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INTRODUCTION

DescrisinG Maurice Curzon, the fictional hero of his
novel A Freelanee of Today, Hugh Clifford wrote in 1903
that

circumstance bad combined to well-nigh denationalise him,
to make him turn from his own kind, herd with natives,
that

and conceive for them such an affection and sympath;

he was accustomed to contrast his countrymen unfavour-
ably with his Malayan friends. This, be it said, is not a
whalesome attitude of mind for any European, but it is
curiously comunon among such white men as chance has
thrown for long periods of time into close contact with
Oriental races, and whom Nature has endowed with im-
aginations sufficiently keen to enable them'to live into the

life of the strange folk around them.

Amongst those whom chance thus threw into close contact
with ‘Oriental races” in the latter part of the nincteenth cen-
tury was Hugh Clifford hinself, who in 1883, at the age of
seventeen, came out from a somewhat sheltered boyhood in
England to join the Civil Service of what were then styled
the Protected Malay States. He was to remain there, except
for bricf intervals, for almost twenty years, throughout the
larger part of the formative period of British colonial rule.
And because, like Maurice Curzon, he was not only ‘a
thorough Anglo-Saxon, clean-bred, and a good specimen of
his race’, but an unusually imaginative and Sensitive man,
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strongly drawn—often despite himself—to the strange folk
around him, the mark left on Clifford by Malaya and the
Malays was deep and enduring. It found expression in the
corpus of writings which stands to his name. During his years
in the peninsula, and later as a senior British official in other
colonial territories which moved him less, he wrote four
novels and some eighty short stories and descriptive picces,
the gréat majority set in Malaya, It is from these stories that
the present collection has been assembled in the belief that
whatever their short-comings as fine literature and however
unacceptable many of the basic assumptions underlying them
must appear today, they form an important and sometimes
moving record of the carly days of colonial rule, and of one
side of that ambig i the colonial relationship
Hugh Charles CI l|ﬂ'0rd was born in London on 5 March
1866, the eldest son of Colonel Henry Clifford and a grandson
of the seventh Baron Clifford of Chudleigh, in Devon. His
mother, Josephine, was the only daughter of Joseph Anstice,
who before his untimely death from tuberculosis in 1836 (at
the age of twenty-cight) had been a brilliant student at
Oxford (where he took a double First in Classics and Mathe-
matics) and a young and more than usually promising pro-
fessor of classical literature at King's College, London, Jose-
phine herself had literary aspirations, and as a young woman
contributed regularly to the periodicals edited ac that time
by Charles Dickens, and received, it is said, much encourage-
ment from the great man. Perhaps this side of Hugh's ancestry
helped later to stimulate his own urge to express himself in
words. On his father’s side, less noted artistically despite
Colonel Clifford's penchant for sketching the field of batle,
Hugh belonged to one of the leading Roman Catholic landed
families in England, and could if he wished trace his descent
back to the time of Henry Il in the twelfth century. He

|
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numbered among his forebears in the direct line Sir Lewis
de Clifford, Ambassador to France for Richard 11, and Tho-
mas, first Baron Clifford of Chudleigh, who was Principal
Secretary of State and Lord High Treasurer to Charles 11
in the 16705 and gave his initial 'C’ to the group of Ministers
known as the CABAL.

Though in later years, as a result in part no doubt of the
Test Act and other penalties visited in England upon Roman
Catholics, the Clffords had withdrawn somewhat from
public life, they continued to represent an important section

of the Catholic landed aristocracy, and to supply a steady
stream of younger sons to the Church and (in the nineteenth
centary) the Army. One of Hugh's uncles became Roman
Catholic Bishop of Chifton, and his father, the third son of
the seventh Baron Clifford, served with distinction on or

beyond the boundaries of Empire i the cighteen forties and
fifties—in the Kaffir Wars in South Africa, in the Crimea
(where he carned the VC at the Batle of Inkerman), and in
the Opium Wars in China. The later pare of his carcer,
during Hugh's early boyhood, was spent mainly on the Staff
in England, where he rose to the rank of Major-General and
was created a Knight Cross of St Michacl and St George by
a grateful Queen.

The hearthand of the Clifford family lay in the West Coun-
try, especially Devonshire and Somerset, and it was here thar
a large part of Hugh Clifford’s childhood was spent—in the
great manor houses and one=time Royalist castles belonging,

to his own and allied families. These ancient houses had, and

in many cases still have today, certain pronounced charac-
teristics which it is perhaps worth dwelling on for a moment,
for the light they may shed on Hugh's later imaginative
response to Malaya and the Malays. Unlike most Church
of England manors, in and looking on to the villages of
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which they were an integral part, the great Roman Catholic
houses of the West were inward-looking enclaves somewhat
set apart from the life around them, and filled with a strong
aura of medieval and often romantic unworldliness. Facing
into their own high-walled parks, full of chapels, crucifixes
and religious statuary, they gave to the world as many priests
and nuns as men of action, and held a disaant, if firmly pater-
nal, castle-and-cottage relationship with their extra-manorial
dependants, which scemed to partake of an carlier and simpler
vision of socicty than that of the late nineteenth century. It
is hard not to see in this a shaping influence upon Hugh's
later romanticization of Malay life, with its ‘court and kam-
pong’ dichotomy and its supposedly medieval system of
values, and upon his own strong bent for benevolent pater-
nalism and mistrust of material progress.

Hugh Clifford received his formal education not, as might
have been expected, at one of the great English public schools,
but at a private tutoring establishment run by a friend of
the family. Exactly how long he spent here is not known,
but it is clear that it served him sufficiently well to enable
him to pass the entrance examination for Sandhurst in 1883.
He seemed destined to follow in his father’s footsteps and
make a career in the Army. What deflected him from chis
course is not recorded—perhaps the death of his father in
the same year affected the decision, perhaps he thought the
army insufficiently romantic or idealistic. At any rate, he
decided instead to go East and join the Civil Service of the
Malay States, of which territorics his father’s cousin, Frede-
rick Weld, as Governor of the Straits Scttlements, was now
High Commissioner. Accordingly, in the autumn of 1883,
the young Hugh Clifford arrived in Malaya to take up a
position as a Cadet in the Residency of Hugh Low in Perak,
the first state to come under protectorate rule.




INTRODUCTION X1
The reasons for direct British intervention in the internal
e Malay states in the preceding decade
a desire to exploit the economic

affairs of the w
had been of several kinds:
resources of the hinterland of the Straits Settlements; a desire
to secure the peninsula as a British spherc of influence against

possible itrusion by other European powers; and changing
attitudes in London about the value and function of colonial
possessions. One of the principal arguments advanced by
the men on the spot however—by those entrusted with ac-
tally carrying out British policy and introducing modern
forms of administration—was of a rather different kind. It
related to the great benefits which, it was profoundly be-
lieved, could be and ought to be brought to the benighted
peoples of the carth, The ‘unregenerate’ Malays—a term
much favourcd by Victorian colonial administrators—cleacly
qualified for the assistance and the blessings of British rule,
not least because in the mid-nincteenth century the typical
Malay state was held to be manifestly a morass of misrule,
inefficiency and social injustice, of a kind at which a goad
administrator could only shudder. It was widely believed,
among men of this stamp, that for reasons af encrvation by
climate and a natural heritage of political corruption, ‘Orien-
tal races’ were simply incapable of ordering their affairs com-

petently, and that in consequence it could only be of benefit
—to themselves and to mankind—to do so for them. Clifford’s
own connexion, Frederick Weld, spoke for many of his
kind when he wrote in 1880: ‘T doubt if Asiatics can ever
really be taught to govern themselves. Good government

seems not to be a plant congenial to the soil.” But lest we
should be tempted to think the colonial protectorate simply
a device for heedless exploitation, it may be remembered
that a system of obligations was also held to be involved,
for as another defendant of the system remarked, alien rule
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*places upon the colonizing powers a grave responsibility
for honest and efficient administration of the affairs of people
whose development has reached the limit imposed by inex-
orable natural laws'.

Hugh Clifford certainly came out to Malaya possessed of
xtent he subseribed

ideas roughly of this kind, and to some
to them for most of his life. At the same time, he discovered,
as did a number of others of his gencration in the Malay
states, that the Malays, though they might not be “civilised’,
though they might require ‘regencration’, were an extraor-
dinarily attractive people, and that it was a source of endless
fascination and reward to live among them, His first appoint-
ment was, as has been remarked, in Hugh Low's Residency
in Perak, not too many years after Low's predecessor in office
had been murdered by local chicfs for awempting to press
British intervention too far and too fast. The British, accor-
dingly, had learnt to deal more gently with the people they
had come, ostensibly, to adyise, and Low himself was a model

of tact, humanity and respect for the susceptibilities of the
Malays. Hugh Clifford, then, spent his first two or three
years of service at the fect of an admirable teacher, became
in addition an accomplished Malay linguist, and entered with
all the enthusiasm of a young man into the task of learning
to understand “the strange folk around him', in the interests
of bringing them the enlightenment of the West. In the course

of this apprenticeship, and of his subsequent years as sole or
senior British official in the wilds of Pahang, Clifford found
in himself a strong natural sympatchy with all classes of the
Malay people, and the beginnings of a nagging doubt about
the wisdom of wrenching a medieval socicty (as he liked ro
think of it) into the modern world: a doubt which, despite
his passionate desire to dispel the dark crueltics of feudal rule,
continued to possess him until the end of his working days—
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indeed, did so increasingly as the infelicitics of the twenticth
century began to leave their mark on the rural socicty he
loved so much Duting these years also, he came to dlscovcr

P |
the

of living pletely i
thhm a culmrc alien to his own, and mmmg to accept in
some measure an alien system of values. 1t s this twin im-
pulse—the need to look more closely at what may be called
rhc moral effects of colonial rule and the need to explore the
innermost character of the people he was set to govern and
of his relationship with them—which underlies much of
Clifford’s writing. That he was unsuccessful in resolving the
problems which thus arose is less remarkable than that he
saw them to exist.

Clifford’s association with Pahang, which was to last for
sixteen years, give him his most intimate insights into Malay
life, and provide him with the material for a large number
of his stories, began in (887. In January of that year, at the
age of twenty, he was sent on a special mission to Pekan to
persuade the ruler of Pahang, Bendahara Ahmad, to accept
some measure of British control. Pahang at this time was
accessible by land from the west coast only with extreme
difficulty (Clifford was one of the first officials to make the
journey) and was cut off by sea for several months of the
year by the northeast monsoon. For many years it had been
warred over by rival Malay factions, and the unsettled state
of affairs which resulted, compounded by boundary disputes
and uncontrolled land concessions in the interior to European
entreprencurs, promped the British to seck to bring the state
within its sphere of influence. In the nature of things, this
was no casy task, as previous atcempts had shown, but it was
one into which a young and idealistic propagator of Western
cnl.\ghrmmcnx might Lhmw himself with enthusiasm. After
g and p i in which the Sultan
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of Johore played an important and probably decisive rale,
Bendahara Ahmad agreed to receive at his court a British
political agent, with consular powers. To' this post Clifford
himsclf was appointed in October 1887, remaining in it unil
events forced the acceptance by Pahang of a full British
Resident a year later. These two years, from January 1887
until November 1888, spent as a solitary British official at
the court of a Malay ruler, thrown entirely upon Malays for
companionship and solace, seem to have been erucial in Clif-
ford’s life, As he was to write later, in the story *Up Country’,

The free, queer, utterly unconventional life has a fascina-
tion which is all its own. Each day brings a liele added
knowledge of the hopes and fears, longings and desires,
joys and sorrows, pains and agonics of the people among
whom ones lot is cast. Each hour brings fresh insight into
the mysterious workings of the minds and hearts of that
very human scction of our race, which ignorant Europeans
. All these things come to possess

calmly class as ‘niggers
a charm for him, the power of which grows apace, and
cats into the very marrow of the bones of the man who
has once tasted this particular fruit of the great Tree of
Knowledge.

Sotnething of the flavour of Clifford’s life i Pekan is
su’, which con-

conveyed in the story *At the Court of Pe
tains in addition a thinly disguised account of the events
which heralded the ultimate absorption of Pahang into the
protectorate system at the close of 1888, Shortly after this,
Clifford was invalided home to England on sick leave, but
he retuned to Malaya in 1891 and was posted once more
to Pahang, where, under the new dispensation, he became
Superintendent of Ulu Pahang and later Acting Resident,
stationed in Kuala Lipis, Here again, as in Pekan, he found
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himself living in intimate and pleasurable contact with Malays
for many months on end, furthering his already considerable
knowledge of Malay life and of that of the aboriginal peoples
who inhabited the interior of the state. But Pahang, though
its ruler had accepted, albeit somewhat reluctantly, the face
of British control (and had been rewarded with the title
Sultan for his pains), was not yet at peace. A number of the
senior Malay chicfs, unable t acquiesce in the deprivation of
powers which British rule brought in its train, rose in re-
bellion, and the next few years were spent in what Clifford
called, with a certain amount of distaste, ‘a heart-breaking
litele war’. Though the irony of this mode of inaugurating
a rule of peace did not escape him, he himself played an
important part in the suppression of the rebellion, displaying
in the course of it marked personal courage, as the Malay
Hikayat Pahang testifies. Later, when some of the dissident
chiefs continued to harry Pahang from outside its borders
(a passage of arms of this kind is deseribed in “The Story of
Ram Singh'), Clifford was entrusted with the task of leading
a punitive expedition to Trengganu and Kelantan, of which
he later wrote a long and rather wry account in Bushwhacking
and Other Sketches,

By the end of 1895, Pahang was at peace, and in the fol-
lowing year, after several times acting in that capacity, Clif-
ford was made British Resident of the state. He was to remain
there for the rest of his service in Malaya, except for a brief
period spent as Governor in North Borneo and Labuan, a
post from which he asked to be released. Bue the old glories
had departed, and the new order, which he himself had done
so much to usher in, was in full if unexciting cry. ‘Bush-
whacking’ was exchanged for the more prosaic, and from
Clifford’s emi less time- ing, tasks of day-to-day
administration, and encouraged perhaps by the success of his
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colleague Frank Swettenham’s Malay Sketches. he tmed ©
writing as a means of reliving the past and reflecting on the
directions taken by the present. His first book, Fast Coast

Etchings, published in 1896, was followed in rapid sucees
by In Court and Kampong (1897). Studies in Brown Humanity
and the novel Since the Beginning (1808), In a Corner of Asia
(1899), and Bushwhacking and Other Sketehes (1901). Though
most of the stories in these collections are frankly and un-

pretentiously descriptive, many illustrate clearly the preoccu-
pations which now troubled Clifford’s mind. A thorough
Anglo-Saxon, clean-bred and a good specimen of his race,
strapped from childhood into the conventions of the English
upper-class and the Roman Catholic Church, he had found
himself drawn to ‘herding with natives, and conceiving for
them such an affection and sympathy that he was accustomed
to contrast his countrymen unfavourably with his Malayan
friends’. He became much concerned with the problem of
what we should call today ‘race relations’, and in 1903-4
attempted 10 deal imaginatively with this subject n A Free-
lance of Today and in the novella ‘Sally: a Study’, depicting
respectively an Englishman who tried to become a Malay
and a Malay who tried to become English. And added to
the considerable crisis of the spirit which refleetions of this
kind aroused, he began to have
Jeast of the very ideology of Imperialism which explained

ious doubts about part at

and justified his own presence in Malaya. Though he re-
mained convinced, as he wrote in the preface to In Cort and
Kampong, that ‘the only salvation for the Malay lies in the

increase of British influence in the Peninsula’, he could not
suppress the fear that by reducing the land ‘to a dead mono-
tony of order and peac’ the British had helped to destroy
much that was good and valuable in Malay life.

Clifford was not a grear writer—as his friend and mentor
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Joseph Conrad said in reviewing one of his books, ‘One can-
not expect to be, at the same time, a ruler of men and an
irreproachable player on the Hute’—but his vignettes of nine-
teenth-century Malaya sometimes possess an accuracy of ob-
servation, and an emotional identification, which lift them
well above the general run of ‘outpost of empirc’ tales. In
addition, they have onc characteristic which makes them
singular for the time: the majority of their thinking and
feeling characters are natives of the peninsula—Malays for
the most part, Aborigines, Chinese, Indians—observed, so far
as Clifford was capable, with sympathy and insighe. An
incorrigible romantic, he used many of his stories to celebrate
an age that was cither past or fast disappearing—the days,
to use one of his own titles, when the land was free, or the
first haleyon days. of British rule when the Maley peasant
welcomed the Union Jack as a liberator from the desporic
rule of arbitrary. chiefs, and when it was sill possible for &
British colonial administrator to divest himsclf of his robes
and live among and of the people of ‘that dear land which
has claimed me for its own',

In 1903, Chfford was parted from Malaya, as he then
thought for good, and transferred by an unromantic Colonial
Office to become Colonial Secretary of Trinidad and suc-
cessively Governor of Ceylon, the Gold Coast, Nigeria, and
again Ceylon. It was a bitter separation, but if Clifford had
left Malaya, Malaya had not left him, and he continued for
many years to publish stories about the peninsula and its
peoples. Few are as vivid or as well-told as those written in
the fastnesses of Pahang in the 1890's, but one, though wholly
fictional, is oddly prophetic and moving. ‘Our Trusty and
Well-Beloved', first published in 1913, tells the story of Sir
Philip Hanbury-Erskine, G.C.B., G.C.M.G., who, after half
a life-time spent rising to the top in other outposts of empire,




xviii INTRODUCTION

realizes ‘his only steady ambition” and returns as Govemor
to the land where he had spent his unregencrate youth. In
its way absurdly romantic and inarticulate, the story never-
theless depicts, as Maurice Curzon had done catlier, one of
Clifford’s dearest dreams.

Fourteen years afier this picce was writien, and ewenty-
four years after he had lefc Malaya, Sir Hugh Clifford, G.C.B.,
G.C.M.G., returned 1o the peninsula as Governor of the
Straits Sertlements and High Commissioner for the Malay
States. He was grected with every honour, and made rium-
phal and emotional visits to his old haunts. But he was getting
old, and the illness which had been foreshadowed in some
of his carliest writings was already upon him. Though he
retained the affection and the respect of the Malayan peoples
he had once tried to serve, ‘even', as one biographer has
written, ‘when the onset of cyclical insanity led to eccentri-
cities of behaviour, neither he nor Malaya had gone un-
changed. In October 1929 he was forced ta cut short his tour
of duty and retire to England and obscurity. He died in
hospital on 18 December 1941

Monash University
Victoria WILLIAM R. ROFF
June 1965




CONCERNING MAURICE CURZON

Maurice Curzon let the folds of the mosquito-net fall
around him, stretched himself upon his mattress and set him-
self to think out the pros and cons of his friend's proposal.
Lying thus, in spite of his Oriental surroundings, and of the
native garments which formed his sleeping-kit, he looked
what he was—a thorough Anglo-Saxon, clean bred, and a
good specimen of his race. His long, sparc figure was lithe,
active and hard; his eyes were blue, their light colour being
intensified by the rich brown tint to which the Eastern sun
had burnt his skin; they looked out upon the world with a
direct gaze simple and honest. His hair was fair, and both it
and his short beard were curly and erisp. The air of latent
energy which iuspired the whole man jeven in repose, marked
him for a white man of the white men—a masterful son of
the dominant race; yet circumstance and inclination had com-
bined to well-nigh denationalise hin, to make him turn from
his own kind, herd with natives, and conceive for them such
an affection and sympathy that he was accustomed to contrase
his countrymen unfavourably with his Malayan friends. This,
be it said, is not a wholesome attitude of mind for any Euro-
pean, but it is curiously common among such white men as
chance has thrown for long periods of time into close contact
with Oriental races, and whom Narure has endowed with
imaginations sufficiently keen to enable them to live into the
life of the strange folk around them.
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ve ex-
5. At school he had been ever foremost in the play-

Maurice was one of the many victims of compe
aminatio

ing-fields, where his energics found unlimited scope, but as a
scholar he had been a subject for tears. It was not that he

Jacked brains, for he could acquire anything which had the
good fortune to interest him, as he had since acquired the
Malayan language; bue school-books had few attractions for
him, and his father had considered himself fortunate when
the opportunity presented itself to obtain a clerkship in an
Oricntal banking-house for the muscular young scamp-

‘It is a thousand pities to waste the fellow upon such a poor
carcer,’ he had said discontentedly, ‘but needs must when
the devil drives. Confound him! why wasn't he born fifey
years carlier: I am sure that he would have carved out a path
for himself if he had had a chance. Well, I can only hope
that he will stick to his stool better than he has stuck to his
books."

And Mr Curzon shook his head sceptically. Also he fell to
abusing competitive examinations—a system which would
have robbed India of Clive—forgetting in his wrath that the
East has progressed since the days of the carly herocs, and

conceivably stands in need now of a different class of man
from that which so gloriously fulfilled England's require-
ments when British rule in India was in its strenuous youth.

So Maurice Curzon, nothing loth to escape from bondage,
betook himself to Singapore, and there the magic of the East
gripped him, as it ever grips boys of strong imagination—
the victims it has marked for its own. Instcad of making
himself socially agreeable to the men and women with whom
he should have taken his pleasure, and suffering his life o
run as nearly on the lines of a little country town at home
as a thermometer ranging between 8 5° and 9o’ in the shade
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would permit, Maurice took to prosecuting inquiries into
the mysterics of native life on his own account, the which is
a dangerous pastimie, Instead of working hard at the ledgers
all day and dreaming by night of some time becoming a
bank manager, and of transacting gigantic financial opera-
tions with unvarying skill and success, he too often added up
his columns of figures with an amazing disregard for accuracy,
and counted the hours that would set him free to go off

‘slumming’, as his fellows termed it, in the least savoury
alleys of the native quarter. Also he dreamed of freedom,
and longed for some chance to oceur that should deliver him
from the slavery of the office-stool and take him far away
into untrodden places. The wonder of the Eastawoke a gipsy
spirit within him, The magic and the mystery of Asia pos-
sessed him. He heard its music—that blended discord and
harmony of strange tongues of men and beasts and insects;
he smelt it in a thousand scents, half fragrant, half repulsive,
wholly cnervating and voluptuous; he saw it, filled with
figures of men and women, quaint or picturesque, with trees
and plants and shrubs of a new form, with fowers and birds
and beasts that hitherto had existed for him only in hot-houses
or in captivity. But more than aught clse he scemed to be
by instinct conscious of an unknown life underlying iv all—of
the throbbing of emotions that he could not understand; of
a whispered suggestion hinting the existence of an unmapped
country; of marvels closely hidden, yet marking their pre-
sence, as it were, by means of a cryptogram to which he
might find the key: of an atmosphere of mystery that fired
his imagination. Ofien he seemed to be standing, holding
his breath, on the brink of some portentous discovery, his
cars strained to catch the murmured sound that might perhaps
be the master-word of a great enigma, his brows puckered
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by the effort of pecring so cagerly into the luminous Dark-
ness, in- which, as behind a veil, moved dim figures secret
and wonderful.

Two years of this dual existenc
Maurice and to his employers, ended in an offer being made

nsatisfactory alike 1o

to him to accompany a prospecting expedition, in the capa-
city of interpreter, into onc of the least-known native states
of the Malay Peninsula. The post opened up no carcer and
made no preterice of permanency, but with the recklessness
oad the invincible hopefulness of youth Maurice jumped ac
the chance and quitted his stool in the bank, to the intense
satisfaction of himsclf and s superiors. The only person who
viewed this step with extreme disapproval was Maurice's
father, who waxed blasphemous over the letter in which the
young man airily announced the decision at which: he had
arrived.

The expedition lasted for the best part of two years. Then
the mine was abandoned and the party broke up. Maurice
found himself in the possession of a fair sum of réady money,
part of which he spent in a tour through the Malay Acchipe-
lago, by which he sought to enlarge his experience of native
life, and later he rented cheap lodgings in Kampong Glam,
and, like the excellent Mr Micawber, waited for something
to turn up.

Matrice had waited now for several months with such
cquanimity as he could command, but as yet nothing of any
Vind Jiad turned up. He had been horribly bored by this period
of idleness: he had pined for the forests and for the free, wild
life which he had learned to love; while his rapidly-emptying
purse had flled him with forebodings. He had fully made
up his mind to ship before the mast, and thus to carn his
bread without the aid of his relations, whenever he should
find himsclf at his last dollar, and it had been in the hope of
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expediting this necessity, since he found the continued sus-
pense unendurable, that he had set himself resolutely to gam-
ble with all his available capital upon the race-mecting which
took place that autumn, Bur Fortune, who, as befits a ludy,
is often in a contradictory mood, smiled upon him with un-
varying persistence, Back what horse he would, it seemed
that he could not go wrong, and now on the evening of the
last day of the meeting a heavy bundle of greasy paper moncey
lay beside him on his mat, and he had the satisfaction of
knowing that several thousands of dollars stood to his credit
with the Sporting Club, which had charge of the lotteries.

Yet that afternoon, as he walked away from the crowded
ar below the grand stand and thireaded his way through the
throng of natives of many nationalitics m the direction of his
lodgings, this knowledge had rendered him very e saus-
faction indeed. The possession of a substandial sum of ready
money only served to emphasise the face that he was, as he
termed it, completely ‘at a loose end’. The uteer aimlessness
and the inactivity of his life irked him sorely; the gipsy in
him urged him to move on and out, yet he knew not whither
to turn; the nostalgia which calls the jungle-lover back to
the wilderness was strong upon hiny, yet he did not dare to
again allow his finances to fall into the deplorable condition
from which Chance had so recently rescued them. The mob
of eager, excited, boisterous, perspirmg Englishmen which
filled the bar that he had just quitted had offended his fasti~
diousness. The noise, the bear-fighting and the peals of facile
Jaughter had stirred up that feeling of repulsion within him
‘which was too often inspired by contact with his countrymen
since he had learned to look upon them through the eyes of

 the Oriental, to whom many of their ways appear at once
vulgar and repulsive, Looking at the sunset flaming above
squalid town, the restlessness that was never far from
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him had scized upon him ancw, and Maurice Curzon had
discovered that he was profoundly unhappy and il at case.
It was just then that he had been awracted by the sight of a
crowd in the centre of the street, and, pushing his way
througl it, he had discovered that ies centre was a little native
policeman blubbering frankly and 4 gaily-dressed and ex

sively truculent Malay, in whom Curzon recognised Raja
Tuakal, a chief with whom he had struck up a close friendship
with the prospecting expedition.

during his term of servi
The latter seemingly was in trouble for bearmg arms, and
d order was having a very bad

the representative of law
time of i, to the huge delight of the nadve spectators, when
Maurice's appearance upon the scene put an end to the dis-
pute. Silver speedily dried the policeman's tears and quicted
his sense of duty, whereupon Maurice bore Raja. Tuakal off
to his lodgings, hoping thereby to keep bim out of further
mischief. And now, just when he was ripe for almost any
adventure, prepared to embark upon any speculation, pro-
vided that 1t would take him far away from the haunts of
white men and would afford a reasonable prospect of add-
ing to, rather than devouring, his small capital, Raja Tuakal
had come forward with his propos
sense say what it would, was undoubtedly fascinatng o a

, which, let common

man of Maurice's emperament.

