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NEFER-TITI

THE BEAUTIFUL
\4

Knew Strange Secrets
of Life and Love

For a Thousand Years the World
Sought for Her Knowledge

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

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

o 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 vears 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 end the ease with which they can
be developed into powerful helps 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 ygur health, business and social affairs, and in your happiness and
prosperity.

If you wish this free book and will promise to read it carefully, and if you have spare time to
study and develop your inner powers, write a letter asking for “The Light of Egypt.” Address
your letter carefully as follows:

LIBRARIAN H. X. K.
ROSICRUCIAN BROTHERHOOD

San Jose, (AMORC) California
(Perpetuating the Original and Only Rosicrucian Fraternity)
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That the next issue of this magazine will
contain a colorful group of superb stories.

Among these will be:

/ TSANG, SEA CAPTAIN, by James W. Bennett

An up-to-the-minute wle of the Red revolution in Chima, full of thrills and
vivid action.
THIS EXAMPLE, by S. B. H. Hurst

A tale of a love that conquered all obstacles—of a strange voyage across the biue
waters of the Bay of Bengal—a story of Burma and the Andamza Islands.

THE DRAGO MAN’S SECRET, by Otis Adelbeit Kline
Aaqother tale of Hamed the Autar, and how he was dragged through torrures by
Khallal the Strong.

HAWKS OF OUTREMER, by Robert E. Howard '
A stirring tale of the Crusades, of Saladin, Lion of Islam, and Commac Fitz-
Geoftrey, intrepid Irish-Norman soldier. of fortune.

TADO, SAMURAI, by Lieutenant Edgar Gardiner
A Japanese story of a youngster who proved himself worthy of his Samurai
ancestry.

THE FANATIC, by Kobold Knight
The Moplah rebellion beoke out in bloody fury, and a grim incident of ¢he revolt
Aﬁcau:e in Pallampaki, whither an English womaa had come to “convert the

eathen.”

BIBI LOVE, by Solon K. Stewart
A fomantic story of the love of a British soldier for an Arab girl—a tale of the

f

Mesopotamian campaign.
APRIL-MAY ISSUE ON SALE MARCH 15
- y/ 7/ >/ —

Subecription Rates: $1.60 a year in U. 8. or possessions; Canadian $1.76; Forelgn $2.00.
ORIENTAL STORIES 840 N. Michigan Ave. Chicago, Tl
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B. H. HURST, whose stories are one of the strongest features of ORIENTAL
S STORIES, bemoans the Europeanization of the Orient. “Afghanistan,” writes

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

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

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

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

(Continued on page 429)
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Everyone who enjoys good detective and mystery stories
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“His beavy, straight blade theared throngh the
lacquered buckler”

Red Blades
of Black Cathay

By TEVIS C. SMITH and ROBERT E. HOWARD
A Vivid Tale of Genghis Khan

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

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

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

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

HE singing of the swords was a

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

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

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

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

“En avant, Montferrat!”” We must
hack through and shatter the gates,
thought the dazed brain of Godric; we
can not long stand this press, but once
within the city—no—these walls were
not the walls of Constantinople: he was
mad; he dreamed—these towering heights
were the crags of a lost and pameless
land and Montferrat and the Crusade lay
lost in leagues and years.

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

Godric thrust upward and a man died.

A simitar shivered on his crest, and the-

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

Then men were dismounting around
him, men whose gaudy silvered armor,
high fur kaftans and two-handed simitars
he saw as in a dream. One with thin
drooping mustaches adorning his dark
face spoke to him in a Turkish tongue
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the knight could faintly understand, but
the burden of the words was unintel-
ligible. He shook his head.

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

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

GODRIC'S retarn to waking life was as
abrupt as his departure. He opened
his eyes to a scene of exotic splendor. He
was lying on a silken couch near a wide
window whose sill and bars were of
chased gold. Silken cushions littered the
marble-floor and the walls were of mosa-
ics where they were not worked in de-
signs of gems and silver, and were hung
with heavy tapestries of silk, satin and
cloth-of-gold. The ceiling was a single
lofty dome of lapis-lazuli from which was
suspended on golden chains a censer that
shed a faint alluring scent over all.
Through the window a faint breeze
wafted scents of spices, roses and jas-
mine, and beyond Godric could see the
clear blue of the Asian skies.

He tried to rise and fell back with a
startled exclamation. Whence this strange
weakness? The hand he lifted to his gaze
was thinner than should be, and its
bronze was faded. He gazed in perplex-
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ity ar the silken, almost feminine gar-
ments which clothed him, and then he
remembered—the long wandering, the
battle, the slaughter of his men-at-arms.
His heart turned sick within him as he
remembered the staunch faithfulness of
the men he had led to the shambles.

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

“What place is this?” asked Godric.
“"How long have I lain here?”

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

Godric laughed, and bitterness was in
his laughter.

“Aye,” quoth he, “I have ridden far;
the deserts have parched my lips and the
mountains have wearied my feet. I have
seen Trebizond in my wanderings, and
Teheran and Bokhara and Samarcand. I
have looked on the waters of the Black
Sea and the Sea of Ravens. From Con-
stantinople far to the west I set forth
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more than a year agone, riding eastward.
T am a knight of Normandy, Sir God-
ric de Villehard.”

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

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

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

Long used was he to the veiled women
of the Moslems; and Yulita's creamy
cheeks with her full ruby lips were like
an oasis in the waste,

“T am Yulita,” the voice was soft,
vibrant and musical as the silvery tinkle
of the fountain in the court outside. ‘I
wish to thank you. You are brave as
Rustum. When the Hians rushed from
the defiles and cut down my guard, I was
afraid. You answered my screams as un-
expectedly and boldly as a hero sent
down from paradise. I am sorry your
brave men died.”

“And 1 likewise,” the Norman an-
swered with the bluntness of his race,
“but it was their trade: they would not
have had it otherwise and they could not
have died in a better cause.”

“But why did you risk your life to
aid me, who am not of your race and
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whom you never saw before?”” she pur-
sued.

Godric might have answered as would
nine out of any ten knights in his position
—with the repeating of the vow of chiv-
alry, to protect all weaker things. But
being Godric de Villehard, he shrugged
his shoulders. “God knows. I should
have known it was death to us all to
charge that horde. I have seen too much
rapine and outrage since I turned my face
east to have thus thrown away my men
and expedition in the ordinary course of
events. Perhaps I saw at a glance you
were of regal blood and followed the
knight's natural instinct to rush to the aid
of royalty.”

She bowed her head. "I am sorry.”

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

She rested her chin on her hands and
her elbows on her knees, leaning for-
ward to gaze deep into his eyes. His
senses swam momentarily. Her eyes
traversed his mighty frame to return to
his face. Thin-lipped, with cold gray
eyes, Godric de Villehard’s sun-darkened,
clean-shaven face inspired trust and
respect in men but there was little in his
appearance to stir the heart of a woman.
The Norman was not past thirty, but his
hard life had carved his face into in-
flexible lines. Rather than the beauty thar
appeals to women, there was in his feat-
ures the lean strength of the hunting
wolf. The forehead was high and broad,
the brow of a thinker, and once the
mouth had been kindly, the eyes those of
a dreamer. But now his eyes were bitter
and his whole appearance that of a man
with whom life has dealt hardly—who
has ceased to look for mercy or to give it.

“Tell me, Sir Godric,” said Yulita,
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“whence come you and why have you
ridden so far with so few men?”

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

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

“There the mercenary Venetians re-
fused us ships and it sickened my very
entrails to see our chiefs go down on
their knees to those merchant swine.
They promised us ships at last but they
set such a high price we could not pay.
None of us had any money, else we had
never started on that mad venture. We
wrenched the jewels from our hilts and
the gold from our buckles and raised
part of the money, bargaining to take
various cities from the Greeks and give
them over to Venice for the rest of the
price. The Pope—Innocent III—raged,
but we went our ways and quenched our
swords in Christian blood. instead of
Paynim.

“‘Spalato we took, and Ragusa, Sebenico
and Zara. The Venetians got the cities
and we got the glory,” here Godric
laughed harshly. A quick glance told him
the girl was sitting spellbound, eyes
aglow. Somehow he felt ashamed.

“Well,” he continued, “young Alexius
who had been driven from Constantino-
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ple persuaded us that it would be doing
God’s work to put old Angelus back on
the throne, so we fared forth.

“We took Constantinople with no
great difficulty, but only a scant time had
elapsed before the maddened people
strangled old Angelus and we were forced
to take the city again. This time we
sacked it and split the empire up. De
Montfort had. long returned to England
and I fought under Boniface of Mont-
ferrat, who was made King of Mace-
donia. One day he called me to him, and
said he: 'Godric, the Turkomans harry
the caravans and the trade of the East
dries up because of constant war. Take a
hundred men-at-arms and find me this
kingdom of Prester John.. He too is a
Christian and we may establish a route
of trade between us, guarded by both of
us, and thus safeguard the caravans.’

“Thus he spoke, being a natural-born
liar and unable to tell the truth on 2
wager. 1 saw through his design and
understood his wish for me to conquer
this fabulous kingdom for him.

“‘Oanly a hundred men?’ quoth I.

*“'T can not spare you more,” said he,
‘lest Baldwin and Dandolo and the Count
of Blois come in and cut my throat. These
are enow. Gain ye to Prester John and
abide with him awhile—aid him in his
wars for a space, then send riders to re-
port your progress to me. Mayhap then
I can send you more men.” And his eye-
lids drooped in 2 way I knew.

“ ‘But where lies this kingdom?’ said 1.

** “Easy enough,’ said he; ‘to the east—
any fool can find it if he fares far
enough.’

“So,” Godric’s face darkened, "I rode
east with 2 hundred heavily armed horse-
meén—the pick of the Norman warriors.
By Satan, we hacked our way through!
Once past Trebizond we had to fight
almost every mile. We were assailed by
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Turks, Persians and Kirghiz, as well as
by our natural foes of heat, thirst and
hunger. A hundred men—there were less
than a score with me when I heard your
screams and rode out of the defiles. Their
bodies lie scattered from the hills of
Black Cathay to the shores of the Black
Sea. Arrows, spears, swords, all took
their toll, but still I forged eastward.”

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

The sting of his healing wounds bit
into.Godric.

“Loyalty?” he snarled. “To that
devious-minded  assassin, Montferrat?
Bah! Do you think I intended giving up
my life to carve out a kingdom for him?
He had naught to lose and all to gain.
He gave me a handful of men, expecting
to receive the rewards of what I did. If
I failed, he was still winner, for he would
be rid of a turbulent vassal. The king-
dom of Prester John is a dream and a
fantasy: 1 have followed a will-o’-the-
wisp for a thousand miles. A dream that
receded farther and farther into the mazes
of the East, leading me to my doom.”

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

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

“Had I found Prester john s king-
dom,” said Godric, I had made shift to
conquer it for myself.”

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

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

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

“And does he dwell in purple-domed
palaces of gold and glittering gems?”” he
asked eagerly. “Do, as I have heard,
learned philosophers and magi sit at
either hand, doing wonders with stars
and suns and ghosts of the mighty dead?
Does his city loom among the clouds
with golden spires thrusting among the
stars? And does the deathless monarch,
who learned at the feet of our fair Lord
Christ, sit on an ivory throne in a room
whose walls are carved of one great
sapphire dispensing justice?”’

She shook her head.

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

Godric fell back and his eyes went dull.

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

“Dream agaih, man,” she answered;
“only dream something more attainable.”

Shaking his head, he looked into her
eyes.

“Dreams of empu'e have haunted my
life,” said he, “yet even now the shadow
of a dream lingers in my soul, ten times
less attainable than the kingdom of
Prester John.”
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CHAPTER 2

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

THB days passed and slowly the giant
frame of the Norman knight re-
gained its accustomed vigor. In those
days he sat in the chamber with the lapis-
lazuli dome, or walked in the outer courts
where fountains tinkled musically beneath
the shade of cherry trees, and soft petals
fell in a colorful rain about him. The
battle-scarred warrior felt strangely 'out of
place in this setting of exotic luxury but
was inclined to rest there -and lull the
restlessness of his nature for a time. He
saw nothing of the city, Jahadur, for the
walls about the courts were high, and he
presently understood that he was prac-
tically- a prisoner. He saw only Yulita,
the slaves and You-tai. With the thin
yellow man he talked much. You-tai was
a Cathayan—a member of the race who
lived in Greater Cathay, some distance to
the south. This empire, Godric soon
realized, had.given rise to many of the
tales of Prester John; it was an ancient,
mighty but now loosely knit empire,
divided into three kingdoms—the Khitai,
the Chin and the Sung. You-tai was
learned beyond any man Godric had ever
known and he spoke freely.

“The emperor inquires often after your
health,”” said he, “but I tell you frankly,
it were best that you be not presented to
him for a time at least. Since your great
battle with the- Hian bandits, you have
aaptured the fancy of the soldiers, espe-
dally old Roogla, the general who loves
the princess like his own since he bore
her as a babe on his saddle-bow from the
ruins of Than when the Naimans raided
over the border. Chamu Khan fears any
one the army loves. He fears you might
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be a spy. He fears most things, does the
emperor, even his niece, the princess
Yulita.”

“She does not look like the Black
Cathayan girls I have seen,” commented
Godric; “her face is not flat, nor do her
eyes slant as much.”

“She has Iranian blood,” answered
You-tai. “She is the daughter of a royal
Black Cathayan and a Persian woman.”

“I see sadness in her eyes, at times,”
said Godric.

“She remembers that she is soon to
leave her mountain home,” answered
You-tai, eyeing Godric closely. “She is
to marry prince Wang Yin of the Chin
emperors. Chamu Khan has promised
her to him, for he is anxious to gain favor
with Cathay. The emperor fears Genghis
Khan."”

“Who is Genghis Khan?" Godric
asked idly.

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

“Black Cathay has grown to be a king-
dom apart, pent in the fastnesses where
no strong foe has come against them for
ages. They are neither Turks nor Chinese
any longer, but constitute a separate na-
tion of their own, with separate tradi-
tions. They have never needed any alli-
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ances for protection, but now since they
have grown soft and degenerate from
long years of peace, even Chamu realizes
their weakness and secks to ally his house
with that of the Chins of Cathay.”

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

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

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

From the comer of his eye Chamu
Khan observed this but he was not al-
together a fool. He spoke pleasaatly to
Godric, but the wary Norman, used to
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dealing with rulers, sensed that dislike
was mixed with the khan’s feeling of
obligation, and that this dislike was
mingled with fear. Chamu asked him
suddenly of Genghis Khan and watched
him narrowly. The ‘sincerity of the
knight's reply evidently convinced
Chamu, for a shadow of relief passed
over his fat face. After all, decided God-
ric, it was but natural that an emperor
should be suspicious of a stranger in his
realm, especially one of such war-like
aspects as the Norman knew himself to
be.

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

“It seems strange,” said he abruptly
one day, “that you are to leave this land
and go to another. Somehow I can not
think of you save as a slim girl forever
under these blossom-heavy trees, with the
dreamy fountains singing and the moun-
tains of Black Cathay rising against the
skies.”

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

“There are cherry trees in Cathay,”
said she, without looking at him, “and
fountains too—and finer palaces than 1
have ever seen.”

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

“No,” her voice was low, “there are no
such mountains—nor——"

“Nor what?”

“No Frankish knight to save me from
bandits,” she laughed suddenly and
gayly.

“"Nor will there be here, long,” he said
somberly. *“The time approaches when 1
must take the trail again. I come of a
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restless breed and 1 have dallied here
overlong.”

“Whither will you go, oh Godric?”
Did she catch her breath suddenly as she
spoke?

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

“Not east,” she shook her head. “The
ravens are gathering in the east and there
is a red flame there that pales the night.
Wang Khan and his Keraits have fallen
before the riders of Genghis Khan and
Hia reels before his onslaught. Black
Cathay too, I fear, is doomed, unless the
Chins send them aid.”

“Would you care if 1 fell?” he asked
curiously.

Her clear eyes surveyed him.

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

He shrugged his mighty shoulders.
“You are kind. Today I ride. My wounds
are long healed. I can lift my sword
again. Thanks to your care I am strong
as I ever was. This has been paradise—
but I come of a restless breed. My dream
of a kingdom is shattered and I must
ride—somewhere. I have heard much
from the slaves and You-tai of this Gen-
ghis Khan and his chiefs. Aye, of Subotai
and Chepe Noyon. I will lend my sword
to him > '

“And fight against my people?”” she
asked.

His gaze fell before her clear eyes.
* "Twere the deed of a dog,” he mut-
tered. “But what would you have? I am
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a soldier—I have fought for and against
the same men since I rode east. A warrior
must pick the winning side. And Gen-
ghis Khan, from all accounts, is a born
conqueror.”

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

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

“And you will aid him,” she blazed.

“War is a man’s game,” he said rough-
ly; shame hardened his tone; this slim,
dear-eyed girl, so ignorant and innocent
of the world’'s ways, stirred old dreams
of idealistic chivalry in his soul—dreams
he thought long lost il the fierce neces-
sity of life. ““What do you know of war
and men’s perfidy? A warrior must better
himself as he may. I am weary of fight-
ing for lost causes and getting only hard
blows in return.”

“What if I asked you—begged you?"
she breathed, leaning forward.

A sudden surge of madness swept him
off his feet.

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

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

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

She went white and cold as a statue.

“I am ready, oh Roogla,” she whis-
pered.

“Ready the devil"" roared the old
soldier. "Only three of them got through
to the gates of Jahadur and they're bleed-
ing to death! You are not going to
Cathay to marry Wang Yin. Not now,
at least. And you'll be lucky if you're not
dragged by the hair to Subotai’s yurc.
The hills are swarming with Mongols.
They cut the throats of the watchers in
the passes, and ambushed the courtiers
from Cathay. An hour will bring them—
the whole horde of howling devils—to
the very gates of Jahadur. Chamu Khan
is capering about like a devil with a
hornet in his khalat. We can’t send you
out now—Genghis holds all the outer
passes. The western Turks might give
you sanctuary—but we can not reach
them. There’s only one thing to do—

and that’s hold the city! But with these

fat, perfume-scented, wine-bibbing dogs
that call themselves soldiery we'll be
lucky if we get to strike a single blow in
our defense

Yulita turned to Godric with level eyes.

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

"What did she mean?” asked old
Roogla wonderingly.

Godric growled deep in his throart.
“Bring my armor and my sword. I go to
seek Genghis Khan—but not as she
thought.”

Roogla grinned and his beard bristled.
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He smote Godric a blow that had ren-
dered a lesser man senseless.

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

Godric smiled thinly.

CHAPTER 3

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

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

Godric experienced a fierce resurge of
power as he felt the familiar weight of
his mail and fingered the worn hilt of his
long, two-handed sword. The languorous
llusive dreaminess of the past weeks van-
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ished; again he was a conqueror of a race
of conquerors. With old Roogla he rode
to the main gates, seeing on all hands the
terror that had seized the people. Men
and women ran distractedly through the
streets, crying that the Mongols were
upon them; they tied their belongings
into bundles, loaded them on donkeys
and jerked them off again, shouting re-
proaches at the soldiers on the walls, who
seemed as frightened as the people.

“Cowards!” old Roogla’s beard bris-
tled. “What they need is war to stiffen
their thews. Well, they’'ve got war now
and they'll bave to fight”

“A man can always run,” answered
Godric sardonically.

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

“Are these all your soldiers?”

Roogla shook his head.

“Most of them are at the Pass of
Skulls,” he growled. “It’s the only way
a large force of men can approach Jaha-
dur. In the past we've held it easily
against all comers—but these Mongols
are devils. I left enough men here to
hold the city against any stray troops that
might climb down the dliffs,”

They rode out of the gates and down
the winding mountain trail. On one side
rose a sheer wall, a thousand feet high.
On the other side the diff fell away three
times that distance into a fathomless
chasm. A mile’s ride brought them to
the Pass of Skulls. Here the trail de-
bouched into 2 sort of upland plateau,
passing between two walls of sheer rock.

A thousand warriors were encamped
there, gaudy in their silvered mail, long-
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toed leather boots and gold-chased weap-
ons. With their peaked helmets with
mail drops, their long spears and wide-
bladed simitars, they seemed war-like
enough. They were big men, but they
were evidently nervous and uncertain.

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

“Most of the troops are scattered
throughout the empire,” Roogla an-
swered. “T warned Chamu Khan to col-
lect all the warriors in the empire here,
but he refused to do so. Why, Erlik
alone knows. Well, a man can always
die.”

He rose in his saddle and his great
voice roared through the hills:

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

“Not so fast,” growled Godric. “This
pass looks impregnable to me. May I
have a word as to the arranging of the
troops?”

Roogla spread his hands, “'Assuredly.”

“Then set men to work rebuilding that
barricade,” snapped Godric, pointing to
the wavering lines of stone, half tumbled
down, which spanned the pass. “Build
it high and block that gate. There’ll be
no caravans passing through today. 1
thought you were a soldier; it should
have been done long aga. Put your best
bowmen behind the first line of stone.
Then the spearmen, and the swordsmen
and ax-fighters behind the spear-
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THB long hot day wore on. At last

far away sounded the deep rattle of

many kettledrums, then a thunder of
0.5—2
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myriad hoofs. Then up the deep defite
and out onto the plateau swept a bizarre
and terrible horde. Godric had expected
a2 wild, motley mass of barbarians, like a
swarm of locusts without order or system.
These men rode in compact formation, of
such as he had never before seen; in well
ordered ranks, divided into troops of a
thousand each.

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

Now he stood on the first line of
fortifications and gazed curiously at the
advancing hosts, seeing stocky, broad-
built men mounted on wiry horses, men
with square flat faces, devoid of humor
or mercy, whose armor was plain stuff of
hardened leather, lacquer, or iron plates
laced together. With a wry face he
noted the short, heavy bows and long
arrows. From the look of those bows he
knew they would drive shafts through or-
dinary mail as if it were paper. Their
other weapons consisted of spears, short-
handled axes, maces and curved sabers,
lighter and more easily handled than the
huge two-handed simitars of the Black
Cathayans.

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

“Subotai,” he growled, ““a Uriankhi—
from the frozen rundras, with a heart as
cold as his native land. He can twist a
spear shaft in two between his hands.
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The tall fop riding beside him is Chepe
Noyon; note his silvered mail and heron
plumes. And by Erlik, there is Kassar
the Strong, sword-bearer to the khan.
Well—if Genghis himself is not here
aow, he soon will be, for he never allows
Kassar long out of his sight—the Strong
One is a fool, useful only in actual
combat.”

Godric’s cold gray eyes were fixed on
the giant form of Subotai; a growing
fury stirred in him, not a tangible hatred
of the Uriankhi but the fighting rage one
strong man feels when confronted by a
foe his equal in prowess. The knight ex-
pected a parley but evidently the Mon-
gols were of a different mind. They came
sweeping across the boulder-strewn pla-
teau like a wind from hell, a2 swarm of
mounted bowmen -preceding them.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Again the sweeping rain of arrows met
and broke them, though this time their
momentum carried them to within a hun-
dred feet of the barricades. One ridet
broke through to the lines and Godric

saw a wild figure, spurting blood and

hewing madly at him. Then as the Mon-
gol rose in his stirrups to reach the
knight's head, a dozen spears, thrusting
over the backs of the bowmen, pierced
him and hurled him headlong.

Again the Mongols retreated out of
range, but this time their losses had been
severe. Riderless horses ranged the pla-
tean, which was dotted with still or writh-
ing forms,

Already the Jahadurans had inflicted
more damage on the men of Genghis

307

Khan than the Mongols were accustomed
to. But from the way the nomads ranged
themselves for the third charge, Godric
knew that this time no flight of arrows
would stop them. He spared a moment’s
admiration for their courage.

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

HIS time there was no great exchange

between the bowmen. The archers
of Subotai mingled themselves among
the front ranks of the swordsmen,, and
when the charge came, a sheet of arraws
preceded it.

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

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

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

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

One, a huge brutal-faced giant, rode
over a writhing welter of red torn flesh,
reined in close to the barricade and an
tron mace in his hands dashed out the
brains of a spearman. From both hosts
rose a shout of : “Kassar!"”

“Kassar, eh?” growled Godric, step-
ping forward on the precarious top of the
barricade. The giant rose in his stirrups,
the clotted mace swung back and at that
instant the twenty-pound battle-ax in
Godric’s right hand crashed down on the
peaked helmet. Ax and helmet shattered
together and the steed went to his knees
under the shock. Then it reared and
plunged wildly away, Kassar's crumpled
body lolling and swaying in the saddle,
held by the deep stirrups.

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

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

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

But he knew that now the real death
grip was about to be. The Mongols were
dismounting. Horsemen by nature and
thoice, they had realized however that
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cavalry charges could never take those
solid walls, manned by inspired madmen.
They held their round, lacquered buck-
lers before them and swung stolidly on-
ward in much the same formation as they
had maintained mounted.

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

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

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

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

The wall was crumbling. The Mon-
gols were tearing it to pieces. They could
not climb it, so they thrust their spears
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between the stones and loosened them,
tearing them away with bare hands. They
died as they toiled, but their comrades
trampled their corpses and took up their
work.

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

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

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

“Bear Roogla back!” roared Godric,
leaping forward and swinging his mace
up again to dash out the prostrate Mon-
gol’s brains as a man kills a wounded
snake. But even as the mace crashed
downward, a squat warrior leaped like a
panther, arms wide, shielding the fallen
chieftain’s body with his own and taking
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the stroke on his own head. His shat-
tered corpse fell across Chepe Noyon and
a sudden determined rush of Mongols
bore Godric back. Even as the Jahadur-
ans bore the desperately wounded Roogla
back across the next line of stone, the
Mongols lifted the stunned Chepe Noy-
on and carried him out of the battle.

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

Now the Black Cathayans leaned over
the wall, cleared a space with their spears
and seizing their champion under the
armpits, lifted him bodily over. The fight
rolled on. Life became to the men on the
walls one red continuance of hurtling
bodies and lunging blades. The spears of
the defenders were bent or splintered.
The arrows were gone. Half the Black
Cathayans were dead. Most of the rest
were wounded. But possessed of a fa-
natical fervor they fought on, swinging
their notched axes and blunted simitars
as fiercely as if the fight had but started.
The full fighting fury of their Turkish
ancestors was roused and only death
could quench it. After all, they were of
the same blood as these unconquerable
demons from the Gobi.

THE second barricade crumbled and the
Jahadurans began to fall back to the
last line of barricades. But this time the
Mongols were over the falling stones and
upon them before they could make good
their escape. Godric and fifty men, covet-
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ing the withdrawal of the rest, were cut
off. Then the others would have come
back over the wall to aid them, but a
solid mass of Mongols were between that
balked their fiercest efforts.

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

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

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

It was a heavy blade, forged to cut
through thick mail and strong plates,
armor many times heavier than that worn
by most Orientals, who usually preferred
shirts of light chain mail. Godric wielded
it in one hand as lightly as most men
could swing it with both. His left hand
held a dirk, point upward, and they who
ducked beneath the sword to grapple,
died from the thrust of the shorter blade.
The Norman set his back against a heap
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of dead, and in a red haze of battle mad-
ness, split skulls to the teeth, cleft bos-
oms to the spine, severed shoulder bones,
hewed through neck cords, hacked off
legs at the hip and arms at the shoulder
unul they gave back in sudden, unaccus-
tomed fear and stood panting and eyeing
him as hunters eye a wounded tiger.

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

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

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

“Back!”" roared Subotai, his fierce
eyes alight—those eyes were blue, Godric
noted, and the Mongol's hair red; surely
somewhere in that frozen land of tundras
a wandering Aryan strain had mingled
with the Turanian blood of Subotai’s
tribe—""Back, and give us room! None
shall slay this chief but Subotai!”

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

Godric knew that his armor would
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never stand against the full sweep of the
great sword Subotai was swinging in his
right hand. The Norman leaped and
struck as a tiger strikes, throwing every
aunce of his body behind the blow and
nerving himself to superhuman quick-
ness. His heavy, straight blade sheared
through the lacquered buckler Subotai
flung above his head, and crashing full on
the peaked helmet, bit through to the
scalp beneath, Subotai staggered, a jet of
blood trickling down his dark face, but
almost instantly swung a decapitating
stroke that whistled barmlessly through
the air as Godric bent his knees quickly.

The Frank thrust viciously but Subotai
evaded the lunging point with a twist of
his huge frame and hacked in savagely.
Godric sprang away but could not entire-
ly avoid the blow. The great blade struck
under his armpit, crunched through the
mail and bit deep into his ribs. The im-
pact numbed his whole left side and in an
instant his hauberk was full of blood.

Stung to renewed madness, Godric
sprang in, parrying the simitar, then
dropped his sword and grappled Subotai.
The Mongol returned the fierce embrace,
drawing a dagger. Close-locked they
wrestled and strained, staggering on hard-
braced legs, each seeking to break the
other’s spine or to drive home his own
blade. Both weapons were reddened in
an instant as they girded through crevices
in the armor or were driven straight
through solid mail, but neither could
free his hand enough to drive in a death
thrust. »

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

Subotai lifted his foe bodily to dash
him headlong, but Godric’s grip held
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them together so firmly this was impos-
sible. With both feet braced on the
blood-soaked earth again, Godric sudden-
ly ceased trying to free his dirk wrist from
Subotai’s iron grip, and releasing the
Mongol's dagger arm, drove his left fist
into Subotai’s face.

With the full power of mighty arm
and broad shoulders behind it, the blow
was like that of a club. Blood spattered
and Subotai’s head snapped back as if on
hinges—but at that instant he drove his
dagger deep in Godric's breast muscles.
The Norman gasped, staggered, and then
in a last burst of strength he flung the
Mongol from him. Subotai fell his full
length and rose slowly, dazedly, like a
man who has fought out the last red
ounce of his endurance. His mighty
frame sagged back on the arms of the
ringing warriors and he shook his head
like- a bull, striving to nerve himself
again for the combat.

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

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

MBN thronged the plateau behind the
tattered horde—thousands of them.
A powerful, bearded chieftain on a white
horse rode forward and surveyed the
silent, battle-weary Mongols and the stone
bulwark with its thin ranks of bloody
defenders. This, Godric knew in a weaty
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way, was the great Genghis Khan and he
wished he had enough life left in him to
charge through the ranks and hew the
khan from his saddle; but weakness be-
gan to steal over him.

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

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

Genghis reigned his horse forward and
Godric tensed himself. If the khan
would only come within reach—a sudden
spring, a last, desperate blow —if he
could but take this paynim lord with him
to the realm of death, he would die con-
tent.

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

“You are of such steel as my chiefs
are forged from,” said Genghis. I
would have you for friend, not foe. You
are not of the race of those men; come
and serve under me.”

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

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

“Will you serve me?” he persisted. I
will make you a chief.”

“And what of these?” Godric indi-
cated the Black Cathayans.
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Genghis  shrugged his shoulders.
Vhat am 1 to do with them? They must
die.”

“Go to your brother the Devil,” Gad-
ric growled. "I come of a race that sell
their swords for gold—but we are no
jackals to turn on men that have bled
beside us. These warriors and I have al-
ready killed more than our own number
and wounded many more of your war-
riors. There are still three hundred of us
left and the strongest of the barricades.
We have slain over a thousand of your
wolves—if you enter Jahadur you ride
over our corpses. Charge in now and see
how desperate men can die.”

I

“But you owe no allegiance to Jaha-
dur,” argued Genghis.

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

“You are a fool,” Genghis said frank-
ly. “T have long had my spies among the
Jahadurans. Chamu Khan planned to
sacrifice Jahadur and all therein to save
his own hide. That is why he refused to
bring more soldiers to the city. His main
force he gathered on the western border.
He planned to flee by a secret way
through the cliffs as soon as I artacked
the pass.

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

And a Mongol behind the khan held
up a ghastly, grinning head. Godric
cursed: “Liar, traitor and coward though
he was, he was yet a king. Come in and
make an ending. I swear to you that be-
fore you ride over this wall, your horses



RED BLADES OF BLACK CATHAY

will tread fetlock-deep in a carpet of your
dead.”

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

“Swear to serve me and I will spare the
lives of your men; I will take Black
Cathay unbarmed into my empire.”

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

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

Genghis raised his hand. “*So be it!”

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

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

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

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

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

“To have you and your warriors fight-
ing beside me,” said Genghis calmly, “1
will do that which I never expected to do.
You are fit to tread the crimson foad of
empire. Take Black Cathay and rule it as
you will; T ask onlv that you aid me in my
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wars, as an equal ally. We will be two
kings, reigning side by side and aiding
each other against all enemies.”

Godric's thin lips smiled. "It is fair
enough.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

( Continued on page 432)



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

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

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

with lean possessive fingers when Dorety
asked, “How much?”

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

Dorety examined the amulet critically.
He rubbed it slowly all over to see if it
was scratched. He held it up to the light
and shivered with pleasure when it
seemed to catch fire. “A king's ruby,”
he muttered reverendally, “Who bids
against me?"”

“No. one,” grimaced Mahbub, “but
the Rajah’s grandmother wants it, and
that is enough!”

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

Mahbub gripped the counter convul-
sively. “I will sell it, Dora Tea. I have
decided to risk everything. But I am
ruined if you show it to the Rajah.”

“I will take it now,” said Dorety.
“You know as well as I do that the Rajah
wouldn’t give you a rupee for it. And
with your tongue burned out of your silly
mouth you couldn’t very well reproach
him.” i

Mahbub groaned and slapped his
hands to his ears.

“Don’t, Dora Tea. Is it not enough
that I live in tetror of the Rajah’s grand-
mother? She would hire an assassin,
Dora Tea, Stll, for fifteen hundred mo-
hurs—"

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

Dorety scrawled a few lines on a scrap
of yellow paper and handed it to 'the
shopkeeper. Mahbub blinked and scru-
tinized it closely. “It is well,” he said
at length. *I will trust you, Dora Tea.
For one thousand mohurs the amulet is
yours. When shall I call for the
money?”’

“Tomorrow,” said Dorety, "buc I shall
take the amulet at once.”

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

“That would not be a lie,” smiled
Dorety. I think you are in league with
the Rajah’s grandmother.”

Mahbub shivered. *““Thar is not a wise
joke, Dora Tea. The Rajah’s grand-
mother devours all virtue in a pure mind.
She would ruin my Karma.”

“"What do you know of her?” Dorety
asked suddenly.

“What does any man know of her,
Dora Tea? She is an impostor, of coutse,
but the Rajah is weak-minded and easily
deceived, and he swears she resembles
his father.”

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

“For three months. The Rajah found
her in rags on his doorstep and wept like
a drunken Bhat. And now he wotships
her. Dora Tea, he permits that vile
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woman to rob us. He thinks she is pos-
itively pious and you know how many
wires he can pull when your absurd
government pricks up its ears.”

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

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

He retreated into the room and sat
down on the bed. On the table at his side
a lean candle guttered and flared. Dorety
reached over and nipped it. A sickly
darkness settled down over the room.

Dorety lifted both his legs and lay flat -

upon the white sheets. His fingers
toyed for several moments with some-
thing under his pillow; then he withdrew
his hand and closed his eyes.

He waited. He was very comfortable.
Presently the door creaked on its hinges,
and some one glided into the room. The
stranger’s bare feet pattered ominously
on the smooth floor. A flashlight pierced
the darkness, and for a moment Dorety’s
prone form was illuminated by its dis-
turbing glare. Cautiously the intruder
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approached the bed and beat above its
occupant. “Ah-h-h!" The exclamation
was followed by a low hiss.

The intruder’'s hand slid under Dote-
ty’s pillow, and grasped the amulet in its
hard fist. Dorety’s hand shot over it,
closing tightly. The intruder started up,
shrieked and endeavored to break away,
Dorety sprang from the bed and struck
at him. They went down upon the floor
in a confused grapple. But the outcome
was never uncertain. Dorety wore his
opponent down by the sheer ferocity of
his attack.

“Mercy, Sahib. You wouldn’t harm a
woman!”

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

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

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

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

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

*“So you are the Rajah’s grandmother!”
he murmured casually. “A pretty crea-
ture indeed. What will you give for the
amulet?”

“Give? Give?” the creature shrieked.
“The Rajah will give you six hundred
stripes an your naked back for ic!”
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“Very well,” laughed Dorety, "I shall
take it to the Rajah.”

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

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

“No!”

“A thousand!”

Dorety shook his head.

“Then you will not sell it?”’

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

“I will tell you a story,” said Dorety. .

He stroked his chin meditatively and
watched her out of the corner of his eye.
When she nodded he clipped and lit a
panetela.

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

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

“Very well. I am Dorety of the Se-
cret Service. My number is 638, which
doesn’t concern you.  But there are other
matters in which you are directly in-
volved. Five months ago in Delhi an
old woman was brutally murdered, and
her body disfigured beyond recognition.
Her throat—but I will not weary you
with details. The affair would have at-
tacted no attention ordinarily, but the
victim happened to be of royal blood, and
for ten years the police had been search-
ing for her. An amulet which they
found on her bady established her iden-
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uty. A Lama had bewitched her and
since her fortieth year she had been wan-
dering idiotically from town to town dis-
guised as a beggar. It is difficult to
imagine anything more absurd, but no
degradation seems unsuitable to those
who follow the teachings of Lamas.
When the poor creature disappeared she
was the mother of a reigning rajah with
royal privileges, and if she were alive
now she would be a rajah’s grandmother.
I believe there are twenty varying legends
about her in Nepal.”

Dorety stared contemptuously into the
old woman'’s eyes. ‘“‘Before this woman
was murdered some one tortured her and
discovered everything. Her left breast
bore the impress of a red-hot iron.
Whether the torturer was the murderer
I am not prepared to say. But certainly
she was unwise in overlooking the amu-
let, which would have established even a
twice-born in the good graces of &

The old woman interrupted him with
an impatient shrug. “What is this to
me, Sahib?”

“Why did you kill her?” asked Dorety.

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

Dorety scowled. “They stole it from
us before we could show it to the Rajah.
It was necessary to have that to prove
you an impostor. We traced the jewel
here and yesterday I purchased it Zor one
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thousand mohurs in the shop of Mahbub
the jeweller. I could have confiscated it
but the service wanted me to evade sus-
picion by purchasing it. I knew that it
would bring you here. I have suspected
for some time that the Rajah has doubts
of your identity. He wants more definite
proof and this amulet will furnish it.”
He held the amulet in his right hand
and turned it over in the yellow light.
“A beautiful thing, is it not?”" he asked.
“And think of what it would mean to

you! Unfortunately, you must rot in a
filthy jail.”

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

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

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

“Well?” he stammered, losing color.
“What's on your mind?”

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

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

The old woman smiled. “My friend,
were I younger I should offer you that
which would make all the Rajah’s gold
seem worthless. But since you want
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gold, listen! The Rajah carries upon his
person twenty fortunes. He wears a
belt made of diamonds as large as onions.
Rubies encircle his ankles; emeralds his
wrists. His ear-rings glitter in the dark;
they are luminous with pearls. And he
sleeps heavily. For ninety thousand ru-
pees, then, you will sell me the amule?”

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

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

“But who would ever find out?” mut-
tered the old woman. “Ninety thousand
rupees would buy you rivers of wine, and
days and nights of love. If you are
wise you will intoxicate yourself before
the worms possess you. No one saw me
come here tonight. If you need an ex-
cuse you can say that your life was
threatened. Few would care to defy the
Rajah’s grandmother.”

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

“You wouldn’t do that to me!” she
pleaded. *I should die in three weeks
in the Rajah’s jail.”

“I shall not put you in the Rajah’s
jail,” said Dorety. “I shall take you to
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Delhi. I was tempted, but thank heaven,
I have conquered my blind folly.”

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

Dorety was twisting the handcuffs vio-
lently and the prisoner writhed in agony.
But his own features were distorted with
the pain of indecision and his brain
swam.

“You are vile,” he shouted. “You
slashed that old woman’s throat from ear
to ear.”

“Diamonds that would make your
heart ache,” repeated the crone through
quivering lips. A strange light shone
in her eyes.

Dorety was fumbling with his key at
the bands that bound her. His teeth
chattered, and a voice whispered in_ his
ear. “The thing that you do is very evil.
Men have been damned for less. And
there is the oath you took!”

It wasn’t an imaginary voice. It was
the old woman speaking to him. Why
had she changed so suddenly? But she
hadn't changed. He was sure that she
was mocking him. He got the handcuffs
free and stepped back. “A surety,” he
blustered. “How do I know that I can
trust you?”

The Rajah’s grandmother langhed
long and shrilly. Her hand went to her
breast and in a moment she had found
the thing she sought. She held it forth
in the palm of her hand so that Dorety
could see it. It was an emerald as big
as a man’s thumb. Dorety stared until
tiny nodules of sweat came out on his
forehead. At the prospect of owning a
stone so precious his heart failed him.
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He stood very still and waited for the
old woman to speak.

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

Dorety extended a shaking hand.
“The amulet first,” she demanded.

Dorety took up the amulet and threw

it at her. “Take the accursed ruby and
be gone,” he shouted. “But give me the
emerald!”

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

room.

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

He ran to the door and threw it open.
A breath of hot air streamed past him.
The hallway was damp and smelly. He
descended the stairs three steps at a
time, holding his horror very firmly to
him. He wondered if the old man on
the second floor could hear the hammer-
ing of his heart.

Out in the street the moonlight lay in
frigid stripes on great bundles of vermeil
and vair. A beggar crouched in the
shadows and held out pitiful, crooked
arms. Several of the unclean lay sleep-
ing in the gutter. In his haste Dorety
stepped upon them, but they did not stir.
Life had slammed its doors in their
starved faces, and they bore all indignities
with gloomy resignation. .A dark figure
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was racing down the street ahead of a
lean dog that growled and barked.

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

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

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

“Have you changed your mind?” she:

asked.

“Yes,"” said Dorety, “and I want that
amulet. You'll not escape this time.”

She was fumbling with something in
her dress and in a moment she had it out
and was levelling it at him. "Don't
come pear me,” she said. “You won't
get the amulet and you won’t get me. 1
should think the emerald would have sat-
isfied you.”
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Dorety gasped. “You had a revolver
and yet you let me threaten you!"

“It amused me,” said the old woman,
“and perhaps I had a reason.”

Dorsety stared in growing bewilder-
ment. “Who are you?"” he muttered.

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

“You are "

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

His voice grew terse. “‘Tomorrow,
Dorety, you will send in your resignation.
Your belated repentance has saved you
from a court-martial, but this amulet is
all the proof I need that you are an in-
corrigible bribe-taker.”

“But the emerald,” gasped Dorety,
“the emerald you gave me =

“Was made of paste.”

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

XS 2T

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

Obh, Wildetness were Paradise enow!

—Rubaiyit of Omar Kbayyam.



WILLIAM

By S. B. H. HURST

His exploits while “'absent without leave” from His Majesty’s army tn
India were spectacular and thilling, but bis last adven-
ture was the most astonishing of all

£ FIGHTER, boy! It’s a fighter you
A are!” shouted the man with the
wooden leg. The boy grinned.
He enjoyed fighting, but he also enjoyed
wandering. A craving to find something.
No certain or particular thing, but just to
wander until something new turned up.
He was an orphan, and the people in the
little English village had a simple ex-
planation for his love of wandering.

“He fell out of the cradle and lit on
his head. Them as does that is always
different!”

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

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

William agreed that he was hungry.
On the wall near the eating-house was
the well-known picture of several strap-
ping men in the uniforms of various regi-
ments. The sergeant took a shilling out
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of his pocket and pointed ta the picture.

“Which of those uniforms would you
like to wear? . . . The shilling is yours,”
he said.

“Never bothered much about clothes,”
answered William dubiously.

“"Well, ler's eat,” said the sergeant
cheerfully. “That was the Queen’s shil-
ling T gave you!”

William regarded the shilling with in-
terest. The sergeant explained.

“All right,” said William.

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

But after a week of this William be-
came restless. There was no one else to
fight. So he became absent without leave.
He just had to wander and find some-
thing of interest to content him. It was
summer in London. William wandered
to Hampstead, where a small circus in-
trigued him—chiefly the solitary elephant.
William attached himself to the elephant.
Thus it came about that a newly joined
subaltern was hortified to behold a man
of "his regiment, in uniform, exhibiting
an elephant for the benefi¢"of the pop-
ulace. The subaltern went closer. He
recognized William, who was then giving

0.5—2
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"William fonght om, rag-
ing ai the breakers?

the elephant a drink. The elephant and
the man appeared to be on the best -of
terms. . . .

‘The young officer touched William on
the shoulder.

“On leave?” he asked.

William admitted that he was water-
ing an elephant without official permis-
sion. But he saluted when he spoke
the officer. Then he grinned. It was such
an engaging grin that the officer failed
to feel offended. And feeling that some
explanation was in order, William ex-
plained.

[ take an awful lot of interest in new
things, sir! I just can’t help doing
them!”’

The officer had onlv recently left the

0.5—3

military academy, where his reputation
for decorum had not been of the best. He
might try to be stern, but the lure of
watering an elephant lurked in his soul.

“But, you know, you can’c do this!” he
exclaimed.

William said npothing. He couldn’t
think of anything to say.

