you b efo re  I  d ie. C om e in  and m ake an 
end ing, you pagan sw in e!”

Me n  th ro n g ed  the p lateau  behind the 
tattered hord e— thousands o f  them . 

A  pow erfu l, bearded ch ie fta in  on a w hite 
horse rode forw ard  and surveyed th e  
silent, battle-w eary M on gols and d ie  stone 
bulw ark w ith its th in  ranks o f  bloody 
defenders. T h is , G o d ric  knew  in  a weary
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way, was the great G enghis K h an  and he 
w ished he had enough life  le f t  in him  to 
charge through the ranks and hew  the 
khan from  his saddle; but w eakness b e
gan to steal over him .

" A  good th in g  I cam e w ith the H o rd e ,” 
said G enghis K h an  sardonically- " I t  
seem s these Cathayans have been d rin k
ing  som e w ine th at m akes m en o f  them . 
T h ey  have slain  m ore M on gols already 
titan the K eraits and the H ian s did. W h o  
spurred these scented w om en to b attle?” 

" H e ,” C hepe N oyon pointed to the 
blood-stained kn ig h t. '-'By E rlik , they have 
drunk blood th is day. T h e  F ran k  is a 
devil; my head still sings from  the blow  
b e  dealt m e; K assar is but now  recover
in g  his senses fro m  an ax the Frank  shat
tered  on his h elm et, and he has but now  
fou gh t Subotai h im se lf to a stand still.” 

G en gh is reigned  his horse forw ard  and 
G o d ric tensed h im self. I f  the khan 
w ould only com e w ithin  reach— a sudden 
spring, a last, desperate blow  —  i f  h e 
could but take th is paynim  lord w ith him  
to the realm  o f  death, he w ould die con
tent.

T h e  great, deep gray eyes o f  G enghis 
w ere upon the kn ig ht and h e fe lt th eir 
fu ll power.

" Y o u  are o f  such steel as my ch iefs 
are forged  fro m ,” said G en gh is. " I  
w ould have you fo r  frien d , not foe. Y o u  
are not o f  th e  race o f  those m en; com e 
and serve under m e .”

"M y  ears are d u ll w ith  blow s on my 
h e lm et,” answ ered G odric, tigh ten in g  his 
g rip  on his h ilt  and tensing  his weary 
m uscles; " I  can not understand you. 
C om e closer that I may hear you.”

Instead  G en gh is reigned his steed back 
a few  paces and grinned  w ith tolerant 
understanding.

" W i l l  you serve m e?” h e persisted. " I  
w ill m ake you a ch ie f .”

"A n d  w hat o f  these?” G o d ric in d i
cated the B lack  Cathayans.

G en g h is shrugged his shoulders. 

" W h a t  am I to do w ith them ? They must 
d ie .”

"G o  to your brother the D e v il,” G o d 
ric grow led. " I  com e o f  a race that sell 
th eir swords fo r  g old — but w e are no 
jackals to  turn on m en that have bled 
beside us. T h ese w arriors and I have al
ready k illed  m ore than our ow n num ber 
and w ounded many m ore o f  your w ar
riors. T h e re  are still three hundred o f  us 
le f t  and the strongest o f  the barricades. 
W e  have slain over a thousand o f your 
w olves— if  you enter Jahad u r you ride 
over our corpses. C harge in now  and see 
how  desperate m en can d ie.”

" B u t  you ow e no alleg iance to Jah a
d u r,” argued G enghis.

" I  ow e my life  to C ham u K h a n ,” 
snapped G odric. " I  have throw n in my 
lo t w ith h im  and I  serve h im  with as 
m uch fealty  as i f  h e  w ere the Pope h im 
s e lf .”

" Y o u  are a fo o l,” G en g h is said fran k 
ly. " I  have long had my spies am ong die 
Jahadu rans. Cham u K h an  planned to 
sacrifice Jah ad u r and all therein  to save 
his ow n hide. T h a t is why h e refused to 
b rin g  m ore soldiers to  the city. H is main 
fo rce  he gathered on the w estern border. 
H e  p lanned to  flee by a secret way 
throu gh the cliffs as soon as I  attacked 
the pass.

" W e l l ,  he did, but som e o f  my w ar
riors cam e upon h im . T h ey  only asked 
a g if t  o f  h im ,” G enghis chuckled. "T h e n  
they m ade no effort to h ind er him . H e 
m ig h t then go w here h e w ould. W o u ld  
you see the g if t  they took from  Chamu 
K h a n ?”

A nd  a M o n go l behind the khan held 
up a ghastly, g rin n in g  head. G odric 
cursed: "L ia r , traitor and cow ard though 
he was, he was yet a k ing. C om e in and 
m ake an ending. I sw ear to you that be
fo re  you ride over this w all, your horses
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w ill tread fetlock-deep in a carpet o f  your 
dead.”

Still G en g h is sat his horse and pon
dered. Subotai cam e up to  h im , and g rin 
n in g  broadly, spoke in h is ear. T h e  khan 
nodded.

"Sw ear to serve m e and I w ill spare the 
lives o f  your m en; I w ill take Black 
Cathay unharm ed into m y em pire.”

G o d ric turned to his m en. " Y o u  heard 
-— I w ould rather die here on a heap of 
M o n go l dead— but <it is fo r  you to  say.” 

They  answ ered w ith a shout: "T h e  
em peror is dead! W h y  should w e die, 
i f  G en g h is K h an  w ill g ran t us peace? 
G ive us G urgaslan  fo r  ruler and we will 
serve you .”

G en gh is raised h is hand. “ So be it !” 
G o d ric  shook the blood and sw eat out 

o f  his eyes and snarled a b itter laugh.
“ A  puppet k in g  on a tinsel throne, to 

dance on  your string, M on go l? No! G et 
another fo r  the task .”

G en g h is scow led and suddenly swore. 
“By the yellow  face o f  E rlik ! I  have al
ready m ade m ore concessions today than 
I ever m ade in my life  before! W h a t want 
ye, G u rgaslan — shall I g ive you my scep
ter fo r a w ar-club?”

“ I f  h e  w ishes it you may as w ell give 
it  to h im ,” grinned Subotai, w ho w as no 
m ore aw ed by his khan than  i f  G enghis 
had been a horse-boy. “ T h ese  Franks are 
bu ilt o f  iron w ithout and w ith in . Reason 
w ith h im , G en g h is !”

T h e  k han  glared at his general fo r a 
m om ent as i f  he w ere o f  a m ind  to brain 
h im , then  grinned  suddenly. T h ese  men 
o f  the steppes w ere a frank, open race 
greatly  d ifferent from  the devious-m inded 
peoples o f  A sia M in or.

“ T o  have you and your w arriors fight
in g  beside m e,” said G enghis calm ly, “1 
w ill do th a t w hich I never expected to  do. 
Y o u  are fit to tread the crim son road of 
em pire. T a k e  B lack  Cathay and rule it as 
you w ill; 1 ask onlv that you aid m e in my

w ars, as an equal ally. W e  w ill be two 
k ings, re ign in g  side by side and aiding 
each o th er against all enem ies.”

G o d ric ’s th in  lips sm iled. “ It is fa ir 
en o u gh .”

T h e  M o n g o b  sent up a thunderous 
roar and the bloody Jahadu rans sw arm ed 
over the barricades to kiss the hands o f 
th e ir  new  ruler. H e did not hear G e n 
ghis say to  the w arrior w ho bore the grisly 
severed head o f  Cham u K h a n : “ See that 
d ie  sku ll is prepared and sheathed in s il
ver, and set am ong the rest that w ere 
khans o f  tribes; when I fa ll 1 w ould wish 
my ow n skull treated w ith  the sam e 
respect.”

G o d ric fe lt a firm grasp  on his hand 
and looked into the steady eyes o f  Subotai, 
fe e lin g  a rush o f  friend ship  fo r  the man 
that equaled h is form er rage.

“ E rlik , w hat a m an !” grow led  the 
ch ie f . " W e  should be good  com rades, 
G u rg aslan ! H ere— by the gods, m an, you 
are sorely w ounded! H e  sw oons— g et off 
h is arm or and see to h is hurts, you th ick 
headed fools, do you w ant h im  to  d ie?” 

“ Scant ch an ce," grinned  C hepe N oyon, 
fee lin g  his head tenderly. “Such m en as 
he are not m ade to die fro m  steel. W a it , 
you b ig  buffalo , you’ll k ill h im  w ith your 
clum siness. I ’ll  bring  one m ore fitted to 
attend  h im — one that was found being  
forcib ly  escorted out o f  Jah ad u r by the 
palace eunuchs. I saw her only five m in 
utes agone and I am alm ost ready to  cut 
your throat fo r her, G u rgaslan . G en gh is, 
w ill you bid them  bring the g ir l? "

A gain  G od ric saw, as in a closing  m ist, 
tw o great dark eyes bend over him — he 
fe lt so ft arm s go about h is neck and heard 
a sobbin g  in his ear.

“W e ll ,  Y u lita ,” h e  said as in a dream , 
“ I w ent to  G enghis K h an  a fter a ll!”

“ Y o u  saved B lack  Cathay, my k in g ,” 
she sobbed, pressing her lips against his. 
T h e n  w hile his dull head swam those soft 

( Continued on page 432)
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Number 638 o f  the Indian Secret Service was offered a bribe 
o f thousands o f  rupees if  he would be false to his trust

MA H B U B  th e je w e lle r  was sittin g  
im passively in  h is d isreputable 
shop and caressin g  th e  am ulet 

w ith  lean  possessive fingers w hen D orety 
asked , "H o w  m u ch ?"

M ah b u b  tu rned  h is  h ead  to  the door 
and chuckled. “ I t  is a  good  th ing , D ora 
T e a , th a t no on e heard  you  ask that. 
M e n  have been cu t in  tw o fo r  less.” 

D o re ty  exam ined  th e  am u let critically. 
H e  rubbed it slow ly a ll o v er to  see i f  it 
w as scratched. H e  h e ld  i t  up to  the ligh t 
an d  shivered w ith  p leasu re w hen it 
seem ed  to  catch fire. “ A  k in g ’s ruby," 
h e  m uttered  reverentially . “W h o  bids 
ag ain st m e?”

“ N o  o n e ,” grim aced  M ah bu b, “but 
th e  R a ja h ’s g ran d m oth er w ants it, and 
th a t is en o u g h !"

“ B u t i f  I  should o ffe r  you a thousand 
m ohu rs?”

M ah b u b  gripped th e cou nter convul
sively . “ I  w ill se ll it, D o ra  T e a . I  have 
d ecid ed  to  risk  every th ing . B u t I  am  
ru in ed  i f  you show  it  to  th e  R a ja h .”

“ I  w ill take it  n o w ,”  said D orety. 
“Y o u  know  as w ell as I  d o  th at the R a jah  
w o u ld n ’t  g iv e you a  ru pee fo r  it. A nd  
w ith  your tongue bu rned  ou t o f  your silly  
m ou th  you couldn’t  very w e ll reproach 
h im .”

M ah b u b  groaned  and  slapped his 
hand s to  h is ears.

“ D o n ’t, D o ra  T e a . Is  it  no t enough 
th a t I  liv e  in  terro r o f  th e  R a ja h ’s grand
m other? She w ould h ire  an assassin, 
D o r a  T e a . S till, fo r  fifteen  hundred m o
hurs-------- "

“I offered you a thousand,” snapped 
Dorety.
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" F o r  tw elve hund red  m ohurs,” droned 
M ahbub, " I  w ill se ll it. B u t may your 
daughters a ll b e d ishonored  i f  you show  
it to  th e  R a ja h .”

D orety  scraw led a  few  lines on  a  scrap 
o f  yellow  paper and  handed it  to 'the 
shopkeeper. M ah b u b  b linked  and scru
tin ized  it closely. " I t  is w ell,” he said 
a t len gth . “ I  w ill trust you, D o ra  T e a . 
F o r  o n e thousand m ohurs th e am ulet is 
yours. W h e n  sh a ll I  call fo r the 
m on ey?"

"T o m o rro w ,” said  D orety , "b u t I shall 
take the am ulet at o n ce .”

M ah bu b parted w ith  it  reluctantly. 
" B e  carefu l -of it, D o ra  T e a ,” he warned. 
" I t  is not redder th an  th e  blood that has 
been  spilled  fo r  it. A nd  if  th e  R a jah  
questions you, say th a t th e  devil sold  it 
to you .”

“T h a t w ould n o t b e  a lie ,” sm iled 
D orety . " I  th in k  you are in  league w ith 
the R a ja h 's  g rand m other.”

M ah bu b shivered. " T h a t  is not a w ise 
jo k e , D o ra  T ea . T h e  R a ja h ’s grand 
m other devours a ll v irtu e in  a  pure m ind. 
She w ould ruin  m y K arm a.”

" W h a t  do you know  o f  her?”  D orety 
asked suddenly.

" W h a t  does any m an know  o f  her, 
D o ra  T ea? Sh e is an  im postor, o f  course, 
bu t th e  R a ja h  is w eak-m inded and easily 
deceived, and h e  sw ears she resem bles 
his fa th er .”

“H o w  lo n g  has th is been go in g  o n ?” 
asked D orety .

“ F o r  three m onths. T h e  R a ja h  found 
h er in  rags on  h is doorstep and w ept like 
a d runken B h at. A n d  now  h e  w orships 
her. D o ra  T ea , h e  perm its that vile
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w om an to  rob us. H e thinks she is pos
itively pious and you know  how  many 
w ires he can pull w hen your absurd 
governm ent pricks up its ears.”

“ Y o u  m ay call tom orrow  fo r the 
m oney,” said D orety  in a flat voice as if  
tu rn ing  over in his m ind w hat th e  shop
keep er had to ld  h im . T h e n  he slow ly 
nodded and w alked out o f  the shop.

Dorety’s room  overlooked the crook- 
edest street in K atm andu. Im m e

diately beneath his w indow  a T ib etan  
dog sat on a bale o f  verm eil from  T u rk 
estan and how led  dism ally at the m oon. 
A  few  dark form s passed to  and fro  
in  the shadow s, but a curious silence per
vaded the street and D orety  could alm ost 
hear the gnaw ings o f  a m illion  m aggots 
furiously  at w ork on the piles o f  garbage 
heaped against the w indow . H is head 
was bu rn in g  w ith excitem ent and h e had 
throw n open the blinds to cool his 
flushed cheeks. B u t as an obscene breeze 
arose to greet h im  he retreated quickly, 
shu tting  the b linds w idi a bang and 
sw earing at the constables who perm ited 
Such vileness.

H e  retreated into the room  and sat 
dow n on the bed. O n  the tab le at his side 
a lean candle guttered and flared. D orety 
reached over and nipped it. A  sickly 
darkness settled  down over th e  room. 
D orety  lifted  both his legs and lay flat 
upon th e  w hite sheets. H is fingers 
toyed fo r several m om ents w ith  som e
th in g  under his p illow ; then  he w ithdrew  
h is hand and closed his eyes.

H e  w aited. H e  was very com fortable. 
Presently  the door creaked on its h inges, 
and som e one g lid ed  into the room . T h e  
stranger’s bare fee t pattered om inously 
on  the sm ooth floor. A  flashlight pierced 
th e  darkness, and fo r a m om ent D orety ’s 
p rone form  was illum inated by its dis
tu rb in g  glare. Cautiously the intruder

approached the bed and b en t above its 
occupant. “ A h -h -h !” T h e  exclam ation 
was follow ed  by a low  hiss.

T h e  in truder’s hand slid under D o re
ty’s p illow , and grasped the am ulet in  its 
hard  fist. D orety ’s hand shot over it, 
closin g  tightly . T h e  intruder started up, 
shrieked  and endeavored to break away, 
D orety  sprang from  the bed and struck 
at h im . T h ey  w ent down upon the floor 
in  a confused grapple. B u t th e  outcom e 
was never uncertain. D orety  w ore his 
opponent dow n by th e sheer ferocity  o f  
h is attack.

"M ercy , Sahib. Y o u  w ouldn’t h arm  a 
w o m an !”

D orety  grinned . H e  g o t quickly to  his 
feet, h o ld ing  h is captive by th e neck. H e 
breathed  harshly but his lo n g  fingers bit 
lik e  steel into so ft flesh. W ith  h is fre e  
hand  h e  fe lt  fo r  the- cand le and struck 
a m atch. A  p allid  yellow  glow  spread 
th rou gh  th e room .

W ith  staring eyeballs D orety  looked 
at th e  creature he had subdued. A n  in 
cred ibly  ancient hag stared up at him  
and pleaded fo r  its life . W ith  an effort 
D orety  repressed a shiver o f  disgust and 
threw  the creature from  h im . I t  collapsed 
in  a heap on rhe floor and w hen D orety  
spoke to it it  w him pered.

“ I  knew  the ruby w ould b rin g  you ,” 
m uttered  D orety.

“ A h -h -h !” m oaned the th in g  on the 
floor. “ Y o u  do m e a great in ju stice . 
T h e  R a ja h  w ill be furious w hen he heats 
o f  th is . H e  w ill have you shot. Y o u  
are a fo o l to defy my grand son .”

D orety  straddled the tab le  and sw ung 
his legs v iolently  back and forth .

“ So  you are the R a ja h ’s gran d m oth er!” 
h e  m urm ured casually. " A  pretty crea
tu re indeed. W h a t w ill you give fo r  the 
am u let?”

“ G ive? G iv e?” the creature shrieked. 
" T h e  R a jah  w ill give you six hundred 
stripes on  your naked back fo r  i t !”
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"V e r y  w ell,” laughed D orety, " I  shall 
take it to the R a ja h .”

T h e  R a ja h ’s grand m other was genuine
ly startled . H e r lips opened and d osed , 
but n o  sound cam e fro m  betw een them . 
It to o k  five m inutes fo r  D orety  to co n 
v in ce her that he was on ly  jesting .

" I  w ill g ive you five hundred rupees 
fo r  i t ,” she said at length .

" N o ! ”
" A  thousand!”
D orety  shook his head.
" T h e n  you w ill not se ll it?”
" N o .” D orety  was determ ined. T h e  

R a ja h ’s grandm other fo ld ed  her hands 
and w aited. She was absolutely  at his 
m ercy, and it is to  h er cred it that she 
m ad e no attem pt to disguise her fear. 
H e r  teeth  knocked to g eth er until the 
room  grew  clam orous w ith  their chatter
in g ; she turned up h er eyes until only 
th e ir  w hites w ere visible.

" I  w ill te ll you a story ,” said D orety. 
H e  stroked his ch in  m editatively and 
w atched h er out o f  the corner o f  his eye. 
W h e n  she nodded he clip ped  and lit  a 
panetela .

" A  tragic o n e ,” continu ed  D orety. " A  
story  o f  evil and cu n n in g  trium phant. 
Y o u  w ill no t like it .”

T h e  creature on the floor spat, and ran 
h er fingers savagely throu gh her th in  
w h ite hair. " I  w ill listen ,” she said.

"V e ry  w ell. I  am  D orety  o f  the Se
cret Service. M y num ber is 6 3 8 , w hich 
d oesn ’t concern you. B u t there are other 
m atters in w hich you are directly1 in 
volved . F ive m onths ago in D elh i an 
o ld  w om an was brutally  m urdered, and 
h er body disfigured beyond recognition. 
H e r  throat— but I w ill no t weary you 
w ith  details. T h e  affair w ould have a t
tracted  no attention ord inarily , but the 
v ictim  happened to be o f  royal blood, and 
fo r  ten  years the police had  been search
in g  fo r  her. A n  am ulet w hich they 
fo u n d  on  her body established  her iden

tity. A  Lam a had bew itched her and 
since her fortieth  year she had been wan
d ering  idiotically  from  tow n to tow n dis
guised as a beggar. I t  is difficult to 
im agine anydiing m ore absurd, but no 
d egrad ation  seem s u nsuitable to  those 
w ho fo llo w  the teachings o f  Lam as. 
W h e n  the poor creature disappeared she 
was th e  m other o f  a  re ig n in g  ra jah  w ith 
royal privileges, and i f  she w ere alive 
now  she w ould be a ra ja h ’s grandm other. 
I believe there are tw enty varying legends 
about h er in N e p a l.”

D orety  stared contem ptuously into the 
old w om an’s eyes. "B e fo r e  th is woman 
was m urdered som e one tortured  her and 
discovered everything. H e r  le f t  breast 
bore th e  im press o f  a  red-hot iron. 
W h e th e r  the torturer w as the m urderer 
I am  not prepared to  say. B u t certainly 
she was unw ise in  o verlooking  the am u
le t, w hich w ould have established  even a 
tw ice-born  in the good graces o f -----—”

T h e  o ld  w om an interrupted  h im  with 
an im p atient shrug. " W h a t  is this to 
m e, Sah ib ?”

" W h y  did you k ill h er?” asked D orety.
T o  h is am azem ent th e  creature on the 

floor did  not equivocate. " I  was very 
poor an d  my life  was a hard  one. W h y 
should  I have spared her? H ave you not 
said th at you considered her actions 
id iotic? She was a silly  o ld  fo o l and un
w orthy o f  life . I sp it on  a ll w ho follow  
th e teachings o f  L am as. M ay th eir liv 
ers rot! Y o u  and I ,  Sah ib , know  that 
there are no good laws in  th e  universe, 
and th at w e m ay a ll do as we please. Is 
it n o t w ell th at we should en joy  our
selves fo r  a few  years b efo re  the worms 
take us? H ow  did the am ulet com e to 
K atm an d u ?”

D orety  scow led. "T h e y  stole it from  
us b efo re  we could show  it to the R ajah . 
I t  was necessary to have that to  prove 
you an im postor. W e  traced  th e  jew el 
here and yesterday I purchased it fo r  one
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thousand m ohurs in the shop o f  M ahbub 
the jew eller. I could have confiscated it 
but the service wanted m e to evade sus
picion by purchasing it. I  knew  that it 
w ould b rin g  you here. I have suspected 
for som e tim e that the R a ja h  has doubts 
o f  your identity. H e w ants m ore definite 
p roof and this am ulet w ill fu rn ish  it ."

H e held  the am ulet in his right hand 
and turned it over in th e  yellow  light. 
" A  b eau tifu l th ing, is it n o t?” he asked. 
"A n d  th in k  o f  w hat it w ould mean to 
you! U nfortu nately , you m ust rot in a 
filthy ja i l .”

DORETY got down fro m  th e tab le  and 
rem oved a pair o f  handcuffs from  

his coat pocket. They  d angled  sinisterly 
in th e  shadow  cast by his body and a 
fa in t sm ile  lingered fo r a m om ent about 
the co m ers o f  his m outh. T h e  R a jah 's 
g randm other swayed pathetically  back 
and forth  and crooned.

D orety  stooped and was about to slip 
th e  steel bracelets on her w rist w hen she 
sneezed. H er breath sm elt strongly  o f 
g in  and D orety  m ade a wry face. "M ak e 
the best o f  it, old  lady,” h e said. "Y o u ’ve 
had a good tim e and your luck lasted 
sp lend id ly .”

T h e  o ld  wom an noted w ith d elight the 
grow in g  reluctance in D orety ’s voice. 
W h e n  he drew near again  she sm irked 
at him .

" W e l l? ” he stam m ered, losin g  color. 
" W h a t ’s on your m ind ?”

"N in e ty  thousand rupees,” said the 
R a ja h ’s grandm other in a very low  voice.

D orety ’s heart missed a beat. T h e  
co lo r le f t  his cheeks; his eyes watered. 
"Y o u  m ean that you have access to the 
R a ja h ’s coffers?”

T h e  o ld  wom an sm iled. "M y  friend, 
w ere I younger I should o ffer you that 
w hich w ould m ake a ll the R a ja h ’s gold 
seem  w orthless. B u t since you want

gold , listen! T h e  R ajah  carries upon his 
person tw enty fortunes. H e w ears a 
belt m ade o f  diam onds as large as onions. 
Rubies encircle his ankles; em eralds his 
wrists. H is ear-rings g litter in th e  dark; 
they are lum inous w ith pearls. A nd  he 
sleeps heavily. For ninety thousand ru
pees, then, you w ill sell m e the am u let?”

D orety  hesitated and looked lo n g  and 
searchingly at the handcuffs. H is heart 
cam e up into  his throat. I t  was a tem p
tation, but there was his duty to the serv
ice. In to  the eyes o f  the w om an who 
sat w aiting crept som ething o f  com pas
sion. " I t  is a  hard decision, Sah ib ,” she 
said, "b u t w ith ninety thousand rupees 
you w ould ow n the w orld. T h in k  o f  the 
nautch g irls you could buy w ith it. N o th 
in g  is so beau tifu l to a young m an as a 
nautch g irl unbraid ing h er hair. W ith  
ninety thousand rupees w ho w ould dare 
to reproach you?”

" I f  the service should find o u t,” said 
D orety , " I  should be utterly  ru ined .” H e 
started, realizing  that he had practically  
repeated the words o f  the vile little  je w e l
ler M ahbub.

" B u t  w ho w ould ever find o u t?” m u t
tered the old w om an. "N in ety  thousand 
rupees w ould buy you rivers o f  w ine, and 
days and n ights o f  love. I f  you are 
w ise you w ill intoxicate yourself befo re  
the w orm s possess you. N o  one saw m e 
com e here tonight. I f  you need an e x 
cuse you can say that your li fe  was 
threatened. Few  would care to defy the 
R a ja h ’s g ran d m oth er."

"A h -h -h !” D orety advanced suddenly 
and slipped the handcuffs over th e  cron e’s 
wrists. H e  gave them  a sudden je rk  as 
she shrieked and rose to her feet.

" Y o u  w ouldn’t do that to m e !” she 
pleaded. " I  should die in three w eeks 
in the R a ja h ’s ja i l .”

" I  shall not put you in the R a ja h ’s 
ja i l ,” said D orety. " I  shall take you to
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D e lh i. I  was tem pted, but thank  heaven, 
I  h av e conquered  my blind  fo lly .”

" T h e  R a ja h  has rubies in  h is coffers,” 
sa id  th e  o ld  w om an, "d ra t w ould m ake 
your h eart ache. H e  has b lack  and yel
lo w  diam onds. H e  has pearls. H e has 
a tu rqu oise as large as a new -born babe. 
H e  has an opal th at b leeds w hen <he 
m oon  rises. H e  has a v irg in  garnet that 
h as been know n to  u tter prophecies. H e  
h as em eralds— ah-h-h------

D orety  was tw isting  th e  handcuffs vio
len tly  and the prisoner w rithed  in agony. 
B u t  his ow n features w ere distorted w ith 
th e  pain o f  indecision and  his brain  
sw am .

" Y o u  are v ile ,"  he shouted. " Y o u  
slashed that o ld  w om an’s th roat fro m  ear
to  ear.”

"D iam o n d s that w ould m ake your 
h eart ache,” repeated th e  crone through 
qu iv erin g  lips. A  strange lig h t shone 
in  her eyes.

D orety  was fu m b lin g  w ith  h is key at 
th e  bands that bound her. H is teeth 
chattered , and a voice w hispered in his 
ear. " T h e  th in g  that you do is very evil. 
M e n  have been dam ned fo r  less. A nd 
th ere  is the oath you to o k !”

I t  w asn’t an im aginary voice. I t  was 
th e  old  w om an speaking to  h im . W h y  
had  she changed so suddenly? B u t she 
h ad n ’t changed. H e  w as sure that she 
w as m ocking  h im . H e g o t the handcuffs 
fre e  and stepped back. " A  surety,” h e 
b lustered . "H o w  do I  know  th at I can 
tru st you?”

T h e  R a ja h ’s grandm other laughed 
lo n g  and shrilly. H er hand  w ent to  her 
breast and in a m om ent she had found 
th e  th in g  she sought. She h eld  it  forth  
in  the palm  o f  her hand so that D orety 
could see it. I t  was an em erald  as big  
as a m an ’s thum b. D orety  stared until 
tiny  nodules o f  sweat cam e out on his 
forehead . A t the prospect o f  ow ning  a 
ston e so precious his heart fa iled  him .

H e stood very still and w aited fo r  the 
old  w om an to  speak.

"T h is  is the price o f  my liberty  and the 
am u let,” she said at last. " T h is  stone is 
w orth o n e hundred thousand rupees and 
its' duplicate can not b e  fou n d  in  all the 
w o rld .”

D orety  extended a sh ak in g  hand. 
" T h e  am ulet first,” she dem anded.

D orety  took up th e  am u let and threw 
it  a t her. "T a k e  the accursed ruby and 
be g o n e ,” h e  shouted. " B u t  g iv e  m e the 
em era ld !”

T h e  old  w om an deposited th e  am ulet 
in  h er shaking palm  and sw ore at him . 
T h e n  she turned and scum bled ou t o f  the 
room .

F o r  a  m om ent D orety  stared  at the 
th in g  in his hand, and h is eyes bulged. 

B u t his m adness did not last. W h e n  he. 
raised h is face and saw  th e d o sed  door 
he shrieked  and recoiled as th ou gh  he had 
received a slap in th e  face . D im ly he 
seem ed to  realize that she w ould  descend 
into  th e  street and m ake h e r  escape. T h e  
thou ght o f  his ow n vileness nauseated 
h im .

H e  ran to the door and th rew  it open. 
A  breath  o f  hot air stream ed past him . 
T h e  hallw ay was dam p and sm elly. H e 
descended th e stairs th ree  steps at a 
tim e, h o ld in g  h is h o rro r very firm ly to 
h im . H e  w ondered i f  th e  old  m an on 
th e  second floor could  h ear th e  ham m er
in g  o f  his heart.

O u t in the street th e  m o o n lig h t lay in 
fr ig id  stripes on great bu ndles o f  verm eil 
and vair. A  beggar crouched in the 
shadows and held  ou t p itifu l, crooked 
arm s. Several o f  the u nclean  lay sleep
in g  in  th e gutter. In  h is haste D orety 
stepped upon them , but they did not stir. 
L ife  had slam m ed its doors in their 
starved faces, and they bore a ll indignities 
w ith gloom y resignation. A dark figure
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was racing  down the street ahead o f a 
lean dog that grow led and  barked.

“ N o t fo r  a R a ja h ’s ransom  w ill I let 
her escape,” groaned D orety . " I  have 
been a foo l, but I  am  w h ole again .”

T h e  pursuit was fu riou s. D orety ran 
w ith head throw n back and arm s bent ac 
the elbow s; th e  old  w om an hobbled on 
from  square to square w ith  am azing agility, 
always keep ing  h er distance. T h ey  passed 
stin kin g  bazars w here fa t, greasy M us
sulm ans lo lled  on cushions, snoring lu st
ily. T h ey  passed th e  covered  carts o f 
fruit-venders, and the red -litten  windows 
o f  sham eless houses fro m  w hich nautch 
g irls  leaned and tittered  obscenely, and 
once D orety  alm ost lost h is  quarry in the 
mazes o f  a R a jp u t slave-bazar.

T h ey  w ere o n  the outskirts o f  the city 
w hen D orety  brou ght th e  o ld  wom an to 
bay. H e  advanced upon h er threaten
ingly , h o ld in g  the hand cu ffs in  his right 
hand. H e  had lost a ll  fear and it 
w ouldn’t  have w orried  h im  i f  her cries 
had brou ght th e  R a ja h ’s soldiers. But 
she m ade no outcry. Instead , she eyed 
h im  calm ly, and laughed.

"H a v e  you changed your m ind ?” she- 
asked.

" Y e s ,” said D orety , "a n d  I w ant that 
am ulet. Y o u ’ll no t escape th is tim e.” 

She was fu m b lin g  w ith  som ething in 
h er dress and in  a  m om en t she had it out 
and was levellin g  it  a t h im . "D o n 't  
com e near m e,” she said . " Y o u  w on’t 
g et the am ulet and you w on’t  g et me. I 
should th in k  th e em erald  w ould have sat
isfied you.”

D orety gasped. " Y o u  had a revolver 
and yet you let m e threaten you!”

" I t  amused m e,” said  th e old  w om an, 
"an d  perhaps I had a reason.”

D orety  stared in g row in g  bew ild er
m ent. "W h o  are you?” h e m uttered.

" D o n ’t  you know  m e, Dora Tea.”  T h e 
figure was still sm iling . " I s  it  so diffi
cu lt to recognize beneath  a  litt le  p ain t the 
face o f  a  colleague?”

" Y o u  are— — ”
Slow ly the figure nodded. "T h is  

afternoon  I  was M ah bu b the jew eller , 
but I  am  now , u nfortu nately  fo r  you, 
m erely 6 9 2 . W e  have suspected for 
som e tim e that you m ig h t betray the 
service in. an em ergency, and to trap  you 
w e let you in fer th at M ahbub had  the 
am ulet. W e  have traced the jew el, but 
it  is in  the possession o f  another s h o p 
keeper. 7 4 9 , a chap nam ed Sim m ons, 
w ill see that it is recovered and th e  R a 
ja h 's  grandm other exposed— the case was 
transferred  to  h im  w hen I  offered to  ex 
pose you by im personating M ahbu b, and 
an old  hag.”

H is voice grew  terse. "T o m o rro w , 
D orety , you w ill send in  your resignation. 
Y o u r  belated repentance has saved you 
fro m  a court-m artial, but th is am ulet is 
a ll th e  p ro o f I need th at you are an in
co rrig ib le  b ribe-taker."

" B u t  the em erald ,” gasped D orety ,
" th e  em erald you gave m e--------”

"W a s  m ade o f  paste.”
F o r a m om ent 6 9 2  looked at 6 3 8  w ith 

shrew d and p ity ing eyes. T h e n  he 
turned, and w alked briskly  away.

A  B o o k  o f  V erses u nd erneath  the Bough,
A  Ju g  o f  W in e , a  L o a f o f  B read — and T h ou  

B esid e m e sing ing  in  th e W ild ern ess—
O h , W ild ern ess w ere P arad ise 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 F IG H T E R , boy! I t ’s a fighter you 
are !” shouted th e m an w ith  the 
w ooden leg. T h e  boy grinned. 

H e  en joyed  fighting, bu t he also enjoyed 
w and ering. A  craving to  find som ething. 
N o  certain  or particular th in g , but ju st to 
w an d er until som ething new  turned up. 
H e  was an orphan, and th e  people in  the 
litt le  E n glish  v illag e had a sim p le ex 
p lan ation  fo r h is love o f  w andering.

''H e  fe ll out o f  th e  crad le and lit on 
h is head . T h e m  as does that is always 
d ifferen t!”

H is  nam e was W illia m  D ob b s, and he 
w as fa r from  the v illag e  w hen he won 
th e  fight about w hich the w ooden-legged 
m an cheered. T h e  periods o f  h is absence 
varied . O nce h e  was g on e a year. T h a t 
w as the tim e h e w alked to  the coast and 
sh ip ped  on a schooner. H e  never talked 
abou t his adventures. H e  was largely  a f
fectio n a te  bu t did not fa ll  in  love. H e 
w as tw enty, standing s ix  fe e t and w eigh
in g  tw o hundred and ten  pounds o f  bone 
and  m uscle, w hen he w andered, as was 
in ev itab le , to London. . . .  A  keen-eyed 
sergeant o f  th e  B ritish  A rm y w atched 
W illia m  polish off a tou gh know n as 
" T h e  T h am es T e rro r ,” near th e  East In 
d ia  D ock.

" Y o u  ought to  jo in  th e  army and get 
paid  fo r  your figh tin g ,” said the sergeant 
as h e  helped  W illia m  on w ith  his ragged 
coat. "F e e l like  a bite to  ea t?”

W illia m  agreed that h e  was hungry. 
O n  the w all near the eating-house was 
th e  w ell-know n picture o f  several strap
p in g  m en in the u niform s o f  various reg i
m ents. T h e  sergeant to o k  a sh illin g  out 
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o f his pocket and pointed to  th e  picture.
"W h ic h  o f  those uniform s w ould you 

like to wear? . . . T h e  sh illin g  is yours,” 
he said.

"N e v e r  bothered m uch abou t clo th es,” 
answ ered W illia m  dubiously.

" W e ll ,  le t’s eat,” said th e  sergeant 
cheerfu lly . "T h a t  was the Q u een ’s sh il
lin g  I gave you !”

W illia m  regarded the sh illin g  w ith in 
terest. T h e  sergeant explained.

" A l l  righ t,” said W illiam .
So W illia m  D obbs becam e a private in 

a fam ous regim ent that had been fo r som e 
weeks expecting  orders to proceed to  B u r
ma. L arge bands o f  robbers and m urder
ers know n as dacoits w ere rag in g  up and 
down the country, bu rn ing  v illages and 
o ften  gettin g  the best o f  th e  soldiers. . . . 
B u t W illia m  found h im self busy at once. 
H e had to fight every m an his size or 
near his size in 'th e  regim ent. H e  w on the 
fights. A fte r  that he was a hero, and 
m en w anted to buy h im  beer.

B u t a fter  a w eek o f  th is W illia m  be
cam e restless. T h e re  was n o  one else to 
fight. So he becam e absent w ithou t leave. 
H e ju st had to w ander and find som e
th in g  o f  interest to content h im . I t  was 
sum m er in London. W illia m  w andered 
to H am pstead, w here a sm all circus in 
trigued h im — chiefly th e  solitary elephant. 
W illia m  attached h im self to th e  elephant. 
T h u s it cam e about that a  new ly jo ined  
subaltern was horrified to  behold  a man 
o f  his regim ent, in u niform , exh ib itin g  
an elep hant fo r  the b e n e fif 'o f  the pop
ulace. T h e  subaltern w ent closer. H e 
recognized W illiam , who was then  giving

O. S — 2
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th e  e lep h an t a drink. T h e  elep hant and 
the m an appeared to b e on  the best o f  
term s. . . .

T h e  young officer touched W illia m  on 
the shoulder.

" O n  leave?” h e  asked.
W il l ia m  ad m itted  th a t h e  was w ater

ing  an e lep h an t w ithou t o fficial perm is
sion. B u t h e  saluted w hen h e spoke to 
the officer. T h e n  he grinned . I t  was such 
an en g ag in g  g rin  th at th e  officer failed 
to  fee l offend ed . A nd  fe e lin g  that some 
exp lan ation  was in  ord er, W illia m  ex
plained.

" I  take an  a w fu l lo t o f  in terest in  new 
th ings, sir! I  ju st can 't help  doing 
th em !”

T h e  officer had onlv recently  le f t  the
O . S.— 3

m ilitary  academ y, w here h is  reputation 
fo r d ecoru m  had  not been  o f  the best. H e 
m igh t try  to  b e  s te m , b u t th e  lu re o f  
w aterin g  an  elep hant lu rked  in  h is soul.

" B u t , you know , you  can ’t  do th is!” he 
exclaim ed .

W illia m  said noth in g . H e  cou ld n 't 
th in k  o f  anything  to  say.

" G o  back  to  barracks,” ordered  the 
officer. " Y o u  are in my com pany. Y o u  
w ill be punished fo r  th is, o f  course, 
but. . . . ”

T h e  " b u t” am ounted to  a ta lk  with 
his superior, and th e  lig h ten in g  o f  the 
pu nishm ent o f  W illia m  D ob b s. W illia m  
was g ra te fu l, and h e tried  to  show  his 
gratitu d e by an explanation .

" Y o u  see, s ir ,” he to ld  th e k ind ly  offi
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cer, " I t ’s new th ings that m ake m e w ant 
to see them . I get restless and have to 
go som e place. I  was alw ays like  that, 
s ir !”

W ith  a vast effort the officer achieved 
gravity, and lectured W illia m  upon the 
sin o f  g oing  absent w ithout leave. H e 
fe lt that he was w asting breath . H e 
ended w ith :

" W e 'l l  be ordered on active service—- 
any day now, D obbs. T h e re ’s m ore to 
see in  Burm a than there is here. Y o u  
w on 't w ant to m iss that, w ill you?”

" I  w on’t be m issing th en , s ir ,” replied 
W illia m .

H e saluted and le ft . A nd  fo r  tw o days 
he stayed in barracks. T h e n  the lure o f 
th e  w orld  beyond the sentry g o t him . So 
he w ent absent w ithout leave again.

T h e  young officer w orried . H e liked 
W illia m . T h ere  was som eth in g  very at
tractive about his easy d isposition  and his 
figh tin g  qualities. Everybody liked W i l 
liam , and the regim ent did not w ant to 
lose h im . T h e  young officer talked  to  his 
captain , even to the colonel.

" T a lk  some sense into h im ,” grow led 
the latter.

A n d , unofficially, th e  en tire  regim ent 
sought W illia m . B u t it  did not know 
w here to  seek. W illia m  was a genius in 
his straying. O th er m en w ould have been 
sought in public houses, bu t W illia m  was 
not a d rinking  m an. N o  o n e found him . 
H e  cam e back h im self, and  h e  reported 
to  th e  friendly  young officer. H e  saluted, 
g rin n ed  in his d isarm ing and respectful 
way and said:

'T v e  com e back, s ir !”
"W h e r e  the devil w ere you this tim e?” 

asked the officer, trying to be stem .
W illia m  was not good at explanations.. 

B esid es, to te ll the officer that he had 
put in  a lot o f  tim e am u sing  crippled 
ch ild ren  at the H om e in South K e n sin g 
ton w ould be difficult. W illia m  fe lt that

six feet o f  soldier in u n iform  standing 
on his head was unusual. T h e  children 
had en joyed it im m ensely. . . . W illiam  
looked down at his feet. T h ey  moved 
uneasily.

“W e ll ,  sir, it’s . . . th ere ’s a lo t of 
th ings to look at in L on d on , sir. And 
w hen I get to looking at new  things the 
tim e goes aw ful fa s t!”

T h e  officer could no lo n g er try to be 
stem . H e  laughed. I t  m ig h t be very 
bad fo r discipline and a ll that, but he 
could not h e lp  laughing. H e  dismissed 
W illia m  and reported th e m atter to  his 
superior. W illia m  got o ff w ith  a severe 
" ta lk in g  to ” .

A  w eek later he becam e interested in 
the Salvation  A rm y, w hich in  those days 
was a novel institution. T h e  B ritish  Army 
allow s every m an to choose h is ow n form  
o f  re lig ion , and there was no  regulation 
against W illia m  m arch in g  a lon g  the 
street w ith  th e Salvationists and singing 
as lustily  i f  not as tu n efu lly  as any o f  
them . B u t the five privates and two ser
geants who alm ost caused a rio t by drag
g in g  W illia m  to  the sidew alk  explained 
that absence w ithout leave was no period 
fo r religious observance. W h a t really cap
tured W illia m , how ever, was th e  sergeant 
shouting in his ear:

" Y o u  b ig  m ountain o f  m eat! W e ’re 
ordered on active service! B u rm a! Come 
erlon g  out o f  this and fig h t!”

"B u r m a !” shouted W illia m , forgetting  
all about the Salvation A rm y. “ Burm a! 
T h a t’s w here them  dacoits is !”

Forty-eight hours later th e  regim ent 
entrained fo r  Portsm outh. W illia m  found 
the transport a  joy until h e  had  explored 
it thoroughly. B u t the ocean curtailed  his 
w anderings until the ship reached R an
goon, and once there the tales o f  sick 
and w ounded m en down fro m  the Front 
saved h im  from  dangerous O rien ta l by
ways.
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Going up th e Irraw addy in a paddle 
steam er o f  the F lo tilla , W illiam  

fe lt h im se lf com ing  into his ow n. A ll past 
fights and past adventures had been but 
the gam es o f  a child . A m o n g  his other 
accom plishm ents, it had been discovered 
that h e  was a natural shot. A s shooting 
was a figh tin g  m an’s occupation he was 
n o t at a ll surprized. B u t he p referred  the 
p ossib ilities o f  the bayonet.

T h e  g larin g  river, ageless in history o f  
fig h tin g  m en and kings trav ellin g  upon it, 
m ade W illia m  g loat. T h e  green  forests, 
th e  low  shores, the heat. A ll new, a llu r
ing , prom ising . H ow  soon w ould they 
g et in to  action w ith them  dacoits? W il
liam  re jo iced  to  learn  that it  w ould be as 
soon as possible.

I t  was very soon.
T h e  regim ent struggled  through the 

ju n g le . T h e re  w ere no roads. Steam y heat 
waves in  a dense green. Scream ing par
rots, ch atterin g  m onkeys. Insects, centi
pedes. N ig h ts and the sw arm s o f  giant 
m oths. . . . F ro m  behind  any one o f  a 
thousand trees cam e a shot. A  m an w ith 
w hom  W illia m  had fo u g h t the. day he 
jo in e d  th e  regim ent fe l l  w rith in g  w ith a 
b u lle t in  h is bow els. . . .  A  silent Scot 
grim ly  stalked the d acoit scout and shot 
h im  fro m  behind another tree. . . . T h e  
reg im ental surgeon did his best but the 
m icrobes o f  B urm a did better.

T h is  w ent on fo r  w eeks. T h e  strength 
o f  th e  regim ent dw indled. T h e n  the 
unexpected. W illia m  aw akened hurriedly 
ju st b e fo re  daw n to  a regu lar battle. T h e  
pickets had  been driven in . T h e  B ritish  
w ere surrounded by double th e ir num ber. 
Instead  o f  w aitin g  to b e attacked, an un
usually large g an g  o f  dacoits had sur
prized  the regim ent.

T h e re  was little  shooting. T h e  dacoits 
knew  they w ere no m atch for the 
regim ent in that sort o f  fighting. They  
calcu lated  that th eir extra w eight in m an
pow er w ould w in fo r them . From  the

daw n o f  history the B u rm ese had always 
beaten th e ir enem ies by hand-to-hand 
fighting . H en ce  the surprize in  the dark, 
a fter  a  s ilen t creep ing a ll n ig h t through 
the ju n g le . I t  was also th e  sort o f  fighting 
fo r  w hich th e gods had created W illia m  
D obbs. W illia m , as alw ays, fou ght si
lently , savagely. T h e  d aylight flooded the 
forest. D aco its stream ed upon the reg i
m ent fro m  every point. T h e  trees m ade 
cohesion im possible. T h e  regim ent was 
sp lit up in to  desperately figh tin g  groups. 
B u t W illia m  had n o  tim e to  consider 
this. N e ith e r  w ould consid eration  o f  it 
have trou bled  h im . H e  had no interest 
in an yth in g  but his im m ed iate enemy. 
T h a t one disposed o f , an oth er dem anded 
attention . O fte n  tw o o r  th ree enem ies at 
the sam e tim e— raging  and scream ing and 
slash in g  at th e  b ig  m an w ho seem ed in
vu lnerable, and w hose touch  was death. 
T h ey  yelled  that h e w as a devil. A  devil 
w ho m ust be k illed . T h e  scream ers car
ried  th e ir  assertion to  another w orld, and 
W illia m ’s bayonet fou nd  an oth er target.

T h ro u g h  th e d elig h tfu l, red haze o f  
com bat som e notice o f  h is surroundings 
seeped in to  W illia m ’s brain . In stin ct had 
m aneuvered  u ntil his broad back was pro
tected  by a g ian t tree. N o  k n ife  could  get 
a t his back. H is  enem ies had to face  him . 
H e  k new  th a t the captain o f  his com pany 
had fo u g h t by his side u ntil, h is sword 
broken and his revolver em pty, h e  had 
fa llen , cu t to  pieces. H e  knew  that 
tw enty m en lay about h im , and th at they 
w ould n ever d rink  b eer again. A nd 
throu gh a ll th e  noise h e  had heard  one 
ch eerfu l voice encouraging, shouting—  
th e voice o f  th e  young officer w ho had 
severed W il lia m ’s connection  w ith  the 
elep han t o f  th e  circus. B u t the voice 
w as g row in g  w eak. T h e  young officer 
was b leed in g  from  a dozen wounds. 
W illia m , fighting  as m any dacoits 
as could g et at him , becam e conscious 
o f  another sort o f  figh tin g  rage. T h e
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spiritual fury o f  a man w ho fights to save 
a friend .

T h e  young officer had fa llen . H e still 
cut feebly at the legs o f  the dacoits, but 
he was done. T h en  did W illia m  truly 
becom e a devil. B e fo re  th is he had fought 
as a b ig  and g allan t so ld ier w ill fight. 
N o w  he fought lik e  ten.

"G e t  out o f  this, D ob b s! Cut your 
way out, and get back to th e  regim ent. 
N ever m ind m e— I ’m done, anyhow !’’

W illia m  laughed— a strange, w ild 
laugh. T h e  officer and h im self, ringed by 
dacoits, w ere a lone except fo r  the dead.

"G o d  bless you, s ir !” shouted  W illia m . 
"K e e p  your m ind easy w h ile  I finish 
this fight. T h e n  I ’ll carry you to  the 
d octor!”

" Y o u  can’t, D obbs. T h e re  are too 
m any fo r  you. Y o u  w ill be k illed . G o 
— you can get through. G o , and save 
you rself! G o , I te ll you! I t ’s an order, 
D o b b s !”

W illia m  lau ghed  and spitted  another 
dacoit.

"G o ! Save yourself! D o  as I te ll you. 
O bey m e, D o b b s!”

T h e  w ork had becom e too close for 
the bayonet. W illia m , w ith  one hand, 
used his rifle like  a club. W ith  every 
sw ing o f  it he crushed a head . W ith  a 
sw ift m ovem ent he picked up the broken 
sw ord o f  the captain . T h is  h e  thrust with 
short stabs and terrib le  effect into the 
faces too close fo r  the club.

" I  order you to go, D o b b s !” the young 
officer sobbed.

" I  w ouldn’t obey G od  h im se lf— if  H e 
told  m e to leave you !” yelled  W illiam .

Such terrib le  strength  and fury was 
too m uch fo r dacoit nerves. T h is  w hite 
so ld ier could not be hum an. T h e  dacoits 
recoiled. They  w aited a few  yards away 
fo r breath  and another com bined  charge 
upon W illia m . T h ey  looked  at their 
dead and shivered. B u t th ere  w ere ten

o f them  le ft. D em on or not, this w hite 
m an m ust die. . . . W illia m  looked down 
and saw the deathly pale face o f  the 
young officer. H e  laughed h is strange, 
w ild  laugh again. So, the officer was 
dead. A ll th e  tiredness le f t  W illiam . 
T h e  concentrated fury o f  a  dozen m en 
lifted  his soul. F o r a second he glared 
at th e  dacoits. H is teeth  gritted .

" H e  . . . is . . . d ead ,” said W illia m  
slow ly.

H e  shook h is head as i f  to  clear his 
brain . T h e n  w ith another w ild  laugh, h e 
charged the dacoits.

A s h e  did so, one o f  the regim ental 
p ipers, ly ing fifty  yards away w ith a b u l
let in  h is th igh , sounded forth  the in 
sp iring  w ar cry o f  The Campbells are 
coming! T h e  dacoits broke. F rom  som e
w here the co lonel h im self, w ith forty  
m en, cam e upon the scene. T h ese  dis
posed o f  th e  fleeing dacoits.

W illia m  w iped his face w ith  the back 
o f  h is hand. T h en  h e turned , gently  
lifted  the young officer, and carried him  
to th e  doctor.

H e  turned away from  th e dreadful 
sights o f  th e  im prom ptu surgery. A  num b 
g r ie f  possessed him .

"H o w  is he, s ir?” he asked th e  surgeon.
"P re tty  bad ,” the surgeon had an

sw ered. " H e ’s alive, th at’s a ll I can say. 
B u t I can ’t  say how  lon g  h e w ill liv e :”

A nd  now  W illia m  fe lt very tired. H e 
looked  at his em pty hands. W h e re  was 
h is rifle? H e  had throw n it dow n w hen 
h e  picked up th e  young officer. H e  w ould 
have to  go  back and get it. H e  w iped the 
sw eat fro m  h is eyes, and fou n d  h im self 
facin g  th e  grave colonel. W illia m  saluted.

” 1 shall recom m end you fo r  the V ic 
to ria  Cross, D o b b s ,” said th e  colonel.

W illia m  seem ed puzzled.
" T h e  greatest honor in the arm y,” ad

ded th e co lonel, as i f  to exp lain .
" I  know , sir,”  said W illia m .
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T h e  badly cut up regim ent buried its 
dead and d ie  dead dacoits. T h e n  it 

rested. W illia m , a b it bruised, did not 
rest. H e  haunted  th e  hosp ital orderlies. 
H ow  was th e young officer? H e  insisted 
upon h av in g  w ord  every hour. H e cursed 
h is helplessness. W h y  cou ld n ’t h e  do 
som ething? F in ally  he thrust the order
lies aside and burst in upon th e doctor.

" I ’ve got to  know , sir! H ow  is he? 
W il l  he get w ell? "

T h e  tired  doctor m anaged to  sm ile.
" I  d id n ’t th ink  he w ould, at first, 

D obbs. B u t I  do now . H e  is young and 
strong. Y e s , I ’d b e w illin g  to  bet now 
that h e ’ll live to  becom e a general. But 
I d idn’t  g iv e  h im  a chance w hen you first 
brou ght h im  in ."

W illia m  ju st had to  celebrate. H e  took 
h is rifle and w ent fo r a w alk. T h e  ju n g le  
was as d ark  as pitch , w eird w ith insects 
and strange noises. W illia m  hadn’t the 
slightest idea w here he was g oing . T h e 
regim ent w oke to  find h im  gone. G loom  
descended upon it. T h e  ju n g les o f  B urm a 
are no p lace fo r  a lone w hite m an, even 
one sk illed  in  w oodcraft, o f  w hich W il
liam  had none. W h e n  tw o days passed 
w ithout W illia m ’s return th e  regim ent 
m ourned.

"P o o r  old  chap! W e n t out and got 
lost. T o o k  a w alk  lik e  h e  used to  do in 
L ondon, ju st to  see the sights. A  snake 
or tiger g o t h im . G aw d bless him — he 
was a m an !”

Such they deem ed was W illia m ’s epi
taph.

B ut no snake o r o ther creature had got 
W illia m . H e  was having  th e  tim e o f  his 
life . O n e  o f  those tim es, anyway.

I t  grew  cooler under th e b ig  trees. H e 
found a  narrow  anim al tra il. H e  was 
en joyin g  h is w alk. H is en tire  being  
throbbed to  th e  d elight o f  g oing  som e
w here he had never been before.

W illia m  lost the anim al tra il in some 
dense brush. H e  found the line o f  least

resistance, and w ent th a t way. T h e  n ig h t 
passed. A t daw n th e forest aw akened 
to sh rill noises. T h e  m onkeys and th e  par
rots had seen W illia m  and w ere m ak in g  
rude rem arks about h im .

T h e  idea o f  b reakfast entered  h is sys
tem , but h e  w as too content to  be trou 
bled  by it. N e a rin g  noon, h e  cam e upon 
a tiny v illa g e— -four houses stand in g  on 
stilts. V ery  in teresting  to  W illia m . M any 
chickens. N o  people, apparently. T h e n  
a w akefu l ch ild , peering  from  th e top 
o f  on e o f  th e  house-ladders, saw th e big  
w hite m an  and gave tongue. T h e  v illag e 
roused to  g reet W illia m .

A  k in d ly  litt le  v illag e, a  co llection  o f  
relatives. F o u r fam ilies. P arents, g ran d 
parents, ch ild ren . P retty  w om en sm okin g  
th e ir la rg e  cheroots, sm iling  at th e  big  
soldier. T h e  old  fo lk  ch atterin g  about 
h im , p ra isin g  h is bu lk . T h ey  prepared a 
m ighty m eal fo r  h im , to  w hich h e did 
justice. T h e  m atter o f  pay troubled  him . 
H e  had tw o rupees in h is pocket— a large 
sum  to  such a v illage— B u t his innate 
courtesy shuddered at the idea o f  g iv in g  
offense to  his hosp itable hosts. H e  sat on 
a creaky p la tfo rm , e igh t o r  n in e fee t from  
th e  grou nd , betw een tw o houses, the 
w om en clustered  about h im  like  a bevy o f  
loving  sisters. T h e  m en sat around and 
laughed. N o w , w ould it be decent to 
offer m oney fo r  the m eal? W illia m  was 
never fo n d  o f  th in kin g , and th e  problem  
harried  h im .

A  sudden scream  interrupted  every
th ing . T e rrifie d  w om en pressed against 
W illia m . H e  heard shots, yells, curses. 
A s h e  stru ggled  to  fre e  h im se lf fro m  the 
scream ing w om en h is rifle fe l l  o ff  the 
p la tfo rm  in to  th e narrow  alley betw een 
the houses. H e  grabbed  fo r  it  as it  fe ll, 
and slipped . H e  heard w ild er scream ing 
and cries and m ore shots as h e crashed 
the n in e o r  ten  feet into the alley. H is 
head struck th e  ground, and W illia m  lay 
unconscious.
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H e recovered consciousness. H e  was 
not hurt. H e  had  m erely been  knocked 
out. B u t w h ile  h e lay there te rr ib le  things 
had happened. T h e  first scream  had been 
that o f  an o ld  w om an w hen a gang  o f  
eight dacoits cam e upon h er stealthily  
from  th e  forest. A  blow  had k illed  her. 
T h en  th e  shooting  o f  th e  unarm ed men 
o f  the v Ml age. T h e  usual daooit butchery. 
T h e  dacoits had n o t seen W illia m . T h e  
fran tic w om en had been as a lovely terri
fied screen w hen h e  fe ll.

W illia m  knew  a ll this w hen h e  heard 
the piteous crying  o f  th e  w om en— the 
young and pretty w om en, th e  spoils o f  
the raid. T h e  o ld er w om en and  a ll the 
men w ere dead. P eerin g  cautiously be
tween tw o boards, W illia m  saw ! A  sight 
to m ake any m an figh tin g  m ad. B u t 
W ilh a m  was fa r  too good a n atu ral fight
er, as w ell as a trained, n o t to  take every 
advantage. H is  o b ject in  every figh t was 
to win it. H is  fury  was alw ays a stim u
lant, never a d etrim ent, to v ig ilan ce. B e 
tween th e  p lanks W illia m  looked  and 
m ade h is plans. H e  saw e ig h t dacoits—  
one o f  th e  rem nants that had escaped a lter  
the recent battle— and seven pretty  little  
women. Every dacoit w anted o n e  o f  the 
women. T h a t was why they had  raided 
the v illage. T h e  w om en w ere a ll th e  value 
the v illage contained. . . . E ig h t dacoits 
and seven w om en. I t  looked as i f  th e  da
coits w ould  fight am ong them selves for 
the w om en. Instead , w ith leerin g  en joy
m ent they began to  count "o d d  m an o u t!"

M ean w h ile  th e  w om en w aited  in  an
guish. H o n o r to  a B urm ese w om an  is as 
dear as it  was to  Lucrece. B u t th e  dacoits 
w ere carefu l to  leave no ch an ce fo r  the 
w om en to  k ill them selves.

W illia m  lifted  his rifle. H e  had six 
bullets. H e  was a first-class shot. T h e  
distance was so short th at even a m od
erate sh o t could not miss. H e  w ould  k ill 
six dacoits from  behind th e boards w here 
he w aited. T h e  boards h id  as w ell as

protected h im  fro m  bullets. H e was not 
there to take spectacular chances bu t to 
save the w om en. H e would shoot six  
dacoits. T h a t w ould leave tw o fo r his 
bayonet. H e  w ould  have to rush those 
two befo re  they could shoot him . F a ir 
enough! W illia m  had a sort o f  contem pt 
fo r th e  long  B u rm ese knives o f  the da
coits. H e w ould have to be qu ick  because 
the dacoits w ould turn and fight at his 
first shot. T h e  heavy teak boards w ould 
be useful then. H e  hoped th e dacoits 
w ould not im agin e that m ore than one 
man was attack ing  them . W illia m  did not 
w ant any dacoits to  escape in to  the forest. 
T h e  agony o f  th e  w om en m ade h im  very 
anxious to  k ill. W illia m  looked to  his 
rifle. O n e o f  th e  boards o n  h is le f t  was 
a trifle  loose. O n e  good push and that 
board w ould fa ll . T h ro u gh  th e gap W i l 
liam  w ould rush th e dacoits w hen he had 
fired his six  shots. B u t h e could n ot b e
g in  im m ediately. T h e  dacoits w ere h o ld 
ing  the w om en, and  none stood still. T h e  
w om en w ere p lead ing  heartrendingly. 
T h e  daooits lau ghed  at their sobbings. 
T h e  w om en k n e lt dow n and prayed. Such 
pretty little  lifted  hands.

W illia m  w aited. T h e  play was com ing 
his way. O n e o f  the dacoits tore the 
jacket o ff a  w om an. She stood bare to the 
w aist, horrified . T h e n  she threw  h erse lf 
on the ground. T h e  other w om en threw  
them selves beside her. T h e ir  voices rose 
in  m ingled  prayers to  m any gods. W i l 
liam  answ ered th e ir  prayers. I t  was th e  
best and fastest shooting h e had ever 
done, w hich is say ing  a lot.

H eads had alw ays been W illia m ’s pet 
ob jective. N o se  o r  jaw  in his earlier days, 
som etim es eyes. H e  aim ed at heads 
now. A b u lle t in  the head avoids the 
argum ent th a t som etim es arose betw een 
regim ental ch ap lains and less sentim ental 
officers— should tim e and doctors be 
wasted upon w ounded dacoits? W illia m , 
who could be a C hristian  upon occasion,
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aim ed at heads and saved argum ent. T w o  
shots fe lled  tw o dacoits so sw iftly  th at a 
th ird  and then a fou rth  did th e ir  w ork be
fore  the m urderers recovered fro m  a para
lyzing shock o f  surprize. T h in k in g  p er
haps that B ritish  soldiers in the forest 
had am bushed them , the others ran fo r 
shelter am ong the houses. T h ey  ran to 
w ard W illia m . T w o  m ore shots m et 
them  efficiently. T h e n  W illia m  really 
began to  fight. W ith  a s ilen t fury and a 
flickering  bayonet he charged  the enem y 
lik e  som e m arvelous avenger created fo r 
the purpose by an offended deity. T h e  
astonished w om en w ere scream ing. B u t 
the dacoits passed to  w here w h ile  scream 
ing  is understood to be g en era l it is not 
heard by m ortals.