None the less Curzon was sufficiently cool-headed to realise
the momentous nature of the decision which he was about
to make, and he understood the nature of the risks which the
enterprise would entail far more accurately than his Malay
friend could do. He saw that if’ he tried to run a cargo of
arms into Acheh he ran the chance of having two European
Governments upon his back. The exportation of warlike
stores from the British Colony was strictly prohibited, and
it would be his individual task to evade the English port
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officials before he could put to sea with his contraband goods.
If he failed he would inevitably make acquaintance with the
interior of the central gaol, and this, for a white man in the
East, is onc of the least attractive experiences that Asia can
offer to the exile. But the British port authoritics, after all,
constituted merely the first line of defence, and when their
vigilance had been cluded the flect of Duteh gunboats prow-
ling up and down the west coast of Sumatra would: present
a new and far more serious difficulty, If aught went amiss at
this second stage of the proceedings, the best that the adven-
urers could hope for would be that they might not be taken
alive. The fury which the discovery of a white man in the

act of aiding the natives against them would occasion in his
Dutch caprors would be like to express itself in a most um-
pleasant mannce; and even if he escaped unmaimed from
the hands of the gunboats erews, the civil power, into whose
custody he would pass. would certainly show him a very
scant measure of mercy. Morcover, the British Government
would, of course, decline ro interfere on his behalf, whesefore
capture would probably mean a lifetime spent in a Dutch
an cven less desirable

prison, which, if men speak truly, i
residence than its English counterpart.

With this knowledge to aid him, Maurice Curzon con-
Jured up a series of quite surprisingly unpleasant picuures, for,
boyish advenrurer though he was, he had a strong imagina-
tion, and was not altogether a fool. True. the prospect of an
adventure that was wild and risky, nay, the grim shadow of
danger itself, had for him an unholy fascination, and in so
much he staod convicted of folly before the tribunal of com-
monsense, Yer, with all his limitations, he was guiltless of

that more cgregious madness which drives men to charge
stupidly ac Impossibility, as poor Don Quixote fung himself
| against the windmills.

- A
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Raja Tuakal's scheme could not, he thoughe, be classed as
belonging to thosc things which are impossible of achieve-
ment. Cargocs of arms and ammunition had frequently been
run into Acheh by natives without mishap, and what man
has done man may do. The risks which faced Maurice were
ugly to look ar, but he solaced himself with the thought that
the breach of the law which he contemplated was of the
mature of a political, not a criminal offence, and curiously
enough many men cannot bring themselves believe that
a like disgrace attaches to the one as the other. Had he re-
garded the proposed adventurc as a dishonourable under-
taking he would not have given it a second thought, but to
him it appeared solely and purely in the light of a gamble in
which he was about to stake his personal safety and liberty
against the chance of meeting with new and thrilling expe-
riences, and of incidentally making a pile of moncy. e was
a game, he told himself, a great game, in which he was to be
pitted against a skilful and immensely powerful antagonist.
The very magnitude of the risks made all fair to his thinking,
In his secret heart he already knew: that he would surely end
by falling in with Raja Tuakal's wishes, though he still made
belief to dally with the idea, and told himsclf that his mind
was not yet made up.

And how, in truth, could the issuc remain doubtful, for as
he lay thinking the restless longing for action and excitement
which for so many wecks had spurred him to desperation,
rowelled him afresh: The prospect of dangers which craft
and courage might surmount sent the blood leaping through
his veins, and set his pulses beating their battle-drums. How
more than good it would be to taste again the free life of
the jungle, with that added spice which would come, he
though, from the lust of battle, himself in the forefront of
the fight! The anticipation sent a thrill of delight pulsing
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through him. What a chance to come to a man in these
ordered days of peace, monotony and dulness! It was not in
flesh and blood to resist a tempration so alluring when per-
sonal risk and the dread of perils were the only deterrents to

bid a man ¢ry ‘Halt!"

From A Freelance of Today, London, 1903.



THE EAST COAST

I these days, the boot of the ubiquitous white man leaves its
marks on all the fair places of the Earth, and scores thereon
an even more gigantic track than that which affrighted Ro-
binson Crusoe in his solitude. It crushes down the forests,
beats out roads, strides across the rivers, kicks down native
institutions. and generally tramples on the growths of nature,
and the works of primitive man, reducing all things to tha
dead Jevel of conventionality, which we call civilisation. In-
cidentally, it stamps out much of what is best in the customs
and characteristics of the native races against which it brushes;
and, though it relicves them of many things which hurt and
oppressed them ere it came, it injures them morally almost
as much as it benefits them materially. We, who are white
men, admire our work not a litrle—which is natural—and
many are found willing to wear out their souls in efforts to
clothe in the stiff garments of Europcan conventionalities,
the naked, brown limbs of Orientalism. The natives, who,
for the most part, are frank Vandals, also admire efforts of
which they arc aware that they are themselves incapable,
and cven the laudator temporis actihas his mouth stopped by
the cheap and often tawdry luxury, which the coming of
the Europeans has placed within his reach. So effectually has
the heel of the white man been ground into the face of Perak
and Selangor, that these Native States are now only nominally
what their name implics. The alien population far out-num-
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bers the people of the land in most of the principal districts,
and it is possible for a European to spend weeks in cither of
these States without coming into contact with any Asiatics
save those who wait at table, wash his shirts, or drive his cab.
It is also possible, | am told, for a European to spend years
on the West Coast of the Peninsula without acquiring any
very profound knowledge of the natives of the country, or
of the language which is their specch-medium, This being
so, most of the white men wha live in the Protected Native
States arc somewhat apt to disregard the cffect which their
actions have upon the natives, and labour under the common
European inability to view matters from the native stand-
point. Morcover, we have become accustomed 1o existing
conditions, and thus it is that few, perhaps, realise the precise
nature of the work which the British in the Peninsula have
set themselves to accomplish, What we are really attempting,
however, is nothing less than to crush mto twenty years the
revolutions in facts and in ideas which, even in energetic
Europe, six long centurics have been needed accomplish.
No one will, of course, be found to dispute that the strides
made in our knowledge of the art of government, since the
Thirteenth Century, are prodigious and vast, nor that the
general condition or the people of Europe has been immenscly
improved since that day: but, nevertheless, one cannot but
sympathise with the Malays, who are suddenly and violently
translated from the point to which they had atwined in the
natural development of their race, and are required ta live
up to the sandards of a people who are six centuries in ad-
vance of them in national progress. If a plant is made to
blossom or bear fruit three months before its tinie, it is
regarded as a triumph of the gardener’s art; but what, then,
are we to say of this huge moral-forcing system which we
call ‘Protection’s Forced plants, we know, suffer in the pro-
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c
ditions of the Thirteenth Century, is apt to become morally
weak and scedy, and to lose something of his robust self~

s and the Malay, whose proper place is amidst the con-

respect, when he is forced to bear Nineteenth-Centary fruit.

Until the British Government interfered in the administra-
tion of the Malay States in 1874, the people of the Peninsula
were, to all intents and purposcs, living in the Middle Ages.
Each State was ruled by its own Sultan or Raja under a com-

plete Feudal Syatem, which presents a curiously close parallel
to that which was in force in Medizval Europe. The Raja
was, of course, the paramount authority, and all power
emanated from him. Technically, the whole country was his
property, and all its inhabitants his slaves; but cach State was
divided into districts which were held in fief by the Orang
Bésar, or Great Chiefs. The conditions on which these fiefs
were held, were homage, and military and other service.
The Officers [sic] were hereditary but succession was subject
to the sanction of the Raja, who personally invested and en-
nobled cach Chicf, and gave him, as an ostensible sign of
authority, a warrant and a State spear, both of which were
returned to the Raja on the death of the holder. As in Europe,
high treason (dérhaka) was the only offence which warranted
the Raja in forfeiting a fief. Each of the districts was sub-
divided into minor baronies, which were held, on a similar
tenure, from the District Chief by a Dato” Muda; and the
village communes, of which these baronies were composed,
were held in a like manner, and on similar conditions, by
the Headmen from the Dato' Muda. When war or any other
public work was toward, the Raja summoned the Great
Chiefs, who transmitted the order to their Dato’ Muda. By
the latter, the village Headmen and their able-bodied raayat*
were called together, the free-holders in each village being

' Rasyat ~ Peasants, villagers.
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bound to the local Penghuliet by ties similar to those which
bound him to his immediate Chief. In the same way, the
Raja made his demands for money-grants to the Great Chiefs,
and the raayar supplied the necessary contributions, while
their superiors gained the credit attaching to those who fulfil
the desires of the King. Under this system, the raayar, of
course, possessed no rights, either of person or property. He
was entirely in the hands of the Chicfs, was forced to labour
unremittingly that others might profit by his toil; and neither
his life, his land, his cattle, nor the very persons of his women=
folk, could properly be said to belong to him, since all were
at the mercy of any one wha desired to take them from him,
and was strong enough to do so. This, of course, is the weak
point in the Feudal System, and was probably not confined
to the peoples of Asia. The chroniclers of Medinval Europe
tell only of Princes and Nobles, and Knights and Dames—
and merry tales they are—but we are left to guess what was
the condition of the bulk of the lower classes in Thirteenth-
Century England. If we knew all, however, it is probable
that their lot would prove to have been bur little more fortu-
nate than is that of the Malay raayar of to-day, whose hard-
ships and gricvances, under native rule, move our modern
souls to indignation and compassion. Therefore, we should

be cautious how we apply our fin de siccle sandards to a
people whose ideas of the fimess of things are much the same
as those which prevailed in Europe some six centuries agone.

Those who love to indulge in that pleasing bur singularly
useless pns:mw m’ uuagmm!, what might have been under
Certain i « ces, will find pation. in
!pccul:mng as to whuhtr the Malays, had they remained free
from all extrancous influence for another thousand years

would ever have succeeded in evolving a system of Govern-

! Penghuli = Headman.
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ment in any way resembling our own, out of a Feudal System
which presents so curious a parallel to that from which our
modern institutions have sprung. Would the Great Chiefs
have ever combined to wrest a Magna Charta from an un-
willing King, and the raayat have succeeded in beating down
the tyranny of their Chiefsz No answer can be given; but
those who know the Malays best will find reason to doubr
whether the energy of the race would cver, under any cie-
cumstances, have been sufficient ta grapple with these great
questions. The raayat would have been content, 1 fancy, to
; and,

plod on through the centuries ‘without hope of chang
so far as the past history of a people can be taken as giving
an indication of irs future, it would scem that, in Maly
countries, the growing tendencies made rather for an absolute
than for a limited monarchy, The genius of the Malay is in
most things mimetic rather than original, and, where he has
no other model at hand to copy, he falls back upon the past.
An observer of Malay political tendencies in an Independent
Native State finds himsclf placed in the position of Inspector
Buckett—there is no moye on the board which would sur-
prisc him, provided that it is in the wrong direction.

Such changes have been wrought in the condition of the
Malay on the West Coast. during the past twenty years of
British Protection, that there one can no longer sec him in
his natural and unregenerate state. He has become sadly dull,
Limp, and civilised. The gossip of the Court, and the tales of
ill things done daringly, which delighted his fathers, can
scarcely quicken his slackencd pulses. His wooings have lost
their spice of danger, and, with it, more than half their
romance. He is as frankly profligate as his thin blood permits,
but the dissipation in which he indulges only makes him a
disreputable member of socicty, and calls for none of the
manly virtes which make the Malay atractive to those who
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know and love him in his truculent untamed state. On the
East Coast, things are different, and the Malay States arc still
what they profess to be—States in which the native clement
predominates, where the people seill chink boldly from right
to left, and lead much the same lives as those their forbears
led before them. Here are still to be found some of the few
remaining places, on this overhandled Earth, which have as
yet been but liwde disturbed by extrancous influences, and
here the lover of things as they are, and vught not to be, may
find a dwelling among an unregencrate and more or loss
uncivilised people, whose customs are still unsullied by Euro-
pean vulgarity, and the surface of whose lives is but litdle
ruffled by the fever-heated breath of European progress.

As you crush your way out of the crowded roadstead of
Singapore, and skirting the red cliffs of Tanah Merah, slip
round the heel of the Peninsula, you turn your back for a
space on the seas in which ships jostle one another, and betake
yourself to a corner of the globe where the world is very old,
and where conditions of life have seen but little change during
the last thousand years. The only modern innovation is an

occasional ‘caster’, or sea tramp, plying its way up the coast
to pick up a precarious profic for its owners by carrying
cargoes of evil-smelling trade from the fishing villages along
the shore. Save for this, there is nothing to show that white
men ever visit these seas, and, sailing up the coast in a native
eraft, you may almost fancy yourself one of the early ex-
plorers skirting the lovely shores of some undiscovered coun-
try. As you sprawl on the bamboo decking under the shadow
of the immense palm leaf sail—which is so ingeniously rigged
that, if taken aback, the boat must turn turtle, unless, by the

ing of the gods, the mast parts asunder—you look out
through half-closed eyelids at a very beautiful coast. The
Waves dance, and glimmer, and shinc in the sunlight, the
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Jong stretch of sand is yellow as a buttereup, and the fringes
of graceful casuaring trees quiver like aspens in the breeze,
and shimmer in the heat haze, The wash of the waves against
the boat's side, and the ripple of the bow make music in your
drowsy cars, and, as you glide through cluster after cluster
of thickly-wooded islands, you lic in that delightful comatose
state in which you have all the pleasure of existence with
none of the labour of living. The monsoon threshes across
these seas for four months in the year, and keeps them fresh,

and free from the dingy mangrove clumps, and hidcous
banks of mud, which breed fever and mosquitocs in the,
Straits of Malacea, In the interior, too, patches of open country
abound, such as are but rarely met with on the West Coast
but here, as clsewhere in the Peninsula, the jungles, which
shut down around them, are impenetrable to anything less
persuasive than an axe.

These forests are among the wonderful things of the Earth.
They arc immense in extent, and the trees which form them
grow so close together that they tread on one another’s toes.
All are lashed, and bound, and relashed, into one huge mag-
nificent tangled ner, by the thickest underwood, and the most
marvellous parasitic growths that nature has ever devised.
No human being can force his way through this maze of
trees, and shrubs, and thorns, and plants, and creepers; and
even the great beasts which dwell in the jungle find their
serength unequal o the task, and have to follow game paths,
beaten out by the passage of innumerable animals, through
the thickest and deepest parts of the forest. The branches cross
and recross, and are bound together by countdess parasitic
creepers, forming a green canopy overhead, through which
the fierce sunlight only forces a partial passage, the struggling
rays flecking the trecs on which they fall with little splashes
of light and colour, The air "hangs heavy as remembered sin’,
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and the gloom of a great cathedral is on every side. Every-
thing is damp, and moist, and oppressive. The soil, and the
cool dead leaves under foor are dank with decay, and sodden
to the touch. Enormous fungaus growths flourish luxuriantly;
and over all, during the long hot hours of the day, hangs a
silence as of the grave. Though these jungles wem with life
no living thing is to be seen, save the busy ants, a few bril-
liantly-coloured butterflies and insects, and an occasional nest
of bees high up in the tree-tops. A livde stream ripples irs
way over the pebbles of its bed, and makes 2 humming
murmur in the distance; a faint brecze sweeping over the
forest gently sways the upper branches of a few of the tallest
trees; but, for the rest, all is melancholy, silent, and motion-
less. As the hour of sunser approaches, the tree beetles and
cicada join in their strident chorus, which tells of the dying
day; the thrushes join in the song with rich ills and grace-
notes; the jungle fowls crow to one another; the monkeys
whoop and give tongue like a pack of foxhounds; the gaudy
parrors scream and flash as they hunt for flies;

And all the long=pent stream of life
Bursts downwards in a cataract.

Then, as you lie listening through the long watches of the
night, sounds arc borne to you which tell that the jungle is
afoot. The argus pheasants yell to one another as the hours
creep by; the far-away trumpet of an clephant breaks the
stillness; and the frightened barking cry of a deer comes to
you from across the river. The inscets are awake all night,
and the lietle workman bird sits on a tree close by you and
drives coffin nails without number. With the dawn, the tree
beetles again raise their chorus; the birds sing and wrill more
sweetly than in the evening; the monkeys bark afresh as they
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Jeap through the branches: and dhe leaves of the forest glisten
in the undricd des. Then, as the sun mounts, and the dew
dries, the sounds of the jungle die down one by one, until
the silence of the forest is once more unbroken for the long
hot day.

Through these jungles innumerable sereams and rivers flow
seawards: for so marvellously is this country watered that,
from end to end of the Peninsula, no two hills are found,

but there is a stream of some sort in the gut which divides
them, Far up-country, the rivers run riot through long suc-
cessions of falls and rapids, but as they near the coast, they

settle down into broad imposing looking streams, miles wide
in places, but for the most part uniformly shallow, the sur-
faces of which are studded with green islands and yellow
sandbanks. These rivers, on the East Coast, form the principal,

and ofen the only highways, many of them being navigated
for nearly three hundred miles of their course. When they
bocome too much obstructed by falls to be navigable cven
for a dug-out, the

still serve the Malays of the interior as
highways. Where they are very shallow indeed they are used
as tracks, men wading up them for miles and miles. A river-
bed is a path ready cleared through the forests, and, to the
Semang, ! Sakai,? and jungle-bred Malay, it is Nature's mac-
adamized road. More often the unnavigable streams serve
as guides o the wraveller in the dense jungles, the tracks run-
ning up their banks, crossing and recrossing them at frequent
intervals. One of these paths, which leads from Tréngganu
to Kélantan, crosses the same river no less than chirry times
n about

miles, and, in most places, the fords are well
above a tall man’s knee, The stream is followed until a Ka-

| Semang — Aboriginal natives of the Peninsula, belonging to the
Negrit family.

= Saloni — Aboriginal natives of the Peninsula, belonging to- the
Mon-Annam family.
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naik—or taking-off place—is reached, and, leaving ir, the
traveller crosses a low range of hills, and presently serikes the
banks of a stream, which belongs to another river basin. A
path, similar to the one which he has just left. leads down
this stream, and by following it he will eventually reach
inhabited country, No man need ever lose himselfin a Malay
jungle. He can never have any difficulty in finding running
water, and this, if followed down, mcans a river, and a river
presupposcs a village sooner or later. In the same way, a
knowledge of the Jocalities in which the rivers of a country
rise, and a rough idea of the dircctions in which they flow,
are all the geographical data which are required in order o
enable you to find your way, unaided, into any portion of
that, or the adjoining States which you may desire to visit.
This is the seeret of travelling through Malay jungles, in
places where the white man’s roads are still far to seck, and
where the natives are content to move slowly, as their fathers
did before them.

The Malay States on the Bast of the Peninsula are Sénggora,
Pétani, Jambe, Jaring, Raman, Légeh, Kélantan, Tréngganu,
Pahang, and Johor.

Senggora possesses the doubtful privilege of being ruled
by a Siamese Official, who is appointed from Bangkok, as
the phrase goes, to kin—or cat—the surrounding district.

The next four States arc usually spoken of collectively as
Pétani, by Europeans, though the territory which really bears
that name is of insignificant importance and area, the juris-
diction of its Raja only extending up the Pétani river as far
as Jambe. It is said that when the Raja of Pétani and the ruler
of the latter State had a difference of opinion, the former
‘was obliged to send to Kelantan for his drinking water, since
he could not trust his neighbour to refrain from poisoning
the supply, which flows from Jambe through his kingdom,
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Uneasy indeed must lie the head which wears the crown of
Pétant!

All the State
the protection ¢

as far down the coast as Legeh, are under
F the Siamese Government. Kelantan: and

Trengganu sall claim to be independent, though they send

the hinga énias—or golden flower— to Bangkok once in three
years. Pahang was placed under British Protection in 1888,
and Johor is still mdependent, though its relations with the
Government of Great Britain arc very much the same as
those which subsist berween Siam and the Malay States of
Kelantan and Tringganu.

The hunga dnas, t which reference has been made above,

consists of two ornamental plants, with leaves and flowers,
fashioned from gold and silver, and tharr value is estimated
at about §5000, The sum necessary to defray the cost of these
gifts is raised by means of a banchi, or poll-tax, to which
every adule male contributes; and the et presents. sent
from Bangkok, are of precisely the same value, and are, of
course, a perquisite of the Raja, The exact significance of
these gifts is a question of which very different views are
taken by the parties concerned. The Siamese maintain: that

the biunga émas is a dircet admission of suzerainty on the part
of the Raja who sends it, while the Malay Sultans and their
Chicfe entirely deny this, and hold that it s wercly tanda

s'pakat dan bérsahabat—a token of alliance and friendship. It

is not, perhaps, generally known that, as late as 1826, Perak
was in the habit of sending a similar gift to Siam, and thar
the British Government bound itself not to restrain the Sultan
of Perak from continuing this practice if he had a mind 0
do so. From this it would scem that there is some grounds
for the contention of Tréngganu and Kélantan that the bunga
émas is a purcly voluntary gift, sent as a token of friendship
to a more powerful State, with which the sender desires to
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be on terms of amity, Be this how it may, it is certain that
Sultan Mansur of Tréngganu, who first sent the bunga émas
to Siam in 1776, did so, not in compliance with any demand
made by the Siamese Government, but because he deemed
it wise to be on friendly terms with the only race in his
vicinity which was capable, in his opinion, of doing him a
hurt.

Direct interference in the Government of Kélantan and
Tréngganu has been more than once attempted by the Siam-
ese, during the last few years, srenvous efforts having been
made to increase their influence on the East Coast of the
Peninsula, since the visit of the King of Siam to the Malay
States in 1890, In Tréngganu, all these endeavours have been
of no avail, and the Siamese have abandoned several projects
which were devised in order to give them a hold over this
State. In Kelantan, internal troubles have aided Siamese in-
trigues, the present Raja and his late brother both having so
insecure a seat upon their thrones that they readily made
concessions to the Siamese in order to purchase their support.
Thus, at the present time, the flag of the White Elephant
floats at the mouth of the Kélantan river on State occasions,
though the administration of the country is still entirely in
the hands of the Raja and his Chicls.

The methods of Malay rulers, when they are unchecked
by extrancous influences, are very curious; and those who
desire to see the Malay Raja and the Malay raayat in their
natural condition, must nowadays study life on the East Coast.
Nowhere clse has the Malay been so liccle changed by the
advancing years, and those who are only acquainted with
the West Coast and its people, as they are to-day, will find
much to learn when they visit the Eastern sca-board.

Until British interfc changed the conditions which
existed in Pahang, that country was the best type of an inde-
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pendent Malay State in the Peninsula, and much that was to
be seen and learned in Pahang, in the days before the appoint-
ment of a British Resident, cannot now be experienced in
quite the same measure anywhere else. Both Trengganu and
Kélantan have produced their strong rulers—for instance,
Baginda Umar of Tréngganu, and the *Red-mouthed Sultan’
of Kelantan—Dbut neither of the present Rajas can boast any-
thing resembling the same personality and foree of character,
or are possessed of the same power and influence, as distin-
guished Sultan Ahmad Maatham, Shah of Pahang, in the
brave days before the coming of the white men.

In subsequent articles, 1 hope, by skerching a few cvents
which have oceurred in some of the States on the East Coast;
by relating somie characteristic incidents, many of which have
come within my experience; and by descriptions of the con-

ditions of life among the natives, as | have known them; to
give my European readers some idea of a state of Socicty,
wholly unlike anything to which they are accustomed, and
which must inevitably be altered out of all recognition by
the rapidly increasing influcnce of forcigners in the Malay
Peninsula.

From In Conrt and Kampong, London, 1897.
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ady to go upon the war-path poured over the cool sum-
s of the range that forms at once the backbone of the
a and the boundary berween Pahang and Selangor.
Ihey went at the invitation of the British Government, to
ing to a final conclusion the protracted struggles, in which

breaking the peace of the Peninsula. A few months later,
Pahang Army, albeit sadly reduced by cholera, poured
again across the mountains, the survivors slapping their
s and their kris-hilts, and boasting loudly of their deeds,
s befitted victorious warriors in a Malay land, The same
ries are still told ‘with circumstance and much embroidery’,
y those who took part in the campaign, throughout the
gth and breadth of Pahang even unto this day.

Among the great Chiefs who led their people across the
inge, one of the last to go, and one of those whose heart
most uplifted by victory, was the present Mahraja Pérba
of Jelai, commonly called To' Raja. His own people, even at
time, gave hini the title he now bears, but the Bendahara
f Pahang (since styled Sultan) had never formally installed
nin the hereditary office of which he was the hcir,so by the
Faction he wasstill addressed as PanglimaPrang Mamat.
‘On his arrival at Pekan, the Panglima Prang, unmindful
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of the fate which, at an carlier period, had befallen his brother
Wan Bong, whose severed head lay buried somuwhere near
the palace in a nameless grave, began o assere himself in a
manner which no Malay King could be expected to tolerate.
ving from his own people the semi-
ive Ta” Rajas have insisted upon

Not content with rece

royal honours, which succ
from the natives of the interior, Panglima Prang allowed his
pride to run away with both his prudence and his manniers.
He landed at Pekan with a following of nearly fifty men, all
wearing shocs, the spoils of war, it is said, which had fallen
to his lot through the capture of a Chinese store; he walked

down the principal street of the town with an umbrella carried
by one of his henchmen; and he ascended into the King's
Balai with His kris uncovered by the folds of his sarong! The
enormity of these proceedings may not, perhaps, be apparent;
but, in those days, the wearing of shoes of a European type,
and the public use of an umbrella, were among the proudest

privileges of royalty. To ascend the Balai with an uncloaked
weapon in one’s girdle was, morcover, a warlike proceeding,
which can only be compared to the snapping of fingers in
the face of royalty. Thercfore, when Panglima Prang left
Pekan, and betook himself up river to his house in the Jelai,
he left a flustered court, and a very angry King behind him.

But at this time there was a man in Pahang who was not
slow to seize an opportunity, and in the King's anger he saw
a chance that he had long been secking. This man was Dato”
Imam Prang Indéra Gajah Pahang, a title which, being inter-
preted, meaneth, The War Chicf, the Elephant of Pahang.
Magnificent and high sounding as was this name, it was found
too large a mouthful for everyday use, and to the people of
Pahang he was always known by the abbreviated title of
To’ Gajah. He had riscn from small beginnings by bis genius
for war, and more especially for that branch of the science
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which the Malays call tipn prang—the deception of strife—a
term which is more accurately rendered into English by the
word treacher
He had already been the recipient of various land grants from
the King, which carried with them some hundreds of devoted
families who chanced to live on the alienated territories; he
already took rank as a great Chicf: bue his ambition was to

than by that more dignificd epithet stratcgy.

become the master of the Lipis Valley, in which he had been

born, by displacing the aged To' Kaya Stia
reditary Chicf of the District.
To’ Gajah knew that To' Kaya of Lipis, and all his people

wangsa, the he=

were more or less closely related to Panglima Prang, and to
the Jelai natives. He foresaw that, if war was declared againse
Panglima Prang by the King, the Lipis people would throw
in their fortunes with the former. It was here, therefore, that
he saw his chance, and, as the fates would have it, an instru-

ment lay ready to his hand.
At Kuala Lipis there dwelt in those days an old and cross-
grained madman, a Jélai native by birth, who, i the

ays
before his trouble came upon him, had been a great Chief in
Pahang. He bore the title of Orang Kaya Haji, and his eldest
son was named Wan Lingga. The latter was as wax in To’
Gajah's hands, and when they had arranged between them-
selves that in the event of a campaign against Panglima Prang
proving successful, Wan Lingga should replace the latrer by
becoming To" Raja of Jélai, while the Lipis Valley should be
allotted to To' Gajah, with the tde of Dat’ Kaya Stia-
wangsa, they together approached the Béndahara on the sub-
Ject.