“Go back w barracks,” ordered the
officer. “You are in my company. You
will be punished for this, of course,
but. . . "

The “but” amounted to a walk with
his superior, and the lightening of the
punishment of William Dobbs. William
was grateful, and he tried to show his
gratitude by an explanation.

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

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

“We'll be ordered on active service—
any day now, Dobbs. There’s more to
see in Burma than there is here. You
won'’t want to miss that, will you?”

“I won’t be missing then, sir,” replied
William.

He saluted and left. And for two days
he stayed in barracks. Then the lure of
the world beyond the sentry got him. So
he went absent without leave again.

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

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

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

“I've come back, sit!”

“Where the devil were you this time?”
asked the officer, trying to be stern.

William was not good at explanations.
Besides, to tell the officer that he had
put in a lot of time amusing crippled
children at the Home in South Kensing-
ton would be difficule. William felt that
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six feet of soldier in uniform standing
on his head was unusual. The children
had enjoyed it immensely. . . . William
looked down at his feet. They moved
uneasily.

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

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

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

“You big mountain of meat! We're
ordered on active service! Burma! Come
erlong out of this and fighe!”

“Burma!” shouted William, forgetting
all about the Salvation Army. *“Burma!
That's where them dacoits is!”

Forty-eight hours later the regiment
entrained for Portsmouth. 'William found
the transport a joy until he had explored
it thoroughly. But the ocean curtailed his .
wanderings until the ship reached Ran-
goon, and once there the tales of sick
and wounded men down from the Front
saved him from dangerous Oriental by-
ways.
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GO]NG up the Irrawaddy in a paddle
steamer of the Flotilla, William
felt himself coming into his own. All -past
fights and past adventures had been but
the games of a child. Among his other
accomplishments, it had been discovered
that he was a natural shot. As shooting
was a fighting man’s occupation he was
not at all surprized. But he preferred the
possibilities of the bayonet.

The glaring river, ageless in history of
fighting men and kings travelling upon it,
made William gloat. The green forests,
the low shores, the heat. All new, allur-
ing, promising. How soon would they
get into action with them dacoits? Wil-
liam rejoiced to learn that it would be as
soon. as possible.

It was very soon.

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

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

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

Through the delightful, red haze of
combat some notice of his surroundings
seeped into William’s brain. Instinct had
maneuvered until his broad back was pro-
tected by a giant tree. No knife could gee
at his back. His enemies had to face him.
He knew that the captain of his company
had fought by his side until, his sword
broken and his revolver empty, he had
fallen, cut to pieces. He knew that
twenty men lay about him, and that they
would never drink beer again. And
through all the noise he had heard one
cheerful voice encouraging, shouting—
the voice of the young officer who had
severed William’s connection with the
elephant of the circus. But the voice
was growing weak. The young officer
was bleeding from a dozen wounds.
William, fighting as many dacoits
as could get at him, became conscious
of another sort of fighting rage. The
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spiritual fury of a man who fights to save
a friend.

The young officer had fallen. He still
cut feebly at the legs of the dacoits, but
he was done. Then did William truly
become a devil. Before this he had fought
as a big and gallant soldier will fight.
Now he fought like ten.

“Get out of this, Dobbs! Cut your
way out, and get back to the regiment.
Never mind me—I'm done, anyhow!”

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

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

“You can't, Dobbs.. There are too
many for you. You will be killed. Go
—you can get through. Go, and save
yourself! Go, I tell you! It’s an order,
Dobbs!”

William Taughed and spitted another
dacoit.

“Go! Save yourself! Do as I tell you.
Obey me, Dobbs!”

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

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

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

Such terrible strength and fury was
too much for dacoit nerves. This white
soldier could not be human. The dacoits
recoiled. They waited a few yards away
for breath and another combined charge
upon William. They looked at their
dead and shivered. But there were ten
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of them left. Demon or not, this white
man must die. . . . William looked down
and saw the deathly pale face of the
young officer. He laughed his strange,
wild laugh again. So, the officer was
dead. All the tiredness left William.
The concentrated fury of a dozen men
lifted his soul. Tor a second he glared
at the dacoits. His teeth gritted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

William seemed puzzled.

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

I know, sir,”” said William.
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HE badly cut up regiment buried its

dead and the dead dacoits. Then it
rested. William, a bit bruised, did not
rest. He haunted the hospital orderlies.
How was the young officer? He insisted
upon having word every hour. He cursed
his - helplessness. Why couldn’t he do
something? Finally he thrust the order-
lies aside and burst in upon the doctor.

“I've got to know, sir! How is he?
Will he get well?”

‘The tired doctor managed to smile.

“I didn’t think he would, at first,
Dobbs. But I do now. He is young and
strong. Yes, I'd be willing to bet now
that he’ll live to become a general. But
I didn’t give him a chance when you first
brought him in."”

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

“"Poor old chap! Went out and got
lost. Took a walk like he used to do in
London, just to see the sights. A snake
or tiger got him. Gawd bless him—he
was a man!”

Such they deemed was William’s epi-
taph.

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

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

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

The idea of breakfast entered his sys-
tem, but he was too content to be trou-
bled by it. Nearing noon, he came upon
a tiny village—four houses standing on
stilts. Very interesting to William. Many
chickens. No people, apparently. Then
a wakeful child, peering from the top
of one of the house-ladders, saw the big
white man and gave tongue. The village
roused to greet William.

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

A sudden scream interrupted every-
thing. Terrified women pressed against
William. He heard shots, yells, curses.
As he struggled to free himself from the
screaming women his rifle fell off the
platform into the narrow alley between
the houses. He grabbed for it as it fell,
and slipped. He heard wilder screaming
and cries and more shots as he crashed
the nine or ten feet into the alley. His
head struck the ground, and William lay
unconscious.
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He tecovered consciousness. He was
not hurt. He had merely been knocked
out. But while he lay there terrible things
had happened. The first scream had been
that of an old woman when a gang of
eight dacoits came upon her stealthily
from the forest. A blow had killed her.
Then the shooting of the unarmed men
of the vllage. The usual dacoit butchery.
The dacoits had not seen William. The
frantic women had been as a lovely terri-
fied screen when he fell.

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

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

William lifted his rifle. He had six
bullets. He was a first-class shot. The
distance was so short that even a mod-
erate shot could not miss. He would kill
six dacoits from behind the boards where
he waited. The boards hid as well as
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protected him from bullets. He was hot
there to take spectacular chances but to
save the women. He would shoot six
dacoits. That would leave two for his
bayonet. He would have to rush those
two before they could shoot him. Fair
enough! William had a sort of contempt
for the long Burmese knives of the da-
coits. He would have to be quick because
the dacoits would turn and fight at his
first shot. The heavy teak boards would
be useful then. He hoped the dacoits
would not imagine thar more than one
man was attacking them. William did not
want any dacoits to escape into the forest.
The agony of the women made him very
anxious to kill. William looked to his
rifle. One of the boards on his left was
a trifle loose. One good push and that
board would fall. Through the gap Wil-
liam would rush the dacoits when he had
fired his six shots. But he could not be-
gin immediately. The dacoits were hold-
ing the women, and none stood still. The
women were pleading heartrendingly.
The dacoits laughed at their sobbings.
The women knelt down and prayed. Such
pretty little lifted hands.

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

Heads had always been William’s pet
objective. Nose or jaw in his earlier days,
sometimes eyes. He aimed at heads
now. A bullet in the head avoids the
argument that sometimes arose between
regimental chaplains and less sentimental
officers—should time and doctors be
wasted upon wounded dacoits? William,
who could be a Christian upon occasion,
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aimed at heads and saved argument. Two
shots felled two dacoits so swiftly that a
third and then a fourth did their work be-
fore the murderers recovered froma para-
lyzing shock of surprize. Thinking per-
haps that British soldiers in the forest
had ambushed them, the others ran for
shelter among the houses. They ran to-
ward William. Two more shots met
them efficiendy. Then William really
began to fight. With a silent fury and a
flickering bayonet he charged the enemy
like some marvelous avenger created for
the purpose by an offended deity. The
astonished women were screaming. But
the dacoits passed to where while scream-
ing is understood to be general it is not
heard by mortals.

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

Taking things in order, William de-
cided that a large funeral came first. Two
graves, since murdered and murderers
could not be expected to sleep together.
In this the women helped, digging as they
wept. Of course they would have nothing
to do with the dacoits, so that job was left
to William. And when it was all over
the pathetic little women turned to Wil-
liam. Without a word they decided that
he would adopt them all, women and ba-
bies. He had saved them, so they were
his! Simple but embarrassing logic.

So when the heartrending burial was
ended and many strange ceremonies had
been accorded the village dead, William
found himself needing thought. What
was he going to do with these women and

327

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

A charming company but a harried
William. The regiment was somewhere.
And that was almost all William knew.
Vaguely he began to pilot his flock. For-
tunately the flock came to his assistance.
The flock found food. The flock made a
fire when 2 fire was needed, William hav-
ing neglected to bring matches. The flock
adored William as if he were a god, made
an idol of him. And so, with many prat-
tlings, the flock found the way back to
the regiment by some innate sense of
woodcraft beyond the cunning of white
men.

A startled regiment saw William ar-
rive. He appeared to be embarrassed.

“Gad!” exclaimed a rabelaisian captain.
“Here comes Dobbs with a harem! What
a glutton!”

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

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

“Well, sir, it wasn’t much to talk
about.”

The colonel laughed.

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

“Very good, sir! And thank you!”

William turned and walked toward the
hospital tent. With one accord the wo-
men and children began to follow him.

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

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

“But we can’t have this, sit!"* exclaimed
the startled adjutant.

“Certainly not!” The colonel did his
best to be stern. “'I can’t have a man like
Dobbs annoyed!”

The adjutant fele that his superior was
basely deserting him.

“And also,” went on the colonel, “the
women and babies don’t belong to Dobbs
—not any more. Didn’t he bequeath
them to the regiment?”” The colonel was
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enjoying himself. “Pretty, too, those
women. Don’t you think so? Do what
seems best, but please don’t bother me
with the details!”

The adjutant laughed.

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

“Not all of them, surely!” said the col-
onel.

“The dacoits are pretty well cleaned
up,” went on the adjutant, “so Dobbs
will have a hard time finding any more
of them. But women and babies—why,
even the woods are full of them. And
they all love Dobbs! Imagine what will
happen, sir, if he continues to do this
sort of thing.” The adjutant fell into
the colonel’s happy mood. *“Why, the
regiment will be demoralized! It will be-
come half orphanage and half nunnery!”

“Your argument seems illogical,”
laughed the colonel. “But, as I said, don't
bother me with details!”

Meanwhile William had reached the
hospital tent.

“Good job you turned up again,”
grinned an orderly, ““The lieutenant has
been crying for you!”

“Eh?” answered William, so grimly
that the orderly recoiled.

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

“Wants to see me? What for?” de-
manded William.

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

“Bring him in!” ordered the officer.
So William found himself saluting and
stammering by the cot. The officer held
out his hand.
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“First chance I've had to thank you,
Dobbs!"

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

“I've come back, sir!”" said William.

The young officer laughed happily.

WILLIAM left the hospital. The glar-
ing sunlight showed him to the
world. The women who were differing
wildly with the adjutant and the harassed
interpreter, saw William and shouted
gleefully. William ran.

The women were annoyed. William
sought protection among his friends—
which meant the entire regiment. A hi-
larious regiment invented weird plans for
William's protection and vastly enjoyed
its helplessness. So William had to solve
the problem himself. He disappeared
again.

The regiment laughed and waited.
William would show up in a day or two.
And what new wonder would his return
reveal? The adjutant arranged for the
care of the women and babies, but nof
by the regiment. The regiment waited
for William to come back, anticipating
great things. But William did not come
back. The regiment worried. Still no
William. Orders for Home, but still no
William. But the regiment did not lose
faith. William would show up! All the
way down the Irrawaddy the regiment
looked for William's reappearance. But
no William appeared. Until the last mo-
ment, when the troop ship, Dalbousie,
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carrying the regiment, swept down the
Rangoon River into the Bay of Bengal,
bound for England, the regiment looked
for William. But there was no sign of
him. And then faith died in grief.

“Something got him at last. Poor old
chap, he was a man!”

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

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

William grinned, and walked to meet
the grunts. What new marvel was this?
For a fleeting moment William thought
it might be elephants. He would not
have been alarmed, or even considered the
need of his rifle, if the noise had been
made by elephants. For William's mind
had never limned wild elephants. His
knowledge of elephants was limited to
the friendly elephant of the circus of
happy memory. . . . The turn of the
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trail showed William eight huge Bur-
mans, nearly naked, their bodies glisten-
ing. . . . William’s grip tightened on
his rifle. But these could not be dacoits!
They had no weapons. . . . What great
legs and arms they had!

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

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

The wrestler weighed about fifty
pounds more than did William, but the
excess was fat. This, however, was not
entirely what caused the wrestler's down-
fall. His downfall was caused by the an-
tiquity of his methods. The tricks and
holds of Burmese wrestlers are thou-
sands of years old, cherished because of
hallowed associations by the conservative
guild. Aswrestling is a form of fighting,
is at any rate a struggle, William was any-
thing but conservative. He also lacked
any sense of restraint, and his playful
moments were dangerous. The large
wrestler bumped heavily. He felt out-
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raged by the novelty of William’s meth-
ods. William understood this, and man-
aged to explain that catch-as-catch-can
was devised to obtain results and not to
charm by artistic posturing. However, he
would like to travel with the wrestlers
for a little while, and he promised not to
hurt any one.

The Chief of the wrestlers beamed. He
was of course a professional showman,
and in William he saw a novel and
profitable show. He would have to ex-
plain to his audiences that while Wil-
liam’s unfashionable style was of course
not the correct thing in wrestling it was,
at least, interesting. And there was the
chance of large bets! The Burmese are
inveterate gamblers, and where was there
a Burmese wrestler who could stand up
against William—no holds barred?

So began a connection profitable to the
wrestlers, and highly diverting and also
profitable to William. Rapidly he picked
up the peculiarly toneful dialect of the
Burmese, and he saw country seldom if
ever seen by white men. His fame spread,
villages waited eagerly for sight of him.
His progress was as the progress of a
king—a king who was largely Sun-god.
But it began to tire William. Always
seeking the new, and with the lurking
notion that it was time to return to the
regiment, William decided to leave the
wrestlers. The decision came to him one
hot afternoon in a village on the lonely
coast north of Bassein. It was very hot.
The sea like smoky glass. Heavy clouds
weighed down upon the world. One of
the wrestlers explained that bad weather
was coming. William, looking out on the
sea at sunset, wondered at the dreadful
majesty of the threatening sky. He did
not need the explanation of the wrestler.
A child could have told that a hurricane
was approaching. Well, he couldn’t stop
it! Might as well go to bed!
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~HE wrestlers sat around their little
fire. About them all the moths and
most of the bats of Burma swooped. So
it seemed to William who, while able to
accustom himself to most things, could
never, to quote him, “Stomach them fly-
ing things!” He smoked a last pipe, said
good-night to the betel-nut chewing
wrestlers, waved a cheerful hand to the
villagers of both sexes, and retired. He
tossed for a while in the heat, but finally
slept.

He awakened to what seemed the end
of the world. To a world gone mad in its
dying agonies. To a continuous awesome
roar and the weight of a crushing wind.
As he awoke, one tiny sound, seemingly
isolated from the roar, fluttered for a mo-
ment and was gone —like the feeble
sound of a match struck during an artil-
lery duel. That was the village — the
houses of the village seized by the wind,
clutched and crumpled and thrown far
among the breaking and thrashing trees.
Sleeping on the ground, it seemed to Wil-
liam that a great hand gripped the house,
tore it from over him and threw it away.
And then the deluge from the bursting
heavens. And a great darkness.

Unhurt, William got to his knees. To
stand up would be as foolish as to stand
up against rifle fire. Unable to face a
wind that drove the breath back into his
lungs, William, creeping, - sought the
wrestlers and the people of the village.
He found them all huddled together, the
children among them. The Cchildren
sobbed fearfully. Now and then a woman
wailed spasmodically.

Presently a wild dawn broke. Black
and red, with livid rents showing a sickly
yellow beneath the clouds. Broken trees,

a bending and shivering forest. The place

that had been a village. Drenched and
weary humans. The parrots had been
driven far inland by the wind, but the
monkeys, exhausted by their shrieking,

clung pitifully. Upon this wreck of a
world a wild sea breaking. Spray that
flew half a mile after every wave that
tore itself to pieces on the shore.

It was necarly two in the afternoon
when the wind ceased its tearing and
merely blew hard. After an East Indian
hurricane a strong gale seems like a
breeze. Men could stand up and move
about. The villagers began to seek their
household goods. . . .

It had been strangely dark all day.
Staring seaward, William suddenly
shouted. The people ran to him. William
pointed. The wrestlers grunted deep in
their chests. They saw a large steamer
fast ashore, a steamer which would soon-
break up. Her boats had all been washed
away. Upon her listed decks many men
clung helplessly, waiting for death.

William looked. Then his face set. He
spoke to the wrestlers. They shook their
heads. Nothing could be done, they said.
Even if there were any boats, no boat
could live in that sea, no boat could land
in those breakers.

“Nothing we can do?” asked William.

“Nothing, brother,” answered the
Chief of the wrestlers. “We be strong
men and not cowards, and could we help
we would help gladly. But we can do
nothing!”

William walked to and fro over a space
of a few yards, restlessly. He was trying
hard to remember. Wasn't there some-
thing he could do to save the people on
the wreck?

Presently he stood still. He smiled,
ever so slightly. The wrestlers watched
him avidly. William was remembering
earlier days. That time he walked to the
English coast and shipped on the schoon-
er. Talks with old sailors who manned
her. Yarns of wrecks and rescues! . . .
What was it now? A rope! . . . Yes, a
rope! . . . A thin, light rope firstc. Then
a larger rope. And, finally, the heavy,
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stout rope, and the breeches buoy. Some-
thing people could sit in, one by one,
while they were hauled ashore. But the
sailors on the steamer would know how
to do all that. The difficulty was to get
the first rope to the ship. Coast guards in
civilized countries fired the rope across
the ship in distress. No coast guards on
this coast, and no gun in the village to
fire the rope.

William turned to the wrestlers and
spoke.

“Rope,” he said. “Get me a long rope.
More than enough to reach from here to
the ship. That thin, plaited stuff the
women make so quickly. Get the rope.
Now I will tell you what you must do. I
am going to swim to that ship, and take
the rope with me.”

The chief of the wrestlers stared at
William. Then he looked at his men.
They nodded at the look on his face.

“Hurry,” said William impatiently.
“Those men out there are dying by
minutes!”’

“It 1s a brave thought, Big Man,” an-
swered the chief. “But it can not be
done! Neither will we let you try it, for
you could never swim to that ship in such
a rough sea, strong beyond other men
though you be. It is folly when a brave
man throws away his life. You could
never swim to that ship, not even if you
carried no rope. Turn your back to the
sea, brother, so that the pain of watching
drowning men may not be yours. Some
may be washed ashore. Such we may
help. There is rope in the village, brother,
but we will not let you throw away your
life trying to swim to that ship!”

“Will not?” asked William.

The Chief could not meet William’s
eyes.
“Will not let me try it?” repeated Wil-
liam.

“We beg you not to,” amended the
Chief. “For we love you!”
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"Get the rope, and hurry!” said Wil-
liam.

“But, brother =

“"Bring the rope, quickly. . . . I, also,
love you, my brothers. But this is Duty!
Get the rope!” said 'William.

The Chief bowed. He turned to his
men, and gave swift orders. He shouted,
and the village mustered to his shouting.
The rope was brought, strong stuff but
light. William, naked, made a loop in
one end of the rope. He put the loop
over his head, so that it rested on his left
shoulder and under his right arm. The
spray flew across the beach.

“The gods go with you,” said the
Chief. "When you get your end of the
rope to the ship we here will know what
to do—as you have told me. The gods go
with yon, great brother!”

ILLIAM walked into the sea. The

heft of it lifted him off his feet.
He fought and found his feet again, for
he could not swim so close to shore. The
water hurled against him. He gasped and
fought on. Pebbles lashed against his
feet. William fought on, raging at the
breakers. Behind him, the Chief payed
out the rope carefully, all the village
watching. The backwash took William,
and he struck out lustily. A wave's re-
coil took him forty feet toward the ship.
An incoming wave threw. him back. But
there was some gain,*and William serug-
gled on.

He got through the breakers of the
shore. The wrestlers and the people of
the village set up a mighty cheer, but Wil-
liam could not hear them. Nor could he
see very much, for the wind was whip-
ping the tops of the waves into his face,
blinding him.

William was not a very good swimmer.
He had never tried to swim so far in his
life. Effort became a choking nightmare
in which he fought. The rope dragged at
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him and cut his flesh. The waves smoth-
ered and pressed him down. The buf-
feting numbed his mind, and the spray
was a blizzard. He felt lonely, as if he
had left the world. He was fighting out
of his element, and he knew it. He be-
came dizzy and sick.

Sense of time left him. What a long
while it seemed since he had walked into
the water! And an awful tiredness was
trying to make him quit. What did it
martter? Common sense told him he
could never make it. Why not just let go?
End the terrible strain. Find peace. ... .
Funny, how sleepy he was. Fancy, get-
ting sleepy in the water, and such rough
water.

There was no longer any time, and no
longer any feeling in his body. Neither
could he see. He struggled on, like a
fighter out on his feet, will and a courage
that would not quench driving him.

A sound came down the wind. Dimly
William wondered at it. The sound
echoed in memory and gave the man new
strength. Somebody was cheering. Yes,
cheering him on. Now, who could that
be?

Something struck him sharply. Wil-
liam paid no heed to it. He was swim-
ming very feebly, almost done. His soul
wandered among the vague fancies that
come just before unconsciousness. Then
something struck himagain. He sensed that
it was the same thing that had struck him
before. And there was the cheering again.
Louder now. Much louder. And near . . .
With that terribly painful effort with
which men try to wake from dreams,
William became partly conscious. The
thing that had struck him. Oh, yes, that
was a rope. A long time ago! Not a
second had passed, but to William it
scemed an hour. Automatically he
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clutched at the rope. Both hands took
hold of it with the grip of a drowning
man. Then everything went out in black-
ness.

He was dreaming again. In the dream
he was still swimming. Then he opened
his eyes.

He was lying on the deck of the ship.
The noise, the shouting told him that the
breeches buoy had been rigged, and that
men were being hauled ashore. He had
saved them, then. He closed his eyes
again.

“"He’s all right!”

The voice roused William again. It
was close to him. He opened his eyes.
What he saw thrilled him and startled.
Faces he knew bending over him. The
regimental doctor. The young officer.

I called him a miracle. But this is the
greatest thing he has ever done!”

William recognized the colonel’s voice.
He felt wretchedly embarrassed. They
would make a fuss about what he had
done. . . -

William had closed his eyes again,
quickly. He was thinking. So the regi-
ment had been going home on the ship.
Troopship, thrown ashore by the hurri-
cane. Well, it was about time he got
back to the regiment. His attractive
grin played about his face. He no longer
fele tired. He felc very happy. He
thought of the elephant and the circus,
and the many times he had come back
to the regiment. Well, he would have to
face it. He opened his eyes again. The
young officer was smiling at him. Wil-
liam grinned respectfully at the young
officer.

“T've come back, sir,” said William.

In the next issue of ORIENTAL STORIES Mr.
Hurst tells a tender and moving story of Burma
and the Andaman Islands, the story of a native
woman’s unconquerable love for her man.
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The Dragoman’s Revenge
By OTIS ADELBERT KLINE

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

OU would hear a tale, effbnds? So
—l be it. Here in the coffee shop of
Silat we can find rest and refresh-

ment.

Ho, Silat! Let there be coffee, bitter as
death, black as Eblis, and hot as Johan-
nam. And bring two shishas well filled
with jabali latakia.

You know me, effendi, as Hamed bin
Ayyub, the wrinkled and white-bearded
dragoman, whose sands are nearly run.
You should have seen me when, like you,
I was young and vigorous. In those days
I was tall, straight and strong, with hand-
some features, flashing eyes, and a beard
black as a moonless night. Aihee! Those
were the days!

Silat brews excellent coffee, effends.

But you asked for a tale. Well then,
I'll tell you of a strange adventure that
befell me in my youth, when first I be-
came a dragoman.

One day as I was walking down the
Via Dolorosa, the street along which
Sayyidna Isa once carried the cross, a
stranger saluted me with the saJam and
inquired if I could speak Turkish. I re-
plied that I could, quite fluently, where-
upon he invited me into a richly furnished
house near by. The majlis, or living-
room, was of itself a jewel of precious
beauty. The berdelik, that is, the wall
hangings, were of the finest silk from the
looms of Kashan, Yarkand and Kashgar,
and there hung above the chief diwan a
magnificent rug of Samarcand in which
gold and silver threads were cunningly
woven with the silk. On the floor, which
was an excellent example of mosaic, were
scattered the finest weaves of Kashan,
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Feraghan and Ispahan. And in the center
of the room there played an exquisite
fountain of ivory and carnelian.

After serving sherbet, pipes and coffee,
my host offered me a substantial sum if
I would do some interpreting for him.
He and I were about of a size, and he
somewhat resembled me, although I was
dressed rather plainly while his apparel
was so magnificént as to proclaim him a
man of great wealth and high station.

“I'will go and fetch the people you are
to meet,” he said, “but as my guests are
to be men of importance, it will be well
if you are more suitably attired. Permit
me to find clothing for you.”

So saying, he parted a pair of hangings
and entered another room, from which he
presently returned, bearing a gaudily col-
ored head-cloth and a complete outfit of
bright and costly raiment which, despite
my protests, he politely assisted me to don.

When I was fully attired and once
more seated before pipe and coffee, he
said:

“I go, now, to bring my guests. But
before I go let me warn you that there
are certain conditions which you must
fulfil. First of all, you must not leave
this room under any circumstances. Sec-
ond, you must pay no attention whatever
to Jenene, my slave girl, who will returii
from the sowk in a short time, even

though she may act strangely and perhaps

run out of the house upon seeing you.
She is weak-minded and very fearful of
strangers, but perfectly harmless. Do you
agree to these terms?”

“I see no reason to do otherwise,” I
responded. I am comfortable enough
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here, and weak-minded girls do not
frighten me.”

“Good! I will go now.”

He rolled my clothing into a- bundle
and carried it through the curtained door-
way.

“I'll leave your garments in here,” he
said, “where you may get them later.”

In 2 moment I heard him pass out a
door in the rear of the building.

I sat for some time in solitude, smok-
ing and sipping my coffee while I puz-
zled over the two requests of the stranger
—that I should not leave the room under
any circumstances, and that I should
speak no word to his slave girl, Jenene.

Presently I heard the rear door open
once more, and the tinkle of anklets which
accompanied the patter of small feet told
me that the girl had arrived.

The more I pondered and listened to
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her moving about in the rear of the house,
the more curious 1 became about the
whole affair. At length I concluded that
the fellow was merely jealous of the girl,
and decided to attempt to have speech
with her. Accordingly, 1 clapped my
hands to summon her.

In a moment I heard her coming to-
ward me through the curtained room.
But before she reached the entrance she
stopped and uttered a loud shriek. The
curtains parted, a veiled face looked out
at me, and there was wafted to me a
hint of intoxicating perfume. But the
curtains were quickly closed, shutting off
the vision, and there was a second later a

“The silken furnishings were disarrayed
and spastered with blood.”
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louder shriek. Then, in accordance with
the predictions of her master, I heard the
girl dash wildly out of the house.

I smiled as I remembered the warning
of the man who had employed me, but
shortly thereafter grew grave again as I
reviewed in my mind the incidents that
had just taken place. The gitl, I recalled,
had stopped and shricked somewhere in
the curtained room before she had seen
me. It followed that there was some-
thing in that room which had caused her
to cry out. She had shown new surprize
and horror on seeing me, but I was evi-
dently not the primary cause of her terror.

Under the circumstances, I resolved to
go at once and have a look at that room.
I accordingly got up, and advancing to
the doorway as quietly as possible, parted
the curtains.

1 gasped in astonishment and horror as
I saw, lying half on and half off 2 mag-
nificent diwan, the body of a handsome,
richly dressed young man, with the jew-
eled hilt of a jambiyah protruding from
his chest. The silken furnishings and
cushions were disatranged and spattered
with blood as if there had been a consid-
erable scruggle.

I WAS staring down at this horrible sight

in stupefied astonishment, when the
rear door suddenly opened, and the slave
girl came running in, accompanied by
three armed men.

“There he is!"” she cried hysterically.
“There is the traitorous assassin who tnur-
dered my master!”

Alarmed, I turned to flee, but my way
was blocked at this moment by two men
who entered the front door with drawn
simitars.

“Surrender your weapons, dog,” cried
one, “if you would not be cut down in
your tracks.”

My own simitar, dagger and pistols
had been taken into the other room by the
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man who had employed me, along with
my clothing. I had not noticed, as he
buckled the new simitar about me and
arranged my sash, that I was wearing the
curved, empty sheath of a jambiyah. The
fellow had brought me no pistols.

Dropping the simirar, which I had in-
stinctively drawn, for I saw that it was
useless to amempt to defend myself
against five men, armed to the teeth, 1
said:

*“To the argument of your many blades,
I yield, but I am an innocent man. The
real murderer brought me here on a pre-
text, in order that I might be trapped
and shoulder the blame for this crime.”

*“O father of deceit and brother of a
thousand filthy pigs, is that not your jam-
biyab in the breast of Zayd, who has been
received into the mercy of Allah?” said
one of the men. “If it fits not your sheath,
then will I triply divorce the daughter of
my undle.”

“And if that be not evidence enough,
O lying spawn of a pestilence,” said a
second, “are not those blood spots on
your raiment sufficient proof of your
guile?”

Several small red spots or the clothing
which had been given me, and which I
had not previously noticed, were now
pointed out 1o me.

“But these are not my garments,” I
protested. “I was asked to wear them by
the man who——"

“Enough,” gruffly interrupted he who
had first spoken. “‘Seize and bind him,
men. We'll take him before the kazs.”

And so, despite my struggles and prot-
estations of innocence, I had my hands
bound behind my back, and with a rope
looped around my neck, was led away.

THEY led me through the sox£ first, to
what had been the shop of the mu¢-
dered Zayd, who had been a prosperous
goldsmith. We quickly drew a large fol-
0.5—3
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lowing of curious people, for my captors
had taken every possible precaution to
humiliate me. One of them walked
ahead, dragging me by the rope around
my neck as if I had been a haltered beast.
Beside me, on each side, walked two
others with naked blades in their hands.
And behind us walked Jenene, the slave
girl, whose lissom grace, tinkling anklets
and lustrous eyes above her flowing yash-
mak were sufficient, of themselves, to
turn the head of any man.

As we arrived at the stall of Zayd we
found that it had been closed. Standing
before it were three men. The first I in-
stantly recognized as the consummate vil-
lain who had led me into the trap. The
other two were the merchants who occu-
pied the two adjoining booths, one of
whom sold rugs and the other fruit and
cakes.

For a moment I was blinded with rage
as I saw the author of my humiliation and
almost certain death standing before me,
and violently endeavored to free my
hands that I might throttle him. But he
who held my lead-rope nearly choked me
by jerking me backward.

“Who is this wild-looking person?”
asked my betrayer of the man who had
haltered me.

“He is a traitor to the salt—the un-
speakably vile murderer of Zayd, the
Goldsmith,” replied the fellow. “He
claims to be a dragoman named Hamed,
but we doubt this, so we have brought
him here to see if any of the merchants
can identify him before we take him to
the kazi.”

“I know him!” cried he who sold the
cakes. "He 1s Kasim ben Musa, who ar-
rived this morning with the caravan from
Damascus. I distinctly remember his
black beard and the clothing he wears.
He talked with Zayd for a short time this
morning, whereupon the goldsmith closed
his shop and went away with him.”

0.5—4
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“I also remember him, and can bear
witness that it was he who went away
with Zayd,” said the rug merchant.

Upon hearing these words, the fellow
who had employed me simulated great
anger, and whipping out his simitar, made
as if he would strike off my head.

“So, O violator of the salt, and seed
of a loathsome disease!” he exclaimed,
his voice quivering with feigned anger,
“'you have slain my pious and noble cous-
in! Then by my beard and the life of my
head will I see that justice is done upon
you here and now.”

But ere he could use his simitar ‘the
others restrained him, one of them say-
lﬂg:

“Peace! It were better to take him be-
fore the kazi. Full justice will be done,
never fear, for there are eight of us who
can bear witness to his perfidy.”

"Oh, Zayd, Zayd!” said the deceitful
one, now pretending great sorrow. My
cousin whom I loved as a brother! To
think that you should have come to an un-
timely end, and by the hand of so vile
and unspeakable a wretch! My grief is
more than I can bear!” Whereupon he
plucked at his beard, heaped dust upon
his head, and rent his garments, while
great crocodile tears coursed down his
cheeks.

The two merchants then closed their
stalls, and they, together with the tricks-
ter who had brought me to this pass, ac-

companied us to the audience with the
kazi.

NU TAY1, the kazi, was a venerable
and learned man with an enormous
turban. Among our people, the greater
a man’s learning, the larger the turban.
Thoughtfully stroking his white beard,
he looked down at the fellow who was
dragging my rope, and said:

“Of what is this man accused, and who
is there to bear witness against him?”
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“He is accused of the murder of Zayd,
the Goldsmith, O kaz7,”" replied the fel-
low, “and there are eight of us here to
bear witness."

“Then let us hear your testimony in
order,” said the kazi. “You may testify
first.”

Whereupon the fellow told how he
had been standing in the street convers-
ing with four friends when the slave girl
of Zayd had run out of the house scream-
ing that her master had been murdered
and that the murderer was in the house.
He further told how he had stationed
two men at the front door, and taking
two more with him had accompanied the
girl through the back door, where they
had caught me red-handed, my garments
spattered with blood and my jambiyah
still sheathed in the heart of Zayd. He
then pointed out the blood spots on my
clothing and displayed the bloody jam-
biyah which one of his companions had
brought along.

The kaz: then questioned his four com-
panions, one by one, who verified his
story.

After the five had testified, the slave
gitl came forward and told that I had
come in with her master that morning
and broken bread with him, and that he
had sent her to the soxk for supplies with
which to prepare the evening meal. But
on her return she had found her master
murdered and me still in the house,
whereupon she had summoned the five
men who captured me.

The kazi then asked me if I had ought
to say.

“Insofar as what the men have seen
with their eyes and heard with their ears
is concerned, they speak the truth, O
kazi,”” 1 replied. “As for the girl, she
was deceived by my resemblance to
another if she thought it was I she left
with her master when she went to the
souk. 1 swear to you by Almighty Allah,
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Lord of the well, Zemzem, and of the
Hatim Wall, that I am innocent of the
crime attributed to me. If you will grant
me leave to tell my story, I'm sure I can
prove ;

“Enough!” interrupted the kazi. “Your
own story will be heard later. At present
all I want is your corroboration or denial
of the stories of these witnesses. Now let
us hear what the two merchants know of
the matter.”

Whereupon one of the merchants, he
who sold cakes and fruit, stepped for-
ward and testified that he recognized me
as Kasim ben Musa, who had arrived
that morning with a caravan from Damas-
cus, and that he had seen me go away
with Zayd when the latter closed his shop.
The other witness then corroborated his
evidence.

“What have you to say for yourself,
prisoner?” asked the kazi.

“Falsehood is as smoke and fact is
built on a base which shall not be broken,
O kazi,” 1 said, “and the light of truth
dispels the night of untruth. This is a
case of mistaken ideatity, planned by that
lecherous consort of a mangy camel who
slightly resembles me, and who came
here with the two merchants to testify
falsely against me. He is the real Kasim
ben Musa, murderer of Zayd, and these
are his clothes I am wearing.”

The kazi turned to my betrayer.

“What is your name?” he asked.

“Akrashah ibn Mahmud of Bagdad,”
was the reply, “and cousin of Zayd the
Goldsmith, may Allah be merciful unto
him.”

“What do you know of this matter?”

“I arrived with the same Damascus
caravan as that in which this vile mur-
derer traveled,” he said, “in order to pay
a visit to my cousin, on whom be Allah’s
clemency. But it was some time before
I was able to find his shop, as I was un-
familiar with this city. When I fouand it,
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it was closed, and these two merchants
told me that Zayd had departed with this
malevolent malefactor. As I stood before
the shop conversing with them, the girl
and the five men arrived with the mur-
derer and informed me that he had
violated the salt and taken the life of my
cousin, whom may Allah receive into
paradise. \Whereupon my bosom was con-
stricted with sorrow and wrath, and 1
would have slain him then and there in
the excess of my grief and anger, had not
these friends persuaded me to the reason-
able course of bringing him into your
honorable presence. And if you judge
rightly between this unspeakable villain
and your servant who has suffered this
great wrong, may your life span a mighty
span, and may peace and happiness be
multiplied unto you with each year.”

“Now, prisoner,” said the kazi, “tell
me your story, that you may be heard be-
fore sentence is passed on you.”

While the venerable Abu Tayi sat
there, stroking his white beard and glar-
ing at me with an expression which told
me as plainly as words that I was already
guilty in his mind, I related all that had
happened since he who called himself
Akrashah ibn Mahmud had accosted me
on the Via Dolorosa. When I had com-
pleted my tale of the cunning and perfidy
of Akrashah, the £4z/ turned once more
to him.

“What have you to say to this, O Ak-
rashah?”’ he asked.

“That not one single word of it is
true,” replied my betrayer. "“This man is
the most preposterous prevaricator I have
ever met.”

O father of lies!” I said. "O sink of
corruption! For this added falsehood may
your tongue turn to a serpent and bite
you.”

“"And for your brazen deceptions, O
stench of an abomination,” he replied,
“may your beard turn to a nest of scor-
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pions and sting you for a thousand years.”

“Enough of this abuse,” said the kazi.
"I will now pronounce sentence.”

“I swear to you by the Most Great
Name that I am innocent,” I'said. “Spare
me until I can find witnesses to vouch for
me.”

“Throw the prisoner into the dun-
geon,” said the kaz/, “and tomorrow at
sun-up, bring me his head; that I may dis-
play it before my door as a warning to
whosoever will be warned.”

“Harkening and obedience,” replied
two burly guards, who seized my arms.

As I realized the full import of the
kazr’s words—ithat I had been sentenced
to die before dawn—a cold perspiration
suffused my body and my knees sagged
bepeath my weight, so my guards were
forced to half drag, half 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:

“Hamed! I thought your voice was
familiar! What crime have you commit-
ted that you have come to this pass?”

I recognized him instantly as Iba Kha-
lud, a friend of my boyhood whose life I
had once saved, and who was swom to
me as a blood brother.

“Release my hands, O my brother,” I
said, “and I will tell you my story.”

He instantly opened my bonds, and
then sat and listened to my story while the
bread and water he had brought me stood
untouched.

“It is a horrible injustice!” he ex-
claimed. “I will go before the Sharif
himself and lay the matter before him.”

“Alas!” T replied. “The Sharif went
hunting yesterday, and will not return for
a week.” '
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“Then I will go to the kazi.”

“That is useless, also, and would only

cast suspicion on you if I were to make
my escape. He already had me con-
demned in his own mind before half the
evidence was presented. I saw it in his
eyes.”
“Then, by Allah, and by my head and
beard, I will take the matter into my own
hands, O blood brother,” he said. “Ex-
pect me after the last call to prayer.”

So saying, he departed, leaving me
once more in darkness.

IT SEEMED to me, waiting there in the
stinking blackness, that at least a full
day passed before I saw the yellow flicker
of Ibn Khalud's lantern, followed by his
quiet entry into my cell. He had brought
with him a dark-colored head-cloth and
burnoose, both of which I donned over
the garments I was wearing. Then, com-
manding silence, he led me through many
devious passageways, to a place where a
rusty iron ring dangled from the ceiling.
Leaping into the air, he grasped the ring,
whereupon it slowly descended on the
end of a thick chain, and a slab in the
floor ahead of us rose, revealing stone
steps leading downward.

We descended the steps, whereupon
Ibn Khalud moved a lever at the base,
and the slab came down, closing the open-
ing above us. It seemed to me that we
penetrated deeper and deeper into the
bowels of the earth. Water seeped
through a thousand crevices in the walls,
and dripping and trickling to the floor,
combined with the moss, mold and slime,
to make our footing exceedingly slippery.
We presently came to the foot of another
stair, where my blood brother, after lo-
cating the lever, hooded his lantern. Then,
by working the lever, he moved a great
slab of rock at the top. We climbed the
stairs and emerged into the clear night air.

“Leave the city at once,” he counseled.
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"I go, now, to drug the guards with
bhang, so it may appear that you escaped
through the courtyard while they slept.
Salam aleykum.”

“May Allah reward you for this good
deed,” I replied. “W’as salam.”

With that I lefc him, and soon recog-
nized the district. I had been let out
through a secret passageway in the city
wall not far from my own home. Making
my way to it as quickly as possible, I en-
tered my dark and lonely house, struck a
light, and sat down to think. I had no
intention of leaving the city if this might
be avoided, but on the other hand, there
would be a hunt organized for me as soon
as my escape had been discovered, and
sooner or later some one would be sure
to recognize me.

I have ever been a man of action, and
it was not long before a plan occurred to
me.

In my house, carefully put away in a
great chest, were the clothing and jewelry
of my mother, who had been received into
the mercy of Allah. As she had been a
rather large woman, I knew that I should
be able to wear her garments without
trouble. Quickly attiring myself in black,
and covering my countenance with a
white face-veil, I stood before the mirtor
in the bent attitude of a very aged per-
son, and saw that, to all appearances, I
was a very old woman. As I have ever
been an adept at changing the tones of
my voice, I knew that it would be a dis-
cerning person indeed who would pen-
etrate my disguise.

To conform to the plans I had formed,
I selected from among my mother’s jew-
elry a necklace of most exquisite pattern
and craftsmanship, and of considerable
value. Taking this with me, and also a
goodly quantity of bhang, 1 closed my
house once more, and arriving at the Via
Dolorosa, turned my steps to the house of
Zayd.
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Upon my arrival I glanced up and
down the street, and on seeing that it was
deserted, swung myself up onto the bal-
cony which jutted out beneath the front
windows, and looked within.

Zayd, having died in the morning, had
been buried that afternoon, as was the
custom in those days when embalming
or refrigeration was unknown. This I
had foreseen, and also, that Akrashah
would most probably be alone with the
slave girl at this hour. But I wanted to
make sure.

My hopes were instantly realized when
I saw them both seated on the main diwan
in the majlis, sipping wine in violation
of the sacred teachings, and eating cakes
and fruits while the villain made love to
her, imploring her to remove her veil.
She coyly refused, yet did not seem at all
displeased.

Descending noiselessly from the bal-
cony, I rapped on the door. Presently
there was the sound of soft footsteps and
the tinkle of anklets, and the slave girl
opened the door.

“Peace be upon you, mother,” she said,
politely. ““What can I do for you?”

“And upon you, my daughter, may the
peace of Allah descend. I must have in-
stant speech with your master, Zayd,” 1
replied, in the quavering tones of an old
hag. “Will you take me to him?”

“My master Zayd has, alas, been taken
to the bosom of Allah Almighty,” she re-
plied. “But come in, mother. His cousin
and heir, Akrashah, who is now my mas-
ter, will no doubt see you.”

K 1 STEPPED through the doorway I
pretended to a great weakness and
tottered so unsteadily that Jenene permit-
ted me to lean on her shoulder for sup-
port. When I approached him, Akrashah
looked up at me from his seat on the
diwan as if in considerable annoyance,
whereupon I tottered the more, and made
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as if I would fall. The wine and glasses,
I noticed, had been concealed.

“What is wrong, Jenene?” he asked.
“Is the old woman ill?”

“She is very weak, and craved speech
with your cousin, O my master,” replied
the girl, “so I brought her to you, as she
says it is a matter of great importance.”

Akrashah reluctantly placed a cushion
for me, and Jenene solicitously helped
me to be seated.

“Brew coffee at once, Jenene,” or-
dered Akrashah. Then he said to me:
“We shall have food and drink for you
in a hurry.”

“I stand not in need of coffee or
food,” I replied, quaveringly, “having
just dined with a friend. However, I
have a giddiness which might be allayed
by a little wine. Although I am a true
moslemah and would not drink wine for
the purpose of becoming intoxicated, I
find it a ready cure for this dizziness
which often assails me.”

“Did my cousin, Allah rest his soul,
have any wine in the house, Jenene?”
asked Akrashah, with pretended inno-
cence.

“He kept a little for medicinal pur-
poses,” replied the girl.

“Then bring wine,” he said, “and
three cups, for our breasts are straitened
by the calamity that has befallen this
house and our hearts hang heavy with
sadness, so we may drink a little wine to
broaden them and to hearten ourselves.”

After each of us had drunk a glass of
wine, and our goblets had been replen-
ished, I brought out the necklace.

“It was about this piece of jewelry that
I came to consult Zayd,” T said. “Al-
though it is a family heirloom, and unless
there were great need I would not part
with it for any sum, I find myself desti-
tute and forced to sell it. Knowing Zayd
for an honest tradesman I came here, hop-
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ing to receive its value, for I have no
idea of its worth.”