T he  w ork bein g  done, it  cam e to  W i l 
liam  that h e  faced  a p rob lem  besides 

w hich k illin g  a few  dacoits w as sim ple. 
T h e  w om en. W h o  was g o in g  to take 
care o f  them ? W illia m  knew  they w ould 
not stay another n ig h t in  th e  v illag e 
w here th e ir husbands and relatives had 
been k illed . T h e  w om en and their babies 
-— fo r  o f  course not even a dacoit w ill 
harm  a child  in  B urm a.

T a k in g  th in gs in  order, W illia m  de
cided th at a large fu n era l cam e first. T w o  
graves, since m urdered and m urderers 
could not b e  expected to  sleep  together. 
In  th is the w om en helped , d ig g in g  as they 
wept. O f  course they w ould have noth in g  
to  do w ith th e dacoits, so that jo b  was le ft 
to  W illia m . A n d  w hen it was all over 
th e  pathetic litt le  w om en tu rned  to W i l 
liam . W ith o u t a w ord they decided that 
h e w ould adopt them  all, w om en and ba
bies. H e  had saved them , so they w ere 
h is! S im p le bu t em barrassing logic.

So w hen th e  heartren d in g  burial was 
ended and m any strange cerem onies had 
been accorded th e v illage dead, W illia m  
found h im self need ing  thou ght. W h a t 
w as h e go in g  to  do w ith th ese w om en and

babies, w ho w ould not rem ain in th eir 
v illage, w ho apparently  w ished to fo llo w  
him  to  th e ends o f  the earth? A  sudden 
and reliev in g  idea cam e to h im . H e 
would take them  all to  the regim ent. It  
was tim e h e  g o t back there, anyhow . T h e  
co lonel w ould  arrange to  have the w om en 
taken care o f. W illia m  had a lot o f  fa ith  
in the co lonel. Y e s , th e  w om en and ba
bies w ould  find sh elter w ith  the regim ent. 
T h e  details o f  th is sh elter never entered 
W illia m ’s head . H e  seldom  troubled  
h im self about details. So  by signs h e  e x 
p lained, o r  th o u gh t h e  did, that he w ould 
take th e  w om en and babies to  the haven 
o f  th e  reg im en t. H e  pointed vaguely 
in  the d irection  w hence h e had com e. T h e  
w om en, u nd erstan d in g  only th a t they 
m ight travel w ith  W illia m , began to  look  
less l ik e  recently  m ad e w idow s and m ore 
like  flow ers a fte r  rain .

A  ch arm in g  com pany but a harried  
W illia m . T h e  reg im en t was som ew here. 
A nd  that was alm ost all W illia m  knew . 
V agu ely  h e began to  p ilo t his flock. F o r 
tunately  th e  flock  cam e to his assistance. 
T h e  flock fou n d  food . T h e  flock m ade a 
fire w hen a fire was needed, W illia m  hav
in g  neglected  to  b rin g  m atches. T h e  flock 
adored W illia m  as i f  h e  w ere a god , m ade 
an idol o f  h im . A nd  so, w ith m any prat- 
tlings, the flock  fou n d  the way back to 
the reg im en t by som e innate sense o f 
w oodcraft beyond th e  cunning o f  w hite 
m en.

A  startled  reg im en t saw W illia m  ar
rive. H e  appeared to  b e em barrassed.

" G a d !” exclaim ed  a rabelaisian captain. 
"H e re  com es D ob b s w ith  a harem ! W h a t 
a g lu tto n !”

T h e  exclam ation  stood for th e  re g i
m ental op in ion — or at any rate th e  reg i
m ent pretended  it d id— until the truth 
appeared. T h e  superficially  irate bu t in 
w ardly am used co lonel berated W illia m , 
prom ising d ire punishm ent— W illia m  
having  fa iled  to  exp lain . T h e  flock u n
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derstanding, one o f  its n u m ber ran  fo r
ward and fe ll on  its knees b e fo re  the 
colonel. T h e  rest o f  the flock, including 
the babies, fe ll on its knees likew ise. T o  
the civilian  interpreter at th e  co lo n e l’s el
bow the flock explained  a ll about its be
ing there.

"E ig h t d acoits!” exclaim ed th e colonel. 
"W h y  the devil d idn’t  you te ll  m e that 
in the first place, D ob b s?”

" W e ll ,  sir, it w asn’t  m uch to  talk
about.”

T h e  co lonel laughed.
" Y o u 'r e  a sort o f  w and ering  m iracle, 

D obbs. T o  punish a m iracle  is n o t pos
s ib le .” T h e  colonel paused. H e  was 
about to te ll W illia m  th a t th e  Q u een  had 
granted h im  th e V icto ria  Cross, but he 
decided th at th e  new s w ould  sound bet
ter i f  to ld  b efo re  the en tire  regim ent, 
on parade. "G o  to your qu arters, D obbs. 
T h e  w om en and children  w ill b e taken 
care o f .” W illia m  saluted.

"V e ry  good, sir! A nd  th an k  you !”
W illia m  turned and w alked  tow ard  the 

hospital tent. W ith  one accord  th e  wo
men and child ren  began to  fo llo w  him .

" T e l l  them  n o t to fo llo w  h im !” said 
the g rin n in g  co lonel to th e  interpreter.

T h e  in terp reter obeyed. T h e  wom en 
laughed, th e  babies laughed. Laughter 
and happiness and an en tire  freedom  
have been the b irth righ t o f  Burm ese 
w om en and child ren  fo r  at least tw o thou
sand years. T h e  w om en p icked  up their 
babies and fo llow ed  W illia m .

" B u t  we can’t  have th is, s ir !” exclaim ed 
the startled  ad jutant.

"C erta in ly  n o t!” T h e  co lonel d id  his 
best to  b e stern. " I  can ’t  have a m an like 
D obbs annoyed!”

T h e  ad ju tant fe lt  that h is superior was 
basely deserting him .

"A n d  a lso ,” w ent on th e co lonel, "th e  
w om en and babies don’t  b elo n g  to D obbs 
-— n o t any m ore. D id n ’t  h e bequeath 
them  to  th e  regim ent?” T h e  co lonel was

en joying  h im self. "P retty , too, those 
w om en. D o n ’t you th ink  so? D o  what 
seems best, but please d on’t  bother me 
with the d eta ils !”

T h e  ad ju tant laughed.

"V ery  w ell, sir! B u t i f  D obbs isn’t 
put under restraint he is liab le  to go out 
on m ore o f  these crazy knight-errant 
escapades o f  his— and b rin g  in all the 
w om en in Burm a, not to  m ention the 
babies!”

" N o t  a ll o f  them , su rely !" said the col
onel.

" T h e  dacoits are pretty w ell cleaned 
up,” w ent on  the ad jutant, "s o  D obbs 
w ill have a hard  tim e find ing  any m ore 
o f  them . B u t w om en and babies— why, 
even the w oods are fu ll o f  them . A nd 
they all love D ob b s! Im ag in e  w hat w ill 
happen, sir, i f  h e  continues to  do this 
sort o f  th in g .” T h e  ad ju tan t fe ll into 
the co lo n el’s happy m ood. "W h y , the 
regim ent w ill b e dem oralized! I t  w ill be
com e h a lf  orphanage and h a lf  nunnery!”

"Y o u r  argum ent seem s illo g ica l,” 
laughed th e  co lonel. "B u t , as I  said, don’t 
bo th er me w ith  d etails!”

M ean w h ile  W illia m  had  reached the 
hospital tent.

"G o o d  jo b  you turned up again ,” 
grinned  an orderly. " T h e  lieutenant has 
been crying fo r  you !”

" E h ? ” answ ered W illia m , so grim ly 
that the orderly  recoiled.

" H e  w ants to  see you anyw ay,” am end
ed the orderly.

"W a n ts  to  see m e? W h a t fo r?” de
m anded W illia m .

T h e  ord erly  did n o t fe e l called  upon 
to answ er th at question. Instead , he en
tered the ten t and told  th e young officer 
that D obbs had arrived.

"B r in g  h im  in !” ordered th e  officer.
So W illia m  fou n d  h im se lf saluting and 
stam m ering by th e  cot. T h e  officer held  
out his hand.
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"F ir s t  chance I ’ve had to thank you, 
D o b b s!"

W illia m  stared uneasily a t the ground. 
H is face grew  redder. H is boots lacked 
steadiness, and began to d ig holes in the 
ground. H e  fe lt that he ought to  say 
som ething, but words escaped him. 
F inally , how ever, m em ory inspired him . 
T h e  various returns from  being  absent 
w ithout leave to the London barracks. H e 
grinned respectfu lly  at the k ind ly  boy for 
w hom  h e  w ould cheerfu lly  have given 
his life . H e  saluted again. H is feet dug 
deeper holes.

" I 'v e  com e back, s ir !” said W illia m .
T h e  young officer laughed happily.

W ILLIAM le f t  the hospital. T h e  g lar
in g  su n lig h t show ed h im  to the 

w orld. 'H ie  w om en w ho w ere d iffering  
w ildly w ith  th e  ad jutant and  th e harassed 
interpreter, saw  W illia m  and shouted 
gleefu lly . W illia m  ran.

T h e  w om en w ere annoyed. W illia m  
sought p rotection  am ong his friends—  
w hich m eant the entire regim ent. A  h i
larious reg im en t invented w eird plans for 
W illia m ’s p rotection  and vastly en joyed 
its helplessness. So W illia m  liad to solve 
the problem  h im self. H e  disappeared 
again.

T h e  reg im ent laughed and waited. 
W illia m  w ould  show  up in  a day o r two. 
A nd  w hat new  w onder w ould his return 
reveal? T h e  ad jutant arranged fo r the 
care o f  th e  w om en and babies, bu t not 
by the regim ent. T h e  regim ent w aited 
fo r W illia m  to  com e back, anticipating 
great th ings. B u t W illia m  did n ot com e 
back. T h e  regim ent w orried. S till no 
W illiam . O rders fo r H om e, but s till no 
W illia m . B u t the regim ent did not lose 
faith. W illia m  w ould show  up! A ll the 
way down the Irraw addy th e  regim ent 
looked fo r W illia m ’s reappearance. But 
no W illia m  appeared. U n til th e  last m o
m ent, w hen the troop ship, Dalbousie,

carrying th e  regim ent, sw ept down th e 
R angoon R iver into the Bay o f  B en g a l, 
bound for E ngland , the regim ent looked 
for W illia m . B ut there was no sign o f  
him . A nd  then faith  died in g rie f.

"So m eth in g  got him  at last. P oor o ld  
chap, he was a m an !”

W illia m  m eant to rem ain away u n til 
such tim e as the ad jutant persuaded the 
wom en to  accept o ther asylum  than th e  
regim ent. H e  regretted g iv ing  the a d ju 
tant so m uch trouble, but as he could not 
have le ft  the w om en in the ravished v i l 
lage his conscience was clear. Peace had  
com e upon th e country, and w hat few  da- 
coits rem ained w ere harried fugitives in 
the h ills . T h e re  was no m ore fig h tin g  to 
be done, so th e regim ent did not need  
him . T h is , how ever, was not w hat caused 
W illia m  to  rem ain absent lon ger than th e 
tim e h e  calculated the ad ju tant w ould re
quire. T h e  stro llin g  w restlers w ere re
sponsible fo r  this.

W illia m  heard their g ru nting  son g  in  
the early m orn ing . H e had found a fa ir
ly w ide tra il in th e  forest, and the rhyth
m ic grunts w ere com ing tow ard h im  on 
the trail. I t  was very interesting. A t first 
W illia m  believed that a  fam ily  o f  gorillas 
was com ing in his direction. H e then r e 
m em bered that th ere are no g orillas in 
B urm a. T h e  song, issuing from  huge m en, 
sounded lik e : "O u n ch ! . . . O unch ! . . . 
O unch! . . . O unch ! O unch! . . . O u n ch ! 
O unch! O u n ch !” R epeated and repeated 
with vast outlets o f  breath.

W illia m  grinned , and w alked to m eet 
the grunts. W h a t new m arvel was th is? 
F o r a fleeting m om ent W illia m  th ou gh t 
it m ight be elephants. H e  w ould not 
have been alarm ed, or even considered the 
need o f  h is rifle, i f  the noise had been  
made by elephants. F o r W illia m ’s m ind  
had never lim ned  w ild elephants. H is 
know ledge o f  elephants was lim ited  to 
the friendly  elep hant o f  the circus o f  
happy m em ory. . . . T h e  turn o f  the
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tra il show ed W illia m  eight huge Bur- 
m ans, nearly naked, their bodies g lis ten 
in g . . . . W illia m ’s grip  tightened on 
his rifle. B u t these could n ot be dacoits! 
T h ey  had no weapons. . . . W h a t great 
le g s  and arms they had!

T h e  w restlers paused. T h ey  grinned at 
W illia m . W illia m  grinned  at the w res
tlers. D ip lom atic relations thus being  es
tab lish ed , the w restlers adm ired W il 
lia m ’s size. T h e n , to exp lain  their way 
o f  life , tw o o f  them  did a b it o f  easy 
w restling .

W illia m  was entranced. Eagerly  he 
rem oved his tu nic and pointed  to  the 
larg est o f  the w restlers. D u rin g  his w an
d erin gs W illia m , w hile p re ferrin g  b ox
in g , had picked up a u seful know ledge o f  
carch-as-catch-can. T h e  w restlers grinned 
generously. H ere  was a dem ocratic sahib 
w ith  w hom  enjoym ent could be obtained. 
B u t they shook their heads at his heavy 
arm y boots. I f  one o f  those boots, backed 
by th e tw o hundred odd pounds o f  W il 
liam , pressed upon a w restler’s toes! 
S ign s told this to W illia m , w ho o b lig 
in g ly  rem oved his boots. T h e  w restlers 
w ere honorable m en. W illia m ’s shirt and 
pants w ould be a handicap to  W illia m . 
O n e  offered a sarong. W illia m  grinned, 
stripped  and donned th e sarong. T hu s 
equipped, h e faced the large w restler.

T h e  w restler w eighed about fifty 
pounds m ore than did W illia m , but the 
excess was fat. T h is , how ever, was not 
en tire ly  w hat caused the w restler’s dow n
fa ll . H is  d ow n fall was caused by the an 
tiqu ity  o f  his m ethods. T h e  tricks and 
h o ld s o f  Burm ese w restlers are thou
sands o f  years old , cherished because o f  
hallow ed  associations by th e conservative 
g u ild . A s w restling  is a form  o f  fighting, 
is a t any rate a struggle, W illia m  was any
th in g  but conservative. H e  also lacked 
any sense o f  restraint, and his playful 
m om ents w ere dangerous. T h e  large 
w restler bum ped heavily. H e  fe lt  out

raged by the novelty o f  W illia m ’s m eth
ods. W illia m  understood this, and m an
aged to exp lain  that catch-as-catch-can 
was devised to  obtain results and not to 
charm  by artistic posturing. H ow ever, he 
would like  to  travel w ith th e w restlers 
for a little  w hile, and he prom ised not to 
hurt any one.

T h e  C h ie f o f  the w restlers beam ed. H e 
was o f  course a professional show m an, 
and in W illia m  he saw a novel and 
profitable show . H e  would have to ex 
plain  to h is audiences that w h ile  W il 
liam ’s u nfash ionable style was o f  course 
not the correct th ing  in w restling  it was, 
at least, interesting. A nd th ere was the 
chance o f  large bets! T h e  Burm ese are 
inveterate gam blers, and w here was there 
a Burm ese w restler w ho could stand up 
against W illia m — no holds barred?

So began a connection profitable to  the 
w restlers, and h ighly  diverting and also 
profitable to  W illia m . Rapidly he picked 
up the peculiarly  tonefu l d ialect o f  the 
Burm ese, and h e saw country seldom  if 
ever seen by w hite m en. H is fam e spread, 
villages w aited eagerly fo r sight o f  him . 
H is progress was as the progress o f  a 
king— a k in g  w ho was largely  Sun-god. 
B ut it began to tire W illia m . Always 
seeking the new , and w ith th e lurking 
notion that it was tim e to  return  to  the 
regim ent, W illia m  decided to  leave the 
w restlers. T h e  decision cam e to h im  one 
hot afternoon  in  a v illage on th e lonely 
coast north  o f  Bassein. I t  was very hot. 
T h e  sea like  smoky glass. H eavy clouds 
w eighed down upon the w orld. O n e o f 
the w restlers explained that bad w eather 
was com ing. W illia m , look in g  out on the 
sea at sunset, wondered at the dreadful 
m ajesty o f  the threatening sky. H e  did 
not need th e  explanation o f  the w restler. 
A  child  could have told that a hurricane 
was approaching. W e ll, he cou ld n ’t stop 
it! M ig h t as w ell go to bed!
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T h e  w restlers sat around th eir little 
fire. A bout them  all the m oths and 

m ost o f  the bats o f B urm a sw ooped. So 
it seem ed to  W illia m  who, w hile able to 
accustom  h im se lf to  m ost th ings, could 
never, to  quote h im , "S to m ach  them  fly
ing th in g s !"  H e sm oked a last pipe, said 
g oo d -n ig h t to the betel-nu t chew ing 
w restlers, waved a ch eerfu l hand to  the 
v illagers o f  both sexes, and retired . H e 
tossed fo r  a w hile in the heat, but finally 
slept.

H e  aw akened to  w hat seem ed the end 
o f  the w orld . T o  a w orld g on e m ad in its 
dying agonies. T o  a continuous aw esom e 
roar and the w eight o f  a  crushing  w ind. 
A s h e  aw oke, one tiny sound, seem ingly 
isolated fro m  the roar, fluttered fo r  a m o
m ent and was g o n e — lik e  th e feeb le 
sound o f  a m atch struck d u ring  an artil
lery duel. T h a t was the v illag e  —  the 
houses o f  th e  v illage seized by the wind, 
clutched and crum pled and throw n far 
am ong th e  breaking  and th rash in g  trees. 
S leep in g  on the ground, it seem ed to  W i l 
liam  th at a  great hand gripp ed  th e  house, 
tore it fro m  over h im  and threw  it away. 
A nd  then  the deluge fro m  the bursting 
heavens. A nd  a great darkness.

U n h u rt, W illia m  got to  h is knees. T o  
stand up w ould be as foo lish  as to  stand 
up against rifle fire. U n ab le  to face  a 
w ind th a t drove th e  breath  back in to  his 
lungs, W illia m , creeping, sought the 
w restlers and th e  people o f  th e  village. 
H e  fou nd  them  all huddled together, the 
ch ild ren  am ong them . T h e  children 
sobbed fearfu lly . N o w  and then  a w om an 
w ailed spasm odically.

P resently  a w ild  daw n broke. B lack  
and red, w ith  livid  rents show ing a sickly 
yellow  beneath  the clouds. B ro ken  trees, 
a ben d in g  and sh ivering  forest. T h e  place 
th at had  been a v illage. D ren ched  and 
weary hum ans. T h e  parrots had been 
driven fa r  inland by th e  w ind, but the 
m onkeys, exhausted by th e ir shrieking,

clung  pitifully.. U pon this w reck o f  a 
w orld a w ild  sea breaking. Spray th at 
flew h a lf  a m ile  a fter every w ave that 
tore itse lf to pieces on the shore.

I t  was nearly two in the a ftern oon  
w hen the w ind ceased its tearing  and 
m erely blew  hard. A fte r  an E ast Ind ian  
hurricane a strong  gale seems lik e  a 
breeze. M en  could stand up and m ove 
about. T h e  v illagers began to  seek their 
household goods. . . .

I t  had been strangely dark a ll day. 
S taring  seaw ard, W illia m  suddenly 
shouted. T h e  people ran to  h im . W illia m  
pointed . T h e  w restlers grunted  deep in 
th e ir chests. T h ey  saw a large steam er 
fast ashore, a steam er w hich  w ould soon 
break up. H e r  boats had a ll been w ashed 
away. U p o n  h er listed decks m any m en 
clu n g  help lessly, w aiting  fo r  death.

W illia m  looked. T h e n  his face set. H e  
spoke to th e  w restlers. T h ey  shook th e ir  
heads. N o th in g  could be done, they said. 
Even i f  th ere  w ere any boats, no boat 
could live in th a t sea, no boat could land 
in those breakers.

"N o th in g  w e can  do?” asked W illia m .
"N o th in g , brother,” answ ered th e  

C h ie f  o f  th e  w restlers. " W e  be stron g  
m en and n o t cow ards, and could we h elp  
w e w ould h elp  gladly. B u t we can do 
n o th in g !”

W illia m  w alked  to and fro  over a space 
o f  a  few  yards, restlessly. H e  was trying  
hard  to  rem em ber. W a s n 't  there som e
th in g  he could  do to save the people on 
the w reck?

P resently  h e  stood still. H e  sm iled, 
ever so slightly . T h e  w restlers w atched 
h im  avidly. W illia m  was rem em bering  
earlier days. T h a t tim e he w alked to th e  
E n glish  coast and shipped on  the schoon 
er. T a lk s  w ith  old  sailors w ho m anned 
her. Y a rn s  o f  w recks and rescues! . . . 
W h a t was it  now ? A rope! . . . Y e s , a 
rope! . . .  A  th in , ligh t rope first. T h e n  
a larger rope. A nd, finally, the heavy,
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stou t rope, and the breeches buoy. Som e
th in g  people could sit in , one by one, 
w h ile  they w ere hauled ashore. B u t the 
sailors on the steam er w ould know  how 
to  do a ll that. T h e  difficulty was to get 
th e  first rope to  the ship . C oast guards in 
civ ilized  countries fired the rope across 
th e  ship in  distress. N o  coast guards on 
th is  coast, and no gun in  the v illag e to 
fire  the rope.

W illia m  turned to  the w restlers and 
spoke.

"R o p e ,” he said. "G e t  m e a lo n g  rope. 
M o re  than enough to  reach from  h ere to 
th e  ship . T h a t th in , p laited  stuff the 
w om en m ake so quickly. G e t the rope. 
N o w  I  w ill te ll you w hat you m ust do. I 
am  g o in g  to  sw im  to  that ship, and take 
th e  rope w ith m e.”

T h e  ch ief o f  th e  w restlers stared at 
W illia m . T h e n  h e  looked at his m en. 
T h ey  nodded at th e  look  on h is face.

"H u rry ,” said W illia m  im patiently. 
"T h o s e  m en out there are dying by 
m inu tes!”

" I t  is a brave thought, B ig  M a n ,” an
sw ered the ch ief. " B u t  it can n ot be 
done! N eith er w ill we le t you try it, fo r  
you could never sw im  to  th at ship in such 
a rough sea, strong  beyond o th er m en 
th ou gh  you be. I t  is fo lly  w hen a brave 
m an throw s away his life . Y o u  could 
never sw im  to  that ship, not even i f  you 
carried  no rope. T u rn  your back to  the 
sea, brother, so th at the pain o f  w atching 
d row ning  m en m ay not be yours. Som e 
m ay be washed ashore. Such w e may 
h elp . T h e re  is rope in the villag e, brother, 
bu t w e w ill no t let you throw  away your 
li fe  trying to sw im  to that sh ip !”

"W ill  n o t?” asked W illia m .
T h e  C h ie f could not m eet W illia m ’s 

eyes.
" W i l l  not let m e try it?” repeated W i l 

liam .
" W e  beg  you not to ,” am ended the 

C h ie f. " F o r  we love you!”

" G e t  the rope, and hurry!” said W i l 
liam.

"B u t , brother-------
"B r in g  the rope, quickly. . . .  I , also, 

love you, my brothers. B u t this is D uty! 
G e t the ro p e !” said W illia m .

T h e  C h ie f bow ed. H e turned to  his 
m en, and gave sw ift orders. H e  shouted, 
and th e  v illag e  m ustered to h is shouting. 
T h e  rope was brought, strong  stuff but 
light. W illia m , naked, m ade a loop in 
one end o f  th e  rope. H e  put the loop 
over h is head , so  that i t  rested on h is le ft 
should er an d  under h is r ig h t arm . T h e  
spray flew  across th e  beach.

" T h e  gods g o  w ith you ,” said  the 
C h ief. " W h e n  you get your end o f  the 
rope to  the ship w e here w ill know  w hat 
to  do— as you have told  m e. T h e  gods go 
w ith you, g reat bro th er!”

W illiam  w alked into the sea. T h e  
h e ft o f  it  lifted  h im  off h is feet. 

H e fou gh t and fou nd  his feet again , fo r 
h e could not sw im  so close to  shore. T h e  
w ater hurled  against h im . H e  gasped and 
fou gh t on. P ebbles lashed against his 
feet. W illia m  fo u g h t on, rag in g  at the 
breakers. B eh in d  h im , th e  C h ie f  payed 
out th e  rop e carefu lly , a ll th e  v illag e 
w atching. T h e  backw ash took  W illia m , 
and h e  struck out lustily. A  w ave’s re
coil took h im  forty  feet tow ard th e ship. 
A n  incom ing w ave threw  h im  back. B ut 
there was som e g a in ,'a n d  W illia m  strug
g led  on.

H e  got throu gh the breakers o f  the 
shore. T h e  w restlers and the peop le o f  
the v illage set up a m ighty cheer, bu t W i l 
liam  could n o t h ear them . N o r  could he 
see very m uch, fo r  th e  w ind w as w hip
p ing  the tops o f  the waves in to  h is face, 
b lin d in g  him .

W illia m  was not a very good sw im m er. 
H e had never tried  to  sw im  so fa r  in his 
life . E ffort becam e a ch ok in g  n ightm are 
in w hich h e  fou gh t. T h e  rope dragged at
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him  and cut h is flesh. T h e  w aves sm oth
ered and pressed h im  dow n. T h e  b u f
fe tin g  num bed his m ind, and the spray 
was a blizzard. H e  fe lt lonely , as i f  he 
had le ft the w orld. H e was fig h tin g  out 
o f  his elem ent, and he knew  it. H e  be
cam e dizzy and sick.

Sense o f  tim e le ft h im . W h a t a long 
w hile it seem ed since he had w alked  into 
the w ater! A nd  an aw fu l tiredness was 
trying to  m ake h im  quit. W h a t  did it 
m atter? C om m on sense to ld  h im  he 
could never m ake it. W h y  not ju st le t go?
End the terrib le  strain. F ind  peace..............
Funny, how  sleepy h e was. Fancy, g et
tin g  sleepy in th e water, and such rough 
water.

T h e re  was no longer any tim e, and no 
longer any fee lin g  in h is body. N eith er 
could he see. H e  struggled  on , like  a 
fighter out on h is feet, w ill and a courage 
that w ould not quench d riv in g  h im .

A sound cam e dow n th e w ind. D im ly 
W illia m  w ondered at it. T h e  sound 
echoed in  m em ory and gave th e  m an new 
strength. Som ebody was cheering. Y e s , 
cheering h im  on. N o w , w ho could that 
be?

Som eth ing  struck h im  sharply. W i l 
liam  paid no heed to  it. H e  w as sw im 
m ing very feebly , alm ost done. H is soul 
w andered am ong the vague fancies that 
com e ju st b efo re  unconsciousness. T h en  
som ething struck h im  again. H e  sensed that 
it was th e sam e th ing  that had struck him  
before. A nd  there was the ch eerin g  again. 
Louder now . M uch louder. A nd  near . . . 
W ith  that terribly  p ain fu l effort with 
w hich m en try to  w ake fro m  dream s, 
W illia m  becam e partly conscious. T h e  
th in g  that had struck h im . O h , yes, that 
was a rope. A  lo n g  tim e ago! N o t a 
second had passed, but to W illia m  it 
seem ed an hour. A utom atically  he

clutched at th e  rope. B o th  hands took 
hold o f  it w ith  the g rip  o f  a d row ning  
man. T h en  everything  w ent out in b lack 
ness.

H e was dream ing again. In  the dream  
he was still sw im m ing. T h e n  he opened 
his eyes.

H e was ly ing  on the deck o f  tire sh ip . 
T h e  noise, th e  shouting  told  him  th at the 
breeches buoy had been rigged, and that 
m en w ere bein g  hauled ashore. H e had 
saved them , then . H e  closed h is eyes 
again.

" H e ’s all r ig h t!”
T h e  voice roused W illia m  again . It  

was close to  h im . H e  opened h is eyes. 
W h a t he saw th rilled  h im  and startled . 
Faces he knew  bend ing  over h im . T h e  
regim ental doctor. T h e  young officer.

" I  called h im  a  m iracle. B u t th is is the 
greatest th in g  h e  has ever d one!”

W illia m  recognized  the co lonel’s voice. 
H e fe lt w retchedly em barrassed. T h e y  
w ould m ake a fuss about what he had 
done. . . .

W illia m  had closed h is eyes again , 
quickly. H e w as th inking. So the reg i
m ent had been  g o in g  hom e on th e  ship . 
T roop ship , throw n ashore by the h u rri
cane. W e ll,  it  was about tim e h e  got 
back to the regim ent. H is attractive 
grin  played about his face. H e no lo n g er 
fe lt  tired. H e  fe lt very happy. H e  
thou ght o f  th e  elep hant and the circus, 
and the m any tim es he had com e back 
to  the regim ent. W e ll ,  h e would have to 
face it. H e  opened his eyes again. T h e  
young officer was sm iling  at him . W i l 
liam  grinned  respectfully  at the young 
officer.

" I ’ve com e back, sir,” said W illia m .

In  th e  n ex t issue o f O R IE N T A L . S T O R IE S  M r. 
H u rst tells a  ten d er and m oving story o f B u rm a  
and th e  A ndam an Islands, th e story  o f a  n ativ e 
w om an's unconquerable love fo r  h er man.



The Dragoman’s Revenge
By OTIS ADELBERT KLINE

Hamed the Attar was accused of a foul murder he did not commit— a strange
tale of Arab justice

Y O U  w ould hear a tale, effbndi? So 
b e it. H e re  in th e  coffee shop o f  
S ila t w e can find rest and refresh 

m ent.

H o , S ila t! L e t there be coffee, b itter as 
death , b lack  as E b lis , and hot as Joh an - 
nam . A nd b rin g  tw o shishas w ell filled  
w ith  jab ali larakia.

Y o u  know  m e, effendi, as H am ed  bin 
A yyub, th e  w rin k led  and w hite-bearded 
dragom an, w hose sands are nearly run. 
Y o u  should have seen m e w hen, like you, 
I was young and vigorous. In  those days 
I  was ta ll, s tra ig h t and strong, w ith h an d 
som e featu res, flash ing  eyes, and a beard 
b lack  as a m oonless n ig h t. A ihee! T h o se  
w ere th e  days!

S ila t brew s ex ce llen t coffee, effendi. 
B u t you asked fo r  a tale. W e ll  then , 

I ' l l  te ll you o f  a  strange adventure that 
b e fe ll m e in  m y youth, w hen first I  be
cam e a d ragom an.

O n e day as I  was w alk ing  dow n the 
V ia  D olorosa , th e  street a lon g  w hich 
Sayyidna Isa  on ce carried  th e  cross, a 
stranger saluted  m e w ith the salam and 
in q u ired  i f  I  cou ld  speak T u rk ish . I  re
p lied  th a t I  cou ld , qu ite fluently, w here
upon h e  in v ited  m e  into  a richly furnished  
house n ear by. T h e  majlis, or liv ing- 
room , was o f  its e lf  a jew el o f  precious 
beauty. T h e  berdelik, that is , th e  w all 
h an gin gs, w ere o f  the finest silk  fro m  the 
loom s o f  K ash an , Y arkan d  and K ash g ar, 
and  th ere  h u n g  above the ch ie f diwan a 
m ag n ificen t ru g  o f  Sam arcand in w hich 
g o ld  and s ilv er threads w ere cunningly 
w oven w ith  th e  silk . O n  the floor, w hich 
was an ex ce llen t exam ple o f  m osaic, w ere 
scattered  th e finest weaves o f  K ash an , 
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Feraghan and Ispahan. A nd in  th e center 
o f  the room  there played an  exqu isite 
fou ntain  o f  ivory and carnelian.

A fte r  serving  sherbet, pipes and coffee, 
my host o ffered  m e a substantial sum  if  
I  w ould do som e in terp reting  fo r  h im . 
H e and I w ere about o f  a  size, and he 
som ew hat resem bled m e, although I was 
dressed rather plainly w hile h is apparel 
was so m agnificent as to  proclaim  h im  a 
m an o f  g reat w ealth and h igh  station .

" I  w ill go  and fetch  the peop le you are 
to m eet,” h e said, "b u t as m y guests are 
to  be m en o f  im portance, it w ill be w ell 
i f  you are m ore suitably attired. P erm it 
m e to find clo th in g  fo r you.”

So saying, h e  parted a pair o f  hangings 
and entered  another room, from  w hich he 
presently  returned, bearing a gaudily  co l
ored head -cloth  and a com plete outfit o f 
brigh t and costly raim ent w hich, despite 
my protests, he politely  assisted m e to  don.

W h e n  I  w as fu lly  attired and once 
m ore seated b efo re  pipe and coffee, he 
said:

" I  go, now , to  brin g  m y guests. B u t 
b efo re  I  g o  le t m e w arn you th at there 
are certain  conditions w hich you must 
fu lfil. F irs t  o f  a ll, you m ust n o t leave 
this room  under any circum stances. Sec
ond, you m ust pay no attention  w hatever 
to Jen en e , m y slave g irl, w ho w ill return 
from  th e  souk in a short tim e, even 
though she m ay act strangely and perhaps 
run ou t o f  th e  house upon see in g  you. 
She is w eak-m inded and very fe a rfu l o f  
strangers, b u t perfectly  harm less. D o  you 
agree to  these term s?”

" I  see no reason to do o th erw ise ," I 
responded. " I  am com fortab le enough
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here, and w eak-m inded girls do not 
frighten  m e.”

"G o o d ! I w ill go now .”
H e ro lled  my clo th ing  into a bundle 

and carried it through the curtained door
way.

" I ’ll  leave your garm ents in  h ere ,” he 
said, "w h ere  you may get them  later.”

In  a m om ent I heard h im  pass out a 
door in the rear o f  the building.

I sat fo r  som e tim e in solitude, sm ok
ing  and sipping my coffee w hile I puz
zled over the tw o requests o f  th e  stranger 
— that I should not leave th e room  under 
any circum stances, and that I should 
speak no w ord to h is slave g irl, Jen en e.

Presently I heard the rear door open 
once m ore, and the tinkle o f  anklets which 
accom panied the patter o f  sm all fee t told 
m e that the g irl had arrived.

T h e  m ore I pondered and listened to

her m oving about in the rear o f  the house, 
th e  m ore curious I becam e about the 
w hole affair. A t length I concluded that 
the fellow  was m erely jealous o f  the g ir l, 
and decided to  attem pt to have speech 
w ith her. A ccordingly, I  clapped my 
hands to sum m on her.

In  a m om ent I heard her com ing to 
ward m e through the curtained room . 
B ut befo re  she reached the entrance she 
stopped and uttered a loud shriek. T h e  
curtains parted, a veiled face looked out 
at m e, and th ere was w afted  to m e a 
h in t o f  in toxicating  perfum e. B u t the 
curtains w ere quickly closed, shutting off 
th e  vision, and there was a second la ter a

'The silken furnishings were disarrayed  
and spattered with blood."
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lou d er shriek. T h en , in  accordance with 
th e  predictions o f  her m aster, I heard the 
g ir l  dash w ildly out o f  the house.

I  sm iled as I rem em bered the w arning 
o f  the m an w ho had em ployed m e, but 
shortly  th ereafter grew  grave again as I 
review ed in my m ind th e incidents that 
h ad  ju st taken  place. T h e  g irl, I recalled, 
h ad  stopped and shrieked som ew here in 
th e  curtained room  b efo re  she had seen 
m e. I t  fo llow ed  that th ere was som e
th in g  in that room  w hich had caused her 
to  cry out. S h e  had show n new  surprize 
an d  horror o n  seeing m e, but I  w as evi- 
d end y  not th e  prim ary cause o f  her terror.

U n d er the circum stances, I  resolved to 
g o  at once and have a look  at that room. 
I  accordingly g o t up, and advancing to 
th e  doorway as quietly  as possible, parted 
th e  curtains.

I  gasped in  astonishm ent and horror as 
I  saw , ly in g  h a lf  on and h a lf  o ff a  m ag
n ificen t diwan, th e  body o f  a handsom e, 
rich ly  dressed young m an, w ith  th e  je w 
eled  h ilt o f  a  jambijah p rotru d ing  from  
h is  chest. T h e  silken  fu rn ish in g s and 
cushions w ere d isarranged and spattered 
w ith  b lood  as i f  there had  been  a  consid
erab le  struggle.

I WAS starin g  dow n a t th is h o rrib le  sight 
in  stupefied astonishm ent, w hen the 

rear d oor suddenly opened, and th e slave 
g ir l cam e ru n n in g  in , accom panied  by 
th ree  arm ed m e n

"T h e r e  h e  is !”  she cried  hysterically. 
"T h e r e  is th e  traitorous assassin w ho m ur
dered m y m aster!”

A larm ed , I  turned to flee, but m y way 
was blocked a t th is m om ent by tw o men 
w ho entered th e  front door w ith  draw n
sim itars.

"Su rren d er your weapons, d o g ,” cried 
one, " i f  you w ould not be cut dow n in 
your tracks.”

M y ow n sim itar, dagger and pistols 
had  been taken  in to  the o th er room  by the

man w ho had em ployed m e, along with 
my clo th in g . I had not noticed, as he 
buckled the new  sim itar about m e and 
arranged m y sash, that I was w earing the 
curved, em pty sheath  o f  a jambijah. T h e 
fellow  had brou ght m e no pistols.

D ro p p in g  the sim itar, w hich I had in 
stinctively draw n, fo r  I saw that it was 
useless to  a ttem p t to  defend m yself 
against five m en, arm ed to the teeth , I 
said:

" T o  th e  argu m ent o f  your m any blades, 
I yield , b u t I  am  an  innocent m an. T h e  
real m u rd erer b ro u g h t m e here on  a pre
text, in  o rd er th at I  m igh t b e trapped 
and sh o u ld er th e  b lam e fo r  this cr im e .”

" O  fa th er  o f  deceit and brother o f  a 
thousand filthy  p igs, is that not your jam- 
bijdb in  th e  breast o f  Zayd, w ho has been 
received in to  th e m ercy o f  A llah ?” said 
one o f  th e  m en. " I f  it fits not your sheath, 
then w ill I  triply  d ivorce the daughter o f 
my u n c le .”

" A n d  i f  that b e not evidence enough, 
O  ly in g  spaw n o f  a pestilence,” said a 
second, " a r e  not those blood spots on 
your ra im en t sufficient p roof o f  your 
g u ilt?”

Several sm all red  spots on the clo th ing  
w hich had  b een  g iv en  m e, and w hich I 
had n o t previously  noticed, w ere now 
pointed  o u t to  m e.

" B u t  th ese are n o t my garm ents,” I 
protested. " I  w as asked to  w ear d iem  by 
the m an w ho-------- ”

"E n o u g h ,” gruffly interrupted h e  who 
had first spoken. "S e iz e  and b ind  h im , 
m en. W e ’l l  take h im  before the kazi."

A n d  so, d esp ite m y struggles and prot
estations o f  innocence, I  had m y hands 
bound beh in d  m y back, and  w ith  a  rope 
looped around my neck, was led away.

T h ey  led  m e throu gh the souk first, to 
w hat had been  th e  shop o f  th e  m ur

dered Z ayd, w ho had been  a  prosperous 
gold sm ith . W e  qu ickly  drew a large fo i-

O. S —  3
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low ing o f  curious people, for my captors 
had taken every possible precaution to 
hum iliate m e. O n e o f  them  w alked 
ahead, d raggin g  m e by the rope around 
my neck as if  I had been a haltered  beast. 
B esid e m e, on each side, w alked two 
others w ith naked blades in their hands. 
A nd behind us w alked Jen en e , the slave 
g irl, w hose lissom  grace, tin k lin g  anklets 
and lustrous eyes above h er flow ing yash
mak w ere sufficient, o f  them selves, to 
turn the head o f  any m an.

A s w e arrived at the sta ll o f  Zayd we 
found that it had been closed. Standing 
b efo re  it w ere three m en. T h e  first I in 
stantly recognized as the consum m ate v il
lain  w ho had led m e into  the trap. T h e  
o th er tw o w ere th e m erchants w ho occu
pied the tw o ad jo in in g  booths, one o f 
w hom  sold rugs and the other fru it and 
cakes.

F or a m om ent I was b lind ed  w ith  rage 
as I saw the author o f  my hum iliation  and 
alm ost certain  death stand ing  b efo re  me, 
and violently  endeavored to free  my 
hands that I m igh t th rottle  h im . B u t he 
w ho held  my lead-rope nearly choked m e 
by jerk in g  m e backw ard.

"W h o  is this w ild -look in g  person?” 
asked my betrayer o f  th e  m an who had 
haltered me.

" H e  is a  tra itor to  the salt— the un
speakably v ile  m urderer o f  Zayd, the 
G old sm ith ,” replied  the fellow . "H e  
claim s to b e a dragom an nam ed H am ed, 
but we doubt th is, so w e have brought 
h im  here to  see i f  any o f  the m erchants 
can identify  h im  b efo re  w e take h im  to 
the kazi.”

" I  know  h im !” cried h e  w ho sold  the 
cakes. "H e  is K asim  ben M usa, w ho ar
rived this m o rn in g  w ith the caravan from  
Dam ascus. I d istinctly  rem em ber his 
black beard and the clo th in g  he wears. 
H e  talked w ith Zayd fo r  a short tim e this 
m orning, w hereupon th e goldsm ith  closed 
his shop and w ent away w ith h im .”

O. S — 4

" I  also rem em ber h im , and can bear 
w itness that it was h e  w ho w ent away 
w ith Z ayd,” said the ru g  m erchant.

U pon h earin g  these w ords, the fellow  
w ho had em ployed m e sim ulated great 
anger, and w hipp ing out h is sim itar, m ade 
as if  he w ould strike o ff  m y head.

" S o , O  v iolator o f  th e  salt, and seed 
o f  a loathsom e d isease!” he exclaim ed, 
his voice qu ivering  w ith  feigned  anger, 
"you  have slain  my pious and noble cous
in! T h en  by my beard  and  the life  o f  my 
head w ill I  see that ju stice  is done upon 
you here and now .”

B u t ere h e  could  use his sim itar the 
others restrained h im , o n e  o f  them  say
in g :

"P eace! I t  w ere better to  take h im  be
fore  the kazi. F u ll ju stice  w ill be done, 
never fear, fo r there are e igh t o f  us who 
can bear w itness to  his perfidy.”

"O h , Zayd, Z ay d !” said  the d eceitfu l 
one, now pretending  g rea t sorrow . "M y  
cousin w hom  I  loved as a brother! T o  
th ink  that you should h av e com e to an un
tim ely end, and by th e  hand o f  so vile 
and unspeakable a w retch ! M y g r ie f  is 
m ore than I can b e a r !” W h ereu p on  he 
plucked at h is beard, heaped dust upon 
h is head, and rent h is  garm ents, w hile 
great crocodile tears coursed down his 
cheeks.

T h e  tw o m erchants th en  closed their 
stalls, and they, to g eth er w ith  the tricks
ter who had brou ght m e to  this pass, ac
com panied us to th e  audience w ith  the
kazi.

Ab u  t a y i , the kazi, was a venerable 
^-and learned m an w ith  an enorm ous 

turban. A m on g  ou r p eop le , the greater 
a m an’s learning, the larger the turban. 
T h o u g h tfu lly  strok in g  h is  w hite beard, 
h e looked down at th e  fe llo w  w ho was 
d ragging my rope, and said :

" O f  w hat is th is m an accused, and who 
is there to bear w itness against h im ?”
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"H e  is accused o f  the m urder o f  Zayd, 
the G old sm ith , O  kazi,” replied the fe l
low , "an d  there are eight o f  us h ere to 
bear w itness.”

"T h e n  let us hear your testim ony in 
ord er,” said the kazi. " Y o u  may testify  
first.”

W h ereu p on  the fellow  told  how  he 
had been stand ing  in the street convers
ing w ith fou r friend s w hen the slave g irl 
o f  Zayd had run out o f  the house scream 
ing that her m aster had been m urdered 
and that the m urderer was in the house. 
H e fu rth er to ld  how  he had stationed 
two m en at the fro n t door, and tak ing  
two m ore w ith h im  had accom panied the 
g irl throu gh the back door, w here they 
had caught m e red-handed, my garm ents 
spattered w ith b lood and my jambiyab 
still sheathed in th e heart o f  Zayd. H e 
then pointed out the blood spots on my 
clo th ing  and displayed the bloody jam- 
biyah w hich o n e o f  his com panions had 
brou ght along.

T h e  kazi then  questioned h is fou r com 
panions, one by one, who verified  his 
story.

A fte r  th e  five had testified, th e  slave 
g irl cam e forw ard  and told  that I  had 
com e in  w ith  her m aster that m orn in g  
and broken bread  w ith him , and th at he 
had sent her to  the souk fo r  supplies w ith 
w hich to  prepare th e evening m eal. B u t 
on her return she had found h er m aster 
m urdered and m e still in the house, 
w hereupon she had sum m oned th e five 
m en w ho captured me.

T h e  kazi then  asked m e i f  I had ought 
to say.

" In s o fa r  as w hat the m en have seen 
w ith th e ir eyes and heard w ith th e ir ears 
is concerned, they speak the truth , O  
kazi,” I replied. "A s  fo r the g irl, she 
was deceived by my resem blance to 
another if  she thou ght it was I she le ft 
w ith her m aster w hen she w ent to the 
souk. I  sw ear to you by A lm ighty  A llah ,

Lord o f the w ell, Zem zem , and o f  the 
H atim  W a ll, that I am innocent o f  the 
crim e attributed to me. I f  you w ill grant 
m e leave to te ll my story, I ’m  sure I can 
prove--------”

"E n o u g h !” interrupted the kazi. "Y o u r  
own story w ill be heard later. A t present 
all I want is your corroboration o r denial 
o f  the stories o f  these witnesses. N o w  let 
us hear w hat the two m erchants know  o f  
the m atter.”

W hereup on  one o f the m erchants, he 
w ho sold cakes and fru it, stepped fo r 
ward and testified that he recognized m e 
as Kasim  ben M usa, who had arrived 
that m orning w ith a caravan from  D am as
cus, and that he had seen m e go  away 
with Zayd w hen the latter closed his shop. 
T h e  other w itness then corroborated his 
evidence.

"W h a t have you to say fo r yourself, 
prisoner?” asked the kazi.

"Falseh ood  is as sm oke and fact is 
bu ilt on a base w hich shall not be broken,
0  kazi,” I  said, "an d  the ligh t o f  truth 
dispels th e  n ig h t o f  untruth. T h is  is a 
case o f  m istaken identity, planned by that 
lecherous consort o f  a m angy cam el who 
slightly  resem bles me, and w ho cam e 
here w ith the tw o m erchants to  testify  
falsely against m e. H e is the real K asim  
ben M usa, m urderer o f  Zayd, and these 
are his clothes I am  w earing.”

T h e  kazi tu rned  to my betrayer.
"W h a t is your nam e?” he asked.
"A k rash ah  ibn  M ahm ud o f  B ag d ad ,” 

was the reply, "a n d  cousin o f  Zayd the 
G oldsm ith , may A llah  be m ercifu l unto 
h im .”

"W h a t  do you know  o f  this m atter?"
" I  arrived w ith  the same D am ascus 

caravan as that in  w hich th is vile m u r
derer traveled ,” h e said, " in  order to pay 
a visit to my cousin, on w hom  be A lla h ’s 
clemency. B u t it was som e tim e before
1 was able to find his shop, as I was u n
fam iliar w ith this city. W h en  I found it,
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it was d o sed , and these tw o m erchants 
told  m e that Zayd had departed w ith this 
m alevolent m alefactor. A s I stood before 
the shop conversing  w ith them , the girl 
and the five m en arrived w ith  the m ur
derer and in fo rm ed  m e that he had 
violated the sa lt and taken  th e life  o f  my 
cousin, w hom  may A llah  receive into 
paradise. W h ereu p o n  my bosom  was con 
stricted w ith  sorrow  and w rath, and 1 
would have sla in  h im  th en  and th ere in 
the excess o f  m y g r ie f  and anger, had not 
these frien d s persuaded m e to the reason
able course o f  b rin g in g  h im  into your 
honorable presence. A nd  i f  you judge 
rightly  betw een th is u nspeakable villain  
and your servant w ho has suffered this 
great w rong, m ay your li fe  span a m ighty 
span, and m ay peace and happiness be 
m ultip lied  unto you w ith each year.”

"N o w , p riso n er,” said th e  kazi, " te ll  
m e your story, th at you m ay b e heard be
fore sentence is passed on you .”

W h ile  th e  venerable A bu  T ay i sat 
there, strok in g  his w hite beard  and g lar
ing at m e w ith  an expression w hich told  
m e as p lain ly  as words that I  was already 
guilty in h is m ind , I related a ll th a t had 
happened sin ce  h e w ho called  h im self 
A krashah ib n  M ahm ud  had accosted m e 
on the V ia  D olo ro sa . W h e n  I  had com 
pleted  my ta le  o f  th e  cu n n in g  and perfidy 
o f  A krashah, th e  kazi turned once m ore 
to him.

"W h a t  have you to  say to  th is, O  A k
rashah?”  h e  asked.

"T h a t  n o t one sing le w ord  o f  it  is 
true,”  replied  m y betrayer. "T h is  m an is 
the m ost preposterous prevaricator I have 
ever m et.”

" O  fa th er o f  lies !” I said. " O  sink o f  
corruption! F o r  th is added falsehood  may 
your ton gu e turn to  a serpent and bite 
you.”

"A n d  fo r  your brazen deceptions, O  
stench o f  an abom ination ,” he replied, 
"m ay  your beard turn to a nest o f  scor

pions and stin g  you fo r  a thousand years.” 
"E n o u g h  o f  this abuse,” said th e kazi. 

" I  w ill now  p ronounce sentence.”
" I  sw ear to  you by th e  M o st G reat 

N am e that I am  in n o cen t,” I said. "Sp are  
m e until I  can  find w itnesses to vouch for 
m e.”

"T h ro w  th e  p risoner into the dun
geon ,” said th e  kazi, "a n d  tom orrow  at 
sun-up, b rin g  m e h is head, that I may dis
play it b e fo re  m y d oor as a w arn ing  to 
w hosoever w ill b e  w arned .”

"H a rk e n in g  and obed ience,” replied 
two burly guard s, w ho seized my arm s.

A s I realized  the fu ll im port o f  the 
kazi’s words-— th a t I  had been sentenced 
to d ie b efo re  daw n— a cold  perspiration 
suffused m y body and my knees sagged 
beneath m y w eigh t, so m y guards w ere 
forced to h a lf  drag, h a lf  carry me.

I was thrown into a dark and filthy cell 
with my hands still bound behind me. 

A  jailer came, presently, bearing food and 
water. I implored him to release my 
hands that I might eat, whereupon he 
held his lantern before my face and ex
claimed :

"H am ed ! I  th ou gh t your voice was 
fam iliar! W h a t  crim e have you com m it
ted that you have com e to th is pass?”

I recognized h im  instantly  as Ib n  K ha- 
lud, a frien d  o f  m y boyhood w hose li fe  I 
had once saved, and w ho was sw orn to 
me as a b loo d  brother.

"R e lease  m y hands, O  m y bro th er,” I  
said, "a n d  I w ill te ll you my story.”

H e  instantly  opened  my bonds, and 
then sat and listen ed  to  my story w hile the 
bread and w ater h e  had brou ght m e stood 
untouched.

" I t  is a  h o rrib le  in ju stice !” h e  ex
claim ed. “ I w ill go befo re  th e  Sharif 
him self and lay th e m atter befo re  h im .” 

"A la s !” I rep lied . " T h e  Sharif went 
hunting yesterday, and w ill n o t retu rn  for 
a w eek.”
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"T h e n  I w ill go  to the kazi.”
"T h a t is useless, also, and w ould only 

cast suspicion on you i f  I w ere to m ake 
my escape. H e  already had m e co n 
dem ned in h is ow n m ind befo re  h a lf  the 
evidence was presented. I saw it in his 
eyes."

"T h e n , by A llah , and by my head and 
beard, I w ill tak e th e m atter into m y own 
hands, O  b lood  b ro th er,” he said. " E x 
p e a  m e a fter th e  last call to prayer.”

So saying, he departed, leaving m e 
once m ore in darkness.

IT seemed to m e, w aiting  there in the 
stinking  blackness, that at least a fu ll 

day passed b efo re  I  saw the yellow  flicker 
o f  Ibn  K h a lu d ’s lantern , fo llow ed  by his 
qu iet entry in to  my cell. H e  had brought 
with h im  a dark-colored  head-cloth  and 
burnoose, both  o f  w hich I  donned over 
the garm ents I was w earing. T h en , com 
m anding silence, he led m e through m any 
devious passagew ays, to a p lace w here a 
rusty iron ring  dangled fro m  the ceiling . 
Leaping  into th e  air, he grasped the ring, 
w hereupon it slow ly descended on  the 
end o f a th ick  chain , and a slab in  the 
floor ahead o f  us rose, revealing  stone 
steps lead ing  dow nw ard.

W e  descended the steps, w hereupon 
Ibn  K h alu d  m oved a lever at the base, 
and the slab cam e dow n, clo sin g  the op en 
ing  above us. I t  seem ed to  m e that we 
penetrated deeper and deeper into the 
bow els o f the earth. W a te r  seeped 
throu gh a thousand crevices in th e  w alls, 
and drip ping  and tr ick lin g  to  the floor, 
com bined w ith th e  m oss, m old  and slim e, 
to  m ake our fo o tin g  exceedingly  slipper}'. 
W e  presently cam e to the foo t o f  another 
stair, w here my blood brother, a fter lo 
cating  th e  lever, hooded his lantern . T h e n , 
by w orking the lever, he m oved a great 
slab o f  rock at th e  top. W e  clim bed the 
stairs and em erged into the clear n ig h t air. 

"L eav e  the city at on ce ,” h e counseled.

" I  go, now, to drug the guards w ith 
bhang, so it may appear that you escaped 
through the courtyard w hile they slept. 
Salam aleykum.”

"M ay  A llah  reward you fo r this good 
deed,” I replied. "W as salam.’’

W ith  that I le f t  him , and soon recog
nized the d is tr ia . I  had been let out 
through a secret passageway in the city 
w all not far from  my own hom e. M akin g  
my way to it as quickly as possible, I en 
tered my dark and lonely house, struck a 
light, and sat down to th ink. I had no 
intention o f  leaving  the city if  this m ight 
be avoided, but on the other hand, there 
w ould be a hunt organized fo r m e as soon 
as my escape had been discovered, and 
sooner or later som e one w ould be sure 
to recognize me.

I have ever been a m an o f  a ttion , and 
it was not lo n g  b efo re  a plan occurred to 
me.

In  my house, carefully  put away in a 
great chest, w ere the clo th in g  and jew elry  
o f  my m other, w ho had been received into 
the mercy o f  A llah . As she had been  a 
rather large w om an, I knew  that I should 
be able to w ear her garm ents w ithout 
trouble. Q uickly  attirin g  m yself in black, 
and covering my countenance w ith  a 
w hite face-veil, I  stood before the m irror 
in the bent attitude o f  a very aged p er
son, and saw that, to  a ll appearances, I 
was a  very old  w om an. A s I have ever 
been an adept at changing  the tones o f  
my voice, I  knew  that it w ould be a d is
cern ing  person indeed w ho w ould pen
etrate my disguise.

T o  conform  to  th e plans I had form ed, 
I se lea e d  fro m  am ong my m other’s jew 
elry a necklace o f  m ost exqu isite pattern  
and craftsm anship , and o f  considerable 
value. T a k in g  this w ith m e, and also a 
goodly quantity o f  bhang, I  closed my 
house once m ore, and arriving at th e  V ia  
D olorosa, turned my steps to  the house o f  
Zayd.
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U pon my arrival I g lanced  up and 
down the street, and on  see in g  that it was 
deserted, sw ung m yself up onto the b a l
cony w hich ju tted  ou t beneath  the front 
w indow s, and looked w ith in .

Zayd, having died in th e  m orning, had 
been buried that a ftern o o n , as was the 
custom  in those days w hen  em balm ing 
or refrigeration  was u nknow n. T h is  I 
had foreseen, and also, th at A krashah 
would m ost probably b e a lone with the 
slave g irl at this hour. B u t I wanted to 
m ake sure.

M y hopes w ere in stan tly  realized w hen 
I saw them  both seated on  th e m ain diwan 
in the majlis, s ip p ing  w in e in violation 
o f  the sacred teachings, and eating cakes 
and fruits w h ile  th e  v illa in  m ade love to 
her, im ploring  h er to  rem ove her veil. 
She coyly refused, yet did n ot seem at a ll 
displeased.

D escend ing  noiselessly  from  the b al
cony, I rapped on th e  door. Presently 
there was the sound o f  s o ft  footsteps and 
the tin k le  o f  anklets, and th e  slave g irl 
opened the door.

"P eace  be upon you, m o th er,” she said, 
politely. " W h a t  can  I do fo r  you?"

"A n d  upon you, m y daughter, may the 
peace o f  A llah  descend. I  must have in
stant speech w ith your m aster, Zayd,” I 
replied, in the qu avering  tones o f  an old 
hag. " W i l l  you take m e to  h im ?”

"M y  m aster Zayd has, alas, been taken 
to the bosom  o f  A llah  A lm ig h ty ,” she re
plied. " B u t  com e in , m other. H is cousin 
and heir, A krashah, w ho is now  my m as
ter, w ill no doubt see you .”

As i s t e p p e d  th rou gh  the doorway I 
L pretended to  a g reat w eakness and 

tottered so unsteadily th at Jen en e  perm it
ted m e to lean on h er shoulder for sup
port. W h en  I approached him , Akrashah 
looked up at m e fro m  his seat on the 
diwan as i f  in consid erab le annoyance, 
w hereupon I tottered  th e m ore, and made

as if  I would fa ll. T h e  w ine and glasses,
I noticed, had been concealed.

"W h a t  is w rong, Jen en e ?” he asked. 
" I s  the old  w om an i l l? ”

"S h e  is very w eak, and craved speech 
w ith your cousin , O  m y m aster,” replied 
the g irl, "s o  I b rou gh t h er to you, as she 
says it is a m atter o f  g reat im portance.” 

A krashah relu ctantly  placed a cushion 
fo r me, and Je n e n e  solicitously helped 
m e to be seated.

"B re w  coffee at once, Jen en e ,” o r
dered A krashah. T h e n  he said to  m e: 
" W e  shall have food  and drink fo r  you 
in a hurry.”

" I  stand n o t in need o f  coffee or 
fo o d ,” I  replied , quaveringly, "h av ing  
just dined w ith  a frien d . H ow ever, I 
have a g iddiness w hich m ight be allayed 
by a little  w ine. A lth ou gh  I am a true 
m oslem ah and w ould not drink w ine for 
the purpose o f  becom ing intoxicated, I 
find it a ready cure fo r  this dizziness 
w hich o ften  assails m e .”

"D id  my cousin, A llah  rest his soul, 
have any w ine in th e  house, Jen en e?” 
asked A krashah, w ith  pretended inno
cence.

"H e  kept a little  fo r  m edicinal pur
poses,” replied  the g irl.

"T h e n  b rin g  w in e ,”  he said, "an d  
three cups, fo r  our breasts are straitened 
by the calam ity that has befa llen  this 
house and our hearts h an g  heavy w ith 
sadness, so w e m ay d rin k  a little  w ine to 
broaden them  and to  hearten ourselves.” 

A fte r  each o f  us had drunk a glass o f 
w ine, and ou r goblets had been replen
ished, I brou ght out th e  necklace.

" I t  was about th is piece o f  jew elry that 
I came to  consult Z ay d ,” I said. " A l 
though it is a  fam ily  heirloom , and unless 
there w ere g reat need I  would not part 
with it fo r  any sum , I find m yself d esti
tute and forced  to  sell it. K now ing  Zayd 
fo r an honest tradesm an I cam e here, hop
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ing  to receive its value, for I have no 
idea o f  its w o rth .”

A krashah took the necklace in his right 
hand and slow ly drew  it across the back 
o f  the le ft. I saw his eyes lig h t up w ith 
cupidity and avarice as h e noted its great 
beauty and value.

"O h , m aster!” exclaim ed Jen en e . " I s  
it not beau tifu l?”

" I t  is w ell m ad e,” was h is reply, "b u t 
the m aterials are not very costly. T h e  
jew els are im itations, and the settings 
plated. I ’m  afra id  I can’t  o ffer m uch fo r 
it .”

"N evertheless I  w ould g ive m uch fo r 
the tr in k et,” said Jen en e . "P erh ap s i f  the 
m aster does not w ant it you w ill sell it  to 
m e, m other.”

" I t  may be, m y litt le  Je n e n e ,” said 
A krashah, " th a t I  w ill buy it fo r  you, see
ing  you are so set on having  it. B u t I  
w arrant you I sh all not pay any outrage
ous price for it .”

"Y o u  know  th e  w orth, good  sir ,”  I 
said. "N a m e  the price, then , and I  w ill 
se ll it to you and d epart.”

"N ay , m other, you nam e it ,” h e  re
p lied, refillin g  m y glass and w in k in g  
slyly at Jenene. " A f te r  a ll, it  is your prop
erty .”

"V ery  w ell, th e n ,” I rep lied , and 
nam ed a price w hich  I knew  to  be abouc 
h a lf  the value o f  th e  necklace.