They found him willing enough to entertain any scheme,
which included the humbling of his proud vassal Panglima
Prang, whoiso: lacely: had Bone hitn dishonour, in Bis own

capital. Morcover the Béndahara of Pahang was as astute as
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it is given to most men to be, and he saw that strife between
the great Chicfs must, by weakening all, evencually strengthen
his own hand, since he would, in the end, be the peacemaker
between them. Therefore he granted a letter of authority 0
Wan Lingga and To' Gajah, and thus the war began.

The people of Pahang flocked to the interior, all noisily
cager to stamp out of existence the upstart Chicf, who had
dared to wear shoes, and to carry an umbrella in the streets
of their King's capital. The aged Chicf of Lipis and his people,
however clove to Panglima Prang, or To® Raja, as he now
openly called himself, and the war did not prosper. To' Gajah
had inspired but little love in the hearts of the men whom
the Béndahara had given him for a following, and they al-
lowed their stockades to be taken without a blow by the Jélai
people, and on one occasion To' Gajah only escaped by being
paddled hastily down stream concealed in the rolled-up hide
of a buffalo,

At last it became evident that war alone could never subduc
the Jélai and Lipis districts and consequently negotiations
were opened. A Chief named the Orang Kaya Pahlawan of
Sémantan visited To’ Raja in the Jélai and besought him to
make his peace by coming to Pkan.

“Thou hast been victorious until now,’ said he, ‘but thy
food is running low. How then wilt thou farez It were better
to submit to the Béndahara, and 1 will go warrant that no
harm befalls thee. If the Béndahara shears off thy head, he
shall only do so when thy neck has been used as a block for
mine own. And thou knowest that the King loveth me." To’
Raja therefore allowed himself to be persuaded, but stipulated
that Wan Lingga, who was then at Kuala Lipis, should also
go down to Péekan, since if he remained in the interior he
might succeed in subverting the loyalty of the J&lai people
who hitherto had been faithful to To' Raja, Accordingly Wan
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Lingga left Kuala Lipis, ostensibly for Pekan, but, after de-
scending the river for a few miles, he turned off into a side
stream, named the Kichan, where he lay hidden biding his
time.
When To" Raja heard of this, he at first declined to con-
tinue his journcy down stream, but at length, making a virtue
of necessity, he again sct forward, saying that he entertained
no fear of Wan Lingga, since one who could hide in the forest
‘like a fawn or a mousc=deer’ could never, he said, fill the
seat of To' Raja of [¢lai.

It is whispered, that it had been To' Gajah's intention to
make away with To” Raja, on his way down stream, by means
of that ‘warlike’ art for which, I have said, he had a special
aptitade; but the Jelai people knew the particular rumn of the
genius with which they had to deal, and consequently they
remained very much on their guard. They travelled, some
forty or fifty strong, on an enormous bamboo raft, with a
large fortified house crected in its centre, They never parted
with their arms, taking them both to bed and to bath; they
turned out in force at the very faintest alarm of danger: they
moored the raft in mid-stream when the evening fell; and,
wonderful to relate, for Malays make bad sentinels, they kept
faithful watch both by day and by night. Thus at length they
won to Pekan without mishap: and thereafter they were suf-
fered to remain in peace, no further and immediate attempts
being made upon their lives.

To' Raja—or Panglima Prang as he was still called by the
King and the Court Faction—remained at the capital a prison-
erin all but the name. The Béndahara declined to accord him
an interview, pointedly avoided speech with him, when they
chanced to meet in public, and resolutely declined to allow
him to leave Pekan. This, in ancient days, was practically the
King's only means of punishing a powerful vassal, against
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whom he did not deem it prudent to take more active mea-
sures; and as, at a Malay Court, the entonrage of the Raja
slavishly follow any example which their King may set them,
the position of a great Chief living at the capital in disgrace
was sufficiently isolated, dreary, humiliating, and galling.
But To' Raja’s own followers clove to him with the loyalty
for which, on occasion; the natives of Pahang are remarkable.
The Béndahara spared no pains to seduce them from their
allegiance, and the three principal Chicftains who followed
in To' Raja’s train were constantly called into the King's
presence, and were shown other acts of favour which were
steadfastly denied to their master. Bur it profited the Bénda-
hara nothing, for lmam Bakar, the oldest of the three set an
example of loyalty which his two companions, Imam Prang
Samah and Khatib Bujang, followed resolutely. Tmam Bakar
man whom Nature

himself acted from principle. He
had endowed with firm nerves, a faithful heart and that touch
of recklessness and facalism which is needed ta put the finish-
ing touch to the courage of an oriental. He loved To' Raja
and all his house, nor could he be tempred or scared into a
denial of his affection and loyalty. Imam Prang Samah and
Khatib Bujang, both of whom I know well, are men of a
different type. They belong to the weak-kneed brethren, and
they followed Imam Bakar because they feared him and To'
Raja. They found themselves, to use an emphac colloquia-
lism, between the Devil and the Deep Sca, nor had they
sufficient originality between them to suggest a compromisc.
Thus they imitated Imam Bakar, repeated his phrases after

him, and, in the end, but narrowly escaped sharing with him
the fate which awaits those who arouse the wrath of a King.
At cach interview which these Chicfrains had with their
monarch, the latter invariably concluded the conversation by
calling upon them to testify to the faith that was in them.
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“Who," he would ask. ‘is your Master, and who is your
Chief?"

And the three, led by Tmam Bakar, would make answer
with cqual regularity:

“Thou, O Highness, art Master of thy servants, and His
Highness To' Raja is thy servants’ Chicf.”

Now, front the point of view of the Béndahara, this answer
was most foully treasonable. That in speaking to him, the
King, they should give To" Raja—the vassal he had been ar
such pains to humble—a rayal title equal to his own, was in
itself bad enough. Bur that, not content with this outrage,
they should decline to acknowledge to the Bendahara as both
Master and Chicf was the sorest offence of all. A man may
own duty to any Chicf he pleases, until such time as he comes
into the presence of his King, who is the Chicf of Chicfs.

Then all loyalty to minor personages must be laid aside, and
the Monarch must be acknowledged as the Master and Lord
above all others. But it was just this one thing that Tmam
Bakar was determined not to do, and at each succeeding inter-
view the anger of the Béndahara waxed hotter and hoteer.
At the last interview of all, and before the fatal question
had been asked and answered, the King spoke with the three
Chicftains concerning the manner of their lifc in the remote
interior, and, turning to Imam Bakar, he asked how they of
the upper country lived.

“Thy servants live on carth,' replicd the Tmam, meaning
thereby that they were tillers of the soil.

When they had once more given the hatcful answer to the
oft put question, and had withdrawn in fear and trembling
before the King's anger, the later called To' Gajah to him
and said;

‘Imam Bakar and the men his friends told me a moment
since that they cat carth. Verily the Earth will have its revenge,
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for 1 foresce that in a little space the Earth will swallow Imam
Bakar."

Next day the three recalcitrant Chicfs left Pekan for cheir
homes in the intertor, and, a day or two later, To" Gajah, by
the Béndahara's order, followed them in pursuit. His instruc-
tions were to kil all three withour further questionings, should
he chance to overtake them before they reached their homes
at Kuala Tembeling. If, however, they should win to their
homes m safety, they were once more to be asked the fatal
question, and their lives were to depend upon the nature of
their answer. This was done, lest a rising of the Chicfrains’
relations should give needless trouble to the King's people;
for the clan was not a small one, and any unprovoked attack
upon the villages, in which the Chicfrains lived, would be

caleulated to give offence.

Imam Bakar and his friends were punted up the long
reaches of the Pahang river, past the middle country, where
the banks are lined with villages nestling in the palo and fruie
trees; past Gunong Senuy he Smiling M in—that
great limestone rock, which raises its crest high above the
solitary

forest that clothes the plain in which it stands i
beauty; past Lubok Plang, where in a nameless grave lies the
Princess of ancient story, the legend of whose loveliness alone
survives; past Glanggi’s Fort, those gigantic caves which seem
to lend some probability to the tradition that, before they

changed to stone, they were once the palace of a King: and
on-and on, until, at last, the yellow sandbanks of Pasir Tam-
bang came in sight. And close at their hecls, though they
knew it not, followed To' Gajah and those of the King's
Youths who had been deputed to cover their Master's shame.

At Kuala Témbéling, where the waters of the river of that
name make common cause with those of the Jelai, and where
the united streams first take the name of Pahang, there lies a
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broad stretch of sand glistening in the fierce sunlight. It has
been heaped up, during countless generations, by little tributes
from the streams which mect at its feer, and it is never stll.
Every flood increases or diminishes its size, and weaves its
restless sands into some new fantastic curve or billow. The
sun which beats upon it bakes the sand almost to boiling
point, and the heat-haze dances above it, like some restless
phantom above a grave. And who shall say that ghosts of
the dead and gone do not haunt this sandbank far away in
the heart of the Peninsulaz I native report speaks true, the
spot is haunted, for the sand, they say, is ‘hard ground’ such
as the devils love o dwell upon. Full well may it be so, for
Pasir Tambang has been the scene of many a cruel tragedy,
and could its sands bur speak, what tales would they have to
tell us of woe and murder, of valour and treachery, of shriek-
ing souls torn before their time from their sheaths of flesh and
blood, and of all the savage deeds of this

race of venomous worms
That sting cach ather here in the dust.

It was on this sandbank that To' Gajah and his people
pitched their camp, building a small open house with rude
uprights, and thatching it with palm leaves cut in the neigh-
bouring jungle. To" Gajah knew that Imam Bakar was the
man with whom he really had to deal. Imam Prang Samah
and Khatib Bujang he rated at their proper worth, and it was
to Imam Bakar, therefore, that he first sent a message, desiring
him once more to answer as to who was his Master and who
his Chicf. Imam Bakar, after consulting his two friends, once
more returned the answer that while he acknowledged the
Bendahara as his King and his Master, his immediate Chicf
was no other than "His Highness To” Raja’. That answer sealed
his doom.
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On the following day To' Gajah sent for Imam Bakar, and
made all things ready against his coming, To this end he
Duried his spears and other arms under the sand within his hut.

When the summons to visit To” Gajah reached Iman Ba-
kar, he feared that his tme had come. He was not a man,
however, who would willingly fiy from danger, and he fore-
saw morcover that i he took refuge in flight all his possessions
would be destroyed by his enemies, while he himself, with
his wife and litdle ones, would die in the jungles or fall into
che hands of his pursuers, He already regarded himsclf as a
dead man, but though he knew that he could save himself
a tardy desertion of To' Raja, the idea of adopr-
ans of escape was never entertained by him for

even now by

ing this u
an instant.

‘If Lsit down, T dic, and if stand up, 1dic!" he
messenger. ‘Better then does it befit a man to die standing.
Come, let us go to Pasir Tambang and Jearn what To' Gajah
hath in store for me!”

The sun was half-mast high in the heavens as Imam Bakar
crossed the river to Pasir Tambang in his tiny dug-out. Unail
the sun’s rays fall more or less perpendicularly, the slanting
light paints broad reaches of water a brilliant dazzling white,
unelieved by shadow or reflection, The green of the masses

id to the

of jungle on the river banks takes to itself a paler hue than
usual, and the yellow of the sandbanks changes its shade from
the colour of a cowslip to that of a pale and carly primrose.
It was on such a white morning as this that Imam Bakar
crossed slowly to meet his fate. His dug-out grounded on the
sandbank, and when it had been made fast to a pole, its owner,
fully armed, walked towards the hut in which To' Gajah was
seated.

This Chicf was a very heavily buile man, with a bullet-
shaped head, and a square resolute jaw, partially cloaked by
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a short sparse beard of coarse wiry hair. His voice and his
Taugh were both loud and boisterous, and he usually affected
an air of apen, noisy good-fellowship, which was but litde
in kecping with his character. When he saw Imam Bakar
approaching him, with the slow and solemn tread of one
who believes himself to be walking to his death, he cried out
to him, while he was yet some way off, with every appearance
of friendship and cordialivy:

‘O Imam Bakar! What 15 the news? Come hither to me
and fear nothing, I come as thy friend, in peace and love.
Come let us touch hands in salutation as befits those who
harbour no cvil one to another.”

Imam Bakar was astonished at this reception. His heart
bounded against his ribs with relief at finding his worst fears
so specdily dispelled, and being, for the moment, off his guard,
he placed his two hands between those of To' Gajah in the
usual manner of Malay formal salutation. Quick as thought,
To' Gajah scized him by the wrists, his whole demcanour
changing in a moment from that of the rough good-fellow-
ship of the boon companion, to excited and cruel ferocity.

*Stab! Stab! Stab! Ye sons of evil women!" he yelled to
his men, and before poor Inmam Bakar could free himself
from the powerful grasp which held him, the spears were
unearthed, and half a dozen or their blades met in his shud-
dering flesh. It was soon over, and Imam Bakar lay dead upon
the sandbank, his body sull quivering, while the peaceful
morning song of the birds came uninterrupted from the forese
around.

Then Khatib Bujang and Imam Prang Samah were sent for,
and as they came trembling into the presence of To' Gajah,
whose hands were still red with the blood of their friend and
kinsman, they squatted humbly on the sand at his fect.

“Behold a sample of what ye also may soon be,” said To'
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Gajah, spurning the dead body of Imam Bakar as he spoke.
*Mark it well, and then tell me who is your Master and who
your Chicf!

Khatib Bujang and Imam Prang Samah stutrered and stam-
mered, but not because they hesitated about the answer, but
rather through over cagemess to speak, and a deadly fear
which held them dumb. At last, however, they found words
and cried together:

*The Béndahara is our Master, and our Chicf is whomso-
ever thou mayest be pleased to appoint.”

Thus they saved their lives, and are sill living, while To'

Giajah lies buried in an exile’s grave: but many will agree in
thinking that such a death as Imam Bakar’s is a better thing
for a man to win, than empty years such as his companions
have survived to pass in scorn and in dishonour.

But while these things were being done at Pekan and at
Pasir Tambang, Wan Lingga, who, as | have related, had
remained behind in the upper country when To' Raja was
carried to Pekan, was sparing no pains to seduce the faichful
natives of the interior from their loyalty to their hereditary
Chief. In all his efforts, hawever, he was uniformly unsuccess-
ful, for, though he had got rid of To" Raja, there remained
in the Lipis Valley the aged Chief of the District, the Dato’
Kaya Stia-wangsa, whom the people both loved and feared.
He had been a great warrior in the days of his youth, and a
series of lucky chances and hair-breadch escapes had won for
him an almost fabulous reputation, such as among a super-
stitious people casily attaches itself to any seriking and success-
ful personality. It was reported that he bore a charmed life,
that he was invulnerable alike to lead bullets and to steel
blades, and even the silver slugs which his enemies had fa-
shioned for him had hitherto failed to find their billet in his
bady. From the first this man had thrown in his lot with his
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Kinsman To’ Raja, and, unlike him, he had declined to allow
‘himself to be persuaded to visit the capital when the war came
o an end. Thus he continus to live at the curios hiede village
of Pénjum, on the Lipis river, and, sa long as he
in person to exert his influence upon the people, Wan Lingga
found it impossible to make any headway against him.

These things were reported by Wan Lingga to To' Gajah,
and by the lacter to the Bendahara, The result was an order
to Wan Lingga, charging hini toatrack To' Kaya Stia-wangsa
by night, and to slay him and all bis house. With To” Kaya
dead and buried, and To’ Raja a State prisoner at the capital.
the game which To” Gajah and Wan Lingga had been playing
would at least be won. The Lipis would fall to the former,
and the J¢lai to the larter as their spoils of war; and the people
of these Districts, being left 'ike litdle chicks withour the
mother hen', would acquicsee in the arrangement, following
their new Chiefs as capives of their bows and spears.

Thus all looked well for the future when Wan Lingga sct
out, just before sun-down, from his house at Atok o atrack

present

To' Kaya Stia-wangsa at Penjum. The latter village was at
that time inhabited by more Chinese than Malays. It was the
nearest point on the river to the gold mines of Jalis, and at
the back of the squalid native shops, that lined the river bank,
a wellworn foorpath led inland o the Chmese alluvial wash-
ings. Almost in the centre of the Jong line of shops and hovels
which formed the village of Penjum, stood the thatched house
in which To" Kaya Stia-wangsa lived, with forty or fifty
women, and about a dozen male follower
roofed with thatch. Its walls were fashioned from plaited laths
of split bamboo, and it was surrounded by a high fence of
the same material. This was the place which was to be Wan
Lingga's object of attack.

A band of nearly a hundred men followed Wan Lingga

The house was
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from ‘Atok. Their way liy thiough a broad belt of virgin
forest, which stretches between Atok and Pénjum, a distance

of about half a dozen miles. The mramp of the men moving
ina single file through the jungle, along the narrow footpath,
worn smooth by the passage of countless naked feet, made
suflicient noise to seare all living things from their path, The
forests of the Peninsula, even ac night, when their denizens
are afoot, are ot cheerful places. Though a man lie very still,
so that the life of the jungle is undisturbed by his presence,
the weird night noises
to emphasise the solitude and the gloom. The white moon-

s, that are borne to his cars, only serve

light struggles in patches through the thick canopy of leaves
averhead. and makes the shadows blacker and more awful
by the contrast of light and shade. But a night march through
the forest is even more depressing, when the soft pat of bare
feet, the snapping of a dry twig, a whispered word of warning
or advice, the dull deep note of the night-jar, and the ticking
of the tree msects alone break the stillness, Nerves become
strung o a pitch of ntensity which the cireumstances hardly
scem to warrant, and all the chances of evil, which in the
broad light of day a man would laugh to scorn, assume m
one’s mind the aspect of inevitable certaintics.

1speak by the book: for wwell | know tlie depression; and
the fearful presentiment of coming evil, which these night
marches are apt to-occasion; and well can I picture the feclings
and thoughts which must have weighed upon Wan Lingga,
during that four hours' silent tramp through the forest.

He was playing his last card. If he succeeded in falling upon
To' Kaya unawares, and slaying him on the spot, all that he
had longed for and dreamed of, all that he desired for himself
and for those whom he held dear, all that he deemed to be
ofany worth, would be his for all his years. And if he failed:—
He dared not think of what his position would then be; and
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it was this very thought that clung ro him with such per-
stence during the slow march. He saw himself hated and
orred by the people of the mterior, who would then no
ger have reason to fear him; he saw himself deserred by
Gajah, in whose eyes, he was well aware, he was merely
ded as a tool, to be laid aside when use for it was over;
saw himself in disgrace with the King, whose orders he
d failed to carry out; and he saw himselt a laughing stock
the land, one who had aspired and had not atained, ane
ho had striven and had failed, with that grin phantom
hereditary madness, of which he was always conscious,
ching out its hand to seize him, All these things he saw
and feared, and his soul sank within him.

At last
ringed about by Wan Lingga’s men. The placid moonlight
fell gently on the sleeping village, and showed Wan Lingga's
face white with cagerness and anxicty, as he gave the word
to fire. In a moment all was noise and wmult. Wan Lingga's
men raised their war-yell, and shricking ‘By order of the
King ! fired into To' Kaya's house. Old To’ Kaya, thus radely
awakened, st his men to hold the enemy in check, and him-
self passed out of the house in the centre of the mob of his
frightened women-folk. He was not seen undil he reached

jum was reached, and To' Kaya's house was

the river bank, when he leaped into the stream, and, old man
that he was, swam stoutly for the far side. Shot after shot was
fired at him, and eight of them, it is said, struck him, though
none of them broke the skin, and he won to the far side in
safety. Here he stood for a moment, in spite of the hail of
bullets with which his enemy greered his landing, He shook
his angry old arm at Wan Lingga, shouted a withering curse,
took one sad look at his blazing roof-tree, and then plunged
into the forest.

‘When the looting was over, Wan Lingga's people dispersed
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in all dircctions. Nothing, they knew, fails like failure, and
the Lipis people, who would have feared to avenge the out-
fage had Wan Lingga been successful, would now, they
feared, wreak summary punishment on those who had dared
1o attack their Chief. Wan Lingga, finding himself deserted,
fled down stream, there to suffer all that he had foreseen and
dreaded during that marcly through the silent forests. His
mind gave way under the strain put upon it by the misery of
jon at Pekan. The man who had failed was discredited

his posi
and alone. His former friends stood aloof, his enemics multi-
plied exceedingly. So when the madness, which was in his
blood, fell upon him at Pkan, he was thrust mto a wooden
cage, where he languished for years, tended as befits the mad-
man whom the Malay ranks with the beasts.

When he regained his reason, the policics of the:country
had undergone a change, and his old ambitious dreams had
faded away for ever. His old enemy To' Raja, whom he had
sought to displace, was now ruling the Jehi, and enjoying
cevery mark of the King's favour, Domestic troubles in the

royal houschold had led the King to regard the friendship of
this Chief as a matter of some importance, and Wan Lingga's
chances of preferment were dead and buried.

He returned to his house at Atok, where he lived, disere-
dited and unhonoured, the object of constant slights. He spent
his days in futile intrigues and plots, which were too impo-
tent to be regarded seriously, or as anything but subjects for
mirth, and, from time to time, his madness fell upon him,
and drove him forth to wallow with the kine, and to herd
with the beasts in the forest.

At last, in 1891, he resolved to put away the things of this
world, and set out on the pilgrimage to Mecca. All was ready
for his departure on the morrow, and his brethren crowded
the little house at Atok to wish him god-speed. But in the
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night the madness fell upon him once more, and rising up
he ran amok through his dwelling, slaying his wife and child,
and wounding one of his brothers. Then he fled into the
forest, and after many days was found hanging dead in the
fork of a fruit-tree. He had climbed into the branches to
sleep, and in his slumbers had slipped down into the fork
where he had become tightly wedged. With his impotent
arms hanging on one side of the tree, and his legs dangling
limply on the other, he had died of exhaustion, alone and
untended, without even a rag to cover his nakedness.

It was a miserable, and withal a tragic death, but nor ill
fitted to one who had staked his all to gain a prize he had
not the strength to seize; one whom Fate had doomed to
perpetual and inglorious failure.

From In Court and Kampong, London, 1897.
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A scenE within a few miles of the seashore on the eastern side
of the Malay Peninsula. A river measuring near two miles
across, its waters running white in the aching midday heat,
their glaring monotony relieved by a number of islands
smothered in vegetation, every leaf motionless in the hot,
still air, each frond of the coconut palms stretching impotent
arms heavenward in a mute prayer for coolness. On the right
bank, extending up and down stream for something over a
mile, the cosely packed thatched roofs of a large Malayan
village, many of the houses straggling far out over the water
on piles fashioned from the straight black trunks of the nibong
palm. A background of foliage, showing here and there above
the thatch: in the foreground, moored about the feet of the
piles, a medley of mat-roofed boats of many sorts, shapes,
and sizes, crowds of dug-out canoes, and a jumble of bathing—
rafis, the latter connected with the dark doorways of the
houses by rickety bamboo ladders; and all things casting
shadows against the white sunlight as hard as if cuc out of
black paper.

Such, nearly forey years ago, was the capital of the inde-
pendent native State of Peldsu, which at that time was in-
iabited by a Malayan king of the old school; a big native
population of chicfs and courticrs; many traders and tillers
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of the soil; by half a hundred Chinese merchants, doggedly
bent upon the acquisition of wealth, in defiance of loeal law-
Tessness; and by Mr. John Norris, British political agent.
The capital city of the Sultan of PEldsu was a somewhat
squalid place. It mainly consisted of one long, itregular lane
punning parallel to the river-bank, the houses on the one side
having a double frontage, abutting respectively on the shore
“and on the water, while the occupants of those facing them
could obtain access to the river anly by means of a few narrow
landing-places, which were almost edged out of existence by
the encroachments of the hovels on cither hand. The street
“was unmetalled; but the red and dusty carth had been beaten
smooth and hard by the passage of innumerable unshod feet,
save where the escaping rain-water had worn for itself decp
“channels in the course of its rush riverward. This main
thoroughfarc was lined on cither side by Malayan houses and
Chinese shops, cach built without much reference to the align-
“ment of its neighbours, and matching them only in the wartled
“bamboo and palm thatching of which all were alike con-
structed, and in the air of slovenly neglect that pervaded every
~one of them, At the castern end of the town, in an open space
facing a drunken-looking landing-jerty, a brick mosque, glar-
ingly whi hed, refracted and redoubled the pitiless heat
‘of the sun. Near the centre of the village, and standing a litele
‘back from the road behind a fence of split bamboos, in the
middle of an untidy compound, was 1 whitewashed, gr
shuttered house, two storeys high, and of European design.

A quarter of a mile farther up niver a much larger stone and
Plaster building of obviously Chinese construction showed
its bare windows and irs slate roof over an cight-foot wall of
stone, patched here and there with a yard or two of bamboo
fencing, the whole grown upon by crecpers like drapery.

From the main street a number of narrow and crooked
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lanes elbowed their way through the pack of dwelling-houses,
and led through palm groves, fruit archards, and wntidy,

shady compounds to the grazing-grounds and croplands sit-
uated behind the town.

The mosque, the neglected European bungalow, and the
big stone building werc all alike the property of the King,
the two former serving to mark a period of his reign during
which, after a shorr visit of ceremony to a neighbouring
British colany, he for a space had devored to public works
sone portion of the funds which were more commonly em-
ployed in ministering to his personal pleasures and to the
adornment of the constantly changing inmates of his kalcido-
scopic harem. The third and largest building was of older
date, and represented the attempt of a Chinese craftsman to

construct a palace for a monarch, one of whose modest titles
was Shali "Alam, or Lord of the Universe,

Both the bungalow and the old palace were inhabited by
wives of the King and by their numerous retinuces of parasitic
hangers-on. The rank of these ladies was such that the King
had not thought it politic to divorce them, but their faded
charms had long ago ceased to hold his fickle affection i any
semblance of bondage. Occasionally the monarch paid a ce-
remonial visit to one or the other of them, and from time to

time they sent i presents of carcfully prepared food, in
brass trays covered by brilliant yellow cloths, borne by many
maidens, and shaded from the sunlight by the silken spread
of state umbrellas. For the rest, they occupied positions of
dignified humiliation, and i impotent wrath and jealousy
watched from afar the triumphs of their supplanters the fe-
male favourites of the moment.

For his part, the King resembled the gentlemen whose
names sometimes appear in the police reports inasmuch as,
like them, he had no fixed place of abode. The standards of
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civilisation, represented respectively by the white man's bim-
galow and by the palace of Chinese design, made no appeal to
him; and instead he led a peripatetic existence, dividing his
time, as the passing fancy dictated, between the houses occu-
pied by his numerous concubies. These favoured creatures
were accommodated, cach with a female retinue of her own,
in one or anather of half a dozen rather squalid huts abutring
on the river and opening on to the main strect, which differed
in no respect from the shops and hovels that adjoined them.
All of these dwelling-places belonged, of course, to the King:
and in any onc of them he might or might not be found at
any given hour of the day or night. Sometimes two or more
of these houses were built side by side, and were so arranged
that the King could make his way from one to the other
unobserved by the curions public. This well suited the royal
convenience, for, having entered the doors of one of these
rabbit warrens, wherein no other man was suffered to set
foor, the King was apt to be lost to the sight of his loyal sub-
Jeets, and to be cut off from mtercourse with all tiresome and
importunate people, for days or even weeks at a time. During
these not infrequent pauses in his autocratic administration
the affairs of his country were suffered to take care of them-
selves, and the State itself was left to drift placidly to destruc-
tion.