Akrashah took the necklace in his right
hand and slowly drew it across the back
of the left. I saw his eyes light up with
cupidity and avarice as he noted its great
beauty and value.

"Oh, master!” exclaimed Jenene. “Is
it not beautiful?”

“It is well made,” was his reply, “but
the materials are not very costly. The
jewels are imitations, and the settings
plated. I'm afraid I can’t offer much for
it.”

“Nevertheless I would give much for
the trinket,” said Jenene. “Perhaps if the
master does not want it you will sell it to
me, mother.”

“It may be, my little Jenene,” said
Akrashah, “that I will buy it for you, see-
ing you are so set on having it. But I
warrant you I shall not pay any outrage-
ous price for it.”

“You know the worth, good sir,” 1
said. “Name the price, then, and I will
sell it to you and depart.”

“Nay, mother, you name it,”” he re-
plied, refilling my glass and winking
slyly at Jenene. “‘After all, it is your prop-
erty.
“Very well, then,” I replied, and
named a price which I knew to be about
half the value of the necklace.

But Akrashah was as grasping as he
was villainous, and laughing at the price
1 asked, offered me about a tenth of the
amount. Thereafter we haggled spirited-
ly until the bottle of wine was entirely
‘consumed and a second had been brought
out. I noticed, in the meantime, that Ak-
rashah and Jenene, who had evidently
been drinking much wine before I ar-
rived, were becoming quite intoxicated.
Concluding that it was therefore time to
do what I had planned to do, I palmed a
bit of bbang and slyly dropped it into the
glass of my betrayer. A few moments

»
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later I succeeded in dropping a piece into
the glass of the slave girl.

It was not long before the drug got in
its work, and both were lying insensible
before me. I had taken care to give each
of them a good heavy portion, so their
slumber would be long.

But I still had much work to do, and
that quickly, before the morning should
dawn, so I swiftly divested myself of not
only the garments of my mother, but the
raiment which my betrayer had put on me
that morning. I then undressed him, and
after donning his clothing, dressed him
in the blood-spattered garments he had
worn when he committed the murder.

Upon going through his pockets I
found that he was not Akrashah, cousin
of Zayd, but was really Kasim ben Musa
of Jerusalem, late of Damascus, who had
prepared forged papers and committed
the crime in order to thus gain the pos-
sessions of the wealthy young goldsmith.

As soon as I had determined these
things, I wrapped the insensible Kasim in
the cloth covering of the diwan and
shouldering him, carried him out into the
street. By singular good fortune I did not
meet any one on the way to my destina-
tion, which was the wall of the courtyard
of the prison in which I had been con-
fined.

There, in the shadow of the wall, I un-
wrapped the limp Kasim. I then hoisted
him t the top of the wall, and pushed
him so that he rolled over into the court-
yard. At the sound of his falling body I
heard a guard running, and knew that he
would soon be discovered.

Rolling the cover of the diwan into a
bundle I departed noiselessly.

Upon coming to the house of Zayd, I
found Jenene still lying in a stupor. Re-
placing the diwan cover, I took the cloth-
ing of my mother and returned it to my
house. I then went back to the house of
Zayd, and after brewing some coffee and
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lighting a shisha, waited for Jenene to re-
gain consciousness.

She did not awaken until long after the
dawn prayer. Seeing me attired in the
clothing of Kasim, and still half dazed
by the wine and bhang, she took me for
her master without question. I gave her
some coffee, which seemed to refresh her
greatly. Then she remembered the old
woman, and asked what had become of
her.

“The old mother of a calamity became
vety drunk,” T replied, “and continued to
ask more and more money for the neck-
lace which I wished to secure for you. In
the meantime, it seems, the wine went to
your head, and I saw that you had fallen
asleep. But I was determined to get this
necklace for you at any price, and finally
paid the old hag twice what she had
originally asked. She then took her de-
parture, and I waited for you to awaken,
that I might acquaint you with the news.”

So saying, I handed her the necklace
which had so intrigued her fancy.

“Oh, master!” she cried. “So splendid
a present is far more than I deserve!”

“I have no doubt,” T replied, “that
your own beauty will so outshine that of
the precious stones as to make them ap-
pear like pebbles.”

“Last night,” she said, “you asked me
to unveil and I refused you. But I may
not refuse so generous and kind a master
longer. Permit me but a few momeants in
my apartment and I will comply with your
request.”

So saying, she rose and went into her
apartment, while I burned with impa-
tience to see what beauty her robes and
veil concealed.

IKE any woman who wants to look her
L best, Jenene was absent for a long
time. Presently, however, she came
chrough the curtained doorway uaveiled,
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and wearing a filmy, diaphanous garment
that revealed every line of her beautiful
young body.

“Do I please you, master?” she asked,
archly.

The sight of her beauty then and there
interposed between me and my wits, for
never on earth had I imagined there could
be a damsel to compare with her. She
had a mouth magical as Solomon’s seal,
hair blacker than the night of estrange-
ment to a lover, a brow white as the cres-
cent moon at the Feast of Ramazan,
cheeks like the blood-red anemones of
Nu'uman, breasts that were twin pome-
granates of enchantment, and a graceful
form and carriage that would put to
shame a branch of ban, stirred by the soft
breezes from the Valley of the Zarab
Shan.

“You are magnificent,” I said. "1
glorify Allah, the one and true God, who
has given you to me.”

Rising, I took her in my arms and
kissed her until she grew faint and could
not stand, whereupon I carried her to the
diwan.

And so it came about that I inherited
the wealth and lived in the house of
Zayd, but greater and more precious by
far than both of these, had their value
been increased a thousandfold, I inherited
Jenene, who loved me with a love that
was past all understanding, until the de-
stroyer of delights and the sunderer of
societies took her from me forever.

But to return to that first day with
Jenene. In the afternoon she went to the
souk to buy food for our evening meal.
When she returned, she said:

“T have just seen a horrible sight, O
beloved master. Impaled on the point of
a lance stuck in the ground before the
house of the kaz:, I saw the severed and
bloody head of that foul murderer, Ka-
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sim. It is said that he drugged two guards

and attempted to escape over the wall,

but fell, and was caught and executed.”
“Allah is just,” I replied. “Alhamdo-
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lillah! Praise be to Allah, Lord of the
Three Worlds!”

Ho, Silat, bring the sweet and take the
full.

The Kalgan Road

By WILLIAM DOUGHTY

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

of the Golden Buddhas had watched

the bearer of the sack of argol, they
might have detected a little stiffness in his
devotions. He was a big man, wearing
the conventional robes of the yellow
lamas, and with a cast of countenance
which might have meant a slight admix-
ture of white blood in Mongolian ances-
try. His personal dirt, which successfully
disguised his face, and the stinking bag
of camel's dung fuel he carried with
him, all fitted into the picture. The only
thing wrong was the slight laboriousness
with which he climbed to his feet after
each reverent prostration.

“These damn Chinks sure have good
belly muscles!” he muttered to himself,
when no one was near to hear him. He
reached forward and yanked one of the
handles that protruded from a bank of
prayer wheels. Some.lazy monk, in for-
gotten ages past, had hooked them to-
gether so that one pull of a lever whirled
three or four dozen drums containing
paper prayers, thus, with the least possible
effort, sending heavenward a whole cloud
of oblations.

In Urga, the local form of genuflection
is to flop down at full length upon the
ground, to raise onc’s body suffly in a

IF THE lamas loitering about the hall

push-up, and then to leap lightly to one’s
feet. The Tibetan lamas could cover half
a mile around a temple with no apparent
effort.  This impostor found himself
swearing at every lift.

But he was drawing closer to the pri-
vate quarters of the Living Buddha. “Not
a hell of a distance to go,” he thought.
“But then my troubles begin! And I
don’t mean maybe 3

An American—and in spite of his ap-
pearance, this lama’s thoughts betrayed
him as an American—has about as much
chance in the kxren of Urga as he would
have at the Ka'ba in Mecca. If they
spotted him, the other monks—whose
average height was over six feet—would
tear him limb from limb. Jim Crane
knew what he was up against. He was
playing for big stakes, and when he
gambled he was not a piker. From the
Congo to Kamschatka he had staked his life
on the turn of stranger cards than those
which now controlled his destiny, and he
did not often get scared until the affair
was over and he had time to think about
what he had been through. But inching
along this way did not occupy his mind,
and he knew he was surrounded by plenty
of troubles—about 13,000 of them.
There were 13,000 lamas in the kxren of
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Utrga, and if he were found out every one
of them would want a crack at him.

Jim Crane’s real front name was
“Whooping”. He had that sort of a
voice, and enough Indian blood to en-
title him to the Indian title. But the war
had brought him close to the white man.
He had been a notable scout on the West-
ern front, and then he had gone to Siberia
to make the railways safe for the Chinese.
He had liked the country. It was a real
frontier. He had pulled strings, been
mustered out there. A few years in Man-
churia, and he had seen the opportunities
in Mongolia. He had transferred his acti-
vities—chiefly trading—and here he was.

He stood up after the last prostration,
and dusted himself off. “Guess I always
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was a damn’ fool,” he thought. I feel
like a Ku Kluxer tryin’ to kidnap the
Pope.” He grinned, and opened the door
in front of him.

Kidnapping the Pope was exactly his
stunt. The fact that it happened to be a
Tibetan Pope does not alter the case, ex-
cept to make his case more desperate if he
were caught.

He spotted the Living Buddha. He fell
reverently upon his face. The four lamas
who surrounded the old man scarcely
glanced at him. Their argol fire smoked
in a corner. Jim scrambled to his feet,
walked over to it, and emptied his sack
of fuel onto the heap that already lay
there. He turned slowly about. Once
more nobody watched him. Why should
they? What stranger would ever have the
temerity to walk into their stronghold? It

had never been done before, so they had

never thought it possible.
Jim whipped out a club from beneath
his robes. He crashed it down upon the

4
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skull of a lama. The man crumpled. The
other three looked at him in blank sur-
prize. That gave Jim time to fell another.
Then, with a roar, the other two jumped
him.

The old Buddha, in his dotage, and
half dead with most of the diseases that
ravage Mongolia, did not pay any atten-
tion to them. As Jim dug his fingers
into the throat of one of the lamas, he
thanked his lucky stars for that. He
might handle two of the monks, but if the
old boy started yelling . . .

The attackers must have weighed two
hundred pounds each. As he went down,
Jim was between them. One of them lay
beneath him, pummeling him savagely
but ineffectually. The other, on top, had
found the American’s eye, and was
gouging it cruelly with his thumb. The
club had flown out of Jim’s hand. He
snapped back his elbow, drove it into the
eye of the man beneath him. The lama
screeched—exactly what Jim feared most.
If they heard him from outside—good-
night! He knocked away the thumb that
punished his eye. The lama squirmed a
little to one side. Almost enough room—
thea enough—and the American’s knee
came up in the murderous knee-punch he
had learned from Kru boys in Nigeria.
The man on top of him screeched, re-
laxed. Jim heaved him off. He whipped
about, to hit the man who lay beneath
him,

Then he saw his club. He dived at it,
slaramed it against the face of the man
he had pushed aside. The man whose eye
he had smashed opened his mouth to yell.
The falling club brought blood just in
time to choke off the cry.

Jim leaped to his feet. All four of the
monks were prostrate, but two gave signs
of life. Cold-blooded taps from the stick
silenced them for as long as Jim needed.
He opened the door through which he
had come, peered out. No monks were
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in sight. He turned back to the old man,
the Living Buddha, the sacred object in
all central Asia. If those yellow hordes
who roam the continent from the Kirghiz
steppes to the peaks of Tibet could have
seen him now, Jim Crane would have
been saved alive for years until they could
have devised a torture terrible enough for
the enormity of his offense.

Jim dashed his fist at the face of the
old man. He stopped it when he barely
touched the sunken nose. “Good,” he
grunted. “Blind as a bat”” He ripped
some strings of cloth from the robes of
the unconscious monks, swiftly tied them
around the mouth of the Buddha. Then
he bound his legs and arms and, without
more ado, jammed him into the sack
which had held the argol.

“Tough luck for you, old fellow,” he
muttered, “but you're just the innocent
bystander. Let's go!”

SWIFTLY and cautiously, with the sack
thrown over his shoulder as it had
been when he came in, he let himself out
another door, surmising that it would lead
him into the temple courtyard. He was
right! He prostrated himself a few times,
before he came to the gate, in order to
avoid too great an appearance of haste,
and then started full tilt for the foreign
quarter.

When, fifteen minutes later, he burst
into a room where sat four white men,
he was pursued by a rising chorus which
sounded like feeding-time in a vast pack
of lions. The kidnapping had been dis-
covered!

He did not knock, as he dodged
through the door of the one-storied shack
which was one of the most pretentious
buildings in thé Holy City. Four white
hands reached four holsters concealed in
four different places. Then, carefully de-
positing his bag onto the floor, he tipped
back his hat, and they recognized him.
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“Mon diex, Cran’,” exclaimed Du-
pont, “but your disguise, eet ees pair-
fect!”

"I say, old top; how did you ever get
away alive? When we heard that riot
starting: #

Crane sank panting into a chair. “Lis-
ten,” he exclaimed, in his booming voice.
“There’s no time for talk, now. Jensen,
nab me the best riding-camel you can, and
get it here, pronto.”

“You bate!” answered the little Dane
with a grin, and disappeared.

“There was no trouble,” announced
Crane, grimly. "“At least, not after I
tapped a couple of lamas over the head.
I don’t think they recognized me. My
Sioux ancestry, and all this dirt, make me
look like one of ’em. And I got the old

2 2

un.
“You what?”’

“In that sack. Hope he hasn’t smoth-
ered to death. There’s the devil to pay,
of course. But they don’t guess it's not
one of their yellow brethren who did it;
I'm pretty sure of that.

“Now, I'll get out. T'll take him with
me. The machine-gun and ammunition
you have will save you for a little while.
If the Reds try to interfere, spill the beans.
Promise the lamas that you'll bring back
the Buddha—if theyll give you time.
That'll get ’em on your side.

“Weston ought to be pretty well on his
way here from Kalgan. If he's ducked
Yen Ghiz's bandits he ought to get
through. He'll bring plenty of ammo.
I'm going out. I'll take the old fellow
with me. He'll be a hostage—in case 1
run into anybody who tries to make
trouble. Somehow, in a day or two, I'll
bring in the ammo from Weston—even
if Yen Ghiz has found it. Get all the
women and kids into this quarter. Don't
take any chances. Don’t let ’em know
how serious things are.”
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"“They already know," said the English-
man, dully.

“That's too bad. They'll have a tough
time until they know there’s nothing
more to worry about.”

“My wife went crazy, this morning,”
continued the Englishman. “She shot her-
self, rather than face these yellow devils.
I am afraid she won't live.”

Crane was silent, for a moment, before
the pain and grief of the man. Every oc-
cupant of that room felt the deepest sym-
pathy for Calthrop. And every one, ex-
cept the American, who was not married,
feared, in the secret depths of his heart,
that he might have to face the same trag-
edy. Then Crane spoke: "I'm sorry, Cal-
throp, damned sorry. After I leave, tell
her not to worry—that I'll get through
somehow.

“If we can possibly get our hands onto
that ammunition, we can hold off any of
these beggars—Chinese or Mongol-—with
our machine-guns. For the love of God,
don’t use up all the ammunition you have
before I get back. Save enough to keep
them scared. The marines ought to be up
from Peking in ten days.”

While he spoke, he ripped off the
lama’s robes, scrubbed himself with
strong yellow soap, and climbed into the
American khakis that were his usual cos-
tume on the desert roads. As he finished
dressing, he did not talk. He had plenty
to think about. This Yen Ghiz was the
most powerful war lord in western China.
He had announced to the world that he was
a direct descendant of Ghenhiz Khan of
old; that, like his terrible ancestor, he was
going to conquer the world; and that the
white races must melt away before the
yellow. It was beginning to look as if
he would carry out his threat.

The disordered forces of republican
China, under the weak leadership of
Chiang Kai Shek, had been able to do
nothing. Yen had moved some of his
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forces steadily westward until Urga lay
directly in their path. The Bolsheviki had
hailed him as a member of the Interna-
tionale, and they would do nothing for
foreign traders in the city. Yen's army
had snowballed on the way, and now
he had thousands scattered over Asia.
Most of them, under his personal com-
mand, were moving toward the Yang-tze.
A few thousand pushed on to the west.

They were never paid. They stayed
with the army in the hope of being fed,
and when they conquered a city they
swept through it like a plague. The offi-
cers took what they wanted, and left the
rest to the rank and file. If they reached
Utrga, the days of Ungern, the mad baron,
would be repeated, and a thousand times
magnified. In Ungern's times, only Jews
had suffered; now it would be every white
man, woman and child. These Europeans
had seen men skinned alive; women had
hung from doorways by their heels until
their agony was ended by the frenzy of
blood-maddened wild dogs. No wonder
Calthrop’s wife had shot herself, rather
than wait for the advent of the yellow
hordes!

THE rioting was spreading from the
monastery quarter. Wailing, and
furious cries, crashed through the shat-
tered window. - Lamas, astride their wiry
ponies, were dashing about the muddy
streets, raising the cry of alarm. Some-
where, somehow, a traitor had arisen in
the holy city. The report—started by the
first priest Jim had hit—that the kidnap-
per had been a dragon devil clad in the
uniform of Yen Ghiz's hordes, lost noth-
ing in the repeating, and as the white men
listened to an excited colloquy outside
their window, they breathed a little more
easily. Perhaps, now, they would have
the doughty monks on their side, when
the bandit came!

But it was a forlorn hope. Two of the
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men had fought with the interloper, and
they spread. their story that the assailant
had been dressed like one of themselves.

Jensen burst into the room. ‘““The
camel, it is outside, already,” he cried, “a
white camel, and a famous runner. She
can make a hundred miles in a day, car-
rying a man.”

“Good work,” said Jim. "T'll see you,
when I can bring in some ammunition
with me.”

He picked up the sack that contained
the old man. He shook it, anxiously.
There was a little stifled whimper from
within. “Good,” he thought. “The old
boy's standing the racket pretty well.
He'll come in handy!”

He seized his American saddle-bags,
dragged the Buddha after him, and lashed
them both onto the saddle behind him.
He warned the men who watched him:
“Keep your eyes open! I'll have a devil
of a time getting back with the ammo.
God knows how I can get away with it.
But it'll come in, somehow—with me,
or without me.”

He commanded the camel to rise. The
ungainly beast, complaining bitterly,
clambered onto its spindly legs, and shuf-
fled down the street, through a mob of
yelling, cursing lamas, who knew they
must do something to bring back their
Buddha—and who had no idea what it
might be.

There is no primitive means of convey-
ance, not even the wind-spawned steeds
of the Arabs or the vast war canoes of
the Alaska Indians, that can cover terri-
tory like a good camel. Crane, settling
himself to the rocking gait, watched with
satisfaction as familiar landmarks flew
past him on the Kalgan road. Some-
where, down there, was George Weston
with a carload of belts for the machine-
guns the Europeans and Americans had
carefully cherished for years. If they had
been discovered — indeed, if they had
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been found with their automatic pistols—
they would have been summarily executed
by the Soviet Buriats. They had treas-
ured the arms for such a time as this—
and now the assault was upon them on a
grander scale than they had ever feared.
They could hold off the yellow devils for
a day—or two days—or even three days.
But that would not be enough. The ma-
rines who had been summoned from
Peking could not reach them for many
more days than that. If Weston got
through, if he could make the city, they
might hold off the bandits. If not—every
man there knew he would kill his wife
and children rather than let them fall into
Asiatic hands.

THE slow northern twilight was gen-
tly shrouding the desert when Crane
ran into the Chinese outposts. The soft
pads of the camel had not betrayed his
approach until he was almost upon them.
There were cries, an order to halt. He
pulled his beast off to one side of the
road. He could dimly make out an auto-
mobile full of men in uniforms. If he
stopped, he knew that he would not get
away from them for hours—if ever. With
his camel-driver's stick, he urged on the
beast. Her legs flashed like electrically
operated stilts. A shot rang out. Jim
slumped behind her neck. The chances
of being hit by a Chinese soldier are
small. He took careful aim at the right-
hand front seat. It was a European car,
and he hoped to disable the driver. He
pulled the trigger three times.

There were angty cries, spurts of flame
in the datkness. The car lurched crazily,
neatly turned over. The American van-
ished beyond it. The motor stopped, and
he did not hear it start again. It had been
a close shave; and he might run into more
trouble at any minute.

He stayed a hundred yards from the
road. The camel groaned at the effort
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of traveling over the uneven ground, but
still they made good time. Shadows
passed by. Commands to halt were
shouted after him, but there were no more
shots. He knew he must be among the
vanguard of Yen Ghiz's straggling army,

Then, far ahead, he heard the rapid
barking of many arms. Some kind of a
fight had broken out. There were the
sharp explosions of rifles; the harder, stac-
cato bursts from a single automatic.

“Sounds damn funny,” muttered Jim.
“Better make look-see.”” He pulled in the
camel, and as silently as possible crept to-
ward the shooting. Then he signaled his
beast to kneel. He dismounted, took an
automatic in each hand, and stealthily
stole forward. '

Bullets began to crackle past. He
crouched lower. Still he could see none
of the attackers. A spurt of sand flew up
at his feet. “Gettin’ close,” he muttered.

He dropped to his belly, and began to
creep forward. His elbows swung like
the legs of a big spider. Thus, many
times, he had stolen across No Man's
Land, and in the manner of his ancestors,
silenced some sentry who blocked the
path of a raiding-party. None of these at-
tackers seemed to be near him. Still, he
could not see what they were shooting
at. Then a large, dark form loomed up
in the night. An automobile!

Closer and closer crept Crane. His fin-
gers tightened on the automatics. They
were Lugers, of the type developed in
the war; each magazine was a long coil,
holding three dozen castridges.

Would it be friend or foe? Was the
car Chinese—or Russian—or one of their
own? From the size of a sheep it had
grown to the size of a camel. Then he
discovered it was a Ford —a station
wagon.

There was one man crouched some-
where alongside it, answering the shots
of the attackers. Did he dare approach?
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Could it be Weston, come this far? Jim
did not know, and he could see nothing.

Then there was a cry. The driver had
been hit! A string of curses broke out.
Weston's voice!

“Yo, George!” whooped Crane. He
jumped to his feet, and howling a long
Comanche yell, dashed toward the car.
The attackers had heard him. Perhaps
they had seen him. Bullets began to
whistle past his ears.

Weston, clinging to the side of the
little truck, was still firing. But as Crane
caught him, dragged him to a more com-
fortable position, his hands were sticky
with blood from a yawning chest wound.

“Keep ’‘em off—Jim,” panted the
wounded man. “I've got ammo—all we
need. For God's sake, keep "em off—an’
take it in.”

Jim hesitated for a split second. West-
on was done for. He was all too sure of
that. That left nobody between the ban-
dits and those men back in Urga, but
himself. If they got him, it would be the
end of the fracas, except for the murder-
ing.

Then he stood up. “What the hell!”
he yelled. “If my number’s up—it’s up!”
More than once he had bluffed his way
out of a scrape with the Chinese. They
still believed in devils, and were more
than half convinced that all foreigners
were inhabited by them. Yelling like the
redskin he was, an automatic spitting in
each hand, he dashed toward the attackers.
He blessed in a thousand ways his coiled
magazines. And he prayed in a thousand
more that they would not jam!

Straight into that scattering fire he ran.
Bullets flew closer. He could not help
ducking, when one pierced the brim of
his hat. A bandit loomed up in front of
him. The man went down minus most
of his face. Another jumped toward him,
thrust a rifle against his breast. There was
no time to shoot. Jim knocked up the
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barrel, drove the end of his own pistol
against a mouthful of leering teeth. A
gun butt crashed across his shoulders.
For a second he stopped, paralyzed by
pain. Then he killed the man who had
clubbed him. He was swearing in six
languages — English, Sioux, Russian,
Chinese, Tibetan and Fang. He began
to feel like singing. In fact, desperate as
the situation was, he was having the time
of his eventful life.

Seven times, in quick succession, his
automatics snarled. A wail went up from
the Chinese. It was in a dialect Crane did
not understand. He shot in the direction
of the noise. Then the bullets which had
been bombarding him stopped. He
waited, tense. Was this some new sur-
prize?

Then he heard the crumbly noise of
feet padding away across the sand. He
had outbluffed them!

He dashed back to Weston. The man
was unconscious. Jim forced the neck of
the brandy flask between the set teeth.
The liquid fire stung him back to life.
“I'm—goner,” he murmured. “Go on—
with stuff. It's—in—blocks of tea. Yen
—flanking movement—off road. Between
here—and Urga. No Marine planes—at
Peiping — won’t be here — for weeks.”
His will broke. By supreme self-control,
he had hung on to the thread of life long
enough to give his news to Crane. Now,
with a bubbling of blood in his throat,
he dropped his head, and died.

Jim lifted his body into the back of the
car. He could not take the time to bury
him, now. He jumped into the driver’s
seat, tried the motor. Good! It still
worked—if they hadn’t plugged the gas
tank.

He waited only long enough to refill
his magazines, and then he gave the bus
all it would take. He bumped off down
the road to Urga. “If I can only get
through before Yen hits the road again,”
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he thought, “we'll be able to stand them
off.”

Then he swore aloud. He jammed on
the brakes. “Of all the camel-headed,
verminous Buriats, I'm the worst!" he
yelled. He had completely forgotten the
old living Buddha!

He threw the Ford into reverse, bumped
back along the road to the place of the
fight. He jumped off and raced back to
where he had left the camel. She was
gone!

“Hell's bells!” He ran to the car, got
out a flashlight. It was inviting disaster,
he knew, but he had to do it. Why, if
he didn’t get the old fellow clear of that
sack for a while, he might die. And there
was no telling where the camel might
have taken him!

The animal had vanished like smoke
before a gale. Jim followed the tracks a
little way. There was no sign that the
Chinese had been near the beast, but he
knew he would never find it in the dark-
ness. It might be miles away, by now!
There was nothing to do but wait for
morning.

Cursing in several more languages than
he had before, he climbed back into the
car, and drove it off the road, where there
would be less danger of detection. Then
he chewed tobacco, and the cud of disgust
with himself. By this time the lamas
might have turned against the Europeans.
If the return of their Buddha had been
promised, and if he came back dead, or
not at all, well, the bandit attack would
have been like a Sunday school picnic
alongside what would happen to the for-
eign devils then! To keep his mind from
that troublous possibility, Jim dug a deep
grave and buried the unhappy Weston.

FORTUNATELY, the northern dawn
came early. Not two hours after he
had dispersed the bandits, a plover—rem-
iniscent of American meadows — flew
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crying overhead, and Jim could see the
long wings against the sky. Gradually
shapes began to emerge out of the gloam-
ing. Seven or eight dead Chinese, used
shells, bandoliers, lay sprawled about.
There was not a man in sight on all the
plain—and not a camel.

Time was precious. It might be only
a matter of a few hours when the forces
of Yen would attack. But if he came back
without the Living Buddha, they would
find themselves between the devil of the
bandits and the raging sea of thousands
of monks.

“Well,” he said aloud, at length, “I've
got to make tracks and I've got to find
that camel. Here's where I do something
Dan'’l Boone never thought of.”

He stepped on the starter, and set out
to follow the trail of the camel—in the
car! Fortunately, the sand was hard
enough to support him with little difh-
culty; and at the same time, the surface
was yielding -enough to hold the traces
of the missing animal. There were min-
utes when he rocketed along at thirty-five
miles an hour. Again, he would have to
climb out and meticulously scan some
sand-swept rock for the few dislodged
grains which meant a fresh trail.

Fortunately—if he caught up with it,
and unfortunately if he didn’t—the beast
was travelling in the general direction of
Urga.

“This sure is one noble bus,” thought
Crane, when he had weathered a partic-
ularly difficult range of dunes. *‘She
couldn’'t do much better if she had
wings.” He groaned as he saw a steep
wall of sand in front of him. The camel
had gone straight over. He doubted if he
could make it. Buton either side, broken-
out croppings of rock presented almost
insurmountable difficulties.

“Well, here goes!” He threw the old
car into low gear and ground slowly up
the side. At times the sand gave under
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the wheels, and they slithered crazily, as
though the hill had been ice. The engine
was boiling madly. There was no water
within miles. The wind had cut out a
furrow from under the top of the dune,
uncil the sand hung at an impossible
angle. Jim, all unconscious, was grunt-
ing along, as the flivver tackled the ascent.
The engine coughed. The loose sand
slipped under the wheels. They spun
madly. The front of the car skidded
around, and began to slip down sideways.
It leaned to one side, tipped, rolled com-
pletely over, and stopped.

With a whoop, Jim jumped clear. The
Ford lay on its side, and the wheels, freed
of the resistance of the earth, raced craz-
ily. He jumped down, reached in, and
turned off the switch. Blocks of com-
pressed tea were scattered all over the
place.

“This is a hell of a note!” He looked
at the bus disgustedly. “Sheridan,
twenty miles away, hasn’t anything on
me! Well, here goes!” There was nothing
he could do there. There wasn’t a thing
in sight he could use as a lever. With the
assistance of the camel, he might be able to
drag the flivver back onto its base. He'd
have to keep going, until he caught up
with the beast!

Resolutely he scrambled over the dune,
thinking that he couldn’t blame any prod-
uct of Detroit for refusing that ascent.
Down into the next valley went the pad
marks of the beast he followed. He
climbed the next hill, went over the top,
and stopped with a surprized exclamation.

Beneath his feet was a tiny camp. A
felt yourt stood by a fire of tamarisk. The
camel, minus the monk, crouched content-
edly by the door. And, at the end of the
depression, there grazed a herd of several
hundred sheep and goats. Food was
scarce, but they seemed to find sustenance
in the dry desert growth.

With a gun at ready, Jim walked cau-
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tiously down toward them. A dog rushed
out barking. A man came from the door,
raised his hand in a gesture of peace.

“This is perhaps your camel you are
secking?” he asked in Chinese with a
glance at the weapon.

“Itis. And my grandfather?”

“He 1s well—in there.” The man, ap-
parently a tribesman from western Siberia,
waved toward the yoxrt. "By the beard
of the Prophet, it is a strange way you
carry the old!”’

At the words, Jim sighed with relief.
The man was a Mohammedan. He would
not be interested in the Living Buddha.

A few questions, and the herder’s story
was out. He had been bringing sheep
and goats to sell to the Soviet government
at Urga. He had heard of the approach
of Yen Ghiz. A few sheep and goats
which remained, he had left, hidden, in a
lonely gully. The rest had been stolen, to
feed the bandits. By this time, said the
herder, whose name was Ali, the Chinese
must have camped before the city.

Jim’s heart sank. He had found the
old man. He had the ammunition. He
was not far from his destination. But
how the devil would he get through those
hundreds of bandits? If they spotted the
machine-gun bullets, nothing on earth
could save him.

He sat down, for a ceremonial cup of
clabbered goat’s milk, with Ali. He had
to think. He had just about twenty-four
hours in which to get through. The
friends he had left in the city could bluff
that long. But when the Chinese found
the stream of machine-gun bullets falling
off, like water from a hose that has been
cut, it would be all up with them. He
conversed politely with this trader, who
cursed the bandits with all the maledic-
tions known to Islam. “Maybe,” thought
Jim, “the beggar will help me.”

Suddenly he jumped up. “Will you sell
your herd?” he asked.

0.5—4
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1, even I who am a famous trader, will
sell for but lietle,” whined the Kazak.
“What doth it profit me to hold my
herds for the thieving bandits of infi-
dels?”

“I tell you what I'll give you. Follow
me!”’

The little Mohammedan dashed off
after the long-legged American. In a few
minutes they were back at the car. Jim
told him he could have it, with all the
tea it held, for the sheep. This was such
wealth as Ali had never before dreamed
of. He looked at this stranger as if he
thought the desert sun had affected his
mind, and swore eternal fealty if the
American would but help him right the
devil-engine, and tell him the prayers that
would send it flying.

Swiftly, then, the two got to work.
They brought over the unwilling camel.
They broke up the tea bricks. In the cen-
ter of each were from ten to fifteen cart-
ridges for the empty belts Jim knew
filled the machine-guns back in Utrga.
They loaded the bullets into the argol
sack, and carried them to the herder’s
camp.

There, for a space, they were stumped.
Then, diffidently, the Moslem walked
across to the camel, seized a handful of
hair, and yanked it loose.

“Good boy, Ali!” yelled Jim, in Eng-
lish the herder could not understand. *1
forgot the beasts were shedding, this time
of the year.”

Ali summoned his two wives from the
yourt. They were quite unabashed at the
presence of the white man. Their lord
and master spoke to them in his own di-
alect, and they set to with a will, twisting
thin, strong cords from the camel hair,
and then knotting them securely about
the machine-gun bullets.

The herder took Jim out to the herd.
He carried his lariat, 2 long hair loop on
the end of a six-foot stick, and one by
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one he caught the sheep and dragged them
back to the fire. One man sat on the
heads of the beasts, the other on the rear
end. Carefully separating the long belly
wool, they tied in little bundles of three
or four machine-gun cartridges, where
they were completely hidden, and where
they could not be shaken loose. The cam-
el’s hair held well. The sheep did not
particularly object. By late afternoon,
working without rest, the four had several
thousand rounds of ammunition safely.
concealed.

Crane was about ready to drop. But
this was no time for rest. He gave a few
orders to Ali. The sheep, driven on by
the black dogs, would follow as soon as
the women could strike the felt tent.

Then Jim led out the Living Buddha.
The poor old fellow had not had so much
exercise for years. He was accustomed to
being roughly handled by his ministers,
who knew what a fraud he was, and who
used him for their own ends. He was an
extremely sick man. He had been, before
the kidnapping, and the hard usage did
him no good. But there is scarcely any
limit to what a Mongolian can edure. All
the weaklings die out as babies. The men
will thrive for years under sickness and
mnjuries that would kill a European in a
week.

The Buddha climbed onto the camel
ahead of the American. Jim made him as
comfortable as possible, and slowly
guided the beast toward Urga. He felt
a strange elation. He had always been a
gambler. More than once his life had
been saved by a lucky turn of Fate’s cards.
But he had never gambled against such
odds as these.

He was something of an actor, as any
successful adventurer among savage peo-
ples must be, and on this acting ability
would hang his salvation, and that of the

“white men in the beleaguered city. In the

next act of the comedy, he was to play
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the part of a fearless man. He knew he
would have the sternest of critics; and if
they were not convinced, that the penalty
would be death.

AFEW hours’ riding brought him to the
edge of the long plain stretching
north toward Urga. It was still dark, and
in the blackness he could see the billet fires
of the Chinese bandits. There must have
been hundreds of them. He settled him-
self as comfortably as he could, to await
the dawn, and the arrival of the sheep.
The wild black dogs, the scourge of the
Mongolian plain, circled warily about
him. He surmised that they had already
closed with the bandits and learned a new
lesson—caution.

The first flames of the sun were searing
the east when, far behind him, he saw the
dust cloud that ineant approaching sheep.
He shook the Living Buddha, to awaken
him. “Hold on, grandfather,” he com-
manded, “again we fly!”

He urged the camel forward. Some of
the Chinese perceived his approach. They
ran out, threatening him with their rifles.
Jim paid no attention. They fired over
his head. But, with a grim face, he rode
straight toward them. They quickly rea-
lized that he was in their power, and ran
forward. One of them seized the old man
by the foot, nearly dragged him from his
perch. Jim cursed the Chinaman, and
slashed him across the face with his camel
stick. Then, addressing them as the offal
of the earth, he demanded that they take
him to their commander.

They stood back, awed. Then one of
them beckoned, and respectfully led the
way toward a tent in the middle of the
encampment. The sentry at the door
tried to halt them. Crane looked at him,
scornfully, lifted the old man from his
seat, and pushed past into the tent.

Despite the earliness of the hour, four
Chinese, dressed in “‘officers’ '’ uniforms,
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squatted about a low table on which there
was a pile of papers, and a pot of tea.
They jumped to their feet when Jim en-
tered. One of them yelled for the guard.

Coolly, and quickly, the American
dropped his burden and whipped out an
automatic, which he thrust in the face ot
the man who called. There was a breath-
less instant of silence. The Chinaman’s
eyes narrowed dangerously, and Jim
nearly squeezed the trigger. It looked as
though he would have to fight for it
Then his stare conquered that of the yel-
low man, who turned away his eyes. He
ordered the guard, who came to the tent
door, to withdraw.

“It is well, fathers,” said Crane mean-
ingfully. “Now—see ye the old man I
carry with me?”

They nodded, without saying a word.
He continued: “Ye have heard of the
Pope of the Lamas—the Buddha Who
Lives?”

Once more they nodded silently. “Then
look—and look well.”

Their yellow faces might have been var-
nished masks. But he knew they under-
stood.

“He was stolen,” he went on, “from
the Holy of Holies. Death stalks through
the city until he returns. And to him who
injures the Living Lord will fall the
Thousand Khnives and the Running
Fires.”

He watched their faces, narrowly, while
he ptetended that he concerned himself
with the old man. “I have rescued him,
I, single-handed!” The four Chinese
sticred. Jim was beginning to think they
believed him. If they did—he must be a
mighty warrior in their eyes.

“From a hundred renegade Mongols
and Russians I captured him.” .Still there
was no response, but Jim could see that
he was getting an effect. "I shall take
him through your lines this morning.
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“Daman their souls!” he thought; “why
don’t they say something.

“If anything happens to him,” he con-
tinued, “yox will be held responsible!”
He pointed the muzzle of his pistol at
the officer he judged to be in charge of
the bandits. ““There are thirteen thousand
monks within the city. If he is not given
safé conduct, they will strangle your men
with their bare hands.”

The Chinaman he addressed smiled
ironically. “I have no battle with the
mooks,” he said, “but with the foreign
devils, and their gold. They are what 1
came for.” Jim flushed at his insolence.
*“Take in the Holy Father. He will not be
harmed.”

“"Now!” thought Jim, taking a deep
breath. “Here goes:

. “With him must go his herd,” he said
casually.

"My men are hungry men,” responded
the officer.

“The monks are hungry men,” inter-
rupted Jim. ““These are sacred sheep.
They are dedicated to wiping out the in-
sult to the Buddha. The death of a single
sheep can only be expunged by blood.”

“I will see what I can do.”

“The death of a single sheep,” said
Crane grimly, “might easily result in the
death of the Buddha.” And with that
threat, he curned, and carried the old man
from the tent.

He placed his burden upon the camel,
clambered aboard himself, and rode back
to meet Ali and the sheep.

Al right, Al” he said. “"We go
through.”

The little Mohammedan grinned,

bleakly. *1 shall die, maybe, with all my .

sheep?”

Jim shrugged his shoulders. “If the
yeflow men seize one sheep and slit its
belly, we all die. If they do not, you will
be paid in many gold pieces.”

“It is Kismet,” murmured the herder,
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smiling again. ''Lead the way, my mas-
ter.”

STRAIGHT to the edge of the camp rode
Whooping Crane. He looked neither
to the right nor to the left. The bandits
opened a grudging way for the animals.
Jim halted, waited for the turmoil of an-
imals to move past him. The Asiatic
sheep-dog is not so intelligent as that of
the West. Ali’s were of little assistance,
except to keep the animals moving. The
herder, himself, darted here and there
heading up the herd, and keeping wan-
derers in place.

When the end of the processton had
reached him, Jim followed after on his
camel. The bandits had crowded up to the
line  of march. An uneasiness moved
through them. They were hungry. They
had not been paid. They cared nothing
for the old yellow man who sat before the
foreign devil upon the camel. Why
should they not eat? Their officers were
fools——

Three of them jumped on a sheep.

Three times the American’s pistol
cracked. Three men lay dead or wounded
upon the sand.

The crowd closed in. Someone hit Ali.
Again the automatic snarled, and another
bandit dropped.

- The advance was halted. He could
shoot as straight and as quick as lightning,
this camel-driver. The men within range
of his gun hesitated. Then somebody shot
at him from the rear. He whipped about.
Again rifles rang out. The camel he was
riding screamed, collapsed under him.
There was barely time to yank off the old
man, when the Chinesé closed in.

“Go on with the sheep!” he yelled to
Ali. Then he cut loose with his gun.
Once more the coiled magazines of the
Lugers proved to be life-savers. Eight
Chinese fell before his first volley. Some
of them shot at him—and killed each
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other. They broke, backed away from
him. Some dropped to the ground, to
avoid his bullets, to steady their own
arms. A way opened. Yelling like a
maniac, dragging the sacred Buddha
under his left arm, Jim charged.

Some of the sheep had been separated
from the flock. They had been captured
by the bandits. Discovety, now, was only
a matter of instants. Once the ruse to get
the ammo through the lines was discov-
ered, hell would cut loose, and he would
be at the:bottom of it.

But still there was time. Nobody quite
dared face this yelling, shooting Yank.
The poor old man, silent under all his
mistreatment, began to babble aloud:
Om mani padme hun, a Tibetan prayer
which, for once, a prayerwheel could not
say for him.

The Chinese are the worst shots in the
world. Bullets flew all about Jim and the
Buddha, but they would have been hit
only by accident. The men behind wete
shooting; those in front wanted only to
get out of the way. He caught up with
the sheep. The animals, still herded by
the excited Ali, wete stampeded, now—
but they were running in the right di-
rection.

Jim passed them. He was out of the
ruck of Chinese, now. The edge of Urga
lay ahead. A cheer went up. The white
men there had seen him! They fired a
brief burst of machine-gun fire over his
head, as warning to the pursuers.

Then a shriek rose from behind. “The
sheep! The sheep!” he heard the bandits
yell. “They carry bullets for the devil
guns!”

Firing broke out anew. They were
shooting now, not at him so much as at
the racing animals. He glanced back over
his shoulder. Some two dozen men, all
giants, had detached themselves from the
ranks and were pursuing him with the
fury and impetus of water buffalos. They
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had discovered his perfidy; they would

have their revenge!

Jim looked back, again. Catrying the
old man, as he was, he could never
escape. He looked ahead. At the rate
these men were running, they might eas-
ily head off the sheep. Besides, the marks-
men were getting the range now. An-
imals lay dying all over the plain. The
great flock, slashed by the fire, showed
signs -of breaking up.

He could plainly make out the men in
American clothes. But those men were
helpless. ‘They had no arms except the
machine-guns. And for them the ammu-
nition must be low. Besides, he was in
the line of direct fire.

Then, farther to the left, he saw a huge
mob of red and yellow lamas. They un-
derstood that there was no threat to them
in the attack. They were watching with
considerable delight the danger and dis-
comfitute of the white men. If those for-
eign devils were wiped out, so much the
better.

Jim stopped. He dropped the Buddha.
He cupped his hands before his face.
And from his throat burst one of his
famous whoops: Om mani padme hun!

Twice he shouted it. Then he lifted
the living Buddha high above his head,
and began to race toward the lamas. They
heaved, like an oily wave before it breaks,
and then they spilled forth upon the plain.
Most of them were armed only with prim-
itive weapons. But there was a foreign
devil trying to save their Lord from a
crowd of Chinese bandits.

Jim was right. They did what he ex-
pected. Half a dozen of them came to
him, snatched away the old man. The rest
—thousands of them—set upon the Chi-
nese. They did not wait for the bandits
to use weapons. They dashed into hand-
to-hand combat so quickly that the
Chinese gave, with the shock. The ban-
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dits were completely disorganized. The
clubs of the Tibetans were more effective
than the butts of the rifles. Jim turned,
dashed toward the Americans and Euro-
peans.

Ali stood out before them, dancing up
and down like a jack-rabbit. The men
had berded the sheep into a street, and
were even now tossing them onto their
backs and ripping out the precious cargo
they carried.

Jim looked back. There were a few
stray bullets flying, but he was used to
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them. The Tibetans were beating the
Chinese off, for the time being. The ma-
chine-guns would do the rest—until the
Marines came!

Whooping Crane stopped. He was
suddenly very tired and hungry. “Well,”
he thought, “I gotta come back in style!”
He tightened his belt. He raised his voice
in a throat-splitting war-whoop. Then,
strolling toward the defenders of the city,
he bellowed a famous battle-song of the:
pale-faces:

“Mademoiselle from Armentieres, par-
ley voo . ..

Rondeau

Orientale

By ALICE I’ANSON

Here by the sea the soft lights glow
Over quaint Fuji’s cap of snow;
"Tis blossom time and the wind is sweet
From Fuji's crown to the white-winged fleet
Of seabirds fluttering to and fro!

Cool little wavelets come and go;
But only the ghosts of “sampans” show
When the moon sails up to my calm retreat
Here by the sea!

And ah, the song of the Geisha!—so
The mermaids sing in their caves below!

I dream of the gray surf’s restless beat
To the rhythmic patter of dancing feet
With the old, old lure that the Ages know,

Here 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

£ E ARE lost, then! I've often
Wwondered what it would be
like to be lost in the desert—

now I know!”

Paul Graham looked down at the small
figure trudging by his side, and his heart
sank to his cracked dusty boots. Bad
enough for his partner and himself and
the handful of men and camels that made
up their small garfla; but to have a girl,
and, moreover, this particular girl with
them in such a crisis made the situation
a nightmare to the man.