B ut A krashah was as grasp in g  as he 
w as v illainous, and lau ghin g  at the price 
I asked, offered m e about a ten th  o f  the 
am ount. T h e re a fte r  w e h agg led  sp irited 
ly until the b o ttle  o f  w ine w as entirely 
consum ed and a second had been brought 
out. I  noticed, in  th e  m eantim e, th at A k 
rashah and Jen en e , w ho had  evidently 
been d rinking  m uch w ine b e fo re  I ar
rived, w ere b ecom in g  qu ite in toxicated . 
C onclud ing th at it was th erefo re  tim e to 
do w hat I  had p lanned  to do, I  palm ed  a 
b it  o f  bhang and slyly dropped it in to  the 
glass o f  my betrayer. A  few  m om ents

later 1 succeeded in dropping a piece into 
the glass o f  the slave girl.

I t  was not lo n g  before the drug g ot in 
its work, and both were lying insensible 
before me. I had taken care to g ive each 
o f  them a good heavy portion, so their 
slum ber w ould be long.

But I  still had  m uch w ork to  do, and 
that quickly, b efo re  the m orn in g  should 
dawn, so I sw iftly  divested m yself o f  not 
only the garm ents o f  my m other, but the 
raim ent w hich m y betrayer had pu t on me 
that m orning. I then  undressed h im , and 
a fter donning  h is cloth ing, dressed h im  
in the blood-spattered garm ents h e  had 
w orn w hen h e com m itted the m urder.

U pon g o in g  through h is pockets I 
found that he w as not A krashah, cousin 
o f  Zayd, but was really K asim  ben  M usa 
o f  Jerusalem , la te  o f  D am ascus, w ho had 
prepared forged  papers and com m itted  
the crim e in  ord er to  thus gain  th e pos
sessions o f  th e  w ealthy young gold sm ith .

As soon as I had determ ined these 
things, I w rapped th e insensible K asim  in 
the cloth covering  o f  the diwan and 
shouldering h im , carried h im  out in to  the 
street. B y  singu lar good fortu ne I did not 
m eet any one on the way to  my d estina
tion, w hich was th e  w all o f  th e  courtyard 
o f  the prison in w hich I had been con 
fined.

T here, in  the shadow  o f  th e  w all, I  u n
wrapped th e lim p  K asim . I then  hoisted 
him  to the top o f  the w all, and pushed 
him  so that he ro lled  over into th e cou rt
yard. A t the sound o f  his fa llin g  body I 
heard a guard  ru nning , and knew  that he 
would soon be discovered.

R ollin g  the cover o f  the diwan into a 
bundle I departed noiselessly.

U pon com in g  to  the house o f  Zayd, I 
found Je n e n e  s till ly ing in a stupor. R e
placing the diwan cover, I took th e clo th 
ing o f  my m o th er and returned it to  my 
house. I then  w ent back to  th e  house o f 
Zayd, and a fte r  brew ing  som e coffee and



THE DRAGOMAN’S REVENGE 343

ligh tin g  a shisha, w aited fo r Jen en e  to re 
gain consciousness.

She did not aw aken u ntil long a fter the 
dawn prayer. Seeing  m e attired in the 
clo th ing  o f  K asim , and s till h a lf  dazed 
by the w ine and bhang, she took m e for 
her m aster w ithout question. I gave her 
som e coffee, w hich seem ed to refresh  her 
greatly. T h e n  she rem em bered the old 
wom an, and asked w hat had becom e o f 
her.

" T h e  old  m other o f  a calam ity becam e 
very drunk,” I replied , "a n d  continued to 
ask m ore and m ore m oney fo r  the n eck
lace w hich I  w ished to secure fo r  you. In  
the m eantim e, it  seem s, th e  w ine w ent to 
your head, and I  saw that you had fa llen  
asleep. B u t I  w as determ ined to  get this 
necklace fo r  you a t any price, and finally 
paid the old  h ag  tw ice w hat she had 
orig inally  asked. She then  took  her de
parture, and I  w aited fo r you to awaken, 
that I m ight acquaint you w ith the new s.”

So saying, I  handed her the necklace 
w hich had so in trigued h er fancy.

"O h , m aster!” she cried. "S o  splendid 
a present is fa r  m ore than I d eserve!"

" I  have no d ou bt,” I replied, "th a t 
your own beauty w ill so outshine that o f  
the precious stones as to  m ake them  ap
pear like p e b b le s ."

"L a s t n ig h t,” she said, "you  asked m e 
to unveil and I refused  you. B u t I may 
not refuse so generous and k in d  a m aster 
longer. P erm it m e but a few  m om ents in 
m y apartm ent and I w ill com ply w ith your 
request.”

So saying, she rose and w ent into her 
apartm ent, w h ile  I  burned w ith  im pa
tience to see w hat beauty h er robes and 
veil concealed.

1IKE any w om an w ho w ants to  look her 
J  best, Jen en e  was absent fo r  a long 

tim e. Presently, how ever, she came 
through the curtained doorway unveiled,

and w earing a filmy, diaphanous garm ent 
that revealed every lin e  o f  her beautifu l 
young body.

" D o  I please you, m aster?” she asked, 
archly.

T h e  sighc o f  h er beauty then and there 
interposed betw een m e and my w its, for 
never on earth  had I im agined  there could 
be a dam sel to com p are w ith her. She 
had a m outh m ag ical as So lom on's seal, 
hair b lacker than  th e  n ig h t o f  estrange
m ent to  a lover, a  brow  w hite as the cres
cent m oon at th e  F east o f  Ram azan, 
cheeks lik e  th e  b lood -red  anem ones of 
N u ’um an, breasts th at w ere twin pom e
granates o f  enchantm ent, and a gracefu l 
form  and carriag e th a t w ould put to 
sham e a b ran ch  o f  ban, stirred by the soft 
breezes fro m  th e  V a lley  o f  the Zarab 
Shan.

" Y o u  are m ag n ificen t,” I said. " I  
g lorify  A llah , th e  one and true G od , who 
has given you to  m e .”

R ising , I took  her in my arm s and 
kissed her u n til she grew  fa in t and could 
not stand, w hereupon I carried her to the 
diwan.

A nd  so it cam e about that I  inherited 
the w ealth  and lived  in  the house o f 
Zayd, but g rea ter and m ore precious by 
far than b o th  o f  these, had their value 
been increased a thou sand fold , I inherited 
Jenene, w ho loved  m e w ith  a love that 
was past a ll u nd erstand ing, until the de
stroyer o f  d eligh ts and the sunderer o f  
societies to o k  h er fro m  m e forever.

B u t to  retu rn  to th at first day with 
Jenene. In  th e  aftern oo n  she w ent to  the 
souk to buy foo d  fo r  our evening m eal. 
W h en  she returned, she said:

" I  have ju st seen a horrib le sight, O  
beloved m aster. Im p aled  on the p o in t o f  
a lance stuck in th e ground b efo re  the 
house o f  th e  kazi, I saw the severed and 
bloody head o f  th at fo u l m urderer, K a 
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sim . It is said that he drugged tw o guards 
and attem pted to escape over the w all, 
but fe ll, and was caught and execu ted .” 

'A llah  is ju s t ,” I  replied . " Alhamdo-

lillab! Praise be to A llah , Lord o f  the 
T h ree W o rld s !”

H o, Silat, b rin g  the sweet and take the 
fu ll.

The Kalgan Road
By WILLIAM DOUGHTY

A  tale of Mongolia, Tibetan lamas, Chinese bandits, and the kidnapping of the
Living Buddha

IF  T H E  lam as lo iterin g  about the h a il 
o f  the G o ld en  Bud d has had w atched 
the bearer o f  th e  sack o f  argol, they 

m igh t have detected a litt le  stiffness in his 
devotions. H e  was a b ig  m an, w earing  
the conventional robes o f  the yellow  
lam as, and w ith  a cast o f  countenance 
w hich m ight have m eant a s lig h t ad m ix
ture o f  w hite b lood  in  M o n go lian  ances
try. H is personal dirt, w hich successfully  
disguised his face, and th e stin k in g  bag 
o f  cam el’s dung fu e l h e carried w ith 
h im , all fitted into th e p icture. T h e  only 
th in g  w rong was th e s lig h t laboriousness 
w ith  w hich h e clim bed  to  h is fe e t a fter 
each reverent prostration.

"T h e se  dam n C hinks sure have good 
belly  m uscles!” he m uttered  to  h im self, 
w hen no one was near to  h ear h im . H e  
reached forw ard and yanked one o f  the 
handles that protruded fro m  a bank  o f  
prayer w heels. Som e lazy m onk, in fo r
gotten ages past, had hooked  th em  to 
gether so that one p u ll o f  a  lever w hirled  
three or fou r dozen drum s contain ing  
paper prayers, thus, w ith  th e least possib le 
effort, sending heavenw ard a w hole cloud 
o f  oblations.

In  U rga, the local fo rm  o f  genuflection 
is to flop down at fu ll length  upon the 
ground, to raise one’s body stiffly in a

push-up, and then  to  leap lightly  to o n e’s 
feet. T h e  T ib etan  lam as could cover h a lf  
a m ile around a tem ple w ith no apparent 
effort. T h is  im postor found h im self 
sw earing at every lif t.

B ut he was draw ing closer to  th e  p ri
vate quarters o f  the L iv in g  Buddha. "N o t 
a h ell o f  a distance to go ,”  h e thought. 
" B u t  then my troubles begin ! A nd  I 
don’t m ean m aybe-------- ”

A n A m erican— and in spite o f  his ap
pearance, this lam a’s thoughts betrayed 
h im  as an A m erican— has about as much 
chance in the kuren o f  U rg a  as h e  w ould 
have at the K a ’ba in  M ecca. I f  they 
spotted him , the other m onks— w hose 
average heigh t was over six  feet— would 
tear h im  lim b fro m  lim b. J im  Crane 
knew  w hat he was up against. H e  was 
playing fo r b ig  stakes, and w hen he 
gam bled he was not a piker. From  the 
Congo to  K am schatka h e  had staked his life  
on the turn o f  stranger cards than  those 
which now  contro lled  his destiny, and he 
did not o ften  g e t scared u ntil the affair 
was over and he had tim e to th ink  about 
w hat h e  had been through. B u t inching 
along this way did not occupy his m ind, 
and he knew  he was surrounded by plenty 
o f  troubles— about 1 3 ,0 0 0  o f  them . 
T h ere w ere 1 3 ,0 0 0  lam as in the kuren o f
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U rg a , and if he w ere found out every one 
o f  them  would w ant a crack at him .

Jim  C rane’s real fro n t nam e was 
"W h o o p in g ” . H e  had that sort o f  a 
voice, and enough Ind ian  blood to en 
title  h im  to the Indian  title . B u t the war 
had brought h im  close to  the w h ite m an. 
H e  had been a notable scout on the W e s t
ern fron t, and then he had gon e to  Siberia 
to m ake the railways safe  fo r the Chinese. 
H e  had liked  the country. I t  was a real 
fron tier. H e had pu lled  strings, been 
m ustered out there. A  few  years in  M a n 
churia, and he had seen the opportunities 
in  M ongolia . H e  had tran sferred  h is  acti
vities— chiefly trad ing— and h ere he was.

H e  stood up a fter the last prostration, 
and dusted h im self off. "G u ess I  always

was a dam n’ fo o l,” h e  thought. " I  feel 
like  a K u  K lu x e r try in ’ to  kidnap the 
P op e.” H e grinned, and opened the door 
in  fro n t o f  him .

K id napping  the Pope was exactly his 
stunt. T h e  fact that it happened to  be a 
T ib etan  Pope does n o t alter the case, e x 
cept to m ake his case m ore desperate if  he 
w ere caught.

H e spotted the L iv in g  Buddha. H e  fe ll 
reverently upon h is face. T h e  fou r lam as 
w ho surrounded the o ld  m an scarcely 
g lanced  at him . T h e ir  argol fire sm oked 
in  a corner. J im  scram bled  to h is feet, 
w alked over to  it, and em ptied h is  sack 
o f  fuel onto the heap th at already lay 
there. H e turned slow ly about. O nce 
m ore nobody w atched h im . W h y  should 
they? W h a t stranger w ould ever h av e the 
tem erity  to w alk in to  th e ir  stronghold ? I t  
had  never been done b efo re , so they had 
never thought it possible.

Jim  w hipped out a club  from  beneath 
his robes. H e  crashed it down upon the

'He took  carefu l aim  at th e  right-hand fron t seat.”
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skull o f a lama. T h e  m an crum pled. T h e  
other three looked at h im  in blank sur
prize. T h at gave Jim  tim e to fe ll another. 
T h e n , with a roar, th e  o ther two jum ped 
him .

T h e  old Buddha, in his dotage, and 
h a lf  dead with m ost o f  th e  diseases that 
ravage M ongolia, did not pay any atten
tion to them . A s Jim  dug his fingers 
into the throat o f  one o f  the lam as, he 
thanked  his lucky stars fo r  that. H e 
m igh t handle two o f  the m onks, but i f  th e  
old  boy started y ellin g  . . .

T h e  attackers m ust have w eighed two 
hundred pounds each. A s he w ent down, 
Jim  was between them . O n e  o f  them  lay 
beneath him , pu m m eling  h im  savagely 
but ineffectually. T h e  o th er, on top, had 
fou nd  the A m erican ’s eye, and was 
gou gin g  it cruelly w ith his thum b. T h e  
club had flown out o f  J im 's  hand. H e 
snapped back his elbow , drove it into the 
eye o f  the man beneath h im . T h e  lam a 
screeched— exactly w hat J im  feared m ost. 
I f  they heard h im  from  outside— good
n ight! H e knocked away th e  thum b that 
punished his eye. T h e  lam a squirm ed a 
litt le  to one side. A lm ost enough room —  
then enough— and the A m erican ’s knee 
cam e up in the m urderous knee-punch he 
had learned fro m  K ru  boys in  N igeria . 
T h e  m an on top o f  h im  screeched, re 
laxed . Jim  heaved h im  off. H e  w hipped 
about, to h it th e  m an w ho lay beneath 
h im .

T h e n  he saw his club. H e  dived at it, 
slam m ed it against the face  o f  the m an 
he had pushed aside. T h e  m an w hose eye 
he had sm ashed opened h is m outh to  yell. 
T h e  fa llin g  club  brou ght blood just in  
tim e to choke o ff th e  cry.

J im  leaped to  his feet. A ll fou r o f  the 
m onks were prostrate, bu t two gave signs 
o f  life . C old-blooded taps from  the stick 
silenced  them  fo r  as long  as J im  needed. 
H e  opened the door through which he 
had come, peered out. N o  m onks were

in sight. H e tu rned  back to  the old  m an, 
the L iv in g  B u d d h a, the sacred o b ject in 
all central A sia. I f  those yellow  hordes 
w ho roam the co n tin en t from  the K irg h iz  
steppes to th e  peaks o f  T ib e t  could have 
seen him  now , J im  C rane w ould have 
been saved alive fo r  years until they could 
have devised a torture terrib le  enough for 
the enorm ity o f  h is offense.

Jim  dashed h is  fist at the face  o f  the 
old  m an. H e  stopp ed  it w hen h e  barely 
touched the su nken  nose. "G o o d ,"  he 
grunted. " B lin d  as a b a t.” H e ripped 
som e strings o f  clo th  from  the robes o f  
the unconscious m onks, sw iftly  tied them  
around the m outh  o f  the Buddha. T h e n  
h e  bound his legs and arm s and, w ithout 
m ore ado, jam m ed  h im  into th e  sack 
w hich had held  th e  argol.

"T o u g h  lu ck  fo r  you, o ld  fe llo w ,” he 
m uttered, "b u t you’re just the innocent 
bystander. L e t’s g o !”

Sw iftly  and cautiously, w ith the sack 
throw n o v er h is shoulder as it had 

been w hen h e cam e in , he let h im self out 
another door, su rm isin g  th at it w ould lead 
him  into the tem p le courtyard. H e  was 
right! H e prostrated  h im self a few  tim es, 
before he cam e to  th e  gate, in order to 
avoid too g rea t an appearance o f  haste, 
and then started  fu ll t i lt  fo r  the foreig n  
quarter.

W h en , fifte en  m inutes later, h e  burst 
into a room  w here sat fou r w hite m en, 
he was pursued by a rising  chorus w hich 
sounded lik e  feed in g -tim e in a vast pack 
o f  lions. T h e  k id n ap p in g  had been d is
covered!

H e did n o t knock, as he dodged 
through the d oor o f  th e  one-storied shack 
w hich was o n e o f  th e  m ost pretentious 
buildings in th e  H oly  C ity. Fou r w hite 
hands reached fo u r holsters concealed in 
four d ifferent p laces. T h e n , carefully  d e
positing his b ag  onto  the floor, he tipped 
back his hat, and they recognized him .
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"Mon dieu, C ra n ',’’ exclaim ed D u 
pont, "b u t your disguise, eet ees pair- 
fe e t!”

" I  say, old  top , how  did you ever get 
away alive? W h e n  w e heard th at riot 
starting--------”

C rane sank p an tin g  into a chair. " L is 
te n ,” he exclaim ed, in  his boom ing voice. 
"T h e r e ’s no tim e fo r  talk , now . Jen sen , 
nab  m e the best rid ing-cam el you can, and 
g et it here, pronto.”

" Y o u  b ate !” answ ered the little  D an e 
w ith  a grin , and disappeared.

"T h e re  was no tro u b le ,"  announced 
C rane, grim ly. " A t  least, n o t a fter I 
tapped a couple o f  lam as over the head.
I  d on’t th ink  they recognized m e. M y 
Siou x ancestry, and a ll this dirt, m ake m e 
look  like one o f  ’em . A nd  I g o t the old 
’u n .”

" Y o u  w hat?”

" I n  th at sack. H o p e h e  hasn’t  sm oth
ered to  death. T h e re ’s the devil to  pay, 
o f  course. B u t they d on’t guess it ’s not 
o n e o f  their yellow  brethren  w ho did it; 
I ’m  pretty sure o f  that.

"N o w , I ’ll  g e t out. I ’ll  take h im  with 
m e. T h e  m achine-gun and am m unition 
you have w ill save you fo r  a little  w hile. 
I f  th e  Reds try to  in terfere , sp ill the beans. 
P rom ise the lam as that you’ll brin g  back 
the Buddha— i f  they’ll g ive you tim e. 
T h a t’ll get ’em  on your side.

"W e sto n  ou ght to  be pretty w ell on his 
way h ere from  K alg an . I f  h e ’s ducked 
Y e n  G h iz ’s bandits h e ought to  get 
throu gh. H e’ll b rin g  plenty o f  am m o. 
I ’m  goin g  out. I ’ll  take the o ld  fellow  
w ith  m e. H e’ll be a hostage— in case I 
run into anybody w ho tries to  m ake 
trou ble. Som ehow , in a day or tw o, I ’ ll 
b rin g  in the am m o fro m  W esto n — even 
i f  Y e n  G hiz has fou nd  it. G et all the 
w om en and kids into th is quarter. D o n ’t 
take any chances. D o n ’t  let ’em  know  
how  serious th ings are .”

"T h e y  already k n o w ,” said the E n g lish 
m an, dully.

"T h a t ’s too bad. T h ey ’ll have a tough 
tim e until they know  th ere’s n o th in g  
m ore to worry about.”

"M y  w ife w ent crazy, this m o rn in g ,” 
continued the Englishm an. "S h e  shot h er
se lf , rather than face these yellow  devils.
I  am  afraid  she w on’t liv e .”

Crane was silen t, fo r  a m om ent, b e fo re  
the pain and g r ie f  o f  the m an. E very  oc
cupant o f  that room  fe lt  the deepest sym
pathy fo r C althrop . A nd  every one, ex 
cept the A m erican , w ho was not m arried , 
feared, in the secret depths o f  his heart, 
that he m igh t have to  face the sam e trag 
edy. T h en  C rane spoke: " I ’m  sorry, C al
throp, dam ned sorry. A fte r  I leave, te ll 
h er not to  w orry—-that I ’ll get th rou gh  
som ehow .

" I f  we can possibly get our hands onto  
th at am m unition, we can hold  off any o f  
these beggars— C hinese or M o n go l— w ith  
our m achine-guns. F o r  the love o f  G od , 
don’t  use up a ll th e  am m unition you have 
before I  g et back. Save enough to  keep 
them  scared. T h e  m arines ought to b e up 
from  P ek in g  in  ten  days.”

W h ile  he spoke, he ripped o ff the 
lam a’s robes, scrubbed h im self w ith 
strong yellow  soap, and clim bed in to  the 
A m erican khakis that w ere his usual cos
tum e on the desert roads. A s he fin ished  
dressing, he did  not ta lk . H e  had plenty  
to th ink  about. T h is  Y e n  G h iz  w as the 
m ost pow erful w ar lord  in w estern C hin a. 
H e  had announced to the w orld  that h e  was 
a direct descendant o f  G henhiz K h a n  o f  
o ld ; that, like  h is terrib le  ancestor, h e  was 
going  to conquer th e  w orld ; and th a t the 
w hite races m u st m elt away b e fo re  the 
yellow . I t  was b eg in n in g  to  look  as i f  
he w ould carry ou t h is threat.

T h e  disordered forces o f  republican  
C hina, under th e  w eak lead ership  o f  
C hiang K ai Shek, had been ab le to  do 
nothing. Y e n  had m oved som e o f  his
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forces steadily w estw ard until U rga lay 
d irectly  in their path. T h e  B olsheviki had 
h ailed  h im  as a m em ber o f  the In tern a
tion ale , and they w ould do nothing for 
fo re ig n  traders in the city. Y e n 's  army 
had snow balled on the way, and now 
he had thousands scattered over Asia. 
M o st o f  them , under his personal com 
m and, were m oving  tow ard the Y ang-tze. 
A  few  thousand pushed on to the west.

T h e y  were never paid. T h ey  stayed 
w ith  th e army in the hope o f  being  fed, 
and w hen they conquered  a city they 
sw ept through it lik e  a plague. T h e  offi
cers took  w hat they w anted, and le ft the 
rest to the rank and file. I f  they reached 
U rg a , the days o f  U n g ern , the mad baron, 
w ould be repeated, and a thousand tim es 
m agnified. In  U n g e rn ’s tim es, only Jew s 
had suffered; now  it w ould be every w hite 
m an, wom an and child . T h ese  Europeans 
had seen m en skinned  alive; women had 
h u n g  from  doorways by their heels until 
th e ir agony was ended by the frenzy o f  
blood-m addened w ild  dogs. N o  w onder 
C alth rop ’s w ife  had  shot h erself, rather 
th an  w ait fo r th e  advent o f  the yellow  
hordes!

T h e  rioting  was spreading from  the 
monastery quarter. W a ilin g , and 

furious cries, crashed throu gh the shat
tered  w indow . L am as, astride their wiry 
ponies, w ere dash ing  about the muddy 
streets, raising th e  cry o f  alarm . Som e
w here, som ehow , a tra itor had arisen in 
th e  holy city. T h e  report— started by the 
first priest J im  had h it— th at the k id nap
p er had been a dragon devil clad in the 
u niform  o f  Y e n  G h iz ’s hordes, lost noth
in g  in the repeating, and as the w hite men 
listened to an excited  colloquy outside 
their window, they breathed a little  m ore 
easily. Perhaps, now , they would have 
th e  doughty m onks on their side, w hen 
the bandit cam e!

B u t it was a forlo rn  hope. T w o o f the

men had fou ght w ith the interloper, and 
they spread, th e ir story drat the assailanc 
had been dressed like  one o f  them selves.

Jensen  burst in to  the room. "T h e  
cam el, it is outside, a lread y," he cried, " a  
w hite cam el, and a fam ous runner. She 
can m ake a hund red  m iles in a day, car
rying a m an.”

"G o o d  w ork,” said  Jim . " I ’ll  see you, 
w hen I can b rin g  in som e am m unition 
w ith m e.”

H e picked up th e  sack that contained 
the old  m an. H e  shook it, anxiously. 
T h ere  was a litt le  stifled w him per from  
w ithin . “ G o o d ,” he thought. "T h e  old 
boy’s standing th e  racket pretty w ell. 
H e ’ll com e in h an d y!”

H e seized h is A m erican  saddle-bags, 
dragged the B u d d h a a fter h im , and lashed 
them  both onto th e saddle behind him . 
H e w arned the m en w ho w atched h im : 
"K e e p  your eyes open ! I ’ll have a devil 
o f a tim e gettin g  back w ith the ammo. 
G od  know s how  I  can get away w ith it. 
B ut it’ll com e in , som ehow — with me, 
or w ithout m e.”

H e com m anded th e cam el to rise. T h e  
ungainly beast, com p lain ing  bitterly, 
clam bered onto its spindly legs, and sh u f
fled down the street, through a m ob o f  
yelling , cursing lam as, w ho knew  they 
m ust do som eth ing  to  bring  back their 
Buddha— and w ho had no idea w hat it 
m ight be.

T h e re  is no p rim itiv e m eans o f  convey
ance, not even th e w ind-spaw ned steeds 
o f  the A rabs or th e  vast war canoes o f  
the A laska Ind ians, that can cover te rri
tory like a good cam el. Crane, sea lin g  
h im self to the rock in g  gait, watched with 
satisfaction as fam ilia r  landm arks flew 
past him  on the K algan  road. Som e
where, down there, was G eorge W eston  
w ith a carload o f  belts fo r the m achine- 
guns the Europeans and A m ericans had 
carefully  cherished fo r years. I f  they had 
been discovered —  indeed, if  they had
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been found with their autom atic pistols—  
they w ould have been sum m arily executed 
by the Soviet Buriats. T h ey  had treas
ured the arms fo r such a tim e as this—  
and now  the assault was upon them  on a 
grander scale than they had ever feared. 
T h ey  could hold off the yellow  devils for 
a  day— or two days— or even three days. 
B u t that would not be enough. T h e  m a
rines w ho had been sum m oned from  
P ek in g  could not reach them  for many 
m ore days than that. I f  W esto n  got 
throu gh, if  he could m ake the city, they 
m igh t hold  off the bandits. I f  not— every 
m an there knew  he w ould k ill his w ife 
and ch ild ren  rather than let them  fa ll into 
A siatic hands.

T h e  slow  northern tw iligh t was gen 
tly shrouding th e desert w hen Crane 

ran into the C hinese outposts. T h e  soft 
pads o f  tdie cam el had not betrayed his 
approach until he was alm ost upon them. 
T h e re  w ere cries, an order to halt. H e 
pu lled  his beast o ff to  one side o f  the 
road. H e  could dim ly m ake out an auto
m obile  fu ll o f  m en in  u niform s. I f  he 
stopped, he knew  that he would not get 
away fro m  them  fo r hours— if  ever. W ith  
h is cam el-driver's stick, he urged on the 
beast. H e r legs flashed like electrically 
operated stilts. A  shot rang out. Jim  
slum ped behind her neck. T h e  chances 
o f  bein g  h it by a C hinese soldier are 
sm all. H e took carefu l aim  at the right- 
hand fro n t seat. I t  was a European car, 
and he hoped to disable the driver. H e 
pulled th e  trigger three tim es.

T h e re  w ere angry cries, spurts o f  flame 
in the darkness. T h e  car lurched crazily, 
nearly turned over. T h e  A m erican van
ished beyond it. T h e  m otor stopped, and 
he did not hear it start again . I t  had been 
a d o se  shave; and he m ight run into more 
trou ble at any m inute.

H e  stayed a hundred yards from  the 
road. T h e  cam el groaned at the effort

o f  traveling over the uneven ground, but 
s till they made good tim e. Shadow s 
passed by. Com m ands to halt w ere 
shouted a fter him , but there w ere no m ore 
shots. H e knew  he m ust be am ong the 
vanguard o f Y e n  G h iz ’s straggling  arm y.

T h e n , far ahead, h e heard the rapid 
bark ing  o f  many arms. Som e kind  o f  a 
fight had broken out. T h ere  w ere the 
sharp explosions o f  rifles; the harder, stac
cato bursts from  a single autom atic.

"Sou nd s damn funny,” m uttered J im . 
"B e tte r  m ake look-see.” H e  pulled in th e  
cam el, and as silently  as possible crept to 
ward the shooting. T h en  he signaled his 
beast to kneel. H e dism ounted, took an 
autom atic in each hand, and stealthily 
stole forw ard.

B u llets began to crackle past. H e 
crouched low er. S till he could see none 
o f  the attackers. A  spurt o f  sand flew up 
at his feet. "G e ttin ’ close,” he m uttered.

H e  dropped to his belly, and began to 
creep forw ard. H is elbow s sw ung like 
the legs o f  a big  spider. T hu s, many 
tim es, he had stolen across N o  M a n ’s 
Land, and in the m anner o f  his ancestors, 
silenced  som e sentry w ho blocked the 
path  o f  a raiding-party. N o n e o f  these a t
tackers seem ed to  be near h im . S till, he 
could not see w hat they w ere shooting  
at. T h en  a large, dark form  loom ed up 
in th e night. A n  autom obile!

C loser and closer crept C rane. H is fin 
gers tightened on the autom atics. T h ey  
w ere Lugers, o f  the type developed in 
the w ar; each m agazine was a lo n g  co il, 
h o ld ing  three dozen cartridges.

W o u ld  it be frien d  or foe? W a s the 
car Chinese— or Russian— or one o f  their 
ow n? From  the size o f  a sheep it had  
grow n to  the size o f  a cam el. T h en  he 
discovered it was a Ford  —  a station 
w agon.

T h ere  was one m an crouched som e
w here alongside it, answ ering the shots 
o f  the attackers. D id  he dare approach?
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C ou ld  it be W esto n , com e this far? Jim  
d id  not know , and he could see nothing.

T h e n  there was a cry. T h e  driver had 
b een  hit! A  string o f  curses broke out. 
W e s to n ’s voice!

" Y o ,  G e o rg e !"  w hooped C rane. H e 
ju m p ed  to his feet, and how ling  a long 
C om anche yell, dashed tow ard the car. 
T h e  attackers had heard h im . Perhaps 
th ey  had seen him . B u lle ts  began to 
w h istle  past his ears.

W esto n , clin g in g  to  th e  side o f  the 
l i t t le  truck, was still firing. B u t as C rane 
cau ght him , dragged h im  to  a m ore com 
fo rtab le  position, his hands w ere sticky 
w ith  blood fro m  a yaw ning chest w ound.

"K e e p  'em  off— Jim ,” panted the 
w ounded m an. " I ’ve g o t am m o— all w e 
n eed . F or G o d ’s sake, keep ’em  off— an’ 
tak e  it  in .”

J im  hesitated fo r  a sp lit second. W e s t
o n  was done for. H e  was a ll too sure o f  
th a t. T h a t le f t  nobody betw een the b an 
d its and those m en back in U rg a, but 
h im self. I f  they got h im , it  w ould be the 
en d  o f  the fracas, except fo r  th e  m urder

ing-
T h e n  he stood up. " W h a t  the h e ll!” 

h e  yelled. " I f  my num ber’s up— it’s u p !” 
M o re  than once he had  bluffed his way 
o u t o f  a scrape w ith th e  C hinese. T h ey  
s t ill  believed in  devils, and w ere m ore 
th an  h a lf  convinced th a t a ll foreigners 
w ere inhabited by them . Y e ll in g  like the 
redskin  he was, an autom atic sp itting  in 
each hand, h e  dashed tow ard the attackers. 
H e  blessed in  a thousand ways his coiled 
m agazines. A nd  he prayed in a thousand 
m ore that they w ould not jam !

Straight into that scattering fire he ran. 
B u lle ts  flew closer. H e  could  not help 
ducking, w hen one pierced th e brim  o f 
h is hat. A  bandit loom ed up in fro n t o f 
h im . T h e  m an w ent dow n m inus m ost 
o f  his face. A nother jum ped tow ard him , 
th ru st a rifle against his breast. T h ere  was 
n o  tim e to  shoot. J im  knocked up the

barrel, drove the end o f  his own pistol 
against a m ou thfu l o f  leering  teeth. A  
gun butt crashed across his shoulders. 
F o r a second he stopped, paralyzed by 
pain. T h e n  he k illed  th e  m an w ho had 
clubbed h im . H e  w as sw earing in six 
languages —  E n g lish , Sioux, Russian, 
Chinese, T ib e tan  and Fang . H e  began 
to  feel like sing ing . In  fact, desperate as 
the situation was, h e  was having the tim e 
o f  his eventfu l life .

Seven tim es, in q u ick  succession, his 
autom atics snarled. A  w ail w ent up from  
th e C hinese. I t  was in  a d ialect Crane did 
not understand. H e  shot in  th e  direction 
o f  the noise. T h e n  th e  bu llets w hich had 
been bom barding h im  stopped. H e 
w aited, tense. W a s  th is som e new  sur
prize?

T h en  he heard the crum bly noise o f  
feet padding away across the sand. H e 
had outbluffed them !

H e dashed back to  W esto n . T h e  man 
was unconscious. J im  forced  th e  neck o f  
the brandy flask betw een th e  set teeth. 
T h e  liquid fire stung h im  back to  life . 
" I ’m — g on er,” he m urm ured. " G o  on—  
w ith stuff. I t ’s— in— blocks o f  tea. Y e n  
— flanking m ovem ent— o ff road. Betw een 
here— and U rga. N o  M arin e  planes— at 
P eip ing  —  w on ’t b e h ere-— -fo r  w eeks.” 
H is w ill broke. B y  suprem e self-contro l, 
he had hung on to  the thread  o f  l i fe  long  
enough to give his new s to C rane. N ow , 
w ith a bu bbling  o f  b lood  in  h is throat, 
he dropped his head, and died.

Jim  lifted  h is body in to  the back o f  the 
car. H e could not tak e th e tim e to bury 
h im , now. H e  jum p ed  into  th e  driver’s 
seat, tried the m otor. G ood ! I t  still 
w orked— if  they hadn’t plugged the gas 
tank.

H e w aited only lo n g  enough to refill 
his m agazines, and th en  h e  gave the bus 
a ll it would take. H e  bum ped off down 
th e road to  U rga. " I f  I can only get 
through befo re  Y e n  h its the road again,”
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he thought, "w e 'll be able to stand them  
off.”

T h e n  he sw ore aloud. H e jam m ed on 
the brakes. " O f  all the cam el-headed, 
verm inous Buriats, I ’m the w orst!” he 
yelled. H e  had com pletely forgotten  the 
old liv in g  B ud d ha!

H e  threw  the Ford  into reverse, bum ped 
back along  the road to the place o f  the 
fight. H e  jum ped off and raced back to 
w here he had le ft th e  cam el. She was 
gone!

" H e ll ’s b e lls !” H e ran to  the car, got 
out a flashlight. It  was in v itin g  disaster, 
h e knew , but h e had to do it. W h y , i f  
he d id n’t  g et the old  fe llo w  clear o f  that 
sack fo r a w hile, he m igh t die. A nd there 
was no te llin g  w here the cam el m ight 
have taken  him !

T h e  anim al had vanished like sm oke 
befo re  a gale. J im  follow ed  the tracks a 
little  way. T h e re  was no sign that the 
C hinese had been near the beast, but he 
knew  h e  w ould never find it in  the dark
ness. I t  m igh t be m iles away, by now ! 
T h e re  was noth in g  to  do but w ait for 
m orning.

C ursing  in several m ore languages than 
he had b efo re , he clim bed  back into the 
car, and drove it o ff th e  road, w here there 
w ould be less danger o f  detection. T h e n  
he chew ed tobacco, and the cud o f  disgust 
w ith h im self. B y  this tim e the lamas 
m ight have turned against the Europeans. 
I f  the return o f  th e ir B ud d ha had been 
prom ised, an d  i f  he cam e back dead, or 
not at a ll, w ell, the band it attack w ould 
have been lik e  a Sunday school p icnic 
alongside w hat w ould happen to  the fo r
eign  devils then! T o  keep his m ind from  
that troublous possibility , J im  dug a deep 
grave and buried the unhappy W esto n .

F o r t u n a t e l y , the northern dawn 
cam e early. N o t two hours a fter he 

had dispersed the bandits, a plover-— rem 
in iscent o f  A m erican  meadows —  flew

cryin g  overhead, and Jim  could see the 
lo n g  w ings against th e  sky. G radually  
shapes began to em erge out o f  the g lo a m 
ing. Seven or eight dead C hinese, used 
shells, bandoliers, lay spraw led about. 
T h e re  was not a man in sight on a ll the 
p la in — and not a cam el.

T im e  was precious. I t  m igh t be only 
a m atter o f  a few  hours w hen the forces 
o f  Y e n  w ould attack. B u t i f  he cam e back 
w ithou t the L iv in g  B u d d h a, they w ould 
find them selves betw een th e devil o f  the 
band its and the rag in g  sea o f  thousands 
o f  m onks.

" W e l l ,” he said aloud, at length , 'T v e  
g o t to  m ake tracks and I ’ve got to find 
th at cam el. H ere’s w here I  do som ething 
D a n ’l  B oon e never th ou gh t o f .”

H e  stepped on the starter, and set out 
to  fo llo w  the trail o f  th e  cam el— in the 
car! Fortunately, the sand was hard  
enou gh  to support h im  w ith  little  d iffi
cu lty; and at the sam e tim e, the su rface 
w as y ield ing  enough to  hold  the traces 
o f  the m issing anim al. T h e re  w ere m in 
utes w hen he rocketed a lo n g  at th irty-five 
m iles an hour. A gain , he w ould have to 
clim b  out and m eticulously  scan som e 
sand-sw ept rock fo r  th e  few  dislodged 
g rain s w hich m eant a fresh  trail.

Fortunately— if  he caught up w ith  it, 
and u nfortunately  if  h e d id n ’t— the beast 
was travelling  in the g en eral d irection o f 
U rga.

"T h is  sure is one n o b le  b u s," th o u gh t 
C rane, w hen he had w eathered a p artic
u larly  difficult range o f  dunes. "S h e  
co u ld n ’t do m uch better i f  she had 
w in g s.” H e groaned as h e saw a steep  
w all o f  sand in fro n t o f  h im . T h e  cam el 
had gone straight over. H e  doubted i f  he 
could  m ake it. B u t on e ith er side, broken- 
out croppings o f  rock  presented alm ost 
insurm ountable difficulties.

'W e l l ,  here g oes!” H e threw  th e old  
car into low gear and ground slow ly up 
the side. A t tim es th e sand gave und er
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the w heels, and they slithered  crazily, as 
th o u g h  the h ill had been ice. T h e  engine 
w as bo ilin g  madly. T h e re  was no water 
w ith in  m iles. T h e  w ind had cut out a 
fu rro w  from  under the top o f  die dune, 
uncil the sand hung at an im possible 
an g le . J im , all unconscious, was g ru n t
in g  along, as the flivver tackled  the ascent. 
T h e  engine coughed. T h e  loose sand 
slip p ed  under the w heels. They  spun 
m adly . T h e  fro n t o f  the car skidded 
around , and began to  slip  down sideways. 
I t  leaned  to one side, tipped, rolled  com 
p lete ly  over, and stopped.

W ith  a w hoop, Jim  jum p ed  clear. T h e  
F o rd  lay on its side, and th e w heels, freed 
o f  the resistance o f  th e  earth, raced craz
ily . H e jum ped dow n, reached in , and 
tu rn ed  o ff the sw itch. B locks o f  com 
pressed  tea w ere scattered a ll over the 
p lace .

" T h is  is a h e ll o f  a n o te !” H e  looked 
at the bus disgustedly. "Sh erid an , 
tw enty  m iles away, hasn’t  anything on 
m e! W e ll, here g o es!” T h e re  was noth in g  
h e  could do there. T h e re  w asn’t a th ing  
in  sigh t he could use as a lever. W ith  the 
assistance o f  the cam el, he m ig h t be able to 
d rag  the flivver back onto its base. H e ’d 
have to keep going, u ntil he caught up 
w ith  the beast!

Resolutely  h e  scram bled over the dune, 
th in k in g  that he cou ld n ’t  b lam e any prod
u ct o f  D etro it fo r re fu sin g  that ascent. 
D o w n  into the next valley w ent the pad 
m arks o f  the beast he follow ed . H e 
clim b ed  the next h ill, w ent over the top, 
and  stopped w ith a surprized exclam ation.

B eneath  his feet was a tiny cam p. A  
f e l t  yourt stood by a fire o f  tam arisk. T h e  
cam el, minus the m onk, crouched content
edly by the door. A nd, at the end o f  die 
depression, there grazed a herd o f  several 
hund red  sheep and goats. Food was 
scarce, but they seem ed to find sustenance 
in  th e  dry desert grow th.

W ith  a gun at ready, J im  w alked cau

tiously down tow ard them . A dog rushed 
out barking. A m an cam e from  the door, 
raised his hand in a gesture o f  peace.

" T h is  is perhaps your cam el you are 
seeking?” he asked in C hinese w ith a 
g lance at d ie w eapon.

" I t  is. A nd my g ra n d fa th e r?”
"H e  is w ell— in th e re .” T h e  m an, ap

parently a tribesm an from  w estern Siberia, 
waved toward the yourt. "B y  the beard 
o f  the Prophet, it is a  strange way you 
carry the o ld !”

A t the w ords, J im  sighed  w ith relief. 
T h e  man was a M oh am m ed an . H e would 
not be interested in  th e L iv in g  Buddha.

A  few  questions, and th e  h erd er’s story 
was out. H e  had been b rin g in g  sheep 
and goats to  sell to  th e  Soviet governm ent 
at U rga. H e had heard o f  th e  approach 
o f  Y e n  G hiz. A  few  sheep and goats 
w hich rem ained, he had le ft, h idden, in a 
lonely gully. T h e  rest had been stolen, to 
feed the bandits. B y  this tim e, said the 
herder, w hose nam e was A li, the C hinese 
m ust have cam ped b efo re  the city.

J im ’s heart sank. H e  had found the 
old m an. H e  had the am m unition. H e 
was not fa r  fro m  his destination. B ut 
how the devil w ould h e  get through those 
hundreds o f  bandits? I f  they spotted the 
m achine-gun bu llets, n o th in g  on earth 
could save him .

H e sat down, fo r  a cerem onial cup o f  
clabbered goat’s m ilk , w ith A li. H e had 
to th ink . H e had ju st about tw enty-four 
hours in w hich to  g et throu gh. T h e  
friend s h e had le ft  in th e  city could bluff 
that long. B u t w hen th e  C hinese found 
the stream  o f  m achine-gu n  bullets fa llin g  
off, like  w ater fro m  a hose th at has been 
cut, it  would be a ll up w ith them . H e 
conversed politely  w ith  th is trader, who 
cursed the bandits w ith  a ll the m aledic
tions know n to Islam . "M a y b e ,” thought 
Jim , " th e  beggar w ill help  m e.”

Suddenly he ju m p ed  up. " W i l l  you sell 
your h erd?” he asked.

O. S.— 4
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" I ,  even I w ho am a fam ous trader, w ill 
se ll fo r  but litt le ,” w hined the Kazak. 
" W h a t  doth it profit m e to hold  my 
herds fo r  the th iev ing  bandits o f  in fi
d els?”

" I  te ll you w hat I ’ll  g ive you. Follow  
m e !”

T h e  little  M oham m edan dashed off 
a fte r  th e  long-legged  A m erican . In  a few  
m inutes they w ere back at the car. Jim  
to ld  h im  he could have it, w ith  all the 
tea  it held , fo r  the sheep. T h is  was such 
w ealth  as A li had never b efo re  dream ed 
o f .  H e  looked at th is stranger as if  he 
th ou gh t th e  desert sun had  affected his 
m ind , and sw ore eternal fealty  i f  the 
A m erican  w ould bu t help  h im  right the 
d evil-engine, and te ll h im  the prayers that 
w ould send it flying.

Sw iftly , then , the tw o got to work. 
T h ey  brou ght over th e  u n w illin g  cam el. 
T h ey  broke up the tea bricks. In  the cen
ter o f  each w ere fro m  ten  to  fifteen  cart
ridges fo r  th e  em pty belts Jim  knew  
filled  the m achine-guns back in U rga. 
T h ey  loaded the bullets into the Srgol 
sack, and carried them  to the herder’s 
cam p.

T h e re , fo r  a space, they w ere stumped. 
T h e n , diffidently, th e  M oslem  w alked 
across to  the cam el, seized a h an d fu l o f  
h air , and yanked it loose.

"G o o d  boy, A li!” yelled  Jim , in  E n g 
lish  the herder could n ot understand. ” 1 
fo rg o t th e  beasts w ere shedding, this tim e 
o f  th e  year.”

A li sum m oned his tw o w ives fro m  the 
yourt. T h ey  w ere quite unabashed at the 
presence o f  th e  w hite m an. T h e ir  lord 
and m aster spoke to  them  in his own d i
a lert, and they set to w ith a w ill, tw isting 
th in , strong cords from  d ie cam el hair, 
and then kn o tu n g  them  securely about 
th e  m achine-gun bullets.

T h e  herder took J im  out to the herd. 
H e  carried his lariat, a  long  hair loop on 
the end o f  a six -fo o t stick, and one by 
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one h e cau ght the sheep and dragged them  
back to  the fire. O n e m an sat on  the 
heads o f  th e  beasts, th e  o th er on th e  rear 
end. C arefu lly  sep arating  th e lo n g  belly  
w ool, they tied  in little  bundles o f  three 
or fo u r m achine-gun cartridges, w here 
they w ere com pletely h id d en, and w here 
they could  not b e shaken loose. T h e  cam 
e l’s h a ir h eld  w ell. T h e  sheep did not 
particu larly  ob ject. B y  late aftern oo n , 
w ork in g  w ithou t rest, th e  fo u r had several 
thousand rounds o f  am m u nition  safely  
concealed .

C rane w as about ready to  drop. B u t 
th is w as n o  tim e fo r  rest. H e  gave a few  
ord ers to A li. T h e  sheep, driven on by 
th e  b lack  dogs, w ould fo llo w  as soon as 
th e  w om en could strike the fe lt  tent.

T h e n  Jim  led  out th e  L iv in g  B ud d ha. 
T h e  p o o r o ld  fe llo w  had  not had so m uch 
exercise fo r  years. H e  was accustom ed to 
b e in g  roughly  handled by h is m inisters, 
w ho knew  w hat a frau d  he was, and w ho 
used h im  fo r  their ow n ends. H e  was an 
extrem ely  sick m an. H e  had been , befo re  
th e  k id n ap p in g , and th e hard  usage did 
h im  no good. B ut th ere is scarcely any 
lim it to  w hat a M ongolian  can edure. A ll 
the w eaklings die out as babies. T h e  m en 
w ill th rive fo r  years u nd er sickness and 
in ju ries  th at w ould k ill a E uropean in a 
w eek.

T h e  B u d d h a clim bed onto th e  cam el 
ahead o f  th e  A m erican. J im  m ade h im  as 
co m fo rtab le  as possible, and slow ly 
guided th e beast tow ard U rga. H e  fe lt  
a strange elation . H e had always been a 
gam bler. M o re  than once h is l i f e  had 
been saved by a lucky turn  o f  F a te ’s cards. 
B u t he had never gam bled  against such 
odds as these.

H e  was som ething o f  an actor, as any 
successfu l adventurer am ong savage peo
p les m ust be, and on this acting  ability  
w ould h an g  h is salvation, and th a t o f  the 
w h ite m en in  the beleaguered city. In  the 
n ex t act o f  the com edy, h e  was to  play
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the part o f  a fearless m an. H e knew  he 
would have the sternest o f  critics; and if  
they w ere not convinced, th at the penalty 
would be death.

A few  hours’ rid in g  b rou gh t h im  to  the 
edge o f  the lo n g  p la in  stretching 

north  tow ard U rga. I t  was s t ill dark, and 
in the blackness h e could see the b ille t fires 
o f  the C hinese bandits. T h e re  m ust have 
been hundreds o f  them . H e  settled  h im 
se lf  as com fortably  as he could , to await 
the dawn, and the arrival o f  the sheep. 
T h e  w ild black dogs, th e  scourge o f  the 
M ongolian  p lain , c ircled  w arily about 
him . H e  surm ised that they had already 
closed with the bandits and learned a new 
lesson— caution.

T h e  first flames o f  th e  sun w ere searing 
the east w hen, far beh in d  h im , he saw the 
dust cloud that m eant approaching  sheep. 
H e shook the L iv in g  B u d d h a, to awaken 
him . "H o ld  on, g ra n d fa th e r ,” he com 
m anded, "ag a in  w e fly !”

H e urged the cam el forw ard . Som e o f 
the C hinese perceived his approach. T h ey  
ran out, threatening  h im  w ith  their rifles. 
J im  paid no atten tion . T h e y  fired over 
his head. B u t, w ith  a g rim  face, he rode 
straight tow ard them . T h ey  quickly rea
lized that he was in  th e ir  pow er, and ran 
forw ard. O n e o f  them  seized the o ld  man 
by the foot, nearly dragged  h im  fro m  his 
perch. Jim  cursed the C hinam an, and 
slashed him  across th e  face w ith  his cam el 
stick. T h en , addressing them  as the offal 
o f  the earth, he d em anded th a t they take 
him  to  their com m ander.

They  stood back, awed. T h e n  one o f 
them  beckoned, and respectfu lly  led the 
way tow ard a tent in  th e  m idd le o f  the 
encam pm ent. T h e  sentry at the door 
tried  to h alt them . C ran e looked at him , 
scornfu lly , lifted  th e  o ld  m an from  his 
seat, and pushed past in to  th e  tent.

D esp ite  the earliness o f  the hour, four 
C hinese, dressed in "o fficers ' ” uniform s,

squatted about a low  table on which there 
was a p ile o f  papers, and a pot o f  tea. 
T h ey  jum ped to th e ir feet w hen Jim  en 
tered. O n e o f  them  yelled fo r the guard.

Coolly, and quickly, the Am erican 
dropped his burden and w hipped out an 
autom atic, w hich he thrust in the face o t 
th e  man who called . T h ere  was a breath
less instant o f  silence. T h e  C hinam an's 
eyes narrow ed dangerously, and Jim  
nearly squeezed th e  trigger. I t  looked as 
though he w ould have to fight for it. 
T h e n  his stare conquered that o f  the y el
low  m an, who tu rned  away his eyes. H e 
ordered the guard , w ho cam e to the tent 
door, to w ithdraw .

" I t  is w ell, fa th ers ,” said Crane m ean
ingfu lly . "N o w — see ye the old  man I 
carry w ith m e?”

T h ey  nodded, w ithout saying a word. 
H e continu ed : " Y e  have heard o f  the 
Pope o f  the Lam as— the Buddha W h o  
L iv es?”

O nce m ore they nodded silently . "T h e n  
look— and look  w e ll.”

T h e ir  yellow  faces m ight have been var
nished  masks. B u t h e knew  they under
stood.

"H e  was s to le n ,” he w ent on, " fro m  
th e H oly  o f  H o lies . D eath  stalks through 
the city until he returns. A nd  to him  w ho 
in ju res the L iv in g  L ord  w ill fa ll the 
Thousand  K n iv es and the R unning  
F ire s .”

H e  w atched th e ir  faces, narrow ly, w hile 
he pretended th at h e  concerned h im self 
w ith  the old  m an. " I  have rescued him , 
I ,  s in g le -h an d ed !" T h e  fou r C hinese 
stirred. J im  was b eg in n in g  to  think they 
believed h im . I f  they did— h e must be a 
m ighty w arrior in  th e ir eyes.

"F ro m  a hund red  renegade M ongols 
and Russians I  captured  h im .” S till there 
was no response, but J im  could see that 
he was g ettin g  an effect. " I  shall take 
h im  through your lin es this m orning.
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"D a m n  th eir so u ls !" he thought, "w hy  
d on ’t they say som ething.

" I f  anything happens to  h im ,” he co n 
tinued, "you w ill b e h eld  responsib le!" 
H e  pointed th e m uzzle o f  his p istol at 
th e  officer he jud ged  to  be in charge o f 
th e  bandits. "T h e re  are th irteen  thousand 
m onks w ith in  th e city. I f  h e  is not given 
sa fe  conduct, they w ill stran gle your m en 
w ith  th e ir bare hand s.”

T h e  C hinam an h e  addressed sm iled 
ironically . ” 1 have n o  b attle  w ith  the 
m onks,” he said, "b u t w ith  the foreign  
devils, and th eir gold . T h ey  are w hat I 
cam e fo r .” J im  flushed at h is insolence. 
"T a k e  in  th e  H oly  Father. H e  w ill not be 
harm ed .”

"N o w !” thou ght J im , taking a deep 
breath . "H e re  goes:

" W ith  h im  m ust go h is h erd ,” he said 
casually.

"M y  m en are hungry m en ,” responded 
th e  officer.

"T h e  m onks are hungry m en,” in ter
rupted Jim . "T h e s e  are sacred sheep. 
T h ey  are dedicated to w ip ing  out the in 
su lt to the Buddha. T h e  death o f  a  single 
sheep can only be expunged by b lo o d ."

" I  w ill see w hat I can d o .”
" T h e  death o f  a s in g le  sheep,” said 

C rane grim ly, "m ig h t easily result in  the 
death o f  th e  B u d d h a.” A nd  w ith that 
threat, he turned, and carried the old  man 
from  the tent.

H e  placed his burden upon the cam el, 
clam bered aboard h im self, and rode back 
to  m eet A li and the sheep.

" A l l  right, A li,” h e  said. " W e  go 
th rou gh .”

T h e  little  M oham m edan grinned, 
bleakly. " I  sh all die, m aybe, with all my 
sheep?”

Jim  shrugged h is shoulders. " I f  the 
yellow  m en seize one sheep and s lit its 
belly , w e a ll die. I f  they do not, you w ill 
be paid in m any gold  p ieces.”

“ I t  is K ism e t,” m urm ured the herder,

sm iling  again. "L ea d  th e  way, my m as
te r .”

St r a ig h t  to  the edge o f  th e  cam p rode 
W h o o p in g  Crane. H e  looked neither 

to the r ig h t nor to  the le ft. T h e  bandits 
opened a grud ging  way fo r th e  anim als. 
J im  halted , w aited fo r  th e  tu rm oil o f  an
im als to  m ove p ast h im . T h e  A siatic 
sheep-dog is not so  in te llig en t as that o f 
th e  W e st. A li’s w ere o f  litt le  assistance, 
excep t to  keep th e  anim als m oving. T h e  
herder, h im self, darted h ere  and there 
h ead in g  up th e herd, and k eep in g  w an
derers in  place.

W h e n  th e end o f  th e  procession had 
reached h im , Jim  follow ed  a fter  on his 
cam el. T h e  bandits had crow ded u p  to  the 
lin e  o f  m arch. A n  uneasiness m oved 
throu gh  them . T h ey  w ere hungry. They 
had n o t been paid. T h ey  cared nothing 
fo r  th e  old  yellow  m an w ho sat befo re  the 
foreig n  devil upon the cam el. W h y  
should they not eat? T h e ir  officers were 
fools--------

T h re e  o f  them  jum p ed  on a sheep. 
T h re e  tim es th e  A m erican ’s pistol 
cracked. T h re e  m en lay dead o r  w ounded 
upon the sand.

T h e  crowd closed in . Som eone h it A li. 
A g ain  th e  autom atic snarled, and another 
b an d it dropped.

T h e  advance was halted . H e  could 
shoot as straight and as qu ick  as lightn ing , 
th is cam el-driver. T h e  m en w ith in  range 
o f  his gun hesitated. T h e n  som ebody shot 
at h im  from  th e rear. H e  w hipped about. 
A g ain  rifles rang out. T h e  cam el h e  was 
rid in g  scream ed, collapsed under him . 
T h e re  was barely tim e to yank off th e  old 
m an, w hen the C hinese closed in.

" G o  on w ith the sh eep !” h e yelled  to 
A li. T h en  he cut loose w ith  his gun. 
O n ce  m ore the coiled  m agazines o f  the 
Lugers proved to  b e life-savers. E ight 
C h in ese  fe ll befo re  his first volley. Som e 
o f  them  shot at h im — and k illed  each
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other; They' broke, backed away from  
him . Som e dropped to  the ground, to 
avoid his bu llets, to steady their own 
arm s. A  way opened. Y e llin g  like a 
m aniac, dragging the sacred Buddha 
under his le f t  arm, J im  charged.

Som e o f  the sheep had been separated 
from  the flock. T h ey  had been captured 
by the bandits. D iscovery , now , was only 
a m atter o f  instants. O n ce  the ruse to get 
the ammo through the lines was discov
ered, hell w ould cut loose, and he would 
be at the bottom  o f  it.

B u t still there was tim e. N obody quite 
dared face this y elling , shooting  Y an k . 
T h e  poor old  m an, silen t under all his 
m istreatm ent, began to  babble aloud: 
Om man't padme hurt, a T ib etan  prayer 
w hich, for once, a  prayerw heel could not 
say fo r  him .

T h e  C hinese are th e  w orst shots in the 
w orld. B u llets flew  a ll about J im  and the 
Buddha, but they w ould have been h it 
only by accident. T h e  m en behind were 
shooting ; those in  fro n t w anted only to 
g et out o f  th e  way. H e  caught up w ith 
the sheep. T h e  anim als, still herded by 
the excited A li, w ere stam peded, now—  
but they w ere ru n n in g  in the right d i
rection.

Jim  passed them . H e  was out o f  the 
ruck o f  Chinese, now . T h e  edge o f  U rga 
lay ahead. A  cheer w ent up. T h e  w hite 
m en there had seen h im ! T h ey  fired a 
b rie f burst o f  m achine-gu n fire over his 
head, as w arning to  the pursuers.

T h e n  a shriek  rose fro m  behind . "T h e  
sheep! T h e  sheep !” he heard  the bandits 
yell. "T h e y  carry bu llets fo r  the devil 
g u n s!”

F irin g  broke out anew . T h ey  were 
shooting now , n o t at h im  so much as at 
the racing anim als. H e  glanced  back over 
his shoulder. Som e tw o dozen m en, all 
giants, had detached them selves from  die 
ranks and w ere pu rsuing  h im  w ith the 
fury and im petus o f  w ater buffalos. They

had discovered his perfidy; they would 
have their revenge!

J im  looked back, again. Carrying the 
old m an, as he was, he could never 
escape. H e  looked ahead. A t the rate 
these men w ere running, they m ight eas
ily head o ff the sheep. Besides, the m arks
m en w ere g ettin g  the range now. A n
im als lay dying a ll over the plain. T h e 
g reat flock, slashed by the fire, showed 
signs -of breaking  up.

H e  could plainly m ake out the m en in 
A m erican clothes. B u t those m en were 
help less. T h ey  had no arm s except the 
m achine-guns. A nd  fo r them  the ammu
n itio n  m ust be low. Besides, he was in 
the lin e  o f  direct fire.

T h e n , farther to the le ft, he saw a huge 
m ob o f  red and yellow  lam as. They  un
derstood that there was no threat to them  
in  the attack. T h ey  w ere w atching with 
considerable d elight the danger and dis
com fiture o f  the w hite m en. I f  those fo r
eign  devils w ere w iped out, so much the 
better.

J im  stopped. H e dropped the Buddha. 
H e cupped his hands b efo re  his face. 
A nd  from  his throat burst one o f  his 
fam ous w hoops: Om mani padme hunt

T w ice  he shouted it. T h e n  h e  lifted  
the liv ing  Bud d ha h igh  above his head, 
and began to race tow ard the lam as. They  
heaved, like an oily wave b efo re  it breaks, 
and then  they spilled  forth  upon the plain. 
M o st o f  them  w ere arm ed only w ith prim 
itive weapons. B u t there was a foreign  
devil trying to save their L ord  from  a 
crow d of C hinese bandits.

J im  was right. They  did w hat he ex 
pected. H a lf  a dozen o f  them  cam e to 
h im , snatched away the o ld  m an. T h e  rest 
•— thousands o f  them — set upon the C h i
nese. They  did not w ait fo r the bandits 
to use weapons. T h ey  dashed into hand- 
to-hand com bat so quickly that the 
C hinese gave, w ith the shock. T h e  ban
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dits were com pletely disorganized. T h e  
clubs o f  the T ibetan s w ere m ore effective 
than the butts o f  the rifles. J im  turned, 
dashed tow ard the A m ericans and E u ro
peans.

A li stood out befo re  them , dancing up 
and down Like a jack-rabbit. T h e  m en 
had herded the sheep into a street, and 
w ere even now  tossing them  onto their 
backs and ripping  out th e  precious cargo 
they carried.

J im  looked back. T h e re  w ere a few  
stray bullets flying, but h e was used to

them . T h e  T ibetans w ere beating  the 
C hinese off, fo r the tim e being. T h e  m a
chine-guns w ould do the rest— until the 
M arines cam e!

W h o o p in g  Crane stopped. H e  was 
suddenly very tired and hungry. " W e l l ,” 
h e thought, " I  gotta com e back in sty le!” 
H e  tightened  his belt. H e  raised his voice 
in a throat-sp litting  w ar-w hoop. T h en , 
stro llin g  tow ard the defend ers o f  the city, 
he bellow ed  a fam ous battle-son g  o f  the 
p a le-faces :

"Mademoiselle from Armentieres, par
ley voo . .

Rondeau Orientale
By  ALICE I ’ANSON

H ere by the sea the so ft lights g low  

O ver qu aint F u ji’s cap o f  snow ;

’T is  blossom  tim e and the w ind is sweet 

From  F u ji ’s crown to  the w hite-w inged fleet 

O f  seabirds fluttering to and fro !

C ool little  w avelets com e and go ;

B u t on ly  the ghosts o f  "sam p an s” show  

W h e n  the m oon sails up to my calm  retreat 

H ere by the sea!

A nd  ah, the song o f  the G eish a !— so 

T h e  m erm aids sing  in their caves below !

I dream  o f  the gray su rf’s restless beat 

T o  the rhythm ic patter o f  dancing feet 

W ith  the o ld , old  lure that the A ges know ,

H ere by the sea!



THE SECRET TRAIL
By G. G. PENDARVES

The slave city of Zug— a vivid tale of the Zawa Arabs and a 
white girl carried into captivity

“ ■^TTirTE A R E  lost, then ! I ’ve o ften
W w  w ondered w hat it  would be 
"  ’  like to  b e  lo st in  th e  desert—  

now  I know !”