An indolent European monarch may perhaps seck comfort
in the reflection, “Aprés moi le deluge!’; bur the fact that he
has realised that a flood of troubles is impending implies that
he has devored some scant measure of thought to the affairs
of his kingdom. Even so languid a mental effort as this, how-
ever, presupposes a keener interest in the condition of his
subjects, and a more lavish expenditure of energy than the
typical Oriental ruler of the good old days could ordinarily
be persuaded to spate from his more intimate pleasures, so
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long as s harem and his opium-=pipe continued to be suffi-
ciently well stocked. Thus it came to pass that in some parts
of the East, at the time of which I write, a quite unspeakable
state of things endured decade after decade, withoue let or
hindrance, all in authority being apparently convinced that
the prevailing conditions would last for ever. Then, upon a
certain day, the deluge would precipitate itsclf, as though the

s

ad been upset, and evil-mannered native kings and hope=
lessly rotten social and political institutions would suddenly
be found jostling one another on the surface of the flood.

In the Stare of Példsu at this period the storm, which had
long been brewing, was very near to its breaking. To the
observant cye there were many signs and portents that could
not be misread; and, indeed, it needed no gift of prophetic

vision to recognise in Mr. John Norris, political agent, the
stormy petrel, the forerunner of the tempest.

Jack Norris was, at this tme one of the score or so of
abscure Englishmen who, unknown for the most part to their
stay=at-home: fellow-countrymen, occupied outposts. sone-
where just beyond the British border. They were set there

to sce fair' in places where fair dealing formed no essential
part of the local polity; and they represented, in some sort,
the foremost skirmishing Jine of the mighty army of Great

Britain's Empire. A few decades ago they were often cast as
bread upon the waters, and if any native potentate were so
imprudent as to mistake their loncliness for impotence, Great
Britain occasionally moved one ponderous step forward over
their mutilated remains.

Political agents of this type, who forty years ago were
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ched to little one=horse courts in Further India, are by
no means to be confused with those senior and distinguished
members of the Indian Civil Service who reside in the capitals
f the great Feudatory Princes of Hindustan, and who, in
envious estimation of their juniors combine the dignity
Solomon with the wealth of Croesus. Instead, such out-
billets were poorly paid, because pay in the East is largely
matter of age and of seniority in the public service, and
these jobs were usually allorted to, comparatively speaking,
junior men, The reason for this is plain. Men who had already
de their mark could not be spared for side-show work of
s description, which, on the other hand could not be en-
ted to people of proved incapacity. These posts always
resented an opportunity; they had in them an element of

, they were cagerly scrambled for by the boys with pluck
and brains,
It is a curious trait in the character of the Englishman that,
for him, the prospect of danger casts a certain glamour over
things which, vicwed from the standpoint of common sense,
e obviously objectionable on that and other grounds. This
amour, I may add, has a nasty trick of wearing thin when
ity takes the place of the mercly prospective: but given
n Enghshman with his back to the wall—or so our nanional
assures us—it is ordained that he should fight as it is
iven to few men to fight. The political agent in Further
dia, from lus position as a solitary white man in a hostile
wvironment, where as a rule he was totally unsupported by
en a show of force, had his back to the wall as a more or
S permanent arrangement; wherefore, when he eventually
d himself in the inevitable tight place, he could usually
e depended upon to show good sport,

The State of Pelesu had long been a thorn in the side of
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the Government that presided over the neighbouring Crown
colony and the adjoining British protectorate; and little by
little the cvil deeds of the King gathered sufficient weight
to wirn the slow wheels upon which runs the administration
of one of the most ponderous nations of the carth. Treaty
negotiations were started for the purpose of establishing some
sort of control over Pelesu and its iresponsible ruler; but as
the State was more than ordinarily inaccessible, and the King
a skilful procrastinator, this was a stage of the proceedings
which occupied many months. The Government, therefore,
Jooked about for a junior officer possessed of a good know-

ledge of the natives and of the vernacular, a tough constitu-
tion, and a slender stipend; all of which qualifications were
found united in the person of young Jack Norris. Accordingly,
he was sent to Pélesu; and when after an incredibly long
period of gestation, the treaty was at last born into the world
he was left there to act as the political agent, for whose pre-
sence in the King's capital one of its articles provided.

Fle was lodged in a big, rambling native hut which had
formerly been oecupied by one of the concubines of the King.
This building abutted an the main street, and the balai—or
reception-room—which composed that side of the house
rested on terra-firma. The rest of the premises straggled out
over the river, an half a hundred crazy wooden piles. Open-
ing out of the balei was a large squarc apartment filled for
the most part by a platform raised some two and a half fect
above floor level, and surrounded on all sides by a narrow
gangway. This room had been used by its former occupant
as her boudoir, the raised dais serving the dual purpose of
sitting-room and bed; and here Jack now squatted to eat his
rice, to yarn with his own people, or to receive those of his
native visitors who could be given a more or less public au-
dience. Adjoining it, upon the left. was the room which
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Norris used as his bedroom and study. and at the back was
a big oblong apartment, devoted to the use of his native fol-
lowers. Behind this again was a large kitchen, in which food
always scemed to be in process of preparation; and a back
door and ladd; y led to the bathing-raft of the establish
ment, which was moored ta the piles that supported the kit-
chen floor of split bambuoos.

Norris spent most of his time in his bed-sitting-room, which
was oblong in shape, and looked through two narrow win-
dows on to the river, flowing by and under it. The furniture
was not elaborate. The plank fooring was covered with
straw-coloured matting, fashioned from the woven fronds
of the méuglnang palm; and a small mat and pillows, spread
beneath an enormous set of chintz bed curtains—looped up
by day—filled one side of the room. Mosquitoes were rarely
seen, and nearly a decade was still to run ere men would learn
to connect the bite of these inseets with the causation of ma-
laria and other tropical fevers. Accordingly, Norris did not
use a net, and the ample bed curtains were designed to insure
a measure of privacy and also to exclude the daylight when,
as often happened, the cccentricitics of local aristocratical
society forced him to turn day into night.

Near the bed half a hundred books were tumbled together
upon the floor, some of them written in the crabbed Arabic
script which the Malays have adopted for the transliteration
of their own beautiful and claborate language; and close to
the mat-head there stood a green carthen-ware jar, which was
used for the reception of Jack’s cigarette-ends and other rub-
bish. Below the window stood a writing-table littered with
Papers, and two cane-bottomed chairs were set close to it.
one corner of the room two leather portmanteaux were
Placed against che wall with some of Jack’s clothes and his
toilet requisites laid out neatly upon them. These, with the

2



A

48 STORIES BY SIR HUGH CLIFFORD

writing-table and the chairs, were the only concessions to
European civilisation anywhere visible in the queer household
of which this young Englishman was the mastcr.

His native followers consisied of about thirty Malays—
some of the very best rutfians in the Peninsula—who had
come to Pelesu at the heels of Jack Norris, with whom they
had forcgathered in various places while he was serving within
the borders of the British protectorate, Two of them were
mien of raja rank, and all of them had known the good old
days, when the Malayan world had been wont to go forward
in the bad old way, cre European ideas of right and wrong
had begun to make matehwood of native notions concerning
the fitness of things. They all loved war, or thought they did,
which produces ofien much the same results; and they were
united 1 traditional contempt for the people of Pelésu and
in an unshakeable faith in chemselves and in Jack Norris,

1 when

Such was the position of things at the
the north-cast monsoon began to break in the autumn of a
certain year, threatening presently to close the ports on thet
China Sea and to cut off all communication with the outside
world for a period of at least five months.

1t

A weck or two before the mouth of the Pélésu River finally
closed for the year, Jack Norris lay stretched upon his mat
one evening with a cigarerte between his lips and a book in
his hand. He was a short, swarthy youngster of about one-
and-twenty years of age. He was thick-set and very power-
fully built, with sturdy legs and arms on which the biceps
stood up in knots. His features were rather broad and flat, his
straight mouth shut like a trap, and there was a dogged
strength in every hard line that carly responsibility and ex-
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posure co the sun-glare of the East had drawn upon his ugly
face. He was clothed after the manner commonly adopred
by Europeans in the Malay Peninsula during their hours of
ease. He wore a short linen jumper swith sleeves cut shore
above the elbow, drawers of the same material that did not
quite reach to his knees, and an ample sarong—or native waist=
cloth—which might be huddled up about his waist, or be
suffered to fall to his ankles, or to cover his bare feer, if the
mosquitoes or sandflies were troublesome.

The room was dimly lighted by a stinking kerosene oil-
lamp, which stood on the mat=covered floor at Norris' elbow.
Onc or two Malays—members of Jack’s household—squatted
at one end of the room near the curtained doorway, chewing
quids of arcca-nut and talking together in low murmurs.
Through the narrow slits of window the moonbeams strove
to penetrate, in defiance of the greasy lamplight, and the
insistent hum of insects varied by the oceasional, clear note
of a nightjar, was borne upon the almost motionless hot air.
The surroundings in which he found himself had grown
so familiar to Jack Norris that Thackeray’s brilliant descrip-
tion of the fite at Gaunt House—whereat dear Becky scored
her glittering, short-lived triumph—which he was re-reading
for perhaps the hundredih time struck for him no incon-
gruous note with his environment. One-half of his mind
unconsciously assimilated the trivial talk of the Malays near
the doorway, while the other conjured up the seencs evoked
by the familiar words of his book.

Presently someone came to the door and spoke a few words
in a low voice to one of the Malays scated near ic.

* "There is a Chinaman here who would come into your
Ppresence, Tuan, the latter reported, turning to Norris.

~ "Bid him enter,’ said Norris, sitting up, arranging his sarong
decently over his crossed legs and laying his book aside.
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The curtams of the doorway were put apatt, and an old
Chinanian entered. He saluted Norris and then seated himself
cross-legged on the floor near the foot of the sleeping-mat.
Hle swis a long-boned, sunken-checked, deeply wrinkled old
creature with a skin like ancient parchment, and with a slender
pigtail, composed almost entirely of black silk, hanging from
the sparse grey hairs at the back of his shaven scalp. His

shoulders were bowed to a permanent stoop, and there hung
about him that peeiliar odour of roasted coffee and chocolate

which, combined with a strange closeness of the atmosphere

that clings to him denotes the confirmed apinm-smoker.
“What s the news? asked Jack, speaking in Malay, and

employing the usual native interrogative grecting.
sined the visitor, speaking in the

“The news is. good.”
ame language, and making use of the conventional reply.

which is as cmpty of nieaning as is the "Quite well, thank you'
of the contirmed nvalid.

A pause followed, during which the Chinaman shifted un-
caily and glanced over s shoulder at the Malays seated near
the door. Then he drew himsclf along the floor, edging closer
to Norris, and said in a hoarse whisper:

“There is something that I would say to you, Tuan.”

*Speak on,’ said Norris. “These men are mine own people.
Have no fear.”

‘But that which 1 would say must be said to you alon
objected the Chinaman; and Norris signed to the Malays with
an upward jerk of his chin, native fashion, to withdraw. The
Chinaman, satisfied that he and the white man were alone,

crepe a little nearer.
‘[ come to you craving aid, he said in the same hoarse and
agitated whisper. ‘I am exceedingly troubled. T have a wife.”
*Kasihan?" (You have my sympathy!) said Norris, with all
the ready cynicism of the young bachelor.
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“She is a very good woman, the mother of my children,
and she is, moreover, virtuous.”

“Aja'ib! (1 am astonished ) In Pelésu such women are very
rare,’ said Norris, who knew much that was unprintable on
the subject of local morals.

“That is true,’ said the Chinaman gravely. ‘It is indeed
strange that she is what she is; the more so because she is
endowed with grear beauty, and the King himself has con-
ceived for her a devouring passion. It is in this wise. She was
married to me some four years ago, and she has borne me
two men-children, and we are happy, living together in love.
Does it seem strange to you, Tuan, that a woman who is
young and beautiful should love me, whom the years have
strickens Even to me it is strange; but no man can account
for the ways of women; and this woman, who is my wife,
loves me indeed, and she will have naught to do with the
King or with his presents. You know, Tian, the habits of the
King, He spends many days and nights in the house of his
concubine, Che’ Layang, the which adjoins my own dwelling.
Now, upon a certan day the King, peeping through the
crannics of the wattled walls which divide the two buildings,
beheld the woman, my wife, playing wich her sons, and forth-
with he was stricken by ‘the madness” on her account. Since
that time he has sought many means wherewith to seduce
her from me. First, he sent an aged crone of his houschold to
make known to her the King's desire for her; but immediately
upon hearing the so-evil words of this aged crone, my wife
raised such a tumule of railings that the hag fled in terror.
None the less, she and others, witch-folk like herself, tried
to insinuate certain love phileres into my wife's food; but we
detected the magic, and threw the food into the river. Later,
the King sent to my wife gifts of gold and diamonds and fine

_ Barments, which were borne to her by the

ands of certain
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of his armed Youths, who chose for the purpose an hour
when they knew me to be absent from my house. But my

wife received these Youths with scorn and with reproache

many and pungent; and the gifts of the King she cast forth
into the mire of the street, so that the fine silks were soiled,
the jewellery was covered with dirt and a great shame was
put upon the King.

“Thereafter my wife stuffed rags into the crevices in the
wall through which the King was wont to pry upon her, and,
moreover, she placed boarding over them; but in the night-
time the rags were remjoved and the boarding torn away.

‘All these happenings occasioned a great ansiety within
me and filled me with terror; for behold, Tuan, 1 love my
wife, wha is the mother of my sons, and also 1 value highly
the life that quickens me.

*You ask why the King has not seized her by force, as he
scized the young wife of Che” Ahmad of Pulau Aur and the
wife of Chi O, the Keh trader. Tian, it 1s not without reason
that men name you the pdu-awar puteh (the white antidore):
and but for that medicine many a man had suffered death and
worse in this land of Pelésu since your coming, And 1 also,
but for your presence here, had surely lost my honour and
perhaps my life to0. It is fear of you, and of those who sent
you hither, which causes the King to employ stealth and
stratagen where, in past days, he vras wont to use force. Now,
therefore, come | to you, weeping and wailing, secretly and
by night, praying that you will aid and protect me—me and
the woman, my wife, and the men-children, my two lictle
sons. Both she and 1 are British subjects; for though we have
long resided in this land of P&lésu, our parents are of Hong-
Kong where also we ourselves were born. Thus we are to
be reckoned among the number of your awn people, and
we trust in you with a thousand, thousand hopes.”
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*shall I'speak to the King on your behalf2" enguired Norris.
“‘No, no, I pray you!" cried the Chinaman, who was ob-
viously aghast at the mere suggestion, ' Were you to do so,
1 very certainly would forchwich dic ac bis hands. Even if he
knew that 1 had visited you and had spoken to you of this
jmatter he would, without doubt, cause his Youths to do me

in.'t

I that be so, you tie the hands of the man from whom
~ you are secking help, said Norris. ‘I cannot aid you if you
 are afraid for me even to speak to the King. The better course,
therefore, would be for you and all your house to quit Pelesu
and to seck refuge in the colony.”

“That, also, I cannot do,” said the Chinaman. 'My business
and all my stock
Pelesu, and, lacking the wherewithal o support life, my
children and my wife, strangers in the colony, would die of
famine. That may not be. Also, the mouth of the river closes
to-morrow or the after; who can tell when the winds of
the monsoon will desc

in-trade and other possessions are here in

1d upon usz No 1 cannot Jeave Pélesu
now; but perhaps shen once more the mouth of the river is
open to tratfic, if life still remain to us 1 shall so have ordered
my affairs that I shall be able to remove to the colony without
sustaining too ruinous a loss. For the mament, 1 ask nothing
of you, Tuan, for | have sought you only that you might
know the nature of my trouble and the danger in which 1
stand. Mayhap that, knowing this you will make shift to
aid me, should the occasion arise.”

*That will I promise, and willingly," said Norris. *But re-
member the proverb of the Malays: Be cconomical ere thy sub-
stance be consumed, and watchful ere thow art smicken. It would
be best for you to go forthwith to Singapore, no matter how

1 The Malay idiont is almost an exact translation of the modern
shang phrase.
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Failing that, it would be well for

great your loss of money
you to suffer me to speak to the King.'

‘I dare not, Tuan,” the Chinaman cried carnestly. *Did you
do 50, 1 should forthwith be as one already dead.!

‘It is enough,’ said Norris discontentedly. "Have no fear;
1 will hold my peace. Nevertheless, [ foresee that evil things
will result from this inaction. And now return to your dwell-
ing, and if wouble assails you, come you to mic i the how
of your need.”

The Chinaman salaamed, rose, and withdrew. The

ayan
language provides no stereotyped idiom for use as an ex-
pression of gratitude. When one is thanked by a native, ic is
silently and by deeds, not with verbal profusion, as amongst
oursclves. Of the two iethods, the former, rarely thougl it
be employed, 15, perhaps, of the greater worth.

When Che' Ah Ku, the Chinaman, had departed, Norris
called Raja Haji Hlamid, the chief of us followers to hus side,
and the two sat talking far into the night.

Raja Haji was a man who, on the other side of the Penin-
sula, had won for lumself an astonishing reputation for cour-
age, for invulnerability, and for many other qualities which,
Jjudged from any ordinary standpoint, could by no stretch
of the imagination be accounted virtues. L is on historical
record that, when he was fighting against che British during
the carly seventies of last century, the news of his arrival in
the war area, with five ragged cut-throats at his hecls, acted
with such galvanic force that it caused several hundreds of
‘friendly’ Malays discreetly to desert from our standards and
1o seek safety in the neighbouring British colony of Malacca
With the poverty of imag commonly ifested by
natives in such circumstances, they alleged that filial duty
demanded their immediate presence at the bedsides of ailing

miothers, the victims, apparently, of some sudden epidemic.
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Raja Haji had at that time been one of the most reckless
and untamed scions of a particularly lawless royal house,
which for centuries had played ducks and drakes with the
affairs of the native State over which it ruled. He had attained
to the prime of his manhood cre ever the British Government
had intervened to reduce things in that State to the dull mo-
notony of order, and he had therefore had uncounted op-
portunities of acquiring at first hand a knowledge of the seamy
side of Malayan human nature, which was as curious as it
was profound. Nortis also knew something of the same sub-
jeet, but when matters of difficulty arose he gencrally sought
the counsel of this hoary old villain who loved him and who
looked upon the politics of Pélésu as a game of skill in which
he and Jack, as partners, were ranged against the King and
the people of the land.

I, t00, have peeped at the woman Chik, the wife of Ah
Ku the Chinaman,” he said now; for advancing years had in
no wise dimmed his eye for the detection of feminme charms.
‘I have peeped at her whenever occasion offered, and indeed
she is very fair. But it is not by reason of her beauty that the
desire of the King is so hot for her. There be many others as
good to lovk upon as she, but a madness of longing is kindled
within him because she alone of all the people of this land
dares 1o deny herself eo him. That, to him, is something
wholly new and strange, and in-any casc it would prove a
very inflammable fuel to pile upon the fire already alight in
the heart of any masculine person. Men say that the King has
made use of all manner of love potions, but they profit him
not with her. It is very clearly to be seen that that ancient
man, her husband, is a master of occult arts, and that he has
cast a glamour over her. How otherwise should she be faichful
Tuan, 1t is certain

to one so ugly and so oldz None the le:
that trouble will arise. Balked desire in the heart of one whose
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desires have ne'er been balked is like gun medicine, At the
appointed hour the explosion must come. Moreover, it was
but yesternight that 1 dreamed that the King invited you and
me to cat durian and sundry other fruits of globular shape;
and litele skill is needed ta interpret the meaning of that vision.
The fruit are cannon-balls and musket bullets, and the dream
is a warning that battle is imminent. Well, it is Jong since |
bathed me in the fumes and the bullets of war, and indeed,
[ am kitageh—craving that to which habit has accustomed
me—as the opitm-smoker craves for his drug. It will be to
me a very pleasant thing if war results with these so-called

men of Pélesu. It stirs within me memorics of past days in
mine own native land. Listen, Tian, Lrecall . .."

And forthwith Raja Haji plunged into  long, tangled tale
of decds of wrong and rapine (in which he had had a triumph-
antly ourrageous share) wrought in the days whereof he still
cherished such glowing recollections. Wich these blood-
stained things he was wont to regale Norris for hours at a
time.

It is ouly by dwelling among Malays in intimacy and good
fellowship that a European can really learn what manner of
men they are. Jack Norris, who on his first arrival in Pelesu,
had believed hinself 1o know as much about natives as any
white man in the peninsula, had very soon discovered thar
as yet he was still merely stumbling over the ABC of his

study. It had been ar once a humiliating and a stimulating

disillusionment; but the past year and a half had taught him

much, and daily he was acquiring litde odds and ends and
shreds of knowledge, which would gradually picce chem-
selves together nntil he would eventually become a master

of his subject.
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v

Atsix o'clock one afternoon Jack Norrisawoke from sleep.
It was part of the peculiarity of his position as a lonely white
man, living and working among a courtful of Malayan chiefs
and notables, that he was forced to accommodate himself to
any hours they might choose to keep. Time, as Europeans
understand it, had no meaning for any of his associates, and
presently it came to have hardly more significance for him.
He very rarcly found himself i bed before six or seven
o’clock in the morning, and his hour of rising was propor-
tionately late. Sometimes, before turnmg in, he would take
his gun, and, followed by two or three of his Malays, would
put in an hour or two of snipe-shooting in the rice-fields and
grazing-grounds lying at the back of the town. Sometimes
his first waking hours in the afternoon were spent in a similar
fashion, dll the darkness drove him homeward to a dinner
that was in reality his breakfast.

On this particular evening the meal was served shortly after
seven o'clock. It consisted of enormous quantities of rice and
a fine variety of currics, pungent and appetising. Jack atc
this food in the company of Raja Haji Hamid and Raja Utch,
the lateer a withered old sprig of Sumatran rayalty, who hid
the heart of a lion under a lamb-like exterior. The meal was
caten native fashion, Jack and his two friends squatting around
the brass trays which held the curry-bowls, cach with a piled
plate of rice in front of him. They ate in silence, messing the
curry into their rice with their fingers, and then conveying
big kncaded masses to their mouths.

White men, who do not know, are wont to entertain a
strong prejudice against this practice of cating with the fing-
ers; yet its adoprion is a necessity, no less for one who would
support life for a prolonged period on a rice dict. To do this
it is essential that an enormous quantity of rice should daily
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be consumed, but owing to the aeration of the boiled grain
if a spoon be used, no normal stomach can cope with the
mass required. The fingers are needed to express the air from
dhe rice, in such a fashion that all which passes inta the mouth
gen. Experience
¢ practical if pro-

is solid food—not grain saturated with o
had very carly forced the acceptance of th
saic facts upon Jack, who had now been living upon native
diet for the best part of twa years; and for the rest, a remark
of Raja Haji Hamid had disposed of his last scruple in the
matter.

“The fingers of my right hand,’ the Raja had said ‘have
never entered the mouth of any other human being. Can you
say as much of your spoons and forks, Tuan

The meal ended, Norris sat for a while smoking and talking
with Raja Haji and Raja Utch; then went back to his room
and swrote up his official diary and passed an hour or so lying

reading on his sleeping-mat. The latter was his only substitute
for an casy-chair.

At about nine o'clock he rosc up, exchanged his native kit
for a white duck tunic and trousers, put shoes on his feet and
a cap on his head, and sauntered out into the main street. He
carried a revolver under the skirt of his coat, and a serviceable
Malayan broadsword, with a wooden sheath, in his hand.
Two or thee of his followers, marking his exit, artned them-

selves with daggers and spears, and hurriedly fell in behind
him. In ‘those days in Pélésu no prudent or self-respecting
person ever ventured forth without his weapons, and even
at night-time men slept with their daggers under their pillows.

Jack walked a few hundred yards up the strect and then
entered a Chinese shop, bowing his head to pass bencath the
lintel of the low door, over which was inscribed in black
Chinese characters, sprawling down a gilt board, the grandi-
ose legend, The Dwelling of Divine Repose. Facing him as he
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entered, the wall between two narrow doorways was occu-
l’i‘d by the usual tawdry altar, supporting the picture of the
Sage with his two attendant demons, before which many
joss-sticks were smouldering. Norris, nodding to the Chinese
shopmen, who greeted him with grave courtesy, passed
through the doorway on the right, and proceeded to grope
and stumble along a dark and narrow passage, which was
more like a subrerrancan gallery in a mine than any part of
an ordinary dwelling-house.

- The place was redolent of a thousand odours peculiar to
the Chincse; but Norris had subdued his nose long ere this,
and the smells inseparable from native houses had almost
ceased to annoy him.

Arrived at the end of the passage, Jack pushed aside a dingy

curtain which cloaked a doorway on his left, and entered a
small dark room, the sanctum of Su Kim, the Chinese trader,
to whom the place belonged. It was more than half filled by
a raised sleeping-platform or opium-bench, which served irs
er indifferently as bed, chair, and rable. Su Kim, who
pied it, sat up to greer Norris, but he continued to fill
with great carc a long bamboo pipe with the opium which
e was toasting at the end of a slim steel skewer over a small
p that stood on the mat beside him. The faint smell of
the drug filled the room, as the opium swelled inito big brown
15, or subsided like a bubble, as Su Kim cooked it.
He was an old man, and his creased and wrinkled body
bare to the waist. His legs were cased in a pair of ample
silk trousers, very full and loose and to the belt which
red them were attached an oblong money-pouch, orna-
ted by much beadwork, and a bunch of silver hooks and
ds such as the Chinese use for tickling and picking at the
ides of their ears. Indulgence in this practice causes the
tjority of these people to be slightly deaf.
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Against the walls of the room small octagonal tea-poys,
orstools werc ranged and a little terracotta teapot, surround-
ed by a dozen tiny china cups without handles, stood on a
wooden tray on Su Kim's bunk.

To the European eye this Chinese trader’s sanctum was a
sufficiently squalid place, yet it was one of the recognised
social centres of the King's capital. Here nightly it was the

custom of the principal chicfs and notables to look in for an
hour or so, to meet, gossip. and exchange news. This evening
Norris found that he was the first of its habiues to reach this
place of general rendezvous, and as he seared himself an one
of the stools and took the cup of tea which his host offered
to him he opened the conversation in the usual way.

*What is the news:’

“The news is good, replied Su Kim mechanically. ‘Bue T
have something to tell you, Tuan, before other folk come
hither. Have you heard of what befell Che” Ah Ku and Li Tat
on the night of the King's feastz Men tell you that Li Tat 1s
dead, and that the King has scized all of which he died pos-
sessed, claiming the same for a debr. It is even so; and now
that we are alone I will tell you of Li Tat's death. We Chinese
traders of Pelésu were all bidden to a feast, spread for us in
the Balai of the King: and, as in duty bound, we all went.

Che' Ah Ku and Li Tat were invited to cat from the same
of food, but A Ku, fearing evil, ate nought save only
the rice, and so escaped death. But Li Tat, unsuspicious of
haem, ate unwarily. From childhood he had served the King

T

with Gidelity, and on many occasions he had earned his grati-
tude; wherefore he had no fear. Thereby. Tian, he showed
himself to be a person lacking in wisdom and discretion, for
he had waxed rich, and the King desired to become his heir.
No sooner had he returned to his house than a devastating
sickness smote him, by reason of the said food, and cven
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before his eyes had closed in death came the Treasurer of the
King, with scals and tumult and armed men, and seized upon
all his stores of money and rubber and merchandise. Now,
therefore, we others—Chinese traders who have amassed
dollars one or two—have much anxicty in our hearts; but
above all, Che” Al Ku is faint with fear, for it is certain that
he is doomed to dic, though he cannor gug
death will fall upon him.’
*Arc you sure of the truth of these things:’ asked Norris.