He and Joseph Southey had been en-
gaged in superintending excavation work
in the Ashaggar region of the Sahara for
the past six months. His partner was an
elderly man with a first-class brain and
a quite uncanny intuition and knowledge
of where and how to dig for treasures
of ancient civilizations. Valuable quali-
ties in a partner for Paul Graham, who
possessed no very remarkable mental gifts,
but whose humanity and understanding
of his men had saved the situation num-
berless times, when Southey’s irritable
impatience threatened to break up things
entirely. The senior partner was a crab-
bed, dyspeptic, mean little man, with just
one ruling passion in his life—the col-
lector’s passion, an insatiable desire for
more—always more!

His daughter, Joan, motherless since
she was a baby, had been brought up on
her unde’s ranch. Travel and adventure
were irresistible lures to her, and, when
she had heard from her father in Tunis
eight months ago, that he was arranging
an expedition to the interior, she decided
to join him. Taking things in her own
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capable hands, she had landed at Algiers,
established herself at the Mustapha Ho-
tel, interviewed consuls of all kinds and
colors, made lasting friends of a. very
highly-placed and corpulent Government
official, a well-known diplomat, several
officers in a famous Spahi regiment, and
a host of minor celebrities.

Her well-defined ideas were translated
into solid facts in the course of a few
weeks, in spite of the inertia, red tape,
and prejudice which heaped up obstacles
in her way. She joined her father and
Graham at Ghadames one blazing autumn
day, with her camel, her little retinue, her
baggage, and a disarming cheerful assur-
ance that a welcome awaited her.

Even her father grudgingly admitted
that she could ride and shoot better than
most men he knew, and that he didn’t
mind having her as long as she didn’t
interfere with his work. Graham, after
his first sight of Joan scrambling off her
big mount, sunburned, dusty, and very
happy, felt that not only could he over-
look her mistake in choosing so disagree-
able a father, but that it was his plain
duty to prevent her making further mis-
takes in her life—in the matter of a hus-
band, for instance!

Their excavation completed, the garfla
was working south toward El Musa, when
disaster overtook them in the form of the
dreaded gibli, plus a guide who proved
at faule in the crisis. They were lost, and
the prospect of finding water grew hourly
fainter. Paul groaned inwardly at the
thought of what the desert might yet
hold in store for the dauntless little com-
panion at his side.
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“A flash of steel in the moon-
light, and bis victim's head
rolled in the dust.

/)

7
i %

“Well, Mr. Owl, don’t blink at me in

that solemn way! I feel as though I'd
been caught stealing my uncle’s cherished
grapes. Oh, why did you remind me of
grapes? I feel ten times thirstier now!”

“T'ry sucking a dried date.” Paul pulled
one out of his pocket and offered it. “It's
a sort of Arab chewing-gum—specific for
many ills!”

“Do you think the guide will recover
soon?” she asked presently, after a long
interval of silent difficult progress, their
feet sinking to the ankles in the fine, re-
cently blown sand. They were travelling
in the wake of the gibli—that nightmare
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of the Sahara—which rushes in howling
mad destruction from the south, levelling
great dunes to a flat tableland, piling
vast mountains of sand to a thousand feet
above the plain, lifting the crests from the
sand-waves in great whirling pillars of
dust—sand-devils, the Beduins call them
—burying man and camel, village and
oasis, caravan and lonely traveller beneath
its dusty pall.

“I’s an even chance,” replied Paul.
“The g7bli has destroyed all the landmarks
on this trail, and at the best it was not a
well-marked route. It is rarely used by
caravans, there are so few wells. Only a
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small garfla such as ours, which can travel
light and fast, risks the lesser known
routes.”’

“"H-m-m-m!"” Joan sucked her date in-
dusteriously. “It’s a great pity Father used
our last compass to try out the thickness
of Hassan’s skull. He might have known

which would win.”

"I doubt if a compass would help much
in this uncharted country. One is obliged
to trust to what is called "Beduin in-
sunct.” A few yards to right or left makes
all the difference in finding a well, or . . .
not finding it!”

“El mektub—mektub!” quoted Joan.
“That's what Yahia, the guide, told fath-
er this morning. What is written—is
written! 1 think it's rather comforting.
You feel it’s no use worrying, so you just
stop doing it! Now, if Father would
only develop a little Arab philosophy
it would be so good far his digestion. Not
that he’s had much to digest these last
few days, poor lamb!"

“In wolf’s clothing!” murmured Paul.

"What the devil’s that cursed guide
doing now?” The “lamb’s” voice was
harsher than ever, for thirst does not
tend to soften the vocal chords.

A dried-up, deeply lined face poked
out from the folds of a blanket on the
camel which had just overtaken the
couple.

“You'd better shoot that fool! He's
changed his course every half-hour since
we started at sunrise. What did you want
to pick Yahia for, anyway? Look at him
now! And there you two are strolling
along as if this were Broadway!”

“Why, Dad, it was you who chose the
guide! You said A

Mr. Southey retired under the compar-
ative shelter of his blanket, like a cuckoo
vanishing behind his dock-door. He
alone of the garfla rode; not one of the
rest of them would have added a pound
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to the loads the poor exhausted beasts
carried.

It was true that Yahia was behaving
more and more erratically. As the Arabs
say, he had “lost his head”’, which is reck-
oned a definite disease amongst them. It
was five days since a curious vagueness
had descended on the guide. His eyes
had become clouded, and he walked with
bowed shoulders and ferd trailing in the
dust. Later, he began to wander, chang-
ing his course every now and then, taking
no notice of any of the more salient fea-
tures of the desert, deaf to the complaints
and threarts of the angry, frightened reti-
nue. Helpless, they were obliged to fol-
low him, hoping that he would recover
his instinct, hoping that some rock, or
lide of dunes would recall his wandering
wits.

The Arabs were at one with Mr. South-
ey in wanting to shoot him. They looked
at the trailing figure with murder in their
eyes, and agreed that if they were going
to their death, then Yahia should cer-
tainly go on ahead to lead the way.

They began to discuss their probable
end with the fatalism of their race. They
exchanged grisly stories of disasters that
had occurred on these little-known south-
ern routes: stories of men dropping with-
in a few spear-lengths of a well; of men
gone mad and sun-blind, travelling in cir-
cles within sight of an oasis; of bands of
prowling desert-dogs waiting until a tor-
tured traveller dropped in his tracks, then
rending him to pieces; of jinnees, and
shaitans, and all the fabulous terrors with
which the lonely untrodden wastes are
peopled.

The men forgot their weariness in vying
with one another; even their increasing
hate for Yahia was submerged in the
flood of anecdote and fable.

“"Look!” Joan's voice was hoatse with
fatigue. “Is that only another mirage, ot
do you see dunes over there?”
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“I have been watching it for the last
few minutes,” replied Paul. "I was hop-
ing Yahia would make some sign, but he
seems totally uninterested.”

Excitement rose to fever pitch amongst
the rest of the Arabs. The sun was set-
ting, and all struggled along as fast as
their stuff and weary limbs would let
them, to get a sight of the land beyond
those dunes before darkness fell.

Hassan scrambled to the top of a long
high ridge, and for a moment was outlined
against the vivid green and violet of the
sky; then he dropped in a pathetic heap,
a mere bag of dusty clothing on the
ridge.

“But there are bushes . . . it is green
everywhere!” Joan was bewildered, as she
too, panted to the summir, and stood
blinking at the country beyond.

But the Arabs stood dejectedly, and the
camels, after their first wild rush to the
feathery green bushes, stopped short and
made no attempt to graze.

“I know this place!” Hassan’s voice
broke the silence of despair. “It is called
the Place of Thirst. There is water—
but it is salt! I have heard my people
speak of this place . . . it is death . . . we
are lost! Allabu Akbar!”

The fact that Hassan spoke in his native
tongue, instead of airing the French and
broken English of which he was inordi-
nately vain, was a sign that he was utterly
vanquished.

THE hours of the following day
never seemed quite real to any of
them. It was a long hazy blur of suffering,
an interminable journeying on and on and
on toward an horizon that remained
utterly blank and featureless as the hours
wore on.

Suddenly Yahia, who was stumbling
and wavering uncertainly in a southerly
direction, gave a queer squeaky cry.

“Land! Land!” he croaked, pointing
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with one lean shaking hand to a fla
bluish blur on their extreme left; for on
march, the Arabs refer to any striking
fearure as “land’.

They reached it late in the afternoon—
an oasis with date-palms and a well, and
good grazing for the camels.

Yahia regained his lost poise as if he
had never “lost his head” at all, never
led them to within an inch of death out
there in the cruel wilderness.

“This is one of many oases,” he in-
formed them. “They are scattered over
this region as beads from a chain. They
belong to the Zawa tribe. That largest
one over there must be the one called
Zug.”

Hassan, restored by this time to his
habitual eloquence, turned to Paul.

“Arfi, the Zawas are indeed of a great
evilness. Is it not written on a cucumber
leaf that they are dogs, and sons of dogs?
To go to Zug—that is to go also to death!
They are as the biting worms that creep
quick on their stomachs—and behold one
dies with a great swiftliness!”

“We must have a guide to El Musa.
We must have food. There is no choice:
it is Zug—or nothing!”

“Better a nothing . . . much, much
better!” Hassan assured him.

“Yahia can go ahead and do the scout-
ing for us. This is his program, anyhow.
We're going to Zug, Hassan, for the ex-
cellent reason that we can’t go anywhere
else. Turn on another record, old fellow,
and make a fire.”

2

ITHIN the sun-baked walls of Zug,

the inhabitants stirred like rats
from their holes, to watch the coming of
a solitary rider. They were an unattrac-
tive crowd, with none of the character-
istics of the bold, warrior tribes of the
desert. Greed, cunning, and suspicion
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were written large on their cruel faces,
and in their restless eyes.

They swarmed to the gates as Yahia
approached, their dirty rags hardly cover-
ing their unwashed limbs. Ill-formed,
naked children pushed and crawled their
way among their elders, in company with
the mangy dogs that skulked in the nar-
row streets. Refuse and dirt were strewn
on the flat roofs of the dwellings, to rot
and dry in the sun. The ways were
darker and more tortuous than was usual
even in a desert stronghold; many streets
were merely walled-in passages, with cor-
ners and recesses where a man might
hide, to slit the throat of an enemy as
he passed.

The place was rotten to its core—a
sweltering, fly-ridden huddle of dark,
cave-like dwellings, where long oppres-
sion had turned the people into weak and
vicious brutes.

In the center of the walled city, how-
ever, the miserable streets and hovels fell
back abruptly from a vast square, where
a spacious palace, with pillars, arches,
minarets and towers stood proudly aloof
from the indescribable squalor of its sur-
roundings.

Here the Shekh Timgharba lived in
barbaric splendor with his Aareem, his
warrsiors, his musicians and dancing-girls,
his innumerable slaves—wealthy and se-
cure behind his double rampart of walls
in the heart of an almost inaccessible
desert.

And to Timgharba, Yahia demanded to
be taken, when he halted at the gates to
parley with the pock-marked vicious
guard.

With sublime assurance, Yahia passed
under the carved arches of Timgharba's
palace, where those, not of the house-
hold, entered with a great uncertainty in
their minds as to whether their feet would
ever tread that threshold again!

But Yahia strode in past the evilly
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grinning guards, and vanished with an
assured swing of his dusty barnous be-
hind the gold-embroidered, purple vel-
vet hanging which shut off the audience
room. He emerged an hour later with
even greater assurance in his bearing, and
after a leisurely and sumptuous meal he
was led back to the gates of Zug.- A fresh
camel awaited him there, and mounting,
he rode away in a direction quite contrary
from that in which lay the small oasis
where the garfla awaited his retirn,

THE sun was sinking, sending long
spears of light across the desert,
when the anxious watchers saw a cloud
of dust approaching. The cloud devel-
oped into a group of horsemen, which
swooped down on them, yelling and wav-
ing long spears, with burnouses flying
like sails behind.

They were Sudanese blacks, gigantic
fellows, and they certainly made an im-
posing array in their richly striped cloaks,
their glittering weapons and jewels,
mounted on Arab horses which chafed
to be off and away. They had reined
in their steeds with superb control almost
under the noses of the startled little
group by the well.

One of the riders saluted with up-
raised arm: ’

“The Shekh Timgharba sends thee
greeting! 'We will lead thee to his palace
at Zug!”

“Where is Yahia, our servant?”’ de-
manded Paul.

“Effendi, he awaits thy coming at the
palace. Thou wilt follow him.”

It was a command, and Paul turned o
Joan and her father.

“Seems to be no choice about it,”" he
remarked.

“None,” the girl decided promptly.
“No use arguing with outsizes like these!
And will you look at Dad!"’

Mr. Southey was entirely fascinated
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with the barbaric splendor of the war-
riors. His acquisitive instincts were alive
and bristling, in spite of his thirst and
aching body. He looked with positive awe
at the weapons, jewels, and accouter-
ments of the escort.

“Look—only look at them!” His voice
was as hoarse with emotion as with genu-
ine fatigue. “Those jeweled clasps and
belts—the scabbards of their daggers!
Why—why they’re priceless! Things hike
that were bartered and sold in Alex-
andria, and Carthage when Rome was
only a village. In the time of Hadrian
and Marcus Aurelius—and long, long
before that even . . . I”

He positively snarled at Joan as she
gazed doubtfully at the fierce faces of the
waiting blacks.

“Well, what more do you want? Do
you expect them to lay red carpet for us
to walk on from here to Zug?”

He turned to his camel, and kicked and
swore at the exhausted animal until it
got to its feet, gurgling and complaining
loudly. When at last the little garfla set
-out, stumbling along on swollen blistered
feet after the pacing horsemen, Mr.
Southey followed closely on his camel,
his eyes fixed covetously on the escort,
apprdising each jewel that flashed in the
setting sun, recalling the history and pe-
riod of each weapon and curious piece
of armor the warriors carried.

“Ugurrab! My feet burn as one who
treads the thrice-heated halls of Jehan-
num!” said one of the camel-men.

“May Allah guard us,” answered an-
other. ““There is Zug even now before
our eyes. Gibani! Its walls spread like
the dark wings of a jinnee!”

Hassan voiced the same opinion as the
drivers.

“Master, who but a shaitan can be
wishful to rule inside of such an awful-
ness?”’ -

Joan gave a hoarse little chuckle.
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“Your father is enjoying himself, at
any rate!” Paul remarked to her.

“Poor Daddy! He'd follow those cir-
cus-riders into Zug now, if the Zawas
had horns and hoofs.”

Hassan pricked up his eats, always
eager to extend his vocabulary.

“Hawnsanoof! But of a certainty there
is no Zawa without such an hawnsanoof,
if it is but evil!”

“Hassan, you're priceless!” Joan's face
crinkled into laughter. “I wish I could
always have you with me when I'm
afraid.”

“Are you afraid?” Paul was genuinely
surprized. It was absolutely the firse time
she had ever voiced such a confession in
his hearing.

“I am,” she admitted. “I'm not very
impressionable, but I can’t help thinking
that the nearer we get, the more Zug
looks like some black horrible toad squat-
ting in the dust.”

“Fever,” was Paul’s comment. “‘Qui-
nine and a good sleep is what you néed.”

But in spite of his casual words, he
was full of apprehension himself, and he
pulled himself up sharply for a morbid
fool, as the thought occurred to him, that
after all, death out there in the freedom
of the wilderness might have been prefer-
able to the hospitality of Zug!

3

I'r waAs on the sixth day that Stephen
Arpad turned up.

In the winding intricacies of ‘Timghar-
ba’s palace, Mr. Southey, Paul, and Joan,
together with Hassan, had been- enter-
tained lavishly for six days. They had
been told that Yahia had gone on to
El Musa to present the credentials of his
party to the great Shekh of that city, and
that he would return to guide them if the
Shekh thought favorably of the white
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men’'s intentions and the introductions
they carried.

“It is a trap!” declared Hassan. ““May
I never stroke my beard again if Yahia
is not a lump of black mud! Arfi, is it not
that Yahia ‘lost his head’ out there?”
Hassan flung out an impassioned arm.
“When it is spoken in the s#x£ that Yahia
has done this, no more will any hire him
to lead the garflas over the wilderness.
No! Therefore I tell you, Arfi, Yahia
would have us always never come again
from Zug! Yahia return? Ugarrab! . . .
never here . . . never again here!”

The others were inclined to agree by
the end of the sixth day. Timgharba had
been undoubtedly impressed by the letters
shown to him—IJetters of safe conduct
from Tripoli, Tuat, El Atasch, and Zid-
oura. The Shekh of Zug had read, and
placed the letters to his brow and lips,
had sworn that he lived merely to further
the interests of his distinguished guests.
But, as the days passed, and no word
came back from El Musa, his distrust be-
came obvious, and he was definitely hos-
tile at any mention of their leaving Zug.

Matters looked so serious that Paul re-
turned from interviewing Timgharba on
that sixth day with a definite resolve to
escape at all costs. Mr. Southey, how-
ever, was all against it. He was blind and
deaf to any possibility of danger. Dan-
ger? In a city where such treasures of
antiquity were to be had for a few me-
jedies? He found the days all too short
for his discoveries within these ancient
walls; and, attended by two slaves from
the palace, he peered and poked about the
filthy streets and alleys, bargaining with
the ‘astonished inhabitants, from dawn
till eve. Danger—from whom?

Mr. Southey put the question with
great bitterness. Not from the Zawas,
poor dirty brutes—who would sell him an
armlet worth a kingdom for a handful of
miserable coins.. Not from Timgharba—
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who lavished every luxury and attentioa
upon them. What did they fear, then?

The prisoners were discussing the
question after their evening meal on that
fatal sixth day. Black slaves had brought
in the usual banquet on immense brass
trays. Dishes of lamb cooked in a dozen
different sauces. Great bowls of couscous.
Mounds of rice with hard-boiled eggs
and sausages. Sour curdled milk, and
huge stoneless dates.

After pouring scented water over the
hands of the diners, and bringing to them
a second serving of peppered coffee, the
slaves were preparing to depart on noise-
less feet, when a sudden noise in the laby-
rinth of corridors made them hesitate.
They exchanged fearful looks — the
whites of their eyes glinting—then with
one accord swiftly melted from the room.

A curtain was drawn back from a
carved archway of the room, and on the
threshold a man stood and stared silently
and long at the occupants.

Hassan stood transfixed, with a cup in
his hand, and muttered in his beard:
“Maleish! Now is come also a great
white devil to torment us! Truly Allah
hath forsaken us!”

Paul, who overheard, thought this a
fair statement of fact. The intruder was
a huge man, well over six feet, with a
breadth of chest and length of limb that
made him resemble some great ape. His
attitude deepened the impression, for his
legs bent outward at the knees, his long
arms and hairy hands hung limp and
clumsily from heavy stooping shoulders.

But what roused Paul to fury was the
keen, appraising look the man bent on
Joan. At both Mr. Southey and himself
he glanced with slow contempt, but on
Joan’s face and figure his small eyes
dwelt so long and so unpleasantly that
the girl flushed to the roots of her hair,
and involuntarily her hand went out to-
ward Paul.
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At her nefvous touch, he was on his
feet instantly, interposing himself be-
tween her and this insolent intruder, who
came forward with a high squeal of
laughter.

In spite of his clumsy bulk he was im-
pressive—or perhaps because of it. His
simian shape, ill-formed skull and repul-
sive features obviously expressed a nature
so low and cunning, a mind so imper-
vious to any kindly human impulse, that
ordinary reactions of aversion or even
hatred were swallowed up in a sort of
amazement. He was paralyzing — quite
beyond the ordinary rules of human psy-
chology!

“Well, .well, well! This is very won-
derful! My friend; Timgharba, told me
he had guests, and I hastened to present
myself as a fellow-traveler—a fellow-
countryman perhaps!”

The high thin squeaky voice issuing
from his great bulk was so unexpected
and unnatural that an element of fear
crept into the repulsion which his appear-
ance inspired. He bowed low to Joan,
and she shivered perceptibly as her eyes
met his ‘look. She stirred her coffee, ap-
patently oblivious of his outstretched
hand. The man’s eyelids narrowed wick-
edly, and a light like the gleam of a
storm on a far horizon showed for a
second in the depths of his slightly
oblique eyes. He turned to Paul and Mr.
Southey, smiling and very much at his
ease,

“So you are going to El Musa, Tim-
gharba. tells me! Lucky for you that you
struck these oases; you are considerably
off your trail—as I suppose you realize
now?”’

He squatted down amongst the pile of
cushions heaped on the priceless carpets,
and turned to Mr. Southey again.

“You, sir, have certainly made your
name famous throughout the Sahara. The
Touaregg tribes — Hoggars, Asgars, and
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Kelowis—regard you as a kind of ma-
gician, who can see right through the
sand and rock to what has lain buried
for centuries.”

“The Touareggs!” Mr. Southey ex-
claimed in surprize. "I never had those
bandits and rascals near my camps, that
Iknowof . . . alotof murdering thieves!"

“True! But no one crosses the desert
near their territory without their knowl-
edge. Every place you have camped,
every man in your pay, every treasure you
have unearthed is known among these
tribes from Tuat to Sokoto, and from
Adrar to Tibesti.”"

“Then, you certainly have the advan-
tage of us,” interpolated Paul, very quiet-
ly. “We know nothing of your activities
in this part of the world.”

His voice intimated very pointedly that
he had no wish to do so, but the barh
glanced from the behemoth's thick skin.

“That’s so. I forgot that you did not
realize who I am. My name is Arpad—
Stephen Arpad.”

No gleam of recognition showed in
the faces of the three white members of
his audience; but Hassan, busy with the
coffee-cups, stood as if turned to stone,
and his face went a dirty ashen-gray as if
he had received some terrible shock.

Like a huge wary beast of prey, At-
pad’s small eyes travelled from face to
face, and, apparently, what he saw—or
did not see—satisfied him, and he relaxed
and turned to Hassan.

“Why don’t you pour my coffee, you
lazy nigger!”

All the startled blood rushed back to
Hassan's face as he presented a cup to
Arpad with a hand shaking, not with fear,
but a deadly primitive rage at the insult.

Paul was very much on guard in the
hour that followed, though it was the
hardest task he ever set himself, that of
sitting quietly and watching Arpad with
Joan. To see her shrinking repulsion and
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the othet’s bold coarse advances was tor-
ture to the man who loved her. It had
hardly required Hassan's revealing glance,
however, to tell Paul that Stephen Arpad
was going to complicate their dangerous
situation very seriously.

Listening attentively, Paul realized that
Arpad was no passing traveller like them-
selves, but one who knew the southern
desert and its unruly tribes as one knows
the palm of one’s own hand. He was
evidently hand in glove with Timgharba,
and, more than that, he had the freedom
of the city, and the Shekh’s authority to
him was no more than a puff of thistle-
down.

Hassan, no doubt, could give some in-
formation later, but meantime it be-
hooved him to sit tight and discover what
clues he could that might help him to
match wits and strength against this new
enemy.

4

“MAY all the shaitans of the wilder-
ness baffle his footsteps! . . . may
they drag him down to Jehannum! An
hound is he . . . his face accurst by Al-
lah! Inbadden beyiich! Nigger . . .nig-
ger was his thrice accurst word!” Hassan
was beside himself with fury. “He hath
blackened the face of my father! By Al-
lah, and by Allah I will ”

“You will stop wagging that infernal
tongue of yours and listen to me!” Paul’s
voice was very stern.

“Arfi” The distracted Arab salaamed,
collapsing like a pricked bubble under
his master’s steady eyes.. "My ears are
open to thy words as the mouth to the
wine-skin! Thou art my father and my
mother, and i

“Dry up, Hassan! Never mind what
the great ape said to you. Tell me where
you heard his name before. You know
something about him—tell me all you
know, and tell me quidkly.”
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Hassan put his master’s hand to brow
and lip with a dog-like devotion in his
dark eyes.

“Thou hast but to command.”” Hassan
dropped into his native speech. “Truly
his name is whispered in the s#& and on
the caravan trails, Arfi/ The people cover
their faces when that name is spoken, and
fear it as they fear the death-bringing
gibli. Ahhpahd!” Hassan’s voice sank to
the merest thread of a whisper. “That
son of Eblis! Canst thou not guess where-
fore he has gold, wherefore Timgharba
the Shekh bows before this white devil,
wherefore Timgharba also has so great
wealth in this city of dogs and devils?
Slaves!”’

Hassan spoke the last word in a hiss
that made Paul glance round apprehen-
sively. They were in the circular domed
alcove which was the latter’s sleeping-
apartment, opening off the vast pillared
hall where they had dined.

“Are you sure of this?”” Paul’s words
dropped like pellets of ice; his tanned
features and pleasant kindly eyes had
hardened incredibly.

“By the sacred palm-tree, Arfi, I am
more sure of this than that I am Hassan,
son of Hassan! Were not my father and
my mother taken by the servants of this
white devil as they worked in the open,
cutting fodder for camels? Were they
not branded as slaves and sold in the mar-
ket-place at Kano?

*“Also my brother,” he continued. “He,
and 'his wife, and his four sons, and all
his servants, were they not enslaved also
by this white devil, as they journeyed on
the trail to Ghadames? Their camels and
goods were seized, while they were
bound, hidden deep among the white
devil’s baggage, and taken to Tripoli—
from thence to Constantinople!  One
youngest nephew escaped to tell me all!
The rest I never saw again! Had I not
been ill at the house of my uncle in Tim-
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buktu at that time, I, too, should be a
slave! And there are others . . . I can
tell you

“Not so loud, Hassan!" Paul put a
steadying hand on the Arab’s shoulder.
“But tell me more—all you know, or
have heard-of this man.”

“Timgharba, they say, is his dog. There
are dungeons beneath this palace where
the unfortunates are kept until the white
devil has enough to send to the slave mar-
kets. Listen, Arfi”” Hassan approached
his dark face to Paul's ear. “There is a
secret route, a slave-trail which the white
devil's victims have worn deep between
Abyssinia and Sokoto. For ten years this
path has been trodden in blood and tears
by my people. For ten years the trail has
been marked by the bones of those who
died under his lash. Arf, the cup of their
sufferings is full, and brims over as the
Great River rises and spills over the land!
By the life of Allah, their ills are many
as the sands of the desert!”

“1 believe you,” responded Paul, re-
calling the narrow receding brow, the
heavy jowl, the purplish thick lips, and
cold eyes of Stephen Arpad. He went on
in a low tone. “Have you discovered any-
thing yet about the men of our garfla?”’

“Arfi, no man can tell me aught of

them—they are swallowed up in this evil
quicksand of Zug.”

“Listen to me, then. We must get away
at once. Yahia may or may not be a trai-
tor to us, but we can not wait to know
that. You have been round with the
slaves and the soldiers —is there any
chance of help from them?”

“There is one, Arfi, whom we can trust.
One only. They are all afraid . . . but
very greatly afraid!”

“And this one—why is he not afraid,
too?"”

“He is Aman, a prince in his own land
of Air. He is a lion of courage and fears
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not even the white devil. He would
escape from Zug and return to his own
people—he would rouse the tribes and
lead many warriors against this evil city.”

“But couldn’t he rouse up Timgharba's
men to come in with us? Organize a full-
size rebellion?”

“Arfi, all are slaves here—not men!
The soldiers, the servants, the coundail-
lors, the musicians! All . . . all who
serve the Shekh are slaves . . . slaves
whom the white devil hath sold to the
Shekh!”’

“Timgharba and Arpad! That's a
fairly water-tight combination. Almost
impossible to get anything on the white
man, with a shekh of Timgharba's stand-
ing to cover his tracks.”

“They are as secret as the deep rivers
that run beneath the desert,” declared
Hassan.

“And this Aman—what is his position
here?”

“He is one of the guards.”

“Go at once, then, and see if you can
get hold of him. But don’t forget that
not only must we get out of the palace
and through the gates of the city, but we
must have camels to take us away from
here.”

“Arfi, 1 go!”

Left alone, Paul's thoughts reverted to
the crux of the situation—Joan! It was
she who made the whole adventure so
full of horror for him. The danger that
threatened them all was only dust in the
balance compared with the unspeakable
threat of Arpad’s proximity to the girl's
young beauty.

The dome above him was open to the
sky, and through it presently blinked the
first pale evening stars. Night followed
swiftly—the blue darkness of an African
night—and still Paul sat waiting . . .
waiting alone, thinking, planning and
hoping desperately.
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““ A RFI! Arf!”
It was nearly midnight, and Paul

did not see the distraught figure until it
was at his side, plucking at his sleeve.
Hassan had returned at last—and what
a Hassan! His face was lined and terri-
fied, his turban slipped awry, his burnous
soiled and torn, and the red leather slip-
pers, of which he was so vain, were miss-
ing.

“What . . . what, man? Speak!”

“The Sitt! The Sitt . . .
He has taken her . . .
has taken her!”

For a few seconds the moonlit room
swung in circles before Paul’s eyes, the
sound of roaring water was in his ears.

“Tell me . . . at once, Hassan!”
Paul’s voice was unrecognizable.

The Arab gasped out his story. Aman
had but now told him all. Arpad had come
to Zug—leaving a great garfla of his
slaves and camels and soldiers at an oasts
not far from the city—to collect addition-
al slaves, whom Timgharba had obtained
for him. Merchants, with their loads of
skins, ivory, ostrich feathers, and guinea-
corn, on their way from the Sudan to the
markets of Kano. Some hundred or so of
these unlucky traders, all imprisoned in
the dungeons of the palace, awaited
Arpad’s arrival.

Arpad had come early in the day, many
hours before he visited the white men.
He had inspected Timgharba’s haul, had
the merchants shackled and sent on to
await his pleasure with the rest of his vic-
tims, on the fringe of the oasis-belt.

“And the Si#t . . . speak, Hassan!”
Paul urged the panting terrified man.

“She was drugged . . . as soon as she
went to her room. Drugged . . . and
bound on the big mebari which none but
the white devil rides. He mounted and
bore her off with him. They are gone

she is gone!
the white devil

- rescued me. . . .
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many hours now. They go with the garfla
on that hidden way . . . the secret slave-
trail to Kano!”’

“Why did you not return before?”

“They suspected me—those thrice ac-
curst slaves! They found me in 2 forbid-
den part of the palace and bound me and
put me in the dungeons. Thence, Aman
I have come with all
speed to thee, Arfi/ But that is not
all . . . wait . . . wait, Arfi/ Aman
hath also told me that Timgharba waits
only until daybreak to put us to the tor-
ture . . . we are to meet him—Aman—
in the dungeons! There is 2 way down
that few know of here, save only the
guards. . . . I will lead thee.”

“Where is Southey effend:? Have you
seen him tonight?”

“Yea—he sleeps, Arfi. He sleeps and
mutters in his dreams of his many treas-
ures.”

“We will wake him,” said Paul grimly.

They found the wizened little antiqua-
rian tossing and muttering as Hassan had
said, and at Paul’s touch he sprang up,
aying: "I will give thee thirty mejedies,
thou rogue! It is worth only

He blinked as Paul shook him uncere-
moniously awake, and listened in the
worst of humors to the news of his
daughter’s abduction, and the need for
instant action.

“"Hassan is a scaremonger! You know
these natives. He’s been drinking palm-
wine and gossiping with the slaves. Prob-
ably there’s not a word of truth in what
he says.”

“Believe it, or not, as you like.” Paul
did not conceal his contempt for the little
man. “We can’t stop to argue. Decide
quickly. Will you join Hassan and me in
escaping . . . in going after Joan? Or
do you prefer to stay here and be tortured
by the slaves in a few hours?”

“Very well, very well, I'll come!”

He was soon ready, thanks to Hassan,

0.5—5
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and turned to sling a heavy knapsack over
his shoulders.

“Leave that right there,” Paul ordered
in a voice which made Mr. Southey look
at him with open mouth. “I'm not hiring
baggage-camels for you this trip.”

In a fury of impatience, quite foreign
to him, Paul seized the knapsack and
flung it across the floor.

“You damned little scavenger!” he
said. “Can’t you behave like a man for a
few hours?”

Overawed by this entirely new aspect
of his quiet partner, Mr. Southey meek-
ly followed him, and, with Hassan, they
made their stealthy way through the in-
tricate ways of the palace. Through vast
courts, where fountains splashed and
great palms rose toward the vaulted roofs;
along endless narrow corridors where the
three played grim games of hide-and-
seek, darting into the deep wall-recesses,
crouching low behind gayly painted
chests, slipping like shadows behind the
friendly folds of rich hangings, they ar-
rived at last at a smaller court whose
three sides were open to the night.

Here, Hassan pulled aside a silken rug,
and tugged at a ring concealed beneath
it. A trap-door lifted on oiled hinges,
and a flight of stone steps was dimly re-
vealed.

Hassan led the way, and Paul pulled
the trap-door after them. They had no
torch and Mr. Southey muttered and com-
plained bitterly as he stumbled between
the other two. Thoroughly awake now,
and relieved of the influence of Paul’s
stern eye and Hassan's murderous looks,
he was remembering what he had left be-
hind: the fruits of his whole expedition,
the result of months of toil and danger in
the desert; and, in addition, the un-
dreamed-of spoils of these last few days
in Zug. If only he could have brought
that knapsack with the jewelled armlets
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and the dagger .
cious dagger!

The air became more foul and stagnant
as they descended, decay breathed from
the dank walls they touched in their de-
scent. ‘The steps underfoot grew slippery,
and Hassan led more slowly, with whis-
pered cautions.

Down . . . down . . . down!

Hassan stopped abruptly before a mas-
sive door, with a tiny barred aperture
through which a grayish light beyond was
visible. The Arab tapped—three light
strokes and a heavy one. Twice he re-
peated this. A voice from the farther side
called:

“The Well of Tiz!"

“And the Seven Streams of Amadgan!”
was Hassan’s instant response.

A key was inserted, turned, and the
door opened silently. A tall burnoused
figure drew them inside, closed and
locked the door carefully, and led them
to a dismal cell where a primitive lamp—
a scrap of wick burning in a bath of oil—
glimmered faintly in the foul air.

“This is Aman the guard, Arfi/ He
will tell you of his plan.” Hassan turned
to Paul.

“Only if thou dost promise that thou
wilt take me with thee, that I may help
thee to slay the white devil—or be slain!
At least out there I can die a man’s death,
not as a slave in this rat-trap of Zug!”

Paul looked with pity at the guard’s
branded face, his haunted tragic eyes, and
the grim lines of suffering about his
mouth.

“You shall come, Aman.”

“And after . . . if we slay him? Wilt
thou speak for me to the Governor at So-
koto, that I may return in peace to my
tribe?”

“Yes, I promise that, too. But what is
the plan? We are losing time . . . every
minute they are getting farther on the
trail!”

. . even that one pre-
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“All haste is of the devil!” quoted
Aman. "We have time, effendi! It would
not be well that they should see us in pur-
suit, and they can not reach the secret
trail until night.”

“You are sure of the way?”

As I am sure of death when Allah
wills!”” was Aman’s reply. “As captive
and as the guard of captives have I trod-
den that way, seen it grow wide and
deep, watched the bones of men and
camels pile up along the trail.”

Paul shivered at the thought of Joan’s
young eyes seeing that via dolorosa—and
in Arpad’s company!

“Now I will show thee.” Aman took
up the lamp and led them on, through a
maze of narrow twisting passages, cut in
the rock foundations of the great palace.
Opening off the passages on either hand
were small, roughly-squared dungeons,
where iron staples set in the walls, each
with its length of chain and manacles
attached, bore mute testimony to the na-
ture of the place.

Mir. Southey bent over one of the
chains, examining it closely.

“Very primitive—very ancient type,”
he muttered, as Paul laid a heavy hand on
his shoulder. "Only ones I've seen of that
type before were in a Tibetan prison.
This supports the theory of Professor
Ghurylls that #

Aman stopped at last before a recess
where no chains appeared, but only bun-
dles of soiled native garments.

“For you,” he told the white men.

Quickly Paul shed the linen suit he was
wearing, pulled a tunic over his head,
drew on the long white kortebbas over his
legs, and wrapped a barnous closely about
him, drawing its hood well down over
his face, while Aman lashed on the ghate-
min whose rawhide thongs passed be-
tween the toes and were fastened at the
ankles.

Hassan performed the same office for
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Mr. Southey, who was much intrigued
with this most primitive of foot-wear, and
gazed at his feet and legs with child-like
satisfaction.

“This is the "Slaves’ Gate’.” Aman in-
dicated a narrow door set in the massive
walls close by. “The prisoners enter and
leave by this entrance only.”

He unlocked it, and they had now to
toil up a similar flight of steps to the one
they had previously ascended. It seemed
an endless pilgrimage to Paul. In the
thick foul darkness he seemed to see
Joan’s face and slender boyish figure
always before him . . . pleading and
entreating him to hurry . . . hurry . . .
hurry! It was a fearful strain to walk so
quietly after the deliberate Arabs, with
Mzs. Southey slipping and grumbling and
muttering at his heels, and all this time
Joan was out there in the great desert
with Arpad . . . Arpad!

They reached the top at last, and this
time no trap-door, but a heavy upright
one of hammered bronze opened to let
them out on the streets of Zug.

Like shadows the four made good
speed, Aman leading. Few of the inhab-
itants were astir, but now and then a
ragged form would turn to scowl men-
acingly in their direction. Aman sought
the darkest, narrowest ways, and the
great walls of the city were only a stone’s
throw off, when the thing happened.

In one of the deep recesses of a wall,
a filthy Zawa lay asleep, his scant cloth-
ing leaving much of his body exposed.
Around his waist a leather belt was fas-
tened, and from it a dagger in its sheath
depended, on which the native’s claw-like
hand lay, half relaxed in sleep.

With an exclamation, Mr. Southeyv bent
over him, touching the sheath with eager,
exploring fingers. Too late Hassan sprang
forward, too late Aman and Paul turned
to help. There was a snarling cy —
“Ugurrah!” from the startled sleeper—a
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leap—a flash of bright steel—and Mr.
Southey fell backward, the Zawa on him
like a panther.

Hassan’s attack was as swift as had
been that of the Zawa, and his long knife
ended the latter’s life in one lightning
stroke. They pulled him off his victim,
but it was too late.

The collector had paid more than a
few mejedies this time. But the dagger
he had coveted was his . . . in his very
heart!

Paul examined him very thoroughly,
more so because of the relief he felt that
the little miserable creature was gone. He
would have been nothing but a danger
and a burden to them. Now he could ride
fast and far with only these two fighting
men at his side. Satisfied that life was
extinct, he rose to his feet.

“We can do nothing for him."”

Hassan looked down at the white man
huddled in his borrowed clothes, eyes
widely opened in a curious expression of
surprize.

“What is written—is written!”” was his
grave comment.

‘With an upward jerk of the chin,
Aman assented to Southey effend?s brief
epitaph and turned to lead them on to the
gates of Zug.

6

AFEW more steps and they were at the
end of the passage, on the margin
of a square some hundred yards across.
The moon was high, and flooded the
open space which the three fugitives were
obliged to cross.

Around this square were the quarters
of the guards, living like wary animals
behind the narrow slits of windows in the
otherwise blank white walls that formed
the square. Day and night, fierce eyes
watched from these tiny windows; day
and night dark brutal faces peered from
behind those sinister peepholes that fo-
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cussed on the square before the gates of
Zug.

“Pull thy hood close, effend:,” urged
Aman, as they hesitated on the verge of
that perilous last hundred yards of moon-
light. “Walk thou at my heels, both thou
and Hassan. Drag thy feet, and hang
thy heads, and bow thy shoulders as those
who walk in grief and afflicion. Speak
not a word, or by the Holy Kabalah we
are lost!”

Aman walked out boldly inte the
strong white light; at his heels Hassan and
Paul shuffled and stumbled uncertainly in
the dust.

A hoarse cry came from behind one of
the narrow slits.

“Who seeks the gates of Zug, when
naught save the lion and the jackal are
abroad? Speak!”

“It is I—Aman the guard! I follow
Arpad effendi, with two of his slaves.”

There was a long pause. Aman waited,
standing in the strong moonlight with
head erect, his spear in his hand, a pistol
at his belt, and, slung crosswise across his
back, a two-edged sword in its richly
worked sheath. A brave picture of a war-
rior he made, but the two standing bowed
and dejected a few paces behind him saw
that the bright spear quivered in his grasp.

“Who are these two slaves, that they
stand here unshackled in the streets of
this city? Wherefore did they not leave
with the other slaves at noon?”

“Behold, these two were brave and
cunning beyond the rest. They made
themselves invisible as the others passed
through the ‘Slave Gate’ of the palace,
and hid themselves in one of the dun-
geons. There I found them when I went
my rounds. I take them on at the com-
mand of Timgharba the Shekh. His
anger will fall like the lightning upon
any who delay me on his errand.”

The bluff succeeded. From other win-
dows came cries and shrill calls.
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“Yea, and not thou alone, Ali, but all
of us will suffer for thy fault. Go thou
in haste, Aman, and do the bidding of
the Shekh!”

Aman stood very straight and defiant.

“Yea, and shall we run on foor to over-
take the garfla? Ye lumps of swine’s flesh!
Hamdulillah, we must have camels —
three of the strongest and swiftesc me-
hari!”’

Aman’s anger and boldness called
forth instant response. Terrified of hin-
dering him and bringing down Tim-
gharba’s wrath on their heads, the black
arched openings round the square began
to spew forth excited gesticulating figures.

“Down!” whispered Aman. I return
with camels!”

Hassan and Paul collapsed, and sat
huddled on the ground, as Aman strode
to meet the agitated guards he had
aroused. After a short dispute, he dis-
appeared with them down one of the
narrow streets. Long minutes came and
went . . . an eternity of waiting to Paul
and Hassan who sat in the center
of that moonlit square. Voices called
from the windows—insults, jeers, foul
epithets were hurled at them from all
sides, but they continued to sit cross-
legged in the dust, 2 pair of helpless,
hopeless captives, sunk in despairing mis-
ery!

After an interiminable agony of sus-
pense, a clamor of voices approached—
Aman and his fellow guards returning at
last, and, swinging proud disdainful
heads, three magnificent mebar: towered
above the rabble.

Aman strode across to the supposed
slaves.

“Ugurrah! Spawn of the devil! Arise,
and mount these heaven-born beasts, un-
worthy though thou art to ride such jew-
els of the desert!”

The guards, all eager now to speed
Aman on his way, ran to the gates and
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helped those on duty to let down the mas-
stve wooden bars, and fling wide the
heavy doors. The three camels were led
through the opening, and made to kneel
in the soft sand that drifted up to the
great walls of the city. The sentry out-
side was hardly allowed to question
Aman, so thoroughly had he impressed
on those inside the necessity of a speedy
departure. The fugitives mounted, and
with cries and blows from many helpers,
the beasts were urged to their feet.

Another minute and the tall majestic
mebari swayed forward, settling down
into their long easy stride, leaving behind
the black squat walls, the shouting
guards, the luxurious palace set like a
jewel in a rotting dung-heap . . . leav-
ing Timgharba and his soft-footed slaves,
the beast-like inhabitants, the dreadful
travesties of childhood, the dogs and dirt
and smells that made up the city of Zug.

Free! For a moment Paul’s heart leapt
with a fierce joy as the clean night air
brushed him softly, and the wide horizon
greeted his aching eyes. Then Joan’s
peril—her need of him—blotted out that
momentary exultation, and with knee and
voice he urged the mebari to its utmost
speed.

7

THE 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 the saddle, with
the briefest possible rests, had reduced
them all to a pitiable state, but the sight
of the gorge restored them like a power-
ful cordial. Aman had proved a won-
derful guide across the uncharted country
they had covered that day; and they hob-
bled their camels amid the shrubs and
thorny growths at the western mouth of
the gorge, and stared down the narrow
ravine with red-rimmed thankful eyes.
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“We are in tme!’ Paul croaked, his
tongue stiff and swollen between his
blackened lips. "“The trail beyond is un-
trodden.”

“Effendi, the garfla is a very great one.
The moon will be high before the white
devil reaches this place; we have long to
wait.”’

“They will not camp in the gorge?”

“No, effendi! It is narrower than the
streets of Zug, and twists as doth a ser-
pent. Let us eat and drink and rest here
for a brief space, effendi, for it is evil to
fight on an empty stomach.”

""Arfi, that were indeed well!” pleaded
Hassan, as Paul continued to state up the
twisting gorge. ""Thou wilt be even as
one who hath drunk of the palm-wine,
whose legs are soft as wool, and whose
hand quivers as doth the long grass at the
first hot breath of the gibli.”

Paul’s stiff lips relaxed into something
approaching a smile at this vivid picture
of his decrepitude, and he nodded to his
anxious followers, They ate and drank
and stretched themselves out on a carpet
of rank yellow grass, easing their
cramped aching limbs, while they went
over their plan of attack.

“"And afterward—if we succeed and
win clear with the Sizz—where do we
go?”

"“Effendi, that thought also has been in
my mind. Now, there is a certain small
ravine which leads north through the
wall of rock in the greater gorge. The
Zawas say that a great shaitan dwells
there, and never eater it. But I have
asked much concerning that small ravine
—having always my escape before me—
and it leads to the great plains where the
Touareggs pasture their flocks at this time
of year. They are a very powerful and
fierce tribe whom even the white devil
does not disturb. To me, whose mother
was a Touaregg, they will give help and
shelcer.”
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“"Aman, we owe everything to you.”
Paul held out a hand which the other sa-
luted with respect. "I only hope we'll
live for me to prove my gratitude.”