Paul G raham  looked down at the sm all 
figure tru d ging  by his side, and h is heart 
sank to  his cracked dusty boots. Bad 
enough fo r his partner and h im se lf and 
th e h and fu l o f  m en and cam els that m ade 
up their sm all garfla; but to  have a g irl, 
and, m oreover, this p articu lar g irl w ith 
them  in such a crisis m ade th e  situation 
a n ightm are to  the m an.

H e  and Josep h  Southey had been en
gaged  in  superintending  excavation w ork 
in the A shaggar region o f  the Sahara fo r 
th e  past six m onths. H is  partner was an 
elderly m an w ith  a first-class brain  and 
a q u ite  uncanny in tu ition  and know ledge 
o f  w here and how  to d ig fo r  treasures 
o f  ancient civilizations. V a lu ab le  q u ali
ties in a partner fo r  P au l G raham , who 
possessed no very rem arkable m ental g ifts , 
but w hose hum anity  and understanding 
o f  his m en had saved th e situation num 
berless tim es, w hen Sou they’s irritable 
im patience threatened  to  break up things 
entirely . T h e  senior partner was a crab
bed, dyspeptic, m ean litt le  m an, w ith  just 
one ru ling  passion in h is l i fe — the col
lecto r’s passion, an insatiable desire for 
m ore— always m ore!

H is daughter, Jo an , m otherless since 
she was a baby, had been brought up on 
h er u ncle’s ranch. T rav e l and adventure 
w ere irresistib le lures to  her, and, w hen 
she had heard fro m  h er fa th er in T u n is 
e igh t m onths ago, that he was arranging 
an expedition to  th e  in terior, she decided 
to  jo in  him . T a k in g  th in gs in  her own 
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capable hands, she had landed a t A lgiers, 
established h erse lf at th e  M ustapha H o 
te l, interview ed consuls o f  all kinds and 
co lors, m ade lastin g  friends o f  a  very 
highly-placed  and corpulent G overnm ent 
official, a  w ell-know n diplom at, several 
officers in  a fam ous Spahi regim ent, and 
a host o f  m inor celebrities.

H e r  w ell-defined  ideas w ere translated 
in to  solid  facts in the course o f  a few  
w eeks, in  spite o f  the inertia, red tape, 
and p re ju d ice w hich heaped up obstacles 
in  her way. She jo in ed  her fa th er and 
G raham  at G hadam es one b lazin g  autum n 
day, w ith h er cam el, h er little  retinue, her 
baggage, and a disarm ing ch eerfu l assur
ance that a w elcom e aw aited her.

Even h er fa th er grudgingly  adm itted 
that she could ride and shoot better than 
m ost m en h e knew , and that he didn’t 
m ind havin g  her as long as she didn’t 
in terfere  w ith his w ork. G raham , after 
h is first sight o f  Joan  scram bling off her 
b ig  m ount, sunburned, dusty, and very 
happy, f e l t  that not only could h e  over
lo o k  her m istake in  choosing so disagree
able a fa th er, but that it  was his plain 
duty to prevent her m aking fu rth er m is
takes in  h er li fe — in the m atter o f  a  hus
band, fo r  instance!

T h e ir  excavation com pleted, the garfla 
w as w orking  south tow ard E l M usa, w hen 
disaster overtook them  in the form  o f  the 
dreaded gibli, plus a guide w ho proved 
a t fau lt in  th e  crisis. They  w ere lost, and 
th e  prospect o f  find ing w ater grew  hourly 
fa in ter. Paul groaned inw ardly at the 
th ou gh t o f  w hat the desert m igh t yet 
hold  in store fo r  the dauntless little  com 
panion at his side.
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" W e ll ,  M r. O w l, d o n 't b lin k  at m e in 
th at solem n way! I  fee l as though I ’d 
been  caught stealing my u ncle ’s cherished 
grapes. O h , why did you rem ind  m e o f  
grapes? I feel ten  tim es th irstier  n o w !” 

" T r y  su cking  a dried date. ” P au l pulled 
o n e  ou t o f  h is pocket and offered  it. " I t ’s 
a  sort o f  A rab  chew ing-gum — specific fo r 
m any ills !”

“ D o  you th in k  th e  gu id e w ill recover 
soon?” she asked presently, a fte r  a long 
interval o f  silen t difficult progress, their 
fee t s ink in g  to the ankles in  the fine, re
cently  blow n sand. T h ey  w ere travelling  
in  th e  w ake o f  the gibli— th at n ightm are

o f  the Sahara— w hich rushes in how ling 
m ad destruction from  th e south, levelling  
great dunes to a fiat tab leland , p ilin g  
vast m ountains o f  sand to a thousand feet 
above the plain, lif t in g  th e  crests from  the 
sand-waves in great w h irlin g  p illars o f  
dust— sand-devils, th e  B ed u ins call them  
— burying man and cam el, v illage and 
oasis, caravan and lonely traveller beneath 
its dusty pall.

" I t ’s an even ch an ce,” replied Paul. 
" T h e  gibli has destroyed a ll the landm arks 
on this trail, and at th e  best it was not a 
w ell-m arked route. I t  is rarely used by 
caravans, there are so few  w ells. O nly  a
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sm all garfla such as ours, w hich can travel 
ligh t and fast, risks the lesser know n 
routes.”

"H -m -m -m !” Joan  sucked her date in 
dustriously. " I t 's  a great pity Father used 
our last com pass to try out th e  thickness 
o f  H assan ’s skull. H e  m ig h t have know n 
w hich w ould w in .”

" I  doubt i f  a compass w ould help  much 
in this uncharted country. O n e is obliged 
to trust to w hat is called  'B ed u in  in 
stin ct.’ A  few  yards to rig h t o r le ft makes 
all the d ifference in finding a w ell, or . . . 
not find ing it !”

"E l mektub— mektub!”  quoted Joan . 
" T h a t ’s w hat Y a h ia , the guide, told  fa th 
er th is m orning. What is written— is 
written! I  th ink  it’s rather com forting. 
Y o u  fe e l it ’s no use w orrying, so you just 
stop d o ing  it! N ow , i f  Father w ould 
only develop a little  A rab  philosophy 
it w ould be so good fo r his digestion. N o t 
that h e ’s had m uch to d igest these last 
few  days, poor lam b !"

" I n  w o lf’s clo th in g !” m urm ured Paul.

" W h a t  the devil’s th at cursed guide 
doing n ow ?” T h e  " la m b ’s” voice was 
harsher than ever, fo r  th irst does not 
tend to so ften  the vocal chords.

A  dried-up, deeply lin ed  face poked 
out fro m  the fold s o f  a b lanket on the 
cam el w hich had just overtaken the 
couple.

" Y o u ’d better shoot th at foo l! H e ’s 
changed his course every h a lf-h ou r since 
we started at sunrise. W h a t  did you want 
to p ick  Y a h ia  for, anyway? L ook  at him  
now ! A nd  there you tw o are stro llin g  
along  as i f  this w ere B road w ay!”

"W h y , D ad, it was you w ho chose the 
guide! Y o u  said--------”

M r. Southey retired u nd er th e com par
ative sh elter o f  his b lanket, like a cuckoo 
vanishing  behind his clock-door. H e 
alone o f  the garfla rode; n o t one o f  the 
rest o f  them  w ould have added a pound

to che loads the poor exhausted beasts 
carried.

It was true that Y ah ia  was behaving 
m ore and m ore erratically. As the Arabs 
say, he had "lo s t his head” , w hich is reck
oned a defin ite disease am ongst them . It 
w as five days since a curious vagueness 
had descended on the guide. H is eyes 
had becom e clouded, and he w alked with 
bow ed shoulders and jerd tra ilin g  in the 
dust. L ater, he began to w ander, chang
in g  his course every now and then , taking 
no notice o f  any o f  the m ore salient fea 
tures o f  the desert, d eaf to the com plaints 
and threats o f  the angry, frig h ten ed  reti
nue. H elp less, they w ere obliged  to fo l
low  him , h op in g  that he w ould recover 
his instinct, hoping  that som e rock, or 
lin e o f  dunes w ould recall his w andering 
wits.

T h e  A rabs w ere at one w ith  M r. South
ey in w anting  to  shoot h im . T h ey  looked 
at th e  tra ilin g  figure w ith m urder in  their 
eyes, and agreed  that i f  they w ere going 
to th e ir death, then Y a h ia  should cer
tain ly  go o n  ahead to lead th e way.

T h ey  began to discuss th e ir  probable 
end w ith th e fatalism  o f  th e ir  race. They  
exchanged grisly  stories o f  disasters that 
had occurred on these little -kn ow n  south
ern ro u tes: stories o f m en d ropping  w ith 
in a few  spear-lengths o f  a  w ell; o f  men 
gone mad and sun-blind, trav ellin g  in cir
cles w ith in  sight o f  an oasis; o f  bands o f 
p row ling  desert-dogs w aiting  u n til a  to r
tured traveller dropped in his tracks, then 
rending  h im  to pieces; o f  jinnees, and 
shaitans, and a ll the fabulous terrors w ith 
w hich th e lonely  untrodden wastes are 
peopled.

T h e  m en forgo t their w eariness in vying 
w ith  one another; even their increasing 
hate for Y a h ia  was subm erged in the 
flood o f  anecdote and fable.

"L o o k !” Jo a n ’s voice was hoarse w ith 
fatigu e. " I s  th at only another m irage, or 
do you see dunes over th ere?”
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" I  have been w atching it for the last 
few  m inu tes,” replied Paul. ” 1 was hop
ing  Y a liia  w ould m ake som e sign, but he 
seem s totally  u ninterested .”

E xcitem en t rose to fev er pitch am ongst 
the rest o f  th e  A rabs. T h e  sun was set
ting , and a ll struggled a lon g  as fast as 
their stiff and weary lim bs w ould let 
them , to g et a  sight o f  th e  land beyond 
those dunes b efo re  darkness fe ll.

H assan scram bled to  the top o f  a long 
h igh  ridge, and fo r  a m om ent was outlined 
against th e  vivid green and v io let o f  the 
sky; then h e  dropped in a pathetic heap, 
a m ere bag o f  dusty clo th in g  on the 
ridge.

" B u t  there are bushes . . .  it  is green 
everyw here!” Jo an  was bew ildered, as she 
too, panted  to  the sum m it, and stood 
b lin k in g  at th e  country beyond.

B u t the A rabs stood dejectedly, and the 
cam els, a fte r  th e ir first w ild  rush to  the 
feathery  green  bushes, stopped short and 
m ade n o  attem p t to  graze.

" I  know  th is p lace!” H assan ’s voice 
broke th e  silence o f  despair. " I t  is called 
the P lace  o f  T h irst. T h e re  is w ater—  
but it is salt! I have heard m y people 
speak o f  th is  p lace . . .  it is death . . .  we 
are lost! Allahu Akbar!”

T h e  fact that H assan spoke in his native 
tongue, instead o f  airing the French  and 
broken E n glish  o f  w hich he was inord i
nately vain, was a sign th at he was utterly 
vanquished.

T h e  hours o f  the fo llo w in g  day 
never seem ed quite real to  any o f 

them . I t  w as a lon g  hazy b lu r o f  suffering, 
an in term in ab le  journeying  on and on and 
on tow ard an horizon that rem ained 
utterly  b lan k  and featureless as th e  hours 
w ore on.

Suddenly Y ah ia , who was stum bling 
and w avering  uncertainly in a southerly 
d irection, gave a queer squeaky cry. 

"L a n d ! L an d !” he croaked, pointing

with one lean shaking hand to a flat 
bluish blur on their extrem e le ft ; fo r  on 
m arch, th e  A rabs re fer to any strik ing  
featu re as " la n d ” .

T h ey  reached it late in the a ftern oo n —  
an oasis w ith date-palm s and a w ell, and 
good grazing  fo r the cam els.

Y ah ia  regained his lost poise as i f  he 
had never " lo s t his head ” at all, never 
led them  to  w ithin  an inch o f  death out 
there in the cruel w ilderness.

"T h is  is one o f  many oases,” h e  in 
form ed  them . "T h e y  are scattered over 
th is region  as beads from  a chain. T h ey  
b elon g  to  the Z aw a tribe . T h a t largest 
one over there m ust be th e one called  
Z u g .”

H assan, restored by this tim e to  his 
habitual eloquence, turned to  Paul.

"Arfi, th e  Zaw as are indeed o f  a  great 
evilness. Is  it  not w ritten  o n  a  cucum ber 
le a f th at they are dogs, and sons o f  dogs? 
T o  go  to  Z u g — that is to go also to  death! 
T h ey  are as the b itin g  w orm s that creep  
quick  on th e ir stom achs— and behold  one 
dies w ith  a great sw iftlin ess!”

" W e  m ust have a guide to E l M usa. 
W e  m ust have food. T h ere  is no ch o ice : 
it is Z u g — or n o th in g !”

"B e tte r  a  noth in g  . . . m uch, m uch 
b etter!” H assan  assured h im .

“ Y a h ia  can  go ahead and do th e  scout
in g  fo r  us. T h is  is his program , anyhow . 
W e ’re g o in g  to  Z u g, H assan, fo r  th e  ex 
ce llen t reason that we can’t  go anyw here 
else. T u rn  on another record, o ld  fe llo w , 
and m ake a fire.”

2

W ITHIN the sun-baked w alls o f  Z u g, 
th e  inhabitants stirred like  rats 

from  th e ir holes, to watch th e  com in g  o f 
a solitary rider. They  w ere an u nattrac
tive crow d, w ith none o f  the character
istics o f  the bold , w arrior tribes o f  the 
desert. G reed , cunning, and suspicion
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w ere w ritten  large on th e ir  cruel faces, 
and in  their restless eyes.

T h e y  sw arm ed to the gates as Y ah ia  
approached , their dirty rags hardly cover
in g  th e ir  unwashed lim bs. Ill-fo rm ed , 
n aked  children  pushed and craw led their 
way am ong th eir elders, in  com pany w ith 
th e m angy dogs that skulked  in  th e nar
row  streets. R efuse and d irt w ere strew n 
on  th e  flat roofs o f  the d w ellin gs, to rot 
and dry in the sun. T h e  ways w ere 
d ark er and m ore tortuous th an  was usual 
ev en  in a desert stron gh old ; m any streets 
w ere  m erely w alled-in  passages, w ith  co r
ners and recesses w here a m an m ight 
h id e , to  slit the throat o f  an enem y as 
h e passed.

T h e  place was rotten to  its core— a 
sw elterin g , fly-ridden h u d d le  o f  dark, 
cav e-lik e  dw ellings, w here lo n g  oppres
s ion  had turned the people in to  w eak and 
v iciou s brutes.

I n  th e  center o f  the w alled  city, how 
ev er, th e  m iserable streets and hovels fe l l  
b ack  abruptly from  a vast square, w here 
a spacious palace, w ith p illars, arches, 
m inarets and tow ers stood proudly a lo o f 
fro m  th e indescribable squ alor o f  its sur
rou n d in gs.

H e re  the Shekh T im g h arb a  lived in 
b arb aric  splendor w ith h is hareem, his 
w arriors, his m usicians and dancing-girls , 
h is innu m erable slaves— w ealthy and se
cu re  behind his double ram part o f  w alls 
in  th e  heart o f  an alm ost inaccessible 
desert.

A n d  to  T im gharba, Y a h ia  dem anded to 
b e  tak en , w hen h e  halted  a t th e  gates to 
p arley  w ith the pock-m arked vicious 
gu ard .

W ith  sublim e assurance, Y a h ia  passed 
u n d er the carved arches o f  T im g h a rb a ’s 
p alace , w here those, n o t o f  th e  house
h o ld , entered w ith a great uncertainty in 
th e ir  m inds as to w hether th e ir  fee t would 
ev er tread  that threshold again!

B u t Y a h ia  strode in past the evilly

g rin n ing  guards, and vanished with an 
assured sw ing o f  his dusty burnous be
hind the gold-em broidered , purple v el
vet h an gin g  w hich shut o ff the audience 
room . H e  em erged an hour later with 
even g reater assurance in his bearing , and 
a fter  a leisurely and sum ptuous m eal he 
was led back to the gates o f  Z u g. A  fresh 
cam el aw aited h im  there, and m ounting, 
he rode away in  a d irection qu ite contrary 
from  th at in w hich lay th e  sm all oasis 
w here the garfkt aw aited h is return.

T he sun was sinking , send ing  long 
spears o f  ligh t across the desert, 

w hen the anxious w atchers saw a cloud 
o f  dust approaching. T h e  cloud devel
oped in to  a group o f  horsem en, w hich 
sw ooped down on them , yellin g  and w av
in g  lo n g  spears, w ith burnouses flying 
like sails behind.

T h ey  w ere Sudanese blacks, g igantic 
fellow s, and they certainly m ade an im 
posing array in their rich ly  striped cloaks, 
their g litte rin g  w eapons and jew els, 
m ounted on A rab horses w hich  chafed 
to be o ff and away. T h e y  had reined 
in  th e ir  steeds with superb con tro l alm ost 
under the noses o f  the startled  little 
group by the w ell.

O n e o f  the riders saluted w ith up
raised arm :

" T h e  Shekh T im g h arb a  sends thee 
g reetin g ! W e  w ill lead th ee to his palace 
at Z u g !"

"W h e r e  is Y ah ia , our servant?" de
m anded Paul.

"Effendi, he awaits thy com ing at the 
palace. T h o u  w ilt fo llo w  h im .”

I t  was a com m and, and P au l turned to 
Joan  and her father.

"Seem s to be no choice about i t ,"  he 
rem arked.

"N o n e ,” the g irl decided prom ptly. 
" N o  use arguing with outsizes like these! 
A nd w ill you look at D a d !”

M r. Southey was entirely  fascinated
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•with the barbaric sp lendor o f  the war
riors. H is  acquisitive instincts w ere alive 
and bristlin g , in spite o f  h is th irst and 
ach in g  body. H e  looked w ith  positive awe 
at the w eapons, jew els, and accouter
m ents o f  th e  escort.

"L o o k — only  look at th e m !” H is voice 
w as as hoarse w ith em otion  as w ith  genu
in e  fa tigu e. "T h o s e  jew eled  clasps and 
belts— th e  scabbards o f  their daggers! 
W h y — w hy they’re priceless! T h in g s like 
that w ere bartered and sold in  A lex 
andria, and  C arthage w hen R om e was 
only  a v illag e. In  th e  tim e o f  H adrian 
and M arcu s A urelius— and long, long 
b efo re  th a t even . . . !”

H e  positively  snarled a t Joan  as she 
gazed d o u btfu lly  at the fierce faces o f  the 
w aitin g  blacks.

" W e ll ,  w hat m ore do you w ant? D o  
you exp ect them  to lay red carpet fo r us 
to  w alk  o n  fro m  here  to  Z u g ?”

H e  tu rned  to  h is cam el, and kicked and 
sw ore at th e  exhausted anim al until it 
g o t to  its fee t, g u rg lin g  and  com plaining 
loudly. W h e n  at last th e  litt le  garfla set 
out, stu m b lin g  along on  sw ollen  blistered 
fee t a fte r  th e  pacing horsem en, M r. 
Southey fo llo w ed  closely on h is cam el, 
h is eyes fixed  covetously on  th e  escort, 
ap p raising  each jew el th a t flashed  in  the 
setting  sun, recallin g  th e  history and pe
riod o f  each w eapon and curious piece 
o f  arm or th e  w arriors carried.

"Ugurrab! M y feet bu rn  as one who 
treads th e  thrice-heated  h a lls  o f  Jehan- 
n u m !” said o n e  o f  th e  cam el-m en.

"M a y  A lla h  guard u s,” answ ered an
other. "T h e r e  is Z u g  even now  before 
our eyes. Gibani! Its  w alls spread like 
th e  dark w ings o f  a jinnee!”

H assan voiced  th e  sam e opinion as the 
drivers.

"M a ste r , w ho bu t a shaitan can be 
w ish fu l to  ru le inside o f  such an aw fu l
ness?”

Jo an  gave a hoarse litt le  chuckle.

" Y o u r  fath er is en jo y in g  h im se lf, at 
any ra te !"  Paul rem arked to  her.

"P o o r  D addy! H e ’d fo llo w  those cir
cus-riders in to  Z u g  now , i f  th e  Z aw as 
had horns and h o o fs .”

H assan  pricked up h is ears, alw ays 
eager to  extend h is vocabulary.

"H a w n sa n o o f! B u t o f  a  certainty th ere 
is no Z aw a w ithout such an h aw nsanoof, 
i f  it is bu t e v il!”

"H a ssa n , you’re p riceless!” Jo a n ’s face 
crin k led  in to  laughter. " I  w ish I  could 
alw ays have you w ith  m e w hen I ’m 
a fra id .”

" A r e  you afraid ?” P au l w as genuinely 
surprized. I t  was absolutely  the first tim e 
she had ever voiced  such a  con fession  in 
h is h earin g .

" I  am ,” she adm itted. " I ’m  n ot very 
im pressionable, but I  can ’t  h e lp  th in k in g  
that th e  nearer w e get, th e  m ore Z ug 
looks lik e  som e black h o rrib le  toad squat
tin g  in  th e  dust.”

"F e v e r ,” was P au l’s com m ent. " Q u i
n in e  and a good sleep is w hat you n ee d .”

B u t in spite o f  h is casual w ords, he 
was fu ll o f  apprehension h im se lf, and he 
pu lled  h im se lf up sharply fo r  a m orbid  
fo o l, as th e  thought occurred to  h im , that 
a fter  a ll, death out there in  the freed om  
o f  th e  w ilderness m igh t have been p re fe r 
able to th e  hospitality o f  Z u g !

3

IT  w a s  on the sixth day that Stephen 
A rp ad  turned up.

In  th e  w ind ing  intricacies o f  T im g h a r- 
b a ’s palace, M r. Southey, P au l, and Jo an , 
to g eth er w ith  H assan, had  been en ter
tained  lavishly fo r six days. T h ey  had 
been to ld  th a t Y a h ia  had gone o n  to 
E l M u sa to  present the credentials o f  his 
party to  th e  great Shelch o f  that city, arid 
that h e  w ould return to  guide them  i f  the 
Shekh  th ou gh t favorably o f  th e  w hite
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m en ’s intentions and the introductions 
they carried.

" I t  is a trap !” declared H assan. "M ay  
I n ev er stroke my beard again if  Y ah ia  
is n o t a lum p o f black m ud! Arfi, is it not 
that Y a h ia  'lost his head ’ out th ere?” 
H assan flung out an im passioned arm. 
" W h e n  it is spoken in th e suk that Y ah ia  
has d one this, no m ore w ill any h ire  him  
to lead  the garflas over th e  w ilderness. 
N o ! T h e re fo re  I  te ll you, Arfi, Y ah ia  
w ould have us always never com e again 
fro m  Z ug! Y a h ia  return? Ugurrab! . . . 
never here . . . never again  h ere !”

T h e  others w ere inclined  to agree by 
the en d  o f  the sixth  day. T im g h arb a  had 
been undoubtedly im pressed by the letters 
show n to h im — letters o f  sa fe  conduct 
fro m  T rip o li, T u at, E l A tasch, and Z id - 
oura. T h e  Shekh o f  Z u g  had read, and 
p laced  the letters to h is brow  and lips, 
had sw orn that he lived m erely to fu rther 
the interests o f  his d istinguished guests. 
B u t, as the days passed, and no w ord 
cam e back from  E l M usa, h is distrust b e
cam e obvious, and he was definitely hos
tile  at any m ention o f  th e ir leaving  Z ug.

M atters looked so serious th at Paul re 
tu rned  from  interview ing T im g h arb a  on 
th at sixth  day w ith a definite resolve to 
escape at a ll costs. M r. Southey, how 
ever, was a ll against it. H e  was b lin d  and 
d ea f to any possibility o f  danger. D an 
ger? In  a city w here such treasures o f  
an tiquity  w ere to be had fo r a few  me- 
jedies? H e  found the days a ll too short 
fo r h is discoveries w ith in  these ancient 
w alls; and, attended by tw o slaves from  
the palace, he peered and poked about the 
filthy streets and alleys, bargain ing  w ith 
the astonished inhabitants, fro m  dawn 
ti ll  eve. D anger— from  w hom ?

M r. Southey put the question with 
g reat bitterness. N o t fro m  the Zaw as, 
p oor dirty brutes— who w ould sell h im  an 
arm let w orth a k ingdom  fo r a h and fu l o f  
m iserab le coins. N o t from  T im g h arb a—

who lavished every luxury and attention  
upon them . W h a t did they fear, then?

T h e  prisoners were discussing the 
question a fter their evening m eal on that 
fatal sixth  day. B lack  slaves had brought 
in the usual banquet on im m ense brass 
trays. D ishes o f  lam b cooked in a dozen 
d ifferent sauces. G reat bow ls o f  couscous. 
M ounds o f  rice w ith hard -boiled  eggs 
and sausages. Sour curdled m ilk , and 
huge stoneless dates.

A fte r  pouring scented w ater over the 
hands o f  the diners, and b rin g in g  to them  
a second serving o f  peppered coffee, the 
slaves w ere preparing to depart on noise
less feet, w hen a sudden noise in  the laby
rinth  o f  corridors m ade them  hesitate. 
T h ey  exchanged fearfu l looks —  the 
whites o f  their eyes g lin tin g — then  w ith 
one accord sw iftly  m elted from  the room.

A  curtain was drawn back from  a 
carved archway o f the room , and on the 
threshold  a man stood and stared  silently  
and lo n g  at the occupants.

H assan stood transfixed, w ith  a cup in 
his hand, and m uttered in his beard : 
"Maleish! N ow  is com e also a great 
w hite devil to torm ent us! T ru ly  A llah  
hath forsaken u s!”

Paul, w ho overheard, th ou gh t this a 
fa ir statem ent o f  fact. T h e  in tru der was 
a huge m an, w ell over six  feet, w ith a 
breadth o f  chest and length o f  lim b that 
m ade h im  resem ble som e g reat ape. H is 
attitude deepened the im pression, fo r  his 
legs b en t outw ard at the knees, h is long 
arms and hairy hands h u n g  lim p and 
clum sily from  heavy stooping shoulders.

B u t w hat roused Paul to fu ry  was the 
keen, appraising look th e  m an bent on 
Joan . A t both M r. Southey and h im self 
he g lanced  w ith slow  contem pt, but on 
Joan ’s face  and figure his sm all eyes 
dw elt so lo n g  and so unpleasantly that 
the g ir l flushed to the roots o f  h er hair, 
and involuntarily  her hand w ent out to
ward Paul.
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A t her nervous touch, he was on his 
feet instantly, interposing h im self be
tween h er and this insolent intruder, who 
cam e forw ard  w ith a high squeal of 
laughter.

In  spite o f  his clum sy bulk  he was im 
pressive— or perhaps because o f  it. H is 
sim ian shape, ill-form ed  skull and repul
sive features obviously expressed a nature 
so low  and cunning, a m ind so im per
vious to any kindly  hum an im pulse, that 
ordinary reactions o f  aversion or even 
hatred w ere sw allow ed up in a sort o f 
am azem ent. H e was paralyzing —  quite 
beyond th e  ordinary rules o f  hum an psy
chology!

" W e ll ,  w ell, w ell! T h is  is very w on
derfu l! M y frien d , T im gh arb a, told  me 
he had guests, and I  hastened to present 
m yself as a fellow -traveler— a fellow - 
countrym an p erhaps!”

T h e  h ig h  th in  squeaky voice issuing 
from  his g reat b u lk  was so unexpected 
and unnatural that an elem ent o f  fear 
crept in to  th e  repulsion w hich h is appear
ance insp ired . H e  bow ed low  to  Joan, 
and she shivered perceptibly as her eyes 
m et his look. She stirred h er coffee, ap
parently oblivious o f  his outstretched 
hand. T h e  m an ’s eyelids narrow ed w ick
edly, and a ligh t like the gleam  o f a 
storm  on  a far horizon showed for a 
second in the depths o f  his slightly 
obliqu e eyes. H e turned to  Paul and M r. 
Southey, sm iling  and very much at his 
ease.

"S o  you are go in g  to E l M usa, T im 
gharba te lls  m e! Lucky fo r  you that you 
struck these oases; you are considerably 
off your tra il— as I suppose you realize 
now ?”

H e squ atted  down am ongst the p ile o f 
cushions heaped on the priceless carpets, 
and turned to  M r. Southey again.

" Y o u , sir, have certainly m ade your 
nam e fam ous throughout the Sahara. T h e  
T ou areg g  tribes —  H oggars, Asgars, and

K elow is— regard you as a kind  o f  m a
g ician, w ho can see right through th e 
sand and rock to w hat has lain buried 
for cen tu ries."

" T h e  T o u a re g g s!” M r. Southey e x 
claim ed in surprize. " I  never had those 
bandits and rascals near my cam ps, that 
Ik n o w o f  . . . a lo t o f  m urdering th ieves!”

"T ru e ! B u t no one crosses the desert 
near their territory  w ithout their know l
edge. Every p lace you have cam ped, 
every man in your pay, every treasure you 
have unearthed is know n am ong these 
tribes from  T u a t to Sokoto, and from  
A drar to T ib e s t i.”

"T h e n , you certainly have the advan
tage o f  us„” interpolated Paul, very q u iet
ly. " W e  know  nothing o f  your activities 
in this part o f  the w orld .”

H is voice in tim ated  very pointedly that 
he had no w ish to do so, but the b arb  
glanced fro m  the behem oth’s th ick  sk in .

" T h a t ’s so. I  forgo t that you did not 
realize w ho I  am . M y nam e is A rpad— ■ 
Stephen A rp ad .”

N o  gleam  o f  recognition show ed in 
the faces o f  th e  three w hite m em bers o f 
his audience; but Hassan, busy w ith th e  
coffee-cups, stood as if  turned to stone, 
and his face w ent a dirty ashen-gray as if  
he had received som e terrib le  shock.

L ik e  a h u g e wary beast o f  prey, A r- 
pad’s sm all eyes travelled from  face to 
face, and, apparently, w hat he saw— or 
did not see— satisfied him , and he relaxed  
and turned to  H assan.

"W h y  d on ’t  you pour my coffee, you 
lazy n ig g e r!”

A ll the startled  blood rushed back to 
H assan’s face  as he presented a cup to  
A rpad w ith  a hand shaking, not w ith fe a r , 
but a deadly prim itive rage at the insu lt.

Paul was very m uch on guard in th e 
hour that fo llow ed , though ft was the 
hardest task  he ever set h im self, that o f  
s ittin g  quietly  and w atching A rpad w ith  
Joan . T o  see h er shrinking  repulsion and
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th e  o th er’s bold  coarse advances was to r
tu re  to the naan who loved her. It  had 
hard ly  required  H assan’s revealing glance, 
how ever, to te ll Paul that Stephen  Arpad 
w as g o in g  to com plicate their dangerous 
situ ation  very seriously.

L isten in g  attentively, Paul realized that 
A rp ad  was no passing traveller like  them 
selves, but one w ho knew  the southern 
d esert and its unruly tribes as one know s 
th e  palm  o f  one’s own hand. H e was 
ev id ently  hand in  g love w ith  T im gharba, 
and , m ore than  that, h e had the freedom  
o f  th e  city, and the Sh ekh ’s authority to  
h im  was no m ore than a pu ff o f  th istle
dow n.

H assan , no doubt, could g iv e som e in 
fo rm ation  later, but m eantim e it b e
hooved  h im  to sit tigh t and discover w hat 
clues h e could that m ight help  h im  to 
m atch  w its and strength against th is new  
enem y.

4

ay a ll the shaitans of the w ilder- 
i ' l  ness baffle his footsteps! . . . may 

th ey  drag h im  down to  Jehannum ! A n 
hound  is h e  . . . h is face  accurst by A l
lah ! ln h a d d en  beytich! N ig g er . . . n ig 
g e r  was h is th rice accurst w ord !” H assan 
was beside h im self w ith fury. " H e  hath 
b lackened  the face o f  my fath er! B y  A l
lah , and by A llah  I  w ill------- -”

" Y o u  w ill stop w agging  that in fernal 
to n g u e o f  yours and listen  to  m e !” P au l’s 
voice w as very stem .

"Arfi!’’ T h e  distracted A rab salaam ed, 
co llap sin g  like  a pricked  bu bble under 
h is  m aster’s steady eyes. "M y  ears are 
op en  to  thy words as the m outh to  the 
w in e-sk in ! T h o u  art m y fath er and my 
m other, and--------”

" D r y  up, H assan! N ev er m ind w hat 
th e  great ape said to you. T e ll  m e w here 
you heard  h is nam e before. Y o u  know  
so m eth in g  about h im — te ll m e all you 
know , and te ll m e quickly.”

H assan put his m aster’s hand to  brow 
and lip  w ith a dog-like devotion in his 
dark eyes.

"T h o u  hast but to  com m and .” Hassan 
dropped into  his native speech. “Tru ly  
his nam e is w hispered in the suk and on 
th e  caravan trails, Arfi! T h e  p eop le cover 
th e ir faces w hen that nam e is spoken, and 
fear it as they fear the d eath-bringing  
gibli, A h h p ah d !” H assan’s voice sank to 
th e  m erest thread o f  a w hisper. "T h a t 
son o f  E b lis! C anst thou  n o t guess w here
fo re  he has gold , w h erefo re  T im gh arb a  
th e Sh ekh  bow s b efo re  th is w hite  devil, 
w h erefore T im gh arb a  also has so great 
w ealth in this city o f  dogs and devils? 
Slaves!”

H assan spoke the last w ord  in a hiss 
that m ade Paul g lance round apprehen
sively. T h e y  w ere in  the circu lar domed 
alcove w hich was the la tter’s sleeping- 
apartm ent, opening  o ff the vast pillared 
h all w here they had dined.

" A r e  you sure o f  th is?” P a u l’s words 
dropped like  pellets o f  ice ; h is tanned 
features and pleasant k ind ly  eyes had 
hardened incredibly.

" B y  the sacred palm -tree, Arfi, I  am 
m ore sure o f  this than that I  am  H assan, 
son o f  H assan! W e re  not m y fa th er and 
my m other taken by the servants o f  this 
w hite devil as they w orked in  th e open, 
cutting fod d er fo r  cam els? W e r e  they 
n ot branded as slaves and so ld  in  th e  m ar
ket-place at K ano?

“ A lso my brother,” he continued . "H e , 
and his w ife, and his fo u r sons, and all 
his servants, w ere they n o t enslaved also 
by this w hite devil, as they journeyed  on 
th e  trail to  G hadam es? T h e ir  cam els and 
goods w ere seized, w hile they w ere 
bound, hidden deep am ong th e w hite 
devil’s baggage, and taken  to  T r ip o li—  
from  thence to  C onstantinop le! O ne 
youngest nephew  escaped to  te ll m e all! 
T h e  rest I never saw again ! H ad  I not 
been ill at the house o f  m y u ncle  in T im -
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buktu at that tim e, I, too, should be a 
slave! A nd  there are others . . .  I can 
tell you-------- "

"N o t  so loud, H assan !” Paul put a 
steadying hand on the A rab ’s shoulder. 
" B u t  te ll m e m ore— all you know , or 
have heard -of this m an ."

"T im g h a rb a , they say, is his dog. There 
are dungeons beneath this palace where 
the u nfortunates are kept until the w hite 
devil has enough to send to the slave m ar
kets. L isten , Arfi!” H assan approached 
his dark face to P au l’s ear. "T h e r e  is a 
secret route, a  slave-trail w hich the white 
d evil’s v ictim s have w orn deep between 
A byssinia and Sokoto. F o r  ten years this 
path has been trodden in b lood  and tears 
by my people. F or ten  years the tra il has 
been m arked by the bones o f  those who 
died under h is lash. Arfi, the cup o f  their 
sufferings is fu ll, and brim s over as the 
G reat R iv er rises and sp ills  over the land! 
By the life  o f  A llah , th eir ills are many 
as the sands o f  the d esert!”

" I  believe you,” responded Paul, re 
ca llin g  the narrow  receding brow , the 
heavy jo w l, the purplish th ick  lips, and 
cold eyes o f  Stephen A rpad. H e  w ent on 
in a low  tone. "H av e  you discovered any
th in g  yet about the m en o f  our garfia?"

"Arfi, no m an can te ll m e aught o f 
them — they are sw allow ed up in this evil 
quicksand o f  Z u g .”

"L is ten  to  m e, then. W e  m ust get away 
at once. Y a h ia  may or m ay not be a trai
tor to us, but we can not w ait to know 
that. Y o u  have been round w ith the 
slaves and the soldiers —  is there any 
chance o f  help  from  th em ?”

"T h e re  is one, Arfi, w hom  we can trust. 
O n e only. T h ey  are a ll afraid  . . . but 
very greatly  a fra id !”

"A n d  th is one— why is he not afraid, 
too?”

" H e  is A m an, a prince in his ow n land 
o f  A ir. H e  is a lion o f  courage and fears

not even the w hite devil. H e  w ould 
escape from  Z u g  and return to  his ow n 
people— he w ould rouse the tribes and 
lead m any w arriors against this evil city .”

" B u t  cou ld n ’t  he rouse up T im g h arb a 's  
m en to  com e in w ith us? O rganize a fu ll- 
size reb ellio n ?”

"Arfi, a ll are slaves here— not m en! 
T h e  soldiers, the servants, d ie  cou n cil
lors, th e  m usicians! A ll . . .  all w ho 
serve the Shekh are slaves . . . slaves 
w hom  the w hite devil hath  sold to the 
Sh ekh !”

"T im g h a rb a  and A rpad! T h a t’s a 
fairly  w ater-tight com bination. A lm ost 
im possible to get anything on the w hite 
m an, w ith a shekh o f  T im g h arb a ’s stand 
in g  to cover h is tracks.”

"T h e y  are as secret as the deep rivers 
that run beneath the d esert," declared 
H assan.

"A n d  this A m an— what is his position 
here?”

" H e  is one o f  the guard s.”
" G o  at once, then, and see if  you can 

get hold  o f  h im . B ut d on’t  forget that 
n ot only m ust we get out o f  the palace 
and throu gh  the gates o f  the city, but we 
m ust have cam els to take us away from  
h ere .”

"Arfi, I  g o !”
L e ft  alone, P au l’s thoughts reverted to 

the crux o f  the situation— Jo a n ! I t  was 
she w ho m ade the w hole adventure so 
fu ll o f  horror fo r him . T h e  danger that 
threatened them  all was only dust in the 
balance com pared w ith the unspeakable 
threat o f  A rp ad ’s proxim ity to the g ir l 's  
young beauty.

T h e  dom e above him  was open to the 
sky, and through it presently blinked the 
first pale evening  stars. N ig h t fo llow ed  
sw iftly— the b lu e darkness o f  an A frican  
n igh t— and still Paul sat w aiting  . . . 
w aiting  alone, th inking, p lanning  and 
hop ing  desperately.
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“ / t  RFI! Arfi!”
I t  was nearly m idnight, and Paul 

d id  not see the distraught figure u ntil it 
w as at his side, p lucking at his sleeve. 
H assan  had returned at last— and w hat 
a H assan ! H is face was lined and terri
fied , h is turban slipped awry, h is burnous 
so iled  and to m , and the red leather slip 
p ers, o f  w hich  h e  was so vain, w ere m iss
in g .

" W h a t  . . . w hat, m an? Sp eak !”

" T h e  Silt! T h e  Silt . . . she is gone! 
H e  has taken her . . . the w hite devil 
h as  taken  h e r !”

F o r  a few  seconds the m oon lit room  
sw u n g  in  circles before P au l’s eyes, the 
sou nd  o f  roaring  w ater was in h is ears.

" T e l l  m e . . .  at once, H assan !” 
P a u l’s voice was unrecognizable.

T h e  A rab  gasped out his story. A m an 
had  but now  told  h im  all. A rpad had com e 
to  Z u g — leaving  a great gar (la o f  his 
slaves and cam els and soldiers at an oasis 
n o t fa r  fro m  the city— to co llect ad d ition
a l slaves, w hom  T im g h arb a  had  obtained  
fo r  h im . M erchants, w ith th e ir loads o f  
sk in s, ivory, ostrich  feathers, and guinea- 
co rn , on  th e ir  way from  th e  Sudan to  the 
m arkets o f  K an o . Som e hund red  o r so o f 
th e se  unlucky traders, all im prisoned  in 
th e  dungeons o f  the palace, aw aited 
A rp a d ’s arrival.

A rp ad  had com e early in th e  day, many 
h ou rs b e fo re  he visited th e  w h ite m en. 
H e  had  inspected T im gh arb a ’s haul, had 
th e  m erchants shackled and sent on to 
aw ait h is p leasure w ith th e rest o f  h is v ic
tim s, on th e  frin g e  o f the oasis-belt.

" A n d  th e Sitt . . . speak, H assan !” 
P a u l urged the panting terrified  m an.

" S h e  was drugged . . .  as soon as she 
w en t to  her room . D rugged  . . . and 
bou n d  on  th e b ig  mehari w hich n o n e but 
th e  w h ite  devil rides. H e m ounted  and 
b o re  h er off w ith him . T h ey  are gone

5 m any hours now . They go w ith the garfia 
on th at hidden way . . . the secret slave- 
trail to  K a n o !”

"W h y  did you not return b e fo re?”
"T h e y  suspected m e— those thrice ac

curst slaves! T h ey  found m e in a fo rb id 
den p art o f  the palace and bound m e and 
put m e in the dungeons. T h en ce , A m an 
rescued m e. . . .  I  have com e w ith all 
speed to  thee, Arfi! B u t th a t is not 
a ll . . . w ait . . . w ait, Arfi! A m an 
hath also told m e that T im g h arb a  waits 
only u ntil daybreak to  put us to  the to r
ture . . .  we are to m eet h im — A m an—  
in the dungeons! T h e re  is a way down 
that few  know  o f  here, save only the 
guards. . . .  I  w ill lead th ee.”

"W h e r e  is Southey efiendi? H av e you 
seen h im  to n ig h t?”

" Y e a — he sleeps, Arfi. H e  sleeps and 
m utters in  his dream s o f  his m any treas
ures.”

" W e  w ill w ake h im ,” said P au l grim ly.
T h ey  found the w izened litt le  antiqu a

rian tossing and m u ttering as H assan had 
said, and at P au l’s touch h e  sprang  up, 
crying: ” 1 w ill g ive thee th irty  mejedies, 
thou rogue! I t  is w orth  only-------- ”

H e  blinked as Paul shook h im  uncere
m oniously aw ake, and listened in the 
w orst o f  hum ors to the new s o f  his 
d aughter’s abduction, and the need for 
instant action.

"H assan  is a scarem onger! Y o u  know  
these natives. H e ’s been d rin k in g  palm - 
w ine and gossip ing w ith th e  slaves. P ro b 
ably th ere’s not a w ord o f  truth  in what 
he says.”

"B e lie v e  it, or not, as you lik e .” Paul 
did not conceal his contem pt fo r  the little  
m an. " W e  can’t stop to argue. D ecide 
quickly. W il l  you jo in  H assan and m e in 
escaping . . .  in go in g  a fter  Joan ? O r 
do you p refer to  stay here and b e tortured 
by the slaves in a few  hours?”

"V e ry  w ell, very w ell, I ’ll co m e!”
H e was soon ready, thanks to H assan,
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and turned to slin g  a heavy knapsack over 
his shoulders.

"L e a v e  that righ t th ere ,” P au l ordered 
in  a voice w hich made M r. Southey look 
at h im  w ith  open m outh. " I 'm  not h iring 
baggage-cam els fo r  you this tr ip .”

In  a fury o f  im patience, qu ite foreign 
to h im , P au l seized the knapsack and 
flung it across th e  floor.

" Y o u  dam ned little  scavenger!” he 
said. " C a n ’t  you behave like a m an fo r a 
few  h ou rs?”

O veraw ed by th is entirely  new  aspect 
o f  his q u iet partner, M r. Southey m eek
ly fo llo w ed  him , and, w ith H assan, they 
m ade th e ir  stealthy way th rou gh  the in
tricate ways o f  the palace. T h ro u g h  vast 
courts, w here fountains splashed and 
great palm s rose tow ard the vaulted roofs; 
along endless narrow  corridors w here the 
three played g rim  gam es o f  hide-and- 
seek, d artin g  in to  the deep w all-recesses, 
crouching low  behind gayly painted 
chests, slip p in g  lik e  shadows behind the 
frien d ly  fo ld s o f  rich h angings, they ar
rived at last at a sm aller cou rt whose 
three sides w ere open to the n ight.

H ere, H assan pulled aside a silken  rug, 
and tu gged  at a ring  concealed beneath 
it. A  trap-door lifted  on oiled  hinges, 
and a fligh t o f  stone steps was dim ly re
vealed.

H assan led  the way, and Paul pulled 
the trap-door a fter  them . T h ey  had no 
torch and M r. Southey m uttered and com 
plained  bitterly  as he stum bled between 
the other tw o. T horoughly  aw ake now, 
and relieved  o f  the influence o f  P au l’s 
stern eye and H assan ’s m urderous looks, 
he was rem em bering  w hat he had le ft be
h ind : th e  fruits o f  his w hole expedition, 
the result o f  m onths o f  to il and danger in 
the desert; and, in  addition, the un- 
dream ed-of spoils o f  these last few  days 
in Z ug. I f  only he could have brought 
that knapsack with the jew elled  arm lets 

O. S —  6

and the dagger . . . even that o n e p re
cious dagger!

T h e  air becam e m ore fou l and stagnant 
as they descended, decay breathed  from  
the dank w alls they touched in th e ir de
scent. T h e  steps u nd erfoot grew  slippery, 
and H assan led m ore slow ly, w ith  w his
pered cautions.

D ow n . . . dow n . . . dow n!
H assan stopped abruptly b e fo re  a m as

sive door, w ith  a  tiny  barred aperture 
through w hich  a grayish lig h t beyond was 
visible. T h e  A rab  tapped— three ligh t 
strokes and a heavy one. T w ice  h e re
peated this. A  voice from  the farth er side 
called :

" T h e  W e ll  o f  T iz !”
"A n d  th e Seven  Stream s o f  A m ad g an !” 

was H assan’s instant response.
A  key was inserted, turned, and the 

door opened silently . A  ta ll bum oused 
figure drew  them  inside, closed  and 
locked the d oor carefully , and led them  
to a dism al ce ll w here a prim itive lam p—  
a scrap o f  w ick bu rn ing  in a bath o f  o il—  
glim m ered fain tly  in the fou l air.

"T h is  is A m an the guard, Arfi! H e  
w ill te ll you o f  his p lan .” H assan turned 
to Paul.

"O n ly  i f  th ou  dost prom ise that thou 
w ilt take m e w ith  thee, that I may help 
thee to slay th e w hite devil— or be slain! 
A t least out th ere I can die a m an ’s death, 
not as a slave in th is rat-trap o f  Z u g !”

Paul looked w ith pity at the guard ’s' 
branded face, h is haunted tragic eyes, and 
the grim  lines o f  su ffering about his 
m outh.

"Y o u  shall com e, A m an .”
"A n d  a fter  . . .  i f  we slay him ? W ilt  

thou speak fo r m e to the G overn or at So- 
koto, that I m ay return in peace to my 
tribe?”

"Y e s , I prom ise that, too. B u t w hat is 
the plan? W e  are losing tim e . . . every 
m inute they are g ettin g  farth er on the 
tra il!”
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" A l l  haste is o f  the d ev il!"  quoted 
A m an. " W e  have tim e, effendi! It  would 
not be w ell that they should see us in pur
suit, and they can not reach the secret 
trail until n ig h t.”

" Y o u  are sure o f  the w ay?”
A s I am sure o f  death w hen A llah  

w ills !” was A m an’s reply. "A s  captive 
and as the guard o f  captives have I trod 
den th at way, seen it grow  w ide and 
deep, w atched the bones o f  m en and 
cam els p ile up along the tra il.”

P au l shivered at the thou ght o f  Jo a n ’s 
young eyes seeing that via dolorosa— and 
in A rp ad ’s company!

"N o w  I w ill show th ee.” A m an took 
up th e  lam p and led them  on, throu gh  a 
m aze o f  narrow  tw isting passages, cut in 
the rock foundations o f th e  g reat palace. 
O p en in g  off the passages on eith er hand 
w ere sm all, roughly-squared dungeons, 
w here iron staples set in th e  w alls, each 
w ith its length  o f  chain and m anacles 
attached, bore m ute testim ony to  the n a
tu re o f  the place.

M r. Southey bent over one o f  the 
chains, exam in ing  it closely.

"V e ry  prim itive— very ancient type,” 
h e  m uttered, as Paul laid a heavy hand on 
his shoulder. "O n ly  ones I ’ve seen o f  that 
type b efo re  w ere in a T ib e ta n  prison. 
T h is  supports the theory o f  P rofessor 
G h ry lls  that--------”

A m an  stopped at last b efo re  a recess 
w here no chains appeared, but only bun
dles o f  soiled  native garm ents.

" F o r  you,” he told  the w hite m en.
Q uick ly  Paul shed the lin en  suit h e was 

w earing, pulled a tunic over h is head, 
drew  on the long w hite kortebbas over his 
legs, and wrapped a burnous closely about 
h im , draw ing its hood w ell down over 
his face, w hile A m an lashed on  the ghate- 
min w hose raw hide thongs passed b e
tw een th e toes and w ere fastened  at the 
ankles.

H assan  perform ed  the sam e office fo r

M r. Southey, who was m uch intrigued 
w ith this m ost prim itive o f  foot-w ear, and 
gazed at his feet and legs w ith ch ild -like 
satisfaction.

"T h is  is the 'S laves’ G a te ’.” A m an in
dicated a narrow  door set in the massive 
walls close by. "T h e  prisoners enter and 
leave by this entrance o n ly .”

H e  unlocked it, and they had now to 
toil up a sim ilar flight o f  steps to the one 
they had previously ascended. It seemed 
an endless p ilgrim age to Paul. In  the 
thick fou l darkness he seem ed to see 
Jo a n ’s face and slender boyish figure 
always before him  . . . p lead ing  and 
entreating h im  to hurry . . . hurry . . . 
hurry! I t  was a fearfu l strain  to  w alk so 
quietly a fter the deliberate A rabs, w ith 
M r. Southey slipp ing  and gru m b lin g  and 
m uttering at his heels, and a ll th is tim e 
Joan  was out there in th e  great desert 
w ith A rpad . . . Arpad!

T h ey  reached the top a t last, and this 
tim e rio trap-door, but a heavy upright 
one o f  ham m ered bronze opened to let 
them  out on the streets o f Z ug.

L ik e  shadows the fou r m ade good 
speed, A m an leading. Few  o f  the inhab
itants w ere astir, but now  and then a 
ragged form  would turn to  scow l m en
acingly in  their direction. A m an sought 
the darkest, narrow est ways, and the 
great w alls o f  the city w ere only a stone’s 
throw  off, w hen the th ing  happened.

In  one o f  the deep recesses o f  a  w all, 
a filthy Z aw a lay asleep, h is scant clo th 
ing  leaving m uch o f his body exposed. 
A round h is w aist a leather belt was fas
tened, and fro m  it a dagger in  its sheath 
depended, on w hich the native's claw -like 
hand lay, h a lf  relaxed in sleep.

W ith  an exclam ation, M r. Southev bent 
over h im , touching the sheath w ith  eager, 
exp loring  fingers. T o o  late H assan sprang 
forw ard, too  late A m an and Paul turned 
to help. T h e re  was a sn arlin g  cry —  
"Ugurrah!” from  the startled  sleeper— a
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leap-— a flash o f  brigh t steel— and M r. 
Southey fe ll backw ard, th e  Z aw a on him  
like  a panther.

H assan’s attack was as sw ift as had 
been th at o f  the Zaw a, and h is lo n g  k n ife  
ended the latter’s life  in  o n e lightn ing  
stroke. T h ey  pulled h im  o ff h is victim , 
bu t it  was too late.

T h e  co llector had paid  m ore than a 
few  mejedies th is tim e. B u t the dagger 
h e  had coveted was h is . . . in  his very 
heart!

Paul exam ined h im  very thoroughly, 
m ore so because o f  the re lie f  h e  fe lt  that 
th e  little  m iserable creature w as gone. H e 
w ould have been n o th in g  bu t a danger 
and a burden to them . N o w  h e  could  ride 
fast and fa r w ith  only  these tw o fighting  
m en at his side. Satisfied  th at li fe  was 
extinct, h e rose to  his feet.

" W e  can do n o th in g  fo r  h im .”
H assan looked down at the w hite man 

huddled in his borrow ed clothes, eyes 
w idely opened in a curious expression o f 
surprize.

" W h a t  is w ritten— is w ritte n !” was his 
grave com m ent.

W ith  an upw ard je rk  o f  th e  chin, 
A m an assented to Southey effendi’s b rie f 
epitaph and turned to  lead them  on to the 
gates o f  Zug.
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A FEW  m ore steps and they w ere at the 
end o f  the passage, on the m argin 

o f  a square som e hundred yards across. 
T h e  m oon was h igh , and flooded the 
open space w hich the th ree fugitives w ere 
o b liged  to cross.

A round this square w ere th e quarters 
o f  the guards, liv in g  like wary anim als 
behind the narrow  slits o f  w indow s in the 
otherw ise blank w hite w alls that form ed 
the square. D ay  and n ight, fierce eyes 
watched from  these tiny w indow s; day 
and n ight dark brutal faces peered from  
behind those sinister peepholes that fo 

cussed on th e  square b e fo re  the gates o f 
Zug.

"P u ll thy hood  close, effendi,”  urged 
A m an, as they hesitated  on the verge o f  
that perilous last hundred  yards o f  m oon 
light. " W a lk  thou  at m y heels, both thou 
and H assan. D ra g  thy feet, and hang 
thy heads, and  bow  thy shoulders as those 
who w alk in  g r ie f  and affliction. Speak 
not a w ord, o r by th e  H oly  K ab alah  we 
are lost!”

A m an w alked  out bold ly  in to  the 
strong w hite lig h t; at his heels H assan and 
Paul shuffled and stum bled  u ncertainly  in 
the dust.

A  hoarse cry cam e fro m  behind one o f  
the narrow  slits.

" W h o  seeks th e  gates o f  Z u g , w hen 
naught save th e  lion  and the jack a l are 
abroad? Sp e a k !”

" I t  is I— A m an  the guard! I  fo llow  
Arpad effendi, w ith  tw o o f  his slaves.”

T h ere  w as a lo n g  pause. A m an w aited, 
standing in  th e  stron g  m oon ligh t w ith 
head erect, h is spear in his hand, a  pistol 
at his belt, and , slu n g  crossw ise across his 
back, a tw o-edged sw ord in its richly 
w orked sheath . A  brave p icture o f  a w ar
rior he m ade, bu t the tw o stand ing  bow ed 
and d ejected  a few  paces behind h im  saw 
that the b rig h t spear quivered in his grasp.

" W h o  are these tw o slaves, that they 
stand here unshackled  in  the streets o f 
this city? W h e re fo re  did they not leave 
w ith the o th er slaves at n o o n ?”

"B e h o ld , these tw o w ere brave and 
cu nning  beyond the rest. T h ey  made 
them selves inv isib le  as the others passed 
through th e 'S lave G a te ’ o f  the palace, 
and hid them selves in one o f  th e  d un
geons. T h e re  I  fou nd  them  w hen I w ent 
my rounds. I  take them  on at the com 
m and o f  T im g h a rb a  th e Shekh . H is 
anger w ill fa l l  like the lig h tn in g  upon 
any who delay m e on his errand .”

T h e  b lu ff succeeded. From  o th er w in
dows cam e cries and sh rill calls.
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"Y e a , and n ot thou alone, A li, but all 
o f  us w ill suffer fo r thy fau lt. G o  thou 
in haste, A m an, and do the b id d in g  o f 
the Sh ek h !”

A m an stood very straight and defiant.
"Y e a , and shall we run on fo o t to  over

take the garfla? Y e  lum ps o f sw ine’s flesh! 
Hamdulillah, w e m ust have cam els —  
three o f  the strongest and sw iftest me- 
hari!”

A m an’s anger and boldness called  
forth  instant response. T errified  o f  h in 
dering him  and brin gin g  down T im - 
gharba’s w rath on their heads, th e  black 
arched openings round the square began 
to spew forth  excited  gesticu lating figures.

"D o w n !” w hispered A m an. " I  return 
w ith cam els!”

Hassan and Paul collapsed, and sat 
huddled on the ground, as A m an strode 
to  m eet the agitated guards h e  had 
aroused. A fte r  a short dispute, h e  dis
appeared w ith them  down one o f  the 
narrow  streets. L o n g  m inutes cam e and 
w ent . . .  an eternity o f  w aiting  to  P au l 
and H assan w ho sat in the center 
o f  that m oon lit square. V oices called  
from  the w indow s— insults, jeers, fou l 
epithets w ere hurled  at them  fro m  all 
sides, but they continued to  sit cross- 
legged in th e  dust, a pair o f  help less, 
hopeless captives, sunk in  d esp airing  m is
ery!

A fte r  an in term inable agony o f  sus
pense, a clam or o f  voices approached—  
A m an and his fe llo w  guards retu rn in g  at 
last, and, sw inging  proud d isd ain fu l 
heads, three m agnificent rnehari tow ered 
above th e rabble.

A m an strode across to th e  supposed 
slaves.

"Ugurrah! Spaw n o f the devil! A rise, 
and m ount these heaven-born beasts, un
w orthy though thou  art to rid e such jew 
els o f  th e  d esert!”

T h e  guards, a ll eager now  to  speed 
A m an  on h is way, ran to  th e  gates and

helped those on duty to let dow n the m as
sive w ooden bars, and fling  w ide the 
heavy doors. T h e  three cam els w ere led 
through the opening, and m ade to  kneel 
in the so ft sand that d rifted  up to  the 
great w alls o f  the city. T h e  sentry out
side was hardly allow ed to  question 
A m an, so thoroughly had h e  im pressed 
on those inside th e  necessity o f  a speedy 
departure. T h e  fugitives m ounted , and 
w ith cries and blow s from  m any helpers, 
the beasts w ere urged to  their feet.

A nother m inute and the ta ll m ajestic 
mehari swayed forw ard , settlin g  down 
into their long  easy stride, leav in g  behind 
the black squat w alls, the shouting 
guards, th e  luxurious palace set like a 
jew el in  a ro ttin g  dung-heap . . . leav
ing T im gh arb a and h is so ft-fo o ted  slaves, 
the beast-like inhabitants, th e  dreadful 
travesties o f  ch ildhood, the dogs and dirt 
and sm ells that m ade up th e city o f  Z ug.

Free! F o r  a m om ent P au l’s heart leapt 
with a fierce joy as th e  clean  n igh t air 
brushed him  softly , and the w ide horizon 
greeted his aching  eyes. T h e n  Jo a n ’s 
peril— her need o f  h im — blotted  out that 
m om entary exultation, and w ith  knee and 
voice he urged the mehari to  its utm ost 
speed.

7

T he sun was setting— a flaming ball 
in a gorgeous haze of green and violet 

—when the three fugitives reached the 
gorge, which was their objective.

Seventeen hours in  th e  saddle, with 
the briefest possible rests, h ad  reduced 
them  all to  a p itiab le state, bu t the sight 
o f  the gorge restored th em  lik e  a pow er
ful cordial. A m an had proved a w on
derful gu id e across th e  uncharted  country 
they had covered that day; and they hob
bled their cam els am id the shrubs and 
thorny grow ths a t the w estern m outh o f  
the gorge, and stared dow n the narrow  
ravine w ith red-rim m ed th an k fu l eyes.
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' “W e  are in tim e!” Paul croaked, his 
tongue stiff and sw ollen betw een his 
blackened lips. " T h e  trail beyond is un
trodden.”

"Effendi, th e  garfta. is a very great one. 
T h e  m oon w ill be h igh  before the w hite 
devil reaches this p lace ; w e have lo n g  to 
w ait.”

"T h e y  w ill not cam p in the gorge?”
"N o , effendi! I t  is narrow er than the 

streets o f  Z u g , and tw ists as doth a ser
pent. L e t us eat and drink and rest here 
fo r a b r ie f  space, effendi, for it is ev il to 
fight on an em pty stom ach.”

"Arff, that w ere indeed w ell!” pleaded 
H assan, as P au l continued to  stare up the 
tw isting gorge. "T h o u  w ilt be even as 
one w ho hath  drunk o f  the palm -w ine, 
w hose legs are so ft as w ool, and w hose 
hand quivers as doth the long grass at the 
first hot breath  o f  the gibli.”

P au l’s stiff lips relaxed  into som ething 
approaching a sm ile at this vivid picture 
o f  his decrepitude, and he nodded to  his 
anxious follow ers. T h ey  ate and drank 
and stretched them selves out on a carpet 
o f  rank yellow  grass, easing their 
cram ped aching  lim bs, w hile they went 
over their p lan  o f  attack.

"A n d  afterw ard — if  we succeed and 
w in clear w ith the Sitt— where do we 
go?”

"Effendi, that thou ght also has been in 
my m ind. N ow , there is a certain sm all 
ravine w hich leads north  through the 
w all o f  rock  in the greater gorge. T h e  
Zaw as say that a great shaitan dwells 
there, and never enter it. B u t I have 
asked m uch concerning th at sm all ravine 
— having always my escape before m e—  
and it leads to the great plains w here the 
Touareggs pasture th e ir flocks at this tim e 
o f  year. T h ey  are a very pow erful and 
fierce tr ib e  w hom  even the w hite devil 
does not disturb. T o  m e, whose m other 
was a T ou areg g , they w ill give help  and 
shelter.”

"A m a n , w e ow e everything to you.” 
Paul held  out a hand w hich the other sa
luted w ith respect. " I  only hope w e’ll 
live fo r me to  prove my gratitu d e.”