" replied Su Kim.

'ss in what manner

*Alas! yes, all men know them to be trug
‘But peace, Tuan. Someone comes this way

Presently the curtain was once more put aside, and a big-
limbed, imposing-looking Malay, with a face like a handsome
tom-cat, stepped into the room. On his head was a kerchicf
twisted into a fantastic peak; he wore a bright green satin
coat and short, coarse silk knickers, barred with all the hues
of the rainbow. Over the kris stuck in his girdle a cotron
sarong of Bugis manufacture was draped, hiding the dagger
completely, and covering its owner’s body from the waist to
a poinr a little above the knees, This garment was dark blue
in colour, and a shining surface had been imparted to it by
hard friction with a shell.

This man was the Dato’ Béndahara Sri Stiawan, a member
of the royal house, and a cousin of the King, whom Norris
knew well for a truculent, bullying fellow with a loud voice,
a boisterous manner, the avarice of a Jew, and the heart of a

mouse,

The conversation now turned to indifferent topics, and
every moment more and more chiefs and notables filtered
through the doorway and joined in the talk and the tea-
drinking. The Ungku Muda, a little-loved brother of the
King, and a friend of Jack’s, was among the last to arrive, and
presently the whole party, including Norris, adjourned to
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the Balai, or Hall of State, a large building consisting of a
solid roof supported upon substantial carved tmber columns,
open to the air on three sides, and adjoining the palace on
ix foet above the level

the fourth, its floor being raised some
of the ground. It was here that the greater portion of the night
was ordinarily spent by the clite of Pelésu, for the Chinese
chants were encouraged to spread their gambling-mats
¢ of all stakes

me
i this part of the royal precmcts, a percenta
won from the gaming public being a perquisite of the King,
who, for his part, caused sweetmeats to be served to the as-
sembled notables at frequent imtervals, Occasionally the King
himself would condescend to visit the Balai, and even to stake
1 few dollars on the turn of the Chinese dice; but in any event

this was the great nesws mart of the capital, and Norris, whose
business it was to keep abreast of all that was going forward
in Pelesu, found it necessary to be one of the most constant
frequenters of the place.

This eyening he had been seated cross-legged on the mat-
strewn Hoor of the Balai for pethaps an hour, and a first relay
of sickly Malayan sweetmeats—all sugar and egg—h 1 just
been served when of a sudden the breathless quiet of the hot
Malayan night was rent and shattered by peal after peal of
shrill screaming such as only the throat of a woman in misery
or in pain can produce. Jack started to his fect, moved by
that instince which invariably prompts a white man who finds
himself alone among natives, to take the lead in any moment
of emergency; but the Dato’ Bendahara put forth a shaking
hand and begged him to be seated.

‘Have patience, Tuan," he said. * "Tis but the howling of a
dog: and, moreover, the custom is known to you, None may
Jeave the King's hall when food has been served until he hath
partaken thereof.”

In Malaya custom is a mighty tyrant:

et our children die,
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rather than our customs.” says the native proverb. Very reluc-
rantly, therefore, Jack resumed his seat; but forthwith he
poured water over his fingers, dipped them in the nearest
dish, swallowed a mouthful of the cloying swff, and with a
perfunctory ‘Lask your leave to depart’ addressed to the Dato”
Bendahara, swung himself aver the cdge of the verandah on
to the ground beneath, and set off at a run down the village
['ﬂm:r.
The night had been dark a few minutes earlier, but now a
;mddy moon was lying just above the horizon on a bed of
fleccy clouds. A broad lanc of light lay along the surface of
the river, ribbed with the countless ripples of the water, and
the huts bordering the path down which Norris ran were
black and shapeless masses chat cast impenetrable shadows
‘across his way. A few hundreds of yards down the street a
small knot of awed and silent natives stood pressing one
‘against another, half in and half out of the moon-light. In the
shallow ditch thar separated the huts from the pathway a
k heap was dimly discernible, and the outery of a moment
efore had now sunken to the continuous inarticulate noans
ind sobs of a woman in sorrow.

As Jack drew nearer this black heap resolved itself into the
body of a man, lying with limbs flung wide in all the abandon
death or of insensibility, and the form of a woman thrown
trate across it her head and hands beating the carth in
reckless, unrestrained grief of the Oriental. When she
he sight of Norris, her cries broke out once more with

loubled encrgy, the shricks running up the scale il they
inated in a note deafeningly shrill which at cach repeti-
 stabbed Jack's nerves with a pang of physical pain. The
was Che" Ah Ku and the wailing woman was Chik,

wife.

‘What thing is this:" cried Norris; and forthwich the silence
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of the little group of Malays was replaced by a clamorous

chorus of divergent explanations.

‘He smote his head againse the lintel of his door.”

‘He hath fallen in a fir."

“The madness of the pig (epilepsy) hath come upon him.'

“An evil spirit hath laid hold upon him.’

‘He is possessed by a devil.

“He hath missed his footing, and, falling to the carth, hath
done himself some hurt.”

By this time Jack Norris was kneeling by the side of the
unconscious Chinaman, and, as the tumalt of futile explana-
tion ceased, his fresh young voice, speaking with the perfect
Malay accent for which he was famous, fell upon the ears of
the crowd and hushed their noisy vapourings into the chill
silence of fear.

*This man hath been stabbed,” he said. ‘Stabbed at the very
door of the King’s house. Where are the King's Youths, who
keep watch and ward here by day and by night: How comes
it to pass that this night alone they are not ar their postz How
doth it befall that they witnessed nothing of what has hap-
pened: Moreover, why hath no man aided this woman to
carry her husband into his house:"

There was not a native present who entertained the slightest
doubt concerning the origin of Che'’ Ah Ku's mishap. All
were convinced that he had been stabbed by the King's Youths
at the instance of their master; but in Pelésu men who desired
that their days should be long in the land knew better than
to say all that they though. Jack Noris' plain speaking smote
them with terror, for even to listen to such truths mighe well
be accounted a crime. Also, in a sensc, it was shocking by
reason of its very novelty. It was to them like the thing that
should only be uttered in a whisper being of a sudden shouted
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through a megaphone; and, filled with uncasiness, his hearers
one by one slunk away discomfited.

Raja Haji Hamid with a knot of Jack’s own Malays had
by now come upon the scene, and, aided by them, Jack carried
the still unconscious Ah Ku into his house and laid him on
the opium-bench in the inner room. He had been badly
mauled. A kris stab had picrced his upper lip, splitting it from
the nostril to the gums and knocking away four of his front
teeth. The point of the blade had come out in the centre of
Ah Ku's left cheek, A second stab had struck him in the fore-
head, above the left eye, but though the concussion had evi-
~dently been violent, the steel had failed to penetrate the bone
of the skull. This wound was very clean and well defined,
and Jack's keen eyes had no difficulty in detecting that it had
been made with a kris mélelo—a dagger with a raised ridge
running down the centre of the blade—such as few save the
King’s Youths were wont to carry. Ah Ku had fallen back-
ward when he was stabbed, and several heavy blows on the
chest from a wooden club, or from some similar blunt instru-
ment, had been dealt him, probably as he lay upon the ground,
and for the purpose of administering to him the coup de grace.

Jack pulled off his coar, rolled up his sleeves and washed
‘his hands carcfully in a bowl of sam-shu—raw Chircse spiric.
Then he drove all the onlookers out of the raom except Raja
Haji Hamid, and sct to work to do what he could to mend
Che’ Al Ku, He washed and dressed the wounds on Ah Ku's
check and forchead, put a couple of horsehair stitches into

the severed lip, and applicd a compress to the injured che:
He plied his patient with stimulants, and eventually had the
satisfaction of restoring him to consciousness. Then, having
charged Chik to tend him carefully and to administer rice

gruel at regular intervals, he returned to is own house. His
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surgery was, it must be confessed, of a sadly amateurish cha-
racter, but that war-worn warrior, Raja Haji, had acquired
a good deal of rough-and-ready experience, and between
them they made a more creditable job of Che” Ah Ku than
might have been expected.

Next day their patient was better and as soon as Jack had

dressed his wounds a statement was made, and taken down

in writing, which, in any better ordered community, would
amply have sufliced to hang one or two of Jack's most inti-
mate acquaintances, who were leading members of the King's
bodyguard. Ah Ku, itappeared, had been sent for that evening
by the King's Treasurer, on some trivial pretext connected
with the estate of the late Li Tat, and had been detained by
him undl the dark hour had come which precedes the rising
of the moon. He had then been dismissed, and as he groped

his way homeward he had been struck by the face that the
main street, contrary to its wont, was strangely empty, Sud-
denly, as he drew near to the entrance to his house, four or

five armed men had leaped out upon him from the shadows
cast by the overhanging roof of the adjoining building, which
was the dwelling-place of one of the King's concubines; but
Ah Ku, despite the darkness, had identified, by their voices
and gestures, at least three of his assailants. The latter, in their
excitement and hurry, had done their work clumsily enough;
but they had not ceased their attack until their victim had
fallen into a state of unconsciousness, which they had probably
mistaken for death.

v
The weeks that followed proved to be a weary time for

Jack Norris, He tended Ah Ku with the most anxious care,
and was rewarded by sceing the wounds heal up, though
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they left monstrous and unsightly cicatrices behind them.
None the less, the old man’s strength waned daily, and Jack
presently was forced to realise that his patient had sustained
some severe internal injurics, the treatment of which was a
task altogether beyond the reach of his homely doctoring.
The decline, though persistent, was very gradual, and Jack
watched, with intense and growing anxiety, the race which

the ebbing vitality of Ah Ku was running against time—the
time that must clapse ere the breaking of the monsoon would
reopen communications with the outside world.

Jack fele that if only Ah Ku could be made to hang on to
life until the first ship of the scason arrived ar the mouth of
the Pélesu River, if he could thereafter be sent to the neigh-
bouring British colony, his scarred face and wrecked body
would tell their tale with an eloquence that is denied to mere
written depositions. His appearance, Jack was convinced,
would be all that was needed to complete the long and heavy
indictment already standing to the discredit of the King of
Pelesu, and would be held o justify the Government in taking
one more forward step at last. So Jack fought with death,
doggedly and ficreely, day and night, heart and soul, as a
man strives to sty the passing of one who is very dear to
him. His cheeks began to grow pale and lined under his deep
sun-tan, his cyes to burn with an unnatural brightness from
anxicty and want of sleep; but still he carried on the struggle,
Chik aiding him with a tircless devotion.

The King shut himself up in his rabbit warrens, and once
only—and then by chance—did Jack get word with him
during all those weeks. The monarch had come out into the
main street, which was an immediate signal for all who were
in sight to squat reverently in the dust, and for traffic to be
forthwith suspended. Jack, who happened to be in a Chinese
shop close at hand, was quick to seize his opportunity in a
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way that made evasion impossible. The King, in melancholy
accents, his gentle voice vibrating with tenderne;
passion, enquired anxiously after Jack's patient, expressed his

and com-

admiration of the skill and kindness which the white man
had lavished upon this unfortunate, and uttered some copy-
book maxims on the subject of the extreme naughtiness of
assaultand battery. Jack grinned rather grimly with that tight-
shut mouth of his, and in equally dulcet tones, and with an
claborate air of deference and respect, dropped into the ear
of his royal friend a few sentences that bumned like fire. He
spoke in that subtle Malay language which lends itself so
readily to the framing of sofisounding phrases, that convey
so much more than the mere words express. Had the terms
of which Jack made use been analysed, no man could deny
that they were at once courtcous, harmless, and commongplace
enough; but none the less, both Jack and the King knew that

the former had made against the latter an accusation of murder
as unequivocal in character as the charge addressed to a crimi-
nal in the dock.

After this the King went to bed and apparently stayed there,
for, if one might believe his messages, he was invariably asleep,
or oo sick to rise from his couch, when Jack sought an inter-
view with him. Speech with the monarch being thus rendered
impossible, Jack wrote him a lewter pointing out that Ah Ku,
1 attacked and left for dead in che

a British subject, had be
main street of the King's capital, and within a few yards of
that no one had been punished

one of the royal residence:
for this cold-blooded crime: and that, as soon as the mouth
of the river opened to traffic, the wounded man and his family
would be despatched to Singapore, there to lay the tale of
their wrongs before the Governor of the colony. No reply
was received to this communication, but Jack was neither
surprised nor perturbed by the King's silence. He was con-
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vinced that his adversary would go to considerable lengths
in order to prevent the transfer of his victim ro the colos
ut Jack was determined to vindicate the right of a British
subject to come and go as he pleased, Morcover, he was
resolved to avoid any act that might be regarded as an attempt

to spirit Ah Ku away, and it was to this end that he had given
formal written notice of his intention to remove him from
Pelésu.

~ Meanwhile the armosphere in which the political agent
nd himself living began to grow somewhart sulery, The
who thronged the Court of the King of Pelésu learned
to look askance at Jack Norris sccing in him now the almost
openly declared enemy of their monarch. The timid shunned
m. Those who were bolder cocked arrogant cyes in his
ction or were as nearly insolent as they dared. His follow-
shared in their master’s disfavour and once or twice some
f them were hustled in the strect or the market-place by
of the King's Youths. Jack lived in terror lest the latter
hould succeed in picking a quarrel with his people in which

&

vent the little band of adventurers might perhaps be wiped
and the rights and wrong
tht. Bue discipline was good in Jack's houschold and he
as ably scconded by Raja Haji Hamid and by Raja Utch,

of the story never come to

ho appreciated the situation as justly as he did. None the
ess this protracted period of waiting and inaction was trying,
required a fair measure of nerve,

One night Jack went to the King's Balai as he had been
ont to do before Ah Ku had met with his misadventure;
the looks with which he was grected by the assembled
as and chicfs were not encouraging.

The Béndahara Sri Stiawan who was the senior man pre-
at turned to him almost as soon as he was seated and
growled out sulkily:
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‘How fares it wath that Chinaman whom you are tendings*

He knew Ah Ku's name as well as he knew his own, but
he spoke of him contemptuously as ‘that Chinaman’ because
he wished to be offensive.

Norris was somewhar nettled by the Bendahara’s manner
and by the changed, unfriendly faces that surrounded him,
and in the pride and naughtiness of his heart he told himself
that he would make these men of Pélesu “sic up and snort’.
There was in this resolve a measure of calculation superadded
to the natural hot-headedness of youth, for Jack felt that his
life was not oversafe at this ame, and bis knowledge of Ma-

layan character taught him that in bluff and in an ostentatious

scorn of the dangers by which his path was besct lay his best
chance of prolonging his insecure lease of life. Accordingly,
he cast a dare-devil look at the Bendahara and spoke, selecting
words which no native would dare to employ, and adopting
a manner which he knew would send a tremor through his
large audience.

Try to think for yourself)' he said. "How should a man

fare who has been stabbed with daggers:'

He heard the men near him gulp and draw in their breath
at the word; for it was the official contention at the Court of
Plesu that, no matter what mighe have befallen Ab Ku, it
was beyond all things certain that he had not been the vietim
of an assault. To utter any other opinion was, in the estima-
tion of the courtiers, felony, high treason, or worse.

‘Who says that Ah Ku was stabbed:” cried the Bendahara
in dismay.

‘I say it," replied Norris calmly. "Morcover, all men say
the like who dare speak that which it is in their bellics o
speak. Al Ku was stabbed with knives close to the door of
the King's house, at the spot whcrc certain of the King's

Youths are wont every night to
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‘How do you know that he was stabbed:' cried the Ben-
dahara. ‘There was a lath of bamboo projecting from the
thatch, and men say that Ah Ku stumbled and fell against it.’
- *Ah Ku does not measurc five cubits in height,” Norris
~answered, with a grin. ‘Morcover, a horizontal lath doth not
make a perpendicular wound. Think once again, Ungku,
Mayhap you will find some seill better explanation.’
And thereupon Jack laughed aloud, while his audience
shuffled uncasily, and the Bendahara scowled at this stranger
‘who, with so light a heart, gave utterance to such inconven-
ient and uncompromising things. and who scemed quite un-
ed by the danger by which all men knew him to be sur-
rounded.
“Then Isay that it was a devil that did this thing," exclaimed
the Bendahara, his voice rising almost to a sccan.
To his Malayan audiciice there was nothing outlandish or
preposterous in this explanaion. To their thinking, the line
dividing the natural from the supernacural, the normal from
lthe supcrnormial, is none too rigid a boundary.
‘In very truch it was a devil," Jack assented. ‘But mark my

vords. The dewil who wrough this thing went on two legs,
and was armed with a kris méleli—a dagger with a rideed
de. From whom, think you, did he borrow that weapon
did it perchance fall from the scabbard of one of the King's
uths, who are wont to sit together by night at the very
pot where the deed was done: What profits it to seck ex-
ons from the rim of the platter to its centre, when all

en know the trath: You and | be men, full grown, Unngku,
and endowed with all our facultics. s it good, then, (o play
¢ of make-believe like children: But try to remember
Though this thing was done in the dark, it hath come
th into the light of day; and it may be that many in this
dof Pélésu will live to pay the price of that night's work,
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nor will it greatly avail them if they seck to make Satan bear
the burden of their evil-doing. T crave your leave to depart.”

And Jack dropped over the cdge of the verandah, leaving
a flustered, discomfited, and disgruntled assembly behind him.

This was one of several such encounters that thrust them-
selves upon Norris at this time. The knowledge that his life
hung by a thread—that his death was ardently desired by a
potentate who had long been accustomed to destroy his
fellow-creatures with as little scruple as a cook breaks eggs—
had the cffect of making him doubly reckless. Though he

was very much alone, though he had no man of his own race

at hand to advise, aid, or protect him, he found the excitement
of this precarious existence unusually stimulating, and he
learned actively to enjoy the risks which he now ran almost
hourly.

Thus the days slipped by until the monsoon broke, and a

vessel was at last reported as having entered the mouth. of
the river.

Vi

Norris set off down stream as soon as he learned that the
ship had arrived. He travelled in a long, narrow, beaurifully
modelled dugout, taking the steer-oar himself, while sixteen
of his men, all dressed alike in white jumpers and knickers,
and dark blue sarongs and headkerchiefs, bent to their paddies,
to the accompaniment of a perfect tumult of shrill whaops
and yells. The boat tore through the water in a succession of
long, smooth leaps and in less than an hour Jack found him-
self climbing up the port side of a villainous little steam-tramp
and being reccived by the Malay skipper and by the Chinese
chin-chu, or supercargo folk, at whose hands she ran strange
risks and suffered many and terrible things almost every time
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she put to sca. As he boarded her, he saw the Panglima Dalam
—the King's Chamberlain—and a number of the royal body-
rd scrambling into a boat moored on the starboard side;
and from this he inferred that the ruler of Pelésu had already
done his best to prevent the ship from accepting Ah Ku and
his family as passengers,

This suspicion was soon confirmed, for the Malay captain

and the Chinese supercargo both flatly refused to run the risk
nseparable from an attempt to remove from PEEsH persons
whom the King was resolved to retain within his own juris-
iction. Norris, however, had anticipated this, and he pro-
ceeded calmly to explain that if the refusal were persisted in,
the good ship Bang Al Hong would shortly forfeit her licence
‘o carry passengers, and would meet with other inconven-
ences and disasters exceedingly unpleasant to her owners.
er some further arguments, therefore, the captain of the
vessel gave in; and when Jack had exacted a promise that the
ship should not put to sea unul he gave her permission to do
50, he at once set off up stream to return to the capital.
 Arrived at his destination, Jack made a round of afternoon
Is. In the first place, he visited the Ungka Muda, the King's
other, who was on friendly terms with Norris and on ex-
eedingly bad ones with the ruler of Pelssu. To him Jack
lained that it was his intention, on the fn"n\\mz morning,
to remove Ah Ku and his fa
‘them by sea to Singapore.
“In the name of Allah, refrain!" cried the Ungku Muda in
dismay. “The King will never permit it. If you persist you
| be slain, and when you are dead I, too, shall perish at the
nds of the King. You are to me the wall of my stockade,
and behold, you would demolish it!"

Norris laughed, and suggested to the Ungku Muda that
iEthat was his view of the situation, his best course would be

nily from Pelesu, and ro send
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to hold himself in readiness to lend a hand in the removal of
Ah Ku, since, if the attempt failed, it looked as though they
both ran a chance of being dead men ere long. The raja, how-
ever, was not a courageous person, and he evidently found
Jack’s proposal quite extraordinarily unattractive. He there-
fore besceched Norris to abandon his reckless project, and,
moved even to tears, loudly bewailed the evil fate which he
foresaw was like to engulf himself and all conneeted with him.

“What can one do’ said Norris philosophically. "My word
has gone forth and may not now be recalled. I have told the

"King that T will send Ah Ku and his wife and children 1o the

colony, and behold, the time has come to act! I ask leave to
depart.’

He left the Ungku Muda mourning the crucltics of his fate
with weak outeries and the futile wringings of slack, irresolute
hands, and betook himself to the compound of the Béndahara
Sri Stiawan.

“There will be trouble—bad trouble—if you attempr this
thing," said the Béndahara. ‘In my opinion, it is quite certain
that you and yours will inevitably be slain. I therefore pray
you to give me a writing that will survive you, telling all
who may read it that [, Tuan, was ever your friend.”

The cynical selfishness of this suggestion set Norris laugh-
ing, though he saw scant reason to question the soundness of
the Bendahara's opinion concerning the probable course of
events. Though he was outwardly calm, he was tingling with
excitement and the humours of the situation pleased him.

“There will be no need of a writing, Ungku,” he said sar-
donically. ‘If you are indeed my fricnd, all men will know it,
should trouble beset me, for your deeds doubtless will prove
it.

‘But Lam an impotent person, a man devoid of power and
authority,” whined the Bendahara. ‘It is not pessible for me
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actively to aid you; but before Allah, Tuan, Tam your friend,
to the nail.’

near to you in heart as the quick is ne:
“He who is not for me is

gainst me, translated Norris;

and so saying he took his leave of the Béndahara.

. His nex to the big raft moored on the other side
of the river, in which dwelt the Ungku Tuménggong, yet
al blood. This worthy, however,

visit W

another leading chief of ro
svas famed throughout Pélésu for his prudence, and, having
seented trouble in the air, he had most opportuncly departed
up: stream to snare turtle-doves, and was not expected to

return for some days,

~ Finally, Norris went to sce Tungku Indur, the cldest son
the King. a young man of considerable force of character,

“who chanced at this time to be at enmity with his father. To

o Jack stated that it was his intention to remove Ah

Ku and his family from Pelésu at dawn on the morrow,
~‘Have you well considered this business:’ enquired the
prince.

“Yes," replicd Norris gravely. *I have weighed it with care.
~‘And your mind is made up:' asked Tungku Indur. *And
at, though you arc aware that the King will certainly resist
ur action, it may be even with foree:’

*Yes," returned Norris, ‘My mind is made up, and my word
gone forth.'

“Then, if you will follow my advice, remove Ah Ku by
t, and secretly, so that no man may know the hour of
his departurc.’

ff by stealth aught that is the property of the King, your
. Ah Ku and his people are Brinish subjects, and all such
free to come and go as it pleases them. That is a right
h none may deny ro them. At day-break to-morrow 1
e them forth, and 1 have comie hither to tell you of my
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intention, that all may be open, and so that no man may be
able to say that | acted with chicanery or deceit.”

Tungku Indut sac in silence for a few moments gloomily
pondering upon the situation. Then he spoke.

“Then there is no further word to be said. You must do
that which you hold to be right; but be warned  Tuai. There
will very certainly be crouble, and with your life you will pay
the penalty that overtakes those who oppose the King.!

So Norris returned to his boat and paddled through the
darkness, which had now fallen, to the bathing-raft moored
at the back of his house. He had caten no food since dawn,
but his hunger was not yet to be appeased, for two chicfs
were awaiting him, who had come as messengers from the
King. They brought word that the Sovereign was expecting
him—that he had, indeed, been waiting for a considerable
time—and that he desired urgently to have speech with him,

In spite of theit whispered protests, Norris bade all his men
remain in the house, and went alone to this interview with
the hostile King. He knew that the capital of Pelesu was, at

the moment, in an exceedingly excited state, and that the

ruler of the kingdom would welcome any pretext that would
serve to precipitate a quarrel, the result of which might be
the murder of Jack and of his people. Any chance row that
might scem to be wholly unconnected with politics would,
Jack knew, be regarded by the King as a godsend, and this
of all things Norris was determined to avoid. Moreover, the
bravado, as many of the natives would judge it, of this un-
attended visit to the King, suited his reckless humour, and
might in itself prove useful as a practical demonstration of
the fact that he was not in the least afraid. Nor was he, for
the excitement of the situation still thrilled and stimulated
him, so that as yet he had no time for fear,

The King was awaiting Jack’s coming, seated upon 4 mat
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sprcad on the ground in the open air in front of the white-
washed bungalow, of which mention has already been made.
The cleared space between the house and the fence and all
the approaches to the building were thronged with men
squatting humbly on the carth, aficr the manner of Malays
hen in the presence of royalty; and the moonlight revealed
fact that one and all were armed to the teeth. Morcover,
people of the neighbouring hamlets, Jack noted, had been
mmoned to the capital, a thing in itself so unusual that
schief was in-
tended. Convinced of this, and knowing well the character
the people with whom he was dealing, Jack judged that

of an air of light-1 dindifference to danger
at once the wisest and the safest attitude for him to adopt
n the presence of this multitude of enemi
“Hai, Merah!" he cried laughingly to one burly native of
King's bodyguard, against whom he brushed in passing.
‘ou and your fellows arc in force to-night.”

The man, squatting at his feet, scowled up at him sulkily,
md those near turned to witness the encounter
~ “Yes, we be many," Merah grunted. [t is said that the King
hath a mind to go a-hunting for the purpose of killing a tiger.”

Norris knew well enough that there was no tiger in the
ity, and that he was the person whose death the King
ed to compass.

Have a care, Merah, he eried, with the same careless laugh
his lips. ‘Have a care, for tigers have claws and teeth
v ith to guard their lives.'

“All within hearing knew what the hint implicd, and Nor
the pleasure of secing approving glances bent upon him;
Malays love pluck, especially if it be garnished with a
b of swagger and a ready tonguc.

Norris approached the King, and, seating himself on the
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mat opposite to him, noted with satisfaction that no onc was
sitting within seriking distance of his back. The King sat in
stolid silerice for some moments, with bowed head and down-
cast cyes, while with restless, nervous fingers he picked at
the matting of woven palm leaves. His face, conforming to
the habit of brown countenances in moments of strong emo-
tion, was almost black in hue, and his jaw was tight-set as a
clinched vice. All the principal rajas and chicfs of his Court

were present, squatting reverently about their King; and
Norris noticed that even their trained self-control was power-
less wholly to conceal their perturbation and anxiety. For
close upon five full minutes no word was spoken. Norris,
who, to all appearances, was the least troubled person present,
sat cross-legged in the conventional attitude, covertly ob-

serving those around him, while he patiently waited for the
King to fire the first conversational shot. At last, however,
as the silence threatened to become interminable, he decided
himself to rake the initiative.