A lictle while they watched the crim-
son banners of cloud fade out overhead,
while night stole down to blot out the
scorching hours of that long terrible day,

Perforce on foot, they presently began
to make their way along the gorge. On
the rocky slopes it was no casy going,
among the dense thorny shrubs, patches
of prickly pear, and poisonous milk-
plants that dlung to the steep walls of the
gloomy ravine. They dared not risk the
trail proper, for a scout, acting as ad-
vance-guard, might at any moment turn a
sudden rocky corner and meet them face
to face.

When the moon at last lifted above the
rim of the opposite rock wall, they made
better speed, and had worked far down
into the very heart of the gorge, before
the first far-distant sound of the approach-
ing garfla reached their ears.

It was the high agonized shriek of
some wretched slave that preluded the
white devil's grim caravan—a thin in-
human wail, that rose and fell and rose
again to a note, made Paul clench his teeth
and draw his breath sharply. Aman’s face
twisted in a grin of hate that made his
good-looking intelligent features almost
unrecognizable; while Hassan’s hand stole
to the dagger at his belt.

“Follow closely, effendi””” urged Aman,
pushing through the scrub. “"We will
await them there on that small plateau of
rock.”

The plateau proved a most strategic
position. Screened by high grass and
bushes from those passing beneath, it
commanded a view of the trail that was
all the watchers could desire. The path
was a mere ribbon at this part of the
gorge, where the garfla must needs go
single file, and ran straight for some fifty
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yards westward — the direction from
which the three had come, and toward
which the oncoming caravan was heading.
The trail then took an acute angle behind
a wall of rock, so that, once past that cor-
ner, the garfla would be cut off as though
by a stone screen from the plateau where
Paul and his two Arabs were ambushed.

Tense, silent, shivering with excite-
ment and the cold wind which had risen
and begun ro whistle down the long
gorge, the three waited. The moon
climbed steadily, as if curious o watch
the coming drama in this desolate place.

“By Allah, some jinnee hath surely
swallowed the white devil and all his car-
avan!” grumbled Hassan in an undertone.

“Peace!” breathed Aman. ““There are
voices in this accurst place which will
whisper thy smallest word in the ear of
the white devil who comes!”

Hassan showed the whites of his eyes,
and shivered.

“They come, effendi!”” Aman’s mouth
was at Paul’s ear, but, though the latter
strained his aching eyes he could see noth-
ing on the trail, and in his ears there was
only the throb-throb of his fast-beating
pulses.

Several more minutes dragged by, be-
fore the white man’'s less acute senses
caught the gurgling protest of a camel.
A moment later the bulk of a laden jemal
loomed up on the moonlit trail, far away
but unmistakably moving with steady
mincing gait toward the plateau.

Slowly the garfla advanced, led by that
jemal and the guide who walked in its
shadow. In half an hour the long terrible
procession began to file past the three
watchers. It was a nightmare to Paul, a
hideous inhuman sight that sickened him
to the heart. Some little he had seen,
some little he had heard of the slave traf-
fic, and the sufferings of its victims; but
such inconceivable torment as this he was
witnessing never had crossed his mind.
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Under the constant flail of the terrible
whips carried by the guards, the victims,
clad only in cotton tunics, stumbled bleed-
ing along the stony path. They were
fastened — fifteen or so together — by
means of Jong wooden yokes, with holes
cut for their heads. The weaker ones hung
fainting from the terrible punishment,
adding their weight to ‘the unspeakahle
sufferings of the more enduring.

Once a thing so monstrous occurred,
that even Paul’s iron nerves betrayed himy
and he reeled against Aman with a cry
fortunately lost in the groans of the
slaves themselves. One man, at the end
of his tether, had collapsed, and hung
with trailing limbs in the yoke, and the
rest, being utterly spent, could no longer
drag him over the rough uneven tracks.
The nearest guard applied his lash in
vain, and taking his curved sword he
swung it high. A flash of steel in the
moonlight . . . and the head of the vic-
tim rolled in the dust—his body being
kicked to one side to add its bones to the
ever-growing heaps.

Slowly, very slowly the long snake-like
caravan wound its way along, until the
whole world, to Paul, seemed nothing
but blood and agony and tears. He felt
he had watched it from the beginning of
time. Everything else he had ever seen or
heard or felt, save this spectacle of suffer-
ing, seemed unreal and belonged to a far-
off world of fantasy and dreams.

The rock walls rang with groans and
cries and shrieks. The slow minutes
dragged, and still the captives crawled
on . . .and on . . . and still others
followed on the blood-stained trail. Yoke
after yoke, yoke after yoke they stumbled
and fell, only to rise and stagger on again
under the whistling merciless lash.

But at last the drafc-camels which
formed the latter half of the garfla began
to appear. The endless string of jemals
seemed interminable, and cried the nerve
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and patience of the three on the plateau
to the utmost.

THE long garfla thinned out gradually
to a few slow, heavily laden beasts

strung out at the tail-end of the rest, their
husky drivers walking each man behind
his own jemal. And a few spear-lengthis
beyond them, two white mebari paced
with immense dignity along the narrow
way—the only white camels in all the
hundreds, ranging from biscuit to darkest
brown and even black.

Under the immense silver moon the
mebari looked wraith-like—two phantom
beasts following a haunted fearful trail!

But if the drooping sad little figure on
the leading camel did not destroy this
illusion, the one who rode last of all that
garfla certainly did.

Nothing less ghostly, or more gross,
could have burdened the beautiful white
mehari that brought up the tail of the
endless procession than Arpad’s vast bulk.
More simian in outline than ever, he sat
humped on his saddle, his ugly head sunk
between bowed shoulders, his eyes glued
to the small dejected figure just ahead.

Joan, her face lined and drawn with
fatigue and the nightmare terrors of the
past day, was envying even the wretched
slaves with all the energy left in her ex-
hausted body. How gladly she would
have exchanged her mebari for the yoke,
and stumbled on foot in the dust, if by
that she could have escaped Arpad, and
the unthinkable destiny to which he was
taking her!

Suddenly, shots from the hillside on
her left roused her abruptly. She turned
to see Arpad sway in his saddle and draw
a weapon which spat venomously toward
the undergrowth. Like a cat he sprang to
the ground, on the right of his camel, and
the well-trained beast sank to its knees at
his word of command. He crouched
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down in its lee, a blood-stain spreading
rapidly on his shoulder.

Three drivers came running back, draw-
ing wickedly curved daggers from their
belts.

Arpad squatted behind his camel and
raised a cautious head as he steadied his
weapon on the pommel of his saddle. In-
stantly spurts of flame flicked out from
the bushes above him, and he cursed foul-
ly as a bullet cut a furrow through his
hair, grazing his scalp so that the blood
trickled down over his face and eyes. He
ripped out an order to the drivers, and
they made reluctancly for the spot whence
the shots had come.

There were rustlings in the dry grass,
the sharp rattle of pebbles dislodged,
then a loud yell. Two Arabs—Hassan
and a driver—rose to their knees locked
in a tight embrace, each struggling to use
his knife. A blade rose and fell . . . a
faint choking cry . . . and silence.

Another shot echoed, and a wounded
driver rose to make his way back to the
path, swayed in the moonlight, and
crashed like a falling tree. The grasses
waved uneasily at a lictle distance from
his body; there was a startled exclamation
—a gasp—followed by a complete cessa-
tion of the rustlings.

More drivers came running back along
the trail, when suddenly, Paul and Aman
rose in the path directly opposite to
Arpad.

He was lost —but cunning, swift,
treacherous as any wild beast of the jun-
gle, he turned his weapon not toward
them, but covered the girl. He fired the
fraction of a second before two bullets
tore through his brain, and Joan, with
that first cry of surprize on her lips, fell
forward on her camel’s neck.

Aman, with his knife in his left hand,
slashed Arpad’s face from brow to chin,
then leaped to face the oncoming drivers.

Hassan was struggling to his knees,
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having accounted for his man, and ran to
help. The drivers — slaves with little
spirit left in them for a fight—lost two of
their number and then turned tail and
fled after the vanishing garfla, for the
gorge echoed on all sides with the shots,
as if the thick scrub hid a regiment.

Hassan and Aman waited until the last
man had vanished round the rocky screen,
then turned toward Arpad’s body,
sprawled grotesquely under the moon.

“May his soul be accurst forever!” pro-
nounced Aman solemnly. “May a thou-
sand shaitans huat it along this trail he
hath made, until the stars drop from
heaven!”

“Yea, by Allah!” agreed Hassan. “Did
he not call me nigger? But the Sitt—is
she also dead?”

“Even so! The white devil did this evil
so that he. might rob the effend: of his
joyt”

“Aie! Aie!” wailed Hassan softly.
“My master’s heart will be empty as a
dry well forever! Truly was she his flow-
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er and his delight! I, Hassan, say this,
who knows! Aie! Aie! Aie!”

Both men turned aside that they might
not witness Paul’s first despair, and Has-
san’s wails drowned the voice that Paul
never thought to hear again.

“Heshotme . . . Tam . . . I must be
dead . . . isthatyou, Paul? . . . are you,
too——"

“Very much alive —so are you, dar-
ling!” His voice shook as he met her
wide blank gaze. “It's Arpad who's done
all the dying in this little party. His bul-
let only grazed you, dear. D’you think
you can ride if I hold you? We must get
away from here.”

The two white mebari were soon pac-
ing swiftly toward that northern cut
which led to safety, their double burdens
carried easily, their heads high and proud-
ly held, as if conscious of the good deed
they were helping to complete.

And behind them, from the rocky sol-
itudes of the ravine, crept the lean jackals,
slinking amongst shadows and between
thorp-bushes toward a huge sprawling
carcass in the dust of the slave-trail.

Ah, my Belovéd, fill the Cup that clears

TopAy of past Regret and future Fears:
Tomorrow!—\Why, Tomorrow I may be

Myself with Yesterday’'s Sev'n thousand Years.

For some we loved, the loveliest and the best
That from his Vintage rolling Time has prest,

Have drunk their Cup a Round or two before,
And one by one crept silently to rest.

And we that now make merry in the Room

They left, and Summer dresses in new bloom,
Ourselves must we beneath the Couch of Earth

Descend—ourselves to make a Couch—for whom?

—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 1bu Seyyed

Din. “You dare to tell me this!”

“S ON of a jackal!” screamed Auda
His skinny hands twitched with

fury.
The stolid Kurdish laborer touched his
forehead. *I have searched for an hour,

master, and it is nowhere.”
“Then search for another hour—a day

—a week! And if you return with empty
hands " Auda Din could say no more.
Rage choked his throat. He pointed to
the doorway, and the unlucky laborer
went meekly out into the dust.

Auda Din spat after him, then sat
down in a murky corner of his shop. His
gray beard bristled. The heavy abba he
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wore seemed to quiver with irritation.
The melon-headed Kurd had lost a silver
stud, one of a set of eight destined to
adorn a customer’s saddle, and the loss
tortured every miserly instinct in the old
man’s body. He kept muttering to him-
self and glaring out at the narrow stretch
of the bazar.

Had his neighbors heard the news,
they would have laughed. After forty
years as a silversmith in Basra, he held
the reputation of being the meanest trader
in the town. Also, he was credited with
mmmense wealth. He had worked hard
in the little shop near Ashar creek, hoard-
ing steadily. During the war, trade had
increased by vast bounds, for there were
white soldiers, and white sailors from the
big ships, who bought Amara ware and
inlaid ornaments at a price reduced from
triple value to double value; consequent-
ly, they believed that their haggling had
secured real bargains from this follower
of the Prophet—and of the profit.

Yet Auda Din was not worth robbing,
for it was common knowledge that every
spare piastre went straight to the Euro-
pean bank facing Ashar bridge. True, if
Port Said is the world’s sink of iniquity,
Basra is its cesspool, and its shady char-
acters had often discussed the old man as
a potential victim. But they had come
to the conclusion that he could not be
outwitted. His money was too cunningly
protected.

This morning, as he crouched in the
shop, thought of that lost silver stud pre-
vented him from working. While he
brooded, his beady eyes stared straight
ahead through the doorway. Beyond, a
motley crowd passed through the odorous
bazar—Persian mujtaids, skin-clad water-
carriers, holy mullahs with their black
robes and steel rods and rings, wild-eyed
Bakhtiari tribesmen hurrying with the
grace of fauns. From the coppersmith’s
near by echoed the clanging rhythm of
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hammers, and in some tortuous alley be-
hind a boy's voice rose in the shivering
minor notes of a love-song.

Presently the old man grinned. The
frown vanished from his yellow fore-
head. He leaned forward, watching a
slim, youthful Arab who had come to
a halt outside the shop and was gazing
upward. If ever a man looked forlorn,
then it was this handsome youngster.

Auda Din gave an eager, half-derisive
chucklee. He was enjoying himself.
Treading softly he ascended the rickety
stairs at the back, and suddenly opened
a door. Reward paid his caution. He
caught his daughter, Nouveya, peering
through a barred window and sighing
audibly.

She turned quickly. Her fine dark eyes
winced.

“Why does he waste his time?”’ said
Auda Din mockingly.

“Because he loves me.” Nouveya's
voice trembled. “And I shall always love
him.” ‘This was said with no defiance,
but a sort of wistful stea®hiness.

The old man fingered his beard and
smiled maliciously. “No, my little one.
With Muchaidie Nafa as a husband, you
will forget Ibu Seyyed. I say you will,”
he went on sharply, as she shivered.
“Muchaidie Nafa is rich. He has a fine
house at Shaiba, and many thousand
palms, and a boat driven by an en-
gine <

“And three wives.”

“What of that? He is a true follower
of the Prophet.”

Nouveya's lip quivered. "He is old,
and ugly. Ibu Seyyed is young and beau-
tiful.”

“A beggar, nothing more!”

“He has a new, big dhow, and

“Enough, am I not your father?”” Auda
Din rubbed his hands and looked at her
appraisingly. Small, dainty, with perfect
features, she seemed to have collected all
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the ‘best traits of Eastern charm. Neigh-
bors had been astonished at his sudden
display of generosity when he sent her to
the Government school at Baghdad. But
as always, his object had been gain. Cul-
tured, she would be worth her weight in
gold to the rich type of Basra merchant.
Many would pay heavily for the privilege
of receiving a wife quite different from
the other inanimate, doll-like creatures.

So far, Muchaidie Nafa bad made the
highest offer, and Auda Din had decided
to accept. Fortunately for him, Nouve-
ya's education had not quite overcome
the old, deep-rooted instincts of filial obe-
dience. In her veins was the blood of
women who for hundreds of years had
been slaves in all but name, submissive to
a religion that dubbed them the mere
chattels of men. So the old man felt little
fear of her trying to escape.

Still grinning, he walked to the win-
dow. Only once had he spoken to Ibu
Seyyed. That was when the young dhow-
owner, back from a trading voyage down
the Gulf, had asked him for Nouveya.
Auda Din had dismissed him with con-
tempt, warned him never to come near
again. Since then, Ibu Seyyed had ap-
peared several times in the bazar outside,
watching with yearning eyes for a glimpse
of his forbidden paradise. His despair
tickled the old man’s sense of humor.

“He will think it is you,” said Auda
Din, and pressed his ugly face against
the window. Below, the young Arab
glanced up with sudden, breathless
eagerness. Then his expression changed.
He saw the toothless mouth, the wiry
beard, and bowed his head and walked
away. Auda Din laughed, watching his
retreating figure until a tall man in a
white burnous crossed the narrow street
as if to enter the shop beneath. At
sight of this probable customer, Auda
Din turned away and made for the stairs.
He took no notice of his daughter, crying
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softly and hopelessly, with her hands to
her face.

IN THE shop he found the tall man
leaning 1dly against the wall. His
strong brown fingers were playing with
a bag of plaited straw.

Auda Din put on an ingratiating smile.
“You have come to buy some of my silver
work, no doubt? Of a truth, there is
no craftsman from Muscat to Lake
Van " He stopped abruptly, as the
customer made a silencing gesture.

“I am no buyer, but a seller. Look at
these.” He drew from his bag some tear-
bottles, small stone flasks that had held
the weepings of sad ladies long before
Mahomet preached his deathless gospel.
“There has been digging at Samarrah,
and these are from the ruins.”

The old man’s politeness vanished.
Tear-bottles could be found by the legion.
Even the gullible infidels had come to
value them lightly.

“They are worth nothing to me. Take
them away.”

Instead of showing disappointment, the
man gave a curious smile. “They are
worth,” he said, “one hundred Egyptian
piastres each.” :

Auda Din gave an impatient grunt. *‘I
have no time for fools.” He pointed to
the doorway.

The man stooped, heaped the bottles in
a pile on a small stool, then turned and
spoke with a confidential air.

“You will sell these for a hundred pi-
astres each. And I am willing to take
half.”

There was something about his attitude
that alarmed Auda Din. He wondered if
the man were mad—or a thief trying
some ruse.

“What is this trickery?” he asked
slowly.

“Trickery? Auda Din, you are known
throughout Basra as a wise and careful
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merchant, fond of a bargain. Here I offer
you a bargain. I will leave these tear-bot-
tles with you if you agree to charge a
hundred piastres each, and give me half.
If they fail to fetch that price, do not
sell. Is it agreed?”

Auda Din tugged at his beard, and re-
garded the man with shrewd eyes.

“Forty years have I traded, and my
knowledge is sure as the sunrise. A
drunken infidel would not give ten pias-
tres for all the bottles.”

The man laughed. “The hawk is wise,
but the serpent is wiser. A sober son of
the Prophet will do as I say.”

Auda Din was silent, trying to find
some explanation, some motive for the
offer. He was an expert in the Eastern
art of oblique thought. As he pondered,
the drone of voices, the rattle of gharries,
and the ghostly padding of feet tram-
pling the dust outside blended in a drowsy
hum. Try as he would, Auda Din could
not penetrate the man'’s true object.

At last he spoke abruptly. "I could
cheat you if I wished. You have no safe-
guard.”

There was a sort of mocking amuse-
ment in the man’s eyes. "I read men’s
souls,” he said. ““You, of all, would never
destroy the fruitful. If you cheat me, I
shall bring no more bottles. Then you
would lose what is your lifeblood—
money.”

“Tear-bottles are cheaper than melons.
I could obtain them anywhere.”

“True. But buyers are hard to find.”
The man said this so meaningly that Auda
Din’s suspicions were confirmed. There
was something unlawful behind the af-
fair. But so long as he knew nothing, he
was safe.

“Whar is your name?”’

“Call me Hussein.”

“Hussein, I will take them.”

“As I told you,” said the man, “in a
few days I will call again, and bring
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more.” He touched his forehead and
walked out of the shop.

THE moment Hussein had vanished in
the bazar, the old man picked up one
of the bottles. With trembling, curious
fingers, he pulled at the stone stopper,
worked it loose, and tilted the bottle into
his hand. A small stream of some gray-
ish-white mixture trickled on to his palm.

Immediately his groping mind saw
light. He was handling hasheesh, the
drug so alluring that its early devotees
formed a religion in its honor.

Very shakily he poured the mixture
back and replaced the stopper. Visions
of the gendarmerie and prison arose be-
fore him. Under Turkish rule, the drug
traffic had been open, untaxed, a thing
of public trade. But since the war, strict
rules and merciless punishment had been
prescribed to check a vice that made
men’s minds become wild and hortible.

Then the hot pricking of fear gave
place to the clamor of greed. Every bot-
tle meant a profit of fifty piastres. How
could he be suspected? For forty years
he had traded here, selling all kinds of
silver and curios, and many people came
to buy. The man called Hussein must
have found himself being watched by the
gendarmerie, and devised this plan for
supplying his clients. ‘

Old Auda Din chuckled and locked
the bottles in a cupboard. The spirit of
gain was warming his veins.

Scarcely an hour had passed before the
first bottle was sold. The customer was
a Persian scribe. He paid a hundred pi-
astres without 2 murmur, and went his
way. Auda Din almost crooned with de-
light. When, within two days, he had
sold twelve tear-bottles, he began to com-
mune with himself. Hussein was in his
power. If he chose to take seventy-five
piastres out of every hundred, the man
could get no redress.
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“Allab il Allab,” murmured the old
merchant, feeling that life was good.

Eight more tear-bottles went on the
third day. Not one of the purchasers com-
plained of the price asked. They all
showed an abandoned eagerness to buy
that made Auda Din rub his claw-like
hands. Victims so deep in the clutches
of the drug might pay two hundred,
three hundred piastres to satisfy their
relentless craving.

A visit from Muchaidie Nafa crowned
his gloating delight. The wealthy palm-
owner smoked a nargileh with him, drank
coffee, and in a long, tortuous conversa-
tion made it known that he would add
another hundred Jira on his price for
Nouveya, providing she were transferred
to him at once.

The sad-eyed girl was brought down.
Auda Din, scrupulously careful of her
yashmak, waved her toward her future
husband.

“My beloved, see how you are hon-
ored. Muchaidie Nafa says he can not
wait any longer. Without you, he will
die of love.”

Nouveya made no answer. She was
trembling like some forlorn and fright-
ened child. All the little stone bottles
in her father’s shop could not have held
the tears she had shed. The fat Muchai-
die Nafa licked his lips at the sight of her.
Her silence and her loathing did not
worry him. He knew how to overcome
feeble girls—as his other wives could
prove to their sighing selves, in the prison
of the harem.

So the marriage was fixed for the fol-
lowing month, and Nouveya went back
to her room, and because she could weep
no more, lay in a kind of stupor upon the
quilted ottoman. From her window that
night she watched the dull orange of the
sky give place to blackness, saw the white
moon rise up and shine over the distant,
feathery palms and the silver bosom of
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the Shatt el Arab. The gliding dhows
sailed there as pale-winged birds, bring-
ing thoughts of Ibu Seyyed. Five school
years in Baghdad had taught her the daz-
zling glory of love and freedom. With
Ibu Seyyed, she could have had both. Like
her, he was young and modern, believing
that in one wife alone could a man find
true happiness.

For a while, a pitiful rebellion against
Fate stirred her pulses. But instinct re-
asserted itself. Her father had decided,
and there could be no appeal. The little
time left to her must be spent in think-
ing of her beloved Ibu Seyyed and watch-
ing the freedom of the world that never
could be hers.

While odd jackals wailed, and the
moon climbed through the velvet of the
sky, her dusky eyes stared yearningly
through the window. All night she stood,
until the pearl and rose of dawn stole
out, and the muezzin’s reedy cry echoed
from the mosque. Then she turned away,
trying to sleep and forget.

UDA DIN looked up from his work.

The man called Hussein was enter-
ing the doorway. He carried the basket
of plaited straw, and by the look of its
bulging sides, it was full.

“There have been buyers,” he said,
without preamble.

“True.” The old man took a small
book from the folds of his abba. *““Here
is the tally. I have sold twenty tear-bot-
tles.”

“Then my share will be a thousand
piastres,” said Hussein.

“Yes, a thousand piastres.” Auda Din
counted out the money slowly and handed
it over.

“And now,” he resumed, “let us talk
of the days to come. From this hour on-
ward, my share must be seventy-five pi-
astres.

“Son of a jackal! Thieving, skinny old
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buzzard!” The man called Hussein ad-
vanced on him fiercely. “Not for nothing
are you called the maggot of Ashar' Fif-
ty piastres will I have, or

Old Auda Din raised one hand. He
was frightened, but greed steeled his
nerve. “‘Seventy-five piastres,” he re-
peated.

“No, thieving scavenger!”

“Yes, %on of profanity. You dare not
refuse.” Auda Din gave the ghost of a
leer. “You dare not refuse.”

The man called Hussein seemed to re-
cover his composure. He showed his
white teeth in a laugh. “Let it be so.
You're bargaining is keener than the sting
of a scorpion.”

“Because there are many risks.” For
a moment Auda Din actually thought of
them, and his wizened frame shook as
with ague.

“Without risks, there is no good
trade,” said Hussein. He undid his bas-
ket and dpped out the second load of
tear-bottles. ““There is one warning I
will give. Your share shall not grow be-
yond seventy-five piastres.”

“No man can foretell the morrow,”
said Auda Din. Though he had won, he
felt a kind of nervous apprehension.
There was something in Hussein’s manner
he could not understand. It was a sort of
mocking amusement, and it filled the old
man with vague discomfort.

But five minutes later he had forgotten
his fears, in the exquisite pleasure of sell-
ing two more tear-bottles. The customer
was a gaunt and singularly clean Arab—
probably a Bahrein pearl-diver, thought
Auda Din. He noted the twitching hands
as they grasped the two bottles, the
hungry, yellow light in the staring eyes.

As the customer hurried out through
the doorway he collided with a passing
pedestrian. One of his precious bottles
fell on the slab of stone that did duty for
a step.
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Came a muttered apology from the pe-
destrian. It was Ibu Seyyed. He stooped
to pick up the bottle, It had split in two,
and between its cracked edges trickled a
grayish-white mixcure.

Ibu Seyyed, his eyes narrowed curi-
ously, turned to offer it to its owner:
Then he stared in as much surprize as
an impassive Arab can show. The pearl-
diver was dashing away through the bazar
like a startled gazelle.

Ibu Seyyed looked again ar the broken
tear-bottle. He sniffed the grayish-white
mixture, touched it with the tip of his
finger, took a delicate taste. Suddenly he
stiffened. His dlear eyes stared straight at
Auda Din.

“Begone!” cried the old man shrilly.
Yer he could not quite hide the panic
that made him pluck at his beard. A tinge
of yellow had crept into his leathery skin.

Ibu Seyyed said nothing. He stood
there motionless, like 2 hawk poised to
strike. And the old man knew. The si-
lence frightened him more than any
words. Beads of moisture oozed out on
his . cheeks. His skinny hands writhed
together.

At last Tbu Seyyed stirred. “Kismet is
kind. Had I not been passing " He.
broke off and held up the bottle. "“There
is much profit in hasheesh, Auda Din.”

“May Shaitan strike you for a liar!”
The shrill voice trembled, dropped to a
mumble. “That is not hasheesh. It
is

Ibu Seyyed’'s cold laugh silenced him.
“Auda Din, those who travel are seldom
fools. Have I not sailed to all ports in
the Gulf, to black Muscat, even to the
sweating loneliness of Aden? If I can
not tell the look and taste of hasheesh,
then I am an unborn child. Doubtless
you have other harmless tear- bottles Let
me see them.”

“There are none,

licking his dry lips.

» snarled Auda Din,
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“Belief will come with the proof,” Ibu
Seyyed half turned, looking down the nar-
row bazar passage. "“There is a rais of the
gendarmerie outside Mustapha Ali’s shop.
I will call him.”

“Ibu Seyyed! Ibu Seyyed!” Auda Din
tottered forward, seized a fold of his
burnous. I am an old man, and i

“"Let me see the tear-bottles.”

Auda Din shuffled to the cupboard, un-
locked it and produced his store. The
watching Ibu Seyyed nodded, his mouth
a narrow line.

“The new law has a fine of ten thous-
and piastres for this, and a prison term of
three years. Prison work makes even
young bones ache, Auda Din."”

“But I did not know!” protested the
old man wildly. “I am innocent.”

“Shriveled old liar, be silent! I say
you knew, and the law will have no
mercy.”

Auda Din shivered, drawing his abba
about him as if against sudden cold. “"You
will say nothing? Ibu Seyyed, I am very
old. You wish me no harm?”

The young dhow-owner stared at him.
His eyes were like points of steel.

Auda Din leaned against the wall, his
head bent. He was broken. Prospect of
imprisonment he might have faced. But
the thought of losing ten thousand pia-
stres held the bitterness of death. He
would never recover from the ceaseless,
cankering regret.

. From outside, the drone of business
drifted into the hot silence of the shop.
He heard the cries of the sweetmeat
vendors, the haggling voices of traders,
the dull chant of a Kurdish labor squad
as they unloaded pots from a grunting
camel. It came to the trembling Auda
Din that these were the sweetest sounds
in the world—the music of trade. In
prison, the beating pulse of the market
would be dead to his ears. Besides, what
would happen to his shop? Other silver-
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smiths would gain the trade that should
be his.

“Ibu Seyyed,” he said suddenly, “‘you
love Nouveya. Would you send her fa-
ther to prison?”’

“Give Nouveya to me, and you are
safe.”

“But she is promised to Muchaidie
Nafa.”

“As you are a liar, another broken
promise matters little.” Ibu Seyyed took
a step forward, towering over the old
man. “"Will you give her to me or shall
I call the gendarmerie?”

Auda Din tried to read hope in those
flashing eyes, but there was none. Quite
abruptly he raised his palsied hands.

“Eternal fires burn you! Take her.”

THE warm breeze that ripens the dates
was sighing gently across the gulf.
It stirred the water into tiny blue ripples,
played with the palms fringing the shin-
ing whiteness of Mubammerah, and sent
Ibu Seyyed's dhow gliding toward the
coast like a sea-bird. The one great sail
was a graceful, quivering curve.

At the tiller stood Ibu Seyyed, boyish
in his utter happiness. One eye he kept
on the steering, and one on Nouveya,
who was leaning over the side of the
dhow. Passage of the sunny minutes
seemed almost to frighten her. The ec-
stasy of life was so short. Now and again
she turned to look at Ibu Seyyed, with a
fluttering movement, as if afraid that re-
ality might escape her. The smile on her
parted lips held enchantment.

Presently they reached the coast. Ibu
Seyyed bad come to pick up his mate,
who had sailed to Muhammerah in an-
other trading dhow. As they brushed up
against the low quay, a tall man rose from
a coil of rope and called out gayly. The
next moment he had vaulted lightly
aboard.

“This is my mate,” said Ibu Seyyed,
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and Nouveya smiled at the tall man, who
was touching his forehead.

“T have met your father.” There was
a twinkle in the mate’s brown eyes. "No
doubt he will ever remember a stranger
named Hussein. We traded together, in
flour and gray sand.”

Nouveya stared at him in pretty won-
derment. Ibu Seyyed broke into a huge
laugh.

“Yes, flour and gray sand, beloved.
But for that magic mixture, and the
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kindness of many friends, the sun would
not be shining for us today. Remember,
rose of my dreams, to look upon my mate
as the giver of our happiness.”

The man called Hussein clicked his
fingers. "It was nothing,” he said, in his
jocular way. “You planned, I acted—no
more.”” He touched Nouveya's arm
gently. “Behold in your husband a great
man, and be glad. You have a future
paved with success.”

“I have something greater than that,”
said Nouveya softly, “I have love.”

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 [ava and a bold
attempt to steal a plantation.

ILLEN gazed in horror at the dead
man lying beside him. He knew
that he had been very drunk the

night before, but he had no recollection
of having killed 2 man. He was still
groggy from his night of carousing. His
head was spinning round and round. His
mouth felt as though he had been de-
vouring alligators. He struggled to free
his memory from the fog in which the
rotgut liquor had left it. The morning
was intensely hot. Not a breath of air
came in through the window, which was
half obscured by a matting curtain.
Gillen felt old beyond reason. He felt
as though the weight of the world were
bearing down upon him. He was no
Atlas. He groaned in anguish. Then once
more he gazed at the body beside him.
There was a fiendish grin on the man’s

face. His hands seemed to be clawing at
the air. There was dried blood on his
throat.

“Swell little comrade,” muttered Gil-
len hoarsely.

Then he rose to his feet and staggered
to the window. He tried to get a breath
of air. But the window opened on an
alley in which heaps of garbage and other
refuse was piled. Occasionally a China-
man crept along the mangy road, the pat-
ter of his footsteps dying away in the dis-
tance. It was a morning of horror. The
sky was a yellow-copper. It was inflamed
with heat and blood. Perhaps that day
was to be the last of earth. The blood-
burning sun had decided to blot out all
human life so that the world might be
purged of all morbid things.

Gillen felt as though his tongue was on
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“He tossed him beadlong into the
boiling lava of the volcano.”

fire. It was parched and blackened. He'd
have sold his soul for a drink if he had
not already done so. He craved for
water, which he had not tasted for weeks.
He had drunk everything but shellac, but
water he had spurned. Now he desired
water more than anything else.
Gradually, as he stood by the window,
it dawned upon him where he was. He
was in the hotel of Shack Gunga in Singa-
pote, one of the most ill-reputed hostel-
ries in the world. It stood in Singapore,
“the cross-roads of the world,” so thart
all the scoundrels of the Orient might the
more readily find it out. Occasionally
decent people, men of wealth, took rooms
0.5.—-7
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at the hotel, but they seldom stayed for
long and they never were rich when they
left it. The halls of the hotel were swarm-
ing with scoundrels by night. By day they
were almost equally as dangerous.
Gillen had arrived at the hotel only
the night before. With.a party of sight-
seers he had been visiting the underworld
of Singapore. He knew nobody in the
crowd but he had gone along because
he was bored with existence and in search
of a thrill. In the course of the evening
he had become maudlin drunk and insist-
ed upon weeping on the shoulder of a
young, well-dressed bur crafty-looking
Englishman who was a product of Lime-
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house but bought his clothes in Bond
Street. Now this Englishman’s name was
Barry Gair and he was rather pleased that
his shoulder was bandy for Gillen to
weep upon. He was in search that night
in the maze-like streets of Singapore for
a stranger whom he could bend to his
own wishes. Gillen considerably lessened
his dilemma. Later he had suggested to
Gillen that they desert the party and go
off somewhere to sleep. In Gillen's re-
morseful state it had not been hard to
persuade him that sleep was the supreme
thing he needed. Nor did he question
where Barry Gair led him.

“All women are the same,” he mur-
mured, “and all beds. I'll leave every-
thing to you. You find the hut an’ I'll
do the sleepin’.” ,

Barry Gair was in a delectable humor
as he led his boon companion to the sin-
ister house of Shack Gunga. Shack met
them ac the doos, a rather greasy, smug,
fawning type of individual, with a weak
mouth, no chin, theumy eyes and a con-
stant smirking expression. It would have
been hard to guess his nationality, but
evidently his mother had no pride of race.

“Give us a room where we can be
alone,” said Barry Gair. “Tonight we are
in luck. This guy is so stupefied he hasn’t
the mentality left of a two-year-old.
Bring us a few more drinks and make "em
strong. Don’t want him to wake up too
soon.”’

All this was said in an undertone as
Gillen lurched ahead of them down the
hall. He was singing a rowdy song:

“Oh, West is West 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 it!

A frail from the smug and dreary West
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’tre no damn use in Singapore,
They don't kdow how to hell-it.”
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That had been last night. And now it
was morning, a boiling blazing morning.
Gillen was quite alone with -a corpse for
company.

He leaned over and gazed at the dead
man’s face. Then he shook his head
wearily. His mind wasn’t functioning
properly. It needed the carbon removed
even though he felt as though the motor
was whirring dizzily. As he studied the
face there seemed something oddly fa-
miliar about it. He had not been with
the man the night before. That he knew.
Nor had he ever passed an evening in
his company.

Then he began to wonder. A few
weeks before, in the Evans House in
Singapore, during the heat of the night,
a stranger had entered his room and
rifled his pockets. He awakened too late
to get the man but he had pursued him
out into the hall, where a feeble hall light
burned. For 2 moment he had caught a
glimpse of the man’s face as he sped
down the stairs.. It had been a fleeting
glimpse, but now he was almost certain
it was the same fellow who now lay dead
before him. He smiled viciously.

“At least,” he snarled, “that prevents
me from killing him.”

Gillen that night had been robbed of
every cent he had in the world. He was
stranded in Singapore, a wrecked ship
like thousands of others cast upon the
beach of Singapore. Since that time he
had worked intermittently, sometimes as
a stevedore on the docks, sometimes as a
dish-washer. Once after a particularly
heavy spree he had sat in the filth and
dust of the road and whined like a beg-
gar until he had collected enough coins
to return to the saloon. After he had
been robbed, his descent had been swift
and rapid. The atmosphere of Singapore
is a great incentive to vagabondage. Dur-

ing that period he had gone under an as-
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sumed name, for reasons known only to
himself.

Now as he thought all this over, he
laughed shortly. Even though the man
had been 2 dirty thief, that did not help
any in Gillen’s dilemma. He was dead
nevertheless. And even though dead men
as a rule tell no tales they have neverthe-
less a most provoking way of telling
enough in their own mute way to get a
man into trouble. The fact of their death
is most eloquent. It is sufficient argument
to thrust many a man into solitary con-
finement and worse. It has a greater ef-
fect on a judge than the most eloquent
plea of a district attorney.

ILLEN scratched his head. What was
he to do? If he left the room would
he be taken into custody? Might there
even now be an officer outside that doot
waiting for him to emerge that he might
place him under arrest? And always there
was the greatest puzzle of all. How had
that corpse gotten into the room? He
‘was positive that he had not committed
the murder. His brain was gradually
clearing. He was more than certain that
he and Barry Gair had been alone in the
room the night before. This line of rea-
soning led to another question. Where
was Barry Gair now?

Even as the question came to him, there
came a loud knocking at the door. Gil-
len glanced furtively about the room.
Self-preservation is an ingrained trait. It
is almost an involuntary action. He was
searching for somewhere to hide the body.
Even though he was guilty of no crime
his attitude, had he been observed, would
have been the surest evidence of crime.
But the room was an absolute square. It
contained not even a dark corner. The
blazing sunlight streaming in through the

window lightened everything until the

white walls were dazzling. The only fur-

niture in the room was two chairs and a_

387

very low bed which was only about five
inches above the floor. One could not
have hidden the body of any one under
that bed, not even a midget.

Once more there came that banging on
the door, and a voice yelled, “Come on;
open the door!”

Gillen walked slowly across the room.
He might as well let his visitor in. If the
man continued bellowing he’d have half
the population of Singapore about the
place, and that was a form of notoriety
Gillen was not seeking. To his dismay
he found that the door was locked and
the key was on his side. He was locked
alone in a room with a corpse and he
had the key on his side of the lock. The
evidence was piling up against him. Of
course it would have been quite easy for
a murderer to have escaped from the room
through the window but Gillen did not
think of that at the momeant.

Once more the pounding and scream-
ing began.

With an oath, Gillen nirned the key
and threw open the door.

“What the devil’s the matter with
you?” he cried. He decdided it was best to
assume an air of bravado.

On the threshold stood Shack Gunga
bowing and smitking in his usual snake-
like manner.

“Good morning,” he said, “but a trifle
hot even for Singapore.”

Then he threw up his hands in feigned
horror as he beheld the stark body lying
on the bed.

His face seemed mottled with anger as
he walked over and seized Gillen by the
shoulders. *““You have killed him!” he
shrieked. ““You have killed a man in my
refined house!”

“Shut up!” cried Gillen. “I've killed
nobody.”

Shack Gunga shook with fury. “Well,
you haven’t done him any good! A mur-
der in my establishment! This is awful!
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What shall 1 do?”
to moan.

At that Gillen’s nerves went all to
pieces and his arm shot out and landed
on Shack Gunga’s jaw. It was not a par-
ticularly hard blow but sufficient to top-
ple him off his feet. Shack Gunga lay
on the floor rubbing his chin. At least
for the moment he was speechless. In-
stantly Gillen had sprung upon him and
seized his throat.

“That’s just a sample of the little show
I've got in store for you,” he said crisply.
“If you utter one more moan I'm going
to take you apart. If I did I'd be confer-
ring a favor on Singapore. You're a rat
and a hypocrite. You know a whole lot
more about this murder than you are
letting on. Now come across and come
clean. Out with the whole story. What's
the idea?”

Shack Gunga commenced to gurgle and
splucter. He was tongue-tied with fear.
He was known in Singapore as a power-
ful, sinister character who was fearless.
He was fearless when he had a gang of
his followers with him. Shack Gunga
never did any of his fighting personally.
He usually delegated the task to a lieu-
tepant.

“Come on!” cried Gillen. “Speak up!
If you can’t find words, perhaps 1 can
shake them out of you.”

“I don’t know nothing,” Shack Gunga
managed to gasp at last.

At that moment, Gillen knew that
somebody had entered the room and was
standing over him. He glanced up quick-
ly into the smiling face of Barry Gair.
Well-groomed, clean-shaven, debonait,
Gair stood and gazed down on his com-
panion of the night before and chuckled
amiably.

“You’re an amusing chap,”” he drawled.
"But you are making yourself rather ri-
diculous. You can kill Shack Gunga if

And he commenced
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you like, of course much to his discomh-
ture, but I assure you that he knows noth-
ing about what happened in this room last
night. It is too hot to bother killing any
more people on such a sunlit morning.”
Gillen leaped to his feet and faced Bar-
ry Gair.
“Do you mean by that,”
“that I killed this fellow?”
Barry Gair lighted a cigarette carelessly
before he answered. Then he said, *“What
else would you call it? He's dead, isn’t
he? 1If he isn’t, he’s a darn good actor.”
At this point Shack Gunga broke into
the conversation. He had somewhat re-
covered from his hysteria now that rein-
forcements had come.

he cried,

“Oh, my house! my house!” he cried.
“my trade will be ruined!”

“Your face will be ruined too,”
growled Gillen, “unless you keep your
trap shut. If I were you, for my health’s
sake, I'd sneak out of here and hold my
damned tongue until talking was not ta-
boo. Everybody keeps insisting that I've
killed a man. And it might as well be
two.”

As Gillen spoke he took a step toward
Shack Gunga, who wisely decided to with-
draw. He smiled to himself as he did
so. He was rather proud of himself as an
actor. He was sure that Barry Gair would
be satisfied with his performance. Shack
Gunga was possessed of no little ability
in various directions. He could play sun-
dry parts at a moment’s notice. That is
why his talents were so frequently in de-
mand by the underworld of Singapore.
He rubbed his chin, which still pained
him from the force of Gillen's blow. He
imagined that one of his teeth had be-
come loosened. Some day Gillen must
pay for that blow. Gillen was a disgust-
ing character. Shack Gunga was rather
annoyed with Barry Gair for having taken
up with such a scoundrel.
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MEANWHILF. Barry Gair walked across
the room and locked the door.
Then he went over to the dead man and
rifled his pockets with a speed and sure-
ness that suggested he was an adept at the
trade.

“This guy won’t need this stuff any
more,” he said; “so I may as well take it
since there is no one else in the vicinity
who has a better claim. I guess you
wouldn’t want it, because if you were
found with these papers in your posses-
sion, it might be just the evidence that is
needed to convict you. As it is, you're in
a most precarious position. Justice in
Singapore seldom strikes, it’s usually too
busy, but when it does it is sure and swift.
I may as well tell you that that guy you
carved up so nicely was a rather good
friend of mine. In happier moments he
was more pleasing in appearance. His ex-
pression was less awesome. Last evening
I met him in the lobby of the hotel, where
I had gone to get some cigarettes. I in-
vited him to our room. God, but you
were drunk! He wasn’t with us half an
hour before you were engaged in an argu-
ment. Decent fellow, too. I can’t under-
stand why you two couldn’t get along. I
left the room for awhile to see if I
couldn’t get a cot put in the room for him
to sleep on, for he’d had a trifle too much
to drink also. When I returned he was
dead, and you were bending over him,
laughing. At first I was going to inform
the police. Then I decided I wouldn’t.
You were a pal of mine and perhaps the
assault had not been unprovoked. Be-
sides, after a guy has lived long in the
East, he doesn’t look on unpremeditated
murder as such a heinous crime. Some-
times it's 2 worse crime to permit a guy to
go on living. Now I can save you if you
want me to. Or if you prefer a dirty,
boiling jail, you can have it. The decision
is yours.”

“It won’t take me long to make up my
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mind,” declated Gillen. "Help me out.
But what I don’t understand is why I have
no recollection of the murder or even a
fight. Where did I get the knife? And
why after living all these years a reason-
ably sane life do I suddenly become a
raging maniac? Furthermore, why am I
so calm now?”

“That’'s much too many riddles for me
to answer on such a hot morning,”
yawned Barry Gair. “If I could read
your mind, there wouldn’t have been any
crime. The heat of the Orient affects men
in mighty peculiar ways. Also, don’t for-
get, you'd been drinking some pretty vile
liquor. Anyway, speculating on the mat-
ter won't get us anywhere. It will certain-
ly not get you to safety. Understand that
by helping you escape I'm putting a noose
around my own neck—sort of an acces-
sory to the crime—but I'll take the risk if
you'll help me out, too.”

“What's the matter?” demanded Gil-
len suddenly. “You got somebody else
you want murdered?”’

"I should say not,” was the quick reply.
“But I'm not going to discuss my affairs
here. It's too dangerous. Suppose the
police should be tipped off that a crime
has been committed at this hotel, We've
got to clear out. Needn’t worry about the
body. Shack Gunga will attend to that.
He runs a respectable house, but occasion-
ally a corpse or two is discovered in the
rooms which he manages to dispose of
surreptitiously. I do not know why yon
body should cause him any great mental
anguish. What we've got to do first is to
go to some clothing store and get you
rigged out in decent clothes. Those you've
got on are rather the worse for wear.
There may even be a bit of blood on
them. A shave, too, would not be amiss.”

wo hours later they sat in a tea-house
in one of the better sections of the
city, eating rice cakes and drinking tea
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1n a most affable manner. The metamos--

phosis in Gillea was complete. He looked

like a prosperous businessman touring the.