A little  w h ile  they w atched the crim 
son banners o f  clou d  fade out overhead, 
w hile n igh t sto le  down to blot out the 
scorching hours o f  th a t long terrib le day,

P erforce on  fo o t, they presently began 
to m ake th e ir  w ay a lon g  the gorge. O n  
the rocky slopes it was no easy going, 
am ong the dense thorny  shrubs, patches 
o f  prickly pear, and poisonous m ilk- 
plants that c lu n g  to  th e  steep w alls o f  the 
gloom y ravine. T h e y  dared not risk the 
tra il proper, fo r  a scout, acting as ad
vance-guard, m ig h t at any m om ent turn a 
sudden rocky corn er and m eet them  face 
to face.

W h e n  th e m oon at last lifted  above the 
rim  o f  the opposite rock  w all, they m ade 
better speed, and had w orked fa r down 
into the very h eart o f  the gorge, before 
the first far-d istan t sound o f  the approach- 
ing  gnrfia reached th e ir  ears.

It was the h ig h  agonized shriek  o f  
som e w retched slave that preluded the 
w hite d evil’s g rim  caravan— a thin  in 
hum an w ail, that rose and fe ll and rose 
again to  a note, m ad e Paul clench his teeth 
and draw his breath  sharply. A m an ’s face 
tw isted in a g rin  o f  hate that m ade his 
good -looking  in te llig e n t features alm ost 
u nrecognizable; w h ile  H assan’s hand stole 
to the dagger a t h is belt.

"F o llo w  closely, effendi!” urged A m an, 
pushing throu gh  th e scrub. " W e  w ill 
aw ait them  th ere on that sm all plateau o f 
rock.”

T h e  p lateau  proved a m ost strategic 
position. Screened by high grass and 
bushes from  those passing beneath, it 
com m anded a view  o f  the trail that was 
all the w atchers could  desire. T h e  path 
was a m ere ribbon  at this part o f  the 
gorge, w here th e garfla m ust needs go 
single file, and ran straight for som e fifty
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yards w estward —  the d irection from  
which the three had com e, and tow ard 
which the oncom ing caravan was heading. 
T h e trail then took an acute angle behind 
a wall o f  rock, so that, once past that cor
ner, the garfla would be cut o ff as though 
by a stone screen from  the plateau w here 
Paul and his tw o A rabs w ere am bushed.

T en se, silent, sh ivering w ith ex cite 
m ent and the cold w ind w hich had risen 
and begun to  w histle down the long 
gorge, the three w aited. T h e  m oon 
clim bed steadily, as i f  curious to  w atch 
the com ing dram a in th is desolate place.

"B y  A llah , som e jinnee hath  surely 
sw allow ed the w hite devil and a ll h is car
avan!” grum bled  H assan in  an undertone.

"P e a c e !” breathed A m an. "T h e r e  are 
voices in  this accurst place w hich  w ill 
w hisper thy sm allest w ord  in  the ear o f  
the w hite devil w ho com es!”

H assan show ed the w hites o f  his eyes, 
and shivered.

"T h e y  com e, effendi!”  A m an 's m outh 
was at P au l’s ear, but, thou gh  the latter 
strained his aching eyes he could  see n o th 
ing on the trail, and in his ears there was 
only the throb-throb  o f  his fast-beatin g  
pulses.

Several m ore m inutes dragged by, b e 
fore th e  w hite m an’s less acute senses 
caught the gu rg lin g  protest o f  a cam el. 
A  m om ent later the bulk  o f  a  laden jemal 
loom ed up on the m oon lit tra il, fa r  away 
but unm istakably m oving w ith steady 
m incing  gait tow ard the plateau.

Slow ly the gar fid advanced, led  by that 
jemal and the guide w ho w alked in its 
shadow. In  h a lf  an hour the lo n g  terrib le  
procession began to file past the three 
watchers. I t  was a n igh tm are to P aul, a 
hideous inhum an sight that sickened h im  
to the heart. Som e little  h e  had seen, 
som e little  he had heard o f  the slave tr a f
fic, and the sufferings o f  its v ictim s; but 
such inconceivable torm ent as this h e  was 
w itnessing never had crossed his m ind.

U nder the constant flail o f  the terrible 
whips carried by the guards, the victim s, 
clad only in cotton tunics, stum bled b leed 
ing along the stony path. T h ey  were 
fastened —  fifteen  o r so togeth er —  by 
means o f  lo n g  w ooden yokes, w ith holes 
cut for th e ir heads. T h e  w eaker ones hung 
fa in tin g  from  the terrib le  punishm ent, 
adding their w eight to the unspeakable 
sufferings o f  the m ore enduring.

O nce a th in g  so m onstrous occurred, 
that even P au l's  iron nerves betrayed him> 
and he reeled against A m an w ith  a cry 
fortunately lost in the groans o f  the 
slaves them selves. O n e m an, at the end 
o f his tether, had collapsed, and hung 
w ith tra ilin g  lim bs in the yoke, and the 
rest, being  utterly  spent, could  no longer 
drag h im  over th e  rough uneven tracks. 
T h e  nearest guard  applied  h is lash in 
vain, and tak in g  his curved sw ord he 
sw ung it h ig h . A  flash o f  steel in  the 
m oonlight . . . and the head o f  the vic
tim  ro lled  in the dust-— his body being 
kicked to  one side to  add its bones to  the 
ever-grow ing heaps.

Slow ly, very slow ly the lo n g  snake-like 
caravan w ound its way along, until the 
w hole w orld, to  Paul, seem ed nothing 
but blood and agony and tears. H e  fe lt 
h e had w atched it from  th e b eg in n in g  o f  
tim e. Everyth ing  else he had ever seen or 
heard o r fe lt, save this spectacle o f  suffer
ing, seem ed unreal and belonged to a far- 
o ff w orld o f  fantasy  and dream s.

T h e  rock w alls rang w ith  groans and 
cries and shrieks. T h e  slow  m inutes 
dragged, and still the captives crawled 
on . . . and on . . . and s till others 
fo llow ed on th e blood-stained  tra il. Y o k e  
after yoke, yoke a fte r  yoke they stum bled 
and fe ll, only to rise and stagger on again 
under the w h istlin g  m erciless lash.

B ut at last th e  d raft-cam els w hich 
form ed the latter h a lf  o f  the garfla began 
to appear. T h e  endless strin g  o f  jemals 
seem ed in term inable, and tried  the nerve
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and patience o f  the three on d ie plateau 
to  the utm ost.

T he lo n g  garfla th inned out gradually 
to a few  slow , heavily laden beasts 

strung out at the tail-end  o f  the rest, their 
husky drivers w alk ing  each m an behind 
his ow n jemal. A nd  a few  spear-lengtfis 
beyond them , tw o w hite mehari paced 
w ith im m ense dignity along  th e  narrow  
way— the only  w hite cam els in  a ll the 
hundreds, ranging  from  biscuit to darkest 
brow n and even black.

U n d er th e  im m ense silver m oon the 
mehari looked w raith-like— tw o phantom  
beasts fo llo w in g  a haunted fearfu l trail!

B ut i f  the drooping sad little  figure on 
the lead ing  cam el did n ot destroy this 
illusion, the one w ho rode last o f  a ll that 
garfla certainly  did.

N o th in g  less ghostly, o r m ore gross, 
could have burdened the beau tifu l w hite 
mehari that brou ght up the tail o f  the 
endless procession than  A rp ad ’s vast bulk. 
M ore sim ian in outline than  ever, he sat 
hum ped on his saddle, his ugly head sunk 
between bow ed shoulders, his eyes glued 
to the sm all dejected figure ju st ahead.

Joan , h er face lined  and drawn with 
fatigue and th e n ightm are terrors o f  the 
past day, w as envying even the wretched 
slaves w ith a ll the energy le f t  in her ex
hausted body. H ow  gladly she would 
have exchanged  h er mehari fo r  the yoke, 
and stum bled on fo o t in the dust, i f  by 
that she could have escaped A rpad, and 
the u nth in kable destiny to  w hich he was 
taking her!

Suddenly, shots from  the h illsid e on 
her le f t  roused her abruptly. She turned 
to see A rpad sway in h is saddle and draw 
a w eapon w hich spat venom ously toward 
the undergrow th. L ike a cat he sprang to 
the ground, on the righ t o f  h is cam el, and 
the w ell-trained  beast sank to its knees at 
his word o f  com m and. H e crouched

down in its lee, a blood-stain spreading 
rapidly on his shoulder.

T h re e  drivers cam e running back, draw 
ing w ickedly curved daggers from  their 
belts.

A rpad squatted  behind his cam el and 
raised a cautious head as he steadied his 
w eapon on th e  pom m el o f  his saddle. In 
stantly spurts o f  flam e flicked out from  
the bushes above h im , and he cursed fo u l
ly as a b u lle t cu t a furrow  through his 
hair, g razin g  his scalp so that the blood 
trickled  dow n over his face and eyes. H e 
ripped out an ord er to  the drivers, and 
they m ade reluctantly  fo r the spot w hence 
the shots had  com e.

T h e re  w ere rustlings in the dry grass, 
the sharp rattle  o f  pebbles dislodged, 
then a loud yell. T w o  A rabs— Hassan 
and a driver— rose to th eir knees locked 
in a tigh t em brace, each struggling  to  use 
his k n ife . A  b lade rose and fe ll . . .  a 
fa in t ch o k in g  cry . . . and silence.

A n o th er shot echoed, and a w ounded 
driver rose to  m ake his way back to  the 
path, swayed in  th e m oonlight, and 
crashed like  a fa llin g  tree. T h e  grasses 
waved uneasily at a little  distance from  
his body; th ere  w as a startled exclam ation 
-— a gasp— fo llo w ed  by a com plete cessa
tion o f  the rustlings.

M o re  drivers cam e running back along 
the trail, w hen suddenly, Paul and Am an 
rose in th e  path  directly opposite to 
A rpad.

H e  was lost —  but cunning, sw ift, 
treacherous as any w ild  beast o f  th e  ju n 
g le, h e turned h is w eapon not toward 
them , but covered the g irl. H e fired the 
fraction  o f  a second befo re  two bullets 
tore throu gh his brain, and Joan , with 
that first cry o f  surprize on her lips, fe ll 
forw ard  on her cam el’s neck.

A m an, w ith  h is k n ife  in  h is le f t  hand, 
slashed A rp ad ’s face from  brow  to chin, 
then leaped to  face  the oncom ing drivers.

H assan was struggling  to  his knees,



37 6 ORIENTAL STORIES

having accounted fo r his m an, and ran to 
help. T h e  drivers —  slaves w ith little 
spirit le ft in them  for a fight— lost tw o o f 
their num ber and then turned ta il and 
fled after the vanishing garfla, fo r  the 
gorge echoed on all sides w ith th e shots, 
as i f  the thick scrub hid  a regim ent.

Hassan and A m an w aited u n til th e  last 
man had vanished round the rocky screen, 
then turned tow ard A rp ad ’s body, 
spraw led grotesquely under d ie m oon.

"M ay  his soul be accurst fo re v e r !” p ro
nounced A m an solem nly. "M a y  a thou 
sand shaitans h u n t it a long  th is tra il he 
hath m ade, until the stars drop from  
heaven !"

"Y e a , by A lla h !” agreed H assan. "D id  
he not ca ll m e n igger? B u t th e  S itt— is 
she also d ead ?"

"E v en  so ! T h e  w hite devil d id  th is evil 
so that he m igh t rob the effendi o f  his 
jo y !”

"Aie! Aiel”  w ailed H assan softly . 
"M y  m aster's heart w ill be em pty as a 
dry w ell forever! T m ly  w as she h is flow 

er and his d elight! I, H assan, say this, 
who knows! Aie! Aie! Aie!”

Both men turned aside that they m ight 
not witness P au l’s first despair, and H as- 
san’s wails drow ned the voice that Paul 
never thought to hear again.

"H e  shot m e . . .  I  am . . .  I must be 
dead . . .  is that you, Paul? . . . are you, 
too--------”

"V ery  m uch alive —  so are you, dar
lin g !” H is voice shook as he m et her 
wide blank gaze. " I t ’s A rpad w ho’s done 
all the dying in this little  party. H is bu l
let only grazed you, dear. D ’you think 
you can ride if  I h o ld  you? W e  m ust get 
away from  h ere .”

T h e  two w hite mehari w ere soon pac
ing  sw iftly  tow ard that northern cut 
which led to  safety, their double burdens 
carried easily, th e ir heads h ig h  and proud
ly held, as i f  conscious o f  the good deed 
they were h e lp in g  to  com plete.

A nd behind th em , from  the rocky so l
itudes o f  the ravine, crept the lean jackals, 
slinking am ongst shadows and betw een 
thorn-bushes tow ard a huge spraw ling 
carcass in the dust o f  the slave-trail.

A h , my B elo v ed , fill the Cup that clears 
T oday o f  past R eg ret and future Fears:

Tomorrow!— W h y , Tom orrow  I may be 
M y se lf w ith  Y esterd ay ’s Sev’n thousand Y ears.

For som e w e loved, the loveliest and the best 
T h a t fro m  his V in ta g e  ro lling  T im e has prest,

H ave drunk th eir Cup a Round or tw o before,
A nd  one by one crept silently to rest.

A nd w e th a t now  m ake merry in the R oom  
They  le ft, and Sum m er dresses in  new  bloom ,

O urselves m ust w e beneath the Couch o f  Earth 
D escend — ourselves to m ake a Couch— for w hom ?

— Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam.



The Merchant of Basra
By DUDLEY HOYS

He looked upon his daughter as a chattel to be sold to the highest bidder, 
but he underrated the shrewdness of Ibu Seyyed

o f  a ja ck a l!” scream ed Auda 
D in . " Y o u  dare to  te ll m e th is!” 
H is skinny hands tw itched  with

fury.

T h e  stolid  K u rd ish  laborer touched his 
forehead. " I  have searched fo r  an hour, 
master, and it is now here.”

"T h e n  search fo r  another hour— a day

— a w eek! A nd i f  you return with em pty
hands--------”  A u d a D in  could say no m ore.
R age choked h is throat. H e pointed to 
the doorway, and the unlucky lab orer 
w ent m eekly out in to  the dust.

Auda D in  spat a fter him , then sat 
down in a m urky corner o f  his shop. H is  
gray beard bristled . T h e  heavy abba he

377
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w ore seem ed to quiver w ith irritation. 
T h e  m elon-headed K urd had lost a silver 
stud , one o f  a set o f  eight destined to 
adorn a custom er’s saddle, and the loss 
tortured  every m iserly instinct in the old 
m an ’s body. H e kept m uttering to h im 
s e lf  and g larin g  out at the narrow  stretch 
o f  the bazar.

H ad his neighbors heard the news, 
they w ould have laughed. A fte r forty 
years as a silversm ith in  Basra, he held 
th e  reputation o f  being the m eanest trader 
in the tow n. A lso, he was credited w ith 
im m ense w ealth . H e had w orked hard 
in  the little  shop near A shar creek, hoard
in g  steadily. D u rin g  the w ar, trade had 
increased by vast bounds, fo r there w ere 
w hite soldiers, and w hite sailors from  the 
b ig  ships, w ho bought A m ara w are and 
inlaid  ornam ents at a price reduced from  
tr ip le  value to double value; consequent
ly, they believed that their hagg lin g  had 
secured real bargains from  this fo llow er 
o f  the P rop het— and o f  the profit.

Y e t  A uda D in  was not w orth robbing, 
fo r  it was com m on know ledge th at every 
spare piastre w ent straight to the E u ro
pean bank facin g  A shar bridge. T ru e , i f  
P o rt Said is th e  w orld’s sink o f  iniquity, 
B asra is its cesspool, and its shady char
acters had o ften  discussed th e old  m an as 
a potential victim . B u t they had com e 
to  the conclusion that he could not be 
outw itted. H is money was too cunningly 
protected.

T h is  m orning , as he crouched in the 
shop, th ou gh t o f  that lost silver stud pre
vented h im  from  w orking. W h ile  he 
brooded, his beady eyes stared straight 
ahead throu gh  the doorway. B eyond, a 
m otley crow d passed through the odorous 
bazar— Persian  mujtaids, skin-clad w ater- 
carriers, holy m ullahs w ith their black 
robes and steel rods and rings, w ild-eyed 
B akh tiari tribesm en hurrying w ith the 
grace o f  fauns. From  the coppersm ith’s 
near by echoed the clanging rhythm  o f

ham m ers, and in  som e tortuous alley b e 
hind a boy’s voice rose in the shivering 
m inor notes o f  a love-song.

Presently the old  man grinned. T h e  
frow n vanished fro m  his yellow  fore
head. H e leaned forw ard, w atching a 
slim , you thfu l A rab  w ho had com e to 
a halt outside the shop and was gazing 
upward. I f  ever a m an looked forlorn , 
then it was th is handsom e youngster.

Auda D in  gave an eager, half-derisive 
chuckle. H e  was en joying  h im self. 
T read in g  so ftly  he ascended the rickety 
stairs at the back, and suddenly opened 
a door. R ew ard paid his caution. H e 
caught his daughter, Nouveya, peering 
through a barred w indow  and sighing 
audibly.

She turned quickly. H er fine dark eyes 
winced.

"W h y  does he w aste h is tim e?’’ said 
A uda D in  m ockingly.

"B ecau se he loves m e.” N ouveya’s 
voice trem bled. "A n d  I  sh all always love 
h im .” T h is  was said w ith no defiance, 
but a sort o f  w istfu l steadiness.

T h e  old m an fingered h is beard and 
sm iled m aliciously. "N o , my little  one. 
W ith  M uchaid ie N a fa  as a husband, you 
w ill forget Ibu  Seyyed. I  say you w ill,” 
he w ent on sharply, as she shivered. 
"M u ch aid ie N a fa  is rich. H e has a fine 
house at Shaiba, and many thousand 
palm s, and a boat driven by an en
gine--------”

"A n d  three w ives.”
"W h a t  o f  that? H e  is a true follow er 

o f  the P rop h et.”
N ouveya’s lip  quivered. "H e  is old, 

and ugly. Ibu Seyyed is young and beau
tifu l.”

" A  beggar, n o th in g  m ore!”
"H e  has a new , b ig  dhow, and--------”
"E n o u g h , am I not your father?” A uda 

D in  rubbed his hands and looked at her 
appraisingly. Sm all, dainty, w ith perfect 
features, she seem ed to have collected all
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the best traits o f  Eastern charm . N e ig h 
bors had been astonished at h is sudden 
display o f  generosity w hen he sent her to 
the G overnm ent school at B aghdad. B u t 
as always, his o b ject had been gain . C u l
tured, she w ould be w orth  her w eight in 
gold  to the rich  type o f  Basra m erchant. 
M any w ould pay heavily fo r  the priv ilege 
o f  receiving a w ife qu ite d ifferent fro m  
the other inanim ate, d o ll-lik e  creatures.

So far, M u chaid ie N a fa  had m ade the 
h ighest offer, and A u d a D in  had decided 
to  accept. Fortunately  fo r  h im , N ou ve- 
ya’s education had n o t quite overcom e 
the old, deep-rooted instincts o f  filia l o b e
dience. In  her veins was the b lood  o f  
w om en w ho fo r  hundreds o f  years had 
been slaves in  a ll but nam e, subm issive to 
a relig ion  th at dubbed them  th e m ere 
chattels o f  m en. So th e  old  m an fe lt  little  
fear o f  h er try ing  to  escape.

S till g rin n in g , he w alked  to  th e  w in
dow. O n ly  once had h e spoken to  Ibu 
Seyyed. T h a t was w hen th e young dhow- 
owner, back fro m  a trad in g  voyage down 
the G u lf, had asked h im  fo r  N ouveya. 
Auda D in  had  dism issed h im  w ith con 
tempt, w arned h im  never to com e near 
again. Since then , Ibu  Seyyed had ap
peared several tim es in th e  bazar outside, 
w atching w ith  yearning eyes fo r a g lim pse 
o f  his forbid d en  paradise. H is despair 
tickled the old  m an’s sense o f  hum or.

"H e  w ill th in k  it is you ,” said A uda 
D in , and pressed h is ugly face  against 
the w indow . B elow , th e  young A rab 
glanced up w ith sudden, breathless 
eagerness. T h e n  his expression changed. 
H e saw the toothless m outh, the wiry 
beard, and bow ed his head and w alked 
away. A uda D in  laughed, w atch ing  his 
retreating figure u ntil a ta ll m an in a 
w hite burnous crossed th e narrow  street 
as if  to en ter the shop beneath. A t 
sight o f  this probable custom er, Auda 
D in  turned away and m ade fo r the stairs. 
H e took no notice o f  his daughter, crying

softly  and hopelessly, with her hands to  
her face.

IN the shop he found the tall man 
leaning idly against the w all. H is  

strong brow n fingers w ere playing w ith  
a bag o f  plaited straw.

Auda D in  put on an ingratiating  sm ile. 
"Y o u  have com e to buy som e o f  my silver 
work, no doubt? O f  a truth, there is 
no craftsm an fro m  M uscat to  L ake
V an --------” H e  stopped abruptly, as th e
custom er m ade a silen cin g  gesture.

" I  am  no buyer, but a seller. L ook  at 
these.” H e drew  fro m  his bag som e tear- 
bottles, sm all stone flasks that had  h eld  
the w eepings o f  sad ladies long  b e fo re  
M ahom et preached his deathless gosp el. 
"T h e re  has been d iggin g  at Sam arrah, 
and these are fro m  th e  ru ins.”

T h e  old  m an ’s politeness vanished. 
Tear-bottles could be found by the leg io n . 
Even the g u llib le  infidels had com e to  
value them  ligh tly .

"T h e y  are w orth  noth in g  to me. T a k e  
them  aw ay.”

Instead o f  show ing disappointm ent, th e  
man gave a curious sm ile. "T h e y  are 
w orth ,” he said, "o n e  hundred E gyptian  
piastres each.”

A uda D in  gave an im patient grunt. " I  
have no tim e fo r  fo o ls .” H e pointed to  
the doorway.

T h e  m an stooped, heaped the bottles in  
a p ile on a sm all stool, then turned and 
spoke w ith a confid ential air.

" Y o u  w ill sell these fo r a hundred p i
astres each. A nd  I am w illin g  to  tak e  
h a lf .”

T h ere  was som eth ing  about his attitude 
that alarm ed A uda D in . H e w ondered i f  
the man w ere m ad— or a th ie f try ing  
som e ruse.

"W h a t is this trickery?” h e  asked 
slowly.

"T rick ery ? A u d a D in , you are know n 
throughout B asra  as a w ise and carefu l
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m erchant, fon d  o f  a bargain . H ere I offer 
you a bargain. I w ill leave these tear-bot
tles with you if  you agree to charge a 
hundred piastres each, and give m e h a lf. 
I f  they fa il to  fetch  that price, do not 
sell. Is it agreed ?”

Auda D in  rugged at his beard, and re
garded the m an w ith shrewd eyes.

"F o rty  years have I traded, and my 
know ledge is sure as the sunrise. A  
drunken infidel w ould not give ten  pias
tres fo r a ll the b o ttles .”

T h e  man laughed. " T h e  haw k is wise, 
bu t the serpent is w iser. A  sober son of 
th e  Prophet w ill do as I say.”

A uda D in  was silent, trying to find 
som e explanation , som e m otive fo r  the 
offer. H e was an expert in the Eastern 
art o f  oblique thought. A s h e  pondered, 
the drone o f  voices, the rattle o f  gharries, 
and the ghostly padding o f  feet tram 
p lin g  the dust outside blended in a drowsy 
hum . T ry  as he w ould, A uda D in  could 
n o t penetrate the m an ’s true ob ject.

A t last he spoke abruptly. " I  could 
cheat you if  I w ished. Y o u  have no safe
guard .”

T h ere  was a sort o f  m ocking am use
m ent in the m an ’s eyes. " I  read m en’s 
souls,” he said. " Y o u , o f  all, w ould never 
destroy the fru itfu l. I f  you cheat me, I 
shall bring  no  m ore bottles. T h en  you 
w ould lose w hat is your lifeb lood —  
m oney.”

"T ear-b ottles  are cheaper than m elons. 
I could obtain  them  anyw here."

"T ru e . B u t buyers are hard to find.” 
T h e  man said th is so m eaningly that A uda 
D in ’s suspicions w ere confirm ed. T h ere  
w as som ething unlaw fu l behind the a f 
fa ir. B ut so lo n g  as he knew  nothing, he 
was safe.

"W h a t is your nam e?”
"C a ll m e H u ssein .”
"H u ssein , I  w ill take th em .”
"A s  I told  you ,” said the m an, " in  a 

few  days I w ill call again, and bring

m ore.” H e touched his forehead and 
w alked out o f  the shop.

T he m om ent H ussein had vanished in 
the bazar, th e  old  m an picked up one 

o f  the bottles. W ith  trem bling , curious 
fingers, he pu lled  at the stone stopper, 
w orked it loose, and tilted  th e bottle  into 
his hand. A  sm all stream  o f  som e gray
ish-w hite m ixtu re trickled  on  to his palm .

Im m ediately his g rop in g  m ind saw 
light. H e was h an d lin g  hasheesh, the 
drug so allu rin g  that its early devotees 
form ed  a re lig ion  in its honor.

V ery  shakily  h e poured the m ixture 
back and replaced th e  stopper. V isions 
o f  th e  gend arm erie and prison arose be
fore  him . U n d er T u rk ish  rule, the drug 
traffic had been open, untaxed, a th ing  
o f  public trade. B u t since the war, s tr ia  
rules and m erciless punishm ent had been 
prescribed to  check a v ice that m ade 
m en’s m inds becom e w ild and horrible.

T h e n  the h ot p rick in g  o f  fear gave 
p lace to the clam or o f  greed. Every bot
tle m eant a profit o f  fifty piastres. H ow  
could he be su sp eaed ? F o r forty  years 
he had traded here, sellin g  a ll k inds o f  
silver and curios, and many peop le cam e 
to buy. T h e  m an called H ussein  m ust 
have found h im se lf being  w atched by the 
gendarm erie, and devised th is plan fo r 
supplying h is clients.

O ld  A uda D in  chuckled and locked 
th e  bottles in  a cupboard. T h e  spirit o f 
gain  was w arm ing his veins.

Scarcely an hour had passed befo re  the 
first bottle was sold. T h e  custom er was 
a Persian scribe. H e paid a hundred pi
astres w ithout a m urm ur, and w ent his 
way. A uda D in  alm ost crooned w ith de
light. W h e n , w ith in  two days, he had 
sold  tw elve tear-bottles, he began to  com 
m une w ith h im self. H ussein  was in his 
pow'er. I f  he chose to  take seventy-five 
piastres out o f  every hundred, the m an 
could get no redress.
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"Allah il Allah,” m urm ured the old 
m erchant, fee lin g  that life  was good.

E ight m ore tear-bottles w ent on the 
third day. N o t one o f  the purchasers com 
plained o f  the price asked. T h ey  all 
showed an abandoned eagerness to  buy 
that m ade A uda D in  rub his claw -like 
hands. V ictim s so deep in  the clutches 
o f  the drug m ight pay two hundred, 
three hundred piastres to satisfy their 
relentless craving.

A  visit from  M uchaid ie N a fa  crow ned 
his g loating  delight. T h e  w ealthy palm - 
ow ner sm oked a nargileh w ith h im , drank 
coffee, and in  a long , tortuous conversa
tion m ade it know n that he w ould add 
another hundred lira on his price for 
Nouveya, providing she w ere transferred 
to  him  at once.

T h e  sad-eyed g ir l was brought down. 
Auda D in , scrupulously careful o f  her 
yashmak, waved her tow ard her future 
husband.

"M y  beloved, see how  you are hon
ored. M uchaid ie N a fa  says he can not 
w ait any longer. W ith o u t you, he w ill 
die o f lo v e .”

N ouveya m ade no answer. She was 
trem blin g  like  som e fo rlo rn  and frig h t
ened ch ild . A ll th e  little  stone bottles 
in her fa th er’s shop could not have held 
the tears she had shed. T h e  fat M uchai
die N a fa  licked his lips at the sight o f  her. 
H er silence and h er load iing did not 
worry h im . H e  knew  how  to overcom e 
feeb le g irls—-as h is o ther wives could 
prove to  th e ir s igh in g  selves, in the prison 
o f  the harem .

So the m arriage was fixed fo r th e  fo l
low ing m onth , and N ouveya w ent back 
to her room , and because she could weep 
no m ore, lay in  a k ind  o f  stupor upon the 
quilted ottom an. From  her w indow  that 
n ight she w atched th e  dull orange o f  the 
sky give place to blackness, saw the w hite 
m oon rise up and sh ine over the distant, 
feathery palm s and the silver bosom  o f

the Shatt el A rab. T h e  g lid in g  dhows 
sailed  there as pale-w inged birds, b rin g 
ing  thoughts o f  Ibu  Seyyed. F ive school 
years in  Baghdad had tau ght her th e  daz
zlin g  glory o f  love and freedom . W ith  
Ibu  Seyyed, she could have had both. L ik e  
her, he was young and m od ern , believ in g  
that in  one w ife alone could a m an find 
true happiness.

F o r  a w hile, a  p itifu l rebellion  against 
F a te  stirred her pulses. B u t instinct re
asserted itse lf. H er fa th er had decided, 
and there could be no appeal. T h e  little  
tim e le ft  to her m ust be spent in th in k 
in g  o f  h er beloved Ibu  Seyyed and w atch
in g  the freedom  o f  the w orld  that never 
could be hers.

W h ile  odd jackals w ailed, and  the 
m oon clim bed throu gh th e velvet o f  the 
sky, her dusky eyes stared yearningly  
throu gh  the w indow . A ll n ig h t she stood, 
u ntil the pearl and rose o f  dawn sto le  
out, and the m uezzin’s reedy cry echoed 
from  the m osque. T h e n  she turned away, 
try ing  to sleep and forget.

Auda din looked up from  his w ork.
‘-T h e  man called H ussein  was en ter

ing  the doorway. H e  carried  the basket 
o f  p laited  straw, and by th e  look o f  its 
b u lg in g  sides, it was fu ll.

"T h e re  have been buyers,” he said, 
w ithout pream ble.

"T r u e .” T h e  old  m an took a sm all 
book  from  the fo ld s o f  h is abba. " H e r e  
is th e  tally . I  have sold  tw enty tear-b ot
tle s .”

"T h e n  my share w ill be a thousand 
piastres,” said H ussein .

"Y e s , a thousand p iastres.” A uda D in  
counted out the m oney slow ly and handed 
it over.

"A n d  now ,” h e  resum ed, " le t  us talk  
o f  th e  days to com e. From  this h o u r o n 
w ard, my share m ust be seventy-five p i
astres.”

"So n  o f  a jackal! T h iev in g , skinny old
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b u zzard !” T h e  m an called  H ussein ad
vanced on h im  fiercely. "N o t  fo r nothing 
are you called  th e  m aggot o f  A shar! F i f 
ty p iastres w ill I have, or--------”

O ld  A uda D in  raised one hand. H e 
was frig h ten ed , but greed steeled his 
n erve. "Sev en ty -fiv e  piastres,”  h e  re
peated.

" N o ,  th iev in g  scavenger!”
" Y e s ,  ^ o n  o f  profanity . Y o u  dare not 

re fu se .” A u d a D in  gave th e g h o st o f  a 
leer. " Y o u  d are not refu se.”

T h e  m an called  H ussein  seem ed to  re
cover his com posure. H e  show ed his 
w h ite teeth  in  a laugh. “ L et it  be so. 
Y o u ’re b arg a in in g  is keener than  th e  sting 
o f  a scorp ion .”

"B e ca u se  th ere  are m any risks.” For 
a m om en t A uda D in  actually th ou gh t o f  
them , and his w izened fram e shook as 
w ith  ague.

“ W ith o u t risks, there is no good 
trad e ,” said H u ssein . H e  undid his bas
k et and tipped out th e  second load o f 
tear-bottles. “T h e re  is one w arning  I 
w ill g ive. Y o u r  share sh all n o t grow  b e
yond seventy-five p iastres.”

“N o  m an can  fo rete ll the m orro w ," 
said A uda D in . T h o u g h  h e had  w on, h e 
fe lt  a k in d  o f  nervous apprehension. 
T h e re  was som eth in g  in H u ssein ’s m anner 
he cou ld  n ot understand. I t  was a sort o f  
m ock in g  am usem ent, and it filled  the old 
m an w ith  vague d iscom fort.

B u t five m inutes later he had forgotten  
his fears, in  th e  exqu isite  p leasure o f  se ll
in g  tw o m ore tear-bottles. T h e  custom er 
was a g au n t and singularly  clean  A rab— - 
probably  a B ah rein  pearl-diver, thought 
A u d a D in . H e  noted  the tw itch in g  hands 
as they grasped the tw o bottles, the 
hungry, yellow  lig h t in  th e  staring  eyes.

A s the custom er hurried out through 
the doorw ay h e  collided  w ith a passing 
pedestrian. O n e o f  his precious bottles 
fe ll on the slab o f  stone that did duty for 
a step.

Cam e a m uttered  apology from  th e p e
destrian. It  was Ibu  Seyyed. H e stooped 
to  pick up the bo ttle . It  had sp lit in tw o, 
and betw een its cracked edges trickled  a 
grayish-w hite m ixture.

Ibu  Seyyed, h is eyes narrow ed curi
ously, turned to  o ffer it to its ow ner. 
T h en  h e  stared in  as m uch surprize as 
an im passive A rab  can show . T h e  pearl- 
d iver was d ash ing  away through th e  bazar 
like a startled  gazelle .

Ibu  Seyyed looked  again at the broken 
tear-bottle. H e  sn iffed  the grayish-w hite 
m ixture, touched it w ith the tip  o f  his 
finger, to o k  a d elicate  taste. Suddenly he 
stiffened . H is d e a r  eyes stared stra ig h t at 
A u d a D in .

"B e g o n e !” cried  th e old  m an shrilly. 
Y e t  he could not quite h id e the panic 
that m ade h im  p lu ck  at his beard. A  tinge 
o f  yellow  had crep t into his leathery skin.

Ibu  Seyyed said  nothing. H e  stood 
there m otion less, lik e  a haw k poised to 
strike. A nd  th e  o ld  m an k new . T h e  si
lence frig h ten ed  h im  m ore than any 
w ords. Beads o f  m oisture oozed out on 
his cheeks. H is  skinny hands w rithed 
together.

A t last Ib u  Seyyed stirred. “ K ism et is 
kind. H ad  I not been  passing— — ” H e 
broke o ff and h eld  up the bottle. "T h e re  
is m uch profit in  hasheesh, A uda D in .”

"M a y  Shaitan  strike you fo r  a lia r !” 
T h e  sh rill voice trem bled , dropped to  a 
m um ble. “T h a t is not hasheesh. It 
is--------”

Ibu  Seyyed's cold  laugh silenced  him . 
"A u d a  D in , those w ho travel are seldom  
fools. H ave I  not sailed to a ll ports in 
the G u lf, to b lack  M uscat, even to  the 
sw eating loneliness o f  A den? I f  I can 
not te ll the look  and taste o f  hasheesh, 
then I am  an unborn  child. D ou btless 
you have other harm less tear-bottles. Let 
m e see th em .”

“ T h e re  are n o n e ,” snarled A u d a D in , 
lick in g  his dry lips.
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"B e l ie f  w ill com e with the p ro o f,” Ibu 
Seyyed h a lf  turned, looking  down the nar
row bazar passage. ' 'T here  is a rais o f  the 
gendarm erie outside M ustapha A li’s shop.
I w ill call h im .”

" Ib u  Seyyed! Ibu  Seyyed!” A uda D in  
tottered forw ard, seized a fo ld  o f  his
burnous. " I  am an old  man, and--------”

"L e t m e see the tear-bottles.”
A uda D in  shuffled to the cupboard, un

locked it and produced his store. T h e  
w atching Ibu  Seyyed nodded, his m outh 
a narrow  line.

" T h e  new  law has a fine o f  ten thous
and piastres fo r  th is , and a prison term  of 
three years. Prison  w ork m akes even 
young bones ache, A uda D in .”

" B u t  I  did n o t k n o w !” protested the 
old  m an w ildly. " I  am  innocent.”

"Sh riv eled  old  liar, be silent! I say 
you knew , and the law w ill have no 
m ercy.”

A uda D in  shivered, draw ing his abba 
about h im  as i f  against sudden cold . "Y o u  
w ill say n oth ing? Ibu  Seyyed, I am  very 
old . Y o u  w ish m e no harm ?”

T h e  young dbow-ovmer stared at him . 
H is eyes w ere like points o f  steel.

A uda D in  leaned against the w all, his 
head bent. H e  was broken. P rospect o f 
im prisonm ent he m ight have faced . But 
the thought o f  losing  ten thousand p ia
stres held  th e bitterness o f  deach. H e 
would never recover from  the ceaseless, 
cankering  regret.

From  outside, the drone o f  business 
d rifted  in to  the hot silence o f  th e  shop. 
H e  heard the cries o f  the sw eetm eat 
vendors, th e  h ag g lin g  voices o f  traders, 
the dull chant o f  a K u rd ish  labor squad 
as they unloaded pots from  a grunting  
cam el. I t  cam e to  the trem blin g  Auda 
D in  that these w ere the sw eetest sounds 
in the w orld— th e m usic o f trade. In  
prison, the beating  pulse o f  the m arket 
would be dead to his ears. Besides, what 
w ould happen to his shop? O th er silver

smiths would gain the trade that should 
be his.

" Ib u  Seyyed,” he said suddenly, "you  
love N ouveya. W o u ld  you send h er fa 
ther to prison?”

"G iv e  N ouveya to m e, and you are 
sa fe .”

"B u t she is prom ised to M uchaid ie 
N a fa .”

"A s  you are a liar, another broken 
prom ise m atters litt le .” Ibu  Seyyed took 
a step forw ard, tow ering over the old 
man. " W il l  you give h er to m e or shall 
I call the gend arm erie?”

A uda D in  tried  to read hope in those 
flashing eyes, but there was none. Q u ite  
abruptly he raised his palsied hands.

"E tern a l fires b u m  you! T ak e  h er .”

T h e  w arm  breeze that ripens the dates 
was sighing  gently across the g u lf. 

I t  stirred the w ater into tiny blue ripp les, 
played w ith the palm s fr in g in g  the sh in 
ing  w hiteness o f  M uham m erah, and sent 
Ibu  Seyyed’s dhow g lid in g  tow ard the 
coast like  a sea-bird. T h e  one great sail 
was a gracefu l, qu ivering curve.

A t the tiller  stood Ibu Seyyed, boyish 
in his utter happiness. O ne eye he kept 
on the steering, and one on N ouveya, 
w ho was lean ing  over the side o f  the 
dhow. Passage o f  the sunny m inutes 
seemed alm ost to frig h ten  her. T h e  ec
stasy o f  life  was so short. N ow  and again  
she turned to  look at Ibu  Seyyed, w ith  a 
fluttering m ovem ent, as i f  afraid  th a t re 
ality m ight escape her. T h e  sm ile on her 
parted lips held enchantm ent.

Presently they reached the coast. Ibu  
Seyyed had com e to pick up his m ate, 
who had sailed to  M uham m erah in an 
other trading dhow. A s they brushed up 
against the low  quay, a ta ll m an rose fro m  
a coil o f  rope and called out gayly. T h e  
next m om ent he had vaulted lightly  
aboard.

"T h is  is my m ate,” said Ibu Seyyed,



384 ORIENTAL STORIES

and N ouveya sm iled at the tall m an, who 
was tou ching  his forehead.

" I  have m et your fa th e r .” T h ere  was 
a tw in kle in the m ate’s brow n eyes. "N o  
d oubt he w ill ever rem em ber a stranger 
nam ed H ussein. W e  traded together, in 
flou r and gray san d .”

N ouveya stared at h im  in pretty w on
d erm ent. Ib u  Seyyed broke into a huge 
lau gh.

" Y e s , flour and gray sand, beloved. 
B u t fo r th at m agic m ixture, and the

kindness o f  m any frien d s, th e  sun w ould 
not be sh in ing  fo r  us today. R em em ber, 
rose o f  my dream s, to  look  upon my m ate 
as the giver o f  our happiness.”

T h e  man called  H ussein  clicked  his 
fingers. " I t  was n o th in g ,” he said, in  his 
jocu lar way. " Y o u  planned, I  acted— no 
m ore. ” H e touched  N ouveya’s arm  
gently. "B eh o ld  in  your husband a great 
m an, and be g lad . Y o u  have a  future 
paved w ith success.”

" I  have som eth ing  greater than th a t,” 
said N ouveya so ftly , ” 1 have lov e.”

Scoundrels by Night
By RICHARD KENT

The beauty of Sumatra Sue, the tavern-keeper in Weltevreden, was like the 
ravishing beauty of a tropical night— a tale of fava and a bold 

attempt to steal a plantation.

GIL L E N  gazed in  horror at the dead 
m an ly ing  beside h im . H e knew  
that h e  had  been very drunk the 

n ig h t before, but h e  had  no recollection  
o f  having k illed  a m an. H e  w as still 
groggy from  his n ig h t o f  carousing. H is 
head was sp in n in g  round and round. H is 
m outh fe lt as though he had been de
vouring alligators. H e  struggled to  free  
his m em ory from  the fo g  in w hich the 
rotgut liqu or had le ft  it. T h e  m orning  
was intensely h o t. N o t a breath o f  air 
cam e in through the w indow , w hich was 
h a lf  obscured by a m atting  curtain.

G ille n  fe lt  o ld  beyond reason. H e fe lt 
as though the w eight o f  th e  w orld w ere 
bearing  dow n upon him . H e was no 
A tlas. H e groaned  in anguish. T h e n  once 
m ore he gazed at the body beside him . 
T h e re  was a fiendish g rin  on the m an’s

face. H is hands seem ed to be claw ing  at 
the air. T h e re  was dried blood on his 
throat.

"S w e ll little  com rad e,” m uttered G il
len hoarsely.

T h e n  he rose to  his feet and staggered 
to the w indow. H e  tried  to g et a breath 
o f  air. B u t the w indow  opened on an 
alley in w hich heaps o f  garbage and other 
refuse was p iled. O ccasionally  a C hin a
m an crept along the m angy road, the pat
ter o f  his footsteps dying away in  th e  d is
tance. It was a m o rn in g  o f  horror. T h e  
sky was a yellow -copper. I t  was inflam ed 
w ith heat and blood. Perhaps that day 
was to be the last o f  earth. T h e  b lood 
burning sun had decided to b lot out all 
hum an life  so that the w orld m igh t be 
purged o f all m orbid  things.

G illen  fe lt as though his tongue was on
O. S.— 6
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fire. I t  was parched and  blackened. H e ’d 
have sold  h is soul fo r  a  drink i f  he had 
n ot already done so. H e craved fo r  
w ater, w hich h e  had  n o t tasted for weeks. 
H e had drunk everything but shellac, but 
w ater h e  had spurned. N ow  h e desired 
w ater m ore than  anyth ing  else.

G radually , as h e  stood by the w indow , 
it dawned upon h im  w here he was. H e 
was in  the h ote l o f  Shack  G u n ga in Singa
pore, one o f  the m o st ill-reputed hostel- 
ries in the w orld. I t  stood in Singapore, 
" th e  cross-roads o f  th e  w orld ,’’ so that 
a ll the scoundrels o f  the O rient m ight the 
m ore readily find it out. O ccasionally 
decent people, m en o f  w ealth, took room s 

O. S — 7

at th e  hotel, bu t they seldom  stayed fo r 
lo n g  and they never w ere rich  w hen they 
le f t  it. T h e  h alls  o f  the ho te l w ere sw arm 
in g  w ith  scoundrels by n ight. By day they 
w ere alm ost equally  as dangerous.

G ille n  had arrived at the hotel only 
th e  n ig h t before . W ith  a party o f  sight
seers he had been  v isiting  th e  underw orld 
o f  Singapore. H e  knew  nobody in the 
crow d but he had g on e a lon g  because 
he was bored w ith  existence and in search 
o f  a th rill. In  the course o f  the evening 
he had becom e m audlin drunk and insist
ed upon w eeping on th e  shoulder o f  a 
young, w ell-dressed but crafty-Iooking 
E nglishm an w ho was a product o f  Lim e-
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house but bought his clothes in Bond 
Street. N ow  this E n glish m an ’s nam e was 
Barry G air and he was rather pleased that 
his shoulder was handy fo r G ille n  to 
weep upon. H e  was in search that n ight 
in the m aze-like streets o f  Singapore for 
a stranger w hom  he could bend to his 
own wishes. G ille n  considerably lessened 
his dilem m a. L ater he had suggested to 
G illen  that they desert the party and go 
off som ew here to  sleep. In  G ille n ’s re
m orseful state it had not been hard to  
persuade him  that sleep was the suprem e 
th ing  h e  needed. N o r did he question 
w here Barry  G a ir  led  him .

" A l l  w om en are the sam e,’’ he m ur
m ured, "an d  a ll beds. I ’ll  leave every
th ing  to  you. Y o u  find the hut an ' I ’ll 
do the sleep in ’.”

B arry  G a ir  was in  a delectable hum or 
as he led  his boon  com panion to  th e  sin 
ister house o f  Shack  G u nga. Shack m et 
them  at the door, a rather greasy, sm ug, 
faw ning  type o f  individual, w ith a w eak 
m outh, no ch in , rheum y eyes and a con
stant sm irking  expression. I t  w ould have 
been hard to guess his nationality , but 
evidently h is m oth er had no pride o f  race.

"G iv e  us a room  w here we can be 
alone,” said B arry  G air. "T o n ig h t w e are 
in luck. T h is  guy is so stupefied he hasn ’t 
the m entality  le f t  o f  a tw o-year-old. 
B rin g  us a few  m ore drinks and m ake ’em  
strong. D o n ’t  w an t h im  to  w ake up too 
soon.”

A ll th is was said in an undertone as 
G illen  lurched ahead o f  them  down the 
hall. H e  was sin g in g  a rowdy song:

“Oh, W est is W est and East is East,
To hear the poor fools tell it,
But at a grand and gaudy feast 
I ’d rather have a girl of the East 
And I will loudly yell i t !

A frail from the smug and dreary W est 
May wear good clothes and talk the best—
To hear the wise guys tell it.
But that’s just bunk and even more 
For they’re no damn use in Singapore,
They don’t know how to hell-it.”

T h a t had been last night. A nd now it
was m orning, a b o ilin g  blazing m orning. 
G ille n  was quite alone with a corpse for 
company.

H e  leaned over and gazed at the dead 
m an’s face. T h e n  he shook his head 
w earily. H is  m ind  w asn’t functioning 
properly. I t  needed the carbon removed 
even though h e fe lt as though the m otor 
was w hirring  dizzily. A s he studied the 
face there seem ed som ething oddly fa 
m iliar about it. H e  had not been wich 
the man the n ig h t before. T h a t he knew. 
N o r had he ever passed an evening in 
his company.

T h e n  h e began to  wonder. A  few  
w eeks before, in  the Evans H ouse in 
Singapore, during  th e  heat o f  the night, 
a stranger had entered his room  and 
rifled  his pockets. H e  aw akened too late 
to g et the m an but h e  had pursued him  
out into the h a ll, w here a feeb le  h a ll light 
burned. F o r  a m om ent he had caught a 
g lim pse o f  th e  m an’s face as h e sped 
down the stairs. I t  had been a fleeting 
glim pse, but now  he was alm ost certain 
it was the sam e fellow  who now lay dead 
befo re  him . H e  sm iled  viciously.

" A t  least,” he snarled, "th a t prevents 
m e from  k illin g  h im .”

G ille n  that n ig h t had been robbed o f  
every cent h e  had in  the w orld. H e was 
stranded in  Singapore, a  w recked ship 
lik e  thousands o f  others cast upon the 
beach o f  Singapore. Since that tim e he 
had w orked interm ittently , som etim es as 
a stevedore on th e  docks, som etim es as a 
dish-w asher. O n ce  after a particularly 
heavy spree he had sat in the filth and 
dust o f  the road and w hined like  a beg
gar until h e  had collected enough coins 
to  return to  the saloon. A fte r he had 
been robbed, h is descent had been sw ift 
and rapid. T h e  atm osphere o f  Singapore 
is a great incentive to vagabondage. D u r
in g  that period he had gone under an as
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sum ed nam e, fo r  reasons know n only to 
h im self.

N o w  as he th ou gh t a ll th is over, he 
laughed shortly. Even though the m an 
had been a dirty th ie f, th at did not help  
any in G ille n ’s d ilem m a. H e  was dead 
nevertheless. A nd  even thou gh dead m en 
as a  rule te ll n o  tales they have neverthe
less a m ost p rovoking  way o f  te llin g  
enough in  th e ir  ow n m ute way to  get a 
m an into  trou ble. T h e  fa c t o f  th e ir  death 
is m ost eloquent. I t  is sufficient argum ent 
to thrust m any a m an in to  solitary co n 
finem ent and  w orse. I t  has a greater e f 
fect on a ju d g e  th an  the m ost eloquent 
p lea o f  a  d istrict attorney.

Gi l l e n  scratched h is head. W h a t was 
h e to  do? I f  h e  le f t  th e  room  w ould 

he be taken  into  custody? M ig h t there 
even now  b e an officer outside that door 
w aiting  fo r  h im  to em erge that h e m ight 
place h im  under arrest? A n d  always there 
was th e  g reatest puzzle o f  a ll. H ow  had 
th a t corpse gotten  in to  the room ? H e 
w as positive th a t h e  had not com m itted 
the m urder. H is  brain  was gradually 
clearing. H e  was m ore than  certain that 
he and B arry  G a it  had been  a lone in  the 
room  th e n ig h t b efo re . T h is  lin e  o f  rea
son in g  led to  another question. W h ere  
was B arry  G a ir  now ?

E ven  as th e  question  cam e to him , there 
cam e a loud knockin g  at th e  door. G il
len  g lanced  furtively  about the room. 
Self-p reservation  is an ingrained  trait. It 
is alm ost an involuntary action. H e  was 
searching  fo r  som ew here to  hide the body. 
Even thou gh  he w as guilty  o f  no crim e 
h is attitude, had  h e  been observed, would 
have been th e surest evidence o f  crim e. 
B u t th e  room  was an absolute square. It 
contained not even a dark corner. T h e  
b lazin g  su nlight stream ing in through the 
w indow  lightened  everything until the 
w hite w alls w ere d azzling. T h e  only fu r
niture in  the room  was tw o chairs and a

very low  bed w hich was only about five 
inches above the floor. O n e could not 
have hidden the body o f  any one under 
that bed, not even a m idget.

O n ce m ore there cam e that banging  on 
the door, and a voice yelled , "C o m e on ; 
open the d o o r!"

G ille n  w alked slow ly across the room . 
H e m ight as w ell le t his visitor in. I f  the 
m an continued b ellow in g  h e 'd  have h a lf 
the p opu lation  o f  Singapore about the 
place, and th at was a fo rm  o f  notoriety 
G ille n  was n o t seeking. T o  h is dismay 
he fou nd  th at the d oor was locked and 
the key was on  h is side. H e  was locked 
alone in a room  w ith  a corpse and he 
had the key o n  h is side o f  th e  lock. T h e  
evidence w as p ilin g  up against h im . O f  
course it w ould have been  quite easy fo r  
a m urderer to  have escaped fro m  the room  
through the w indow  bu t G ille n  did not 
th ink  o f  that at the m om ent.

O nce m ore the pou nd ing  and scream - 
ing  began.

W ith  an oath , G ille n  turned the key 
and threw  open th e door.

"W h a t  th e  d evil’s th e  m atter w ith  
you?” h e  cried. H e  decided it was best to 
assum e an a ir o f  bravado.

O n  the threshold  stood Shack G unga 
bow ing and sm irking  in  his usual snake
like m anner.

"G o o d  m o rn in g ,” h e  said, "b u t a trifle 
hot even fo r  S ingapore.”

T h e n  h e threw  up his hands in feigned  
horror as h e beheld  th e stark body lying 
on th e  bed.

H is face  seem ed m ottled  w ith anger as 
he w alked o v er and seized G ille n  by the 
shoulders. " Y o u  have k illed  h im !” he 
shrieked. " Y o u  have k illed  a man in  my 
refined house!”

"S h u t u p !” cried G ille n . 'T v e  k illed  
nobody.”

Shack G u n g a  shook w ith  fury. " W e l l ,  
you haven’t done h im  any good! A  m ur
der in my establishm ent! T h is  is aw fu l!
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W h a t shall I d o?” A nd  he com m enced 
to  m oan.

A t that G ille n ’s nerves w ent a ll to 
pieces and his arm  shot ou t and landed 
on Shack  G u n g a ’s jaw . I t  was not a par
ticu larly  hard  blow  but sufficient to top 
p le  h im  off his feet. Shack  G u n g a lay 
on th e floor ru bbing  his ch in . A t least 
fo r  the m om ent h e  was speechless. In 
stantly G ille n  had  sprung upon h im  and 
seized h is throat.

" T h a t ’s ju st a  sam ple o f  the little  show 
I ’ve g o t in  store fo r  you,” h e  said crisply. 
" I f  you utter one m ore m oan I ’m  goin g  
to tak e you apart. I f  I  did I ’d be co n fer
rin g  a favor on Singapore. Y o u ’re a rat 
and a hypocrite. Y o u  know  a w hole lot 
m ore about th is m urder than  you are 
le ttin g  on. N o w  com e across and com e 
clean . O u t w ith th e  w hole story. W h a t ’s 
th e  idea?”

Shack  G u n g a com m enced to  gurgle and 
splutter. H e was tongue-tied  w ith fear. 
H e  was know n in Singapore as a pow er
fu l, sin ister character w ho was fearless. 
H e  was fearless w hen h e had a g an g  o f 
h is fo llow ers w ith  h im . Shack G unga 
never did any o f  h is fig h tin g  personally. 
H e  usually delegated  the task  to a lieu 
tenant.

"C o m e  o n !” cried  G ille n . "Sp eak  up! 
I f  you can’t  find w ords, perhaps I can 
shake them  out o f  you.”

" I  d on’t  know  n o th in g ,” Shack G u n ga 
m anaged to gasp at last.

A t th at m om ent, G ille n  knew  that 
som ebody had  entered th e  room  and was 
stand ing  over h im . H e  g lanced  up qu ick
ly in to  the sm ilin g  face o f  Barry  G air. 
W ell-g ro o m ed , clean-shaven, debonair, 
G a ir  stood and gazed down on h is com 
panion  o f  the n ig h t b efo re  and chuckled 
am iably.

" Y o u ’re an am using ch ap ,” he draw led. 
" B u t  you are m akin g  you rself rather r i
diculous. Y o u  can k ill Shack G u n g a  if

you like, o f  course m uch to  his discom fi
ture, but I assure you that he knows n oth 
in g  about w hat happened in  this room last 
n ight. I t  is too hot to bother k illin g  any 
m ore people on such a su nlit m orn ing .” 

G iilen  leaped to his feet and faced B a r 
ry G air.

" D o  you m ean by th at,” he cried, 
" th a t  I  k illed  this fe llo w ?”

B arry  G air lighted  a cigarette carelessly 
b efo re  he answ ered. T h e n  h e  said, "W h a t 
else w ould you call it? H e ’s dead, isn ’t 
he? I f  he isn ’t, h e ’s a  darn good actor.” 

A t th is point Shack G u n ga broke into 
the conversation. H e  had som ew hat re 
covered from  h is hysteria now  that re in 
forcem ents had com e.

"O h , my house! my hou se!” he cried, 
"m y  trade w ill be ru in ed !”

"Y o u r  face  w ill be ruined to o ,” 
grow led  G ille n , "u n less you keep your 
trap  shut. I f  I  w ere you, fo r  my h ealth ’s 
sake, I ’d sneak out o f  here and hold my 
dam ned tongue until ta lk in g  was not ta 
boo. Everybody keeps insisting that I ’ve 
k illed  a m an. A nd  it  m igh t as w ell be 
tw o .”

A s G ille n  spoke he took a step toward 
Shack G unga, w ho w isely decided to w ith 
draw. H e  sm iled to  h im se lf as he did 
so. H e was rather proud o f  h im self as an 
actor. H e was sure th at B arry  G air would 
be satisfied w ith  h is perform ance. Shack 
G u nga was possessed o f  no little  ability  
in various directions. H e  could play sun
dry parts at a m om ent’s notice. T h a t is 
w hy h is talents w ere so frequently  in  de
m and by the underw orld  o f  Singapore. 
H e  rubbed his ch in , w hich still pained 
h im  from  the fo rce  o f  G ille n ’s blow . H e 
im agined that one o f  his teeth  had be
com e loosened. Som e day G illen  must 
pay fo r that blow . G ille n  was a disgust
in g  character. Shack  G u n g a was rather 
annoyed with Barry G a ir  fo r  having taken 
up w ith  such a scoundrel.
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Mean w h ile  B arry  G a ir  w alked across 
the room  and locked the door. 

T h e n  he w ent over to the dead m an and 
rifled his pockets w ith a speed and sure
ness th a t suggested he was an adept at the 
trade.

" T h is  guy w on’t need th is stuff any 
m o re,” h e said; "so  I  may as w ell take it, 
since th ere is no one else in  the vicinity 
w ho has a better claim . I guess you 
w ou ld n ’t w ant it, because i f  you w ere 
fou nd  w ith  these papers in  your posses
sion , it m igh t be ju st th e  evidence that is 
needed to  convict you. A s it  is, you’re in 
a m ost precarious position . Justice in 
Singapore seldom  strikes, it’s usually too 
busy, but w hen it does it is sure and sw ift. 
I  m ay as w ell te ll you th at that guy you 
carved up so nicely was a rather good 
friend  o f  m ine. In  happier m om ents he 
was m ore p leasing  in appearance. H is ex 
pression was less aw esom e. L ast evening 
I m et h im  in  the lobby o f  the hotel, w here 
I had gone to get som e cigarettes. I in 
vited h im  to ou r room . G od , but you 
w ere drunk! H e w asn’t  w ith us h a lf  an 
hour b efo re  you w ere engaged in an argu
m ent. D ecen t fellow , too. I  can ’t under
stand why you tw o cou ld n ’t  get along. I 
le f t  th e  room  fo r aw hile to  see i f  I 
cou ld n ’t  g et a cot put in  the room  fo r him  
to  sleep on, fo r  h e ’d had a trifle too much 
to d rink also. W h e n  I  returned he was 
dead, and you w ere bend ing  over him , 
lau ghing. A t first I  was g o in g  to in form  
th e police. T h e n  I  decided I w ould n’t. 
Y o u  w ere a pal o f  m ine and perhaps the 
assault had not been unprovoked. B e 
sides, a fter a guy has lived long in  the 
E ast, h e  doesn’t look  on unprem editated 
m urder as such a heinous crim e. Som e
tim es i t ’s a w orse crim e to  perm it a guy to 
go on  liv in g . N ow  I  can save you i f  you 
w ant m e to. O r i f  you p re fe r a dirty, 
b o ilin g  ja il, you can have it. T h e  decision 
is yours.”

" I t  w on’t take m e lo n g  to m ake up my

m in d ,” declared G ille n . "H e lp  m e out. 
B u t w hat I don’t u nderstand is why I have 
no recollection  o f  the m urder or even a 
fight. W h e re  did I g e t the k n ife? And 
w hy a fter liv in g  a ll th ese years a reason
ably sane life  do I suddenly becom e a 
rag in g  m aniac? F u rth erm ore , why am I 
so calm  now ?”

" T h a t ’s m uch too m any riddles fo r me 
to  answ er on such a h o t m orn in g ,” 
yaw ned B arry  G air. " I f  I  could read 
your m ind, there w o u ld n ’t have been any 
crim e. T h e  heat o f  th e  O rie n t affects men 
in m ighty peculiar ways. A lso , d on’t  fo r
get, you’d been d rin k in g  som e pretty vile 
liquor. Anyway, sp ecu latin g  on the m at
ter w on’t  get us anyw here. I t  w ill certain
ly not get you to  safety . U nderstand that 
by h elp in g  you escape I ’m  pu tting  a noose 
around my own neck— sort o f  an acces
sory to the crim e— bu t I ’ll take the risk if 
you’ll help  m e out, to o .”

" W h a t ’s the m atter?” dem anded G il
len  suddenly. " Y o u  g o t som ebody else 
you w ant m urdered?”

" I  should say n o t,” w as the quick reply. 
“ B u t I ’m  not g o in g  to  discuss my affairs 
here. I t ’s too dangerous. Suppose the 
police should be tipped  o ff that a crim e 
has been com m itted at th is hotel. W e ’ve 
g o t to  clear out. N e e d n ’t  w orry about the 
body. Shack G u n g a w ill attend to  that. 
H e  runs a respectable house, but occasion
ally a corpse or tw o is discovered in the 
room s w hich h e m anages to  dispose o f 
surreptitiously. I  do n o t know  w hy yon 
body should cause h im  any great m ental 
anguish. W h a t w e’ve g o t to  do first is to 
go  to  som e clo th in g  store and get you 
rigged out in decent clo thes. T h o se  you’ve 
got on are rather th e  w orse fo r  wear. 
T h e re  may even be a b it o f  blood on 
them . A  shave, too, w ould  n ot be am iss.”

T w o  hours later they sat in a tea-house 
in one o f  the better sections o f  the 

city, eating rice cakes and d rinking  tea



390 ORIENTAL STORIES

in a m ost affable m anner. T h e  m etam or
phosis in  G ille n  was com plete. H e looked 
like a prosperous businessm an touring the 
O rient. H is ready-m ade suit fitted h im  
w ell and was o f  ex ce llen t m aterial. Even 
though it was not as good as the suit o f  
Barry G air, w hich had  com e from  B ond  
Street, it was adequate.

A t  th at hour th e tea-room  was alm ost 
deserted and there was no one sitting  
near them , so they w ere able to talk  w ith
out fear. T h ey  sar near an open window  
w hich opened  on to  one o f  th e  m ain 
streets o f  S ingapore. T h e  noise and clam or 
o f the street was not unpleasant. 
H ere was o n e  o f  the m ain arteries o f  the 
East, and th e blood o f  life  w as pulsing 
through it.