‘Men said that your Majesty desired to have speech with
me,” he said. “And for this purpose, therefore, 1 have come
hither. If they spoke in error, [ pray your leave to depart, for
iy belly is empty, since all the day [ have gone fasting.

The King slowly raised his head and looked Jack straight
in the face, for the first time since the arrival of the white
mian at the place of mecting. For an instant there peeped out
of the King's cyes a flash of the emotions of which he was

the prey—baffled desire, endured by one whose will, even in
trivial matters, had never been crossed for years; the bewilder-
ment of rage and indignation thus oceasioned; and the hate
aroused by the sight of this young Englishman, who had
subjected him to the unprecedented humiliation of opposi-
tion. It was not a pleasant glimpse of a human soul that chis
look afforded to Narris, for behind the anger there lurked an
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gir of triumph, confident; erucl, and menacing, which told
plainly that the King belicved himself o hold his opponent
in the hollow of his hand, and meant to use his power to
repay humiliation with humiliation. It was an appreciation
of this fact that caused Jack's mouth to set hard with deter-
mination, which had in it more of personal fecling than any
sentiment of which he had so far been conscious in his deal-
ings with the King. Deep down in his heart he registered a
yow that, God helping him, he would do nothing that should
seem, even for an instant, to justify that expression of gloating
eriumph in the eyes of his adversary.

‘Have patience for a litle space, Tuan," replied the King.
He spoke with that peculiar softness of voice and gentlene
of manner which were characteristic of him, and which as-
sorted so ill with his reputation for ruchlessness. “There is
indeed a wrifling matter concerning which 1 would speak to
you. It has been said by certam foolish folk that you intend
t0 carry Al Ku and his fumily away to the colony. T phce
1o faith in a report so palpably false."

“Did no man read to your Majesty the letter which [ wrote
a month or more ago giving notice of my intention in this
natter:” enquired Notris. *Had this been done, your Majesty
uld know that this is no vain report. If Allah be willing,
morrow at the dawn 1 shall remove these people. They
esie to go; they have made their desire known to me; and,
‘moreover, they are British subjects, wherefore no man may
interfere with their comings in and their g goings forth.'

. How can they be British subjects’ asked the King. ‘Do
not dwell in this land of Pelésuz Am 1 not the ruler of
country; and are not all who dwell within my dominions
bject to me:'

Al who are born in Pelésu are your Majesty’s subjects,’
orris replied; ‘and were any such to come to me weeping
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and wailing, [ could not succour them. But these folk are
children of Hong-Kong, and. like myself, they are mere so-
journers in Pelésu. They are the subjects of Her Majesty the
Queen, the Most High and the Most Honourable, and as such
they have the right to claim, and it is my duty to afford to

them such poor protection as I can give.”

“They arc indeed fortumate folk!" cjaculated the King.
*Verily the protection of yourself and of your so numerous
retinue must be unto them as an impregnable fort drawn
round about them.

Jack grinned, wholly unmoved by the King's jibe.

‘None the less,” he reiterated, “to-morrow at the dawn they
will leave Pelesu.’

“But that may not be. They owe me moncy: they are deep

in my debt,” eried the King.

A slow, meaning smile spread over Jack's ugly face.

‘It is indeed true that they owe you much,” he said. *Also
1 pray to Allah that, in the fulness of time, that debt may be

paid in full. As for any money that may be due to your Ma-
jesty, so be it that the account ean be proved—for this is the
first word that 1 have heard concerning it—the liabilicy shall,
in duc course, be discharged, and for its payment | will stand
surety. But was it not on account of money owing to Ah Ku
that your Majesty condescended to cause certain gems to be
sent to his house, gems which, doubtless through the unhandi-
ness of those who had them in charge, were suffered to fall

into the guttes

Jack was young, and for the life of him he could not forego
the taunt. It was now the King's wrn to wince. The lines
about his mouth sct harder than ever; he drew in his breath
once or twice gaspingly, and when he next spoke his voice
vibrated with suppressed anger. His courtiers watched him
out of furtive, fearful cyes.
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‘I care naught for money, as you, Tuan, know well,” he
said. “But [ bid you refrain from attempting to remove these
people from Pel
Jack drew a sigh of g
“Ya Allah!" he exclaimed. “Verily my fate is evil. When

ésu, for | cannot suffer them to depart.”

men be young they lic in the wombs of their mathers; when
they be grown to full estate they lie in the womb of custom;;
when they are dead they lie in the womb of the carth.! Be-
hold, it has ever been my wish to obey the laws and customs
of this land of Pélésu, When among the kinc, I have striven
to low; when among the goats, | have joined in the bleating;
5;2 but

when among the fowls, 1 have crowed with the cocl
now, at last, I must abandon this my habit, for 1, who am
still alive, am also in the womb of custom—the custom of
mine own people; and in this matter I may not conform to
your will, but instead must do that which it is laid upon me
to do at the behest of the greac Queen whose servant [ an.
My liver within me is sorrow-stricken because, on this occa-
sion, [ cannot comply with your Majesty's wishes.'

In a discussion among Malays it is ever the man who can

guote, not he who can argne, who carrics off the palm of de-
bate; and Norris knew that this speech, with its tags of old
wise-saws drawn from the proverbial philosophy of the peo-
ple, was well caleulated to appeal to his audicnce. Also the
calm determination which his words expressed had a cerrain
moral cffect upon the chicfs and courtiers, and caused the
King to feel that in this contest of words he was losing, rather
than gaining, ground.

‘But, Tuan," he sereamed almost hysterically, his sclf-control
fﬁll'mg him for the first time, ‘But, Tuan, you do not under-
stand! 1 have said that [ will not suffer this thing to be done,”
*Pardon, Majesty,” Jack replied. *Full well do I understand

tand 2 Malayan proverbial sayings.
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your words; and it is for that reason that [ am filled with
sorrow. Cerminly my fate is accursed, for with your wishes
I can by no means comply.”

“But I—1 and none other—am the ruler of this land of
Pelesu!’ cried the King.

“That is very certain,’ assented Norris. ‘But Ah Ku and his
people ar the subjects of Her Majesty the Queen, and all her
folk, of no matter what degree, are free to come and go with-
out let or hindrance, whithersoever they may desire. 1, too,
am her servant, to come at her call, to go at her bidding; and
it is demanded of me that in all things I should obey her
commands, and that [ should aid her people to maintain their
rights.”

‘A, truly, said the King, suddenly changing his tone from
one of anger and excitement to the duleet note that gives a
double edge to a sneer. ‘Ah, truly, I, what am I And what
is my power: I have neither men nor weapons, nor force,
nor wisdom, nor skill, nor state; whercas you, Tuan, are in-
deed well equipped to carry out the orders of your so great
Queen.

I pray your Majesty to refrain from smiting your daughter,
the better to get even with your son-in-law,” said Norris,
making usc of the Malay proverbial saying. He spoke very
quictly, but he did not like the tone which his adversary was
assuming. ‘T and those who follow me are fow and weak. We
be a little thing to swallow—like the bait that killed the shark.
We are, as it were, only the shadow; but the substance that
hath cast us before it is a mighty thing. To-night, O Majestys
you are all-powerful ; your men are numerous, mine are fe
but what profits it to discuss such mattersz Our talk is not of
men and weapons, but of wholly other things. I have said
that T will remove Ah Ku from Pélésu, if he live till the dawni
and if 1 also live, this T will surely do.’
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“But, Tuan, perchance the man will die, lacking the strength
to make the journey.

~ ‘Better so, it he die fulfilling the wish of his heart. Your
Majesty's capital hath had no good effect upon the health of
this man; otherwise there would have been no cause to re-
move him.'

‘Men say that he smote his head against the lintel of his
_door,’ said the King.

‘Many folk say strange things in this land of Pélésu, know-
iing in their hearts that they lic,” Jack returned grimly.

“Then what say you hath caused his wounds?
For a moment, before he replied, Jack looked the King
yery steadily in the eyes.

‘He was stabbed, your Majesty—stabbed at the entrance
stabbed within a yard or two of the spot where,

htly, members of your Majesty’s own bodyguard keep
ch and ward. Morcover, in spite of the darkness and the
irprise, he saw and recognised those who attacked him."

or the present 1 say nothing.’
*But what hath this ro do with me?’
Your Majesty 1s more wise than 1" replied Norris, making
of the conventional compliment, which bears at least two
pretations.
You do not say that I slew hims’

‘Ido not suggest that it was the hand of your Majesty that

There fell a long silence. Then the King spoke again.

“But, Tuan, will you not listen to reason:’ He spoke almost
catingly. ‘I pray you to forego your resolve. If you so
ire, take the woman Chik into your own keeping. Let her
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live within your house. I will do her no harm; but I cannot
suffer her or her man o leave Pelesu.

“There is a saying of the men of ancient days: “Set nor a
suare, and thercafter thrust your own head iwro it.” My house is a
male houschold, and no woman could dwell therein wichout
scandal arising. Morcover, Chik will accompany Ah Ku to
the colony.”

‘Is that your last word, Tuau:' asked the King. He was
weary of dashing against this stone wall of resolution, through
which no known means of persuasion had apparently the
power to break.

“Yes, your Majesty. It is my last word. Morcover, I am
hungry, and therefore 1 ask your leave to depart to my house.”

*But understand that T cannor suffer chis thing to come to
cried the King in a frenzy.

*Apa buleh buat:” (What can one doz) murmured Jack, as
he rose to his fect and made his way through the squatting
crowd, without attempting any more direct reply.

As he passed back to his house he called in at Che” Ah Ku's
dwelling, and found his patient very feeble and sick, but
feverishly anxious to find himself en route for the colony. Jack
gave orders as to the food which was to be given to him at
regular intervals throughout the night, and prescribed a cer-
tain amount of stmulant, the woman Chik listening obe-
diently and promising to keep watch by her husband's bed
till dawn. All her preparations for the coming journey were
already complete.

In the balai of his own house Norris found Raja Haji Hamid
and Raja Utch waiting with all his followers fully armed.
The little knot of perhaps thirty ragamuffins were holding
themselves in readiness to run amok through the town, in
order to avenge their Tuan, if aught of ill had befallen him
at the hands of the King.
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Before domg anything clse, Jack set to upon a large meal
of curry and rice, to which, after his prolonged fast, he did
ample Justice. It is a fine thing to be young and healihy, for
even danger, excitenient, and anxie
L off his food. “The meal finished, he rolled a cigarette thought-
fully, and then called all his people about him. na few words
he explained 1o them the position in which lie found himself,
‘and added:
“There will be trouble av dawn when we seck o escort
these people to the boat, and it may well be that few of those
who follow me will remam alive. Therefore, think well, IF

¢ canmot then pur a man

Biticre be any atnong you whio féar the risk, you have miy leave
forthwith to depart, and [ will give to each one a letter to
sshow that he left me with my permission and consent. But
‘may the curse of Allah the Most High blight the soul and
‘body and heart and brain and vitals of anyone who to-night

and who to-morrow fails me i the

elects to stay with me,
hour of need. Give me your answers that | may hear.”
“The Than speaks for me as well as for himself,
Haji.

‘And for me," said Raja Uteh.

They rose up and seated themselves behind Norris on the
fdais. They did ot wish the ather Malays to regard thom as
‘men who had ax
“Tuan,’
lows, whose eyes shone and whose teeth flashed in the
plight, ‘we be all of one mind, Béhold,

cried Raja

+ choice in a situation such as this.

aid an old man acdng as the spokesman of his

have caten

ur rice, and have worn garments of your giving in the days
your ease. It would not be fitting that we should desert
u now that trouble hath come upon you. Therefore, not
y unto death will we follow you, but, if Allah so wills
even unto the Lake of Fire itself. Come, my brothers, Let
make ready our weapons against the batde ar dawn.’
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“eis well, said Norris, though the loyalty of his people
touched him nearly, making him feel at once proud and

Humble: and then he left them and went to his pwn room.
He swhistled to cover his emotion—whistled sadly out of
cine. it muse be confessed; bue the music-hall air which he
mangled was “There’s Another Jolly Row Downstairs’, a
song popular at that time which seemed to him to be grimly

appropriate to the moment
He had hardly reached hi
and another leading chicf who was known to be friendly

desk when the Ungku Muda

disposed towards Norris were announced. They came from

the King to try whether their persuasions could not_cven

now cause this foolhardy strong-willed stranger to forcgo
his purpose. Both of them were a prey to strong excitement
and they did not disguise their conviction that if Norris per-
sisted in his declared intention he and his people would die
violent deaths at an early hour on the marrow.

“Whar profits it to talk further:’ asked Norris when he
had listened patiently to all that they had to say. ‘I we spoke
together unl the dawn 1 could not recall my words, nor
would Tif I could.’

So, sorrowful and disconsolate, his visitors returned o
their King.

*Ieis cnough, said the ruler of Pl

su to his assembled chiefs,
when he had received his mess
man is a kafir (an infidel), and it is notorious chat none such
has any fear of death, since a belief in a life to come and dread
of the fires of the terrible place arc alike denied to unbelievers,
For

ngers' report. “This white

though of those very fires they are the everlasting fue
me, | go a-hunting; cven now my boat lies ready moored at
the landing-stage; but 1 confide this business to you, and you
shall not suffer Ah Ku or the woman Chik, his wife, to leave
Pelésu, Your King will be absent from the city when the deed
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is done, and it will, therefore, be difficult for the white man
to hold him responsible for aught that may befall."

The rajas and chicfs lifted up their hands, palm pressed to
palm, in homage to their King.

“Tuan-ku!" (Majesty!) they cjaculated in choric acquics-
cence.
and no man so much as
dreamed of protesting or of blaming the King for his cynical

With them to hear was to ob

selfishness. HalF an hour later, therefore, he was lying on his
mat in one of his houscboats, being paddled up stream by a
few of his youngest and least-tried warriors, while half a
dozen young women shampooed his limbs, kncaded his body,
and fanned him to sleep. The more experienced of the King's
fighting-men remained behind. They were fikely ta be needed
for the work which the morrow’s dawn would witness.

Vi

It was ten o'clock at night before Jack Norris sat down
squarcly at his desk to write the despatch which he believed
was destined to be his last official report. He knew, of course,
that after his death the good people of Pelésu would seck to
Justify his murder by the fabrication of some lying story.
ascribing that regrettable incident ro causes wholly discon-
necred with politics. Accordingly, he was anxious that an
exact version of all that had happened should survive him,
and that it should have a fair chance of findmg its way o
the hands of the men who presently would come w Pelésu
to gather up his bones. To this end he sent one of his people

for a banboo. in the hollow of which he determined 1o place
this letters, and he bade a small boy belonging to his house-
hold, whose tender years would probably save hus life, mark
well the spot where he intended to secrete this improvised
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envelope in the thatch of the roof. The house, being the pro-
perty of the King, was pretty ceraain 1o escape destruction.

These arrangements completed, he wrote calmly and steadi-
ly, a cigarette between his lips, pausing cvery now and again
to seek the exact word he wanted, or to listen to the ‘run’ of
a sentence. His mind was working with more than its usual
activity, and he flattered himself that his posthurmous despatch
would do him credit, The thought of the unusual sympathy
and interest with which it would be read set him grinning,
for he had in those days the quite undeserved scom of the
painstaking and plodding souls who manned the Colonial
Secretariat that is commonly entertained by the young and
active members of the Civil Service.

All the time that he sat writing, there lay at the back of
his mind the absolute certainty of his conviction that he was
only separated by the space of a few hours from a violent and
ugly death; buc this scemed merely to throw his thoughts

upon- other subjects more clearly into relief. The very near
presence of death has a curiously numbing cficet when the
threatencd man is in full possession of all his vital forces. Itis
possible at such times to look the king of terrors steadily be-

tween the eyes, with awe and with respect, but without dis-
may. It is as though for a lictle while fear forcbore to claim
its prey.

When the despatch had been drafted, revised, and finally
signed, Jack began a letter to his mother. He told her the facts
of the position in which he then found himself, of the certain
death that awaited him at dawn, and wound up with a few

simple sentences expressive of his love for her and of his grati-
tude for all her lifelong tenderness to him. He added 2 word
o two of sympathy with her in the gricf which his death
would bring: but he was conscious throughout that he was
viewing his case dispassionately and without emotion, as
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though it were that of some third person, the pathos of whose
end had no power to move him. Then he wrote a short line
to his sister, the member of his family who was his especial
d
up a vision of her face, gone suddenly pale, and stained with
weeping, and with an ineredulous despair i those cyes that
were wont to be so soft and bright. He

pal. But here things were different, for his words conju

mished his letter with
assob in his throat, and from sheer mability to go on with it.
For the first time that night he fele heartily sorry for himself,
and for thosc distant folk who loved him.

The hour was now very late, and Jack, calling one of his
men to bring his soap and towels, went out to the moored
bathing-raft, off which he presentdy took a flying header into
the cool waters of the river. The swim was infinitely tonic,
and Jack, much refreshed in body and mind, had just drawn
himself into a sitting position on the raft when an excited
voice spoke to him suddenly from the doorway of the hur
behind and above him.

“Tuan," it cried, *a man hath come from the house of Ah
Ku praying you to go thither speedily.”

Jack hastened to put on the jumper, drawers and sarong
which his follower was holding ready for hun, snatched up
a broadsword, crammed a fez upon his head, and, bare-shod
as he was, ran out of the house and down the strect in the
direction of the Chinaman's hut. Raja Haji and a dozen men
peleed after him. Raja Urch and the renainder stayed behind
to garrison the house.

- As Norris ran, there presently was borne to him on the
‘wind of the night a shrill, despairing keening, shich he knew
betokened death; and on entering Che' Ah Ku's voom he
found Chik, flung prostrate across the corpse of her husband,
vailing as only Ortental women can when freshly smicen
bercavement. Just as he was nearing the end of the lase lap
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Ah Ku had lost the race, which his chbing vitality had so
long been running against time, and he had dicd in his sleep
while Chik sat tending him.

Chik screamed till she collapsed m a faint; recovered con-
sciousness only to cast herself again across the dead body of
her husband, whispering words of endearnicnt to his deaf
cars, and showering caresses upon the hands and feet and face
of the dead man whom in life she had loved so faihfully.
Jack knew that until the claborate burial rites of the Chinese
had been complied with there could be no thought of separat-
ing Chik from her dead, and that all idea of sending her and
her children to the colony must be abandoned for the time
being.

He assured himself by minute examination that there had
been no loophole left open for the administration of poison
or for other foul play, and that the death, which had resulted
thus opportunely, was micrely the natural culmination of
Ah Ku's long illness. Then he tarned away with his spirit
suddenly relaxed from the tension to which iv had been strung
all through the night, and with an appreciation of the bathe-

tical character of the end which had come to his adventure,
causing something akin to disappointment in his heart,

He knew now that his difficulties were practically at an end.
The mouth of the river was again open to traffic, and he
would no longer be as completely cut off from all communi-
cation with his Government as he had been during the past
five months. The Bang Ah Hong wonld convey to the calony
a despatch from him that would speedily bring a gunboat to
his aid, and in the meantime no question of removing or
even of protecting Chik would arise. Even the King would
1ot darc to molest her while she was busy performing the
Jast rites for her dead husband. Norris also foresaw that the
Governiient would now have no alternative but to include
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Pelesu in the protectorate before the
short of that would be regarded as sufficient to guarantee the
future safety of the life and properey of British subjects in
that troubled land. For himself, he felt that he had played his
part unflinchingly, and in his heart there was satisfaction, and
even a lide pride in his own steadfastess—sentiments that

rwas out. No step

were oddly blended with something resembling surprise.
Anyway, he was glad that, as he mentally phrased it, he had
*kept his end up’s but he realised, none the less, that the whole
affair had terminated in so unsensational a fashion that no
special eredit would be reaped by him, when such of the facts
as it would be necessary for him to report were learned by
Government through lis own modest account of his pro-
ceedings.

Then, on a sudden, there was bore in upon him an acute
appreciation of the fact that us hife had been saved in the
very nick of time, and by the merest accident; and the fear
of death, and of the extreme peril in which he had so recently
stood—fears to which he had been a stranger all the night—
assailed him unexpectedly, and shook him with 4 tremor that
made him ashamed.

A moment later he was startled from his reverie by hearing
Raja Haji Hamid, whose very presence he had forgotten,
swearing softly under his breath.

‘What ails yous" Jack asked.

‘Yo Allah? sighed Raja Haji. “Ya Allah, Tuan! 1 have
dreamed the long night through that now indeed should 1
once more sce shrewd blows given, and the red bload run-
ning in spate. It is very certain that my fawe is aceursed; and
when 1 looked upon the so beast-like body of this Chinaman,

whose inappropriate deach hath robbed us of our play and
hath marred the playing, I could in my wrath have spurned
it with my foot."
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He spat nowily i the dust in token of his inexpressible
disgust.

Jack laughed softly, but his ugly face wore a look of un-
wonted tenderness, and his thoughts were far away in shel-
tered England with his litele sister. i whose eves, as he saw
them in imagination, the light of happiness had again been
kindled.

And thus the British Government took charge of the des-
tinics of the land of Pélasu.

From I a Corner of Asia, London, 1899.




THE STORY OF RAM SINGH

Tue night was intensely still. The dawn-wind had not yet
come to rustle and whisper m the trees: the erickets had not
yet awakened to seream their greeting to the morning sung
the night-birds had gone to their rest, and their fellows of the
day had not vet begun to stir on branch or twig. Nature,
animate and inanimate alike, was hushed in the deep sleep
which comes in this torrid land during the cool hour before
the dawn, and the stillness was only emphasised by the sound
of furtive, stealthy steps and cautious words whispered softly
under the breath. The speakers were a band of some fifty or
sixty ruffians—Malays from the Tembéling Valley of Pahang,
clothed in ragged, dirty garments; long-haired, rough-look-
ing disreputables from the wilder districts of Trengganu and
Kelantan and Besut, across the mountam range

and a dozen
truculent, swaggering Pahang chiefs, rebels against the Go-
vernment, outlaws in their own land, beautifully and curious-
ly armed, dothed in faded silks of many colours, whose
splendour had long been dimmed and stamed by the dirt and

dampness of the dank jungles in which their owners had
found a comfortless and insecure hiding-place.

A score of small dugouts were moored to the bank at a
spot where the coconut-trees, fringing the water’s edge,
marked an inhabited village. The gang of rebels was broken
up into litele knots and groups, some in the boats, some on
the shore, the men chewing betel-nut, smoking palm-leaf
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cigarettes, and talking in grambling whispers. They had had
a very long day of it. The mountain range which divides
Kélantan from Pahang had been crossed on the afternoon of
the preceding day; and save for a brief night's rest, the marau-
ders had been afoot ever since, Ever since the dawn broke
they had been making their way down the Témbeling River,
forcing any natives whom they met to join their party; wking
every precaution to prevent word of their coming from
country for which they were

reaching in advance the lows
bound; paying off an old score or two with ready knife and
blazing firebrand; and loudly preaching a Sabil Allah (Holy
War) against the Infidel in the name of Ungku Saiyid. The
Jatter was at that time the last of the Saints of the Peninsula,
2 man weak and wizened of body, but powerful and great of
reputation, who sent forth others to do doughty decds for
the Faith, while he lived in the utter peace and seclusion of
the little shady village of Paloh near Kuala Tréngganu.
An hour or two before midnight the raiders reached a spot
about threc-quarters of a mile above the point where the
Tembeling River falls into the Pahang, and here a halt was
called. The big native house, surrounded by groves of fruit
and coconut-trees, was the property of one Che’ Bujang, and
no other dwellings were in the immediate vicinity. Che’
Bujang was a weak-kneed individual, who never had enough
heart to be able to make up his mind whether he was himsclf
a rebel or not; but he claimed kinship with half the chiefs of
the raiding party, and he was filled to the throat with a shud-
dering fear of them all. The principal leaders among the rebels
landed when Che’ Bujang's kampong was reached, leaving
the bulk of their followers squatting m the boats and on the
water's brink, and made their way up to their relative’s house.
Che' Bujang received them with stuttering effusion, his words
tripping off his agitated tongue and through his chattering
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teeth in trembling phrases of welcome. The visitors treated
him with scant courtesy, pushing him and his people back
into the interior of the house. Then they scated themsclves
gravely and composedly round the big ill-lighted room, and
began to disclose their plans.

They were a curious group of people, these raiders who,
with cheir lietle knot of followers, had dared to cross the
mountain range to batter the face of the great Asiatic god
Pax Britannica. The oldest, the most infirm, the most wily,
and the Jeast courageous, was the ex-lmam Prang Indera
Gajah Pahang, commonly called To’ Gajah, a huge-boned,
big-fisted, coarse-featured Malay of Sumatran extraction, as

the scrubby fringe of sparse, wiry beard encircling his ugly
face bore witness. Before the coming of the white men this
man had been a terror in the land of Pahang, The peasants
had been his prey; the high-born chicks had been forced to
bow down before him; the Sultan had leaned upon him as
upon a staff of strength; and his will, cruel, wanton, and un-
serupilous, had been his only law. The white me had robbed
him of all the things which made life valuable to him, and
though he had held up his hand to the last, doing all in his
power to make others run the risks that in the end he might
reap the benefit, his fears had proved too strong for him, and
he had turned rebel eventually because he could not believe
that Englishmen would be likely to act good faith where
he knew that he would, in similar circumstances, have had
recourse to treachery. He had suffered acurely in the jungles
ither he had fled, for his body was swelled with dropsy
rotten with discase; and who shall say what floods of
ed and longings for revenge surged up in his heart as he
there in the semi-darkness of Che’ Bujang’s house, and
oated over the prospects of coming slaughters

0" Gajah's three sons, the three who, aut of his odd score
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of male chililren, had temained faichful to their facher in his
allen fortunes, were also of the party. They were Mat Kilau,
Awang Nong, and Teh lhrahim, rypical young Malay rois-
terers, truculent, swaggering, boastful, noisy, and gaily clad.
ry to point to in the

They had 1o very fine record of bra
past, but what they lacked in this respect they made up for
w lavish vaunts of the great deeds which it was their intention
to perform in the future.

The foremost fighting chief of the band was the Orang
Kaya Pahlawan of Semantan, who was also present. A thick-
ser, round-faced, keeti-eyed man of about fifty years of age,
he was known to all the people of Pahang as a warrior of
real prowess, a scout without equal in the Peninsula, and a
jungle-man who ran the wild tribes of the woods close in his
knowledge of forest-lore, When the devil entered into him

he was accustomed to boast with an unfettered disregard for
accuracy which might have caused the shade of Ananids to
writhe with envy. but the decds which he had really done
wete so many and so well known that he could afford for
the most part 1o hold his peace when others bragged of their
valour, His son Wan Lela, a chip of the old block, who had
already given proofs of his courage, sat silently by his father's
side.