Orient. His ready-made suit fitted him
well and was of excellent material. Even
though it was not as good as the suit of
Barry Gair, which had come from Bend
Street, it was adequate.

At that hour the tea-room was almost
deserted and there was no one sitting
near them, so they were able to talk with-
out fear. They sat near an open window
which opened on to one of the main
streets of Singapore. The noise and clamor
of the street was not unpleasant.
Here was one of the main arteries of the
East, and the blood of life was pulsing
through it.

“Now,” said Gillen at last, putting
down his cup, *'since we have drunk.our

tea and munched our rice cakes, I wish.

you would acquaint me with the vast du-
ties I must perform in payment for my
freedom.” There was a half-hidden sneer
in his tone but Barry Gair preferred not
to notice it.

“Things are not nearly so bad as you
suggest,” he said slowly. “Already you
are. washed and clothed like a gentleman.
To judge by your comfortable attitude, I
do not think you have found this a hard-
ship. The progress of my plan I believe
you will find even less arduous. To begin
with, let me inform you that I am in
charge of a wvast rubber, tea and coffee
plantation in Weltevreden, which as you
no doubt know is in Java. For the past
few weeks 1 have been in Singapore for
two reasons. The first and most impor-

“tant was to get a much-needed rest. The
second was to try and locate the where-
abouts of Frederich Hulig, who has re-
cently inherited the plantation of which
I am in charge. His uncle, Otto, died
some months ago leaving the vast estate
to the nephew whom he had never seen,
with the proviso that the plantation was
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to be kept going intact as long as the
nephew lived.”

“All this 1s very interesting,” declared
Gillen, “but rather beside the point. I
can not see where I enter into the matter.
What concern 1s it of mine?”

“Much,” said Barry Gair shortly. “It
might interest you to know that the man
you murdered was Frederich Hulig, who
was en route to claim his inheritance in
Weltevreden. It is assumed that he lin-
gered rather too long in Singapore to
carouse. Had he gone onward at once to
Java, he might still be alive. But of this
enough; the bad feature of the matter is
that now under the terms of the will the
plantation may be sold or divided. If
either is done, I lose a rather lucrative
position as foreman. To hold the place
intact, Frederich Hulig must arrive safely
in Java.”

“How can he,” asked Gillen curtly,
“if he's dead?”

“You've got to impersonate him!”
Barry Gair leaned across the table and.
gazed into Gillen's eyes. “I will not lose
everything because of you.”

“Nice,” said Gillen grimly. “You are
a swell lirtle playmate.”

“Don’t complain,” snarled Barry Gair.
“I'm offering to get you out of a rotten
predicament. I am offering you wealth
and freedom instead of a cell, possibly
death. You should be thankful for my
interest. Nor can you blame me for re-
fusing to be willing to sacrifice a position
of power that I have fought hard to at-
tain. After all, is there anything so hard
about what I am suggesting? Nobody in
Java knows Frederich Hulig. He has never
been to the island. You are violating no
sacred trust when you impersonate-him;
on the contraty you may do a vast deal of
good by keeping hundreds of people in
employment. The papers which I drew
from the body of Frederich Hulig are suf-
ficient for your identification. It will not
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be hard to prove your claim, especially
with my help, for I am in many respects
the head of the estate. Now what do you
say? Are you willing to help me out?
If not you have only one alternative. I'm
not going to risk my neck for you unless
you are ready to do something for me.
One-sided friendships aren’t any good.”

Gillen puffed for a moment on his
cigarette. He glanced absently at the ceil-
ing. At last he looked at Barry Gair and
laughed shortly.

“All right,” said he, “I'll do as you
wish.”

Barry Gair’s expression brightened at
once. "Fine,” he said jubilandy. “TlI
see about our tickets at ance.” The sooner
we get to Java the better. Bear in mind
one thing: for the next few months at
least you are taking orders from me. To-
gether we'll clean up a fortune. We'll
both be kings in Java. This, my boy, is
one of the luckiest moments of my life.
Ditto yours. I need scarcely tell you that
I have implicit confidence in you. I think
‘you are dependable.”

“Quite,” drawled Gillen, “and things
couldn’t be working out more perfectly
even if you'd placed that corpse in the
bed beside me.”

“One more crack like that,” cried Barry
Gair, “and you can go hang!”

“It will not be repeated,” smiled Gil-
len. “From now on we’ll hang to-
gether.”

“That’s better,” said Barry Gair. “‘But
now we've got to be getting along. We
have a lot to do.”

From the tea-house Barry Gair led the
way to one of the better hotels near by
where he had already secuted rooms. It
was the hotel at which he usually stopped
when business brought him to Singapore.

“You'll have to get some more clothes
and other stuff you may need,” said he.
“Of course I'll put the money out for
everything and you can reimburse me
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later. By the way, 1 had almost forgot-
ten: perhaps you have a room somewhere
in town where you have a bit of junk.”
“Not exactly,” replied Gillen: "I'm
like Monte Cristo: ‘The world is mine.’
I can sleep in any street in Asia.”
“"Meaning that you are homeless?”’
“Or that the world is my home, de-
pending on one’s point of view. Since
I've been in Singapore I've met with
business reverses, also thieves. They
both accomplish the same results.”
“Then,” suggested Barry Gair, "'to you
I'm something of a Good Samaritan.”
“Samaritan, maybe,” said Gillen, “but
omit the good. You may be your broth-
er’s keeper, but don’t keep him under
too close watch.”
“I don’t think it will be necessary,”
declared Barry Gair, a trifle pompously.
“As far as I'm concerned,” said Gil-
len, it won't.”

THEY sailed for Java two days later on
one of the express boats from Sin-
gapore which complete the voyage in a
trifle less than forty-eight hours. Little
of adventure happened on the trip. It
was merely a period of pleasant leisure
for which- Gillen was thankful. Barry
Gair spent much of his time acquainting
him with the peculiarities of his new
homeland.

“Although Java is Dutch,” he said,
“"and has been controlled by the Holland-
ers for upward of three hundred years,
almost every one speaks good English
there except the Americans. It is a
strange, uncanny country, weirdly beau--
tiful, blazing hot. Its very air, heavy
with moisture, heat, fever, and perfume,
is worse than a drug. You hate it and
yet you can’t leave it. Old Batavia,
which really means ‘Fair Meadows,” was
settled by the Dutch, who then proceeded
to die off with startling rapidity. The
climate itself was a plague. No one
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could stand it. And the Dutch ships
kept bringing more and more people to
be slaughtered by a climate for which
they were not suited. But men have
never meant anything when the wheels
of progress had to be greased. Blood
has always been an adequate lubricant.
It is amusing how willing we all are to
sacrifice other people’s lives. ‘The recent
war was one of the swellest monuments
to progress that civilization has erected
for some time. No savage of Borneo
could have invented a fight so fiendish.
But perhaps in time when missionaries
have accomplished their purpose he may
be brought up to the white man’s level
of intelligence, cease to kill his enemies
with poison arrows, use poison gas in-
stead. Personally I can’t see much im-
provement in the method, but then I have
never claimed to be a profound philoso-
pher. Anyway I'm getting pretty far
away from Java, so I'll hasten back.

“Today most people live in the new
town of Weltevreden, which lies only a
few miles from Batavia but is of course
more healthful. The plantation is a few
miles beyond that. Don't think our town
is merely a clearing in the wilderness,
for there you will see houses that are al-
most palaces. The Dutch know how to
build homes spacious and comfortable.
The Dutch colonists differ from the Eng-
lish in this respect. They go to Java to
stay, to make their homes. The English
go out for a few years only, always look-
ing forward to getting back to Blighty.
I might add for your instruction that the
city is the ofhicial capital of the Dutch
East Indies, even though the Governor-
General spends most of his time at lovely
Buitenzorg far up in the hills.

“Even though the climate of most of
Java leaves much to be desired, there is
more beauty here than can be found in
any other spot in the world for its size.
Gorgeous, verdant iungle in which a mil-
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lion plants and flowers grow in wild pro-
fusion, marvelous mountains and lovely
sensuous women.  Just wait till you meet
Sumatra Sue, who keeps a sort of hotel
and bar not far from our plantation. She
is as vivid as a dew-splashed red rose but
she has on occasion a temper that would
make a tiger tremble. Her form is di-
vine, the grace of her figure might make
even a sculptor tremble, but no man
would dare to lay a hand upon her. She'd
kill him and gloat over it, kill him with-
out mercy or without regard. Half the
men of Java would crawl to her on their
knees, prostrate themselves in the dust,
become lowly slaves, if by so doing they
could gain her favors, but to my knowl-
edge she cares for no man. Most of
them she despises. I myself would go
through searing flames for her.

“Don’t think from what I have told
you that she is a miserable, unkempt
woman. She is not. She is young,
young and captivating. Her firm young
body is as strong as that of any forest
animal. Her soft slinky movements as
she walks across the room are like those
of a panther. She wears few clothes,
but those she does wear are of excellent
material. What nationality she is, no-
body knows, though she may be French.
Certainly her skin is too white to be a
native. Nobody even knows her full
name. She is called Sumatra Sue. But
it is a question whether she ever lived in
Sumatra. She came to Weltevreden
about seven or eight years ago with her
father, who was known as Big Boag. He

‘opened his hotel and bar and then pro-

ceeded to drink himself into forgetful-
ness. It was a race between insanity and
the grave. Five years later the grave
won, but only by a fraction. After that
Sumatra Sue kept up the bar and made it
prosper. She has a huge negro named
Dike who guards her even though she
professes to fear no man. Then there is
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an old Chinese woman named Lily Morn-
ing who is like a mother to her. Lily is
very old, so old that she has forgotten
her own age, but she often jokingly as-
serts that she remembers when Marco
Polo called on Khublai Khan in old
Cathay. And that, you'll admit, is a good
enough memory for anybody.”

Barry Gair paused for a moment to
light a cigarette.

“I think,” said Gillen, “I'm going to
like it.”

“Of course you will,” agreed Barry
Gair. “Weltevreden beats Singapore all
hollow, even if it isn’t so glamorous and
crowded with humanity. But then
Singapore has nothing to be proud of, for
it usually gets the dregs.”

“At this point,” murmured Gillen, "I
suppose I should take a bow. Your last
remark is, I feel, a veiled allusion to my-
self. It is well, though, to bear this in
mind. Somewhere it has been written
that ‘the largest mountain does not reject
the smallest dust.” Therefore Singapore
should not reject the dregs, since therein
lies much of its glamor and color. We
can not all be mountains. If we could,
the earth would look like a level plain.
Likewise if all women were beautiful
there would be no beauty. Therefore we
should thank the ugly women for beauty,
because it is only by comparison to them
that we are aware of it in others. You
see, I am penniless, a beggar, and there-
fore it is but fiting that I should be some-
what of a philosopher; for truly the most
learned men are never the richest.”

Barry Gair gazed at Gillen in astonish-
ment. “Say,” he said, "I think you're
going to be a whole lot more interesting
than I had at first believed.”

“You are right,” agreed Gillen airily.
“I am a most interesting and likable chap
when you get to know me.”

“Well,” cautioned Barry Gair, “don’t
get too likable. Remember Java is noted
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for its unhealthful climate, and statistics
prove that the most garrulous die the
soonest. Understand I am merely warn-
ing you. Talk as much as you like, but
be careful you do not say anything that
is of any consequence.”

“Don’t worry,” said Gillen, “up till
now I never have. But I may as well tell
you that even though I admit you are in
charge of this expedition or whatever you
call it, you are not going to get far if you
begin by threatening me. It makes me
peevish.  And after all it may be well to
remember that you are pretty talkative
yourself. There is always the possibility
the climate may bave an equally bad ef-
fect upon you. If you are going to nag
me to death, let's dissolve partnership
right now. I've always been more in
favor of death in a big chunk rather than
in lictle bits.  Plunge in the knife if nec-
essary but don’t scratch my ribs with it.
Remember you are not dealing with a
fool now.”

GILLEN’S tone was anything but
friendly, but Barry Gair remained
unruffied. He refused to become angry.
He commenced to think that he had gone
a bit too far and decided to change his
tactics.

“Of course,” said he amiably, “you are
not a fool. If you were, do you think
I'd bother with you at all? Being head
of that plantation isn’t all skittles and
beer. You are going to be up against a
lot of propositions that'd make a squeam-
ish man tremble. The nights, darkness,
jungles, insects. The heat, crushing,,
gnawing, biting into the flesh. It is
truthfully said that one never knows the
teeth of the sun until one has dwelt in
Java. ‘The rainy season. Day after day
of rain. The air filled with scalding
moisture. And love, devastating, pas-
sionate, sensuous. God, the very crees
are full of it! It is breathed forth in the
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perfume of flowers. The air is impreg-
nated with it. It is in the purple evening
sky, and the salmon-splashed sky at dawn.
What need has a man for hashish or
opium, who has lain for an evening un-
der a Java moon? Every girl one meets
seems to have an air of elusive mystery
about her, shining dark eyes, swaying
hips. The Javanese women are small,
almost like beautiful children. Their
skin is of a yellowish hue. Their eyes
are fiery black, though no blacker than
their long strong hair. Thick lips usually
spoil their beauty, though they detract
litle from their sensuous attraction.
Their teeth are pearls, the most renowned
and beautiful teeth in the Orient. They
are mostly of Mohammedan faith, sober,
patient, easily led. Yes, I might even
say, far too easily led. They are of a
child-like faith and simplicity. They love
flowers, music, all chat is colorful.  They
are poor in hatred, rich in love. They
are like people of a fairy-tale. They walk
slowly through the moonlight as though
they can hear the voices of nymphs and
dryads singing in the woodland. I have
all my clothes made for me in Bond
Street. I hate to lose my grip on Eng-
land. Most of my shopping is done by
mail. Always I tell myself that some
day I will go back, but I am lying to my-
self and I know it. Java has got me.
Java has fastened its teeth in my side. It
is a vampire that kills deliciously without
pain. I shall never return to London to
live permanently. If I did I would be
a fool. "What man in his right mind
would exchange Java nights for a2 Lon-
don fog?”

“You forget the fevers,” interjected
Gillen, “The insects, the fevers, the
snakes.”

“What matter,” said Barry Gair wear-

ily, “as long as I have not forgotten the
women?”’
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THEY arrived at Weltevreden in the
evening, and the torrid sun setting
in a yellow liquid sky made everything
appear like the figment of a dream. The
broad, spacious plantation house looked
particularly inviting after the scorching
heat of the day. A few native Javanese
were working listlessly about the floral
garden that grew about the house. They
moved with a slowness that went well
with the humid atmosphere. What mat-
ter time, what use to rush and accom-
plish?  Why haste and to what purpose?
Despite rush, death overtakes a man at
will. His period of life is but a little

journey between two eternities. Why
not strive to enjoy it? So the Javanese
strolled about their tasks, smiled,

breathed deeply of the pungent perfume
of flowers that hung over the country-
side. How different from the nauseat-
ing devastating odors of Canton, and the
fetid ones of Singapore which were
slightly less -intense!

As they entered the cool shade of the
massive hall—a hall so wide that a regi-
ment might easily have gone through
their drill in it—an old man came slouch-
ing toward them. He had a long white
beard and for a moment the thought oc-
curred to Gillen that Santa Claus was
making a tour of the Dutch East Indies.

As the old man, who had a most
jovial expression, came forward, Barry
Gair introduced him. “This,” he said,
“is Papa Campo, one of the most trusted
of all my lieutenants.” He winked at
Gillen as he spoke and slapped the old
fellow on the back. *"Papa Campo is not
as old as you might at first believe. Ev-
erything flourishes in this island paradise
and Papa’s beard has grown like a weed.
He is also very strong. It is rumored
that no man in Asia has such power in
his fingers. It might almost be imagined
that Papa Campo was cut out to be a
strangler.  What say, Papa?”



SCOUNDRELS BY NIGHT

Papa Campo laughed shortly. His
laugh was not quite as pleasant as his ex-
pression.

“I am but a poor old gentleman,” he
said. “I like to doze in the heat of the
afternoon. Do not believe him, master,
when he tells you that these poor hands
are of such mighty strength. I am in-
firm with age. I wish and pray that
good may come to all the world.”

“Good what?” inquired Barry Gair
curtly. “Do you mean, good riddance?
I think possibly that there are certain
people in Seoul who might be interested
in your good wishes.”

At that the smile disappeared from the
face of the old man and his weak fingers
stiffened perceptibly as though there
might have been more than idle sally to
Barry Gair’s assertion.

“Don’t get peeved, Papa,” cautioned

Barry Gair, placing his arm about the old
fellow’s shoulder. “Your secret, if you
have one, is safe with me. 1 wouldn't
go to Seoul or any other town in Korea
if you made me a present of Ceylon. I
don’t like the Koreans’ style in millinery,
for one thing. For another I detest their
elaborate mannerisms. They always walk
down the street as pompously as a king,
as if they are bound on a mission of vast
importance. The impoverished Korean
tries to appear like a potentate. It would
be supremely funny if it were not tragic.
The entire country isn’t going any place
unless it’s to the bow-wows. Anyway,
Papa, even though I've been too busy to
mention it before, this is Frederich Hulig,
your new boss. He's a regular guy. And
to make the introduction mutual, I might
mention to you, Mr. Hulig, not to take
Papa Campo too seriously. He isn’t the
Papa of any one that he admits. I don't
know why any one should call him that
unless it’s his first name. Nor is he a
relative of any person here, least of all
yourself. He is merely one of the nu-
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merous incumbrances which one finds on
every plantation. I found him one day
a few seasons ago wandering along a jun-
gle road. He did not look like a Koreaq,
for he was tar from pompous. But he
had this in common with a native of
Seoul: he wasn't going any place. So I
brought him along with me to the plan-

tation. I thought he might be of use to0
me. But he never has been. He’s just
a dozer.

He walks about all day looking
for charming places to doze. Then he
proceeds to do so. I don’t see how any-
body can use up so much sleep.”

Barry Gair was interrupted by the sud-
den entrance of an aristocratic-looking
old lady. She was handsomely gowned
in black satin with old lace about the
throat of her dress. Despite her age, she
was still extremely handsome. Her beac-
ing was that of a queen. Barry Gair
bowed as she entered.

“Good evening, Mistress,” he said.
“At last I have returned with my mission
fulfilled. This is your nephew whom
you have never met, Frederich Hulig.”
To Gillen, he murmured, “This is your
aunt, your mother’s sister, Mistress
Ewing.”

The old lady came forward and threw
her arms about Gillen’s shoulders and
kissed him on the cheek.

“It is so good to have you here,” she
said. “'The plantation is vast. It needs
a man in authority.” Then she held him
from her. "How like your dear mother
you look!” she sighed. "I have not
seen her since childhood, at least not
since she was eighteen, but you are her
image. I would know you anywhere.”

Barry Gair turned his head away to
hide a smile. The power of imagination
is mighty. Ofttimes it is possible to see
a resemblance when no resemblance exists.

“But now you must be tired and hun-
gry,” the old lady condnued. “Go to
your room. Papa Campo will show you
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the way.
an hour.”

But Papa Campo did not show Gillen
to his room. Barty Gair decided to do
that service himself.

Dinner will be ready in half

HEN they were alone together, be-

hind closed doors, Barry Gair
said, “Let me warn you that Mistress
Ewing is a woman that requires great
care in handling. Although she is old
her mind is ever alert and agile. It is
hard to put anything over on her. If
you make a single slip, she will be sus-
picious at once. The hardest part of your
impersonation is going to be when she
starts questioning you about your mothet
who is her sister.”

“I am not so worried about that,” said
Gillen, “as long as she has not seen her
since she was eighteen. Tl talk a Jot to
her if T have to but I'll tell everything
in a rambling, veiled, vague way. Ap-
parently I'll be very open, almost gar-
rulous, but I won't tell her anything that
it is not good for her to know. Don't
forget that I've got as much at stake as
you, and I'd hate to have anything go
wrong.”

“That's fine,” said Barry Gair jubi-
lantly. “I'm sure I can depend on you,
and I need hardly add that you can de-
pend on me. Papa Campo, too, is re-
liable. He is my most trusted lieuten-
ant. It is fortunate that he has such a
jovial face. Nobody ever suspects him
of being more than the maudlin old lazy
lout that he pretends to be. Now what
I propose doing is to gradually get rid
of the men about the place who are liable
to cause us any trouble and replace them
with men whom Shack Gunga will send
us from Singapore. The future is go-
ing to be mighty pleasant. If it doesn’t
prove to be a bed of roses, at least it is
going to be quite fragrant.”’

While Barry Gair had been speaking,
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Gillen had removed his hat and was
washing and brushing his hair.

“Too bad,” he grumbled, “that in this
enterprise we've got to wash so much.”
And he sang, "'In Java we've got to wash
more and more, than we ever had to wash
in Singapore, but darned if I know what
the deaning’s for &

Gillen paused abruptly in his ablu-
tions, and surveyed himself in the mir-
ror. “Say,” he said, "I am swell-look-
ing. It would be hard to tell me from a
gentleman.  After all it only takes an
ermine cloak to make a king. Remem-
ber that old Chinese 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 Gair laughed heartily. He liked
Gillen’s mood. Everything was going
far more splendidly than he had dared to
hope. It was good to think that he was
now practically master of that entire vast
estate. Of course they’d have to go into
Batavia and see the lawyer, Peter Stelze,
who was the sole executor of Otto Hu-
lig’s will. But there was nothing to wor-
ry about in that direction. Peter Stelze
was a respected man in the community.
He had been Otto Hulig’s greatest friend.
Money meant little to him. He had al-
ways been wealthy. All he desired was
peace, the friendship of his fellow men
and a long black pipe to smoke. Peter
Stelze was the least of their troubles.
Besides, perhaps the most important
thing of all was that Gillen could forge
the signature of Frederich Hulig so well
that it was hard to tell it from the orig-
inal. There had been some letters
among the murdered man’s papers which
had never been posted and now never
would be. Gillen had practised the
signature of Frederich Hulig for hours
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until at last he could sign the name so
perfectly that it would have misled an
expert. Naturally this art of penmanship
relieved Barry Gair of a great worry. It
would enable Gillen to get by and secure
the success of their enterprise.

Barry Gair rubbed his hands together.
It was almost too simple. It didn’t seem
possible that all barriers should fall so
easily before them.

As they walked downstairs to dinner,
Barry Gair said, “You will find many
girls about the place of fascinating beau-
ty, doing the housework and serving.
Otto Hulig loved beautiful women, es-
pecially the doll-like Javanese. He nev-
er married. No single girl appealed to
him. He liked to view them all walking
about his house and garden. Their slow
sensuous movements were pleasurable to
contemplate. Sometimes in the evening
the Javanese beauties sit around beneath
the trees and sing and dance and repeat
countless legends which have been hand-
ed down for generations.”

DINNER that night was all that any
one could wish for. The dining-
room was of immense size, Besides Mis-
tress Ewing and Gillen, Barry Gair and
Papa Campo sat down at the table. Papa
Campo had many privileges on the estate
because of his venerable years.

The dining-room was of vast size and
each one at the table had his own Java-
nese serving-girl to wait upon him. To
Gillen this was particularly alluring.
Each of the girls was dressed in a single
garment, a sort of shawl which was
wound about her body like a tight-fitting
dress, leaving only her tan shoulders and
arms bare. Her sleek, black, glossy hair
was drawn straight back, a severe test for
her somber beauty.

Mistress Ewing was in splendid humor
that night. She smiled benignly on every
one. She was like a stately dowager queen
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bestowing benevolence upon all those
about her. That night she was holding
court and Gillen willingly became one of
her most devoted subjects. It was a priv-
ilege to sit at the same table as that grand
old lady. During the meal she acquainted
him with many plantation details. Cot-
ton and tea were raised in abundance, and
also rubber. In smaller quantities were
cultivated nutmegs, pepper, tobacco, coch-
ineal and coffee.

“Weltevreden,” she said, “is one of
the true garden spots of the world, a veri-
table floral paradise, and our plantation
has been well favored. We have never lost
crops to any measurable extent through
insects or drought. Everything has
seemed to co-operate to insure our success
until recently. Now we are molested oc-
casionally by robbers. Twice Mr. Gair
has been attacked by masked riders when
he was on his way back with the pay-roll
from the bank in Batavia. Several other
plantation owners have reported maraud-
ers about their places. They have all
banded together under Barry Gair’s lead-
ership, and though they have beaten the
jungles for miles around no trace of the
prowlers has been found.”

“That’s odd,” mused Gillen. He looked
directly at Barry Gair, who was gazing
listlessly at his plate as though his
thoughts were miles away. He was not
surprized that Barry Gair had not been
able to capture the bandits. It would
have been strange if he had. Then he
decided he'd throw a bomb, verbally, thar
would rouse Barry Gair from his lethargy.

“From now on,” he said deliberately,
“I'll accompany Mr. Gair, when he goes
to Batavia for the money.”

The statement had its effec. Barry,
Gair almost leapt from his chair.

“What?"”" he cried belligerently. ““You
are going with me?”

“Of course,” replied Gillen, equally
vehement. “"What is wrong with that?”
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Barry Gair mopped his brow with his
handkerchief. He realized that he must
hold his anger in check until Tlater.
“Nothing,” he said finally, “only it
doesn’t look as though you could trust
me.

“Oh, I trust you all right,” was the
reassuring response. ‘Only I think some
one ought to go along to protect you.”

*“That’s an insult!”’

“It is not meant as such,” said Gillen
calmly. “But it is for you to decide.
From now on the pay-roll is going to get
through without hindrance. After all,
this is my plantation, and I'm issuing
orders. I think there is enough work for
both of us. You attend to the men and
crops. I'll handle the business end.”

Barry Gair made as though to speak
but thought better of it. For a moment
silence reigned in the room. Mistress
Ewing gazed from one face to the other.
She sensed antagonism. These two young
men were not going to get along together.
But she admired the spunk of her
nephew. Here was a born leader, a chap
well able to administer the affairs of the
estate. In her own mind she alined her-
self with him. She smiled inwardly.
There were many strange things that
were happening lately in Weltevreden
which she had the feeling would soon
cease. Her nephew would prove even-
tually to be quite a force in Java, at least
in that section of the island that was
bound up so intricately with their lives.

DTER_ that night when Gillen was alone
r with Barry Gair, the latter turned
upon him like an infuriated animal.

“What was the idea,” he cried, “of
assuming such complete authority at sup-
per?”

“Why question me,” asked Gillen curt-
ly. “Am I not the master? Did my uncle
not leave me this plantation?”

“Rot!” snarled Barry Gair. “You are
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just my man Friday. I'm giving orders.
You are the nominal head. You've got a
title. But you're only a figurehead.”

“Sorry we've got to clash again,”
yawned Gillen, “but it can’t be helped.
I'm not Friday nor Thursday. I'm Leap
Year, so watch your step that I don’t
leap at you. You are wrong when you
say I have no power. I am boss. You
made me the owner of this estate. It
was your wish. You bullied me into com-
ing, and now I like it. I've never been
a figurehead and I'm never going to be.
And since we're on the subject I may as
well tell you frankly that I think you are
the bandit of whom all Weltevreden is in
search. Of course you'll never be cap-
tured, since you are the leader of the
searching-party. Now get this! No more
pay-rolls are going to be lost. And I am
going with you, for your own protec-
tion.”

“And who,” asked Barry Gair sulk-
ily, “'is going to protect you?”

“Am I to accept that as an admission
of your guilt?”

“*Accept it for what you want!”

“All right then,” said Gillen, "T'll take
it as a threat. And I won’t be threatened.
You have placed me in power. I shall use
it.. Unless you are more diplomatic in
your treatment of me, I may take drastic
action. What would you do if I fired
you?” :

“I'd kill you!” declared Barry Gair
shortly.

“In that case,” mused Gillen, “'I'd bet-
ter kill you and then fire you. If you want
to get along with me, treat me as an equal.
Then you may get through.”

Barry Gair tried to appear nonchalant
as he lighted a cigarette but his hand
shook immeasurably. He was consumed
with anger. This rebellion on the part of
Gillen was the last thing for which he
had batgained.

“I think,” he said at last, “‘that the
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climate of Java is not going to agree with
you. You may be forced back to Singa-
pore for your health’s sake.”

“You are wrong,” declared Gillen.
“You may have a touch of sun, but I
rather like being a wealthy landowner.
Now I suggest that you reflect calmly
over existing conditions. You can’t ex-
pose me as a charlatan because if you do
you'll lose your own position. To un-
mask me, you must unmask yourself. In
this poker game of life we are two of a
kind—perhaps both deuces. Besides, sup-
pose I were to deny the whole story. I
most emphatically deny that I killed a
man in Singapore. Suppose I denied that
there was a man killed at all? Would
you write to Shack Gunga to mail you the
body? Do you think he’s kept it? These
are merely a few facts which occur to me.
I hate to mention them, but do so merely
to point out that you are dealing with a
brain almost as smart as your own. If you
want to go fifty-fifty with me, all right.
Otherwise I guess you've drawn badly.
You didn’t hold the right cards.”

Abruptly Barry Gair’s manner changed.
He came over and smacked Gillen on the
back. “You're a great guy,” he said,
chuckling. “Guess I'll have to handle you
with gloves. Anyway there is nothing to
be gained by always squabbling. If you
have any grievances, forget them. Let’s
go down to Sumatra Sue’s place and have
a drink. I think you'd be interested in
meeting that girl anyway.”

“Good idea,” said Gillen. "My throat’s
parched and a bit of oiling would do it
no harm.”

So they set off down the road together,
apparently the best of friends. Therefore
it was impossible for Gillen to know that
Barry Gair had not forgotten his griev-
ances and was even then planning the
accidental and sudden demise of his new
master. Gair inwardly cursed himself for
having chosen such a Tartar for his pur-
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poses. With millions of men in Asia, he
had to choose the very one who was ob-
stinate. He did not know what would
happen to the plantation after Gillen was
dead, but he was certain no great benefit
could result to himself with Gillen liv-
ing. It had always been the policy of
Barry Gair to remove any obstacle that
stood in his way, whether living or dead.
He had always managed to appear as a
well-dressed cultured gentleman. But the
people of Weltevreden who welcomed
him enthusiastically into their homes
would have been surprized if they had
known his true nature. There were few
big enterprises engineered by the under-
world of Java in which he did not have
a hand. Now he was playing one of his
greatest games, a game that would put
him in complete possession of the mighty
acres of the Hulig Plantation, only to be
frustrated by Gillen, who had been little
better than a penniless bum when he
found him in Singapore. His inward
rage was colossal. He felt as though it
were destroying him. Its very intensity
was burning him up. He must get drunk.
He must drown his wrath in good liquor.
The oppressive night did not add to his
general condition. Java was a hellhole.
It was no fit place for a white man. The
most famed Javanese plant is the chettik
or upas, the famed legendary poison-tree.
It is a symbol of Java.

“Java,” Barry Gair reflected, “is poi-
son. It destroys everything that comes
within its grasp. A country of more than
five thousand known species of plants,
each one breathing forth a seductive poi-
son.

BEFORE that night had ended, Gillen
had fallen completely under the spell
of Java nights. A lazy moon hung above
the immense treetops, as though med-
itating about the futility of life. The
wind sighed sadly through the huge ferns
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and palms. The night was so still that
even the trembling of a leaf could be
heard. And in the silence there seemed
to be the echo of countless mysterious
noises. Perhaps it was the music of the
flowers crooning to the moon.

But it was not so much the spell of
nature which impressed itself so deeply
into the mind of Gillen that night. Rath-
er was it the strong, vivid beauty of Su-
matra Sue, who stood behind the bar and
served out drinks with the speed and
expediency of a famed barmaid of Lime-
house. But as Gillen watched her it
seemed to him as though she served the
drinks in a very impersonal way. She
nodded to the idlers who .grouped along
the bar, the motley throng of Dutchmen,
Bridshers, half-breeds and beachcombers,
but she scarcely was aware of the presence
of any of them. Her thoughts seemed to
be far away, perhaps off to the famed
mountain chain of Gunung Kendang
which runs from end to end of the island.
A large number of peaks in the moun-
tains are of volcanic origin, still active,
and Sumatra Sue never tired of wander-
ing up there on their crests among the
lava and grotesque formations where all
life has been blotted out and the air is
so laden with the fumes of sulfur and
other gases one can scarcely breathe.
Sometimes in the night she roamed up
there with her famous black protector,
Dike, the native of unknown origin who
was as tall and strong as a giant and yet
as faithful to her as even old Lily Morn-
ing who claimed to have been a friend to
Marco Polo. And there by the weird red
glow of the volcanoes, Sumatra Sue would
dance in wild abandon, her white teeth
gleaming more pearl-like than ever in the
eery glow, her body glowing in the light
of the flames. Dancing, with her, was as
important as eating or sleeping. It was
vital to her existence. It was a means of
escape. Perhaps dancing the world over
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ts popular for that very reason. People
everywhere long to break free from the
monotonous rock whence they were hewn.
So Sumatra Sue would dance until she
fell from sheer exhaustion. In pure
ecstasy she would lie on the ground and
cry and moan. At such moments life was
almost too beautiful to be endurcd. The
everlasting mystery of those vast narural
cauldrons, always in ferment, boiling,
seething. Perhaps even the lava itself had
worked itself up to such a pitch that it
was dancing, secking a means of escape
from the prison of life.

Now as Barry Gair and Gillen entered
the bar room, her expression changed per-
ceptibly. No longer were her thoughts
roaming about the hills. Her eyes dark-
ened. They became almost sullen as she
darted a look toward where Barry Gair
had thrown himself into a chair. He
tapped the table and called for a drink.
One of the native boys brought two whis-
kies to them. Barry Gair gulped his at
a single swallow and ordered more. Gil-
len drank more slowly, the while keeping
his gaze on the glory of Sumatra Sue.
She was dressed in a tight-fitting silken
flaming red costume which emphasized
the beauty of her hair. Her face in the
flickering lamplight was extremely vivid.
Her red lips were like flames. She no-
ticed Gillen’s rapt expression and low-
ered her eyes. She sensed who he was,
because she knew Barry Gair had gone to
Singapore to meet the new owner of the
Hulig Plantation. Nor was she disap-
pointed with her first impression of him.
Gillen was rather handsome in a firm
rugged way. He did not look like a col-
lar *ad’ but there was an attraction about
him that was undeniable. Barry Gair had
overlooked the firmness of his jaw when
he chose him for his enterprise. Gillen
was the type of man who might be easily
led but couldn’t be driven.

Sumatra Sue continued eyeing Gillen,
0.5.—17
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until finally she relinquished her place
at the bar to one of the boys, and walking
over she seated herself at the table with
him. Barry Gair glanced up and smiled.

“It is not often,” said he, “that you
honor us with your company.”

“Do not be too careless with your grat-
itude,” she said shortly, “for there is no
occasion for it. I came to this table not
because of you but in spite of you.”

“Still the same little tigress,” he com-
mented.

“If I really were,” said she, “I'd take
extreme pleasure in cdawing you. It
would be swell to rip your collar and
muss up your clothes.”

“You've already mussed up my life,”
said he, “and deeply wounded my heart
with your sharp eyes. Is not that enough?”

“Quite,” said she. “But aren’t you
going to introduce me?”

“Yes,”” he mumbled. “This is Fredet-
ich Hulig, my new master. I suppose
there is no need to introduce Sumatra
Sue,” he added, turning to Gillen. “In
all the world there is no other like her.”

Gillen gazed into her face and gasped
at her beauty. He could not turn his eyes
away. “1 can quite appreciate that,” he
said.

Sumatra Sue placed her elbows on the
table and cupped her chin in her hands.

“I am rather glad you have come to
Java,” she said. ‘‘Lately things have
grown intolerably monotonous. Mr. Gair
is like the weather in Weltevreden. You
can hardly stand him. And the other men
are little better. The white men in Java
are for the most part a dull or lazy lot.
They like to sit around and smoke and
drink beer. Or else they try their hand
at love. They drool at the lips. Is it the
climate that makes them so disgusting?
For the most part I like the natives best.
They are more free and gentle. They are
seldom treacherous when they are unmo-
lested.”

0.5—8
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“What's that you are shouting, a ser-
mon?” demanded Barry Gair. ,

“If it were,” she replied, “you'd never
recognize it.”’

Now Barry Gair had been drinking
quite 2 lot that day, and since his arrival
at the saloon he had drunk quite a num-
ber of tall whiskies. Added to this, his
anger with Gillen didn’t serve to hold
him in check.

He rose to his feet menacingly and
snatched Sumatra Sue up into his arms.
But before he had time to kiss her, Gil-
len had torn them apart.

“T've wanted to take a wallop at you
for quite awhile,” said Gillen, “‘and this
is as good a time to appease my appetite
as any other.”

As he spoke he let drive a strong right
that clipped Barry Gair on the chin, a
clean knockout. It ended Barry's festiv-
ities for that evening. Gillen rolled the
unconscious form with his foot over into
a coraer where he wouldn’t be stepped
on; not that he particularly cared, but
merely as an act of courtesy.

Then he took Sumatra Sue by the arm.
“Let’s go outside,” he suggested, “where
we can get a breath of air. This place
is stifling.”

SUMATRA SUE led the way to a secluded
comer of the great veranda, where
there was a hammock. And there they
sat side by side for hours, until the very
moon melted into the dawn. Something
wonderful had happened to Gillen that
night. The fascination of the veil of en-
chantment caught him up in its grasp.
Something of the mystery of the forests
surged into his blood. Mechanically his
arm stole around the waist of Sumatta
Sue. She did not protest but nestled close
to him. Then under the spell of the Java
moon he found her lips, lips like crushed
peonies. The perfume of her lips sub-
merged the perfume of the night. Ea-
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chantress, more subtle than the Sirens.
He would never more be free. But what
is freedom? Who wants to be free?
Greater far to be slave to a beautiful
woman, a vivid, gorgeous woman whose
love is a vibrant flame.

In the distance the glare of the volca-
noes occasionally lighted up the sky. Javais
a strange, strange country, a veritable won-
derland of orchids, rhododendrons and
magnolia, of myrtle and teak. Everything
about Java is breath-taking. The superb
reach of the trees towering up to meet the
sun, richly clad with tree-ferns and fungi
and oftentimes crowned with lovely blos-
soms. Here roam in the hush of the night
deer, tigers, rhinoceros, wild swine, croc-
odiles and serpents. A land of wraiths,
grotesque rocks, of fragrance and love.

So the night wore on. Sumatra Sue
closed her eyes in ecstasy. She who had
never cared for any man was now enam-
ored of this stranger, whom she had
known only a few hours. There was noth-
ing strange in their absorption in each
other. If love exists at all, it must be
spontaneous. It is a crushing force, often
devastating at first meeting. It is the one
seed that fails to react violently if it is
cultivated and nourished too tenderly.

But even as love welled up for the first
time in the heart of Sumatra Sue, fear
crept in with it. She knew that the life of
Frederich Hulig was in imminent danger.
Her companion had knocked Barry Gair
senseless. By so doing he had made Java
his debtor, but it was unlikely that Barry
Gair would appreciate the achievement.
She mistrusted Barty Gair. Many suspi-
cious things had happened which pointed
an accusing finger at him. There was the
occasion when a beautiful native girl had
been found strangled in the forest back
of the saloon. Barty Gair had been loiter-
ing about the place in an ugly humor the
night before the discovery. With him
was Papa Campo. Papa Campo was al-
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ways smiling graciously, apparently a
friend to all the world. But Sumatra Sue
did not like the way his long fingers kept
forever moving as though they were ser-
pents reaching for their prey. Once she
had beheld him killing a wild turkey by
choking it to death. And she had watched
his expression, an expression that verged
on madness, as his cruel fingers crushed
the bird's throat. Long after the turkey
was dead, Papa Campo was still clawing
at the poor broken neck. Might it not
have been Papa Campo who strangled
the girl at the request of Barry Gair, who
seldom took part in any brawl? He hated
to soil his hands. She shuddered as she
thought of the bare possibility. And she
was glad thac the mighty Dike, whose
strength was like that of a dozen men,
was constantly near her to guard her from
the slightest danger. Even now, as she
sat in the hammock with Gillen, the mon-
strous black man was crouched beneath
a tree within call, dozing, drowsing, wait-
ing, Dike had the courage and strength
of a giant but he seldom used it like a
traditional giant.

Gillen was amazed at the fund of
knowledge which Sumatra Sue possessed.
Her education had been deep and pro-
found. She had studied life in the raw.
The chapters were not all pretty, but they
were absorbing. Perhaps there is no
school that delves so deeply into life as a
tavern. Its lessons, once learned, can not
be soon forgotten. Sumatra Sue loved
poetry and music. But best of all she
liked to meditate and dream. The greater
part of her life was mystic. Poetry
charmed her; dancing held her entranced.
That vast mountain chain of Gunung
Kendang had cast a veritable spell over
her. She loved the silent valleys wherein
death in the form of noxious gases gasped
up from beneath loosened rocks. Hell it-
self was in those mountains. The con-
stant tremble and roar suggested that na-
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ture was laughing at the puny efforts of
man, man who was unable to live when
his supply of air was withdrawn, depend-
ing entirely on the elements for his mis-
erable life.

The very grimness of those hills fas-
cinated Sumatra Sue, so much like life
they were—a flare in the night, a2 mo-
ment of madness, then eternal blackness
and silence.

Sumatra Sue was a born psychologist.
She could read the faces of men as easily
as she could read a book with large print.
And the stories that thus passed before
her eyes were not pleasant. They had
made her slightly morbid. All her life
she had thirsted for knowledge. She had
studied long hours. She had read every
book of consequence that came within her
grasp. The eternal problem of existence
tortured her. What was it all for? Her
father, Big Boag, had during his life-
time been somewhat of a scholar. He had
won honors at Oxford and lost them in
the South Seas. He had purchased all the
books she desired; besides, he had an
enormous library. For hours in her youth
she had read books that she could not
understand until she was dizzy. Some-
times when she couldn’t comprehend a
thing she went to her father, and after his
satirical explanation she understood it
less.

“When the world was created,” he had
told her, “improper care was taken of it.
Thus parasites sprang up, insects which
multiplied, grew and developed until
they became men. Men constantly fight
Nature. Some day Nature in her wrath
will rise up and rid the world of insects,
the scourge of men. They’'ve been toler-
ated -hundreds of thousands of years, but
they haven’t accomplished anything. The
first man was as fine morally as our great-
est scholars. The world was better off
when only trees and flowers grew upon
it. At least trees do not make war on one
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another, nor are flowers sufficiently civ-
ilized to slay their neighbors.”

With  such philosophy constantly
drummed into her ears it is no wonder
that Sumatra Sue developed an intellect
far beyond her years and grew to despise
men. Then Gillen had come along, and
at once all her anathema for men was
swept away. Here was love at last that
swept aside inhibitions and dislikes, here
was love that transcended every other
thing. Here was the riddle of existence
explained at last. She had been created
for this moment. Her eyes were glow-
ing with a strange fire; her lips moved as
though in prayer as she lifted her face to
his in complete surrender.

IT was not until lunchtime of the fol-
lowing day that Gillen mer Barry Gair
again. They were in the dining-room
before Mistress Ewing had appeared.

As Barry Gair noticed Gillen, he
rubbed his jaw and smiled.

“My word,” he said affably, “but you
gave me an awful wallop!”

“I had to,” said Gillen. ““You were
frightfully drunk. You insulted Suma-
tra Sue.”

Barry Gair’s lip curled slightly as
though with contempt.

“It seems to me,” he said, “that you're
taking quite an intérest in that girl.”

“I am,” agreed Gillen curtly. T in-
tend to marry her.”

“Have you ‘mentioned the fact to the
lady?”

“I certainly have,” replied Gillen,
“and she agrees with me.”

Barry Gair paled slightly. No use
telling Gillen that he had hoped to marry
Sumatra Sue himself, that he cared as
much for her in a sensuous way as he
could care for any woman. What was
wrong with him? He seemed to be
making a mess of everything. Momen-
tarily his hatred for Gillen was growing.
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The carth was too small to hold them
both much longer. But he must be
careful. His plans must not be suspected.

“Congratulations then,” he said cor-
dially. “And for last night I am sorry.
You did exaaly the right thing. Had I
been in your place, to sock like that
would have given me considerable
pleasure.”

“I assure you,” drawled Gillen, “that
it did.”

The conversation was interrupted by
the sudden entrance of Mistress Ewing,
smiling, gracious, looking more queenly
than ever. She swept into the room, ar-
rayed as usual in a black silk gown.
Papa Campo was in her wake.

“I am hungry enough to eat an alliga-
tor,” he chuckled.

“If you did,” declared Barry Gair, it
certainly would be one meal that would-
o't agree with you.”

“Do you think it would agree with the
alligator?” queried Papa Campo drolly.