"N o w ,” said  G ille n  at last, pu tting  
dow n h is cup, "s in ce  w e have drunk x x ir 
tea and  m unched our rice cakes, I w ish 
you w ould acquaint m e w ith  the vast du
ties I  m ust p e rfo rm  in  paym ent fo r  my 
freed o m .” T h e re  w as a  h alf-h id d en  sneer 
in  his tone but B arry  G a ir  preferred  not 
to n o tice  it.

"T h in g s  are n o t nearly so bad as you 
su ggest,” h e said slow ly. "A lread y  you 
are w ashed and clothed  like a gentlem an. 
T o  ju d g e  by your com fo rtab le  attitude, I  
do n o t th in k  you have found th is a h ard 
ship. T h e  progress o f  my plan I  believe 
you w ill find even less arduous. T o  beg in  
w ith , let m e in fo rm  you that I  am  in 
charge o f  a  vast rubber, tea and coffee 
p lantation  in  W eltev red en , w hich as you 
no doubt know  is in Java. F or the past 
few  weeks I  have been  in Singapore fo r  
two reasons. T h e  first and m ost im p or
tant was to  g et a  m uch-needed rest. T h e  
second was to  try and  locate the w here
abouts o f  F red erich  H u lig , who has re
cently inherited  the plantation o f  w hich 
I am in charge. H is u n d e, O tto, died 
som e m onths ago leav in g  the vast estate 
to th e  nephew  w hom  h e  had never seen, 
w ith the proviso th at the plantation was

to  b e kept g o in g  intact as long  as the 
nephew  lived .”

" A ll  this is very in teresting ," declared 
G ille n , "b u t rather beside the point. I 
can n o t see w here I  enter into the m atter. 
W h a t concern is it o f  m ine?”

"M u c h ,” said B arry  G a ir  shortly. " I t  
m igh t interest you to know  that th e  m an 
you m urdered was Frederich  H u lig , who 
was en route to cla im  his inheritance in 
W eltevred en . I t  is assumed that he lin 
gered  rather too long  ia  Singapore to 
carouse. H ad h e  gone onw ard at once to 
Java, he m ight s till be alive. B u t o f  this 
enou gh ; the bad feature o f  th e  m atter is 
that n o w  under the term s o f  th e  w ill the 
p lantation  may be sold  or divided. I f  
e ith er is done, I  lose a  rather lucrative 
position  as forem an. T o  hold  the p lace 
in tact, Frederich  H u lig  m ust arrive safely 
in Ja v a .”

"H o w  can h e ,” asked G ille n  curriy, 
" i f  h e ’s dead?”

" Y o u ’ve g o t to  im personate h im !” 
B arry  G a ir  leaned  across the tab le  and 
gazed into G ille n ’s eyes. " I  w ill n o t lose 
everything because o f  you .”

" N ic e ,” said G ille n  grim ly. "Y o u  are 
a sw ell little  p laym ate.”

" D o n ’t co m p la in ,” snarled Barry  G air. 
" I ’m  o fferin g  to  g e t you o u t o f  a rotten 
predicam ent. I am  offering  you w ealth 
and freed om  instead  o f  a ce ll, possibly 
death. Y o u  should  be th an k fu l fo r  my 
in terest. N o r can you blam e m e fo r  re 
fu sin g  to  be w illin g  to  sacrifice a position 
o f  pow er that I  have fou gh t hard  to  a t
tain . A fte r  a ll, is there anything so hard 
about w hat I am  suggesting? N obody in 
Ja v a  know s Fred erich  H u lig . H e has never 
been to  the island. Y o u  are v io latin g  no 
sacred trust w hen you im personate h im ; 
on th e contrary you may do a vast deal o f  
good by keep ing  hundreds o f  people in 
em ploym ent. T h e  papers w hich I drew 
from  th e  body o f  Frederich H u lig  are su f
ficient fo r  your identification. I t  w ill not
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be hard to  prove your claim , especially 
w ith my help , fo r  I am  in many respects 
the head o f  the estate. N o w  what do you 
say? A re you w illin g  to  help m e out? 
I f  not you have only one alternative. I ’m 
not go in g  to risk my neck fo r you unless 
you are ready to  do som ething fo r me. 
O ne-sid ed  friendships aren’t any g o o d .”

G ille n  puffed fo r  a m om ent on his 
cigarette. H e  glanced absently at th e  ce il
ing . A t last h e  looked at Barry  G a ir  and 
laughed shortly.

" A l l  r ig h t,” said he, " I ’ll  do as you 
w ish .”

B arry  G a ir ’s expression brightened at 
once. "F in e ,” he said jubilantly . " I ’ll 
see about our tickets at once. T h e  sooner 
w e get to Jav a  the better. B ear in m ind 
one th in g : fo r  th e  n ext few  m onths at 
least you are tak in g  orders from  me. T o 
gether w e’ll clean up a fortune. W e ’ll 
both be k ings in  Java. T h is , my boy, is 
one o f  the luckiest m om ents o f  my life . 
D itto  yours. I  need scarcely te ll you that 
I have im plicit confidence in  you. I  th ink  
you are dependable.”

"Q u ite ,” draw led G ille n , "an d  things 
couldn’t  be w orkin g  out m ore perfectly  
even if  you’d placed that corpse in the 
bed beside m e.”

"O n e  m ore crack like  th a t,” cried Barry 
G air, "an d  you can go h an g !”

" I t  w ill not be repeated ,” sm iled G il
len . "F ro m  now  on w e’ll hang  to 
g eth er.”

" T h a t’s b etter,” said Barry G air. " B u t  
now  w e've g ot to  be g ettin g  along. W e  
have a lo t to  d o .”

From  th e tea-house B arry  G a ir  led the 
way to one o f  the better hotels near by 
w here he had already secured room s. It 
was the hotel at w hich he usually stopped 
w hen business brou ght him  to Singapore.

" Y o u ’ll haVe to get som e m ore clothes 
and other stuff you may n eed ,” said he. 
" O f  course I ’ll put the m oney out for 
everything and you can reim burse m e

later. By the way, I  had  alm ost fo rg o t
ten : perhaps you have a room  som ew here 
in town w here you have a b it o f  ju n k .” 

"N o t  exactly ,” replied  G ille n : " I ’m
like  M onte C risto : ’T h e  w orld is m in e .’ 
I can sleep in any street in A sia .” 

"M ean in g  th at you are hom eless?”
" O r  that the w orld  is my hom e, de

pending on one’s p o in t o f  view . Since 
I ’ve been in  S in gap ore I ’ve m et w ith 
business reverses, also thieves. They  
both accom plish th e sam e results.”

"T h e n ,” suggested B arry  G a ir , " to  you 
I ’m  som ething o f  a  G ood  S am aritan ."

"Sam aritan , m aybe,” said G ille n , "b u t 
o m it the good. Y o u  m ay be your broth
e r ’s keeper, but d on’t  keep h im  under 
too close w atch.”

" I  don’t  th in k  it w ill be necessary,” 
declared Barry G a ir , a trifle pom pously.

"A s  far as I ’m  co n cern ed ,” said G il
len , " i t  w on’t .”

T hey sailed fo r  Ja v a  two days la ter on 
one o f  the express boats from  S in 

gapore w hich com p lete the voyage in a 
trifle less than forty -e ig h t hours. L ittle  
o f  adventure happened on the trip . It 
was m erely a period  ,o f  pleasant leisure 
fo r  w hich G ille n  was th an k fu l. Barry 
G a ir  spent m uch o f  h is tim e acquainting  
h im  with the pecu liarities o f  h is new 
hom eland.

"A lth o u gh  Jav a  is D u tch ,”  h e said, 
"an d  has been con tro lled  by the H o llan d 
ers fo r upward o f  th ree  hundred years, 
alm ost every one speaks good E n glish  
there except the A m ericans. I t  is a 
strange, uncanny country, w eirdly beau
tifu l, b lazing hot. Its  very air, heavy 
w ith moisture, heat, fev er, and perfum e, 
is w orse than a drug. Y o u  hate it  and 
yet you can’t  leave it. O ld  B atavia, 
w hich really m eans ’F a ir  M ead ow s,’ was 
settled by the D u tch , w ho then  proceeded 
to die off with startlin g  rapidity. T h e  
clim ate itse lf was a plague. N o  one
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could stand it. A nd  the D u tch  ships 
kept bringing  m ore and m ore peop le to 
be slaughtered by a clim ate fo r w hich 
they w ere not suited. B u t m en have 
never m eant anything w hen the w heels 
o f  progress had to  be greased. B lood  
has always been an adequate lubricant. 
I t  is am using how  w illin g  w e a ll are to 
sacrifice other p eop le’s lives. T h e  recent 
w ar was one o f  the sw ellest m onum ents 
to  progress that civilization has erected 
fo r  som e tim e. N o  savage o f  B orn eo  
could have invented a fight so fiendish. 
B u t perhaps in  tim e w hen m issionaries 
have accom plished th e ir purpose he may 
be brought up to the w hite m an 's level 
o f  in telligence, cease to k ill h is enem ies 
w ith poison arrow s, use poison gas in 
stead. Personally  I can ’t  see m uch im 
provem ent in the m ethod, but then I  have 
never claim ed to be a profound  p hiloso
pher. Anyway I ’m  g ettin g  pretty far 
away from  Java, so I ’ll  hasten  back.

"T o d a y  m ost people liv e  in the new  
tow n o f  W eltevred en , w hich lies only  a 
few  m iles from  B atavia  but is o f  course 
m ore health fu l. T h e  p lantation  is a few  
m iles beyond that. D o n ’t  th in k  our tow n 
is m erely a clearin g  in th e w ilderness, 
fo r  there you w ill see houses that are a l
m ost palaces. T h e  D u tch  know  how  to 
build  hom es spacious and com fortab le. 
T h e  D utch  colonists d iffer fro m  the E n g 
lish  in this respect. T h ey  go  to  Jav a  to 
stay, to  m ake th e ir  hom es. T h e  E nglish  
go out fo r a few  years only, always look
in g  forw ard  to  g ettin g  back to  B ligh ty . 
I  m ig h t add fo r  your instru ction  th at the 
city is the official capital o f  the D utch  
E ast Indies, even though the G overnor- 
G en era l spends m ost o f  h is tim e at lovely 
B u iten zorg  fa r up in  th e h ills .

"E v en  though th e clim ate o f  m ost o f 
Jav a  leaves m uch to  be desired, there is 
m ore beauty here than can be found in 
any other spot in the w orld  fo r  its size. 
G orgeou s, verdant iungle in  w hich a m il

lion plants and flowers grow  in  w ild p ro 
fusion , m arvelous m ountains and lovely 
sensuous women. Ju st w ait till you m eet 
Sum atra Sue, w ho keeps a sort o f  hotel 
and bar not fa r  from  our plantation. She 
is as vivid as a dew -splashed red rose but 
she has on occasion a tem per that would 
m ake a tiger trem ble. H er form  is d i
vine, the grace o f  her figure m igh t m ake 
even a sculptor trem ble, but no man 
w ould dare to lay a hand upon her. Sh e’d 
k ill him  and g loat over it, k ill h im  w ith
out mercy or w ithout regard. H a lf  the 
m en o f  Java w ould craw l to her on their 
knees, prostrate them selves in  the dust, 
becom e low ly slaves, i f  by so doing they 
could  gain h er favors, but to  my know l
edge she cares fo r  no m an. M ost o f 
them  she despises. I m yself w ould go 
through searing flames fo r  her.

" D o n ’t  th ink  from  w hat I  have told 
you that she is a m iserable, unkem pt 
w om an. She is not. She is young, 
young and captivating. H e r firm  young 
body is as strong as that o f  any forest 
anim al. H er so ft slinky m ovem ents as 
she w alks across the room  are like those 
o f  a  panther. She w ears few  clothes, 
but those she does w ear are o f  excellent 
m aterial. W h a t nationality  she is, n o
body knows, though she m ay b e French. 
C ertain ly  her skin is too w h ite to be a 
native. N obody even know s her fu ll 
nam e. She is called Sum atra Sue. But 
it is a question w hether she ever lived in 
Sum atra. She cam e to  W eltevred en  
about seven or e igh t years ago w ith her 
fa th er, w ho was know n as B ig  B oag . H e 
opened his hotel and bar and then pro
ceeded to  drink h im se lf into fo rg e tfu l
ness. I t  was a race betw een insanity and 
the grave. F iv e years la ter the grave 
w on, but only by a fraction . A fte r  that 
Sum atra Sue kept up the bar and m ade it 
prosper. She has a huge negro nam ed 
D ik e  who guards her even though she 
professes to fear no m an. T h e n  there is
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an old C hinese wom an nam ed L ily  M orn 
ing w ho is like a m other to  her. L ily  is 
very old , so old that she has forgotten 
her ow n age, but she o ften  jokingly  as
serts that she rem em bers w hen M arco 
Polo called  on K h u b lai K h an  in old 
Cathay. A nd that, you’ll adm it, is a good 
enough m em ory fo r anybody.”

B arry  G a ir  paused fo r a m om ent to 
ligh t a  cigarette.

" I  th in k ,” said G ille n , " I ’m going  to 
like  it .”

" O f  course you w ill,” agreed Barry 
G air. "W eltev red en  beats Singapore all 
hollow , even i f  it isn ’t so glam orous and 
crow ded w ith hum anity. B u t then 
Singapore has noth in g  to b e  proud o f, for 
it usually gets the dregs.”

’’A t th is poin t,” m urm ured G illen , ”1 
suppose I  should take a bow . Y o u r last 
rem ark is, I  fee l, a  veiled  allusion  to my
se lf . I t  is w ell, though, to  bear th is in 
m ind. Som ew here it has been w ritten 
th at 'th e  largest m ountain  does not reject 
the sm allest dust.’ T h e re fo re  Singapore 
should n o t re ject the dregs, since therein 
lies m uch o f  its g lam or and color. W e  
can not a ll be m ountains. I f  we could, 
the earth w ould look like  a level plain. 
L ikew ise i f  a ll w om en w ere beautifu l 
there w ould be no beauty. T h e re fo re  we 
should thank  the ugly w om en fo r  beauty, 
because it is only by com parison to them 
that w e are aware o f  it in others. Y ou  
see, I  am  penniless, a  beggar, and there
fore  it is bu t fitting that I should be som e
w hat o f  a philosopher; fo r  truly the most 
learned m en are never th e  richest:”

B arry  G a ir  gazed at G ille n  in astonish
m ent. "S a y ,” he said, ” 1 th ink  you’re 
goin g  to  be a  w hole lo t m ore interesting 
than I had at first believ ed .”

" Y o u  are righ t,” agreed G ille n  airily. 
" I  am a m ost in teresting and likab le chap 
w hen you get to know  m e.”

" W e l l ,” cautioned B arry  G air, "d o n ’t 
g et too likab le. R em em ber Java is noted

fo r its u nhealth fu l clim ate, and statistics 
prove that the most garrulous die the 
soonest. U nderstand I am  m erely w arn- 
ing you. T a lk  as m uch as you like, but 
be carefu l you do not say anything that 
is o f  any consequence.”

" D o n ’t w orry,” said G ille n , "u p  till 
now I never have. B u t I m ay as w ell te ll 
you that even though I adm it you are in 
charge o f  th is expedition or w hatever you 
call it, you are not going  to get fa r  i f  you 
begin by threatening m e. I t  m akes me 
peevish. A nd  after a ll it  may be w ell to 
rem em ber that you are pretty talkative 
yourself. T h e re  is always the possibility  
the clim ate m ay have an equally bad e f 
fect upon you. I f  you are g oing  to n ag  
m e to  death, le t’s d issolve partnership 
right now . I ’ve always been m ore in 
favor o f  death in a b ig  chu nk rather th an  
in little  bits. P lu nge in  th e  k n ife  if  n e c 
essary but don’t scratch my ribs w ith  it. 
R em em ber you are not d ealing w ith  a 
foo l now .”

Gil l e n 's tone was anything but 
friendly , but B arry  G a ir  rem ained 

unruffled. H e refused to becom e angry. 
H e com m enced to th ink  that he had g on e 
a b it too fa r  and decided to  change his 
tactics.

" O f  cou rse,” said he am iably, "you  are 
not a  fo o l. I f  you w ere, do you th in k  
I ’d b oth er w ith you at a ll? B e in g  head 
o f  th at p lantation  isn ’t  a ll skittles and 
beer. Y o u  are goin g  to  be up against a 
lo t o f  propositions th a t’d m ake a squ eam 
ish m an trem ble. T h e  n ights, darkness, 
ju n g les, insects. T h e  heat, cru sh in g ,, 
gnaw ing, b itin g  into the flesh. I t  is 
tru th fu lly  said that o n e never know s the 
teeth o f  the sun until one has d w elt in 
Java. T h e  rainy season. D ay after day 
o f  rain. T h e  air filled  w ith scald ing  
m oisture. And love, devastating, p as
sionate, sensuous. G od , the very trees 
are fu ll o f  it! I t  is breathed  forth  in the
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p erfu m e o f flowers. T h e  air is im preg
nated  w ith it. I t  is in  the purple evening 
sky, and the salm on-splashed sky at dawn. 
W h a t need has a man fo r  hashish or 
op iu m , who has lain  fo r  an evening  un
d er a Java m oon? Every g irl one m eets 
seem s to have an air o f  elusive mystery 
about her, sh in ing  dark eyes, swaying 
h ip s. T h e  Javanese w om en are sm all, 
a lm ost like beau tifu l ch ildren . T h e ir  
sk in  is o f  a yellow ish hue. T h e ir  eyes 
are  fiery black, though no blacker than 
th e ir  long  strong hair. T h ick  lips usually 
sp o il their beauty, though they detract 
litt le  from  th eir sensuous attraction. 
T h e ir  teeth are pearls, the m ost renow ned 
and  beautifu l teeth  in the O rient. They  
are  m ostly o f  M oham m edan fa ith , sober, 
p atient, easily led. Y e s , I  m ight even 
say, far too easily led. T h ey  are o f  a 
ch ild -lik e  fa ith  and sim plicity . T h ey  love 
flow ers, m usic, a ll that is co lo rfu l. T h ey  
are  poor in  hatred , rich  in love. They  
are like people o f  a fairy-tale . T h ey  w alk 
slow ly through the m oon ligh t as though 
they can hear the voices o f  nym phs and 
dryads sing in g  in the w oodland. I have 
a ll  m y clothes m ade fo r  m e in B ond  
Street. I  hate to  lose my grip  on E n g 
lan d . M ost o f  my shopping  is done by 
m ail. Always I te ll m yself that som e 
day I w ill go  back, but I am  lying to  m y
s e l f  and I know  it. Jav a  has g ot me. 
Ja v a  has fastened its teeth in my side. I t  
is a vam pire that k ills  deliciously w ithout 
pain . I shall never return to  London  to  
liv e  perm anently. I f  I did I  w ould be 
a foo l. W h a t m an in h is right m ind 
w ould  exchange Jav a  n ights fo r a L o n 
d on  fo g ?”

" Y o u  forget the fev ers,” interjected  
G ille n . " T h e  in seas , the fevers, the 
sn akes.”

" W h a t  m atter,” said B arry  G a ir  w ear- 
i Jy. "a s  long  as I  have not forgotten the 
iwomen?”

T hey arrived at W eltev red en  in the 
evening, and the torrid  sun setting 

in a yellow  liqu id  sky m ade everything 
appear like  the figm ent o f  a dream . T h e  
broad, spacious p lan tation  house looked 
particularly inv iting  a fter th e  scorching 
heat o f  the day. A  few  native Javanese 
w ere w orking listlessly  about the floral 
garden that grew  about th e  house. They 
moved w ith a slow ness th a t w ent w ell 
with the hum id atm osphere. W h a t m at
ter tim e, w hat use to  rush and accom 
plish? W h y  haste and to w hat purpose? 
D espite rush, death overtakes a man at 
w ill. H is period o f  l i fe  is but a little 
journey betw een tw o eternities. W hy 
not strive to en joy  it? So the Javanese 
strolled  about th e ir  tasks, sm iled, 
breathed deeply o f  th e  pungent perfum e 
o f flowers that hung over the country
side. H ow  d ifferent from  the nauseat
ing devastating odors o f  C anton , and tl\e 
fetid  ones o f  Singapore w hich were 
slightly  less intense!

A s they entered the cool shade o f  the 
m assive h all— a h a ll so w ide that a regi
m ent m ight easily have gone through 
their d rill in it— an o ld  m an cam e slouch
ing  tow ard them . H e  had a long  white 
beard and fo r a m om ent the thou ght oc
curred to  G ille n  th at Santa Claus was 
m aking a tour o f  th e  D u tch  East Indies.

A s th e  o ld  m an, w ho had a most 
jo v ia l expression, cam e forw ard , Barry 
G a ir  introduced h im . " T h is ,” he said, 
" is  Papa C am po, o n e o f  th e  m ost trusted 
o f  all m y lieu tenants.” H e  w inked at 
G ille n  as h e spoke and slapped the old 
fellow  on th e  back. "P a p a  Cam po is not 
as old as you m igh t at first believe. E v
erything flourishes in  this island paradise 
and Papa’s beard has grow n like a weed. 
H e is also very strong. I t  is rumored 
that no m an in A sia has such power in 
his fingers. I t  m igh t alm ost be im agined 
that Papa Cam po was cut out to  be a 
strangler. W h a t say, P ap a?"
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Papa Cam po laughed shortly. H is 
laugh was n o t quite as pleasant as his e x 
pression.

" I  am but a poor old  gentlem an,” he 
said. " I  lik e  to doze in the heat o f  the 
afternoon . D o  not believe him , m aster, 
w hen he te lls  you th at these poor hands 
are o f  such m ighty strength. I  am in 
firm  w ith age. I  w ish and pray that 
good m ay com e to a ll the w orld .”

"G o o d  w hat?” inquired  Barry G air 
curtly. " D o  you m ean, good riddance?
I th ink  possibly that there are certain 
people in Seoul w ho m igh t be interested 
in your good w ishes.”

A t that the sm ile disappeared from  the 
face o f  the old  man and h is w eak fingers 
stiffened  perceptibly as though there 
m igh t have been  m ore than id le sally to 
B arry  G a ir ’s assertion.

" D o n ’t g et peeved, P ap a,” cautioned 
B arry  G air, p lacin g  h is arm  about the old 
fe llo w ’s shoulder. "Y o u r  secret, i f  you 
have one, is sa fe  w ith  m e. I  w ouldn’t 
go  to  Seoul o r any o th er tow n in  K orea 
i f  you m ade m e a present o f  Ceylon. I 
d on’t like the K o rean s’ style in m illinery, 
fo r one th ing . F o r another I detest their 
elaborate m annerism s. T h ey  always w alk 
down the street as pom pously as a k ing, 
as i f  they are bound o n  a m ission o f  vast 
im portance. T h e  im poverished K orean  
tries to appear like a potentate. It  would 
be suprem ely funny i f  it  w ere not tragic. 
T h e  entire country isn ’t go in g  any place 
unless it’s to the bow -w ow s. Anyway, 
Papa, even though I ’ve been too busy to 
m ention it b efore, th is is Frederich  H u lig , 
your new  boss. H e 's  a regular guy. And 
to m ake the introduction m utual, I m ight 
m ention to  you, M r. H u lig , not to take 
Papa C am po too seriously. H e  isn’t  the 
Papa o f  any one that he adm its. I don’t 
know  why any one should call h im  that 
unless it’s h is first nam e. N o r is he a 
relative o f  any person here, least o f  all 
yourself. H e  is m erely o n e o f  the nu

m erous incum brances w hich one finds on  
every plantation. I found him  one day 
a few  seasons ago w andering along a ju n 
g le  road. H e  did not look like a K o rean , 
fo r he was tar from  pompous. B u t he 
had th is in com m on with a native o f  
Seou l: he w asn’t go in g  any place. So I 
brou ght him  along  w ith m e to the p lan 
tation . I thou ght he m ight be o f  use to  
m e. B u t he never has been. H e ’s just 
a  dozer. H e  w alks about a ll day looking 
fo r  charm ing  places to doze. T h en  he 
proceeds to do so. I d on ’t see how any
body can use up so m uch sleep .”

B arry  G air was interrupted by the su d 
den entrance o f  an aristocratic-looking 
old  lady. She was handsom ely gow ned 
in  b lack  satin w ith  old  lace about th e  
th roat o f  her dress. D esp ite her age, she 
was s till extrem ely  handsom e. H er bear
in g  was that o f  a  queen. Barry G a ir  
bow ed as she entered .

"G o o d  evening, M istress,” he said. 
" A t  last I have returned w ith my m ission 
fu lfilled . T h is  is your nephew  w hom  
you have never m et, Frederich  H u lig .” 
T o  G ille n , h e  m urm ured, "T h is  is your 
aunt, your m oth er’s sister, M istress 
E w in g .”

T h e  old  lady cam e forw ard and threw  
her arm s about G ille n ’s shoulders and 
kissed h im  on the cheek.

" I t  is so good to have you h ere,” she 
said. " T h e  p lantation  is vast. It  needs 
a m an in  authority .” T h en  she held  h im  
fro m  her. "H o w  like your dear m other 
you lo o k !” she sighed. " I  have n o t 
seen h er since childhood, at least n o t 
since she was eighteen , but you are h er 
im age. I w ould know  you anyw here.”

B arry  G a ir  turned his head away to  
h ide a sm ile. T h e  pow er o f  im agination  
is m ighty. O fttim es it is possible to see 
a resem blance w hen no resem blance exists.

" B u t  now you m ust be tired and h u n 
gry ,” the old  lady continued. "G o  to  
your room . P apa Cam po w ill show you
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th e  way. D in n er w ill be ready in h alf 
an  h o u r.”

B u t Papa Cam po did not show G illen  
to  his room . B arry  G a ir  decided to do 
th a t service h im self.

W hen  they w ere a lone together, be
hind closed doors, Barry G air 

said , "L e t  m e w arn you that M istress 
E w in g  is a wom an th at requires great 
care in  hand ling. A lth o u g h  she is old 
h er m ind is ever alert and agile. I t  is 
h ard  to  put anything over on her. I f  
you m ake a sing le slip , sh e  w ill be sus
picious at once. T h e  h ard est part o f  your 
im personation is g oing  to  be w hen she 
starts question ing  you about your m other 
w h o  is h er sister.”

" I  am  not so w orried about th at,” said 
G ille n , "a s  long  as she has not seen her 
sin ce  she was eighteen. I ’ll  talk  a lot to 
h er i f  I have to but I ’ll  te ll everything 
in  a ram bling, veiled , vague way. A p 
parently  I ’ll  be very open , alm ost gar
ru lous, but I w on’t te ll h er anything that 
i t  is not good fo r her to  know . D o n ’t 
fo rg e t that I ’ve got as m uch a t stake as 
you, and I ’d hate to h av e anything go 
w ro n g .”

" T h a t ’s fine,” said B arry  G a ir  ju b i
lantly . " I ’m  sure I can depend on you, 
and I need hardly add th a t you can de
pend  on m e. Papa C am po, too, is re
liab le . H e is my m ost trusted lieuten
ant. I t  is fortunate th at h e  has such a 
jo v ia l face. N obody ever suspects him  
o f  being  m ore than the m au dlin  old laay 
lo u t that he pretends to  be. N ow  what 
I  propose doing is to  gradually  get rid 
o f  the m en about the p lace w ho are liable 
to  cause us any trou ble and replace them  
w ith  m en w hom  Shack G u n g a  w ill send 
us from  Singapore. T h e  future is go
in g  to be m ighty pleasant. I f  it doesn’t 
prove to be a bed o f  roses, at least it is 
g o in g  to be quite frag ran t.”

W h ile  B arry  G air had been speaking,

G ille n  had rem oved his hat and was 
w ashing and brushing his hair.

" T o o  bad ,” he grum bled , "th a t in this 
enterprise w e’ve got to  wash so m uch.” 
A nd  he sang, " I n  Ja v a  w e’ve got to wash 
m ore and m ore, than w e ever had to wash 
in Singapore, but darned if  I know  w hat 
the clean ing’s fo r--------”

G ille n  paused abruptly in  his ablu
tions, and surveyed h im self in  the m ir
ror. "S a y ,” h e said, " I  am  sw ell-look
ing. I t  w ould be hard  to  te ll m e from  a 
gentlem an. A fte r  a ll it  only takes an 
erm ine cloak  to  m ake a k in g . R em em 
ber th at o ld  C hinese ditty?

"Once twenty coolies went to swim 
And also twenty kings.
A playful wizard mixed their things 
And made the coolies into kings.
The clothing fitted all so well,
Alas! thereafter none could tell 
The coolies from the kings,”

Barry  G a ir  laughed heartily. H e liked 
G ille n ’s m ood. E verything  was going  
fa r m ore splendidly than he had dared to 
hope. I t  was good to  th ink  that he was 
now  practically m aster o f  that entire vast 
estate. O f  course they ’d have to go into 
B atavia  and see the law yer, P eter Stelae, 
w ho was the sole executor o f  O tto  H u- 
lig ’s w ill. B u t th ere was n o th in g  to w or
ry about in  that direction. P eter Stelae 
was a respected m an in the com m unity. 
H e  had been O tto  H u lig ’s greatest friend. 
M oney m eant little  to him . H e had a l
ways been w ealthy. A ll he desired was 
peace, th e  friendship  o f  h is fellow  men 
and a lo n g  black pipe to sm oke. P eter 
Stelae was the least o f  their troubles. 
Besides, perhaps th e m ost im portant 
th in g  o f  all was th at G ille n  could forge 
the signature o f  Fred erich  H u lig  so w ell 
that it was hard to  te ll it from  the orig 
inal. T h e re  had been som e letters 
am ong the m urdered m an’s papers w hich 
had never been posted and now never 
w ould be. G ille n  had practised the 
signature o f  Fred erich  H u lig  fo r hours
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until at last h e could sign the name so 
perfectly  that it w ould have m isled an 
expert. N aturally  this art o f  penm anship 
relieved Barry  G air o f  a great worry. It 
w ould enable G ille n  to  get by and secure 
th e  success o f  their enterprise.

Barry G a ir  rubbed h is hands together. 
I t  was alm ost too  sim ple. I t  d id n ’t  seem 
possible that all barriers should fa ll so 
easily b efo re  them .

A s they w alked dow nstairs to  dinner, 
B arry  G a ir  said, "Y o u  w ill find many 
g irls  about th e  place o f  fascin atin g  beau
ty, doing the housew ork and serving. 
O tto  H u lig  loved b eau tifu l w om en, es
pecially  the d oll-like Javanese. H e nev
er m arried. N o  single g ir l appealed to 
him . H e  liked to view  them  all w alking 
about his house and garden. T h e ir  slow 
sensuous m ovem ents w ere pleasurable to 
contem plate. Som etim es in the evening 
the Javan ese beauties sit around beneath 
the trees and sing and dance and repeat 
countless legends w hich  have been hand
ed dow n fo r  generations.”

Di n n e r  that n ig h t was a ll that any 
one could w ish for. T h e  dining

room  w as o f  im m ense si2e, Besid es M is
tress E w in g  and G illen , B arry  G a ir  and 
Papa Cam po sat down at the table. Papa 
Cam po had many priv ileges on the estate 
because o f  his venerable years.

T h e  d ining-room  was o f  vast size and 
each one at the tab le  had h is ow n Java
nese serv ing-g irl to w ait upon him . T o  
G illen  th is was particularly  alluring. 
Each o f  the g irls was dressed in  a single 
garm ent, a sort o f  shaw l w hich was 
w ound about her body like a tight-fitting  
dress, leaving  only her tan shoulders and 
arms bare. H e r sleek, black, glossy hair 
was draw n straight back, a severe test for 
her som ber beauty.

M istress E w ing  was in splendid humor 
that n ight. She sm iled benignly  on every 
one. She was like a stateLy dow ager queen

bestow ing benevolence upon a ll those 
about her. T h a t n ight she was hold ing  
court and G illen  w illingly becam e one of 
her m ost devoted subjects. I t  was a priv
ilege to s it at the sam e tab le as that grand 
old lady. D u rin g  the m eal she acquainted 
h im  w ith m any plantation details. C ot
ton and tea w ere raised in abundance, and 
also rubber. In  sm aller quantities were 
cultivated nutm egs, pepper, tobacco, coch
ineal and coffee.

"W e lte v re d e n ,” she said, " is  o n e of 
the true garden spots o f  the w orld, a  veri
tab le  floral paradise, and our p lantation  
has been w ell favored. W e  have never lost 
crops to  any m easurable extent through 
inserts o r drought. Everything has 
seem ed to co-operate to  insure our success 
until recently. N ow  we are m olested oc
casionally  by robbers. T w ice  M r. G air 
has been  attacked by m asked riders w hen 
h e was on his way back w ith the pay-roll 
from  th e bank in  Batavia. Several other 
p lantation  ow ners have reported m araud
ers about th e ir places. T h ey  have all 
banded together under Barry G air’s lead
ership, and though they have beaten the 
ju n g les fo r  m iles around no trace o f  the 
prow lers has been fou nd .”

" T h a t ’s o d d ,” mused G illen . H e  looked 
directly  at B arry  G air, w ho was gazing  
listlessly  at his plate as though his 
thoughts w ere m iles away. H e  w as not 
surprized that Barry G a ir  had n o t been 
able to  capture the bandits. I t  w ould 
have been strange i f  h e  had. T h e n  he 
decided h e ’d throw  a bom b, verbally , that 
w ould rouse B arry  G a ir  from  his lethargy.

"F ro m  now o n ,” h e said deliberately , 
" I ’ll accom pany M r. G air, w hen h e  goes 
to  B atav ia  fo r th e  m oney.”

T h e  statem ent had its effect. Barry, 
G a ir  alm ost leapt from  his chair.

“ W h a t? ” he cried belligerently . "Y o u  
are g o in g  with m e?”

" O f  cou rse," replied G illen , equally 
vehem ent. "W h a t is w rong with th at?”
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B a rry  G air m opped his brow  with his 
h an d kerch ief. H e  realized that he must 
hold  his anger in check until later. 
" N o th in g ,” he said finally, "o n ly  it 
d o esn ’t look as though you could trust 
m e .”

" O h ,  I trust you a ll r ig h t,” was the 
reassuring  response. "O n ly  I th ink  some 
one ou g h t to go along to p ro te a  you.” 

" T h a t ’s an in su lt!”
" I t  is not m eant as such,” said G illen  

calm ly . " B u t  it  is fo r you to decide. 
F ro m  now on th e  pay-roll is go in g  to get 
th ro u g h  w ithout hind rance. A fte r  all, 
th is  is my plantation, and I 'm  issuing 
o rd ers , I  th in k  th ere is enough w ork fo r 
b oth  o f  us. Y o u  attend to  the m en and 
crop s. I ’ll  handle th e  business en d .” 

B a rry  G air m ade as though to speak 
b u t thought better o f  it. F o r  a m om ent 
silen ce  reigned in the room . M istress 
E w in g  gazed from  one face  to  the o th er. 
Sh e sensed antagonism . T h e se  tw o young 
m en  w ere not go in g  to  g et a long  together. 
B u t  she adm ired the spunk o f  her 
n ep h ew . H ere was a  born  leader, a chap 
w ell able to adm inister th e  affairs o f  the 
estate. In  h er ow n m ind  she alined  h er
s e lf  w ith him . She sm iled  inw ardly. 
T h e re  w ere m any strange th ings that 
w ere  happening lately in  W eltevred en  
w h ich  she had th e fe e lin g  w ould soon 
cease. H er nephew  w ould prove even
tu a lly  to  be qu ite a  force  in  Jav a , at least 
in  th a t se a io n  o f  th e  island that was 
bou n d  up so intricately  w ith  th e ir lives.

La t e r  that n ig h t w hen G ille n  was alone 
■/ w ith  B arry  G air, the latter turned 

u pon h im  like an in fu riated  anim al.
" W h a t  was th e idea,” he cried, " o f  

assu m ing such com plete authority at sup
p e r?”

" W h y  question m e ,” asked G illen  cu rt
ly. "A m  I not the m aster? D id  my uncle 
n o t leave m e this p lantation?”

" R o t !” snarled Barry  G air. "Y o u  are

just my man Friday. I 'm  g iv ing  orders. 
Y o u  are the nom inal head. Y o u ’ve got a 
title. B u t you're only a figurehead.”

"Sorry  we’ve g o t to clash again ,” 
yawned G illen , "b u t it can ’t be helped. 
I ’m n o t Friday n o r Thursday. I ’m  Leap 
Y e ar, so w atch your step that I  don’t 
leap at you. Y o u  are w rong w hen you 
say I  have no pow er. I am  boss. Y ou  
made m e the ow ner o f  th is estate. It 
was your w ish. Y o u  bu llied  m e in to  com 
ing, and now  I  like  it. I ’ve never been 
a figurehead and I ’m  never go in g  to be. 
A nd since w e’re on the s u b je a  I may as 
w ell te ll you frankly  that I th in k  you are 
the bandit o f  w hom  a ll W eltev red en  is in 
search. O f  course you’ll never be cap
tured, since you are the leader o f  the 
searching-party. N o w  get th is! N o  m ore 
pay-rolls are g o in g  to  b e lost. A nd  I am 
going  w ith you, fo r  your ow n protec
tion .”

"A n d  w ho,” asked B arry  G a ir  su lk
ily, " is  g oing  to  p r o te a  you?”

"A m  I to  accept th at as an adm ission 
o f  your g u ilt?”

"A ccep t it  fo r  w hat you w an t!”
" A l l  right th e n ,” said G illen , " I ’ll take 

it  as a  threat. A nd  I w on’t  b e threatened. 
Y o u  have placed m e in  pow er. I shall use 
i t .  U nless you are m ore d iplom atic in 
your treatm ent o f  m e, I m ay take drastic 
a a io n . W h a t w ould you do i f  I  fired 
you?”

" I ’d k ill you !” declared Barry  G air 
shortly.

“ In  that case,” m used G ille n , " I ’d b et
ter k ill you and th en  fire you. I f  you w ant 
to g et along w ith  m e, treat m e as an equal. 
T h e n  you may g e t th rou gh .”

B arry  G a ir  tried  to appear nonchalant 
as he lighted a cigarette but his hand 
shook im m easurably. H e was consumed 
with anger. T h is  rebellion  on the part o f  
G illen  was the last th in g  fo r  w hich he 
had bargained.

" I  th in k ,” he said at last, " th a t the



SCOUNDRELS BY NIGHT 399

clim ate o f  Java is not g o in g  to agree with 
you. Y ou  may be forced  back to Singa
pore fo r your health ’s sake.”

"Y o u  are w rong,” declared G illen . 
" Y o u  may have a touch o f  sun, but I 
rather like being a w ealthy landow ner. 
N ow  I suggest that you re fle a  calm ly 
over existing  conditions. Y o u  can ’t ex
pose m e as a charlatan because i f  you do 
you’ll lose your ow n position. T o  un
m ask me, you must unm ask yourself. In  
diis poker gam e o f li fe  we are tw o o f  a 
kind— perhaps both deuces. Besid es, sup
pose I w ere to deny the w hole story. I 
m ost em phatically deny that I  k illed  a 
m an in Singapore. Suppose I denied that 
there was a man k illed  at a ll? W ou ld  
you w rite to  Shack G u n g a  to  m ail you the 
body? D o  you th ink  h e ’s kept it? T hese 
are m erely a few  f a a s  w hich occur to  me.
I hate to m ention them , bu t do so merely 
to  point out that you are dealing  w ith a 
brain  alm ost as sm art as your ow n. I f  you 
w ant to go fifty-fifty  w ith  m e, a ll right. 
O therw ise I guess you’ve draw n badly. 
Y o u  didn’t hold the rig h t cards.”

A bruptly  Barry G a ir ’s m anner changed. 
H e cam e over and sm acked G ille n  on the 
back. " Y o u ’re a great guy,” h e  said, 
chuckling. "G u ess I ’ll  have to  hand le you 
w ith gloves. Anyway th ere is noth ing  to 
be gained by always squ abbling. I f  you 
have any grievances, forg et them . L et’s 
go down to  Sum atra Su e’s place and have 
a drink. I th ink you’d be interested in 
m eeting that g irl anyw ay.”

“G ood  idea,” said G ille n . "M y  throat’s 
parched and a b it o f  o ilin g  w ould do it 
no harm .”

So they set o ff dow n th e road together, 
apparently the best o f  friends. T h erefo re  
it was im possible fo r  G ille n  to  know  that 
B arry  G a ir  had not forgotten  h is griev
ances and was even then p lan n in g  the 
accidental and sudden dem ise o f  h is new 
master. G air inw ardly cursed h im self for 
having chosen such a T a rta r  for his pur

poses. W ith  m illions o f  m en in A sia, he 
had to  choose the very one who was ob
stinate. H e did not know  w hat w ould 
happen to the plantation a fter  G illen  was 
dead, but he was certain no great benefit 
could result to  h im self w ith G illen  liv 
ing. I t  had always been th e policy o f  
B arry  G a ir  to  rem ove any obstacle th at 
stood in his way, w hether liv in g  or dead. 
H e  had always m anaged to appear as a 
w ell-dressed cultured gentlem an. B ut the 
peop le o f  W eltev red en  w ho w elcom ed 
him  enthusiastically  in to  th eir hom es 
w ould have been surprized if  they had 
know n his true nature. T h e re  w ere few  
b ig  enterprises engineered  by the under
w orld o f  Jav a  in w hich he did not have 
a hand. N o w  he was p laying  one o f  his 
greatest gam es, a gam e that would put 
h im  in com plete possession o f  the m ighty 
acres o f  th e  H u lig  P lantation , only to  be 
frustrated  by G ille n , who had been litt le  
better than  a penniless bum  when he 
fou nd  h im  in Singapore. H is inw ard  
rage was colossal. H e fe lt as though it 
w ere destroying h im . Its very intensity  
was bu rn in g  h im  up. H e  m ust get drunk. 
H e  m ust drow n his w rath in good liqu or. 
T h e  oppressive n igh t did not add to his 
general cond ition . Java was a h ellh o le. 
I t  was no fit p lace fo r a w h ite man. T h e  
m ost fam ed Javanese p lant is the ch ettik  
o r upas, the fam ed legendary poison-tree. 
It  is a  sym bol o f  Java.

" Ja v a ,” B arry  G a ir  reflected, " is  p o i
son. I t  destroys everything that com es 
w ithin  its grasp. A  country o f  m ore th an  
five thousand know n species o f  p lants, 
each one breath ing  forth  a sed u aiv e p o i
so n .”

B efo re  that n igh t had ended, G ille n  
had fa llen  com pletely  under the sp e ll 

o f  Jav a  n ights. A  lazy m oon hung above 
the im m ense treetops, as though m ed 
ita tin g  about the fu tility  o f  life . T h e  
w ind sighed sadly through the huge fern s
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a n d  palm s. T h e  n ig h t was so still that 
even  the trem bling  o f  a lea f could be 
h eard . A nd in the silence there seem ed 
to  be the echo o f  countless mysterious 
n o ises. Perhaps it was the m usic o f  the 
flow ers crooning to the m oon.

B u t it  was not so m uch the spell o f  
n atu re  w hich im pressed itse lf so deeply 
in to  the m ind o f  G ille n  th at n ight. R ath 
er w as it  the strong, vivid  beauty o f  Su
m atra  Sue, who stood behind the bar and 
served  out drinks w ith the speed and 
exped iency  o f  a fam ed barm aid o f  Lim e- 
hou se. B u t as G ille n  w atched her it 
seem ed  to h im  as though she served the 
d rin k s in  a very im personal way. She 
nod d ed  to the id lers w ho grouped along 
th e  bar, the m otley th ron g  o f  D utchm en, 
B ritish ers , half-breed s and beachcom bers, 
b u t she scarcely was aw are o f  the presence 
o f  any o f  them . H er thoughts seem ed to 
b e  fa r  away, perhaps off to  the fam ed 
m ou ntain  chain o f  G u n u n g  K en d an g  
w h ich  runs from  end to end o f  the island. 
A  la rg e  num ber o f  peaks in  the m oun
ta in s are o f  volcanic o rig in , s till active, 
an d  Sum atra Sue never tired  o f  w ander
in g  up there on their crests am ong the 
lav a  and grotesque form ations w here all 
l i f e  has been blotted  out and the air is 
so  laden w ith the fum es o f  su lfu r and 
o th e r  gases one can scarcely breathe. 
Som etim es in  the n ig h t she roam ed up 
th e re  w ith  h er fam ous black  protector, 
D ik e , th e  native o f  unknow n orig in  who 
w as as ta ll and strong  as a g ian t and yet 
as fa ith fu l to  her as even old  L ily  M o rn 
in g  w ho claim ed to  have been a frien d  to 
M a rco  P olo . A nd  th ere by the w eird red 
g lo w  o f  the volcanoes, Sum atra Sue would 
d ance in w ild  abandon, h er w hite teeth 
g lea m in g  m ore pearl-like than ever in the 
eery  glow , h er body g lo w in g  in the ligh t 
o f  th e  flames. D ancing , w ith  her, was as 
im p o rtan t as eating  or sleeping. I t  was 
v ita l to  her existence. I t  was a m eans o f  
escape. Perhaps dancing the w orld over

is popular fo r that very reason. P eople 
everyw here long  to break free  from  the 
m onotonous rock w hence they w ere hew n. 
So Sum atra Sue w ould dance until she 
fe ll fro m  sheer exhaustion. In  pure 
ecstasy she would h e  on the ground  and 
cry and m oan. A t such m om ents life  was 
alm ost too beau tifu l to be endured. T h e  
everlasting  mystery o f  those vast natural 
cauldrons, always in ferm en t, bo iling , 
seething. Perhaps even the lava itse lf  had 
w orked itse lf up to  such a p itch  that it 
was dancing, seeking a m eans o f  escape 
from  the prison o f  life .

N o w  as Barry  G a ir  and G ille n  entered 
the bar room , her expression changed p er
ceptibly. N o  lon ger w ere h er thoughts 
roam ing about the h ills . H e r  eyes dark
ened. T h ey  becam e alm ost su llen  as she 
darted a look  tow ard w here B arry  G air 
had throw n h im self into a chair. H e 
tapped the table and called  fo r  a drink. 
O n e o f  the native boys brou ght tw o w his
kies to them . B arry  G a ir  gu lp ed  his at 
a s in g le  sw allow  and ordered m ore. G il
len drank m ore slow ly, the w h ile  keeping 
his gaze on the g lory  o f  Su m atra Sue. 
She was dressed in  a tig h t-fittin g  silken 
flam ing red costum e w hich em phasized 
the beauty o f  her hair. H e r  face  in  the 
flickering lam p ligh t was extrem ely  vivid. 
H er red lips w ere like  flam es. She no
ticed G ille n ’s rapt expression and low 
ered h er eyes. She sensed w ho he was, 
because she knew  B arry  G a ir  had  gon e to 
Singapore to  m eet th e  new  ow ner o f  the 
H u lig  P lantation . N o r  was she disap
pointed w ith her first im pression o f  him . 
G ille n  was rather handsom e in  a firm 
rugged way. H e did n ot look  lik e  a co l
lar 'ad ’ but there was an attraction  about 
h im  that was undeniable. B arry  G a ir  had 
overlooked the firm ness o f  h is ja w  when 
he chose h im  for h is enterprise. G illen  
was th e  type o f  m an w ho m ig h t be easily 
led but couldn’t be driven.

Sum atra Sue continued eyeing G illen ,
O. S .— 7



SCOUNDRELS BY NIGHT 401

until finally she relinquished her place 
at the bar to one o f  th e  boys, and w alking 
over she seated h erself at the table with 
h im . B arry  G a ir  g lanced  up and sm iled.

" I t  is n ot o fte n ,"  said he, " th a t  you 
h on or us w ith  your com pany.”

“ D o not be too careless w ith your grat
itu d e ," she said shortly, " f o r  there is no 
occasion fo r it. I  cam e to this table not 
because o f  you but in  sp ite o f  you.”

"S t i l l  th e  sam e litt le  tig ress,” h e  com 
m ented.

" I f  I  really w ere,” said she, “ I 'd  take 
extrem e pleasure in  claw ing  you. It 
w ould be sw ell to  rip  your co llar and 
muss up your clo th es.”

" Y o u ’ve already m ussed up my life ,” 
said he, "a n d  deeply w ounded my heart 
w ith  your sharp eyes. Is  n o t th at enough?” 

"Q u ite ,” said she. " B u t  aren’t  you 
goin g  to introduce m e?”

" Y e s ,” h e m um bled. " T h is  is Freder- 
ich H u lig , my new  m aster. I suppose 
there is no need to  introduce Sum atra 
Su e,” h e added, tu rn in g  to G illen . " I n  
all the w orld  there is n o  o th er like her.” 

G illen  gazed into h er face and gasped 
at her beauty. H e  cou ld  not turn h is eyes 
away. “ I  can quite appreciate th at,” he 
said.

Sum atra Sue placed h er elbow s on  d ie 
tab le and cupped her ch in  in  her hands.

" I  am  rather glad you have com e to 
Jav a ,” she said. "L a te ly  things have 
grow n intolerably  m onotonous. M r. G air 
is like  th e  w eather in W eltev red en . Y o u  
can hardly stand him . A nd  the other men 
are little  better. T h e  w hite m en in  Java 
are for the m ost part a  dull o r lazy lot. 
T h ey  like to  sit around and sm oke and 
drink beer. O r else they try their hand 
at love. T h ey  drool at the lips. Is  it the 
clim ate that m akes them  so disgusting? 
F o r the m ost part I like the natives best. 
T h ey  are m ore free and gentle . T h ey  are 
seldom  treacherous w hen they are unm o
lested .”

O. S — 8

" W h a t ’s that you are shouting, a ser
m on?” dem anded Barry  G air.

" I f  it  w ere ,” she replied , "y o u !d never 
recognize it .”

N o w  B arry  G a ir  had been d rinking  
quite a lo t th at day, and since h is  arrival 
at th e  saloon he had drunk q u ite  a num 
ber o f  ta ll w hiskies. A dded to  this, his 
anger w ith  G ille n  d id n ’t serve to  hold  
h im  in check.

H e  rose to  h is fee t m enacingly  and 
snatched Su m atra  Sue up into h is arms. 
B u t b efo re  he had tim e to  kiss her, G il
len  had to rn  them  apart.

" I ’ve w anted  to take a w allop  at you 
fo r  q u ite  aw h ile ,” said G ille n , “ and this 
is as good a tim e to  appease m y appetite 
as any o th e r .”

A s he spoke he let drive a stron g  right 
that clip ped  B arry  G a ir  on th e chin, a 
clean knockou t. I t  ended B arry ’s festiv 
ities fo r  th at evening. G ille n  ro lled  the 
unconscious form  w ith h is foo t over into 
a corner w here he w ouldn’t b e stepped 
on ; not th a t h e  particularly  cared, but 
m erely as a n  a a  o f  courtesy.

T h en  h e  took  Sum atra Sue by the arm. 
“ L et’s go o u tsid e ,” h e  suggested, "w h ere  
we can g e t a  breath  o f  air. T h is  place 
is stifling .”

Su m a t r a  s u e  led the way to  a secluded 
co m e r o f  th e  great veranda, w here 

there was a ham m ock. A nd  th ere they 
sat side by sid e fo r  hours, until th e  very 
m oon m elted  in to  th e daw n. Som ething  
w onderfu l had happened to G ille n  that 
n ight. T h e  fascin ation  o f  the v eil o f  en 
chantm ent cau ght h im  up in its grasp. 
Som eth ing  o f  the mystery o f  the forests 
surged in to  h is blood. M echanically  his 
arm  sto le  around the w aist o f  Sum atra 
Sue. She did  not protest but nestled  close 
to him . T h e n  under the spell o f  th e  Java 
m oon h e  fou n d  her lips, lip s lik e  crushed 
peonies. T h e  p erfu m e o f  her lip s sub
m erged th e  p erfu m e o f  the n ig h t. En-
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chan tress, m ore subtle than  th e  Sirens. 
H e  w ould never m ore be free . B u t what 
is freedom ? W h o  w ants to  be free? 
G reater far to  be slave to  a beautiful 
w om an, a vivid, gorgeous w om an w hose 
love is a vibrant flame.

In the distance the g lare  o f  th e  volca
noes occasionally lighted  up the sky. Jav a  is 
a strange, strange country, a  v eritab le w on
derland o f  orchids, rhododendrons and 
m agnolia, o f  m yrtle and teak. Everything 
about Jav a  is breath-tak ing . T h e  superb 
reach o f  the trees tow ering  up to  m eet the 
sun, richly  clad w ith tree-fern s and fu ngi 
and oftentim es crow ned w ith  lovely blos
som s. H ere  roam  in  the hush o f  the n ight 
deer, tigers, rhinoceros, w ild  sw ine, croc
odiles and serpents. A  land  o f  w raiths, 
grotesque rocks, o f  fragran ce and love.

So th e n ig h t w ore on. Su m atra Sue 
closed h er eyes in  ecstasy. She w ho had 
n ev er cared fo r  any m an was n ow  enam 
ored o f  this stranger, w hom  she had 
know n only a few  hours. T h e re  was n o th 
in g  strange in  th e ir  absorption in  each 
other. I f  love exists at a ll, it  m ust be 
spontaneous. I t  is a crushing  fo rce , o ften  
devastating at first m eeting. I t  is the one 
seed that fa ils  to  react v io len tly  if  it is 
cultivated and nourished to o  tenderly.

B u t even as love w elled  up fo r  the first 
tim e in th e heart o f  Su m atra Sue, fear 
crept in  w ith it. She knew  th at the li fe  o f  
Fred erich  H u lig  w as in im m in en t danger. 
H e r com panion had knocked B arry  G air 
senseless. By so doing h e  had m ade Java 
h is debtor, but it  w as unlikely  th at Barry 
G a ir  w ould appreciate th e  achievem ent. 
She m istrusted Barry  G air. M any  suspi
cious things had  happened w hich  pointed 
an accusing finger at h im . T h e re  was the 
occasion w hen a b eau tifu l n ativ e  g irl had 
been found strangled  in  th e fo rest back 
o f th e  saloon. B arry  G a ir  had  been lo iter
ing  about the place in an ugly  hum or the 
n igh t before the discovery. W ith  him  
was P apa Cam po. Papa C am po was al

ways sm iling  graciously, apparently a 
frien d  to all the w orld. B u t Sum atra Sue 
did not like the way his lo n g  fingers kept 
forev er m oving as though they were ser
pents reaching fo r  their prey. O nce she 
had beheld h im  k illin g  a w ild  turkey by 
ch ok in g  it to death. A nd  she had watched 
his expression, an expression that verged 
on m adness, as his cruel fingers crushed 
the b ird ’s throat. L o n g  a fter the turkey 
was dead, Papa Cam po was still claw ing 
at the poor broken neck. M ig h t it not 
have been Papa Cam po w ho strangled 
th e g ir l at the request o f  B arry  G air, who 
seldom  took part in any braw l? H e hated 
to  soil his hands. She shuddered as she 
th ou gh t o f  the bare possibility . A nd she 
was glad  that the m ighty  D ik e , whose 
strength  was like that o f  a dozen m en, 
was constantly near h er to guard  her from  
th e slightest danger. Even now , as she 
sat in the ham m ock w ith  G ille n , the m on
strous black m an was crouched beneath 
a tree  w ith in  call, dozing, drow sing, w ait
ing. D ik e  had the courage and strength 
o f  a g iant but h e  seldom  used it like  a 
traditional g iant.

G ille n  was am azed at the fund o f 
know ledge w hich Sum atra Sue possessed. 
H e r education had been  deep and pro
fou nd . She had studied li fe  in  the raw. 
T h e  chapters w ere not all pretty, but they 
w ere absorbing. Perhaps there is no 
school that delves so deeply in to  life  as a 
tavern. Its lessons, once learned, can not 
be soon forgotten . Sum atra Sue loved 
poetry and m usic. B u t best o f  all she 
liked  to m editate and dream . T h e  greater 
part o f  her li fe  was m ystic. Poetry 
charm ed her; dancing held  h er entranced. 
T h a t vast m ountain  chain  o f  G unung 
K e n  dang had cast a  veritab le spell over 
her. She loved the silen t valleys wherein 
death in  the form  o f  noxious gases gasped 
up from  beneath loosened rocks. H ell it
s e lf  was in those m ountains. T h e  con
stant trem ble and roar suggested that na
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ture was lau ghin g  at the puny efforts o f 
m an, m an w ho was u nable to  live when 
h is supply o f  air was w ithdraw n, depend
in g  entirely  on  th e elem ents fo r his m is
erable life .

T h e  very grim ness o f  those h ills fas
cinated Sum atra Sue, so m uch like life  
they w ere— a flare in  the n ight, a m o
m ent o f  m adness, th en  eternal blackness 
and  silence.

Sum atra Su e was a b o m  psychologist. 
S h e  could read the faces o f  m en as easily 
as she could read a book  w ith  large print. 
A nd  th e stories th at thus passed before 
h er eyes w ere not pleasant. They  had 
m ade h er slightly  m orbid . A ll her life  
she had th irsted  fo r  know led ge. She had 
studied lo n g  hours. Sh e had read every 
book o f  consequence th at cam e w ithin her 
grasp. T h e  eternal problem  o f  existence 
tortured her. W h a t was it  all for? H er 
father, B ig  B oag , had  d uring his li fe 
tim e been som ew hat o f  a scholar. H e had 
w on honors at O x fo rd  and lost them  in 
th e South Seas. H e had purchased all the 
books she desired; besides, he had an 
enorm ous library. F o r  hours in her youth 
she had read books that she could not 
understand u ntil she was dizzy. Som e
tim es w hen she cou ld n ’t com prehend a 
th in g  she w ent to  h er fa th er, and after his 
satirical explanation  she understood it 
less.

"W h e n  the w orld  was created ,” he had 
to ld  her, "im p ro p er care was taken o f  it. 
T h u s parasites sprang  up, in se a s  which 
m ultip lied , grew  and developed until 
they becam e m en. M en  constantly fight 
N ature. Som e day N atu re  in her wrath 
w ill rise up and rid th e w orld o f  in seas, 
th e  scourge o f  m en. T h e y ’ve been to ler
ated hundreds o f  thousands o f  years, but 
they haven’t  accom plished anything. T h e  
first m an was as fine m orally  as our great
est scholars. T h e  w orld  was better off 
w hen only trees and flowers grew  upon 
it. A t least trees do not m ake w ar on one

another, nor are flowers sufficiently civ
ilized to  slay th eir n eigh bors.”

W ith  such philosophy constantly 
drum m ed into  her ears it is no w onder 
that Su m atra Sue developed an in te lle a  
fa r  beyond her years and grew  to despise 
m en. T h e n  G ille n  had com e along, and 
at on ce a ll h er anathem a fo r m en was 
sw ept away. H ere  was love at last that 
sw ept aside inhibitions and dislikes, here 
was love th at transcended every other 
th in g . H e re  was the ridd le o f  existence 
exp lained  at last. She had been created 
fo r  this m om ent. H er eyes w ere g low 
ing  w ith  a strange fire; her lips moved as 
thou gh in  prayer as she lifted  her face to 
his in com p lete surrender.

IT w a s  not u ntil lu nchtim e o f  the fo l
lo w in g  day that G ille n  m et Barry G air 

again . T h ey  w ere in the dining-room  
b efo re  M istress E w in g  had appeared.

A s B arry  G a ir  noticed  G illen , he 
rubbed his jaw  and sm iled.

"M y  w ord ,” he said affably, "b u t you 
gave m e an aw ful w allo p !”

" I  had to ,” said G ille n . "Y o u  were 
frig h tfu lly  drunk. Y o u  insulted Sum a
tra Su e.”

B arry  G a ir ’s lip  curled slightly  as 
thou gh  w ith  contem pt.

" I t  seem s to  m e,” he said, "th a t you’re 
tak in g  qu ite an in terest in that g ir l.”

" I  am ,” agreed G ille n  curtly. " I  in 
tend to  m arry h er .”

"H a v e  you m entioned the f a a  to the 
lady?”

" I  certainly  have,” replied G illen , 
"a n d  she agrees w ith m e .”

B arry  G a ir  paled slightly . N o  use 
te llin g  G ille n  that he had hoped to marry 
Su m atra Sue h im self, th at he cared as 
m uch fo r  her in a sensuous way as he 
could care fo r any w om an. W h a t was 
w rong w ith him ? H e  seem ed to be 
m aking  a mess o f  everything. M om en 
tarily  h is hatred fo r  G ille n  was grow ing.
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T h e  earth was too sm all to  hold  them  
both much longer. B u t he m ust be 
carefu l. H is plans m ust n ot be suspected.

"C ongratu lations th en ,” he said cor
dially. "A n d  fo r  last n ig h t I  am sorry. 
Y o u  did exactly the righ t th in g . H ad I 
been in your place, to  sock like  that 
would have given m e considerable 
p leasu re.”

" I  assure you,” draw led G illen , "that 
it d id .”

T h e  conversation was interrupted by 
the sudden entrance o f  M istress Ew ing, 
sm iling , gracious, look in g  m ore queenly 
than ever. She sw ept in to  the room , ar
rayed as usual in  a black  silk  gow n. 
Papa Cam po was in her w ake.

" I  am hungry enough to  eat an a lliga
to r ,” he chuckled.

" I f  you d id ,” declared Barry  G air, “ it 
certainly  would be one m eal that w ould
n ’t agree with you.”

" D o  you th ink  it w ould agree with the 
a llig a to r?” queried Papa C am po drolly.

A s G illen  jo ined  in  his infectious 
laugh, it was hard to  believe that Papa 
C am po was the dangerous character that 
B arry  G a ir  had in ferred . H e  appeared 
so jov ia l and friendly, lik e  a garrulous 
old  m an who had no g reater v ice than to 
lie  dozing in the sun. Sum atra Sue had 
not voiced her suspicions o f  Papa Cam po 
to G ille n . H ad she done so, perhaps he 
m ight have paid m ore attention  to the 
occasional crafty, sinister s h ift  o f  the old 
m an ’s eyes.