The last of the Pahang chicfs to enter the house was Mamat
Kelubi, a Semantan man who, from being a boatman in the
cmploy of a European mining company, had risen during
the disturbances to high rank among the rebels, and now bore
the title of Panglima Kiri, which has something of the same
cral. He was a clean-limbed, active
cars of age, and he stated that he had

meaning as Brigadier-G
fellow of about thirty
just returned from Kayangan (fairyland), where he had been
spending three months in fasting and prayer, a process which
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had had the happy result of rendering him invulnerable to
blade and bullet. Three weeks later he was shot and stabbed
in many places by a band of loyal Malays, which can only be
accounted for by the supposition that the fairy magic had
gone wrong in one way or another,

To’ Gajah spoke when all were seated, and Che’ Bujang
then learned that an ateack was to be made just before dawn
upon the small detachment of Sikhs stationed in the big stock-
ade at Kuala Tembeling. Che' Bujang had been in daily
communication with these men and something like friendship
had sprung up between them, but no idea of serting them
upon their guard occurred to him. To do so would entail

some personal risk to himself, and rather than that, he would
have suffered the whole Sikh race to be exterminated,

At about three o'clock in the morning the chicfs joined
their sleepy followers at the boats. The word was passed for
absolute silence, and the dugouts with their loads of armed
men were then pushed out into mid-strcam. The stockade,
which was to be the object of the attack, was situated upon
a piece of rising ground overlooking the junction of the Tem-
beling and Pahang Rivers, and at its feet was stretched the
broad sandbank of Pasir Tambang, which has been the scene
of so many thrilling cvents in the history of this Malayan
State, The Tembeling runs almost at right-angles to the Pa-
hang, and the current of the former sets strongly towards
the sandbank. The chiefs knew this well, and they therefore
ordered their people to allow the boats to drift, fecling sure
that without the stroke of a paddle the whole flotilla would
run aground of its own accord at Pasir Tambang.

The busy eddies of chill wind, which come up before the
dawn to wake the sleeping world by whispering in its car,
were beginning to stir gently among the green things with
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which the banks of the river were clothed. A cicada, scenting
the daybreak. st up a discordant whir; a sleepy bird among
the branches piped feebly, and then seeeled itself to rest again
with a rustle of tiny feathers; behind Che' Bujang's kampong
acock crowed shrilly, and far away in the jungle the challenge
was answered by onc of the wild bantams; the waters of the
river, fretting and washing against the banks, murmured

complainingly. But the men in the boats, floating down the
stream borne slowly along by the current, were absolutely
noiscless, The nerves of one and all were strung to a pitch of
intensity. Horny hands clutched weapons in an iron grip;
ned to catch the slightest sound

breaths were held, cars s
from the stockade which, as they drew nearer, was phainly
visible on the prominent point, outlined blackly against the
dark sky. The river, black also, save where here and there
the dim starlight touched it with a leaden gleam, rolled along,

incxorably, carrying them nearer and nearer to the fight
which lay ahead, bearing sudden and awful death to the dozen
Sikhs in the stockade.

At last, after a lapse of time that scemed an age to the
raiders, the boats grounded one by one upon the sandbank
of Pasir Tambang, so gently and so silently that they might
have been ghostly crafts blown thither from the Land of
Shadows.

The Orang Kaya Pahlawan landed with Wan Lela, Mat
Kilay, Awang Nong, Tch Ibrahim, Panghma Kiri, and a
scorc of picked men at his heels, leaving old To" Gajah and
the rest of the party in the boats. Very cautiously they made
their way to the foot of the eminence upon which the stockade
stood, flitting across the sand in single file as noiselessly as
shadows. Then, with the like precautions, they crept up the
steep bank till the summit was reached, when the Orang Kaya
drew hastily back, and lay flat on his stomach under the cover
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of some sparse bushes. He and his peaple had ascended at the
extreme corner of the stockade, and he had cangh sight of
the glint of a rifle-barrel as the Sikh passed down his beat
away from him. The caiders could hear the regular fall of
the heavy ammunition boots as the sentry marched along.
Then they heard him halt, pavse for a moment, and presently
the sound of his footfalls began to draw near to them once
more. Each man among the raiders held his breach, and
listened in an agony of suspense. Would he see them and
give the alarm before he could be stricken dead: Would he
never reach the near end of his beat: Ah, he was there, within
a yard of the Orang Kaya! Why was the blow not strucks
Hark, he halted, paused, and looked about hin, and sill the
Orang Kaya held his hand! Had his nerve failed him at this
supreme moment? Now the sentry had turned about and was
beginning to pace away from them upon his beat. Would
the Orang Kaya never strikez Suddenly a figure started up
in silhouctee against the skyline behind the sentry’s back,
moving quickly, but with such complete absence of noi
that st scemed more ghost-like than human. A long black arm
grasping a sword leaped up sharply against the sky; the
weapon poised itself for a moment, recled backward, and
then with a thick swish and a thud descended upon the head
of the Sikh. The sentry’s knees quivered for a moment; his
body shook like a steam-launch brought suddenly to a stand-
still upon a submerged rock; and then he fell over in a limp
heap against the wall of the stockade, with a dull bump and
a slight clash of jingling arms and accoutrements.

In a second all the raiders were upon their feer, and, led
by the Orang Kaya, waving his recking blade above his head,
they rushed into the now unguarded stockade. Their bare feer

pattered across the lietle bit of open which served the con-
stables for a parade-ground, and then, sounding their war-cry
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for the firse time that night, they plunged into the hut in
which the Sikhs were sleeping.

There were nine men, out of the cleven survivors, inside
the hut. The jangle caused by the fall of the sentry by the
gate had awakened two of them, and these threw themselves
upon the rebels and fought desperately with their clubbed
cifles, They had no other weapons. Their companions came
1o theiraid, and a good oak Snider-butt was broken into two
pieces over Teh brahim's head in the fight which ensued,

though no injury was done to him by the blow. The rush
of the Sikhs was so effectual that they all won clear of the hut,
and six of their number escaped into the jungle and so saved
themselves, The remaining three were killed outside the hut,
and Kuala Tembéling stockade had fallen into the hands of
the raiders. Their greatest enemy, the loyal Tmam Prang
Indzra Stia Raja, had his village some thirty odd miles lower
down the Pahang River, at Pulau Tawar, and if this place
could also be surprised, the best part of Pahang would be in
the possession of the rebels, and a general rising in their favour
might be confidently looked for. The Orang Kaya and his
people knew this, and their hearts were uplifted with eriumph,
for they saw now that the Saint who had foretold victory
to their arms had been no lying prophet.

Unfortunately for the rebels, however, all the Sikhs had
nor been within the walls of the stockade when the well-
was delivered. Sikhs keep very curious hours,

planned att
and one of their habits is to rise before the dawn breaks, and
to go shuddering down in the black darkness of that chilly
hour to the river's brink, there to perform the claborate ablu-
tions which, to the keen regret of our olfactory organs, scem
ever to be attended with such lamentably inadequate results.
On the morning of the attack two of the linde garrison, Ram
Singh and Kishen Singh, had bestirred themselves before
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their fellows, and were already shivering on the water's cdge
when the raiders arrived. It says a good deal for the admirable
tactics of the lacter that it was nor undl the attack had been
delivered that the two Sikhs became aware of the approach
of their encmics. Suddenly, as they stood, naked save for
their loin-cloths, the great sullness of the night was broken
by a tempest of sheill yells. Then came half a dozen shots,
ringing out crisply and fiercely and awakening a hundred
clanging echoes i the forest on either bank of the river. An
answering cheer was raised by the Malays in the boats, the
rumult of angry sound sceming to spring from out of the

darkness in front, behind on every side of the bewildered
Sikhs. The thick mist beginning to rise from the surface of
the water served to plunge the sandbank upon which they
stood into fathomless gloom. The cars of the two men rang
again with the clamour of the fight going on in the stockade,
with the shouts and yells of those who shricked encourage-
ment to their friends from the moored boats, with the clash
of weapons, and with the sudden outbreak of the unexpected
hubbub. But they could see nothing-
inky shadows all about them into which everything seemed
to be merged, and from which issued such discordant and
fearful sounds.

‘Where are thou, Ramesiar, my brother:’ cried Kishen
Singh, despairingly; and a heavy silence fell around them for
a moment as his voice was heard by the Malays in the boats,
Then the shouts of the enemies nearest to the two Sikhs broke

nothing but the great

out morc loudly than before.

*"Tis the voice of an infidel I eried some—"Stab, stab!'—
*Kill, and spare not, in the name of Allah!'— Where, where?'
—and then came the crisp pattering of many bare feet over
the dry, hard sand in the direction from which the Sikh had
shouted to his fellow.
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take the prompt measures that must have insured success,
because these necessitated a certain amount of immediate
trouble and exertion. Ram Singh was also aware of the enor-
mous importance of a warning being carried to [mam Prang,
and, weighed against this, the mere question of saving or
losing his own life scemed to him a matter of little moment.

Although he was too weak to stand or to manage the boat,
he determined to remain where he was until the current bore
him to Pulau Tawar, and then, and not till then, to spread
the news of the fall of Kuala Tembéling. He knew enough of
Malay peasants to feel sure that no man among them would

dare to help him if they learned that the rebels were in the
immediate vicinity, and that he had received his wounds at
their hands, Thercfore he decided to keep his own counsel
until such time as he found himself in the presence of the
Imam Prang. He knew also that he could not rely upon any
Malay to pass the word of warning which alone could save
Imam Prang from death, and the whole of Pahang from a
devastating little war. Therefore he determined that, dying
though he believed himself to be, he must take that warning
word himself. He swore to himself that he would not even
halt to bind his wounds, nor to seck food or drink. Nothing
must delay him, and the race was to be a close one between
his own failing strength and inexorable time,

It was a typical Malayan morning. A cool fresh breeze was
rippling the face of the water, and stirring the branches of
the trees. The sun-light was intense, gilding the green of the
Jjungle, decpening the black tints of the shadows, burnishing
the river till it shone like a steel shicld, and intensifying the
dull bronze of the deep pools where they eddied beneath
the overhanging masses of clustering vegetation, The shrill
thrushes were sending their voices pealing with an infectious
gladness through the sweet morning air; the chirp of many
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birds cante from out the heavy foliage of the banks to the
cars of the wounded man and scemed to speak to him of the
cruel ndifference with which Nature wimessed his sufferings.

Presenly his hoat neared a village and the people crowding

to the bathing-huts moored to the shore cried ta him with
listless curiosity asking him what ailed him.
*"Tis naught, O my brothers,” Ram Singh returned. in a

voice as firm and cheerful as his ebbing strength admirted.

But a woman, pointing with a trembling finger, sereamed,
*Sec, there is bload, much blood!" and a child, catching her
alarm, lifted upits little voice and wept dismally.

‘Let be. ler be!” whispered an ald man cautiously to his
fellows. “In truth there is much blood. evenas Minah yonder
Tath saids but let us be wise and have naught to do wich such
things. Porchance, if we but speak to the wounded man,
hereafter men will say that we had a hand in the wounding,

‘Therefore suffer him to drift: and for us, let us live in peace.”
So Ram Singh was suffered to continue his journcy down
the stream undisturbed by prying eye or helping hand, The

sun rose higher and higher, each moment adding somewhat
to the intensity of the heat. By nine o’clock, when but half
the weary pilgrimage was done, the waters of the river, struck
by the fierce slanting rays, shone with all the piciless brilliancy
of a buring-glass. The colour of all things scemed suddenly
to have become merged in one blazing white tint, an aching,
dazzling glare, blinding the cye and seorching the skin. The
Fiver eaughit the heat and hurled it back to the cliwdless sky:

the sound of bird and insect died down, cowed by the terrors
of the approaching noon-tide; the winds sank to rest; the
heat-haze, lean and bungry as a demon of ancient myth,
leaped up and danced horribly, with restless, noiscless feet,
and all

the tortured land seemed to be simmering audibly. An open

above yellow sand-spits and heavy banks of jungle;
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dugout, even when propelled by strong men at the paddles
5o that the pace of the rush through the still, hot air makes
some litde coolness, is under a Malayan sun more like St.
Lawrence's gridiron than a means of locomotion: but when
it is suffered to drift down the stream at such a rate of speed
only as the lazy current may clect to travel, it quickly be-
comes one of the worst instruments of torture known to
man. In the Malay Peninsula men have frequently died in a

few hours from exposure to the sun, and this form of linger-
ing death, which is ever ready to a raja’s hand should he desire
to inflict it, is perhaps more dreaded than any other. Ram
seven-

Singh bore all this, and in comparison the pain of hi
and-twenty wounds seemed to sink almost into insignificance.
The blood with which he was covered caked in hard black
clots; his stiffening wounds ached maddeningly: the clouds
of flies swarmed about him, adding yet one more horror ro
all that he had to endure; but never for a moment did this
brave man forego his purpose of keeping his sccret for Imam
Prang himself, and though the fever surged through his blood
and almost obscured his brain, he held steadfastly to the plan
which he had formed.

Shortly after noon a sudden collision with some unseen
object jarred the Sikh cruclly, and wrung a moan from his
lips. A brown hand seized the gunwale of the dugour, and
a moment later a beardless, brown face, seamed with many
wrinkles, looked down into the boat. The dull, unfecling eyes
wore that bovine expression which is ever to be seen in the
countenances of those Malay peasants who can remember
the evil days when they and their fellows were as harried
beasts of burden bencath the cruel yoke of their chiefs.

‘What ails thee, brothers asked the face, still without any
signs of curiosity.

‘L have been set upon by Chinese gang robbe

whispered
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Ram Singh, lying bravely in spite of his ebbing strength.
“Help me to reach the Imam Prang ar Pulau Tawar that I
may make to him rapport.’

The instinet of the Malay villager of the old school 1s al-
ways to obey an order, no matter from whose lips it may
come. In many places in the Peninsula you may nowadays
see some youngster, who has gotten some book-learming and
what he represents as a thorough insight into the incompre-
hensible ways of the white men, ruling the elders of his village
with a despotism that is almost Russian; and the sad-cyed old
men run to do his bidding with feet that step: unsteadily
through the weight of the years they carry, nor dream of
questioning his right to command. It is the instinet of the
peasantry of this race, as it is wont to be, dying hard in the
face of modern innovations.

The man who had hailed Ram Singh did not even think
of disputing the Sikh's order, and in a little while the dugout
was racing down stream with the cool rush of air fanning the
fevered checks of the wounded 'man most deliciously. An
hour or two later Pulau Tawar was reached, and Imam Prang,
hearing that a Sikh in trouble wished to have speech with
him, came down to the water's edge, and squatted by the
side of the dugout.

*What thing has befallen thee, brother:" he asked, aghast
at the fearful sight before him. The dugout was a veritable
pool of blood, and the great fevered eyes of the stricken man
stared out at him from a face blanched to an ashen grey, more
awful to look upon by contrast with the straggling fringe of
black beard. The pale lips opened and shut, like the mauth
of a newly landed fish, but no sound came from them; the
great weary eyes seemed to be speaking volubly, bue alas!
it was in a language to which the Chief could find no key.
Was the supreme effort which the stricken Sikh had so nobly
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made to be wasted: For a moment it seemed as though the
irony of Fate would have it so; and Ram Singh, decp down
in his heart, prayod to Guru Naniuk to give him the strength
he lacked, that his deed might be suffered to bear fruic.
Mightily, with the last remnants of his failing forces, the Sikh
fought for specch. He gasped and struggled in a manner fear-

ful to see, dll at last the words came, and who shall say at
what a cost of bitter agony 2

‘Dato . . . the .. . rebels . . " came the faleering whisper.
“The rebels . .. Kuala ... Témbéling . .. fallen . . . taken . . .
many killed . . . make ready . . . against their .. . coming . . .
and behold . . . 1 have brought the word . . and 1 die . ., 1

dic... "

His utterance was choked by a great flow of blood from
his mouth, and without a struggle Ram Singh fainted away
and lay as one dead.

[mam Prang was a man of action, and he had his people
colleeted and his stockades in a thorough state of defence
long before the afternoon began to wane. While Imam Prang
was busily engaged in profiting by the warning thus timely
brought to him, Ram Singh was tended with gentle hands and
soothed with kind words of pity by the women-folk of the
Chief's houschold. He was a swine-cating infidel, it was true,
but he had saved them, and all that they held dear, from death,
or from the eapture which is worse than death.

So the rebels were repulsed, and were chased back o the
land from whence they had come, and up and down that
land, and across and across ir, till many had been slain and
the rest made prisoners; and at last Pahang might once more
sleep in peace. And Ram Singh, who had saved the situation,
was sent to hospital in Singapore, where he was visited by
the Governor of the colony, who came thither in his great
carriage to do honour to the simple Sikh private; and when
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at Jast he was discharged from the native ward healed of his
wounds, a light post in the Pahang Police Office was found
for him, where he will serve until such time as death may
come to him in very truth. If you chance to meet him, he
will be much flartered should you allow him to divest himself
of his tunic; and you will then see a network of scars on his
brown skin, which will remind you of a raised map designed
to display the mountain-system of Switzerland. He is inor-
dinately proud of them, and rightly so, say 1, for which man
amony us can show such undoubred proofs of courage, en-
durance, and self-sacrifice as this obscure heroz

From A Corner of Asia, London, 1899.



WAN BEH, PRINCESS OF THE BLOOD

1was on tour. My great house-boat lolled down the long
reaches of the Pahang River through the cternal forest, past
the scattered villages which here and there were nicked out
of the vast expanse of jungle or sat perched high and dry
upon the banks of the stream. Twenty indolent Malays squat-
ted under the palm-leaf shelter forward, and dipped their
dripping paddles listlessly into the water. They chewed betel-
nut, smoked cigarettes, and gossiped and laughed, all with
a complete absence of hurry. Before us the white stretch of
river lay extended, dazzling our eyes; on cither hand near
the bank the waters were stained a sombre green, upon which
the reflections of the forest showed clear and shiny, as a new

canvas; a marvel of vegetation shut us in on cither hand, and
above it on our left the distant mountains were visible
faint blue line, hardly to be distinguished from the clouds
hovering around them on the white-hot horizon.

a

Presently, as we neared a village, three dugouts pushed off
then there was

from the bank and were paddled rowards u
a sound of wood striking and graring against wood, the clash
of oars thrown aside, and a party of some twenty Malays
trooped on board. They stepped gravely among the rowers,
apologising courtcously for their rudeness in thus passing
sitting men, and squatted silently in the doorway of the cabin,
a shapcless heap of brown faces and limbs set in a kalcidoscopic
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blending of gay silks and cottons. In answer to my conven-
tional grecting they replied scolidly that the news of the village

was good, but the faces of the headmen were see like the day

of judgment, and the whole group was big with strange
tidings and quivering with excitement.

Whav ails yous | sid,

The senior headman opened his mouth to speak, but his
junior dug him sharply in the ribs with his elbow, and the
clder man was silent, though his lips. stained scarlet with
arecanut, remained parted presenting me with an claborate
view of his tongue and his gums, with a few blackened stumps
of tooth pricking up oddly here and there.

“Thy servant, this headman, is a fool.” said the younger
Chief simply: “wherefore 1 have become unto him & mouth.
He hath neither manners vor language, nor is he skilled in

speaking to white folk.'

The old man shut his mouth dejectedly, acquiescing in this
pitiless verdict without a murmur or a wince, The facts stated
had been dinned into his cars so frequently that he now
accepted them as true with a faith which was unquestioning.
Morcover, he was not without pride in the cloquence of his
younger brother, and was conscious of a cerrain glow of
retlected glory. The younger headman, looking up at mic
from where he was seated upon the ground, settled himself
into an attitude of intense respect, and plunged forthwith
into his story.

‘It is not right, Tuan, that any person should put upon this
village a shame which may not easily be covered. e is not
fitting that soot should be smeared upon our faces—soot that
may not be washed away. The men of old say in the words
which they have bequeathed to us, ' Let sparrows mate with
sparrows, and the great hornbills with their own kind.” Is it
not so, Than:'
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I grunted an assent.

“Now when the hornbills begin to mate with the sparrows,
is it not fitting that we should come hither to thee, weeping
and wailing, in order that our so heavy responsibility in this
matter should be discharged s

I grunted once more.

“That, then, Tuan, is the matter of our complaint. Is it not
50" he added, turning towards the assembled villagers.

The old headman, beaming with satisfaction at the clear-
ness of this exposition of the case, said, “Verly, it is so,” with
immense solemnity, and the men behind hit made use of
similar jaculations, The boat still slid placidly down the river,
bearing the villagers farther and farther from their home. As
it scemed probable that the interview would be long pro-
tracted, 1 called to my men to let go the anchor i mid-

stream, and as we swung round with the current T turned
once more to the villagers, and inquired, ‘And what have [
to do with the mating of all these bird-folks'

The younger headman caught a twinkle in my eye, and
nudging his fellows, he said smilingly, ‘Tt is our Tuan; of a
certainty he understandeth,” and then relapsed into silence.

‘Speak o, 1 said rather wearily. “Tell me the names of
the folk who have done this thing.”

‘It is Wan Beh and chy servant Panglima.’

1 whistled.

“Yes, it is they, continued the younger headman; and we
who are of s kith are filled with fear, for the manter, if it
reacheth his cars, will greatly anger Underneath-the-Foot.”

“Relate the matter from the beginning, | said.

‘It is in this wise, Twan. Wan Beh, who isa woman of the
blood royal, as thou knowest, Tuan, hath been smitten with
the madness because of thy servant the Panglima. He being
one of the many people (i.¢., a commoner) cannot wed with
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her, and indeed he oo is sore afraid, thinking by day and by
night of the wrath of Underneath-the-Foot. But, Tuan, what

can a man do when a woman is set upon winning him for
her own: Morcover, Wan Beh is devoid of shame. She
knoweth that she may not wed with him, and therefore she
careth nothing for the eyes of folk, and pursueth him by day
and by night, and hearkens not at all to the advice of the
elders of her village."

‘Lam her brother, Tuan,” said a large-limbed man who was

seated in the background. T am her brother, the son of the
same father and the same mother, and 1 have beaten her, and
that not sparingly, no. nor once only; but she does not care
for me or for my blows. She is a woman with a very hard
liver.* He spoke grimly, glowering over the-shoulders of the
headman, and [ was sorry for the crring Wan Beh. Her bro-
ther did not look a pleasant fellow to be beaten by. "Also,
Titan, [ am fearful lest by any chance my hand should break
Tonse nd. seriking upwarilysshouldiill ler, for oy band i
apt to go far, and, morcover, is a heavy hand. Onice long ago
1did brit sk a save, and all the days of his life he hath gone
halting.’
‘Is the woman at hand:’ 1 asked.
‘Yes, Tuan,' said the younger headman

he is even now
in the village: for yesternight she entered forcibly into the
house of the Panglima and beat the woman his wife, so that
her face bled, and thereafter she tore to shreds all the clothes
of the said woman, and did not even spare her sleeping-mat,
or the coverler which she is wont to use at night-time. Then,
when the woman ran screaming from the house, Wan Beh
made fast the door, nor did she release the Panglima until

the dawn had comie. Verily this thing is a thing accursed "
Isent for the woman, and after an hour's w:
to my boat in a dug-out, sitting very demurely in the stern,

it she came off
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the Panglima following shamefacedly enough in a second
canoe. His wife, much tattered and ruffled, brought up the
rear, under the escort of several very angry brothers.
Though the accessories of the affair were sufficiently ridicu-
lous. the difficulty which had arisen was in itself both trouble-
some and important. The Malays are among the most aristo-
cratic of peoples, and the law which forbids the marriage of
a woman of the royal stock to a commoner is by no means
to be evaded. A young raja may marry any girl whom his
fancy may select, and his children by her all inherit the rank
of their father; but 4 woman of the blood, no matter how
remote her connection with the ruling house, can wed only
with one of her own clan, or with a saiyid, a descendant of
the Prophet Muhammad. In the capital, and in the down-
country districts generally this is no great hardship; for not
only are rajas numerous, but they are mostly well to do, and
so can afford to support more than one wife. In the nterior,
however, this law brings sadness to many lives. Thave known
cases of women whose rank forbade matrimony with the
peasants, and who yet were so utterly alone in the world
that they were forced to labour unremittingly to keep the
rice-bin stocked and their backs covered with patched gar-
ments. Had they been commoners they would not have lacked
men to marry and work for them, but since they sere royal
they had to choose between the existence of the wanton or
of the drudge; and the former, in old days, usually meant
that their erimes against the family pride were punished sooner
or later by a violont death. These are the sort of strange
anomalies which we find besetting life in Asia, and so long
as a land has newly come under our control we cannot at-
tempt to remedy an evil which has its root in the most cher-
ished traditions and keenest feelings of the people we are
called to rule. The Sultan—the ‘Underneath-the-Foot” of
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whom the people spoke—as the head of the royal family,
would regard conduct such as that of Wan Beh as a direct
insult to himself and to his House. He would, I knew, consider
himself most villainously ill-treated were no action to be
taken to put a stop to the intrigue. He would deem the Pang-
lima worthy of death, and would only be restrained from
demanding the infliction of the extreme penalty by a know-
ledge of the, from his point of view, lop-sided ideas concern-
ing justice which notoriously prevail among white folk. And
yet what could I doz The law against which Wan Beh and

the Panglima had sinned was to be found in no written code;
it had its place only in the hearts and the traditions of the
people. I could enforce nothing. If1 gave an order, the parties
concerned might refuse to obey it, and 1 should be powerless
to punish them. The position was one such as no man con-
cemned in ruling a wild people can pretend to regard with
complacencys but it was necessary that 1 should risk a fiasco,
since it would be impossible to deal with the Sultan were 1
to give him a cause of complamt, which he would feel to be
so well founded, against the Government whose representa-
tive I was. | thought of all these things as the two women
and the Panglima stepped on board the boat and passed into
the cabin,

Wan Beh was a very pretty girl. Her face was a delicate
oval, her hair black and abundant, her skin a light brown,
clear and transparent. Her nose was slightly tip-tilted, her
mouth was soft and pouting like that of a saucy child, and
her magnificent dark eyes were filled to the brim with im-
pudence. She came nto my cabin, stepping lightly and grace-
fully, nodded to me familiarly as to an old acquaintance
whose presence was somewhat of a joke, and seated herself
composcdly upon the bunk oppusite to that upon which 1
was squatting. The Panglima and his injured wife, eycing one
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anothet askance; crouched down upon the floor among the
other villagers. In Asia the ruling classes are frequently good-
looking. For countless gencrations the men have wedded with
the most beautiful women in their districts, so the hereditary
leaning towards comeliness is strong. Malays of royal stock
have also a great deal of pride of race, and the women espe-
cially are wont to bear themselves with an insolence toward

the rest of the world which is at once bafling and amusmg,
1 looked ar Wan Beh, and inwardly I laughed; for I knew
that, so far as in her lay, this young lady would give me as
bad a quarter of an hour as she could manage, and the en-
counter promised to be entertaining. Native women soon
learn that white men are likely to trear them with greater
courtesy than they are used to receive from their own male
folk, and 1 regret to say that they generally take the fullest
advantage of this fact.

“Well, Wan Beh," | said, turning towards that lady, *what
is the meaning of this thing which men tell me concerning
thee?'

The girl looked ar me with her lictle head on one side. 1

have not inquired,’ she said sweetdy. In imagination 1 could
hear the British matron cjaculating ‘Hussy !" and [ wished that
1 could boast her strength of mind, and her complete

armour against feminine wiles.

‘Wilt thou promise me that thou wilt return up river to
thy brother’s village, and live there peaceably with him, bring-
ing no furcher shame upon thy people:’

L will not! said the girl laconically.

‘Undoubtedly her liver is very hard—very hard indeed,’
murmured her brother despairingly from the background.