As Gillen joined in his infectious
laugh, it was hard to believe that Papa
Campo was the dangerous character that
Barry Gair had inferred. He appeared
so jovial and friendly, like a garrulous
old man who had no greater vice than to
lie dozing in the sun. Sumatra Sue had
not voiced her suspicions of Papa Campo
to Gillen. Had she done so, perhaps he
might have paid more attention to the
occasional- crafty, sinister shift of the old
man’s eyes. :

As the meal progressed, Mistress
Ewing played unwittingly into the hands
of Barry Gair. Had she been an accom-
plice she could not have helped him
more perfecly. Yet she was a dear sim-
ple old lady who was loved by every-
body in Weltevreden. She would have
been speechless with horror had she
known that she was aiding and abetting
a contemplated major crime. All that
she did was to talk enthusiastically about
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the beauty and wonder of Java, which
was a subject she never tired of.

“Here in Java,” she said, “at Buiten-
zorg are to be found the most glorious
Botanical Gardens in the world, which
are more than a century old. Here, year
after year, the Dutch with consummate
skill have raised and classified almost
every known flower in the world. No
poet could dream of an elysium more
complete—a vast rug of plants and
flowers whose fringe is a mountain land-
scape of lava-capped peaks and jungle
slopes. Here too are to be found drives
that are breath-taking in their loveliness,
by far the most famous of which is that
which leads to Kota Batoe.”

“You are right,” agreed Barry Gair,
“and it seems to me that Mr. Hulig
should make a few pleasure trips to be-
come somewhat better acquainted with
the land which is to be his permanent
home. He ought to visit Garoet, which
is the most healthful spot in the world,
several thousand feet above the sea with
a delightful climate and a panoramic
view which can not be surpassed. Then
there is picturesque Djokja, as fascinating
a spot as could be found in The Arabian
Nights, and the Prambanan Temples near
Boroboedoer, which were consecrated to
Siva and Kali of the Hindoo group of
gods.”

“You ought to work for Cook,” com-
mented Gillen. “You certainly make
the tours you suggest most alluring. To
tell you the truth, I wouldn’t mind going
off sight-seeing for a few days before I
settle down to the routine work of the
plantation. Perhaps I can leave with
you tomorrow ot the next day if you can
accompany me.”

“Of course 1 can,” said Barry Gair.
“Remember that you are my boss, and
since from now on you will be paying
my salary you have a right to direct my
activities.. I suggest that we go furst up
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to the mountains, to tour the craters of
half-slumbering volcanoes. Nothing in
Java can quite equal them. They are
breath-taking. We can catch the morn-
ing train to Buitenzorg, which leaves
soon after dawn. Java trains, you
know, do not run at night. Guess they
are too lazy. The journey will only take
about an hour. We can book a room at
the hotel, and then go afoot up into the
mountain ranges. And there you will
see sights such as you have never seen
before and perhaps will never see again.
From Buitenzorg we can continue on,
planning our pilgrimage from day to day
until you grow tired.”

“It certainly sounds swell to me,” said
Gillen emphatically.

But the proposed explorations did not
find as much favor with Sumatra Sue
when he told her about them that night.
The fact that Barry Gair had suggested
that Papa Campo accompany them only
served to fan her smoldering suspicions
into roaring flame. However, she said
nothing to Gillen about her gloomy fore-
bodings. He would probably have
laughed at her. Certain it is he would
not have taken her imaginings seriously.

It was a rather miserable moment for
Sumatra Sue, despite the fact that Gillen
was with her. She sat with him on the

veranda and clung to him as though she

would never let him go. There was lit-

tle conversation between them. Occa--

sionally he leaned down and kissed her
warm, catessing lips. They were made
for one another. God, what had he
done to deserve such rare good fortune!
Java girl, Java night, Java moon. The
sighing of the wind in the treetops. The
music of the stars. The everlasting whis-
pering of the wild.

THE next morning found Gillen,
Barry Gair and Papa Campo on the

train en route to Buitenzorg. It was a

405

sweltering morning and the air was so
heavy with moisture, it seemed to have
substance, a golden glaring substance.
They slouched in their seats and melted.
They closed their eyes and tried to sleep.
But it was useless. The car was full of
Dutchmen who laughed and talked and
smoked. They took the torrid heat as a
matter of course. So did the myriads of
insects that invaded the train. They
seemed to work harder than ever in the
humid haze to make existence for humans
as miserable as possible.

But fortunately the journey was a
short one, despite the fact that their
jangled nerves made it seem endless.
They lunched at the hotel in Buitenzorg
that was most famous for its cool, shady
verandas. They had decided because of
the intense heat not to go up into the
mountains until the heat of the day was
passed.

Papa Campo slept most of the day in
a large deck-chair that was almost as
comfortable as a bed. Gillen idly read
over a copy of the East African Standard
which by some restless, unexplainable
urge had found its way to Java. Barry
Gair sat moodily gazing off into the
glaring distance and consumed cigarette
after cigarette. There was no chance of
his dozing. His brain was too alive, too
active, too filled with plans for ven-
geance. He was a fool ever to have
taken up with such a stubborn, unman-
ageable chap as Gillen. His plan orig-
inally had been of splendid magnitude,
yet it had failed miserably. And Gillen
must pay for its collapse.

ETE evening found them on the teeth-
like ridges of the mountains. The
day had expired and only a few flickering
reflections of the sun remained. The
glow from the eternal fires of the craters
lighted up everything sufficiently for
them to see about them without trouble,
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but not sufficiently to dissipate the ghosts
and wraiths which their very shadows
seemed to assume. There was a constant
murmuring in the air. The seething lava
was growling and groaning in despair.
The air was heavy with sulfur fumes and
gases and many times they had to step
back as desultory breezes carried the
fumes too heavily to their nostrils. Papa
Campo seated himself upon a rock and
commenced at once to doze.

Gillen and Barry Gair walked over to
the very edge of the crater. They gazed
down into the pit of seething, glowing,
boiling lava.

“It is almost as though one were gaz-
ing at creation,” observed Gillen, “watch-
ing a world being born.”

“It is rather awe-inspiring,” admitred
Barry Gair. “Take a good look art it,
because you may never see it again.”

Gillen noticed the menace that lay
hidden in the words. It was quite ap-
parent to him that he was not in a par-
ticularly enviable position. No - more
fitting spot than this could be chosen
for murder.

“Just what do you mean by that?” he
asked easily.

“Merely that we've come to a show-
down,” Bartry Gair told him. "No en-
terprise can ever succeed that has two
leaders. One of them must retire. And
I tell you frankly, I'm not going to. It's
up to you to decide what you are going
to do. If you oppose me any longer,
tonight will mark your exit. The de-
cision is yours.”

Gillen thought quickly. There were
two of them against him. That called
for quick action. Suddenly he straight-
ened up and his arm shot out with
frightful force. There was a sickening
thud as the blow caught Barry Gair
flush on the jaw. He scarcely moaned
as he fell. But quick as had been the
acton of Gillen, that of Papa Campo

ORIENTAL STORIES

was even quicker. No longer was he a
lovable old man who joyed to doze in the
sun, but a panther, agile, deadly. He
sprang at Gillen, his mouth open, drool-
ing, his eyes bloodshot with fury, his
terrible hands working convulsively. The
next instant they had found Gillen’s
throat.

He had no chance to escape. So sud-
den was the attack, he fell to the ground,
with Papa Campo on top of him. Those
claw-like fingers bit into the flesh of his
throat as though they had mouths. He
could not breathe, he could not even
gasp. Those fingers were merciless.
His eyes bulged as though they would
break free from their sockets. His
tongue hung from his lips as though
searching for air. He was utterly power-
less. There was a frightful din in his
ears and everything was swimming gid-
dily about. He felt as though his head
were a bomb about to burst. Papa
Campo gazed down into Gillen’s face
and laughed fiendishly. He licked his
lips with relish. This was a job he
loved. To claw, to strangle, to destroy!
Slowly he dragged Gillen’s inert form
toward the crater’s edge. All this had
taken scarcely a moment but to Gillen it
scemed an eternity. He was standing
on the brink of death and he yearned for
oblivion so that the frightful roar in his
ears might cease.

But now out of the shadows there
leaped a monstrous figure. It was the
faithful Dike, who had followed Gillen
and his companions on their pilgrimage.
Sumatra Sue was with him. It was her
idea. She knew that Gillen was en route
to death.

In the eery flickering red glow of the
volcano the form of Dike loomed up to
monstrous proportions. His shadow was
so immense it seemed to blot out the very
earth. In a second he had caught Papa
Campo in a grip which no human man
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could withstand. Dike was the strong-
est man in Java. Papa Campo released
his hold on Gillen’s throat. He could
not imagine from whence this black fury
had dropped. For an instant he thought
that it must be a huge gorilla. Even as
the thought came to him, Dike swung
him high into the air. With one mighty
heave he tossed him headlong into the
seething, glowing, boiling lava of the vol-
cano. Papa Campo uttered one terrify-
ing shriek that echoed and re-echoed
through the bleak mountains as he disap-
peared from view into that murmuring,
molten mass.  Then Dike strode toward
Barry Gair, who had been brought back
to consciousness by the scream of Papa
Campo. He sat up and gazed about
him blearily.
frightfully, he was sure it must be brok-
en. And now Dike seized Barry Gair in
his arms. But Gillen interposed. He
had found his breath once more and stag-
gered to his feet.

“No,” he said. *“Don’t do it. There
has been horror enough here for one
night. Let him come with us down to
the hotel. I want to talk with him a bit.”

Dike acquiesced ar once. He was a
splendid servant. He never argued nor
permitted his own wishes to interfere
with those of his superiors except upon
occasion. There are times when the
vision of savages is much clearer than
that of white men. At such times they
must act.

SUMATRA SUE had come out from the
shadows. She was crooning softly a
wild, weird love song. Her teeth were
glowing whitely in the strange red light.
And as she crooned she danced, danced
with an abandon that suggested all the
savagery of old Java. It was a dance of
love and death. She was dancing in
celebration of the death of Papa Campo.
Gillen gazed upon her enraptured and

His jaw pained him so
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when she had finished he gathered her
into his arms. For a moment he held
his lips to hers. Then slowly they com-
menced to descend the mountain trail.
It was not particularly hard, for they had
flashlights with them and there was a
moon.

Later, at the hotel, Gillen sat at a table
opposite Barry Gair. Sumatra Sue sat
beside him, while-Dike remained in a far
corner of the room.

“I hate to gloat over a man when he
is down,” said Gillen, “'but in this case I
can’t help it. You are much farther
down than you imagine. All your elab-
orate plans have failed. It is rather
pitiable. And I will explain to you why.
In the first place you chose the wrong
man for your purpose, for I am Frederich
Hulig. That is why I could so easily
copy his signature. The man who lay
dead beside me in the bedroom in the
hotel of Shack Gunga got no more than
he deserved, even though it was at your
hands, or at least at your instigation. He
was a common thief. He had robbed me
of my papers several weeks previously in
Singapore. I thought I recognized him.
that morning when I was in rather a
trying position. After he robbed me of
everything I possessed, I was left
stranded in Singapore. I couldn’t leave,
because I wanted to secure the return of
my papers. Thanks to your help, I did.
But of course, even though you aided me
then, I can not overlook the fact that you
have since developed an unholy desire
for my death. And I do not crave to die
now that I am about to marry Sumatra
Sue. Therefore, for my health’s sake,
you must leave Java. You must be off
the plantation by tomorrow night. So
you'd better catch the first train from
Buitenzorg to Weltevreden in the morn-
ing. I suppose I am weak to let you go
like this, unmolested, but I do not care
to have any deaths chalked up against me
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at such a delightful moment of my career.
Now get out. For tonight, I don’t care
where you go as long as you do not re-
main at this hotel.”

Barry Gair hung his head. He made
no answer as he rose to his feet and
walked from the room. He had not ex-
pected to get off so easily. He was still
badly shaken over the frightful death of
Papa Campo. Perhaps some day he
would have his revenge. Gillen’s suc-
cess was only temporary. Gair laughed
softly as he walked slowly down the road
that led away from the hotel. And
‘gradually as he walked his good spirits
returned to him. He commenced to plot
his revenge. He would not leave Java.
In Java he was a power to be reckoned
with. He had many followers. It was
only a temporary set-back. So engrossed
was he in his plotting, he did not notice
the great shadow that loomed up behind
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him as he reached a particularly lone-
some spot on the road, nor did he emit
the faintest cry as a long, thin, cruel knife
descended into his back. The aim was
swift and true. Barry Gair ceased his
plotting. He was right in one thing at
least. He would nevermore leave Java.

Dike leaned over the body and with-
drew the knife. Then he held up his
hands toward the moon as though in
adoration. Dike was a savage. He
knew only one law, the law of the wild,
the law of the jungle. This was one in-
stance in which he took matters into his
own hands that were too big for the
white man to handle. Dike knew that
Barry Gair would never rest until he got
revenge. While Barry Gair lived, the
life of Gillen would never be worth the
toss of a coin. Dike smiled to himself
as he returned peacefully to the hotel.
He had secured the future of Gillen and
Sumatra Sue.

THE GIANT

By HUNG LONG TOM

On the mountain-top I stand.

The night is clear.

The sky seems so low
I could almost pluck a star.

For tonight I am a giant.
If I wished I could reach
Down from the high hills
And drag little men

From their beds.

How the mountain would laugh

If it could hear

Vain boasting of my puny strength.



The Slave of Justice

By E. HOFFMANN PRICE

A strange dilemma faced a minor Asiatic potentate, who
bad to pass judgment of death on his own son

« ASHALLAH!" marveled Ismed-

M din the darvish, “how that

executioner could shear off a

head! Whether the victim was kneeling

or standing, resigned or struggling, it was
all one.

“When the sultan’s right hand rose
from his hip to touch his left shoulder
with his finger tips—thus—the blade was
poised. And as the sultan’s hand swept
swiftly back again to the right, the stroke
followed flaming and faultless.

“Wallah! But it was beautiful to see!”

The darvish paused long enough to
trim the fire of the fuming narghileh, coil
its flexible stem twice around his wrist,
and drink deeply of the fragrant smoke.
Then he resumed his thapsody, telling of
the great days of the sultan, Ayyub the
Just: how he sat in judgment, without
pity, without passion, without prejudice;
relentless justice incarnate on a lofty dais.

Like the refrain of a pagan chant came
the recurrent theme of the sultan’s sinis-
ter, swift gesture and the flickering doom
that followed; so that finally I knew that
at last I was to learn what had led up to
the strange meeting I had witnessed one
evening, several months ago, at the edge
of an oasis three days’ march from An-
gorlana.

ISMEDDXN was sitting cross-legged on a
sultry red Boukhara rug just at the
edge of the oasis. 'With the heel of his
hand, and with his knuckles and finger
tips, he smote and caressed a tiny drum
so that it purred, and rolled, and thun-
dered in cunningly varied cadence and

volume; and all the while he chanted in
the language they speak in the hills.

A groom drew up with Ismeddin’s
kochlani stallion, all decked out and re-
splendent, halted a few paces to the right,
then unslung the embroidered Shirazi
saddle-bags and the glittering Ladder to
Heaven in its curved scabbard, and laid
them at Ismeddin’s right.

The camel-drivers about the guard fire
ceased their quarreling and gaming, and
marveled.

“Haaj Ismeddin is making magic,”
muttered one, as he made an odd sign
with the fingers of his left hand.

“He is expecting Azrael the Dark
Angel,” hinted another somberly. *“When
one has lived a hundred years such as
his——"

“Perhaps he expects a visit from the
sultan,” suggested a third solemnly. “He
is wearing a clean djellab.”

“Sultan!” scoffed one who missed the
jest. “"What sultan ever saw Haaj Is-
meddin in a clean, new djellab? And
sultans can be seen and heard from afar,
with their Chinese and Indian music and
clanking captains, and emirs on asi/
horses. . . .”

“Ismeddin is making magic,” reit-
erated one with finality.

And thus and thus, while Ismeddin
chanted into the dusk that rolled across
the desert and ascended the mountains
that rose up before us.

The sonorous chant and the sulty glow
of the guard fire must for a moment have
lulled me into a half-sleep; for with a
start I realized that a beggar had ma-
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terialized before Ismeddin where only an
instant ago there had been but empty
dusk. A beggar in a djellab as tattered
and grimy as Ismeddin’s customary garb,
washed early in the reign of the present
sultan’s grandfather. A beggar whose
head was cocked oddly to one side, as that
of a bird pausing in preening his feath-
ers. And his eyes were bird-like . . .
like those of a-bird of prey. A beggar
who—but was that hard-bitten stranger
any beggar?

The drumming and the chant suddenly
ceased, leaving an emptiness that some-
thing had to fill.

“A thousand years, baaji!”’ greeted the
stranger in a curious, shrill, piping voice.

He was old, but the shrillness of his
voice was not that of senility; nor was it
the shrillness of the plump, oily eunuchs
who guard seraglios.

“And to you, a thousand, saidi!”’ re-
turned Ismeddin as he rose and bowed
very low. “Prayer on you, my Lord, and
the Peace!”

He stepped aside so that the wanderer
might seat himself on the shimmering
silky rug.

The stranger declined, remaining
standing, his head still cocked to one side;
but his glittering eyes looked Ismeddin
full in the eye.

Ismeddin laid the saddle-bags, stuffed
to bulging, at the stranger’s feet.

“Food, my lord. And a horse,” he
continued, as he offered the beggar the
reins of his own richly caparisoned
mount. “Ride out of the hills and be
sultan. They cry for you in Angorlana.
Schamas ad Din is gone, and his nephew
misrules in his stead. There is no jus-
tice.”

So this beggar was to be sultan? Well
now, by the rod! For all his piping
voice and curiously wrenched neck, and
rags, he was every bit a sultan; the kind
that ruled in the old days, before sultans
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dissolved hasheesh in their wine, and
paddled sluggishly in pools of outrageous
diversion.

Ismeddin half unsheathed his simitar
with its Kufic characters of pale gold in-
lay, then drove it back into its scabbard
and thrust the ringing blade hilt fore-
most at the stranger, tempting him with
its smoldering rubies and cool sapphires.

“Let us ride, said:’ the darvish en-
treated. I will follow.”

“Neither swords nor horses, old
friend,” piped the wanderer, recoiling
from the glittering hile before him.
“Nor Justice either . fresh-spilled
blood creeps up through the sand they
spread on the blood-splashed tiles. . . .”

He paused, brooding somberly for a
moment, then: “But—inshallabh! One
must eat.”

He stooped to pick up the embroidered
saddle-bags at his feet. Then I saw why
his head was so strangely cocked to the
left: an incredible scar, broad and ridged
and long, showed how narrowly he had
escaped decapitation. The severed mus-
cles in healing had contracted and given
his head that slant, and distorted his vocal
chords. How any one could survive such
a cut!

“One must eat,” he piped. “But do
not tempt me with horses, and thrones.
Blood creeps up through the sand. . . .”

He shouldered the saddle-bags and
strode into the darkness.

THEN I regained the thread of Is-
meddin’s repetitious tales of the just
sultan, and wondered if he had noted my
lapse of attention. But he hadn’t; Is-
meddin and his narghileh were utterly
absorbed in their memories of the old
days when Ayyub sat in the shadow of
slowly swaying peacock-plume fans and
pronounced swift doom er unexpected
pardon.

. There was one accused of hav-
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ing a second time used false weights in
the souk.

“Ayyub considered the evidence, and
recognized the culprit as one who had
been previously dismissed with a hundred
lashes for a like offense.

*“ “This becomes
marked the sultan.

“But before his finger tips could reach
his left shoulder, a wazir interposed.

" ‘Sasdi” he said, ‘a man’s life is a
heavy penalty to pay for pertty fraud.’

“ 'Flogging,’” smiled the sultan, ‘has
been futile. Still . . . as you say . . .
well, then, cut off his right hand.’

* ‘But he is the son of Ibn Saoud, who
saved your life a :

““All the worse!” declared Ayyub.
‘There are neither sons nor friends when
I sic in judgment. Were he my own
$0 ¢

monotonous,”  re-

“And even as he spoke, the sultan’s
hand tefc his hip; finger tips touched his
left hand for an instant, and swiftly swept
back to his right. The two-handed sword
sheared faultlessly. By Allah! But there
was justice for you, executed before the
criminal could even think either of mercy
or bribery.

“The head was carried off in a basket,
and the body dragged away with hooks.
And while they were scattering fresh sand
on the blood-splashed tiles, a detachment
of the guard entered the hall of judg-
ment, leading 2 stalwart brigand from the
hill tribes. A stout, handsome fellow,
with hard eyes and a hooked beak like
the sultan himself, and the sultan’s father
before him. One of those fierce men
from the hills. Had it so pleased Allah,
he might amply have filled a throne and
sat in judgment on him before whom he
himself was now to receive sentence.

““The executioner was wiping his blade.

“Old Amru with that deep rich voice
of his read the charges: How, single-
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handed, the hillman had charged into the
outpost of Al Azhir, routed a detachment
of the guard posted there, and started
for the hills with three horses and the
arms of three men.

“‘Mashallah” marveled the sultan.
‘What a man!

* “There are more like me in the hills,
saidi, boasted the prisoner, and smiled.
Then, nodding at the headsman, whose
blade gleamed again: ‘Let him strike

clean.’

“‘Allah upon you, young fellow,
smiled the sultan in return. “Have no
fear on that score.’

“And then the jest died on his lips,
and the dying was bitter.

“ “Ismail,” said the sultan to the cap-
tain who had brought the prisoner before
him, ‘you might have let this fellow es-
cape after making him swear to appear
and offer his services in the Guard. He
ts worth three of the cowards he slaugh-
tered at Al Azhir.’

“‘Is that then your pleasure, Mag-
nificence?” queried Ismail hopefully; for
Ismail took small pleasure in the day’s
duty.

“ ‘It would have been, stupid and all
too zealous captain,’ replied the sultan.
‘But it is too late: for now he stands
not before me, but before Justice.’

“Then, to the prisoner: “Young fellow,
have you anything to say before we strike?
And what favor, aside from your life,
would you choose?’

** “First, my lord,” grinned the bandit,
‘I should have been content with oae
horse and sure escape. Second, let me
stand to take the stroke.’

*“ ‘Granted,” agreed Ayyub.

“I saw that justice was costing Ayyub
dearly: for there before him stood a man
after his own heart. And Ayyub him-
self was the son of a robber from the
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hills, and had stolen a kingdom; yet jus-
tice was justice.

“ “Ismail,” muttered the sultan, ‘you
were wrong.’

"Ayyub glanced from the prisoner to
the sentries posted at the entrance of the
hall of judgment; glanced at the door it-
self, and measured the distance with his
BVe. ., -

“'A man after my own heart, pro-
nounced Ayyub. ‘Let him therefore be
unbound so that he can die as befits a
man whom I would pardon if I could.’

“The cords that bound the bandit’s
wrist were cut, and he stood free and un-
afraid.

“Again the sultan glanced from the
prisoner down the length of the hall, and
at “the door, but without hope; for
Ayyub knew that the guard would cut the
prisoner down unless Ayyub made the
gesture of pardon. And that gesture the
slave of justice could not make.

“Each white-bearded captain who had
years ago ridden out of the hills behind
his chief felt himself standing before the
chrone to face doom; and although Ayyub
had glanced at the door, he saw nothing
but hopelessness: so that none noted the
old woman who entered the hall of judg-
ment.

“Ayyub’s hand rose very slowly from
his hip.

“rw{HE woman's shriek startled the sul-
tan, and the sign of doom stopped
before it had fairly started.

“Evading the guard, she knelt at the
foot of the dais.

" “Who are you, old woman?’ demand-
ed the sultan as his hand dropped back
to his hip. 'And what have you to do
with this?’

“Ayyub breathed deeply and relaxed.
He could not relent; but he welcomed the
moment’s respite. By Allah, but you
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would have thought that it was his own
sentence that had been postponed.

“ ‘I am his mother, saidi/ And why
for the sake of three horses should he lose
his head, when you, the son of a bandir,
rode from the hills and took this city?

“The captains gasped, and stroked
their beards, and marveled. But Ayyub,
staring at the woman, gave no sign to
have her ejected.

“*You, his mother? By Allah, old
woman, but you are before Justice rather
than before any sultan. That blood
creeping from the sand just at your knees
was spilled by the thieving son of an old
friend.’

“Ayyub's right hand rose

"“The woman leaped to her feet and
seized his wrist.

"“The lords and captains were confused,
for they did not know whether to stand
fast, or to drag her from the hall.

“The prisoner smiled just the shadow
of a smile.

“'Old woman,’ said the sultan as his
hand again dropped to rest at his hip,
‘I am sorry that your son is before me.
For when I am in this hall, I am very
Justice itself, for I rode from the hills
to establish Justice. And after all, each
of those many who have lost their heads
in this hall have had mothers. Then who
am I to thwart Justice for the sake
of ’

** 'For the sake of one mother?’ mocked
the woman.

“Wallah! And how her voice derided
Ayyub!

“*Saidi’ she continued, ‘I am more
than the mother of that bandit, my son.
I am all those women whose sons have
died for that heaven-sent Justice of yours,
heaven-sent prince!’

“The lords and captains listened, and
forgot to stroke their beatds.

“‘T am the mother of Persian Hafiz
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whose song is poison-sweet as hasheesh
mingled with Shirazi wine.’

"Her voice grew clear and mellow and
chanting and golden rich.

‘I am the mother of that fierce Mon-
gol who enthroned himself in Samar-
cand. I am the mother of Iskander of
the Two Horns. I am the mother of al
Khayyami whose sonorous phrases you
sing of an evening when wine washes the
dust of justice from your just lips. And
I am the mother of those stout brigands
who rode behind you, a brigand, and
carved a kingdom for you out of this mad-
house of the plains. And this man be-
fore you might be the equal of any of his
brothers. . . .

““The sultan stared, and his lean face
became yet more drawn and lean. He
sose from his dais, standing as one who
has met destiny at the crossroads.

* *Old woman, who are you?’ he thun-
dered in a voice great with wonder, and
trembling with a fear that was gnawing
at him.

*“ Y am Dhivalani the Kashmiri danc-
ing girl,” that golden voice intoned, ‘and
that bandit my son is your own son who
was born after Abdurrahman al Durani
raided your camp and carried me to his
stronghold.’

“She tore aside her veil.

“0Old, and wrinkled, and leathery: but
there was the firm stamp_ of ancient beau-
ty, and the fire of those smoldering Kash-
miri eyes.

" “Then if he is my son,” spoke the
dazed sultan in wide-spaced accents, “why
did you not send him to me years ago?’

" ‘It has been twenty years since I Jast
saw him, ot knew that he was alive. Only
yesterday I learned who he was. They
loved him in the hills, and feared he
might forget himself and descend to a
throne.’

"“The just sultan stared at his son. Yet
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he made no sign of pardon; for from the
sand on the tiles before him crept the
fresh-spilled blood of his friend’s son.

“Then he muttered in my ear. The
man might yet cast off the bondage of
justice.

“I passed his command to the captains
and the lords of the court.

“They filed from the presence as dead
men walking from their graves.

* *Allah, the Wise, the All-Knowing,
s Just,” pronounced the sultan. ‘And
since it pleased him to put me on this
throne, 1 can not be less.’

“He glanced again at the stains on the
floor. Then he advanced a pace . . .
two paces . . . a third.

“He halted, and stared full at the son
of his first and favorite wife. The lost
lion was doomed, leaving only those other
sons, that litter of jackals.

“The bandit smiled ever so slightly at
the sultan’s misery. '

“Ayyub’s hand, half raised, dropped.
Then it rose again, finger tips touching
his left shoulder an instant, and back. . . .

“The blade flamed wide. . . .

“With a great cry, the sultan leaped
forward, thrust the bandit full on the
chest, striking him flat to the floor before
the shearing stroke could behead him.
But it was too late for the faultless exe-
cutioner to check his blade and spare the
sultan.”

ISMEDDIN exhaled a deep draft of white
smoke from the stem of the bubbling
narghileh; stared me full in the eye for
a moment; and then answered my un-
spoken question: "No, sazdi, that was no
dead man you heard me offer my simitar.
The headsman’s stroke was not quite
true, so Ayyub did not catch enough of
the blade. And for the sake of his one
injustice, the Slave of Justice lives in a
small cave in the mountains.”



Della Wu, Chinese Courtezan

By FRANK OWEN
A tender and beantiful tale of Old China and the revenge of Nen-Tsang

GAZE for a moment on the pot-
trait of Della Wu, Chinese
courtezan. She was born of fab-
ulously wealthy parents. Her father
had amassed fortunes in tea, in jade, in
opium. The home of the family in Can-
ton spread over many acres. It was a
veritable village in itself, a garden of
moon -bridges, lily ponds, gorgeous
flowers and many red-roofed houses
peeping in and out from among the
trees like lost pomegranates.

The main house was an affair of spa-
cious rooms, sweet incenses, cushions,
lanterns and eery music. No cooking
was done in this house, which was
given over by the master to dreams and
meditations. Frequently the dreams
were flavored by poppy fragrance and
the meditations were over the languor-
ous young sloe-eyed women that came
so frequently to the home of Nen-
Tsang. In appearance the master was
large, expansive in form and expres-
sion. Tolerant, quick in mind, sluggish
in body. His face was as round as the
full moon and quite as expressionless.

No one would have imagined that
his commercial genius was a by-word
round the world. He dressed lavishly,
squandered vast sums upon his guests,
but never in the period of any one’s
recollection had he been known to give
even a copper coin to the poor. Poverty
in his eyes was the one unforgivable
crime. Murder could be justified, and
frequently was, but poverty bad no ex-
cuse for being.

“When a flower,” he used to say, “"be-
comes wild in a garden, it is plucked

and destroyed. Beggars should be so
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treated. In the gardens of earth, they
are vile weeds.”

Nen-Tsang admitted of no religion.
He was his own god, addicted to self-
worship. He gave himself over to every
license. And he encouraged riotous liv-
ing upon his beautiful daughter, Della
Wu. Her mother had been half French
and half Annamese. She had been born
in French Indo-China. Nen-Tsang bad
come across her while he was on a pil-
grimage to sundry southern traders. He
gazed upon her vivid dark beauty and
was entranced. At once he decided that
he must have her for his wife. The fact
that she did not care in the slightest for
him and was enamored of a young
Frenchman in the consular service mat-
tered not at all. Nen-Tsang negotiated
for her purchase. He was a shrewd
trader. He seldom failed in his business
enterprises. The father of Nana was a
victim of cupidity. He could not with-
stand the jingle of gold. In the end,
despite the protestations of Nana, she
was carried back to Canton to become
the wife of the wealthy Nen-Tsang. He
treated her splendidly, showered gifts
upon her that were of mythical value;
the finest of silks were procured for her
costume, for her bath the sweetest of es-
sences, The very tea she drank was of a
special blend and cost the equivalent of
sixty dollars a pound in American money.
Musicians were procured to wander
through the paths of the garden to play
gentle love songs to her. But all the
efforts of Nen-Tsang were in vain.
Everything had been granted her save
love. And love alone she needed.

Now Nen-Tsang was shrewd in his
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"Even as bhe smiled, be was crossing the bridge.”

business judgment and he knew that un-
less Nana met once more with Monsieur
Jacques of Cholon she would perhaps

fade away like a broken flower. This-

annoyed him. Nana was far too beauti-
ful to be destroyed by a frustrated love.
He racked his agile brains for a remedy.
He was not squeamish in his morals.
His wife’s every wish must be granted.
So he dispatched a courier to Monsieur
Jacques bidding him come to the gar-
den for a lengthy sojourn as his guest.
Monsieur Jacques, who had thrown up
his government position since the loss
of Nana and was fast drinking himself
into insanity, came at once.

There followed days of witchery.

Nen-Tsang graciously withdrew. He
journeyed off to Hongkong on some
trumped-up business. But he had the
foresight to leave a trusted spy to
watch over the lovers and report their
every move.

At night Monsieur Jacques and Nana
walked beneath the moon, through the
flower-scented paths of the garden,
while a musician played softly on his
lute and the very breeze “itself seemed
o take up the refrain. On the tiny
river that ran through the garden there
was a boat, a love-boat of soft lights
and cushions, of soft lights and veiled
love. To this boat each night Nana
and Monsieur Jacques retired. For
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hours he told her how much he adored
her. And he was loud in his curses
against Nen-Tsang who had torn her
from him.

Then one night he stayed with her
until the dawn. Her head was pillowed
on his arm as the sun rose over the gar-
den. The birds began to sing anthems
to the dawn. The flowers commenced
to unfold and Nana awakened to be-
hold Monsieur Jacques sleeping beside
her. At that moment she would have
welcomed death. Her fondest dreams
had come true. Nothing ever could
equal again that night of love beneath
the lantern moon.

She rose softly and pushed aside the
curtains that hid the doorway. Breath-
ing deeply of the dew-drenched air she
extended her arms as though she wished
to draw all that great beauty to her.
Her eyes were shining, her lips seemed
more vivid than ever, her cheeks were
flushed. And as she breathed, her breast
rose and fell discernibly. So great was
her happiness, her ecstacy, she felt as
though it were killing her.

Meanwhile Monsieur Jacques had
awakened. He gazed about him. Nana
was gone, but on the pillow where she
had lain, there lay coiled a mamba, one
of the most poisonous of all known
snakes. Its slim green body was fasci-
nating as it lay prepared to strike. Mon-
sieur Jacques gazed upon it with hor-
ror. He could not cry out. His vocal
cords were paralyzed. And the snake
darted its wicked head toward his
throat.

When some time later Nana re-en-
tered the love-boat, Monsieur Jacques
was dead. The snake had disappeared.
Gone, too, was her love and all the

beauty of life.
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T HAT afternoon Nen-Tsang returned
from Hongkong with a necklace of
matched pearls for his superb wife. But
she was prostrated with grief. She lay
and moaned and scarcely glanced at the
lovely trinket.

Nen-Tsang smiled sadly. He was in-
finitely patient. Nor did he tell her that
Monsieur Jacques had brought about
his own death. A man who will enter a
garden to steal the wife of his host is
a viper, fit only to associate with snakes.
Such was the belief of Nen-Tsang and
on that basis he had left instructions
with his faithful spy.

But Nen-Tsang was a mighty mer-
chant and he had outwitted Monsieur
Jacques. Of the two, his treachery was
the greater because it ended in complete
destruction.

Nen-Tsang could not help smiling
broadly as he contemplated the way the
liaison had ended. Now perhaps he
might be able to enjoy the society of his
wife without interference. She could
never hold the death- of Monsieur
Jacques against him, for had he not
been traveling on the road to Hong-
kong while they had been under the
spell of romance in the garden? Fhe
fact that Nana evidently did not love
him mattered little to Nen-Tsang. If
she were an obedient wife, that was all
that he desired.

But there is one bad feature about
laughter, about gloating over one’s vic-
tories. It is hard to know exactly the
proper time to laugh. It is a question
when one is a victor.

Poor Nana went into a decline. For
days and nights on end she mourned
her lover. Nen-Tsang made no effort
to assuage her grief. It must wear itself
away, consume itself by its very inten-
sity. During those days he seldom vis-
ited her, though often he sent gifts of

jade to her, and carved amber. He

0.5—8
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scoured the world for the most luscious
fruits, strawberries with mountain snow
still upon them, ripe figs and nectar-
ines. But he did pot force himself into
her presence. It was better to wait, even
though it took months, or years. Eventu-
ally she would retura to his side.

So the seasons passed until there
came the period of the Dragon Festival
which occurs on the fifth day of the
fifth moon, usually June or July. As a
rule the celebration is a water regatta
with the canoe-shaped boats fashioned
into dragon heads at the prow. There
-are, of course, endless feasting and va-
rious sport exhibitions.

But within the garden of Nen-Tsang
the Dragon Festival was celebrated in a
far different and more unusual manner,
for on that day Nana gave birth to a
baby girl. The ladies in waiting went
about with long, solemn faces. There
was no use in congratulating the master
on the birth of a girl. It was a most
awkward situation. A boy is a cause for
rejoicing, but the birth of a girl is
looked upon in China as something ap-
proaching disgrace.

Nen-Tsang did not mind being left
alone. In seclusion he remained
throughout the day, for it was only now
that he realized that he had laughed too
quickly. Monsieur Jacques was dead,
but even now he must be laughing. For
the baby that was born unto Nana was
the daughter of the young Frenchman.
Nen-Tsang groaned in his anguish. He
gnashed his teeth. How can one take
vengeance on the dead? If only Mon-
sieur Jacques was still alive, that he
might slay him once again! And how
he would have gloated over his writh-
ings in pain! But now it was Nen-
Tsang who was in pain, and perhaps
somewhere in some different form,
Monsieur Jacques was grinning at the
suffering of the mighty merchant. Enor-
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mous though his wealth had been, it
had been insufficient to buy the love of
his wife, which had been squandered
on a penniless vagabond from Cholon.
Truly the ways of Destiny are devious
and hard to understand.

Meanwhile Nana smiled wistfully
and held the tiny mite of humanity in
her arms. As long as the baby lived,
Monsieur Jacques was not completely
dead. Some part of him which he had
given unto the child would still live on.
Her eyes glowed with a strange fire as
she thought of this. She had given
everything to Jacques, and now that she
had been delivered of his child, there
was naught more to live for. She named
the baby Della Wu. It was her final
effort. Then she turned her face toward
the open window that faced the won-
drous garden. A nightingale was singing
in the tree tops as her eyes closed. Dur-
ing the night she died, peacefully, so
calmly that those about her thought she
was still sleeping.

Whether or not the passing of Nana
was a great blow to Nen-Tsang, who
can say? Was he a base materialist? A
cold, shrewd trader? Or was he, too,
like most of us, a2 merchant who dealt
in dreams? Was the blow so hard that
he could scarcely bear its lash? These
things 0o one could answer. Life in the
garden went on much the same as ever.
Nen-Tsang continued his numerous en-
terprises. He submerged himself in
business to the exclusion of all else.

THB years advanced and Della Wu
grew into wondrous girlhood. All
the vivid coloring of Nana was re-
peated in the girl. There was an Orien-
tal cast to her face, to her bronzed skin,
due to her Anpamese ancestors. But che’
glowing French beauty of her father
came out in even more startling prom-
inence. She might have been compared
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to that beauty of the Han dynasty of
whom it has been written that one
glance from her eyes would overthrow
a city, two glances would cause an em-
pire to totter.

Nen-Tsang gazed upon her and
groaned. In loveliness, she was a veri-
table Nana reincarnated. Nana was
gone, but this vision of her he must for-
ever gaze upon. Nana was not worth
thinking about. Too bad that her mem-
ory kept obtruding into_his conscious-
ness. It was well that she had died. It
saved him the trouble of killing her.
Was he to be always frustrated in his
efforts toward revenge? She was not
worth a tear—a vile courtezan who had
brought tragedy into his garden. And
Della Wu was her daughter and the
daughter of Monsieur Jacques. There
was no use denying it. Facts are stub-
born things. Well and good. Della
Wu resembled her mother who was a
courtezan. He would make the resem-
blance even more complete by bringing
her up as a courtezan. He himself
would supervise her education. He
would teach her that the sweetest thing
in life is surrender, to yield to every im-
pulse, to surrender to every passion, to
have no moral sense whatsoever. She
must be worthy of her mother.

To further his plan of education he
taught her the history of Ta" Ki, who
was the famous slave of Shao Sin of
the Chow dynasty who lived several
thousand years ago. According to leg-
end, Ta’ Ki was the most beautiful
woman that ever lived but of a vicious-
ness that makes oné shudder merely to
read about. She caused the dynasty it-
self to fall, 'a dynasty which was the
most famous of China because among
others it contained the name of Con-
fucius. It was rumored that she was a
fox-fairy who assumed the form of a
woman that she might more quickly and
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thoroughly accomplish the ruin of
China.

According to the myth, the change ©
woman form was complete except for
her feet, which still remained those of
a fox. To hide this defect from the
ladies of the court she caused her feet
to be bound. To curry favor with the
famous concubine, the ladies of the
court followed her example and bound
their feet in like manner. That is why
foot-binding came to be a universal cus-
tom, one of the most cruel and barbar-
ous practises ever devised by human
beings. It resulted in untold, senseless
agony and countless cripples hobbling
about on stumps of feet in the name of
beauty.

Nen-Tsang acquainted Della Wau
with all the artifices and practises of
other famous Chinese courtezans, in-
cluding Yang Kuei-Fei, who is acknowl-
edged universally as the most artful. A
history of this crafty woman of peach-
like beauty has recently been pulished
in America by Mrs. Wu Lien-teh. So
famed was the devastating glory of
Yang Kuei-Fei that even Li Po of the
Immortals composed verses in her
honor. Thus did he write:

“"Upon the clouds 1 gaze and see thy vesture float-
ing fair.

Upon the flowers I gaze and lo! thy cheek is
kindling there.

The zephyr brushing through the stoep thy foor-
fall seems to be.

The dew, so like thy freshness, brings the sefise
of loss to'me.”

Some say that the verses were written
by royal command. If so, what matter?
Does that detract from their fragile ten-
derness?

Nen-Tsang secured the services of a
woman famed in “make-up,” who taught
Della Wu the mystery and lure of per-
fumes, the way to increase the brilliance
of the eyes with mauve tints and mascara,

to heighten the arch of the eyebrows with
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kohl, to clip the eyebrows with tweezers
to add to their natural grandeur. The
“make-up” of lips and cheeks was given
attention; even the toes and tips of the
breasts were not neglected.

Meanwhile she was taught all the love
songs of the Chinese poets, the cream of
Tu Fu, Li Po, Po Chu-i and Tao-yun. She
was instructed in the art of the dance by
Collette Degas, who was brought all the
way from Paris for the purpose. Some-
tmes she danced almost nude in the night
among the flowers, an amber girl under
an amber moon.

Thus her education as a courtezan went
forward day by day. She absorbed all that
was spread out before her willingly.
Love, she was told, was as necessary to
the life of a young girl as food or drink.
Nothing sordid was allowed to interfere
with her education. Her footsteps were
deftly guided into the paths Nen-Tsang
had chosen for her. She was initiated into
all the curious lore and art of love as ex-
emplified in the ancient Kama Sutra of
the Hindoos.

“If love,” declared Nen-Tsang, "“is the
greatest of all arts, then it should be
granted the most hours of study. The
pursuit of pleasure is the sole reason for
existence.”

But though Nen-Tsang in his anger
was endeavoring to direct the future of
Della Wu into the ways of a courtezan,
he never by word or deed even suggested
to her that she was not his legitimate
child. He hated to do so. Despite all his
assertions to the contrary his very exist-
ence was bound up in the welfare of Della
Wu. She was so much like Nana that for
hours, ar times, he sat in the evening-
garden watching her dancing in the
‘moonlight. She had the same fatal attrac-
tion for him as had Nana before her. The
very force of his hatred was consuming
Nen-Tsang. It verged on love or mad-
ness.
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He did, however, tell Della Wu that
her mother’s death was due dirtectly to a
man, a false friend who slipped like a
snake into the garden.

“Men,” he said, “‘are all evil. At heart
they are worthless. They are fit toys for
a beautiful woman, playthings for an
hour. The clever woman is one who
makes fools of men, destroys as many of
them as she can. If a man is not
destroyed by a woman, he destroys her.”

Endlessly he whispered this warped
philosophy into the ears of Della Wu, nor
could it fail to have its effect. Her mother
had died because a man had betrayed her.
Now all men must pay until the stain had
been wiped out. She studied the art of
beauty the more intensely that she might
be the more alluring to the stream of
suitors who came constantly to the gar-
den.

Nen-Tsang was a clever host. He
plunged into a round of gayety, lavish,
gorgeous, seductive. Every license was
permitted in the garden. The art of love
was studied in a thousand different forms.
The paths were heavy with perfume and
music and young love.

Della Wu was the center of a veritable
court. Men no sooner met her than they
wooed her. The predominance of French
blood in her veins was more deadly than
a drug. Men could not escape, once they
had fallen under her charm. Sometimes
she sang, sometimes she danced. But
more often she lay on a stone bench be-
neath a willow tree and listened to the
gentle song of the wind through the tree
tops. The trees and the flowers were far
more appealing than any man. They gave
of their best and yet expected no sacrifices
in return.

Frequently men walked with her down
near the river where the love-boat lay at
anchor. They gathered her into their
arms and made the most preposterous
promises to her. The fragrance of her
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body was devastating. Sometimes she
made a rendezvous with them to come to
the love-boat at a certain hour, always
after the moon had set and the garden
was in comparative darkness. And then
stealthily they would creep to her side in
the love-boat and spend hours in her
arms. Never during these periods were
they permitted to speak. And always be-
fore dawn they were pushed gently away.
They did not know that the occupant of
the love-boat on those evenings was a
negress of alluring form whose body had
been rubbed with sweet oils and per-
fumes. Never was Della Wu in the boat.
She would be in her own rooms in the
house that had been assigned to her, sleep-
ing alone in the sheerest of silken gowns
by the open window listening to the wil-
low-songs of the swaying trees that she
cared for mere than the love of any man.

It was good to make fools of men. She
was securing payment of the debt which
men owed to her mother.

But the real Della Wu, who had been
reared as a courtezan, was never possessed
by any man. The very plot which Nen-
Tsang had woven about her acted like a
mesh to keep suitors away. She was cold
to all men, though her eyes shone with
fire as she danced and her lips were vi-
brant flames. She was in love with nature,
with the sky and the garden, with life.
And the fools of men thought that she
was in love with them. In their blind
idiocy they imagined that they were the
cause of her agitation as she danced.