A s the meal progressed, M istress 
E w in g  played unw ittingly  in to  the hands 
o f  Barry  G air. H ad  she been an accom 
plice she could not have helped  him  
m ore perfectly. Y e t  she was a dear sim 
ple old  lady who was loved by every
body in  W eltevred en . Sh e w ould have 
been speechless w ith h o rror had she 
know n that she was a id ing  and abetting 
a contem plated m ajo r crim e. A ll that 
she did was to  talk  enthusiastically  about

the beauty and w onder o f  Java, which 
was a su b ject she never tired o f.

"H e re  in Ja v a ,” she said, "a t Buiten- 
zorg are to be found the m ost glorious 
B otan ical G ardens in the w orld, which 
are m ore than a century old . H ere, year 
after year, the D utch w ith consum m ate 
sk ill have raised and classified alm ost 
every know n flower in  th e  w orld. N o  
poet could dream  o f an elysium  m ore 
com plete— a vast rug o f  plants and 
flowers w hose frin ge is a m ountain land
scape o f  lava-capped peaks and ju n g le  
slopes. H ere  too are to be found drives 
that are breath-taking in th e ir  loveliness, 
by fa r  the m ost fam ous o f  w hich is that 
w hich leads to  K o ta  B a to e .”

" Y o u  are righ t,” agreed B arry  G air, 
"an d  it seem s to  m e th at M r. H u lig  
should m ake a few  pleasure trips to  be
com e som ew hat better acquainted w ith 
the land w hich is to be his perm anent 
hom e. H e  ought to visit G aroet, w hich 
is the m ost h ealth fu l spot in the w orld, 
several thousand feet above the sea w ith 
a d elig h tfu l clim ate and a panoram ic 
view  w hich can not be surpassed. T h en  
there is picturesque D jo k ja , as fascinating 
a spot as could be found in  The Arabian 
Nights, and the Pram banan T em p les near 
Boroboedoer, w hich w ere consecrated to 
Siva and K a li o f  the H in d oo  group o f  
gods.”

" Y o u  ought to  w ork fo r  C ook ,” com 
m ented G ille n . " Y o u  certainly  m ake 
the tours you suggest m ost alluring'. T o  
te ll you th e truth, I  w ouldn’t m ind going  
off sight-seeing  for a few  days befo re  I 
settle dow n to  the routine w ork o f  the 
plantation. Perhaps I can leave w ith 
you tom orrow  or the n ext day i f  you can 
accom pany m e.”

" O f  course I can,” said Barry  G air. 
"R em em b er that you are my boss, and 
since fro m  now  on you w ill be paying 
my salary you have a right to direct my 
activities. I suggest that w e go first up
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to the m ountains, to tour the craters o f 
h a lf-slu m b erin g  volcanoes. N o th in g  in 
Java can q u ite  equal them . They are 
breath-tak ing . W e  can catch the m orn
ing train  to  Buitenzorg, w hich leaves 
soon a fte r  dawn. Jav a  trains, you 
know , do n o t run at n ig h t. G uess they 
are too lazy. T h e  journey w ill only take 
about an hour. W e  can book a room  at 
the hotel, and then go  a fo o t up into the 
m ountain ranges. A nd  th ere  you w ill 
see sights such as you have never seen 
before and perhaps w ill never see again. 
From  B u iten zorg  w e can continue on, 
p lanning  our p ilgrim age from  day to  day 
until you g ro w  tired .”

" I t  certain ly  sounds sw ell to  m e,” said 
G ille n  em phatically .

B u t th e  proposed explorations did not 
find as m uch favor w ith  Sum atra Sue 
w hen h e  to ld  her about them  that night. 
T h e  fa ct th a t Barry G a ir  had suggested 
that Papa Cam po accom pany them  only 
served to  fan  her sm old ering  suspicions 
into ro arin g  flame. H ow ever, she said 
noth ing  to  G ille n  about h er gloom y fore
bodings. H e  w ould probably have 
laughed at her. C ertain  it  is he would 
not have taken  her im agin ings seriously.

It was a rather m iserable m om ent for 
Sum atra Sue, despite the fact that G illen  
was w ith  her. She sat w ith  h im  on the 
veranda and clung to h im  as though she 
would never le t h im  go. T h e re  was lit
tle  conversation betw een them . O cca
sionally h e  leaned down and kissed her 
w arm , caressing lips. T h ey  w ere made 
for o n e  another. G od , w hat had he 
done to  deserve such rare good fortune! 
Java g irl, Ja v a  n ight, Jav a  m oon. T h e 
sighing  o f  th e  w ind in th e treetops. T h e 
music o f  the stars. T h e  everlasting whis
pering o f  th e  wild.

T h e  next m orning found G illen , 
B arry  G a ir  and Papa Cam po on the 

train en route to Buitenzorg. I t  was a

sw eltering  m orning  and the air was so 
heavy w ith m oisture, it seem ed to  have 
substance, a  gold en  g larin g  substance. 
T h ey  slouched in  their seats and m elted. 
T h ey  closed their eyes and tried  to  sleep. 
B u t it was useless. T h e  car was fu ll o f  
D u tchm en w ho laughed and talked  and 
sm oked. T h ey  took the torrid  heat as a 
m atter o f  course. So did th e m yriads o f  
insects th at invaded the train . They  
seem ed to  w ork harder than ever in the 
hum id haze to m ake existence fo r  hum ans 
as m iserab le as possible.

B u t fortu nately  the journey was a 
short one, despite th e  fact th a t th eir 
jan g led  nerves m ade it seem  endless. 
T h ey  lunched at th e  hotel in  B u iten zorg  
that was m ost fam ous fo r  its cool, shady 
verandas. T h ey  had decided because o f  
the in tense heat not to  go  up into  the 
m ountains until the heat o f  the day was 
passed.

P apa C am po slept m ost o f  th e  day in 
a large deck-chair that was alm ost as 
com fo rtab le  as a bed. G ille n  idly read 
over a copy o f  the East African Standard 
w hich by som e restless, unexplainable 
u rge had found its way to  Java. Barry 
G a ir  sat m oodily gazing o ff in to  the 
g la rin g  distance and consum ed cigarette 
a fter cigarette. T h e re  was no chance o f  
his dozing. H is brain  was too alive, too 
active, to o  filled  w ith  plans fo r  ven 
geance. H e  was a fo o l ever to  have 
taken up w ith  such a stubborn, unm an
ageable chap as G illen . H is p lan  o rig 
inally  had been o f  splendid m agnitude, 
yet it had failed  m iserably. A nd  G ille n  
m ust pay fo r  its collapse.

Ia t e  evening  found them  on th e  teeth- 
J  like  ridges o f  the m ountains. T h e  

day had expired  and only a few  flickering 
reflections o f  the sun rem ained. T h e  
g low  from  the eternal fires o f  the craters 
lighted  up everything sufficiently for 
them  to  see about them  w ithout trouble,
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but not sufficiently to  dissipate the ghosts 
and w raiths w hich th e ir very shadows 
seem ed to assume. T h e re  was a constant 
m urm uring in the air. T h e  seething lava 
was grow ling  and g ro an in g  in despair. 
T h e  air was heavy w ith  su lfu r fum es and 
gases and many tim es they had to step 
back as desultory breezes carried the 
fum es too heavily to  th e ir nostrils. Papa 
Cam po seated h im self upon a rock and 
com m enced at once to  doze.

G ille n  and Barry G a ir  w alked over to 
the very edge o f  the crater. They  gazed 
down into the p it o f  seeth ing , glow ing, 
b o ilin g  lava.

" I t  is alm ost as though one w ere gaz
ing  at creation ,” observed G ille n , "w atch 
ing  a w orld being  b o rn .”

" I t  is rather aw e-insp iring ,” adm itted 
B arry  G air. "T a k e  a good  look at it, 
because you may never see it  again .”

G ille n  noticed the m enace that lay 
h idden in the w ords. I t  was quite ap
parent to  him  that he w as not in a par
ticu larly  enviable position . N o  m ore 
fittin g  spot than this could  be chosen 
fo r m urder.

" Ju s t  w hat do you m ean by that?” he 
asked easily.

"M ere ly  that w e’ve com e to a show 
d ow n,” Barry G a ir  to ld  h im . "N o  en
terprise can ever succeed that has tw o 
leaders. O ne o f  them  m ust retire. A nd 
I te ll you frankly, I ’m  not g o in g  to. I t ’s 
up to  you to decide w hat you are going 
to  do. I f  you oppose m e any longer, 
to n igh t w ill m ark your ex it. T h e  de
cision is yours.”

G ille n  thought quickly. T h e re  w ere 
two o f  them  against h im . T h a t called 
fo r qu ick  action. Suddenly  he straight
ened up and his arm  shot out w ith 
fr ig h tfu l force. T h e re  was a sickening 
thud as the b low  cau ght Barry G a it 
flush on the jaw . H e  scarcely moaned 
as he fe ll. B ut qu ick  as had been the 
action o f  G illen , th at o f  Papa Cam po

was even quicker. N o  longer was he a 
lovable old m an w ho joyed to doze in the 
sun, but a panther, agile, deadly. H e 
sprang at G ille n , his m outh open, d rool
ing, his eyes bloodshot w ith fury, his 
terrib le  hands w orking  convulsively. T h e  
next instant they had found G ille n ’s 
throat.

H e  had no chance to escape. So sud
den was the attack, he fe ll to the ground, 
with Papa C am po on top o f  him . Those 
claw -like fingers bit into th e flesh o f  his 
throat as though they had m ouths. H e 
could not breathe, he could not even 
gasp. T h o se  fingers w ere m erciless. 
H is eyes bulged  as though they would 
break fre e  fro m  their sockets. H is 
tongue h ung fro m  his lips as though 
searching fo r air. H e  was utterly  pow er
less. T h e re  was a fr ig h tfu l d in  in his 
ears and everything was sw im m ing g id 
dily about. H e  fe lt  as though his head 
w ere a  bom b about to burst. Papa 
Cam po gazed down into G ille n ’s face 
and laughed fiendishly. H e  licked his 
lips w ith  relish . T h is  was a jo b  he 
loved. T o  claw , to strangle, to  destroy! 
Slow ly h e dragged G ille n ’s inert form  
tow ard the crater’s edge. A ll this had 
taken scarcely a m om ent but to G illen  it 
seem ed an eternity. H e  was standing 
on th e  b rin k  o f  death and he yearned for 
ob liv ion  so that th e  fr ig h tfu l roar in his 
ears m ig h t cease.

B u t now  out o f  the shadows there 
leaped a m onstrous figure. I t  was the 
fa ith fu l D ik e , w ho had fo llow ed  G illen  
and h is com panions on their p ilgrim age. 
Sum atra Sue was w ith  him . I t  was her 
idea. Sh e knew  that G illen  was en route 
to death.

In  the eery flickering red glow  o f  the 
volcano the form  o f  D ik e  loom ed up to 
m onstrous proportions. H is shadow  was 
so im m ense it seem ed to  b lot out the very 
earth. In  a second he had caught Papa 
C am po in a grip  w hich no hum an man
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could w ithstand. D ik e  was the strong
est man in Java. Papa C am po released 
his hold  on G ille n ’s throat. H e could 
not im agine from  w hence this black fury 
had dropped. F o r an instant he thought 
that it m ust be a huge gorilla . Even as 
th e  thou ght cam e to h im , D ik e  sw ung 
him  high into  the air. W ith  one m ighty 
heave he tossed him  head long  into the 
seething, g low in g , b o ilin g  lava o f  the v o l
cano. P ap a  Cam po uttered one terrify 
in g  shriek that echoed and re-echoed 
through the bleak m ountains as he disap
peared fro m  view  into  that m urm uring, 
m olten  mass. T h e n  D ik e  strode toward 
B arry  G a ir , w ho had been brought back 
to  consciousness by the scream  o f  Papa 
Cam po. H e  sat up and ga2ed about 
h im  blearily . H is jaw  pained  him  so 
frig h tfu lly , he was sure it  m ust be brok
en. A nd now D ik e  seized Barry' G air in 
his arms. B u t G ille n  interposed. H e 
had found his breath once m ore and stag
gered to his feet.

" N o ,” he said. " D o n ’t do it. T h ere  
has been horror enough here for one 
n ight. L e t h im  com e w ith  us down to 
th e  hotel. I w ant to ta lk  w ith h im  a b it.” 

D ik e  acquiesced at once. H e  was a 
splendid servant. H e never argued nor 
perm itted  h is ow n w ishes to  in terfere 
w ith  those o f  his superiors except upon 
occasion. T h e re  are tim es when the 
vision o f  savages is m uch clearer than 
that o f  w hite  m en. A t such tim es they 
m ust act.

Su m a t r a  s u e  had com e out fropi the 
shadows. She was crooning  softly  a 

w ild , w eird love song. H er teeth were 
g low ing  w hitely in the strange red light. 
And as she crooned she danced, danced 
w ith an abandon that suggested all the 
savagery o f  o ld  Java. I t  was a dance o f 
love and death. She was dancing in 
celebration o f  the death o f  Papa Campo. 
G ille n  gazed upon her enraptured and

w hen she had finished he gathered  her 
in to  his arm s. F or a m om ent he held 
h is lips to hers. T h en  slow ly they com 
m enced to  descend the m ountain  trail. 
It  was not particularly  hard, fo r  they had 
flashlights w ith them  and there was a 
m oon.

L ater, at th e  hotel, G ille n  sat at a  table 
opposite B arry  G air. Sum atra Sue sat 
beside h im , w h ile  D ik e rem ained in a far 
corn er o f  the room.

" I  hate to  g loat over a m an w hen he 
is d ow n ,” said G illen , "b u t in this case I 
can ’t help  it. Y o u  are m uch farther 
dow n than  you im agine. A ll your elab
orate p lans have failed . It is rather 
p itiab le . A n d  I  w ill exp lain  to  you why. 
In  th e  first p lace you chose th e  w rong 
m an fo r  your purpose, fo r  I am Fred erich  
H u lig . T h a t is why I could so easily 
copy his signature. T h e  m an w ho lay 
dead beside m e in the bedroom  in the 
hotel o f  Shack  G unga got no m ore than 
he deserved, even though it was at your 
hands, or at least at your instigation . H e 
was a com m on th ief. H e had robbed me 
o f  m y papers several weeks previously in 
S ingapore. I  thought I recognized him. 
th a t m o rn in g  w hen I was in rath er a 
try in g  position . A fter h e  robbed m e o f 
everything  I possessed, I was le ft 
stranded in Singapore. I cou ld n ’t  leave, 
because I  w anted to secure the return o f 
my papers. T hanks to your help , I did. 
B u t o f  course, even though you aided me 
th en , I can  n o t overlook the fact th a t you 
have since developed an unholy desire 
fo r  my death. A nd I do not crave to  die 
now  th at I  am  about to m arry Sum atra 
Sue. T h e re fo re , for my h ea lth ’s sake, 
you m ust leave Java. Y o u  m ust be off 
the p lan tation  by tom orrow  n ight. So 
you’d better catch the first train  from  
B u iten zorg  to  W eltevred en  in the m orn
ing . I suppose I am weak to let you go 
like th is , unm olested, but I do not care 
to  have any deaths chalked up against m e
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at 6uch a d elig h tfu l m om ent o f  my career. 
N ow  get out. F o r  tonight, I d on’t care 
where you go  as lo n g  as you do n o t re
m ain at this h o te l.”

B arry  G a ir  h u n g  h is head. H e  made 
no answ er as h e rose to  his fee t and 
w alked fro m  th e room . H e  had n o t e x 
pected to  g et o ff so easily. H e  w as still 
badly shaken over the fr ig h tfu l death  o f  
Papa Cam po. Perhaps som e day he 
would have his revenge. G ille n ’s suc
cess was only tem porary. G a ir  laughed 
softly  as he w alked slow ly down th e road 
that led  away from  th e  h o te l. And 
gradually as he w alked his good spirits 
returned to  h im . H e  com m enced to  plot 
his revenge. H e  w ould not leave Java. 
In  Jav a  he was a pow er to be reckoned 
w ith. H e  had m any follow ers. I t  was 
only a tem porary set-back. So engrossed 
was he in  his p lotting, h e  did n o t notice 
d ie g reat shadow  that loom ed up behind

him  as he reached a particularly lone
som e spot on d ie road, nor did he em it 
die fa in test cry as a long, th in , cruel k n ife  
descended into  his back. T h e  aim  was 
sw ift and true. B arry  G a ir  ceased his 
p lottin g . H e  was right in  one th in g  at 
least. H e  w ould neverm ore leave Jav a.

D ik e  leaned over the body and w ith 
drew  the k n ife . T h e n  he held  up his 
hands tow ard the m oon as though in 
adoration. D ik e  was a savage. H e 
knew  only one law , the law  o f  the w ild , 
the law  o f  th e  ju n g le . T h is  was one in
stance in  w hich he took m atters into his 
ow n hands th at w ere too big  fo r the 
w hite m an to  handle. D ik e  knew  that 
B arry  G a ir  w ould never rest until h e  got 
revenge. W h ile  Barry G a ir  lived, the 
life  o f  G ille n  w ould never be w orth the 
toss o f  a  co in . D ik e  sm iled to h im self 
as h e returned peacefu lly  to the h otel. 
H e had secured the fu ture o f  G ille n  and 
Sum atra Sue.

T H E  G IAN T
By  HUNG LONG TOM

O n  the m ountain-top I  stand.
T h e  n ig h t is clear.
T h e  sky seem s so low 
I could alm ost pluck a star.

F o r to n ig h t I am  a g iant.
I f  I w ished I could reach 
D ow n fro m  the high h ills  
A nd  drag little  m en 
From  th e ir  beds.

H ow  the m ountain w ould laugh 
I f  it could hear
V ain  boasting  o f  my puny strength.



The Slave of Justice
By E. HOFFMANN PRICE

A  strange dilemma faced a minor Asiatic potentate, who 
had to pass judgment of death on his own son

y B "A S H A L L A H !” m arveledIsm ed - 

8  t îe ^ arv ŝ >̂ "h o w  that
execu tioner could shear off a 

head! W h e th e r  the victim  was kneeling  
or standing, resigned or struggling , it was 
all one.

"W h e n  the su ltan ’s right hand rose 
from  his h ip  to  touch his le ft shoulder 
with his finger tips— thus— the b lade was 
poised. A nd  as the sultan’s hand swept 
sw iftly  back again  to  the right, th e  stroke 
follow ed  flam ing and  faultless.

"Wallah! B u t it  was beau tifu l to  see!’’
T h e  darvish paused long  enou gh to 

trim  the fire o f  the fu m in g  narghileh, coil 
its flexib le  stem  tw ice around his wrist, 
and drink deeply o f  the fragran t sm oke. 
T h en  he resum ed his rhapsody, te llin g  of 
the great days o f  th e  sultan, Ayyub the 
Ju st: how  h e sat in  jud gm ent, w ithout 
pity, w ithout passion, w ithout p rejud ice; 
relentless ju stice  incarnate on a lo fty  dais.

L ike the re fra in  o f  a pagan chant came 
the recurrent th em e o f  the su ltan ’s sinis
ter, sw ift gesture and the flickering doom 
that fo llow ed ; so th at finally I knew  that 
at last I was to learn  w hat had led up to 
the strange m eeting  I had w itnessed one 
evening, several m onth? ago, at th e  edge 
o f  an oasis three days’ m arch from  An- 
gorlana.

Ismeddin was sittin g  cross-legged on a 
sultry red B ou khara m g  just at the 

edge o f th e  oasis. W ith  the heel o f  his 
hand, and w ith h is knuckles and finger 
tips, he sm ote and caressed a tiny drum 
so that it purred, and rolled , and thu n
dered in cu nningly  varied cadence and

volum e; and a ll the w hile he chanted  in 
the language they  speak in the h ills.

A  groom  drew  up w ith Ism ed d in ’s 
kochlani s ta llio n , a ll decked out and re
splendent, h alted  a few  paces to  the righ t, 
then u nslung th e  em broidered Shirazi 
saddle-bags and the g litterin g  L ad d er to 
H eaven in  its curved scabbard, and laid  
them  at Ism ed d in ’s right.

T h e  cam el-drivers about th e  guard  fire 
ceased th e ir  qu arrelin g  and gam ing, and 
m arveled.

"H a a j Ism ed d in  is m aking m ag ic ,” 
m uttered on e, as h e m ade an odd sign  
w ith the fingers o f  his le f t  hand.

" H e  is exp ectin g  A zrael the D a rk  
A n g el,” h in ted  another somberly. " W h e n  
one has lived  a hundred years such as 
his------- -”

"P erh ap s h e  expects a visit fro m  the 
su ltan ,” suggested  a third  solem nly. " H e  
is w earing a clean  djellab.”

"S u lta n !” scoffed  one w ho m issed the 
jest. " W h a t  sultan ever saw  H a a j Is 
m eddin in  a clean , new  djellab? A nd 
sultans can b e seen and heard from  afar, 
with th e ir C hin ese  and Indian  m usic and 
clanking  captains, and em irs on asil 
horses. . . .”

"Ism ed d in  is m aking m agic,” re it
erated one w ith  finality.

A nd  thus and thus, w hile Ism ed d in  
chanted in to  th e  dusk that rolled  across 
the desert and ascended th e  m ountains 
that rose up b efo re  us.

T h e  sonorous chant and the sultry g low  
o f the guard fire m ust for a m om ent have 
lulled  m e into a h alf-sleep ; for w ith  a 
start I realized  that a beggar had  ma-
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te ria lized  b efo re  Ism eddin w here only an 
in sta n t ago there had been but em pty 
d usk. A  beggar in a djellab as tattered 
and grim y as Ism eddin’s custom ary garb, 
w ashed early in the reign o f  the present 
su lta n ’s gran d father. A  beggar w hose 
h ead  was cocked oddly to  one side, as that 
o f  a  bird  pausing in preening his feath 
ers. A nd  his eyes were b ird -like . . . 
lik e  diose o f  a bird o f  prey. A  beggar 
w h o — but was that hard-bitten  stranger 
any beggar?

T h e  drum m ing and the chant suddenly 
ceased , leaving  an em ptiness that som e
th in g  had to fill.

" A  thousand years, haaji!” greeted  the 
stran g er in a curious, sh rill, p ip in g  voice.

H e  was o ld , but the shrillness o f  his 
v o ice  was n o t that o f  sen ility ; nor was it 
th e  shrillness o f  the plum p, oily  eunuchs 
w h o  guard seraglios.

" A n d  to you, a thousand, saidi!” re 
tu rned  Ism eddin as he rose and bow ed 
very  low . "P rayer on you, m y L ord , and 
th e  P eace !"

H e  stepped aside so that th e  w anderer 
m ig h t seat h im self on the shim m ering 
silk y  rug.

T h e  stranger declined, rem aining 
stan d in g , his head still cocked to one side; 
bu t h is g litte rin g  eyes looked Ism eddin 
fu l l  in the eye.

Ism ed d in  laid the saddle-bags, stuffed 
to  bu lg in g , at the stranger’s feet.

"F o o d , my lord. A nd  a h orse,” he 
continu ed , as h e offered the beggar the 
re ins o f  his ow n richly caparisoned 
m ount. "R id e  out o f  the h ills  and be 
su ltan . T h ey  cry for you in A ngorlana. 
Scham as ad D in  is gone, and his nephew  
m isru les in his stead. T h e re  is no ju s
t ic e .”

So  this beggar was to be sultan? W e ll 
now , by th e  rod! F or a ll his piping 
v o ice  and curiously w renched neck, and 
rags, h e  was every bit a su ltan ; the kind 
th a t ruled in the old days, b efo re  sultans

dissolved hasheesh in their w ine, and 
paddled sluggishly in pools o f  outrageous 
diversion.

Ism eddin h a lf unsheathed his sim itar 
with its K u fic characters o f  pale gold  in 
lay, then drove it back in to  its scabbard 
and thrust the ringing  b lade h ilt  fo re
m ost at the stranger, tem pting  h im  w ith 
its sm oldering rubies and cool sapphires.

"L e t  us ride, saidi,”  th e  darvish en 
treated. " I  w ill fo llo w .”

"N e ith e r  swords nor horses, old 
fr ie n d ,” piped the w anderer, reco iling  
from  the g litterin g  h ilt  b efo re  him . 
"N o r  Justice either . . . fresh-sp illed  
blood creeps up through the sand they 
spread on the blood-splashed tiles. . . .”

H e  paused, brooding som berly fo r  a 
m om ent, th en : "B u t— inshallah! O n e
must eat.”

H e  stooped to pick up th e em broidered 
saddle-bags at his feet. T h e n  I saw why 
his head was so strangely cocked to the 
le ft : an incredible scar, broad and ridged 
and long, show ed how narrow ly he had 
escaped decapitation. T h e  severed m us
cles in  healing  had contracted and given 
his head that slant, and d istorted his vocal 
chords. H ow  any one could survive such 
a cut!

"O n e  m ust eat,” he piped. " B u t  do 
not tem pt m e w ith horses, and thrones. 
B lood  creeps up through th e sand. . .

H e  shouldered the saddle-bags and 
strode in to  the darkness.

T h e n  I regained the thread o f  Is 
m eddin’s repetitious tales o f  th e  just 

sultan, and wondered if  he had noted my 
lapse o f  attention. B ut h e had n’t; Is 
m eddin and his nargkileh w ere utterly 
absorbed in their m em ories o f  the old  
days w hen Ayyub sat in the shadow  o f 
slowly sw aying peacock-plum e fans and 
pronounced sw ift doom or unexpected 
pardon.

" . . .  . T h ere  was one accused o f  hav
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in g  a second tim e used false w eights in 
the souk.

" Ayyub considered the evidence, and 
recognized the culprit as one w ho had 
been previously dism issed w ith a hundred 
lashes fo r  a like offense.

"  'T h is  becomes m onotonous,’ re
m arked th e  sultan.

" B u t  befo re  his finger tips could reach 
h is le f t  shoulder, a  ivazir interposed.

"  'Said// h e said, *a m an ’s li fe  is a 
heavy penalty  to pay fo r petty frau d .’

"  ’F lo g g in g ,’ sm iled th e  sultan, 'has 
been fu tile . S till . . .  as you say . . . 
w ell, then , cut off his r ig h t h an d .’

"  'B u t h e is the son o f  Ib n  Saoud, who 
saved your li fe  at-------- ’

"  'A ll  the w orse!’ declared  Ayyub. 
'T h e re  are neither sons nor friends when 
I s it in judgm ent. W e r e  h e my own 
son-------- ’

"A n d  even as he spoke, th e  su ltan ’s 
hand le f t  his h ip ; finger tips touched his 
le f t  hand fo r  an instant, and sw iftly  swept 
back to  his right. T h e  tw o-handed sword 
sheared faultlessly. B y  A llah ! B u t there 
was ju stice fo r  you, executed b efo re  the 
crim inal could even th in k  eith er o f  mercy 
or bribery.

" T h e  head was carried o ff in  a basket, 
and the body dragged aw ay w ith  hooks. 
A nd  w h ile  they were scattering  fresh  sand 
on the blood-splashed tiles, a detachm ent 
o f  the guard entered the h a ll o f  ju d g 
m ent, lead in g  a stalw art brigan d  fro m  the 
h ill tribes. A  stout, hand som e fellow , 
w ith  hard  eyes and a hooked  beak  like 
the sultan h im self, and the su ltan ’s father 
b efo re  h im . O ne o f  those fierce men 
fro m  th e h ills. H ad it so pleased A llah , 
he m igh t am ply have filled  a th ron e and 
sat in jud gm ent on h im  b efo re  w hom  he 
h im se lf was now to receive sentence.

" T h e  executioner was w ip in g  his blade.
"O ld  Am ru with th at deep rich voice 

o f  his read the charges: H ow , sing le

handed, the h illm an  had charged into th e  
outpost o f  A1 A zhar, routed a detachm ent 
o f  the guard posted there, and started 
for the h ills  w ith  three horses and the 
arms o f  three m en.

"  ' Mas hall ah!’ m arveled the sultan. 
'W h a t a  m an !’

"  'T h e re  are m ore like m e in  the h ills , 
soldi,' boasted th e  prisoner, and sm iled. 
T h en , nod d ing  at the headsm an, w hose 
blade gleam ed  again : 'L e t h im  strike
clean .’

"  ‘A llah  upon you, young fe llo w ,’ 
sm iled the su ltan  in return. "H av e no 
fear on that score.’

"A n d  then th e  jest died on his lips, 
and th e dying was bitter.

"  'Ism a il,' said the sultan to  the cap
tain  w ho had brou ght the prisoner b efo re  
him , you m ig h t have le t th is fe llo w  es
cape a fte r  m ak in g  h im  sw ear to  appear 
and o ffer h is services in  the G uard . H e  
is w orth th ree  o f  th e  cow ards h e slau g h 
tered at A1 A zh ar.’

"  'Is  that then  your pleasure, M a g 
nificence?’ queried  Ism ail hopefu lly ; fo r  
Ism ail took sm all pleasure in th e  day’s 
duty.

"  'I t  w ould  have been, stupid and a ll 
too zealous cap tain ,’ replied the su ltan . 
'B u t it  is too la te : fo r now  h e stands 
not b efo re  m e, but b e fo re  Ju stice .’

"T h e n , to  the prisoner: 'Y o u n g  fe llo w , 
have you anything to say b efo re  we strike? 
A nd w hat favor, aside from  your li fe , 
w ould you choose?’

"  'F irst, my lo rd ,’ grinned  the band it, 
'I  should have been content w ith o n e  
horse and sure escape. Second, let m e 
stand to  take th e  stroke.’

"  'G ran ted ,’ agreed Ayyub.
" I  saw th at justice was costing  Ayyub 

dearly: fo r  th ere b efo re  h im  stood a m an 
after h is ow n heart. A nd Ayyub h im 
se lf was the son o f  a robber from  th e
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h ills , and had stolen a k ingdom ; yet ju s
tice  was justice.

"  'Ism a il,’ m uttered the sultan, 'you 
w ere w ro n g .’

"A yyu b glanced  from  the prisoner to 
th e  sentries posted at the entrance o f  the 
h a ll o f  ju d g m en t; glanced at the door it
se lf , and m easured the distance w ith his 
eye. . . .

"  ’A  m an a fter my own h eart,’ pro
nounced Ayyub. ’Let h im  th erefore  be 
unbound so that h e can die as befits a 
m an w hom  I  w ould pardon i f  I cou ld .’

" T h e  cords that bound the b and it’s 
w rist w ere cut, and h e stood free  and un
afraid .

"A g a in  the sultan glanced from  the 
p risoner dow n the length o f  th e  h all, and 
a t 'th e  door, but w ithout hope; for 
Ayyub knew  th at the guard w ould cut the 
p risoner down unless Ayyub m ade the 
gestu re o f  pardon. A nd that gesture the 
slave o f  ju stice could not m ake.

"E a ch  w hite-bearded captain w ho had 
years ago ridden out o f  the h ills  behind 
h is  ch ie f fe lt  h im self standing befo re  the 
th ron e to face doom ; and although Ayyub 
had  glanced  at the door, he saw nothing 
but hopelessness: so that none noted the 
o ld  w om an w ho entered the h a ll o f  ju d g
m ent.

"A y yu b ’s hand rose very slow ly from  
h is hip.

“ t’ a * he woman’s shriek startled the sul-
X  tan, and the sign o f  doom  stopped 

b efo re  it had  fairly  started.
"E v ad in g  the guard, she knelt at the 

fo o t o f  the dais.
"  'W h o  are you, old w om an?’ dem and

ed th e sultan as his hand dropped back 
to  h is h ip . ’A nd what have you to do 
w ith  th is?’

"A yyu b breathed deeply and relaxed. 
H e  could not relent; but he w elcom ed the 
m o m en t’s respite. By A llah , but you

would have thought that it was his own 
sentence that had been postponed.

"  'I  am his m other, said/! A nd why 
for the sake o f  three horses should h e lose 
his head, w hen you, the son o f  a bandit, 
rode from  the h ills and took th is city !’

" T h e  captains gasped, and stroked 
their beards, and m arveled. B u t Ayyub, 
staring at the w om an, gave no sign to 
have h er ejected .

"  ’Y o u , his m other? B y A llah , old 
w oman, but you are befo re  Justice rather 
than befo re  any sultan. T h a t blood 
creeping from  the sand just at your knees 
was spilled  by the th ieving  son o f  an old 
frien d .’

"A yyu b’s r ig h t hand rose--------

" T h e  w om an leaped to h er feet and 
seized his w rist.

" T h e  lords and captains w ere confused, 
fo r  they did not know  w hether to stand 
fast, or to drag h er from  the hall.

" T h e  prisoner sm iled ju st the shadow 
o f  a sm ile.

"  ’O ld  w om an,’ said the sultan as his 
hand again dropped to rest at his hip, 
'I  am  sorry that your son is b efo re  me. 
F or w hen I am  in  this h a ll, I  am  very 
Justice itse lf, fo r  I  rode fro m  the h ills  
to establish Ju stice . A nd  a fter  all, each 
o f  those m any w ho have lost th e ir heads 
in this h all have had m others. T h e n  who 
am  I to thw art Justice fo r  the sake 
o f--------’

” ’F o r the sake o f  one m other?’ m ocked 
d ie w om an.

"Wallah! A nd  how  her voice derided 
Ayyub!

"  'Saidi,' she continued, ’I am  m ore 
than the m other o f  that bandit, my son. 
I am all those w om en w hose sons have 
died fo r that heaven-sent Justice o f  yours, 
heaven-sent p rin ce !’

" T h e  lords and captains listened, and 
forgot to stroke d ie ir beards.

” T  am the m other o f  Persian H afiz
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whose song is poison-sw eet as hasheesh 
m ingled with Shirazi w ine.’

"H e r  voice grew  clear and m ellow  and 
chanting and golden rich.

"  'I  am the m other o f  that fierce M o n 
gol who enthroned h im self in Sam ar- 
cand. I am the m other o f  Iskander o f 
the T w o H orn s. I am the m other o f  al 
Khayyam i w hose sonorous phrases you 
sing o f  an evening w hen w ine w ashes the 
dust o f  justice from  your just lips. And 
I am the m other o f  those stout brigands 
w ho rode behind you, a  brigand, and 
carved a k ingdom  fo r you out o f  th is m ad
house o f  the plains. A nd this m an be
fo re  you m igh t be' the equal o f  any o f  his 
brothers. . .

’ ’T h e  sultan stared, and his lean face 
becam e yet m ore drawn and lean. H e 
rose from  his dais, standing as one who 
has m et destiny at the crossroads.

"  'O ld  w om an, w ho are you?’ he thu n
dered in a voice great w ith w onder, and 
trem blin g  w ith a fear that was gnaw ing 
at him.

"  'I  am D hivalan i the K ashm iri danc- 
ing  g irl,’ that golden voice intoned, 'and 
that bandit my son is your ow n son who 
was bom  after A bdurrahm an al D urani 
raided your cam p and carried m e to  his 
stronghold .’

"S h e  tore aside her veil.
"O ld , and w rinkled, and leathery: but 

there was the firm  stamp, o f  ancient beau
ty, and the fire o f  those sm oldering K a sh 
m iri eyes.

"  'T hen  if  he is my son,’ spoke the 
dazed sultan in w ide-spaced accents, ’why 
did you not send him  to m e years ago?’

"  'I t  has been twenty years since I last 
saw him , or knew  that h e  was alive. O nly 
yesterday I learned w ho h e was. They 
loved him  in the h ills, and feared he 
m ight forget h im se lf and descend to a 
th ron e.’

"T h e  just sultan stared at h is.son . Y e t

he made no sign o f  pardon; for fro m  the 
sand on the tiles befo re  h im  crept the 
fresh-spilled  blood o f his frien d ’s son.

"T h e n  he m uttered in my ear. T h e 
man m ight yet cast o ff the bondage o f 
justice.

" I  passed his com m and to the captains 
and the lords o f  the court.

"T h e y  filed from  the presence as dead 
m en w alking fro m  their graves.

"  'A llah , th e  W is e , the A ll-K n o w in g , 
is Ju st,’ pronounced the sultan. ’A nd 
since it pleased h im  to put me on this 
throne, I can not be less.’

"H e  glanced again at the stains on the 
floor. T h en  h e  advanced a pace . . . 
two paces . . .  a third.

" H e  halted , and stared fu ll at th e  son 
o f  his first and favorite  w ife. T h e  lost 
lion was doom ed, leaving  only those other 
sons, that litter o f  jackals.

" T h e  bandit sm iled ever so slightly  at 
the sultan’s m isery.

"A yyu b’s hand, h a lf  raised, dropped. 
T h en  it rose again , finger tips tou ching  
his le ft shoulder an instant, and back. . . .

"T h e  blade flamed w ide. . . .
"W ith  a great cry, the sultan leaped 

forw ard, thrust the bandit fu ll o n  the 
chest, strik ing h im  flat to  the floor b efo re  
the shearing stroke could behead him . 
B u t it was too late fo r the faultless ex e
cutioner to  check h is b lade and spare the 
su ltan .”

ISMEDDIN exhaled  a deep d raft o f  w h ite  
sm oke fro m  th e  stem o f  the bu bblin g  

narghileh; stared m e fu ll in the eye for 
a m om ent; and then answered m y u n
spoken qu estion : "N o , saidi, that w as no 
dead man you heard  m e offer my sim itar. 
T h e  headsm an’s stroke was not quite 
true, so Ayyub did not catch enough o f  
th e  blade. A nd fo r the sake o f h is one 
in justice, the Slave o f  Justice lives in a 
sm all cave in the m ountains.”



Della Wu, Chinese Courtezan
By FRANK OWEN

A tender and beautiful tale o f Old China and the revenge o f Nen-Tsang

GA Z E  fo r  a m o m en t on  th e p o r
trait o f  D ella  W u , C hinese 
co u rte zan . Sh e w as b o rn  o f  fa b 

u lo u sly  w e a lth y  p aren ts. H e r  fa th e r  
had  am assed  fo rtu n e s in tea , in  ja d e , in  
o p iu m . T h e  h o m e  o f  th e  fa m ily  in  C a n 
to n  spread  o v e r  m any  acres. I t  w as a 
v e r ita b le  v illa g e  in  its e lf , a  g a rd en  o f  
m oon - bridges, lily  ponds, gorgeous 
flo w ers an d  m any  re d -ro o fe d  houses 
p e e p in g  in  a n d  o u t fro m  am o n g  th e  
trees like lost pom egranates.

T h e  m ain  h o u se  w as an a ffa ir  o f  sp a
cio u s ro o m s, sw eet incenses, cu sh ion s, 
la n te rn s  an d  eery  m usic. N o  co o k in g  
w as d o n e in  th is house, w hich  w as 
g iv e n  o v er b y  th e  m aster to  dream s and  
m ed ita tio n s. F req u en tly  th e  d ream s 
w ere flavored by poppy fragrance and 
the m editations w ere over the languor
ous you n g  sloe-eyed  w om en  th a t cam e 
so  fre q u e n tly  to  th e  h o m e o f  N e n - 
T san g . In  appearance the m aster was 
la rg e , ex p a n siv e  in  fo rm  and exp res
sion . T o le r a n t ,  q u ick  in  m ind , s lu g g ish  
in  bod y. H is  fa c e  w as as round  as th e  
fu l l  m o o n  an d  q u ite  as exp ression less.

N o  o n e w o u ld  h av e  im agin ed  th a t 
h is co m m e rcia l g en iu s w as a by-w ord 
ro u n d  th e  w o rld . H e  dressed  lav ish ly , 
sq u an d ered  v a st sum s upon h is g u ests, 
b u t n ev er in  th e  p eriod  o f  any o n e ’s 
re co lle c tio n  h ad  h e  b een  know n  to  g iv e  
ev en  a  co p p er co in  to  th e  poor. P ov erty  
in  h is  eyes w as th e o n e u n fo rg iv a b le  
crim e. M u rd e r co u ld  be ju stified , and  
fre q u e n tly  w as, b u t poverty  had  n o  e x 
cu se  fo r  b e in g .

" W h e n  a flo w e r,” h e  used  to  say, " b e 
co m es w ild  in  a  g ard en , it  is p lu cked  
a n d  d estroyed . B e g g a rs  sh ou ld  b e  so  
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treated . In  th e  g ard en s o f  e a r th , th ey  
are v ile  w eed s .”

N e n -T s a n g  ad m itted  o f  n o  re lig io n . 
H e  w as h is o w n  g od , ad d icted  to  s e lf 
w o rsh ip . H e  g a v e  h im s e lf  o v er to  every 
licen se. A n d  h e  en co u rag ed  rio to u s  liv 
ing  u p o n  h is b e a u tifu l d au g h te r, D e lla  
W u  H e r  m o th e r  h ad  b een  h a lf  F re n c h  
and h a lf  A n n am e se . Sh e h ad  b ee n  b o rn  
in  F ren ch  In d o -C h in a . N e n -T s a n g  had  
com e across h e r  w h ile  he w as o n  a  p il
g rim ag e  to  sundry so u th ern  tra d e rs . H e  
gazed  u p o n  h e r  viv id  d ark  b eau ty  and 
w as en tran ce d . A t  once h e  d ecid ed  th a t 
h e m u st h a v e  h er fo r  h is w ife . T h e  fa c t 
th a t she did  n o t care  in  th e  s lig h te s t fo r  
h im  an d  w as en am ored  o f  a young 
Frenchm an in the consular service m at
tered  n o t a t  a ll .  N e n -T s a n g  n eg o tia te d  
fo r  h e r  p u rch ase . H e  w as a shrew d  
trad er. H e  se ld o m  fa ile d  in  h is  bu siness 
en terp rises. T h e  fa th e r  o f  N a n a  w as a 
v ictim  o f  cu p id ity . H e  co u ld  n o t w ith 
stand  th e  jin g le  o f  g o ld . In  th e  end , 
d esp ite  th e  p ro testa tio n s o f  N a n a , she 
w as carrie d  b a ck  to  C an to n  to  b eco m e 
the w ife  o f  th e  w ealth y  N e n -T s a n g . H e  
treated  h e r  sp len d id ly , sh o w ered  g if ts  
u pon h e r  th a t  w ere  o f  m y th ica l v a lu e ; 
the finest o f  silks w ere procured fo r  her 
costum e, fo r  h er badi the sw eetest o f  es
sences. T h e  very tea she drank was o f  a 
special b lend  and cost the eq uivalent o f 
sixty dollars a pound in A m erican  money. 
M usicians w ere procured to  w ander 
through th e paths o f  the garden to  play 
gentle love songs to  her. B u t a ll the 
efforts o f  N e n -T s a n g  w ere in vain. 
Everything had been granted h er save 
love. A nd  love alone she needed.

N o w  N e n -T s a n g  w as sh rew d  in  h is
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b u sin ess ju d g m en t and h e  k new  th a t u n
le ss  N a n a  m e t once m o re w ith  M o n sie u r 
Jacqu es o f  C holon she w ould perhaps 
fa d e  aw ay  l ik e  a  b ro k en  flo w er. T h is  
an n o yed  h im . N a n a  w as f a r  to o  b e a u ti
fu l to  b e  d estroyed  by a fru s tra te d  love. 
H e  rack e d  h is  a g ile  b ra in s f o r  a rem edy. 
H e  w as n o t  squ eam ish  in  h is  m o ra ls . 
H is  w if e ’s every w ish  m u st b e  g ran ted . 
So  h e  dispatched a courier to  M onsieu r 
Ja c q u e s  b id d in g  h im  co m e to  th e  g a r
d en  f o r  a  len g th y  so jo u rn  as h is  gu est. 
M o n s ie u r  Ja cq u e s , w h o  h a d  th ro w n  up 
h is  g o v e rn m e n t p o sitio n  sin ce  th e  loss 
o f  N a n a  and  w as fa s t d rin k in g  h im se lf 
in to  in san ity , cam e a t once.

T h e r e  fo llo w ed  days o f  w itchery .

N e n -T sa n g  g raciou sly  w ith d rew . H e  
journeyed  o ff  to  H o n g k o n g  on  so m e 
tru m p ed -u p  business. B u t h e  h ad  th e  
foresight to  leave a trusted spy to  
w atch  o v er th e  lo v ers an d  re p o rt th e ir  
every m ov e.

A t n ig h t M o n sieu r Ja cq u e s  and N a n a  
w alk ed  b en e a th  th e  m o o n , th ro u g h  th e  
flow er-scented  path s o f  th e  g a rd en , 
w h ile  a m u sician  p layed  s o ft ly  on  h is  
lute and the very breeze itse lf  seem ed 
to  ta k e  u p  th e  re fra in . O n  th e  tin y  
river th a t ran  th ro u g h  th e  g ard en  th e re  
w as a b o a t, a  lo v e -b o a t o f  s o ft  lig h ts  
and cushions, o f  so ft lights and veiled  
love. T o  th is  b o a t each  n ig h t N a n a  
and M o n sieu r Ja cq u e s  re tired . F o r
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h o u rs  h e  to ld  h er h o w  m u ch  he ad o red  
h e r . A n d  h e  w as lou d  in  h is cu rses 
a g a in s t N e n -T s a n g  w h o  h ad  to rn  h er 
f r o m  h im .

T h e n  o n e  n ig h t h e  stayed  w ith  h er 
u n t il  th e  d aw n. H e r  h e a d  w as p illo w e d  
o n  h is a rm  as d ie  sun ro se  o v er th e  g a r 
d en . T h e  b ird s  b e g a n  to  sin g  a n th e m s 
to  th e  d aw n . T h e  flow ers com m en ced  
to  u n fo ld  an d  N a n a  aw aken ed  to  b e 
h o ld  M on sieu r Jacqu es sleep ing beside 
h e r . A t  th a t  m o m en t she w ou ld  h av e 
w e lco m e d  d ea th . H e r  fo n d e st d ream s 
h a d  co m e tru e . N o th in g  ever co u ld  
e q u a l a g a in  th a t n ig h t o f  lo v e  b e n e a th  
th e  la n te rn  m oon .

S h e  ro se  s o ft ly  an d  p u sh ed  asid e th e  
curtains that h id  the doorway. B rea th 
in g  d eep ly  o f  th e  d ew -d renched  a ir  sh e 
ex ten d ed  h e r  arm s as th o u g h  she w ish ed  
to  d raw  a l l  th a t g re a t beau ty  to  h er. 
H e r  eyes w ere sh in ing, h er lips seem ed 
m o re  v iv id  th a n  ever, h er cheeks w ere  
flushed. A n d  as she breathed, her breast 
ro se  an d  f e l l  d iscern ib ly . So  g re a t w as 
h e r  h ap p in ess , h er ecstacy , sh e  f e l t  as 
th o u g h  it w e re  k illin g  her.

M e a n w h ile  M o n sie u r Ja cq u es  had  
aw ak en ed . H e  gazed  a b o u t h im . N a n a  
w as g o n e , b u t o n  th e  p illo w  w h ere  sh e 
h a d  la in , th e re  lay  co ile d  a  m am b a, o n e  
o f  th e  m o st p o ison o u s o f  a ll know n  
sn ak es. I ts  s lim  g re e n  bod y  w as fa sc i
n a tin g  as i t  lay  p rep ared  to  strik e . M o n 
sieu r Ja c q u e s  g azed  u p o n  it  w ith  h o r 
ro r . H e  co u ld  n o t cry  ou t. H is  v o ca l 
co rd s w e re  p aralyzed . A n d  th e  sn ak e  
d arte d  its  w ick ed  h ea d  tow ard  h is  
th ro a t.

W h e n  so m e tim e la te r  N a n a  re -en 
tered  th e  lo v e -b o a t, M o n sieu r Ja cq u e s  
w as d ead . T h e  sn ak e  h ad  d isap p eared . 
G o n e , to o , w as h er lo v e  and  a l l  th e  
b eau ty  o f  l i f e .

T hat a fte rn o o n  N e n -T s a n g  retu rned  
fro m  H o n g k o n g  w ith  a n eck la ce  o f  

m atch ed  p e arls  fo r  h is su perb  w ife . B u t 
sh e w as p ro stra te d  w ith  g r ie f . S h e  lay 
an d  m o an ed  an d  scarcely  g la n ce d  a t  th e  
lo v e ly  tr in k et.

N e n -T s a n g  sm ile d  sadly. H e  w as in 
fin ite ly  p a tie n t. N o r  did h e  te ll  h er th at 
M o n sieu r Ja cq u e s  had  b ro u g h t abou t 
h is ow n  d ea th . A  m an  w h o w ill en ter  a 
g ard en  to  s te a l th e  w ife  o f  h is  h o st is 
a  v ip er, f it  o n ly  to  asso cia te  w ith  snakes. 
Such was the b e lie f o f  N e n -T san g  and 
o n  th a t b asis h e  h ad  le f t  in stru ctio n s 
w ith  h is fa ith fu l  spy.

B u t N e n -T s a n g  w as a m ig h ty  m er
ch a n t an d  h e  h a d  o u tw itted  M o n sieu r 
Ja cq u e s . O f  th e  tw o , h is treach ery  w as 
th e  g re a te r  b ecau se  it  end ed  in  co m p lete  
d estru ction .

N e n -T s a n g  co u ld  n o t h e lp  sm ilin g  
b ro ad ly  as h e  co n tem p la te d  th e  w ay th e 
lia iso n  h a d  en d ed . N o w  p erh ap s he 
m ig h t b e  a b le  to  en jo y  th e  society  o f  his 
w ife  w ith o u t in terferen ce . S h e  cou ld  
n ev er h o ld  th e  d eath - o f  M o n sieu r 
Ja cq u e s  a g a in st h im , fo r  h ad  h e  not 
b ee n  tra v e lin g  o n  th e  ro ad  to  H o n g 
k o n g  w h ile  they  h ad  b een  u nd er th e  
sp e ll o f  ro m an ce  in  th e  g ard en ? T h e  
fa c t  th a t N a n a  ev id en tly  d id  n o t lo v e  
h im  m a ttered  l i t t le  to  N e n -T s a n g . I f  
she w ere an obed ient w ife, that was all 
th at he desired.

B u t there is one bad featu re about 
la u g h te r , a b o u t g lo a tin g  o v er o n e ’s v ic
to ries . I t  is  h a rd  to  k no w  e x a ctly  th e  
p ro p er tim e  to  lau g h . I t  is a  qu estion  
w h en  o n e  is  a  v icto r.

P o o r N a n a  w e n t in to  a  d eclin e . F o r  
days an d  n ig h ts  o n  end  sh e m ourned  
h e r  lo v er. N e n -T s a n g  m ad e n o  effort 
to  assu age h er g r ie f .  I t  m u st w ear itse lf  
aw ay, con su m e its e lf  by its very in ten 
sity . D u r in g  th o se  days h e  seld o m  vis
ited  her, th o u g h  o fte n  h e  sen t g if ts  o f  

ja d e  to  h er , an d  carved  am ber. H e
O. S.— 8
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scoured the w orld  fo r  the m ost luscious 
fru its , straw b erries  w ith  m ou n tain  snow  
s till u p o n  th em , rip e  figs and  n e c ta r 
ines. B u t  h e  d id  n o t fo rc e  h im s e lf  in to  
h er p resen ce. I t  w as b e tte r  to  w ait, even  
though it took  m onths, or years. E ven tu 
ally she w ould return to his side.

S o  th e  seaso n s p assed  u n til th ere  
cam e th e  p e rio d  o f  th e  D ra g o n  F estiv a l 
w h ich  occu rs o n  th e  f if th  day o f  the 
f if th  m o o n , u su ally  Ju n e  o r Ju ly . A s  a 
ru le the celebrad on is a  w ater regatta 
w ith  th e  can o e-sh ap ed  b o ats  fa sh io n ed  
in to  d ra g o n  h ead s a t  th e  p row . T h e r e  
are , o f  co u rse , en d less fe a s tin g  an d  v a 
riou s sp o rt e x h ib itio n s .

B u t w ith in  the gard en o f  N en -T san g  
th e  D ra g o n  F e s tiv a l w as ce le b ra te d  in  a 
f a r  d iffe re n t and  m o re  unu su al m an n er, 
fo r  on  th a t day N a n a  g av e  b irth  to  a 
b ab y  g ir l .  T h e  lad ies in  w aitin g  w en t 
a b o u t w ith  lo n g , so le m n  faces . T h e r e  
w as n o  use in  co n g ra tu la tin g  th e  m a ster 
o n  th e  b ir th  o f  a  g ir l . I t  w as a  m o st 
aw kw ard  s itu a tio n . A  boy  is a cau se fo r  
re jo ic in g , b u t th e  b ir th  o f  a  g ir l  is 
lo o k ed  u p o n  in  C h in a  as so m eth in g  a p 
p ro a ch in g  d isg race .

N e n -T s a n g  did  n o t m in d  b e in g  le f t  
a lo n e . In  sec lu sio n  h e  rem ain ed  
th ro u g h o u t th e  day, fo r  it  w as o n ly  now  
th a t h e  rea lized  th a t h e  h ad  lau g h ed  to o  
qu ick ly . M o n sie u r Ja cq u e s  w as d ead , 
but even now  h e m ust be laughing. F or 
th e  b ab y  th a t w as b o rn  u nto  N a n a  w as 
the d au g h te r o f  th e  you ng F ren ch m an . 
N e n -T s a n g  g ro a n e d  in  h is an gu ish . H e  
g n ash ed  h is  teeth . H o w  ca n  o n e  tak e  
v en g ean ce o n  th e  d ead ? I f  on ly  M o n 
sieu r Ja cq u e s  w as s t il l  a liv e , th a t h e 
m ig h t slay  h im  o n ce  a g a in ! A n d  h o w  
he w ould have gloated over his w rith- 
ings in  p a in ! B u t now  it w as N e n - 
T s a n g  w h o w as in  p a in , and  p erh ap s 
som ew here in som e different form , 
M o n sieu r Ja cq u es w as g rin n in g  a t th e  
su fferin g  o f  th e  m igh ty  m erch an t. E n o r- 
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m ous th o u gh  h is w ea lth  h ad  b ee n , it  
had  been  in su fficien t to  buy th e  lo v e  o f  
h is w ife , w hich  h ad  been  squ an d ered  
on a penniless vagabond from  C holon. 
T ru ly  the w ays o f  D estin y  are  d evious 
and  hard  to  u nd erstan d .

M ea n w h ile  N a n a  sm iled  w is tfu lly  
and  h eld  th e tiny  m ite  o f  h u m an ity  in  
her arm s. A s lo n g  as th e  baby  liv ed , 
M o n sieu r Ja cq u e s  w as n o t co m p le te ly  
dead. So m e p a rt o f  h im  w hich  h e  h ad  
g iven  u nto  th e  ch ild  w ou ld  s t ill  liv e  on. 
H er eyes glow ed w ith  a strange fire as 
she th o u g h t o f  th is . S h e  had  g iv en  
ev ery th in g  to Ja cq u e s , and  now  th a t she 
h ad  been  d eliv ered  o f  h is ch ild , th e re  
w as n au g h t m o re  to  liv e  fo r . S h e  n am ed  
th e  baby D e lla  W u . I t  w as h e r  fin a l 
e ffort. T h e n  sh e  tu rn ed  h er fa ce  to w ard  
th e  open  w in d o w  th a t faced  th e  w o n 
drous garden. A  n igh tin gale was sing ing  
in  th e  tree  top s as h e r  eyes clo sed . D u r 
in g  th e n ig h t sh e d ied , p e a ce fu lly , so 
calm ly  th a t th o se  ab o u t h er th o u g h t she 
w as s till s leep in g .

W h eth er o r not the passing o f  N an a 
w as a g rea t b lo w  to  N e n -T s a n g , w h o  
can  say? W a s  h e  a b ase  m a te ria lis t?  A  
co ld , shrew d tra d e r?  O r  w as h e , to o , 
lik e  m ost o f  us, a  m erch an t w h o  d e a lt 
in  dream s? W a s  th e  b lo w  so  h ard  th a t 
h e  cou ld  scarce ly  b ea r  its  la sh ?  T h e s e  
th in gs n o  o n e  co u ld  answ er. L ife  in  th e  
g ard en  w en t o n  m u ch  th e  same- as ever. 
N e n -T sa n g  co n tin u ed  h is nu m erou s en 
terprises. H e  su bm erged  h im s e lf  in 
business to  the exclusion o f  all else.

T h e  years ad vanced  and  D e lla  W u  
grew  in to  w ond rou s g irlh o o d . A ll 

th e  vivid  c o lo r in g  o f  N a n a  w as re 
peated  in  th e g ir l . T h e r e  w as an  O r ie n 
ta l cast to  h er fa ce , to  h er bron zed  sk in , 
due to her A nnam ese ancestors. B u t the 
g lo w in g  F ren ch  beau ty  o f  h er fa th e r  
cam e ou t in  ev en  m o re s ta r tlin g  p ro m 
inence. Sh e m ig h t h av e  b een  co m p ared
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to  th a t b eau ty  o f  th e  H a n  dynasty o f  
w hom  it  h as b een  w ritten  th a t one 
g la n ce  fro m  h er eyes w ou ld  o v erth ro w  
a city , tw o g la n ce s  w ou ld  cau se an  em 
p ire  to  to tte r .

N e n -T s a n g  g azed  u p on  h er and 
g ro an ed . In  lo v e lin ess , sh e  w as a  v eri
ta b le  N a n a  re in carn ated . N a n a  w as 
g o n e , b u t th is  v is io n  o f  her h e  m u st fo r 
ever g aze  u p o n . N a n a  w as n o t w o rth  
th in k in g  ab o u t. T o o  bad th a t h e r  m em 
ory k ep t o b tru d in g  in to  h is co n scio u s
ness. I t  w as w e ll th a t she h ad  d ied . I t  
saved h im  th e  tro u b le  o f  k ill in g  her. 
W a s  h e  to  b e  alw ays fru stra te d  in  his 
e fforts  to w ard  rev en g e? Sh e w as n o t 
w o rth  a te a r— a v ile  cou rtezan  w h o  had  
b ro u g h t trag e d y  in to  h is g ard en . A n d  
D e lla  W u  w as h e r  d au g h ter an d  th e 
d au g h ter o f  M o n sie u r Jacq u es. T h e r e  
w as n o  u se d en y in g  i t  F a c ts  a re  stu b 
b o rn  th in g s . W e l l  and  g o o d . D e lla  
W u  re sem b led  h e r  m o th er w h o  w as a 
cou rtezan . H e  w o u ld  m ak e  th e  re sem 
b la n ce  ev en  m o re  co m p le te  by  b rin g in g  
h er up as a cou rtezan . H e  h im s e lf  
w ou ld  su p erv ise h e r  ed u catio n . H e  
w ou ld  teach  h er th a t  th e  sw eetest th in g  
in  i i f e  is  su rren d er, to  y ield  to  every  im 
p u lse , to  su rren d er to  every p a ssio n , to 
h av e n o  m o ra l sen se w h atsoev er. Sh e 
m u st b e  w o rth y  o f  h e r  m oth er.

T o  fu rth e r  h is p la n  o f  ed u ca tio n  h e  
ta u g h t h er th e  h isto ry  o f  T a ’ K i ,  w h o  
was th e fam ou s slave o f  Shao S in  o f  
th e  C h o w  dynasty  w h o  liv ed  sev era l 
th o u san d  y ears ag o . A cco rd in g  to  le g 
end , T a ’ K i  w as th e  m o st b e a u tifu l 
w o m an  th a t  ev er liv ed  b u t o f  a  v ic io u s
ness th a t  m ak es o n e  shu d d er m e re ly  to  
read  ab o u t. S h e  cau sed  th e  d ynasty  it 
s e lf  to  f a l l ,  a  dynasty  w h ich  w as th e  
m ost fa m o u s o f  C h in a  b ecau se  am o n g  
o th ers i t  co n ta in e d  th e  n am e o f  C o n 
fu ciu s. I t  w as ru m ored  th a t sh e w as a 
fo x - fa ir y  w h o  assum ed  th e  fo rm  o f  a 
w o m an  th a t sh e  m ig h t m o re  q u ick ly  and

th orou gh ly  acco m p lish  th e  ru in  o f  
C hina.

A cco rd in g  to  th e  m yth , th e  ch an g e  to  
w om an  fo rm  w as co m p lete  ex cep t f o l  
h er fe e t ,  w h ich  s t ill  rem ained  th o se  o f  
a  fo x . T o  h id e  th is  d e fe c t fro m  th e  
lad ies  o f  th e  co u rt sh e cau sed  h e r  fe e t 
to  b e  bound . T o  cu rry  fa v o r w ith  th e 
fam ou s co n cu b in e , th e  lad ies o f  th e  
co u rt fo llo w e d  h e r  e x a m p le  an d  bound  
th e ir  fe e t  in  lik e  m an n er. T h a t  is w hy 
fo o t-b in d in g  cam e to  be a  u n iv ersal cu s
tom , o n e  o f  th e  m o st cru el an d  b a rb a r
ous p ractises ev e r d evised  by h u m an 
b ein g s. I t  resu lted  in  u n to ld , sen se less 
agony and  co u n tless crip p les h o b b lin g  
ab o u t on  stum ps o f  fe e t  in  th e  n am e o f  
beauty .

N e n -T s a n g  acq u ain ted  D e lla  W u  
w ith  a ll  th e  artifices  and  p ractises o f  
o th er fam ou s C h in ese  cou rtezan s, in 
clud ing  Y a n g  K u ei-F e i, w ho is acknow l
ed ged  u n iv ersa lly  as th e  m o st a r t fu l. A  
h isto ry  o f  th is  c ra fty  w o m an  o f  p e a ch 
lik e  b eau ty  h as  recen tly  b een  p u lish ed  
in  A m e rica  b y  M rs . W u  L ien -teh . So  
fa m ed  w as th e  d ev asta tin g  g lo ry  o f  
Y a n g  K u e i-F e i th a t even  L i P o  o f  th e  
Im m o rta ls  co m p o sed  verses in  her 
h o n or. T h u s  did  h e  w rite :

"Upon the clouds I gaze and see thy vesture float
ing fair.