The education of Della Wu had been
complete. But she had learned more than
Nen-Tsang had bargained for. From her
teachers she drew more knowledge than
had been intended. If men were such
brutes, then the world was not created
for them. It must have been created for
sheer beauty, for the trees and the flow-
ers, Flowers were the highest form of
life. And the most charming countries
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were the countries of the sky. What mas-
ter that one could only visit the sky-cities
in dreams? Dreams were more real than
material things, and far more magical.
“Flowers,” she had read somewhere,
“were only bucterflies resting for a mo-
ment on a branch.” And again she had
read that snow is naught but butterflies
flying in a mist. There must be some
great reason for everything. Music was
enchantment, dancing 2 means of escape.
For hours she ofttimes. roamed alone
through the garden musing over sweet
thoughts which ran like the music of a
brook through her mind.

She was not Della Wu, courtezan, bur
Della Wu, weaver of rich tapestries of
dreams.

RADUALLY the fame of Della Wu
spread throughoutthe province. Fao-
tastic tales were invented about her. Ir
was said that she was a daughter of the
sun, the loveliest woman in all of China
In whispers her numerous exploits wer
recounted. That few of them were true
and many were highly seasoned did not
detrace from their piquancy. Like dozens
of other women of history, she attained
fame through degends of her infamy.
Men of wealth, of jaded nerves and
appetites, who were parched for new
thrills, heard of her and sought audience
with the mighty Nen-Tsang. It was nat
hard to secure an invitation to the garden
if one were wealthy and of pleasing ap-
pearance. The guests brought heaps of
presents to Della Wu, jewels and satins
and rich tapestries. One there was who
brought her a golden chest of tea which
had been grown on Ming Shan, a small
mountain in western Scechuan, by the
priests of a Buddhist temple. There are
only a few pounds in every crop, so that
the gift of this rarest tea was equal to that
of precious stones.
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“Always,” said the stranger, “'this tea
has been reserved for royalty. Thar is why
I have brought it to you who are worthy
to be ‘Empress of the Dawn.”

Della Wu took the tea and smiled.
Yes, tea was a gift worth receiving, for
in the aroma was the stuff that dreams
are made of. But what need had she for
the carved jewelry or precious stones?
Could any of them equal the glory of the
stars in the velvet sky? The poorest beg-
gar can become a prince simply by turn-
ing his face toward the stars. Men may
grow rich, they may hoard money and
jewels and gloat over them in secret. But
the rarest gifts of earth are for the multi-
tude. Sunsets, flowers, and the spray-
flung crest of the sea.

Della Wu believed that if there were
aught of happiness to be had in life it
must be found in the wind. For the wind
brings storms, rain to lave the soft faces
of the flowers, to brighten up the garden.
It is the wind that later blows the storm
clouds away so that men may behold the
sun once more. It is the wind that has-
tens golden galleons on the highroads of
the sea on numerous treasure quests. It
is the wind that carries the strains of
music, the fragrance of the rose, the pun-
gent breath of spices, the voice of a be-
loved friend.

“Some day,” she mused, “perhaps I too
will find in the wind a song worth sing-
ing, my own song, formed for my ears
alone.”

Among the teachers of Della Wu was
an old mystic known as Vung Thoong,
who had led an austere life of medita-
tions, privation and abstinence.

“When a man is almost starving,” he
declared, “his faculties are intensified in
power. At such time one can almost hear
the music of the spheres. At birth a bit
of Heaven is given unto the body of every
man. It is frequently absurd what he does
with it, Because he possesses a bit of
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Heaven, he frequently imagines himself
a god. It is that divine speck of Heaven
that makes 2 man a saint or a sinner, ac-
cording to how he disposes of that pre-
cious gift. If religion is worth anything
at all, men should not fear to die. Yet
even the most faithful fear death, which,
if the sacred teachers are correct, should
only be a gentle passing from a lesser
world to an eternal. The simplest thing
in life is death. For death is merely the
release of the ‘spirit to wander in the in-
finite blue meadows of the sky.”

Vung Thoong did not profess to be a
Christian, although he was well-versed in
the tenets of that religion.

““There can only be one real religion,”
he mused. “The universe can not be di-
vided into sections like a continent with
the God of the Hindoo ruling over one
province, the God of the Christians rul-
ing over another, with sections for the
Buddhists, Jains and Parsees. There is
only one religion and that religion is the
religion of the stars, a religion of quie-
tude and peace. Forever men are gazing
into Heaven when they gaze unto the
skies but few there are who realize it.”

Vung Thoong had his own theories re-
garding everything. Whether they were
true or not is of little import. At least
they were as credible as the views of most
other philosophers. Nen-Tsang had sum-
moned the aged mystic to his garden be-
cause he believed that Vung Thoong was
a superb teacher. A great courtezan must
be a deep thinker. In ancient Greece and
Rome the courtezans even swayed the ad-
ministration of justice and helped frame
the laws of the country. Courtezans have
changed measurably the history of the
whole world.

Della Wu was fond of the strange old
man. She liked to walk beside him in the
garden, to listen to his quaint ramblings.
He was very old and his face was like
dried parchment, as brown as the soil
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from the heat and dust of more than half
a century’s residence in the desert. He
was as tall and thin as a reed growing
beside a rice-field. There was little ma-
terialism about him. He seemed almost
like a gaunt specter which the wind blew
through the garden. His footfalls were
so soft they could not be heard.

Sometimes Della Wu engaged him in
serious conversation.

“Tell me,” she cried on one occasion,
“are men really as vile as I have been
brought up to believe?”

Vung Thoong gazed for a moment to-
ward the sky. Then he said slowly, “No
matter what the world may say, no man
is ever entirely good or entirely evil. If
he were good without stain he would be a
god. Men might then bow down before
him in worship. If he were all evil, he
would be a spirit of destruction, destroy-
ing all that came in his path. Most of the
evil we see in others really lies in our own
hearts. It is easier to find evil than good
in our neighbors because we search more
ardently for it.”

ow it so happened that at this time
there came to Canton from the
outer districs of Mongolia a wealthy
mandarin who prided himself on his fine
figure, good looks and accomplishments.
In his household there were many women,
and among his women were many beau-
ties, but still he lacked contentment. To
hold the love of women martered little to
him. It was the chase he gloated over, the
joy of conquest.

When he heard of Della Wu he set out
at once for Canton. In great splendor he
arrived at the garden of Nen-Tsang. He
came as a merchant that he might the
more readily ingratiate himself. Nen-
Tsang was a trader before all else. And
the mandarin, whose name was Lee
Nyoen, brought with him samples of jade
wine-bowls, amber vases and ink-slabs of
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cornelian that were of magnificent work-
manship. He also brought samples of rice
that had been chemically treated and pol-
ished until they were like pearls which
had been threaded and worked into neck-
laces and screens.

Nen-Tsang was loud in his praise of
the trinkets; and he welcomed Lee Nyoen
with as much enthusiasm as though he
had been bhis own son. In the evening
Lee Nyoen wandered with Della Wu
down to the tiny river where the love-
boat lay at anchor. He wooed her with
the most extravagant phrases. She was a
white dove flying across the purple sky.
When she awakened to watch the dawn,
the sun hid behind curtains of gray cloud
because it could not stand her dazzling
beauty. Her supple body was a gorgeous
glowing opal, devastating in the heat of
its fire. So on and on, in the manner of
Li Po and Li Yi. ,

It was inevitable that they should ar-
range to meet in the love-boat later that
evening, under the veil of darkness, when
the garden was enshrouded in its robes
of night. As usual she exacted promises
from him that he would depart before
daylight and would not endeavor to con-
verse with her during the dreamlike inter-

-lude. Of course Lee Nyoen acceded to

her wishes. He promised explicit obedi-
ence. But to Lee Nyoen promises were
made to be broken. Some hours later,
within the love-boat, he suddenly struck
a match and gazed ardently, eagerly into
the face of the girl that was in his arms.
It was an extremely handsome negress
whose body breathed forth the incense of
a thousand flowers.

Lee Nyoen released the girl and sprang
to his feet. With an oath he leaped from
the boat into the quierude of the garden.
Everything was in blackness except the
tops of the trees which stood out in sil-
houette against the sky. As he walked
along his body shook with anger and pas-
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ston, cold perspiration stood out in beads
on his forehead. Della Wu had tricked
him. He had lost face. No woman had
ever before dared hold him up to ridi-
cule. She must be his! There was no
other way to erase the stigma. For hours
he walked through the garden, raving in
his anger.

Just before dawn, when the shadows
of night had commenced to melt from
the garden, he encountered an old gar-
dener who was out early to tend his be-
loved flowers. Lee Nyoen sprang for-
ward and seized the old fellow by the
throat. His fingers closed until the old
man gasped for breath and his eyes
bulged in terror. Then Lee Nyoen re-
laxed his grip and demanded to be di-
rected to the house in which Della Wu
slept. When the gardener hesitated, the
steel-like fingers closed again about his
scrawny throat. After that it was not
hard to persuade him to be a guide.

A short while later, Lee Nyoen was in

the simple chamber whercin Della Wu'

slept by the open window. He gasped at
the beauty of this glowing amber girl.
Her gorgeous body was enhanced by the
soft texture of the night-robe she wore.
Gently he lifted her in his arms and
strode swiftly toward the garden. But he
had not gotten far from the house when
Della Wu awakened. In a2 moment she
realized her peril. She struggled, but to
no avail. The arms of Lee Nyoen were
relentless. His muscles were like steel
cables. Her strength was puny by com-
parison to his. Nevertheless her will was
strong. Valiantly she struggled, engaging
all Lee Nyoen's attention. He had to
lessen his stride to keep from falling.
Lee Nyoen had decided to carry her
across a moon-bridge over the tiny river
to where there was a pavilion particu-
larly suited ‘to the pursuance of love's
pleasures. He had visited the pavilion in
the afternoon and so he knew that no one
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slept in it throughout the night. Now at
last Lee Nyoen was master of that gar-
den. Likewise, too, was he the master of
the glorious Della Wu, who was a trick-
ster extraordinary. Very smart was Lee
Nyoen. He had the reputation of never
failing at anything. But smart though
Lee Nyoen was, his thinking capacity
was dwarfed in comparison to that of
Della Wu. She had anticipated just such
an emergency. She had ruminated on
what might happen if one of her sundry
suitors discovered her trickery. Formu-
nately the old gardener had been one of
her faithful followers whom she had
taken into her confidence. And now he
acted according to instructions previously
arranged. He sped down to the moon-
bridge by a short cut across the flower
beds. And there he loosened two boards
in the center of the bridge. Lee Nyoen
bad no eyes for any one but Della Wu.
Her beauty absorbed his thoughts, her
struggles absorbed his strength. But now
as they reached the moon-bridge her ef-
forts ceased and her eyes closed. Lee
Nyoen gloated over his victory. He was
glad that at last she had been beaten into
submission. Perhaps he could be par-
doned a bit of conceit, for now Della Wu
was to be his.

Even as he smiled, he was crossing the
bridge. He had stepped upon the boards
which the old gardener had loosened. The
next moment there was a splash, Lee
Nyoen struck his head as he fell, The
blow was sufficent to knock him uncon-
scious. But it was not sufficient to cause
him to relax his hold on the form of the
wondrous Della Wu. Although the
river was not wide at this point it was
very deep. Together they sank into the
black waters just as the dawn crimsoned
the eastern sky. Della Wu did not strug-
gle. Life seemed so futile, and after all
pethaps Vung Thoong was right. To fear

(Continued on page 432)



For the Sake of Enlishtenment
By COUTTS BRISBANE

Even in China they bave quack doctors, as this amusing story about Doctor
Fung Lee shows

T THE corner where the street
A named Redolent-of-Virtue gave
upon the marketplace of Sao-Ping,
Doctor Fung Lee halted. Here was the
strategic point most favorable to his cam-
paign. Though it was but a little after
daybreak, people from the surrounding
country were already trickling through
the gate at the farther end and soon street
and market would be crowded. It was
a first-class pitch.

Doctor Fung Lee laid down his heavy
pack and turned to the owner of the shop
by him, an obese person engaged in set-
ting out to the best advantage a varied
store of wares, mostly damaged or of
poor quality, ranging from old clothes to
packets of spices and musical instruments.

“Honorable sir, this despicable person
is a practitioner of the estimable and ven-
erable art of healing, come from very far
to benefit the people of Sao-ping with his
wisdom. Deign therefore to allow him to
display his sign and chart upon this shut-
ter. Besides acquiring merit by a benev-
olent action, you will assuredly benefit by
much custom from the crowd that will
infallibly assemble to witness the cures
I shall perform.”

The shopkeeper, by name Chow Ming,
assumed a disdainful countenance.

“Ten cash,” he growled.

“A stick has two ends. This street has
two corners. Four cash-——or I go over the
way,” replied Doctor Fung. “Also I will
give you a dose to relieve the constriction
of your honorable head. And see, already
I attract attention.”

Two peasants loaded with garden
produce had halted at gaze. Chow Ming
yielded reluctantly.

424

“Four, then.
growled.

“The gods witness your disinterested
benevolence,” murmured Doctor Fung
sarcastically, and paid from a flaccid
purse.

Money down,” he

At once he became busy and unrolling
a wide scroll of tough paper, hung it
upon the shutter. It displayed a life-size
outline of a human figure, divided by thin
red lines into a hundred spaces of about
equal area, each bearing a number. An
inscription in red and gold proclaimed:

“Dr. Fung Lee, healer of all pains. Stomachs
relieved, Blindness, Deafness, Epilepsy, Oppres-
sion after Meals,. and all other diseases cured.
The Fee is small, the Relief immediate and last-
ing. Doctor Fung Lee, Healer of Maadarins.”

Doctor Fung next opened his phar-
macy, a large box divided into one hun-
dred compartments, each numbered to
correspond with a division of the chart.
He brought from one wide sleeve a
little brazier of bronze and revived the
charcoal in it by blowing. Beside this he
set an assortment of knives and cautery
irons, a small but horrid-looking demon
of brass, a silver spoon, graduated for
measuring doses, a silver tube, a large
bundle of firecrackers and a gong. Then
he squatted, ready for action.

Chow Ming, having completed his
window-dressing, came out grunting dis-
mally.

“My head stll aches,” he remarked
pointedly. “A cure was promised.”

“It will not ache for long. Mine are
potent and far-reaching drugs,” quoth
Doctor Fung and rose briskly. “Conde-
scend to indicate the exact seat of the
pain.”
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Chow Ming rubbed his forehead.
Doctor Fung glanced at the chart. That
region was Number Four; therefore the
doctor dpened compartment Four of the
pharmacy, dag out a generous spoonful
of gray powder and grinned at his pa-
tient.

“Give yourself the trouble of opening
wide your capacious and magnificent
mouth. So!” With the dexterity of long
practise he tossed the powder into the
patient’s gullet. “Go take a cup of hot
tea,” he added as Chow Ming spluttered
and choked. “You will quickly recover
your accustomed serenity.”’

Ming departed, too full for words.
One of the peasants, having consulted
with his friends and the four others who
had joined them, now stepped forward.

“I have two pains. What is the fee?”
he asked.

“Where are the pains?”’ countered Doc-
tor Fung.

“Here and here.” The man indicated
stomach and eyes. “'I am dizzy and there
are strange spots that fly before me like
soot from a dirty chimney.”

“Two cash,” said Doctor Fung and
thrust the largest of his cautery irons into
the heart of the glowing brazier. “For
two cash only I will relieve you. You
shall skip like a young goat in the
spring.”

“Will you not take a couple of water-
melons? I am a poor man.”

“Two cash!” insisted Doctor Fung
with great firmness. “'Mine are mandarin
medicines of great potency.”

“What is that for?” The man pointed
to the cautery heating in the brazier. He
seemed to distrust it.

“Am I to explain the secrets of my
art to one void of understanding?”
grunted Doctor Fung testily. “If you do
not want relief, pass on. Others wait.
But in a lirle while the earth will rock
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beneath your
whirl .

“It is so already, great father!” moaned
the man. “Cure me. Here are the cash.”

Doctor Fung smiled, glanced at his
chart, identified the storm centers, swiftly
spooned a portion of powder from Num-
ber Six—the eyes—another from Number
Fifty—the midriff—mixed them with the
long index finger nail which he used for
writing, and bade the patient swallow.

“Now, shut your eyes!” he commanded
as the man convulsively got the mixture
down, and as he obeyed drew the glowing
iron from the brazier. “So!”

A wild how! of pain, 2 mad leap into
the air. Swiftly and dexterously Doctor
Fung had applied the cautery to Number
Fifry.

“Like a young goat, even as I said,”
murmured Doctor Fung blandly. “Go,
my son. In a little the demon that has
oppressed you will depart.” And he lit a
firecracker and, as it banged, smote the
gong, while the sufferer was led off by
his friends.

feet, your head will

TH—E crowd thickened. Many folks
passed into the market, sold their
wares and set about shopping. With
voice, gang and crackers Doctor Fung
advertised his presence, praising himself
and his medicines without stint. The lean
purse grew heavy; some of the compart-
ments of the drug box had to be refilled
from bags taken from the inexhaustible
pack; the big cautery iron, the doctor’s
favorite weapon, began to show signs of
wear. Patients came in a steady stream
and departed—mostly writhing.

But at last the rush slackened. The
market was over, the folks going home,
and Doctor Fung had leisure to refresh
himself with a bowl of chop and a pot
of tea brought from a neighboring cook-
shop. He lit his pipe and leisurely began
to pack up with a contented mind. He
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had had an excellent day. He proposed
to fare sumptuously at a restaurant he
knew of, the Abundant-Bestower-of-Suc-
culence; then he would hire a coolie and
wheelbarrow and be trundled comfort-
ably to the neighboring town of Sao-
Hang in the cool of the evening.

He had completed his packing and was
preparing to move when a man, who for
the past two hours had been observing
his activities from the garden porch of a
house of some pretensions on the farther
side of the street, crossed to his side.

“Is this lowly and ill-nurtured person
permitted to speak with the highly esti-
mable Doctor Fung on a matter concern-
ing the health of a trebly revered male
parent?” he asked softly, after looking
round to make certain that none could
overhear,

“Filial piety is the chief jewel in the
necklet of the superior virtues. Speak!”
With one swift glance Doctor Fung had
appraised his man. He was clad in fine
silks, his body was of a beautiful rotun-
dity, his cheeks were pendulous. A crim-
son birthmark on his forehead was the
sole blemish of a moon-like countenance.
Doctor Fung judged him good for 2 fat
fee. “I have other and finer medicines
for such as your revered and venerable
progenitor,” he added. “Calcined tiger’s
claws, gall of serpents, musk from——"

“No. Those I have watched at work
with soul-stirring effeas will suffice,”
said the filial one. *I have noted that for
those who suffer in various parts of the
body, you mix powders of various sorts.”

“Such, my son, is what I have learned
by close application and long study. But
as I have said, for cases such as——"

“My tevered parent suffers all over.
There is no part of him that does not
ache, from the crown of his head, filled
with wisdom and the maxims of the
sages, to the tips of his melodious toes.
‘Therefore I have considered. Other heal-
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ers have treated but one part of him at
atime. My revered parent remains as be-
fore. Yet perhaps if you were to admin-
ister to him a// the medicaments in your

box, he would recover?”

“I think he would be more likely to
become an ancestor, at once and with
noises as of not distant thunder,” replied
Doctor Fung dryly. “Yet that is an ex-
periment I have often wished to try for
the sake of my own enlightenment. It
is for you, filial one, to decide. The risk
that you-will be involved in the expense
of a ficting funeral is great. The expense
of the experiment will also be great. One
thousand taels will defray it, and I must
also enjoy the hospitality of your honos
able progenitor’s palatial roof that I may
observe his progress, either toward the
ancestral tomb or the enjoyment of a ripe
and long-enduring old age.”

“By what I have noted of the -won-
drous effects of three of your dragon-sub-
duing drugs administered together, I can
have but little doubt of what will follow

the addition of the remaining ninety-

seven,” murmured the dutiful son. “Bur
since my revered father is already at the
very stirrup of the heaven-aspiring steed,
the experiment is worth trying. Follow
me. You shall have your fee. Then you
shall exercise your unsurpassable skill and
remain under my roof while all the neces-
sary ceremonies are performed.”
Doctor Fung Lee lifted his pack and
followed the filial one through the portal
and a well-tilled garden, to an airy pavil-
ion attached to the rear of the house.
Here, upon a bed of carved rosewood,
propped about by silken cushions and
covered with quilts stuffed with the suo-
perior down of wild geese, lay 2 man ad-
vanced beyond the middle years of life
and of a figure that assuredly exceeded
the bounds of the canon of Feng Tien,
for his girth was greater by four hand-
spans than his height. He regarded His
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son and the doctor with blinking eyes
but gave no other sign of animation.

“Behold, most honorable father, I have
brought a physician whose merit is wrzit-
ten in letters of pure gold upon the scroll
of fame. He will undoubtedly cure you,”
said the dutiful son.

“If it is so ordained,” murmured Doc-
tor Fung, who had his doubts. “T re-
quire more charcoal for my brazier,” he
whispered. “Also there was a fee prom-
ised.”

“All shall be brought. Speak sooth-
ingly to my father while I procure it. His
name is Wu Lung. Mine is Ti Lung. I
go—yet is the hot iron needful? Surely
a hundred drugs should suffice?”

“I shall proceed according to the rules
of science!” replied Doctor Fung magis-
terially and turned toward the patient.
“You are sure that pains afflict you in
every part of your magnificent body, oh
revered Wu Lung?” he asked.

The patieat blinked rapidly and appar-
ently affirmatively, but though his lips
moved, no sound came forth. Doctor
Fung shook his head and busied himself
with his preparations. He took a large
bowl from his pack and with meticulous
care measured equal portions from each
compartment of his drug box. Though
each was small, the aggregate made a
goodly pile. He added water, stirred the
mess, and once more blew up his brazier.

The excellent Ti Lung returned with
a basket of charcoal and a heavy bag, and
having made certain that the sum of taels
was correct and the pieces of good silver
and fair weight, Doctor Fung at once be-
gan his work.

With the aid of the filial Ti and an old
woman servant of sinister countenance
but strong arms, he transferred the con-
tents of the bowl to the interior of Wu
Lung, then settled down to await results.

Shortly after the results began to occur.
They continued to occur throughout the
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remainder of the day and far into the
night, while the patient heaved and
howled and performed the most extra-
ordinary contortions, stimulated when-
ever he showed signs of slackening in en-
deavor by well directed touches of the
cautery. It was observable that his bulk
was lessened by midnight, at which time
Doctor Fung Lee judged it well to allow
him to subside into the sleep of exhaust-
jon.

All the next day the patient slepe,
which time Ti Lung, a prey to filia] grief,
spent in bargaining with a well-deserving
undertaker; also he continued to sleep
through the ensuing night. On the fol-
lowing morning he awoke, greatly dimin-
ished. Doctor Fung Lee at once ordered
fitting nourishment, swallows’-nest soup,
rhubarb stewed in butter and a duck sim-
mered in wine. These delicacies he ad-
ministered to the patient with excellent
effect.

From that moment the recovery of the
excellent Wu was rapid, and ere the eve-
ning he was able to proclaim to several
old friends who had come to witness his
last moments at the instance of Ti, that
the heaven-aspiring steed had for that
time been returned to his celestial stall
with an empty saddle.

Three days later he was sufficiently re-
stored to bestow upon Doctor Fung Lee
yet another thousand taels and the assur-
ance of his eternal gratitude, with which
Doctor Fung took his departure.

Ti Lung, who, at his recovered parent’s
express desire, accompanied the physician
to the street gate, presented to him a
moon-like countenance wreathed in deep
gloom, despite the successful outcome of
the experiment which he himself had in-
augurated.

“May you shortly cease to have an ex-
istence!” he said with much bitterness.
“Bur for your ill-timed meddling with
the decree of the gods, my revered father
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would ere now have been relieved of the
burden of prolonged sojourn amongst us,
while an excellent if avaricious under-
taker would have been providing Sao-
Ping with the spectacle of a superb and
mind-elevating funeral of unsurpassed
magnificence.”

“Refrain from these unfilial and evil-
deserving observations!” quoth Doctor
Fung in stern rebuke. “‘Rejoice rather that
you have been the cause of enlarging the
knowledge of this humble but earnest
student of the science of healing. Fare-
well. May your honorable shadow cover
a continually increasing area.”

Whereupon Doctor Fung, wearing. a
benevolent smile, made haste to the town
gate where he joined himself to a well-
armed company of merchants, fearing
that otherwise an overwhelming parsi-
mony should impel the filial Ti Lung
to cause him to be intercepted and re-
lieved of his gains.

AFULL year of profitable endeavor
had passed before Doctor Fung Lee
again visited the town of Sao-Ping. Once
more he established himself in the
shadow of the benevolent Chow Ming.
But scarce had he banged his gong thrice
ere he observed on the opposite side of
the street a beggar who glared at him
with incredible malignity. With some
difficulty, for the fellow was of a meager

habit, Doctor Fung recognized by the

fiery birthmark upon his forehead the
erstwhile sleek and well-conditioned Ti
Lung.

“How is this?”” he inquired of the be-
nevolent Chow Ming. “Is the honorable
and well-venerated Wu Lung again on
the point of joining his ancestors and
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does Ti Lung adopt this dress and de-
prive himself of sustenance to placate
some demon who afflicts his revered par-
ent?”

"“You yourself are the cause, honorable
and gifted healer,” replied Chow Ming.
"Know that Ti Lung was but a late
adopted son. After your skill re-
moved Wu Lung from the very saddle
of the heaven-mounting steed, he grew
strong and lusty. He wedded a sprightly
maiden. Now twin sons of a superiof
beauty and unexampled strength of lungs
adorn the hearth of Wu, and Ti Lung,
having given way to reviling the decree
of the gods, has been cast forth to earn
his own bread.”

Doctor Fung arose, repacked in haste,
and sent a boy for his barrow man. Then
he beckoned to Ti Lung, who approached
with a lowering and evil-bespeaking
countenance.

“A year past, oh virtuous and filial
one, your honeyed tongue persuaded me
to a certain experiment. It was success-
ful, but of its full fruition I have learned
but now. The head mandarin of Ning-
Po, a very wealthy person, lacks a son
to make the offerings. He has proclaimed
a reward of ten thousand taels to any one
who can procure him that supreme felic-
ity. I go in haste to earn it, yet it is but
fiting that you, through whom my feet
were put upon the path of enlighten-
ment, should be rewarded according to
your surpassing merit.”

Thereupon Doctor Fung mounted his
barrow, dropped something into the out-
stretched hand, and was trundled swiftly
away, urging his man to speed.

Ti Lung remained motionless and
speechless. In his palm lay the reward of
merit—a single brass cash,
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(Continued from page 292)

(literally “Beyond-the-Seas”) being the name by which the Crusaders’ conquests in
the Holy Land were known. It is a tale of the Sultan Yusuf (el-Melek en-Nasr Abu
el-Mozaffer Salah ed-Din), Sultan of Egypt and Syria, known to the Western world
as Saladin, the Lion of Islam. The story lives up to its subject. And Saladin is truly
a fascinating figure in history. Many tales are told about him by the Moslem chron-
iclers, extolling his great piety and fanatical zeal for the propagation of the Mu-
hammadan faith. Beha ed-Din, one of Saladin’s ministers, tells approvingly of one
spectacular incident when two captured French knights were brought into his tent
with their hands bound ‘behind them. Saladin seized his simitar and struck a blow
at one of the knights, intending to cut off his head, but the knight ducked, and the
blade clove through his arm. Then Saladin stabbed him through the heart and had
the attendants drag out the corpse. The other knight naturally expected to suffer the
same fate; but Saladin, to show that there was no personal animosity in his attack
on the first knight, had the second knight's bonds struck from him, and invited
him to sit at table with him and share his repast. He then held him for ransom,
and the knight was finally returned to the Crusaders, unharmed. It seems that it
had come to Saladin’s ears that the first knight had foully insulted the name of Mu-
hammad, and Saladin had sworn an oath that he would put the knight to death
if he were ever captured. He could overlook an affront to himself, but not to the
Holy Prophet! Although Beha ed-Din relates this incident as an example of Sala-
din’s praiseworthy piety, it sounds a bit fanatical to our modern ears. Mr. Howard's
story in our next issue, however, pictures Saladin in his more noble aspect, and
makes him truly a heroic figure.

ORIENTAL STORIES continues to elicit enthusiastic letters of praise from the read-
ers, and many suggestions as to how the magazine can be still further improved.

“Congratulations on the second copy of ORIENTAL STORIES, for it beats the
first by a very creditable margin,” writes J. E. Erdmann, of North Bend, Wash-
ington. “When I saw the first number I said, “They won’t ever equal it;’ but now
you've gone and beaten it completely. More power to your elbow. If number three
is going to be like that, how can I wait for it?”

Nathan Schachner, of New York City, writes: “Permit me to congratulate you on
your new magazine, ORIENTAL STORIES. The first issue was good, bur the second
is splendid. The tales have the authentic tang and glamor of the East, and I am sure
that the magazine will be an overwhelming success.”

E. A. Shaffer, of Harrisburg, Pennsylvania, writes: “Not only have I read and
enjoyed ORIENTAL STORIES but I have studicd it, and in conformity to its name I
don’t see how it could be improved, with the exception of a serial or two. Personally
I like serials and 1 believe it a wise plan to get the public to buy regularly a fayorite
magazine in which say two serials are running.” [The reason why ORIENTAL Sto-
RIES runs no serials is that it is published bi-monthly, and sixty days seems too
long a time to ask readers to wait between installments. If enough of our readers
ask for serials, of course you will get them. But in fairness to you, all stories will be

complete in single issues, unless we get an overwhelming demand for serials.—THE
EDITORS. } ‘

“Congratulations on ORIENTAL STORIES,” writes N. J. O'Neail, of Toronto,
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“Ous Adelbert Kline, to my mind, captures the true atmosphere of the Arabian
Nights in The Man Who Limped, and Howard’s The Voice of El-Lil is also fine.
The December-January issue looks equally good, though I haven't settled down to
reading it yet.”

Alice I'Anson writes from Mexico City: “ORIENTAL STORIES is certainly keep-
ing up the reputation earned by its sister magazine, WERD TALES. In the Decem-
ber-January issue I cast my vote for Dorota Flatau's Golden Rosebud and The Green
Jade God by John Briggs. Personally I like my Oriental stories very mystical, con-
fined to Oriental characters, and with only a very appealing love interest that seems
to be an integral part of the story. Historical characters of note are also prime fa-
vorites of mine; but I do not care so much for the sanguinary details of great bat-
tles, etc., though I am aware there must.be variety in a magazine of this sort to suit
the tastes of all its readers. Good luck and long life to this interesting new venture!”

A letter from George H. Wagmann, of Brownwood, Texas, says: “It was
with ‘the greatest of interest that I bought the first copy of ORIENTAL STORIES. I
have been a reader of WEIRD TALES for four years and I can not be blamed for
sceing that I got in at the start of another publication by the same company. There is
no doubt that you have opened up a field which will yield us many delightful and
interesting stories of the East. Lovers of such stories will be exceedingly grateful
that you have formed a medium whereby they may obtain Oriental tales of which
they might never hear but for your magazine. My only objection is that you are
making it a bi-monthly instead of publishing it every month. In my estimation,
Strange Bedfellows, by S. B. H. Hurst, is the best story in the issue. My second
choice falls to Frank Owen with his Singapore Nights. It is really a hard task to pick
the best, as they are all good."'

M. Artine Miller, of Worden, Oregon, writes to the Souk: *'Just a line to tell

MY FAVORITE TALES IN THE FEBRUARY-MARCH ISSUE OF
ORIENTAL STORIES ARE:

Story Remarks
1 ;. P S S SRR SR RO SN .
2 ) st . e e e e
(5 SR B S S S e e
I do not like the following stories:
() L - RS
[ P p et i . B e e A i

—— St it s, S S Sl sl e, S St S Wl W Vet

stories you want in Oriental Stories if
you will fill out this coupon and mail it
to The Souk, Oriental Stories, 840 N.
Michigan Ave., Chicago, Il

It will help us to know what kind of i'—
l
I
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you that 1 like the new magazine, ORIENTAL STORIES. It's fine. The Circle of Illu-
sion, with its unexpected ending, and Strange Bedfellows, an unusually interesting
story, vie with each other for first choice. One has to feel toward Bugs Sinnat
the same as he did toward his ‘deaf and dumb’ companion. You can’t help but ad-
mire him. But are we going to get only one issue in two months? Like the small
boy who was trying to get three-fourths of the other fellow’s apple, I feel like say-
ing ‘stingy.’ I guess we ought to be satisfied with quality instead of quantity; but
I do like Oriental stories well enough to want them oftener.”

Readers, what is your favorite story in this issue? As this number goes to press,
three stories lead in popularity in the December-January issue. These are The Kin
of the {erawahbs, by S. B. H. Hurst; Golden Rosebud, by Dorota Flatau; and The
China Kid, by Frank Owen.

preserved teir secrets
—tor you /

Now they are offered to you so that you, too, can rise to the splendor
and power of the secret Masters of the East. Never has such an offering
been made as the Rosicrucians present to the selected few. The Magi of
the Orient were Master Minds. Egypt was the most advanced country in

the world—through secret knowledge. Even today scientists are vainly
hunting for buried secrets of Egypt's methods of making gold, preventing dis-
ease and prolonging life. But, her rare knowledge was not hidden in tombs and
pyramids. There was the SECRET FRATERNITY—the mystic,
arcane, schools of the Magi, which passed on the great Wisdom
and mystic power to its successor, THE FRATERNITY OF.
THE ROSY CROSS. Today the Rosicrucians teach the worthy
and sincere the astounding principles which make men and
women Masters of Fate. If you feel that you are truly ready
to study the Mysteries of Life, (and not merely curious) you
may have a FREE BOOK sent to you without obligation by
pddressing a letter to:

LIBRARIAN O. B. D.

ROSICRUCIAN BROTHERHOOD (o)
. (AMORC)
(Perpetuating the Original Rosicrucian Fraternity) Eﬂ

San Jose, Calif.
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NEXT ISSUE

Tsang,
Sea Captain

By
JAMES W. BENNETT

ACOLORFUL novel of the Bolshevik
revolution in China, introducing
Tsang Ah-bou, the Chinese detective.
This is a vivid story of present-day
China, crammed with action and replete
with thrills.

IDNAPPING, wholesale robbery,
murder, gun-running, and un-
principled blackmail marked the ca-
reer of the Count di Mazzino and his
yacht; but he found himself in antago-
nism to the shrewd Tsang, whose detec-
tive methods were purely Oriental and
accomplished résults in much more ef-
fective fashion than the more subtle
methods of Occidental police. This up-
to-the-minute novel will be published
complete

in the April-May issue of

Oriental Stories
07 sale March 15th

To avoid missing your copy, clip and mail
this coupon today for SPECIAL
SUBSCRIPTION OFFER.

ORIENTAL STORIES

840 N. Michigan Ave,
Chicago, Il

Enclosed find $1.00 for which send me the next
five issues of ORIENTAL STORIES to begin with
the April-May issue ($1.25 in Canada). Special
offer void unless remittance fs accompanied by
coupon.

Name.

Address

City — Btate. e

Red Blades of Black
Cathay

{Continned from page 313}

lips were withdrawn and a goblet took
their place, filled with a stinging wine
that jerked him back into consciousness.

Genghis was standing over him.

"You have already found your queen,
eh?” he smiled. "“"Well—rest of your
wounds; I will not need your aid for-some
months yet. Marry your queen, organize
your kingdom — there is a great army
drawn up on the western border ready
to your hand now that there is to be
no invasion of your kingdom. It may be
the western Turks will dispute your liege-
ship—you have but to send the wotd and
I will send you as many riders as you
need. When the desert grass deepens for
spring, we ride into Greater Cathay.”

The khan turned on his heel and strode
away and Godric gathered the slim form
of Yulira into his weary arms.

“Wang Yin will wait long for his bride,”
said he, and the laughter of, Yulita was
like the tinkle of the silvery fountains in
the cherry blossom courts of Jahadur.
And so the dream that had haunted God-
ric de Villehard of an Eastern empire
woke to life.

Della Wu, Chinese

Courtezan
(Continued from page 423)
death, to struggle against it, is to miss
perhaps one of the most divine pleasures
which earth affords.

The old gardener rushed forward on
thebridge and gazed into the water. There
came a few bubbles to the surface. Then
all was still. Thus passed Della Wu,
lovely Chinese courtezan, whosé beauty
and fame were known throughout the
province. =
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/ Quickly demonstrated and conveniently car-

BRING YOU v/ ried in vest pocket. Protection for everybody
’ 7 against robbers, criminals, morons, vicious

/ dogs, ete., yet it is not classed as a weapon, be-

$400,00 // cause absolutely harmless.
A MONTH “Sold 17 first day out”

/ writes Hansen of Northern Illinois. Hayes
7 2
/
74

make $2.55 on each sale. Big extra profits on
quantity. Prospects everywhere—men, women,
banks, theatres, merchants, ete. You should close
at least 40%.

of Minn. wires, “Sold my first dozen in 5
hours. Send 3 doz. C. 0. D. at once.” Agents

/*  Millions of Prospects

You won't have to go hunting for prospects with
this article. Youwll find them by the thousands

GAS 7 /" EVERYWHERE. Wherever people gather. Simply

/ e Show It. Show it to your barber—your banker—

rDIJN.I-AlN / / 7 your dealer—your doctor—your dentist—your minis-
/ ter. Show it to friends, acquaintances, clerks—to every-

! body—both men and women. Everyone will be inter-

ested. And that means sales—sales and still more sales.

/, Only Vest-Pocket Sample  Startling Demonstration
b If

GU N Needed A simple, quick demonstration

5 never fails to arouse vital inter-

No carrying case to lug around or  est and a keen desire to pos-

LATEST to bother with. Just a sample Atlas  sess, The “Cigarette Test” is

MODEL ear Gas Fountain Pen clipped to your  amagzingly effective. Only re-

vest pocket—just like an ordinary foun-  guires a few seconds’ time, yet

tain pen; you can show it in a second—  proves beyond all doubt what a

in a flash! Simply hand it to a person  tremendously effective weapon

with the statement “What do] you thinkl of the ATLAS IS, without the

this?”’—and instantaneously you have created a least bit of harm, injury or dan-
rospect. You are going to find the Atlas Tear Gas el Py

Eour&ain Pen the fastegst seller you ever handled. ger. If you believe in effective,

startling demonstration to close

. . sales, then you have in the Atlas
New — Different — Amaz“‘g Tear Gas Fountain Pen Gun a

V The Atlas Tear Gas Fountain Pen Gun has al(;-cady 100% seller.
# proven itself an amazing seller. Nothing in the direct . .
PRESS sales fleld today actually compares with it as a Exc]uswe Terrltory
SELF SELLER, Without exception every person will still open. Especially attractive proposition

look at it! Ninety-five per cent will want to examine .
11 Kindles instant euriosity. That’s the kind of an  to men controlling force of salesmen. Send
article smart salesmen want to handle, Quick inter- coupon for details regarding How to get
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QUICKER than " this astounding end for Your Demonstrator Today!
e ATLAS TEAR GAS CO.
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Gentlemen:—Please send me particulars regarding your Foun- l
Demonstrator and two cartridges Free. I
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FREE BOOK!

If you haven't read
this thrilling Chinese
story you have missed
one of the strangest
stories ever told. Ex-
citing incidents fol-
low in such quick
succession that the
interest in the story
is at white heat all
of the time.

of Dr. Ferdinand Gresham, the eminent

American  astronomer, in his encounters
with Kwo-Sung-tao, high priest of the Seun-
H'sin (the Sect of Two Moons). The Suen-H'sin
are the sorcerers of China, and the most mur-
derously diabolical breed of human heings on
this earth. Each turn of the page incrcases the
suspense when you follow Dir. Gresham to take
part in the hellish ceremonies in the Temple of
the Moon God--when he crosses the Mountains
of Fear-——half tarves on the dead plains of
zunsz'chuen — swims  the River of Dreath —
sleeps in the Caves of Nganhwiu, where the hot
winds never cvase and the dead light their
campfires on their journev to Nirvana. Here is
a story that will thrill you.

Amazing Subscription Offer

This book formerly sold for the regular price of
£1.50. Now vou can have it free for a limited
time only with a six months' suhseription to
WEIRT TALES. Simpnly send £1.50. the regular

Y« 'U will want to read the thrilling adventures

This book is beauti-
fully bound in rich
cloth, with attrac-
tive colored jacket.
It is our gift to you
and will make a val-
uable addition to
your library.

fascinating tales that forecast the marvelous
invention, science and surgery of the future: tales
of other planets and voyages hetween the w :vr[rh;
weird storivs of the Edgar Allan Poc type; weird-
<cientific stories of the Jules Verne type; creepy
mystery tales; bizarre and unusual stories; tales
of the unnatural and abnormal; occult and mys-
tic tales, and tales of the supernatural; tales of
werewolves, vampires, witches and devil-wor-
ship; ghost-stories, and tales of spirit return:
tales of ~trange monsters; tales of mystery and
terror; and tales of horror,

This offer may be withdrawn at any time, a0
we advise vou to order now. Remember, the
supply of books is limited. Send today!

WEIRD TALES,

840 N. Michizan Ave., Dept, S-8. Chicago, 1L

WEIRD TATX L, Dept, S-8,
I 840 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill,

I cnclose $1.50. Send at once, postage prepaid, the

I boolk ““The Maon Terror,”” and cnter my subscription to

WEIRD TAL for ~is months. Tt fs understond this
I $1.50 is payment in full,

six  months'  subscription  price  for WETRT
TAT.ES, and this splendid hook is vours ab«o- Namc
lutely free. A £3.00 value for $1.50. You receive
the magazine for six months and this hook is Address
<ent to vou free of charce |
In WEIRD TALES MAGAZINE you will find City - State
ASANADS DA b dededede hdedoded ety bededededs Adetchdedels AAAAAASS I AA AMMMBADAALAD A SASIADADNI L bl bechdcdededededs b dsdcde

A o AdAAdd A Addddddddddddddid s AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAG AR A A A AL AARAARAR A AR AAAAAAAALNARAAAAAAAAAAAARAAARARLAALA LS AL DAL dddddddddddAdddd dddddddddhded




	OS3102_001
	OS3102_002
	OS3102_003
	OS3102_004
	OS3102_005
	OS3102_006
	OS3102_007
	OS3102_008
	OS3102_009
	OS3102_010
	OS3102_011
	OS3102_012
	OS3102_013
	OS3102_014
	OS3102_015
	OS3102_016
	OS3102_017
	OS3102_018
	OS3102_019
	OS3102_020
	OS3102_021
	OS3102_022
	OS3102_023
	OS3102_024
	OS3102_025
	OS3102_026
	OS3102_027
	OS3102_028
	OS3102_029
	OS3102_030
	OS3102_031
	OS3102_032
	OS3102_033
	OS3102_034
	OS3102_035
	OS3102_036
	OS3102_037
	OS3102_038
	OS3102_039
	OS3102_040
	OS3102_041
	OS3102_042
	OS3102_043
	OS3102_044
	OS3102_045
	OS3102_046
	OS3102_047
	OS3102_048
	OS3102_049
	OS3102_050
	OS3102_051
	OS3102_052
	OS3102_053
	OS3102_054
	OS3102_055
	OS3102_056
	OS3102_057
	OS3102_058
	OS3102_059
	OS3102_060
	OS3102_061
	OS3102_062
	OS3102_063
	OS3102_064
	OS3102_065
	OS3102_066
	OS3102_067
	OS3102_068
	OS3102_069
	OS3102_070
	OS3102_071
	OS3102_072
	OS3102_073
	OS3102_074
	OS3102_075
	OS3102_076
	OS3102_077
	OS3102_078
	OS3102_079
	OS3102_080
	OS3102_081
	OS3102_082
	OS3102_083
	OS3102_084
	OS3102_085
	OS3102_086
	OS3102_087
	OS3102_088
	OS3102_089
	OS3102_090
	OS3102_091
	OS3102_092
	OS3102_093
	OS3102_094
	OS3102_095
	OS3102_096
	OS3102_097
	OS3102_098
	OS3102_099
	OS3102_100
	OS3102_101
	OS3102_102
	OS3102_103
	OS3102_104
	OS3102_105
	OS3102_106
	OS3102_107
	OS3102_108
	OS3102_109
	OS3102_110
	OS3102_111
	OS3102_112
	OS3102_113
	OS3102_114
	OS3102_115
	OS3102_116
	OS3102_117
	OS3102_118
	OS3102_119
	OS3102_120
	OS3102_121
	OS3102_122
	OS3102_123
	OS3102_124
	OS3102_125
	OS3102_126
	OS3102_127
	OS3102_128
	OS3102_129
	OS3102_130
	OS3102_131
	OS3102_132
	OS3102_133
	OS3102_134
	OS3102_135
	OS3102_136
	OS3102_137
	OS3102_138
	OS3102_139
	OS3102_140
	OS3102_141
	OS3102_142
	OS3102_143
	OS3102_144
	OS3102_145
	OS3102_146
	OS3102_147
	OS3102_148