Upon the flowers I gaze and Jo! thy cheek is 
kindling there.

The zephyr brushing through the stoep thy foot
fall seems to be.

The dew, so like thy freshness, brings the sense 
of loss to me.”

Som e say that th e  verses w ere w ritten 
by royal com m and. I f  so, w hat m atter? 
D oes that detract fro m  th eir frag ile  ten 
derness?

N e n -T san g  secured the services o f  a 
w om an fam ed in  “ m ake-up,” w ho taught 
D e lla  W u  the mystery and lure o f  p er
fum es, the way to increase the b rilliance 
o f  the eyes w ith  m auve tints and m ascara, 
to heighten  the arch o f  the eyebrows w ith
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kohl, to clip  the eyebrows w ith tw eezers 
to add to  th eir natural grandeur. T h e  
"m ake-u p ” o f  lips and cheeks was g iven  
attention ; even the toes and tips o f  the 
breasts w ere not neglected.

M eanw hile  she was taught a ll the love 
songs o f  th e  C hinese poets, the cream  o f 
T u  Fu , L i P o , P o  C hu-i and Tao-yun. She 
was instructed in  the art o f  the dance by 
C olle tte  D egas, w ho was brou ght a ll the 
way fro m  P aris fo r  th e  purpose. Som e
tim es she danced alm ost nude in th e n igh t 
am ong th e flow ers, an  am ber g irl under 
an am ber m oon.

T h u s her education as a courtezan w ent 
forw ard day by day. Sh e absorbed a ll that 
was spread ou t befo re  her w illingly . 
Love, she w as told , was as necessary to 
the life  o f  a  young g irl as food  or drink. 
N o th in g  sordid  was allow ed to in terfere 
w ith her education. H e r  footsteps were 
d eftly  guided into the paths N en -T san g  
had chosen fo r  her. She was initiated  into 
all the curious lore and art o f  love as e x 
em plified  in  th e ancient K am a Su tra o f 
the H indoos.

" I f  love,” declared N en -T san g , " is  the 
greatest o f  a ll arts, then it should be 
granted the m ost hours o f  study. T h e 
pursuit o f  pleasure is the sole reason for 
ex istence.”

B u t thou gh N en -T san g  in his anger 
was endeavoring to direct the future o f  
D e lla  W u  into th e ways o f  a courtezan, 
he never by w ord o r deed even suggested 
to her that she was not his legitim ate 
ch ild . H e  hated to  do so. D esp ite  a ll his 
assertions to  th e  contrary his very ex ist
ence was bound up in  the w elfare o f  D ella  
W u . She was so m uch like N an a  th at for 
hours, at tim es, he sat in the evening- 
garden w atching her dancing in the 
m oonlight. Sh e had the sam e fa ta l attrac
tion fo r h im  as had N an a b efo re  her. T h e  
very force o f  his hatred was consum ing 
N en -T san g . It  verged on love or m ad
ness.

H e did, how ever, te ll D e lla  W u  that 
her m other’s death was due d irectly  to  a 
m an, a fa lse  frien d  w ho slipped like  a 
snake into th e  garden.

"M e n ,” he said, "a re  a ll evil. A t heart 
they are w orth less. T h ey  are fit toys for 
a beau tifu l w om an, playthings fo r  an 
hour. T h e  clever w om an is on e w ho 
makes foo ls o f  m en, destroys as m any o f 
them  as sh e  can. I f  a  m an is not 
destroyed by a w om an, he destroys h er.”

Endlessly  h e w hispered th is w arped 
philosophy in to  the ears o f  D e lla  W u , nor 
could it fa il to  have its effect. H e r m other 
had died because a m an had  betrayed her. 
N ow  a ll m en  m ust pay u n til th e  stain  had 
been w iped out. She studied the art o f 
beauty the m ore in tensely  th at she m ight 
be the m ore alluring  to  th e  stream  of 
suitors w ho cam e constantly  to  th e  g ar
den.

N e n -T sa n g  w as a clever h ost. H e 
plunged in to  a  round o f  gayety, lavish, 
gorgeous, seductive. Every license was 
perm itted in  th e  garden. T h e  art o f  love 
was studied in  a thousand d ifferent form s. 
T h e  paths w ere heavy w ith p erfu m e and 
m usic and young love.

D e lla  W u  was th e  center o f  a  veritable 
court. M en  no sooner m et her than  they 
w ooed her. T h e  predom inance o f  French  
blood in  h er veins was m ore deadly than 
a drug. M en  could  not escape, on ce they 
had fa llen  under her charm . Som etim es 
she sang, som etim es she danced. But 
m ore o ften  she lay on a stone bench be
neath a w illo w  tree and listened  to  the 
gentle  song  o f  th e  w ind throu gh  th e tree 
tops. T h e  trees and the flow ers w ere far 
m ore appealing  than any m an. T h e y  gave 
o f  their best and yet expected no sacrifices 
in return.

Frequ ently  m en w alked w ith  h er down 
near the river w here the love-boat lay at 
anchor. T h ey  gathered  her in to  their 
arms and m ade the m ost preposterous 
prom ises to  her. T h e  fragran ce o f  her
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body was devastating. Som etim es she 
m ade a rendezvous w ith them  to com e to 
d ie love-boat at a certain hour, always 
a fter  th e  m oon had set and th e  garden 
was in com parative darkness. A nd  then 
stealthily they w ould creep to her side in 
the love-boat and spend hours in  her 
arm s. N ev er during these periods w ere 
diey perm itted to  speak. A nd always b e
fore  dawn they w ere pushed gently  away. 
T h ey  did not know  that the occupant o f  
d ie  love-boat on  those evenings was a 
negress o f  a llu rin g  form  w hose body had 
been rubbed w ith sw eet o ils and p er
fum es. N ev er was D ella  W u  in  th e boat. 
She would be in  h er own room s in  the 
house that had been assigned to her, sleep
ing  alone in the sheerest o f  silken  gow ns 
by the open w indow  listen ing  to  th e  w il
low -songs o f  the sw aying trees th a t she 
cared fo r m ore than the love o f  any m an.

I t  was good to  m ake foo ls o f  m en. She 
was securing paym ent o f  th e  d ebt w hich 
m en owed to  her m other.

B u t the real D e lla  W u , w ho had  been 
reared as a courtezan, was never possessed 
by any m an. T h e  very p lo t w hich  N en - 
T san g  had w oven about h er acted like  a 
m esh to keep suitors away. Sh e was cold 
to a ll m en, thou gh her eyes shone w ith 
fire as she danced and her lip s w ere v i
brant flames. She was in  love w ith  nature, 
w ith the sky and the garden, w ith  life . 
A nd  the fools o f  m en th ou gh t th at she 
was in  love w ith  them . In  th e ir  b lind  
idiocy they im agined that they w ere the 
cause o f  her agitation as she danced.

T h e  education o f  D e lla  W u  had been 
com plete. B u t she had learned m ore than 
N en -T san g  had bargained for. F rom  her 
teachers she drew  m ore know led ge than  
had been intended. I f  m en w ere such 
brutes, then  th e w orld was not created 
fo r  them . I t  m ust have been created fo r 
sheer beauty, fo r  th e  trees and the flow 
ers, F low ers w ere the h igh est form  o f 
life . A n d  th e m ost charm ing  countries

w ere the countries o f  the sky. W h a t m at
ter that one could only visit the sky-cities 
in  dreams? D ream s w ere m ore real than 
m aterial d iings, and far m ore m agical. 
"F lo w ers,” she had read som ew here, 
"w ere  only butterflies resting fo r  a m o
m ent on a b ran ch .” A nd again she had 
read that snow  is naught but butterflies 
flying in a m ist. T h ere  m ust be som e 
great reason fo r  everything. M usic was 
enchantm ent, d ancing  a m eans o f  escape. 
F o r  hours she o fttim es roam ed alone 
through the gard en m using over sw eet 
thoughts w hich ran like the m usic o f  a 
brook through h er m ind.

She was n o t D e lla  W u , courtezan, but 
D e lla  W u , w eaver o f  rich  tapestries o f 
dreams.

Gradually th e  fam e o f  D e lla  W u  
spread throu ghou t the province. F a n 

tastic tales w ere invented about her. It 
was said that she w as a daughter o f  the 
sun, the loveliest w om an in a ll o f  C hina. 
In  whispers h er num erous exploits w ere 
recounted. T h a t few  o f  them  w ere true 
and many w ere h ighly  seasoned did not 
detract from  th e ir  piquancy. L ike dozens 
o f  other w om en o f  history, she attained 
fam e through legen d s o f  h er infam y.

M en  o f  w ealth , o f  jaded nerves and 
appetites, w ho w ere  parched fo r  new  
th rills , heard o f  h er and sought audience 
w ith  the m ighty  N en -T san g . I t  was not 
hard  to secure an invitation to the garden 
i f  one w ere w ealthy and o f  p leasing  ap
pearance. T h e  guests brought heaps o f  
presents to D e lla  W u , jew els and satins 
and rich tapestries. O n e there was w ho 
brought her a gold en  chest o f  tea w hich 
had been grow n on M in g  Shan, a  sm all 
m ountain in w estern Scechuan, by the 
priests o f  a B u d d h ist tem ple. T h e re  are 
only a few  pounds in every crop, so  that 
the g ift o f  this rarest tea was equal to  that 
o f  precious stones.
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"A lw ay s,” said the stranger, " th is  tea 
has been reserved fo r royalty. T h a t is why 
I  have brought it to you w ho are w orthy 
to  be 'Em press o f  the D aw n .’ ”

D ella  W u  took the tea and sm iled. 
Y e s , tea was a g if t  w orth receiving, for 
in  the arom a was the stuff that dream s 
are m ade o f. B u t w hat need had she for 
th e  carved jew elry  o r precious stones? 
C ould any o f  them  equal the g lory o f  the 
stars in the velvet sky? T h e  poorest beg 
gar can becom e a prince sim ply by turn
in g  his face  tow ard the stars. M en  may 
grow  rich, they may hoard  m oney and 
jew els and g lo at over them  in  secret. B ut 
th e  rarest g ifts  o f  earth are fo r  the m u lti
tude. Sunsets, flow ers, and the spray- 
flung crest o f  th e  sea.

D ella  W u  believed that i f  there w ere 
aught o f  happiness to be had in life  it 
m ust be found in the w ind. F o r the w ind 
brings storm s, rain  to  lave th e  so ft faces 
o f  the flowers, to brighten up the garden. 
I t  is the w ind that later blow s the storm  
clouds away so that m en may behold the 
sun once m ore. I t  is th e  w ind that has
tens golden galleons on  the highroads o f 
th e  sea on num erous treasure quests. It 
is the w ind that carries the strains o f  
m usic, the fragrance o f  the rose, the pun
gen t breath o f  spices, the voice o f  a b e
loved friend.

"So m e day,” she mused, "perhaps I too 
w ill find in the w ind a song w orth sing
ing , my ow n song, form ed  fo r  my ears 
alone.”

A m ong the teachers o f  D e lla  W u  was 
an old m ystic know n as V u n g  T h oon g, 
w ho had led  an austere E fe  o f  m edita
tions, privation and abstinence.

"W h e n  a m an is alm ost starving,” he 
declared, "h is  facu lties are intensified  in 
pow er. A t such tim e one can alm ost hear 
the m usic o f  the spheres. A t birth a bit 
o f  H eaven is given unto th e  body o f  every 
m an. I t  is frequently  absurd w hat he does 
w ith  it. Because he possesses a bit o f

H eaven, he freq u en tly  im agines h im self 
a god. I t  is th at d iv ine speck o f  H eaven 
that m akes a m an a sa in t or a sinner, ac
cording to  how  h e  disposes o f  that pre
cious g ift. I f  re lig io n  is w orth anything 
at a ll, m en should  n ot fear to  die. Y e t  
even the m ost fa ith fu l fe a r  death, w hich, 
i f  the sacred teachers are correct, should 
only be a g en tle  p assin g  from  a lesser 
w orld to an eternal. T h e  sim plest th ing 
in life  is death. F o r  death  is m erely the 
release o f  the sp irit to w ander in  the in 
fin ite b lue m eadow s o f  th e  sky.”

V u n g  T h o o n g  did n o t profess to  be a 
C hristian, although h e was w ell-versed in 
the tenets o f  th at re lig ion .

"T h e re  can only  be o n e real re lig io n ,” 
he m used. " T h e  universe can not b e d i
vided into sections lik e  a  continent with 
the G od  o f  th e  H in d o o  ru ling  over one 
province, the G o d  o f  th e  C hristians ru l
ing  over another, w ith  sections fo r  the 
Buddhists, Ja in s  and Parsees. T h e re  is 
only one re lig ion  and th a t religion  is the 
religion  o f  th e  stars, a  re lig ion  o f  quie
tude and peace. F orev er m en are gazing 
in to  H eaven w hen they gaze unto the 
skies but few  th ere  are w ho realize it .”

V u n g  T h o o n g  had h is  ow n theories re
gard ing everything. W h e th e r  they w ere 
true o r not is o f  litt le  im port. A t least 
they w ere as cred ib le as th e  views o f  m ost 
other philosophers. N e n -T sa n g  had sum 
m oned the aged m ystic to  his garden b e
cause he believed that V u n g  T h o o n g  was 
a superb teacher. A  g reat courtezan m ust 
be a deep th inker. In  an cien t G reece and 
R om e the courtezans even  swayed th e ad
m inistration o f  ju stice  and helped fram e 
the laws o f  the country. Courtezans have 
changed m easurably th e  history o f  the 
w hole w orld.

D ella  W u  was fo n d  o f  the strange old 
m an. She liked to  w alk  beside h im  in the 
garden, to  listen to  h is qu ain t ram blings. 
H e  was very o ld  and his. face was like 
dried parchm ent, as brow n as the soil
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from  the heat and dust o f  m ore than  h a lf  
a century’s residence in  the desert. H e 
was as tall and th in  as a reed grow ing  
beside a rice-field. T h e re  was little  m a
terialism  about h im . H e  seem ed alm ost 
like a gaunt specter w hich the w ind blew  
through the garden. H is foo tfa lls  w ere 
so so ft they could n o t be heard.

Som etim es D e lla  W u  engaged h im  in 
serious conversation.

" T e l l  m e ,” she cried on one occasion, 
"a re  m en really as v ile  as I have been 
brought up to  believe?”

V u n g  T h o o n g  gazed fo r a m om ent to 
ward the sky. T h e n  h e said slow ly, " N o  
m atter w hat the w orld  may say, no  man 
is ever entirely  good  or entirely  evil. I f  
he w ere good w ithou t stain  he w ould be a 
god. M en  m ig h t then  bow  dow n befo re  
h im  in  w orship. I f  he w ere a ll ev il, he 
would be a sp irit o f  destruction, destroy
ing a ll that cam e in  h is path. M o st o f  the 
evil w e see in  others really lies in  ou r ow n 
hearts. I t  is easier to  find evil than  good 
in our neighbors because we search m ore 
ardently fo r it .”

N o w  it so happened that at th is tim e 
there cam e to  C anton fro m  the 

outer districts o f  M on golia  a wealthy 
m andarin who prid ed  h im se lf on  h is fine 
figure, good looks and accom plishm ents. 
In  his household th ere w ere m any w om en, 
and am ong h is w om en w ere m any beau
ties, but s till h e lacked contentm ent. T o  
hold  the love o f  w om en m attered litt le  to 
him . I t  was th e chase he gloated over, d ie 
joy o f  conquest.

W h en  he heard o f  D e lla  W u  he set ouc 
at once fo r C anton . In  great sp lend or he 
arrived at the gard en o f  N e n -T sa n g . H e 
cam e as a m erchant th a t h e m ig h t the 
m ore readily ingrad ate h im self. N en - 
T san g  was a  trad er b efo re  a ll else. A nd 
the m andarin , w hose nam e was L ee 
N yoen, brought w ith  h im  sam ples o f  jad e 
w ine-bow ls, am ber vases and ink-slabs o f

cornelian that w ere o f  m agnificent w ork
m anship. H e  also brought sam ples o f  rice 
that had been chem ically  treated and p o l
ished until they w ere like  pearls w hich 
had been direaded and w orked into n eck
laces and screens.

N en -T san g  was loud in his praise o f 
the trinkets, and he w elcom ed L ee N yoen 
w ith as m uch enthusiasm  as though he 
had been h is ow n son. In  the evening 
Lee N yoen w andered w ith  D e lla  W u  
down to th e  tiny  river w here the love- 
boat lay at anchor. H e  w ooed h er w ith  
the m ost extravagant phrases. She was a 
w hite dove fly ing across the purple sky. 
W h e n  she aw akened to w atch th e dawn, 
the sun hid  behind curtains o f  gray cloud 
because it cou ld  not stand h er dazzling 
beauty. H e r su pple body was a gorgeous 
glow ing  opal, devastating in  the h ea t o f 
its fire. So on and on, in th e  m an n er o f  
L i Po and L i Y i .

I t  was in ev itab le that they should ar
range to m eet in  th e  love-boat la ter that 
evening, under th e  v eil o f  darkness, w hen 
the garden was enshrouded in  its robes 
o f  n ight. A s usual she exacted prom ises 
from  him  th at h e  w ould depart b efo re  
daylight and w ould  n o t endeavor to  co n 
verse with h er d u ring  the d ream like in ter
lude. O f  course L ee  N yoen  acceded to 
her wishes. H e  prom ised exp lic it obed i
ence. Buc to  L ee  N yoen  prom ises w ere 
m ade to be broken. Som e hours later, 
w ithin  the love-boat, h e suddenly struck 
a m atch and gazed ardently, eagerly in to  
the face o f  the g ir l that was in  h is arms. 
I t  was an extrem ely  handsom e negress 
whose body breathed  forth  th e  incense o f  
a thousand flowers.

L ee N yoen released  th e  g irl and sprang 
to his feet. W ith  an oath  h e  leaped from  
the boat into th e quietude o f  the garden. 
Everything was in  blackness except the 
tops o f  the trees w hich stood out in  s il
houette against th e  sky. A s h e  w alked 
along his body shook w ith anger and pas
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sion, cold perspiration stood out in beads 
on his forehead . D e lla  W u  had tricked 
him . H e had lost face. N o  w om an had 
ever befo re  dared hold  h im  up to rid i
cule. She m u st be h is! T h e re  was no 
other way to  erase the stigm a. For hours 
h e w alked throu gh  the garden, raving in 
his anger.

Ju st b efo re  dawn, w hen th e shadows 
o f  n ight had  com m enced to  m elt from  
the garden, h e  encountered an old  gar
dener w ho w as out early to tend his b e
loved flow ers. L ee N y o en  sprang fo r
ward and seized  the old  fellow  by the 
throat. H is  fingers d o sed  u n til the old 
m an gasped fo r  breath and his eyes 
bulged in terro r. T h e n  L ee N yoen re
laxed his g rip  and dem anded to  be di
rected to the house in w hich D e lla  W u  
slept. W h e n  th e  gard ener hesitated, the 
steel-like fingers closed again  about his 
scrawny th roat. A fte r th at it  was not 
hard to persuade him  to be a guide.

A  short w h ile  later, L ee  N yoen  was in 
the sim ple cham ber w herein  D e lla  W u  
slept by the open w indow . H e  gasped at 
the beauty o f  this g lo w in g  am ber g irl. 
H er gorgeous body was enhanced by the 
so ft texture o f  the n ig h t-rob e she wore.

G ently  h e  lifted  h er in  his arms and 
strode sw iftly  tow ard th e garden. B u t he 
had not gotten  far from  th e house w hen 
D ella  W u  aw akened. In  a m om ent she 
realized h er peril. She struggled , but to 
no avail. T h e  arms o f  L ee  N yoen w ere 
relentless. H is  m uscles w ere like steel 
cables. H e r  strength  was puny by com 
parison to  h is. N evertheless h er w ill was 
strong. V a lian tly  she struggled , engaging 
a ll Lee N y o en ’s attention. H e  had to 
lessen h is strid e to  keep fro m  fa llin g .

Lee N yoen  had decided to  carry her 
across a m oon-brid ge over th e  tiny river 
to  w here th ere  was a pavilion  particu
larly suited to  the pursuance o f  love’s 
pleasures. H e  had visited th e pavilion in 
the afternoon and so h e knew  that no one

slept in it throu ghou t the n ight. N ow  at 
last L ee N yoen  was m aster o f  that gar
den. L ikew ise, too, was h e the m aster o f 
the g lorious D e lla  W u , w ho was a tr ick 
ster extraordinary. V ery  sm art was Lee 
N yoen. H e  had th e reputation o f  never 
fa ilin g  at anything. B u t sm art though 
Lee N yoen w as, his th in k in g  capacity 
was dw arfed  in  com parison to that o f 
D e lla  W u . Sh e had anticipated just such 
an em ergency. Sh e had rum inated on 
w hat m igh t h ap p en  i f  one o f  her sundry 
suitors discovered h er trickery. F ortu 
nately the old  gard ener had been one o f  
her fa ith fu l fo llo w ers w hom  she had 
taken into h er confidence. A nd now  he 
acted accord ing to instructions previously 
arranged. H e  sped dow n to  the m oon- 
bridge by a short cu t across the flower 
beds. A nd  th ere he loosened tw o boards 
in the center o f  the bridge. Lee N yoen 
had no eyes fo r  any o n e but D ella  W u . 
H e r beauty absorbed  h is thoughts, her 
struggles absorbed h is strength. B u t now 
as they reached th e  m oon-bridge her e f
forts ceased and  h er eyes closed. Lee 
N yoen g loated  over h is victory. H e  was 
glad that at last she had been beaten into 
subm ission. P erhap s h e could be par
doned a b it o f  conceit, fo r  now  D e lla  W u  
was to be h is.

Even as h e  sm iled, h e  was crossing the 
bridge. H e  had  stepped upon the boards 
w hich the o ld  gard ener had loosened. T h e  
next m om ent th ere  w as a splash, L ee  
N yoen struck h is head as he fe ll, T h e  
blow  was sufficent to  knock  him  uncon
scious. B u t it  was n o t sufficient to  cause 
him  to  re lax  h is h o ld  on the form  o f  the 
w ondrous D e lla  W u . A lthough the 
river was n o t w id e a t this point i t  was 
very deep. T o g e th e r  they sank in to  the 
black w aters ju s t as the dawn crim soned 
the eastern sky. D e lla  W u  did not strag 
gle. L ife  seem ed so fu tile , and a fter  all 
perhaps V u n g  T h o o n g  was right. T o  f fa r  

( Continued on page 432)



For the Sake of Enlightenment
By COUTTS BRISBANE

Even in China they have quack doctors, as this amusing story about Doctor
Fung Lee shows

A T  T H E  corner w here the street 
nam ed R ed o len t-o f-V irtu e  gave 
upon th e  m arketplace o f  Sao-P ing, 

D octor Fung L e e  halted . H ere  was th e  
strategic point m ost favorable to  h is cam 
paign. T hou gh  it was but a little  a fter 
daybreak, peop le fro m  the surrounding 
country w ere already tr ick lin g  throu gh 
the gate at the fa rth er end and soon street 
and m arket w ould be crow ded. I t  was 
a first-class pitch .

D octo r Fu ng  L ee laid  dow n his heavy 
pack and turned to  the ow ner o f  the shop 
by h im , an obese person engaged in set
tin g  out to the best advantage a varied  
store o f  wares, m ostly  dam aged o r  o f  
poor quality, ran g in g  fro m  o ld  clothes to  
packets o f  spices and m usical instrum ents.

"H o n o rab le  sir, th is despicable person 
is a practitioner o f  th e  estim able and ven
erable art o f  h ea lin g , com e fro m  very fa r 
to benefit the peop le o f  Sao-p in g  w ith  h is 
w isdom . D eig n  th e re fo re  to allow  h im  to  
display his sign and chart upon th is shut
ter. Besides acq uiring  m erit by a benev
o len t action, you w ill assuredly benefit by 
m uch custom fro m  th e  crow'd th at w ill 
in fa llib ly  assem ble to w itness th e  cures 
I sh a ll p erfo rm .”

T h e  shopkeeper, by nam e C how  M in g , 
assumed a d isd ain fu l countenance.

" T e n  cash,” h e  grow led.
" A  stick has tw o ends. T h is  street has 

tw o corners. F o u r cash— o r I  go  over the 
w ay,” replied  D o c to r  Fung. "A ls o  I w ill 
g ive you a dose to  relieve the constriction 
o f  your h on orab le head . A nd see, already 
I  attract a tten tio n .”

T w o  peasants loaded w ith  garden 
produce had halted  at gaze. C how  M in g  
yielded reluctantly .
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"F o u r, then. M oney dow n,” he 
grow led.

"T h e  gods w itness your disinterested 
benevolence,” m urm ured D octor Fu ng  
sarcastically, and paid from  a flaccid 
purse.

A t once h e  becam e busy and unrolling  
a w ide scroll o f  tough paper, hung it 
upon the shutter. I t  displayed a life-size 
outline o f  a  hum an figure, divided by thin  
red lines into a hundred spaces o f  about 
equal area, each bearing  a num ber. A n 
inscription in red and gold  proclaim ed:

“Dr. Fung Lee, healer of all pains. Stomachs 
relieved, Blindness, Deafness, Epilepsy, Oppres
sion after Meals, and al! other diseases cured. 
The Fee is small, the Relief immediate and last
ing. Doctor Fung Lee, Healer of Mandarins."

D octor F u n g  n ext opened h is phar
m acy, a large b ox  divided into one h u n 
dred com partm ents, each num bered to 
correspond w ith a division o f  the chart. 
H e  brought fro m  o n e w ide sleeve a 
little  brazier o f  bronze and revived th e 
charcoal in  it by b low ing. Beside this he 
set an assortm ent o f  knives and cautery 
irons, a sm all bu t horrid -look ing  dem on 
o f  brass, a silver spoon, graduated fo r 
m easuring doses, a silver tube, a large 
bundle o f  firecrackers and a gong. T h e n  
he squatted, ready fo r  action.

Chow M in g , having com pleted his 
w indow -dressing, cam e out grunting dis
m ally.

"M y  head still aches,” he rem arked 
pointedly. " A  cure was prom ised.”

" I t  w ill not ache fo r  long. M in e are 
potent and far-reach ing  drugs,” quoth 
D octor Fu n g  and rose briskly. "C o n d e
scend to indicate th e  exact seat o f  the 
p a in .”
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Chow M in g  rubbed his forehead. 
D octor Fung glanced at the chart. T h at 
region was N u m ber Fou r; therefore the 
doctor Opened com partm ent Fou r o f  the 
pharm acy, dog out a generous spoonful 
o f  gray pow der and grinned  at his pa
tient.

"G iv e  yourself the trouble o f  opening  
w ide your capacious and m agnificent 
m outh. S o !” W ith  the dexterity o f  long 
practise he tossed th e pow der into the 
patient’s gullet. " G o  take a cup o f  hot 
tea ,” h e added as C how  M in g  spluttered 
and choked. " Y o u  w ill quickly recover 
your accustomed serenity.”

M in g  departed, too  fu ll fo r  words. 
O n e o f  the peasants, having consulted 
w ith his friends and the fo u r others w ho 
had jo ined  them , now  stepped forw ard.

" I  have two pains. W h a t is the fee?” 
he asked.

"W h e r e  are the pains?” countered D o c
to r Fung.

"H e re  and h ere .” T h e  m an indicated 
stom ach and eyes. " I  am  dizzy and there 
are strange spots th at fly b efo re  m e like 
soot from  a dirty chim ney.”

"T w o  cash,” said D octo r F u n g  and 
thrust the largest o f  h is cautery irons into 
th e  heart o f  the g low ing  brazier. " F o r  
tw o cash only I  w ill relieve you. Y o u  
shall skip like a young goat in the 
spring.”

" W i l l  you not take a couple o f  w ater
m elons? I am a poor m an .”

“ T w o  cash!” insisted D octor Fung 
w ith great firmness. "M in e  are m andarin 
m edicines o f  great potency.”

"W h a t  is that for?” T h e  man pointed 
to  the cautery heating  in th e brazier. H e 
seem ed to  distrust it.

"A m  I to explain  the secrets o f  my 
art to  one void o f  understanding?” 
grunted  D octor Fung testily. " I f  you do 
not w ant re lief, pass on. O thers w ait. 
B u t in a little  w hile the earth w ill rock

beneath your feet, your head w ill 
w hirl--------”

" I t  is so already, great fa th er !” m oaned 
the man. "C u re  me. H ere are the cash .”

D octor Fung sm iled, glanced at his 
chart, identified the storm  centers, sw iftly  
spooned a portion o f  pow der from  N u m 
ber S ix— the eyes— another from  N u m b er 
F ifty — the m idriff— m ixed  them  w ith the 
lo n g  index finger nail w hich he used for 
w riting, and bade the patient sw allow .

"N o w , shut your eyes!” h e  com m anded 
as the man convulsively g o t the m ixture 
down, and as he obeyed drew  the g low ing  
iron from  the brazier. " S o !”

A  w ild how l o f  pain, a mad leap into 
th e  air. Sw iftly  and dexterously D octor 
F u n g  had applied the cautery to N u m ber 
F ifty .

"L ik e  a young goat, even as I said ,” 
m urm ured D octor F u n g  blandly. "G o , 
m y son. In  a little  th e  dem on that has 
oppressed you w ill d epart.”  A nd he li t  a 
firecracker and, as it banged, sm ote th e  
gong, w hile the sufferer was led o ff by 
his friends.

T HE crowd th ickened. M any fo lk s 
passed into th e m arket, sold th e ir  

w ares and set about shopping. W ith  
voice, gong and crackers D octor F u n g  
advertised his presence, praising h im se lf 
and his m edicines w ithou t stint. T h e  lean 
purse grew  heavy; som e o f  the com p art
m ents o f the drug box had to  be refilled  
from  bags taken from  the inexhaustible 
pack; the b ig  cautery iron , the d octor’s 
favorite w eapon, began to show signs o f 
w ear. Patients cam e in  a steady stream  
and departed— m ostly w rith ing .

B u t at last the rush slackened. T h e  
m arket was over, the fo lks going  h om e, 
and D octor F u n g  had leisure to refresh  
h im self w ith a bow l o f  chop and a  pot 
o f  tea brought from  a neighboring cook- 
shop. H e lit his pipe and leisurely began 
to  pack up with a contented  m ind. H e
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had had an excellen t day. H e proposed 
to  fa re  sum ptuously at a restaurant he 
knew  of, the A bu nd ant-Bestow er-of-Su c- 
cu lence; then h e w ould h ire a coolie and 
w heelbarrow  and be trundled  co m fo rt
ably to the n eigh borin g  tow n o f  Sao- 
H a n g  in d ie cool o f  the evening.

H e  had com pleted his packing  and was 
preparing  to m ove w hen a m an, w ho for 
the past two hours had been observing 
h is activiues fro m  th e gard en porch o f  a 
house o f  som e pretensions on th e  farther 
sid e o f  the street, crossed to  his side.

" I s  this low ly and ill-nurtu red  person 
perm itted  to speak w ith  the h ighly  esti
m able D octor F u n g  on a m atter concern
in g  the health  o f  a trebly revered m ale 
p aren t?" he asked softly , a fter  looking 
round to m ake certain  that none could 
overhear.

" F il ia l  piety is the ch ief jew el in  the 
necklet o f  the superior virtues. Sp eak !” 
W ith  one sw ift g lance D octo r F u n g  had 
appraised his m an. H e  was clad in  fine 
silks, his body was o f  a beau tifu l rotun
d ity ,h is  cheeks w ere pendulous. A  crim 

s o n  birthm ark on  his forehead  was the 
so le  blem ish o f  a m oon-like countenance. 
D o cto r Fung ju d g ed  h im  good fo r  a fat 
fee . " I  have o th er and finer m edicines 
fo r  such as your revered and venerable 
progenitor,” he added. "C alc in ed  tig e r’s 
claw s, gall o f  serpents, m usk fro m --------”

"N o . T h o se I  have w atched at w ork 
w ith  soul-stirring  effects w ill suffice,” 
said the filial one. " I  have noted th at for 
those w ho suffer in  various parts o f  the 
body, you m ix  pow ders o f  various sorts.”

"Su ch , my son, is w hat I have learned 
by close application and lon g  study. But 
as I  have said, fo r  cases such as-------- ”

"M y  revered parent suffers a ll over. 
T h e re  is no part o f  h im  that does not 
ache, from  the crow n o f  his head, filled 
w ith wisdom  and the m axim s o f  the 
sages, to the tips o f  his m elodious toes. 
T h e re fo re  I have considered. O th er h ea l

ers have treated but one part o f  h im  at 
a tim e. M y revered parent rem ains as be
fore. Y e t  perhaps i f  you w ere to ad m in
ister to  h im  all th e  m edicam ents in  your 
box, h e  w ould recover?”

" I  th ink  he w ould be m ore likely  to 
becom e an ancestor, at once and w ith 
noises as o f  not distant thunder,” replied 
D octor Fu ng  dryly. " Y e t  that is an ex 
perim ent I have o ften  wished to  try for 
the sake o f  m y ow n enlightenm ent. It 
is fo r  you, filia l one, to  decide. T h e  risk 
that you -w ill be involved in  the expense 
o f  a fitting  fu n eral is great. T h e  expense 
o f  the experim ent w ill also be great. O n e 
thousand taels w ill defray it, and I  must 
also enjoy the hospitality  o f  your honor
able progenitor’s palatial ro o f that I may 
observe his progress, either tow ard the 
ancestral tom b or the en joym ent o f  a ripe 
and long-end uring  old  age.”

"B y  w hat I  have noted o f  the w o n 
drous effects o f  three o f  your dragon-sub
duing drugs adm inistered  together, I can 
have but little  doubt o f  w hat w ill follow  
the addition o f  the rem aining  ninety- 
seven,” m urm ured the d utifu l son. "B u t 
since my revered fa th er is already at the 
very stirrup o f  th e  heaven-aspiring steed, 
the experim ent is w orth  trying. Follow  
m e. Y o u  shall have your fee. T h e n  you 
sh all exercise your unsurpassable sk ill and 
rem ain under m y ro o f w hile all the neces
sary cerem onies are perform ed .”

D octor Fu n g  L ee lifted  his pack and 
follow ed th e filial one through th e  portal 
and a w ell-tilled  garden, to an airy pavil
ion attached to  the rear o f  the house. 
H ere, upon a bed o f  carved rosewood, 
propped about by silken cushions and 
covered with qu ilts stuffed w ith th e  su
perior down o f  w ild  geese, lay a m an ad
vanced beyond the m iddle years o f  life  
and o f  a figure that assuredly exceeded 
the bounds o f  th e  canon o f  F en g  T ien , 
fo r  his g irth  was greater by fou r hand- 
spans than his height. H e regarded hlb
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son and the doctor w ith b lin k in g  eyes 
but gave no o th er sign  o f  anim ation.

"B eh o ld , m ost honorable father, I  have 
brought a physician w hose m erit is w rit
ten in letters o f  pure gold  upon the scro ll 
o f  fam e. H e w ill undoubtedly cure you ,” 
said the d u tifu l son.

“ I f  it  is so ord ained ,” m urm ured D o c
tor Fung, who had h is doubts. “ I  re 
quire m ore charcoal fo r my b raz ier,"  he 
w hispered. "A ls o  th ere was a fee  prom 
ised.”

“ A ll sh a ll b e  brought. Speak sooth
ingly to  my fa th er w hile I  procure it. H is 
nam e is W u  L ung. M in e  is T i  L ung. I 
go— yet is the h o t iron  need fu l? Surely 
a hundred drugs should suffice?”

" I  sh a ll proceed according to  th e  rules 
o f  scien ce!” rep lied  D o cto r F u n g  m agis
terially  and turned tow ard th e  patient. 
"Y o u  are  sure that pains afflict you in 
every part o f  your m agnificent body, oh 
revered W u  L u n g ?” h e  asked.

T h e  patient b lin ked  rapidly and appar
ently  affirm atively, bu t though h is lips 
moved, no sound cam e forth . D octo r 
F u n g  shook his head and  busied h im se lf 
w ith h is preparations. H e  took  a  large 
bow l fro m  his pack and w ith m eticulous 
care m easured eq u al portions fro m  each 
com partm ent o f  h is  drug box. T h o u g h  
each was sm all, th e  aggregate m ade a 
goodly p ile . H e  added water, stirred  the 
m ess, and once m ore blew  up h is brazier.

T h e  excellen t T i  L ung returned w ith 
a basket o f  charcoal and a heavy bag , and 
having  m ade certain  that th e  sum o f  taels 
was correct and the pieces o f  good  silver 
and fa ir w eight, D octo r Fu n g  a t once b e
gan his work.

W ith  the aid o f  th e  filia l T i  and an old  
wom an servant o f  sin ister countenance 
but strong arms, h e  transferred  th e con 
tents o f  th e  bow l to  the in terior o f  W u  
Lung, then settled  dow n to  aw ait results.

Shortly  a fte r  the results began to  occur. 
T h ey  continued to occur throu ghou t the

rem ainder o f  the day and fa r in to  the 
night, w hile the patient heaved and 
how led and perform ed the m ost ex tra 
ordinary contortions, stim ulated w h en 
ever he show ed signs o f  slackening  in  en 
deavor by w ell d irected touches o f  the 
cautery. I t  was observable that h is bu lk  
was lessened by m id night, at w hich tim e 
D octor Fu n g  L ee judged it w ell to allow  
him  to subside into the sleep o f  exhau st
ion.

A ll the next day the patient slept, 
w hich tim e T i Lung, a prey to filial g rie f, 
spent in  bargain in g  w ith  a w ell-deserving 
undertaker; also h e  continued to  sleep 
through th e ensuing n ight. O n  th e  f o l 
low ing  m orning  he aw oke, greatly  d im in 
ished. D octo r F u n g  L ee  a t once ordered  
fitting  nourishm ent, sw allow s’-nest soup, 
rhubarb stew ed in bu tter and a duck sim 
m ered in w ine. T h e se  delicacies h e  ad
m inistered to  the patient w ith  ex cellen t 
effect.

F rom  th at m om ent th e  recovery o f  th e  
excellen t W u  was rapid, and ere the ev e
n ing  he was ab le  to  proclaim  to several 
o ld  friends w ho had com e to  w itness his 
last m om ents at th e  instance o f  T i ,  th a t 
the heaven-asp iring steed had fo r th a t 
tim e been  returned to  his celestial sta ll 
w ith an em pty saddle.

T h re e  days later h e  was sufficiently re 
stored to bestow  upon D octo r Fung Lee 
yet another thousand taels and the assur
ance o f  his eternal gratitude, w ith w hich  
D octo r F u n g  took his departure.

T i  L u n g , w ho, at h is recovered p aren t’s 
express desire, accom panied th e physician 
to the street gate, presented to h im  a 
m oon-like countenance w reathed in d eep  
gloom , despite th e  successful outcom e o f 
the experim ent w hich h e  h im self had in 
augurated.

"M ay  you shortly cease to  have an ex  
istence!” he said w ith m uch bitterness. 
" B u t  fo r your ill-tim ed  m edd ling  w ith  
the decree o f  the gods, my revered fa th er
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w ould  ere now have been relieved o f  the 
burden o f  prolonged so jou rn  am ongst us, 
w h ile  an excellen t if  avaricious under
tak er would have been providing Sao- 
P in g  w ith th e  spectacle o f  a superb and 
m ind -elevating  funeral o f  unsurpassed 
m agnificence.”

"R e fra in  fro m  these u nfilial and ev il
deserving observations!” quoth D octor 
F u n g  in stem  rebuke. "R e jo ic e  rather that 
you have been the cause o f  en larg ing  the 
know ledge o f  this hu m ble but earnest 
stud ent o f  the science o f  healing. F are
w ell. M ay your h on orab le  shadow covet 
a continually  increasing area.”

W h ereu p on  D octo r F u n g , w earing a 
benevolent sm ile, m ade haste to  the town 
g ate  w here he jo ined  h im self to a w ell- 
arm ed com pany o f  m erchants, fearin g  
th a t otherw ise an overw helm ing parsi
m ony should im pel the filia l T i  Lung 
to  cause h im  to be intercepted  and re
lieved  o f  his gains.

A  f u l l  year o f  p ro fitab le endeavor 
had passed befo re  D octor F u n g  L ee 

again  visited the tow n o f  Sao-Ping. O nce 
m ore he established h im self in  the 
shadow  o f  the benevolent Chow  M in g . 
B u t scarce had h e  banged h is gong thrice 
ere h e  observed on th e  opposite side o f  
th e  street a b e g g a r w ho g lared  at h im  
w ith  incredible m align ity . W ith  som e 
difficulty, fo r  th e  fe llo w  was o f  a m eager 
h ab it, D octor F u n g  recognized by the 
fiery birthm ark upon h is forehead the 
erstw hile sleek  and w ell-conditioned T i 
L u n g .

"H o w  is th is?” h e inquired  o f  the b e
nevolent Chow  M in g . " I s  the honorable 
and w ell-venerated W u  L u n g  again on 
th e  point o f  jo in in g  his ancestors and

does T i  Lung adopt this dress and de
prive h im self o f  sustenance to placate 
som e dem on w ho afflicts his revered par
en t?”

"Y o u  yourself are th e  cause, honorable 
and g ifte d  h ea ler,” replied  C how  M in g . 
"K n o w  that T i  L u n g  was but a late- 
adopted son. A fte r  your sk ill re 
m oved W u  L u n g  fro m  th e very saddle 
o f  the heaven-m ou nting  steed, he grew 
strong  and lusty. H e  w edded a  sprighdy 
m aiden. N o w  tw in sons o f  a  superior 
beauty and unexam pled  strength  o f  lungs 
adorn d ie hearth  o f  W u , /and T i  Lung, 
having given  way to  rev iling  th e  decree 
o f  the gods, has been cast forth  to earn 
his ow n bread .”

D octo r Fu n g  arose, repacked in haste, 
and sent a boy fo r  his barrow  m an. T h en  
he beckoned to  T i  L ung, w ho approached 
w ith a low ering  and evil-bespeaking 
countenance.

" A  year past, oh virtuous and filial 
one, your honeyed tongu e persuaded me 
to  a certain  experim ent. I t  was success
fu l, but o f  its fu ll fru ition  I have learned 
but now . T h e  head m andarin  o f  N in g- 
Po, a very w ealthy person , lacks a son 
to m ake the offerings. H e  has proclaim ed 
a reward o f  ten  thousand taels to  any one 
w ho can procure h im  th a t suprem e fe lic 
ity. I  go  in  haste to  earn it, yet it  is but 
fitting  th at you, throu gh  w hom  my feet 
w ere put upon the path  o f  en lig h ten 
m ent, should b e rew arded according to 
your surpassing m erit.”

T hereu p on  D o cto r F u n g  m ounted his 
barrow , dropped som eth ing  in to  the out
stretched hand, and was trundled  sw iftly 
away, urging  h is m an to speed.

T i  L u n g  rem ained m otionless and 
speechless. In  h is palm  lay th e  reward o f 
m erit— a sing le brass cash.
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( Continued from page 292)
(litera lly  "B eyond -the-Seas” ) being  the n am e by which the C rusaders’ conquests In 
the H oly  Land w ere know n. I t  is a ta le  o f  the Sultan Y u su f (e l-M e le k  en-N asr A bu  
el-M ozaffer Salah e d -D in ) , Sultan o f  E g y p t and Syria, know n to  the W estern  w orld 
as Saladin , the L ion  o f  Islam . T h e  story liv es up to its subject. A nd  Salad in  is truly 
a fascinating  figure in  history. M any ta le s  are told  about h im  by the M oslem  ch ron 
iclers, ex to llin g  h is great piety and fan atical zeal fo r  the propagation o f  th e  M u 
ham m adan fa ith . B eh a  ed -D in , one o f  S a lad in ’s m inisters, tells approvingly o f  one 
spectacular incident w hen two captured F ren ch  knights were brought into h is tent 
w ith th e ir hands bound behind them . Salad in  seized his sim itar and struck a blow  
at one o f  the knights, in tending to  cut o f f  his head, but the knight ducked, and the 
b lade clove through h is arm. T h e n  Salad in  stabbed h im  through th e  heart and had 
th e  attendants drag out th e  corpse. T h e  o th e r  k n ig h t naturally expected to suffer the 
sam e fa te ; but Saladin , to  show th at th e re  was no personal anim osity in  his attack 
on  the first k n ig ht, had the second k n ig h t’s bonds struck from  h im , and invited  
h im  to  sit at tab le w ith  h im  and share h is  repast. H e  then held h im  fo r  ransom , 
and the kn ig ht was finally returned to  th e  Crusaders, unharm ed. I t  seems th a t it 
had com e to Salad in ’s ears that the first k n ig h t had fou lly  insulted th e nam e o f  M u 
ham m ad, and Salad in  had sw orn an o a th  th at he w ould put th e  k n ig h t to death 
i f  h e w ere ever captured. H e could  o v erlo o k  an affront to h im self, but n ot to  the 
H o ly  P rophet! A lth o u g h  B eha ed -D in  re lates this incident as an exam p le o f  S a la 
d in ’s praisew orthy piety, it sounds a b it fan atica l to  our m odern ears. M r. H ow ard ’s 
story in  our n ext issue, how ever, p ictures Saladin  in  h is m ore n o b le  aspect, and 
m akes h im  truly a heroic figure.

Oriental Stories continues to  e lic it enthusiastic letters o f  praise from  th e read 
ers, and many suggestions as to how  th e m ag azin e can be still fu rth er im proved.

"C on gratu lation s on the second copy o f  Oriental Stories, fo r  it beats the 
first by a very cred itable m arg in ,” w rites J .  E . Erdm ann, o f  N o rth  B en d , W a s h 
ington . "W h e n  I saw the first num ber I said, 'T hey  w on’t ever equal i t ; ’ but now  
you’ve gone and beaten it com pletely. M o re  pow er to  your elbow . I f  num ber th ree 
is go in g  to be lik e  that, how  can I  w ait f o r  it?”

N ath an  Schachner, o f  N ew  Y o rk  C ity, w rites: "P erm it m e to congratu late you  on 
your new  m agazine, Oriental Stories. T h e  first issue was good, bu t the second 
is splendid. T h e  tales have the authentic ta n g  and glam or o f  the East, and I  am  sure 
that the m agazine w ill b e an overw h elm in g  success."

E . A . Shaffer, o f  H arrisbu rg , P ennsylvania, w rites: "N o t only have I read and 
en joyed  Oriental Stories but I have stud ied  it, and in conform ity  to  its nam e I 
d on’t see how it could be im proved, w ith  th e  exception o f  a serial or tw o. Personally  
I like  serials and I believe it a w ise p lan  to  g et the public to buy regularly a favorite  
m agazine in w hich say tw o serials are ru n n in g .” [T h e  reason why Oriental Sto
ries runs no serials is that it  is p u b lish ed  bi-m onthly, and sixty days seems too 
lo n g  a tim e to  ask readers to  w ait betw een installm ents. I f  enough o f  our readers 
ask fo r  serials, o f  course you w ill g et them . B u t in fairness to  you, a ll stories wild be 
com plete in  s in g le  issues, unless w e get a n  overw helm ing dem and fo r  serials.— T he 
Editors.}'

"C on g ratu latio n s on Oriental Stories,” w rites N . J .  O ’N e a il, o f  T o ro n to .
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" O tis  A d elbert K lin e , to  m y m ind, captures the true atm osphere o f  th e  Arabian 
Nights in  The Man Who Limped, and H ow ard ’s The Voice of E l-L il  is also fine. 
T h e  D ecem ber-January  issue looks equally  good, though I h av en ’t settled  dow n to 
read ing  it yet.’ ’

A lice  I ’A nson w rites fro m  M ex ico  C ity : "O riental Stories is certainly  k eep 
in g  up the reputation earned by its sister m agazine, W eird T a les . In  the D ecem 
ber-Janu ary  issue I  cast m y vote fo r D o ro ta  F latau ’s Golden Rosebud and The Green 
fade God by Jo h n  B rig g s. P ersonally  I  l ik e  m y O riental stories very m ystical, con
fined  to  O rie n ta l characters, and w ith  on ly  a very appealing love in terest th a t seem s 
to  b e an in tegral part o f  th e  story. H isto rica l characters o f  note are also prim e fa 
vorites o f  m in e ; but I do not care so m u ch  fo r  th e  sanguinary d etails o f  great b a t
tles , etc., though I am aw are there m u st.b e  variety in  a m agazine o f  th is sort to  suit 
th e  tastes o f  a ll its readers. G o o d  lu ck  a n d  long  life  to this in terestin g  n ew v en tu re !”

A  letter fro m  G eo rg e  H . W a g m a n n , o f  Brow nw ood, T e x a s , says: " I t  w as 
w ith  the greatest o f  in terest that I b o u g h t th e  first copy o f  Orien tal  Stories. I 
have been a reader o f  W eird T ales fo r  fo u r years and I can n o t be blam ed fo r 
seeing  that I got in  at th e  start o f  an oth er p u blication  by the sam e com pany. T h e re  is 
no doubt th a t you have opened  up a fie ld  w hich w ill yield us m any d elig h tfu l and 
in teresting  stories o f  the East. L overs o f  such stories w ill b e exceed ingly  gra tefu l 
th a t you have form ed  a m edium  w hereby  they m ay obtain  O rien ta l tales o f  w hich 
they m igh t never h ear bu t fo r  your m agazine. M y only o b jectio n  is  th at you are 
m akin g  it a b i-m onthly  instead o f  p u b lish in g  it every m onth. In  m y estim ation, 
Strange Bedfellows, by S. B . H . H u rst, is  the best story in th e  issue. M y second 
choice falls to  F ran k  O w en w ith  his Singapore Nights. I t  is really  a hard  task to  pick 
th e  best, as they are all g oo d .”

M . A rtin e M ille r , o f  W o rd en , O reg on , w rites to  the So u k : " Ju s t  a lin e  to  te ll

M Y  F A V O R I T E  T A L E S  I N  T H E  F E B R U A R Y - M A R C H  IS S U E  O F  
O R I E N T A L  S T O R I E S  A R E :

Story Remarks

( 1)
( 2 )

( 3 )

I  do not lik e  the fo llo w in g  stories:

( 1 ) ------------------------------------------------------

( 2 ) ---------------------------------------------------

It will help us to know what kind of 
stories you want in Oriental Stories if  
yon will fill out this coupon and mail it 
to The Souk, Oriental Stories, 840 N. 
Michigan Ave., Chicago, 111.

W h y?

Reader's name and address:
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you that I  lik e  the new  m agazine, O r i e n t a l  S t o r i e s . I t ’s fine. The Circle of Illu
sion, with its unexpected ending, and Strange Bedfellows, an unusually interesting 
story, vie w ith each other fo r first choice. O n e has to fe e l tow ard Bugs Sinnat 
the same as h e  did tow ard his 'd eaf and d um b’ com panion. Y o u  can’t help but ad 
m ire him . B u t are we g oing  to get only one issue in tw o m onths? L ike the sm all 
boy who was trying to get three-fou rths o f  the other fe llo w ’s apple, I  fee l like say
in g  'stingy.’ I  guess w e ought to  be satisfied w ith quality instead o f  quantity; but 
I  do lik e  O rien ta l stories w ell enough to  w ant them  o ften e r .”

Readers, w hat is your favorite story in  this issue? A s this num ber goes to press, 
th ree stories lead in popularity in the D ecem ber-January  issue. T h ese  are The King 
of the ferawdhs, by S. B . H . H u rst; Golden Rosebud, by D oro ta  F latau ; and The 
China Kid, by F ran k  O w en.

preserved their secrets 
—■ for you /

Now they are offered to you so that you, too, can rise to  the splendor 
and power of the secret M asters of the E ast. Never has such an offering 
been made as the Rosicrucians present to the selected few. The Magi of 
the Orient were M aster Minds. Egypt was the most advanced country in 
the world— through secret knowledge. Even today scientists are vainly 
h u n t in g  f o r  hur led s e c re t s  of E g y p t ' s  m e th o d s  o f  m a k in g  gold, p re v e n t in g  dis- 
e a s e  and prolon gin g  life. B u t ,  h e r  ra r e  know ledge w a s  not h idden in to m b s  and 

pyram ids. T h e r e  w as  the S E C R E T  F R A T E R N I T Y — th e  m ystic , 
arcane,  schools  of  the Magi,  w h ich  passed  on t h e  g r e a t  W isdom  
and m y s t ic  power to  i ts  successor ,  T H E  F R A T E R N I T Y  O F ,  
T H E  R O S Y  C R O S S  T o d a y  th e  R o s ic ru c ia n s  t e a c h  t h e  w orth y  
and s in cere  th e  a s to un din g  pr in c ip les  w h ich  m a k e  m en  and 
women M a ste rs  o f  F a t e ,  I f  you feel t h a t  you a r e  t r u l y  ready 
to study th e  Myste ries  o f  L i fe ,  (and not m er e ly  curious)  you 
m ay  h a v e  a  F R E E  B O O K  sen t  to you w i th o u t  o b l iga t ion  by  
addressing a  le t te r  to :

L I B R A R I A N  O. B .  D.

ROSICRUCIAN BROTHERHOOD
(AMORC)

( P e r p e tu a t i n g  th e  O r ig in a l  R o s ic ru c ia n  F r a t e r n i t y )
k  A . San Jose, Calif.

'O'
E23
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NEXT ISSUE

T sang, 
Sea Captain

By
J A M E S  W . B E N N E T T

A  colorful novel o f  the Bolshevik  
revolution in C hina, in troducing 

T s a n g  A h-bou, the C hinese detective. 
T h is  is a  vivid story o f  present-day 
C h in a , cram m ed w ith  action  and replete 
w ith  thrills.

Kidnapping, wholesale robbery,
. m urder, g u n-ru nning , and u n

p rincip led  blackm ail m arked the ca
reer o f  the C ount d i M azzin o  and his 
yach t; but he found h im self in antago
n ism  to the shrewd T san g , w hose detec
tiv e  m ethods w ere purely  O rien ta l and 
accom plished results in  m uch m ore e f 
fectiv e  fashion than  th e  m ore subtle 
m ethods o f  O ccid ental police. T h is  up- 
to -the-m inute novel w ill b e  published 
com plete

in the April-May issue of

Oriental Stories
oh sale March 15 th

T o  avoid missing your copy, clip and mail 
this coupon today for SPECIAL 

SUBSCRIPTIO N  OFFER.

O R I E N T A L  S T O R I E S  
840 N. M ic h ig a n  Ave.,
C h ica g o ,  111.

E n c lo s e d  And $1.00 f o r  w h ic h  send m e th e  n e x t  
five issues of O R I E N T A L  S T O R I E S  to begin  w ith  
t h e  A pri l -M ay issue ($1 .2 5  in C a n a d a ) .  Sp e c ia l  
o ffe r  void unless  r e m i t ta n c e  is  a cc o m p a n ie d  by 
coupon.

N  a m * __________________________________________________

A d d re s s________ _______________________________________

C i t y _________________________S t a t e ____________________

Red Blades of Black 
Cathay

( Continued from page 313)

lips were w ithdraw n and a g o b let took 
their place, filled  w ith a stin gin g  w ine 
that jerked  h im  back in to  consciousness.

G enghis was stand ing  over him .
"Y o u  have already found your queen, 

eh ?” he sm iled. " W e l l— rest o f  your 
w ounds; I  w ill not need your aid for -some 
m onths yet. M arty  your queen, organize 
your k ingdom  -—  th ere is a  great army 
draw n up on the w estern border ready 
to your hand now  that th ere is to be 
no invasion o f  your k ingdom . I t  may be 
the w estern T u rks w ill (dispute your liege- 
ship— you have bu t to  send th e  w ord and 
I  w ill send you as m any riders as you 
need. W h en  the desert grass deepens for 
spring, we ride in to  G reater C athay ."

T h e  khan turned on his heel and strode 
away and G odric gathered  the slim  form  
o f  Y u lita  into his weary arms.

" W a n g  Y in  w ill w ait lo n g  fo r  his b rid e ," 
said he, and the lau ghter o f  Y u lita  was 
like the tin kle o f  the silvery fountains in 
th e  cherry blossom  courts o f  Jahadur. 
A nd  so the dream  th at had haunted G o d 
ric de V illeh ard  o f  an Eastern em pire 
w oke to life.

Della Wu, Chinese 
Courtezan

( Continued from page 423) 
death, to struggle against it, is to  miss 
perhaps one o f  the m ost divine pleasures 
w hich earth affords.

T h e  old  gardener rushed forw ard  on 
th e  bridge and gazed in to  the w ater. T h ere  
cam e a few  bubbles to  the surface. T h e n  
a ll was still. T h u s passed D e lla  W u , 
lovely Chinese courtezan, w hostTbeauty 
and fam e w ere know n throu ghou t the 
province.

O. S.— 9



MAKE YOUR 
VEST-POCKET 

BRING YOU 
$ 400.00 /

A MONTH /
/ /

TEAR
GAS

FOUNTAIN 
PEN
GUN

BRAND NEW
An a rtic le  th a t arouses in s ta n t curiosity. 

Quickly dem onstrated and conveniently ca r
ried in  vest pocket. P ro te c tio n  fo r  everybody 

ag ain st robbers, crim inals, m orons, vicious 
dogs, etc., yet i t  is n ot classed as  a  weapon, be

cause absolutely harm less.

“Sold 17 first day out”
w rites H ansen  o f  N orthern  Illin o is. H ayes 

o f M inn, w ires, “ Sold m y firs t dozen in 5 
hours. Send 3 doz. C. O. D. a t  once.” A gents 

m ake $2.55 on each sale. B ig  e x tra  profits on 
quantity. P rosp ects everywhere— m en, women, 

banks, th eatres, m erchants, etc. You should close 
a t least 40 % .

Millions of Prospects
You won’t  have to  go hunting fo r  prospects w ith 

th is artic le . You’ll find them  by th e thousands 
E V E R Y W H E R E . W herever people g ath er. S im ply  

Show  I t .  Show it  to  your barber— your banker— 
your dealer— your doctor— your dentist— your m inis

te r . Show i t  to  friends, acquaintances, clerks— to every
body— both m en and women. E v ery o n e w ill be in te r 

ested . And th a t m eans sales— sales and still m ore sales.

Startling Demonstration
A  simple, quick dem onstration 
never fa ils  to  arouse vital in ter
est and a  keen desire to  pos
sess. T h e “ C igarette T est” is 
am azingly effective. Only re
quires a few  seconds’ tim e, yet 
proves beyond all doubt w hat a 
trem endously effective weapon 
th e  A T L A S  IS , w ithout the 
least b it o f harm , in ju ry  or dan
g er. I f  you believe in effective, 
startlin g  dem onstration to  close 
sales, then you have in the A tlas 
T ea r  Gas Fou ntain  P en  Gun a 
100%  seller.

Exclusive Territory
still open. Especially  a ttractiv e  proposition 
to  m en controlling fo rce  of salesm en. Send 
coupon fo r details regardin g  How to  get 
F re e  D em onstrator.

Only Vest-Pocket Sample 
Needed

No carry in g  case to  lug around or 
to  both er w ith. Ju s t  a  sam ple A tlas 

T e a r  Gas F ou n ta in  P e n  clipped to  your 
vest pocket— ju st like an  ordinary foun

ta in  pen ; you can  show it  in a  second—  
in  a  flash ! Sim ply h an d  it  to  a person 

w ith  th e  statem en t “W h at do you th in k  of 
this?” — and instantaneously you have created a 
prospect. You are going to find the Atlas Tear Gas 
Fountain Pen the fastest seller you ever handled.

New — Different — Amazing
The Atlas Tear Gas Fountain Pen Gun has already 

proven itself an amazing seller. Nothing in the direct 
sales field today actually compares with it as a 
SELF SELLER. Without exception every person will 
look at it: Ninety-five per cent will want to examine 
it ! Kindles instant curiosity. That's the kind of an 
article smart salesmen want to handle. Quick inter

est means quick sales— and noth
ing will catch your prospect's eye 
Q U IC K E R  than this astounding 
device.

TWO TEAR GAS 
CARTRIDGES FREE 

with every gun. Yon 
make 20 cents each on 
every extra cartridge 
sold.

Send for Your Demonstrator Today!

A T L A S  T E A R  G A S  CO .
Ogden Park S tation  D ept. 8 4  Chicago, III.

R E G A R D I N G  T H E  OFFER
DEMONSTRATORE>

ZMail Coupon fov Details /

EXCLUSIVE SPECIAL FEATURE
ke o th e r  te a r  g as fo u n ta in  p en s th e  A T L A S  does n ot 
tiarg-e w ith  a  loud n o ise  l ik e  d  re v o lv er . T h is  fe a tu re  
e m a k e s  th e  A T L A S th e  p referred  ty pe. T h e  loud ex - 
ive d isch arg e  d isco u rag es use by bo th  m en and w om en, 

s  “ s ile n t” fe a tu re  o f th e  A T L A S  m a k es  i t  th e  b ig g est 
ta in  pen te a r  g a s  gun se lle r  in  th e  w orld.

A tla s  T e a r  G as C o., C h icag o , 111.
O gden P a r k  S ta tio n , D ep t. 84

Gentlemen:— Please send me particulars regarding your Foun
tain Pen Tear Gas Gun agency. Also tell me how I can get a 
Demonstrator and two cartridges Free.

I

St. or R. F. D.



I f  you h a v e n ’t  read 
th is  th r i l l i n g  Chinese 
s to ry  you h a v e  missed 
one of th e  s t ra n g e s t  
s to r ies  ever  told. E x 
c i t i n g  in c iden ts  f o l 
low in su ch  quick 
success ion  t h a t  the 
in te r e s t  in the story  
is a t  w h i te  h e a t  al l 
of  th e  time.

T h i s  book is be a u t i 
fully hound In rich 
c lo th ,  with a t t r a c 
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