“It matters not a all,’ said [ cheerfully. ‘I thou wilt not do
that which 1 require of thee, I shall be in no way inconven-
ienced. 1shall bear thee down river with me in this big boat,
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thy brother yonder coming with me, and T will hand thee
over to Underneath-the=Foot. Thou art of his blood, and if
thou wilt not guard his honour, he, doubtless, will find means
to ward it securely when thou art given over to his keeping.'
The girl looked at me with her eyes blazing. Her forehead
was knitted mto liele hard puckers of wrath, and her hands
clenched and unclenched convulsively, If her wish could have
slain me I should have been as dead as a door-nail. The rayal
enclosure at the capital, where ladies are carefully watched
and guarded, had few attractions for a Malay woman,
Fwill viatigo,, eFinditheigitl:

‘One or the other," |
two courses best pleaseth thee. | care nothing, one way or
the other. T cannot suffer this shame to be put upon Under-

d quietly. ‘Choose which of the

neath-the-Foot, and if thou wilt not return up stream with
thy brother, thou shalt come down river with him and with
me.

‘Twill nor,” eried the girl agam. “Ic is easy for thee to sic
there giving orders, but [ will not obey them, I want to live
as 1 like, to go whithersoever 1 will, to dwell with whom-
soever | may select, and no man shall stay me—no man, no
man, no man!" And she stamped her shapely foot against the
deck of the boat.

e s well,” Lsaid, though 1 fele myself to be both a bully
and a brute. "Heave up the anchor, and let us go down river.
Too much time has been wasted already over tlis insignificant
matter. Heave the anchor up there! And ye,” wrning to the
villagers, *have my leave to depart.

cried the girl, now thoroughly
cowed. “Try to have pity upon me. Behold, he is very dear
uffer me to stay with him,” and her eyes were dewy
with tears, The impudence had vanished completely from
her face.

“Patienice, Tuan, patience !

to me.
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*What can T do:" [ said. "Thou knowest the law; T ecan in
no wise aid thee: In truth 1 feel pity for thee, but thy birth
will not suffer thee to wed with the Panglima, and there-
fore. .. 2

“I have no desire to wed with him," eried Wan Beh, inter-
rupting me. "He is one of the ‘many-people’, while T am a
daughter of the rajas. But the madness hath come upon me,
and 1 wane him for my own. Give him to me, Tuan! Give
him to me!” and she held out her arms to me entreatingly.
She was so like a lietle, naughty, wheedling child, pleading

for some trifle which she desired, that again 1 felt a brute for
being so hard upon her; bue the thoughe of the inexorable
British Matron, and what she would think of such a request,
nerved me anew, and eventually the weeping girl was put
into a boat, under the charge of her brother and a handful of
his dependents, and began the weary journey up stream,
leaving the man she loved behind her.

Then I rurned upon the Panglima, and poured out the vials
of my wrath upon him. I was thoroughly out of temper ar
having had to treat so pretty a girl 5o harshly, and, manlike,
1 could not buc think that the male lover was the more to
blame. But the Panglima was quite frank and straightforward.
He said that a great weight was lifted from off his mind by
the removal of Wan Beh; that he in no way returned her
love for him; that her ateentions, more especially when ac-
companicd by violence and the destruction of much valuable
gear, had terrified him into a state of mind bordering upon
frenzy, and that he too had beaten her without producing
any tangible result. The sense of the villagers was certainly
with him in the matter, and their attitude towards him one
of the decpest sympathy in his affliction. They knew, and 1
was obliged to recognise, that the man was speaking nothing
but the truth when he complained of the persecution to which
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he had been subjected, and expressed himself infinitely re-
lieved at the turn which events had taken. The flaccid-looking
lietle woman, the Panglima’s wife, was evidently regarded
as both more beautiful and more desirable by all the assembled
Malays than the spirited young creature who had just left us
in such bitter tears.

All this took place at the point where the Tembeling River
joins the J&lai, the combined streams forming the Pahang, and
Wan Beh's home lay five days’ journey up the valley of the
former stream. Around the compound, which contained her
brother’s house, the forest shut down inexorably; behind it
n which the Tém-

in an irregular horse=shoe, the mountain
beling River has its source, rose in a blue barrier, dividing
the State of Pahang from its neighbours, Trengganu and Ke-
lantan, Past the gate of the compound the shallow waters of
the stream bustled along, squabbling with the shingle of their
bed, hurrying ever towards the village in which the Panglima
lived secure at last from the persecutions of the poor lirtde
princess.

The girl used to sit by that river for hours at a time—her
Knees drawn up to her chin, her hands clasped about theim,
the flickering light and shadow cast by the fruit-trees behind
her dappling the bright silks of her garments, Her eyes would
tream that flowed so ceaselessly;

be fixed dreamily upon the
her forchead would be puckered with though
dwelling always upon the man wha cared nothing for her,
yet o her was all her world. Her people sought to arrange

; her mind

a second marriage for her—she had some years before been
wedded to a young raja of the district, from whom she had
been divorced after a distinctly lively ewelve-month—but the
girl would not listen to any such proposal. Her heart was still
set upon the Panglima; walking and sleeping, her sole desire
was to be with him again; if she might not win him for her
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own, she at least would wed with no other man. She envied
the running water that sped so gaily w his direction; the folk
who passed down stream on business to the village in which
he dwelt; even the drifting twigs and leaves, borne along by
the current, setting toward the river’s mouth, Time had no
power to comfort her. After months of captivity in her bro-
ther’s honse her memory dwelt upon nothing save that night
when she had put shame away, had routed the Panglima’s
wife, and had made one great effort to win him for herself.
She was resolutely idle, hoping thereby to induce her brother
to let her go away; she was determinedly ill-tempered, as is
the way of folk who are crossed in love; but her people bore
all with equanimity. Their one object was to preserve their
House from shame, and to avoid incurring the wrath of their
powerful relative the Sultan. If these ends could be achieved
they cared litede what they might be called upon to endure
at the hands ofa gisl.

Time passed away, and presently rumours began to reach
the distant up-country village of trouble in the lower country.
One of those obscure little wars, which in those days were
for ever being fought in some corner or another of England's
dominions in Asia had broken out in Pahang between the
Government and one of the great territorial Chiefs, and ru-
mour magnified the weary business into a campaign of the
most magnificent description, All sorts of vague reports came
to Wan Beh and to her people, and presently the news was
brought that the Panglima had sided with the Government,

and had been given the command of a party of friendly Malay
warriors. From this moment Wan Beh's interest in the strug-
gle was intense. She sat as of old on the bank of the river,
dreaming. But when a dug-out from the lower country came
round the bend below the compound she ran to the water's
edge and sereamed enquiries as to all that had befallen, erem=
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bling with fear lest she should hear that the Panglima was
dead or wounded.

At last one day, as she sat in her accustomed place a small

fiect of boats hove in sight. The eraft were manned by
curious rabble of men, women, and lirtle children; their scanty
garments torn and travel-stained; their hair long, shaggy. and
unkempt; their faces strained, with eyes wild with the Took
which comes to those wha have long gone in fear of their
lives at the hands of relentless pursuers. They had with them
a quantity of useless gear—bundles of soiled clothes, sodden
with the damp of the jungles: women's sewing-boxes, that
no longer contained anything thar was useful; cooking-pors
which had scen better da anid

pillows shapeless, sogg
filthy: rolls of rotting palm-leaf mars; and other wrecks of
houscholds which had been hurriedly broken up. The only
articles that were clean and well kepr were the weapons of
the men—the long Snider rifles, the daggers, and the spears.
‘Wan Beh thought that she had never before seen so miserable
a crowd. Some of the men were in fair condition, though

their bodies were lean and spare, but many of the women
and the children showed terrible signs of famine and discase.
The naked ribs of the lietle ones stood out like the lathes upon
a crate, their stomachs were horribly distended, their limbs
shrunken to mere sticks of bone with ugly bosses at the joints.

Hardships, exposure in the jungle, and scanty and unwhole-
some food had evidenty worked their will upon them all.
Wan Beh needed no man to tell her that these were the rebels
flying before the wrath of the white men, and her heart was
glad that her lover had not espoused the losing cause, although
she still cherished a fierce hatred of the Europeans, which had
its root in the fact that 1 had ordered her removal from the
neighbourhood of the Panglima.

The boats drew up at the bank near the village, and several
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of the Chicfs landed and strade up to the house of Wan Da,
the brother who had Wan Beh in his charge. Here they loudly
demanded food, and Wan Da, who found himself in a very
uncomfortable position, called all his women-folk about him
and bade them prepare a meal. Obediently the women set
to work to cook rice and curry, but Wan Beh pushed pase
thie curtain which shrouded the entrance to the female apart-
ments, and eried truculendy that she would not aid in doing
aught for the rebels.

‘My lover is your cnemy,’ she cried brazenly, "He hath
fought against you thesc many months, putting you to flight,
routing you with great valour, and he did not so act that I,
a Daughter of the Blood, should serve you as a menial.’

Then she spat viciously inta the centre of the circle in which
the Chicfs were seated and turned back into the dim interior
of the house. Wan Da looked after her, and then cast a frigh-
tened glance around him at the assembled rebels. He threw:
his arms above his head, and suffered them o drop back
limply into his lap. Tt was a gesture of utter despair, as of one
whose patience has been sorely tried, and now found himself’
unable to cope with the difficulties encompassing him. Also
he moaned aloud.

To’ Gajah, the principal Chicf among the rebels, rapped’
out an ugly phrase, calling Wan Beh a foul name. Then he.
turned to Wan D:

“Art thou also one of these infidels:” he asked threateninglys

‘May Allah remove such a thing far from me!’ cried Wan!
Da cagerly. 1 have no part or lot with the infidels, but
sister of minc hath been glamoured by the Panglima, who
is thine enemy, as he is mine also, secing that he hath smud|
soot upon the face of our folk, and even upon the counten
of Underncath-the-Foot!"

‘It is well, said To’ Gajah. ‘Now suffer us to cat our fill"
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The meal was soon ready and was devoured ravenously
by these faminestricken folk, with hideous sounds of sibilant
guzzling. Then the rebels returned to their boats and stared
once more upstream. They were bound for Kelantan, a neigh-
bouring independent State, where they would be safe from
pursuit.

As s00n as they had rounded the point, Wan Da, who was
anxious to save his own skin by displaying an overflowing
Joyalty to the white men, sent a boat down river with four
‘of his youths in it ta bear the news to the pursuers that the
bels had made good heir escape. Before doing so, however,
he hung up an old pair of trousers to the branch of a trec, and
fired a bullet through onc leg.

-~ ‘Show this to the Tuan," he said to one of his men, ‘and
make known to them that we in our loyalty did resist the
bels even to the burning of much powder, that we bathed
s in the smoke and in the bullers, Jusop yonder narrowly
escaping death, since a ball passed through his trousers and,
for the luck which cver attends those who befriend the
te men, had surcly died from a wound. This say, that
¢at credit and honour may be ours.” The men grinned and
Bodded and started upon their way.

But as ill-luck would have it, that night the Panglima came
ward with a party of scouts hot=foot on the rebel track,
d since he knew that much may be learned from a loving
man, he went very cautiously to Wan Da's house and
d Wan Beh whil

> all the rest were sleeping.

her Iovcr s arms, and when lhur ﬁnt grectings were

nhc told the Panglima all that had passed durmg the
eding day. This is how it came about that, though the
won clear of the country and so found shelter from
tit, Wan Da fell upon troublous times, and was too en-
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grossed in his own affairs to be able to guard his sister with
and was in so distra

ted a con-

his accustomed rigour. The
dition afier the disturbances that no one had time to protest
against the action of Wan Beh and the Panghma, and for &

space the girl was happy.
A year later the Panglima was called by some private busi-
into the district which lies at the head-waters of the

ness

Tembeling, and within a mile or two of the Kelantan boun-
dary. Wan Beh accompanied him as far as her own village,
and thence he journeyed forward alone.

Wan Beh, for the sake of old memories, sat daily at the
spot upon the river’s brink which had been her favourite
nook during the months of her captivity, looking dreamily
at the hurrying waters, and thinking ever of her lover and
d together. Her thoughts

of the months which they had pas
ran riot, now pondering on the time that was past, iow peep-
ing forward into the future, picturing happiness yet to come.
The white folk were revolutionising the land, and was it not
possible, she asked hersclf, that they might destray the barrier
thatstill prevented her from wedding with her lover, together
with the other old landmarks and customs which they were
breaking down: She hoped so now with all her heart, for she

was expecting shortly to become a mother, and she longed
to remove from the little life, which was already dear to her,
the stain of shame. So she sat staring at the water and weaving
happy dreams.

One morning some four days after the departure of the
Panglima she was seated thus. when suddenly from round
the bend up-stream a flotilla of rafts and dugouts came into
view. It scemed to Wan Beh that she was living through onee:
morc an incident in her past life. The scene was the same a5
before, the same travel-stained warriors, the same bright
weapons, dingy faded garments, the same air of dire and’
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mouldiness which comes from long living in dank jungles,
the same cager eyes and lean haggard faces, but, this time,
there were no women or children with the mob of warriors.
The boats came from the apposite direction, and this, when
compared with her recollection of them, made them seem
to the girl like things revers

, as though scen in a mirror.
It had all happened before, only differentdy, but now, she
knew, the war-party was raiding, not beating an ignominious
retreat.

The raiders were in a hurry, and they pressed on without
halting at Wan Beh's compound, leaving her quivering with
excitement. All the dreaminess had faded from her cyes, her
head was crect, her nostrils dilated, her hittle hands clenching
and unclenching convulsively, as was her habit in moments

of intense cmotion. The rebels who were the sworn enemies
of her lover were once more upon the war-path, and if they
caught the Panglima, her knowledge of their ferocity old
her that his shrift would be a short one, Before the swish of
the paddlc-blades had ceased to sound in her cars Wan Beh
had leaped into a canoc and was poling her:
her life. She stood in the stern of the little dugour, the bow
pricking up clear of the water, and she punted swittly with
Jong sweeping pushes. The current was strong, and the exer-
tion soon caused her limbs to ache maddening!

Fup-tiver for

i but she kept
on, a wild fear in her heart, and her determination to save
her lover deadening all other sensations mental and physical.

All that day she poled her boat through the blaze of the
sun-glare, past the few scattered villages which line the banks
Jin this part of the country, through lowering depths of forest,
melancholy, impenetrable and mysterious; now halting to

tug her litde dugout laboriously up a rapid, now forcing it
‘over shingles where the water worried down the shallow
Places noisy with anger, now gliding swiftly forward up the
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long smooth reaches. The sun stood i the centre of the sky
beating down pitilessly on the girl’s bare head, then lounged
adown the slope toward the west, throwing more slanting
rays, and finally dipped behind the bank of forest, to die in
an inglorious twilight. Then came the darkness with the wink-
ing stars and a faint crescent moon, but still the girl punted
onward bravely in spite of failing strength and flagging limbs.
At midnight she at last reached her destination, a village lying
up the Tembeling above the point whence the rebels had en-
tered the valley, and she stumbled up the bank through the
darkness to the house in which her lover was sleeping. In a
few words she told him all, saying little cnough concerning,
her own efforts on his behalf, and he listened calmly, chewing
a quid of betel-nut with the placidity of a ruminating bull.

When she had ended her recital he said no word of thanks,
for that is not the custom among his people: but he at once
set to work arranging his gear for a journey, and bade the
two boys who were with him make ready for an immediate
start, Wan Beh retired into the background, which in a Ma-
lay house is devoted to the use of the women-folk, and fell
to upon a vast plate of rice, but when her lover rose to leave
the house she also got up and followed him.

“Whither goest thous' he asked.

‘With thee, sweetheart,” she said simply.

“Thou can’st not.” said he shorly. ‘T am going down river
to pass by stealth through the body of the rebel party, for
with them between me and the lower country there is surely
ate prove kind T shall win through with-

no safery for me. If
out mishap, but if an evil fornme pursucth me by chance I
may meet with death. On such journcys a woman is of no
profit to those who bear her with them. Therefore thou can'st
not come.”

Wan Beh was a young lady who, with all her faults, always
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knew her own mind. She made no answer, but very delibe-
rately she stepped into the Panglima's big dug-our and seated
berself amidships. The Panglima shrugged bis shoulders and
grunted. Malay-like his cncrgy was not equal to arguing the
point further. “Let her be,” he said to his two followers. ‘She
hath for ever made trouble for me; it is her custont. Whar
can one doz Kras hati ta’ takut mati—the hard heare fearcth
not to die! Let her be.’

So the Panglima, his two men, and Wan Beh started down
the river, the Chicf taking the steering-paddle, his two youths
working vigorously, and the girl, snuggled down upon the
bamboo decking sleeping placidly. The beat of the paddics,
as they churned the water violently, made a thythmical splash-
ing, varied by the bump of wood upon wood regular as a
heart-beat, as the paddles told loudly against the boat’s sidc.
The damp night air, as it fanned the Malays' checks was cold
and clammy; the myriad noises of the vast forest fell upon
their cars in musical cadence. Occasionally an clephant trum-
peted very far away. Now and then, in the darkness of the
shadows thrown by the jungle-covered banks, some unseen
brute, disturbed by the passing of the boar, leaped from its
drinking-pool and crashed away through the underwood.
Once in a while a village was sighted, the huts showing dim
outlines in the darkness, a smouldering fire making a blurred

patch of scarlet, a torch in the interior of a house pricking
the wattled walls with little points of light.

Allnight they journeyed, and the yellow dawn found them
still labouring doggedly, skimming down stream many miles
below the village whence Wan Beh had started on the pre-
ceding moming. At about noon they halted to feed, and
learned that the rebels had passed down the river some twenty
hours carlicr. The little band of fugitives were gaining upon
their cnemy, and might hope to overtake them by nightfall,
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The meal wascaten hastily, and the journey was at once con-
tinued, the Panglima and his men taking it in wrn o sleep,
while Wan Beh, who had dozed all night, managed the steer-
ing-paddle defily, At dusk they again halted to eat, this time
at a place which is the last village above the great flight of
rapids which divides the Tembéling valley it rwo, and before
again pressing forward they snatched a couple of houry” sleep.

When they resumed their journey they abandoned their
boat, since they feared to atempr the descent of the rapids
. and walking in single file, threaded their

on a night so
way through the heavy jungle which here lines the banks of
the river, The ir

stent roar of the falls was in their cars during
the whole of their trudge, mingling with the faint half-heard
noises of beast and insect with which the forest vibrates all
night long. They carried bamboo torches, which fared fur-
iously, casting grotesque shadows around them, shadows
which danced and capered restlessly. Against the bright glare
of the flames their figures showed black as silhouettes. It took
them nearly three hours to cover the five miles that separated
them from the foot of the falls; for though the footpath was
well marked, they were spent with the fatigue of their long

Jjourney.

At the foot of the falls they appropriated a boat which lay
moored close to the village bathing-place, and again set off
down stream, using laths of bamboo as improvised paddles.

Tt was now past ten o-clock at night, and the darkness was
complete; but none the less the fugitives proceeded with the
greatest caution, They did not know with any certainty where
their enemy might have camped, and they expected every
moment to find themselves in his midse. All around them
was profoundly still. The ticking and the restless murmur
of faint sound coming to them from the forest only seemed

to emphasise the ceric silence, The Panglima, steering the
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boat with noiscless caution, was bristling all aver like a dog
held in leash. One of his followers was shivering with excite-
ment, so that, from time to time, his teeth chattered against
onc another audibly. The ather Malay sat stolidly at his pad-
dle, making no sound, but pecring into the darkness with
heavy tired eyes. Wan Beh, seated crect in the middle of the
boat, wore a smile upon her lips. She came of a fighting race,
also

and the joy of the expected battle was strong upon her;
she knew that her lover was brave, and she longed to see him
doing grest deeds in his own and in her defence.

Thus they glided forward upon their way, their nerves

strung and tense, their hearts leaping with excitement, their
tongues silent; and one by one the hours crawled by. Present-
ly, when the chill winds which herald the dawn began to
whisper to the forest, the Panglima shifted his seat in the boat
uneasily.

‘In the space of the cooking of a rice-pot it will be light,’
he said. Noone answered, and they paddled on vigorously,
but as noisclessly as ever,

Just as the dawn was breaking they passed round a bend of
the river, and saw before them the whole of the rebel flotilla
lying moored to the banks on cither hand. The Panglima
caught his breath, and his men looked round o him for
orders, but it was Wan Beh who gave the answer,

‘Paddle!” she said. *Paddle in the name of Allah, the Merci-
ful, the Compassionate! We of this boat be men and the
children of men; what care we for these swine of the forese:
Paddle!'

‘Paddle!” cchoed the Panglima. In the face of this woman
who loved him he dared not suffer his men to put about. So
the boat sped forward through the dawn-mists and the dowly
growing daylight. Soon a few indistinet figures were scen,
huddled to the chin in their sirongs and bedcloths, on the
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river-bank. They gazed sleepily at the boat, as though they
hardly perceived its presence; but as the grey dawn gave up
to view the faces of its occupants they suddenly became
thrilled with excitement. A great shouting arose; more and
more figures leaped erect; there was a mighty running to
and fro upon the banks on cither side of the stream; arms
were scized, boats manned hurriedly; and the name of the
Panglima was screamed again and again in tones of hatred
and menace. The fugitives, silent no longer, propelled their
dug-out with feverish energy, whooping and yelling at the
top of their voices, and above all the babel of sound arose
the shrill treble of Wan Beh.

‘Swine of the forest!” she shricked. ‘Swine, accursed swine !
Get back to your jungle places lest we pen you in sties, or slit
your throats, as is fitting that it should be done with swine,
Swine, forest swine!”

An angry roar answered the insult, and a hail of bullets
plashed into the water around the boat. Wan Beh seized a
rifle and fired without aim. The bullet crashed into the tree-
tops, and the recoil of the gun knocked it out of the girl’s
grip into the water.

*Accursed one!' cried the Panglima. “Thou wast ever a
source of trouble to me. Paddle, ye sons of evil women!
Paddle!"

The men dug out the water with their laths of bamboo,
and the boat rolled and leaped down stream. In the wake of
the fugitives, at a distance of about a quarter of a mile, half~
a-dozen canoes were dancing over the face of the waters in
hot pursuit. The rowers were using the strong quick strokes
which, for some inscrutable reason, the Malays call ‘the dove’,
that kicks a canoe along as nothing clsc can do. In the first
gleams of the early morning sun the wet blades of the paddles
flashed like steel as they rose twirled high in air above the
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men’s heads; as their points bit the water, churning it into
eddies, the rowers gave vent to short fierce howls which
carried far through the stillness; momentarily the pursuers
drew closer to their quarry. A man in the bow of the leading
dug-out shipped his paddle, snatched up a Snider rifle, and
aimed a shot at the Panglima’s broad back. The bullet flew
wide, and the paddlers, who had stopped to watch the effect
of the shor, fell to their work again with renewed encrgy.
The man in the bow reloaded, his fellows steadied the boat
for an instant, and once more the report of the rifle clanged
out discordantly. Again the bullet missed the Panglima; but
it passed very close to him; and a panting sound, half sab,
half exclamation, came from Wan Beh. The buller had struck
her in the back of the neck, and she fell forward with her
face in the water, her weight over the side capsizing the crank
lietle craft. The dug-out was close to the jungle-smothered
bank, and in a twinkling the Panglima and his two followers
had swum ashore and had vanished into cover. A Malayan
forest is so dense that it is impossible to distinguish the shape
even of an elephant through the maze of living vegetation,
though the great beast be but a dozen yardsaway ; accordingly
the Panglima and his fellows had very liee difficulty in
baffling their pursiicrs when once they had entered the jungle.
They turned up at one of our camps a few days later, but
Wan Beh was not with them.

‘Dead, I fancy,” said the Panglima calmly, in reply to my
inquiry, “The wound in her neck had the air of a grievous
hurt, though 1 tarried not to examine it. Also she fell into

deep water, and how should one so wounded win to the
shorez Of a certainty she is dead, Tuan. The hairs of our heads
are alike in the blackness of their colour, but the fate of each
one of us is a thing separate and distinct. No deed of mine
could have saved her, and whar did it profit anyone that 1
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should abide with her body and lose mine own lifez More-
over, the hour of my death had not yet come. I too am sorry,
Tuan, but it is better so. She was ever a woman with a very
hard liver, and had she lived she had surely worked the un-
doing of me and mine. Indeed it is berter so.”

‘T am inclined to agree with your friend the Panglima,’
said an Englishman who was sitting by me when the news
was brought in. He knew the previous history of the little
princess, and took the view of the situation most natural to
white folk, ‘From all accounts she seems to have been a
thoroughly bad lot."

Those were the epitaphs pronounced over poor Wan Beh
by her brown lover and a white eritic; but 1, who had been
studying Malays almost ever sinee | was breeched, looked
upon the whole tragedy of the girl's short life through dif-
ferent eyes. Had this wilful creature belonged to my own
race, T should have agreed with the pitiless verdict that
brought her in a hussy, and condemned her conduet as incap-
able of excuse or extenuation; bur as she was sprung from a

people whose ideas of right and wrong are far less ngidly
defined than those which we boast, who have no moral
education to guide them, who find in the teachings of their
religion litle support in the hour of tempration, T could not
but sce things from the point of view of the girl herself.

Her life had held but a single great passion—her love for
the Panglima, who now considered that her death was in
some sense a blessing in disguise. She was the daughter of 2
long line of princes; men who had been aceustomed to regard
their passions as things given to them solely to be gratified;
who had never learned the hard lessons of self-control, self-
discipline, self-denial. Wan Beh had inherited the natures of
her forebears, their untamed desires, their vices, and their

courage; but she had developed on her own account a virtue
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to which they were strangers—a devoted faithfulness to a
single love, which kept her true to the Panglima for yea

s,
all things, even death, if so she

and led her in the end o risl
might serve him and be near him in the hour of danger. It
was merely the accident of her rank and of her sex that pre-
vented this poor livde girl from dedicating her life to a passion
which might well have been pure and holy. Had she been a
man of her clan, there would have been no obstacle to mar-

Hiagé withia dimghiér of the people; Fad die bégh s worman
of the villagers, not raised above them by the royal blood
running in her veins, she might have been the wife of the
Panglima for all her days; but Fate, that inscrurable monster
upon whose broad shoulders Orientals are accustomed 1o lay
the heaviest of their burdens, had ordered otherwise. Her very

superiority i rank to the folk who lived around her, a super-

iority which consisted chiefly i the title she bore, stood as
a bar between her and che happiness which was the birthright
of so many of her friends and neighbours. The injustice of
such a convention maddened her; the unchained lusts of her
ancestors drove her headlong into sing and yet, since she was

a woman of the Malays, unsustined by any tradition of
virtue, she ook small shame w seizing by means dishonest

that which might not be hers lawfully in the face of the

customs of her people.

To me the tragedy of this girl's life, which would be a
thing paltry and mean in a state of society such as we know,
for what can be sadder than the

s very puiful, very patheti
sight of virtue robbed of its possibilitics of development, and
driven by the conventions and the snobbery of man into ugly
byways of vicez In a land where principle has no existence,
where sin is held lightly, where the filtering feet of onie who
shudders on the brink of dishonour have nothing o aid or
steady them, men may well suspend their harsh judgments
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on those who go grievously astray. Therefore Lask your piry,

not your condemnation or your contempt, for Wan Beh,

Princess of the Blood. Let him who 15 without sin amongst

us cast the first stone; let us think a little how we should fare

were our training and our surroundings such as went to

fashion the life of this poor litde princess. Then let us leave

her, secure in the knowledge that

"The Lord who made her, He knows all.”

From Buish-whacking and other Asiatic Tales and Memories,

London, 1920



THE WEEDING OF THE TARES

OnE morning, some fiftecn years ago, old Mat Drus, bare
to the waist, sat cross-legged in the doorway of his house, in
the little sleepy village of Kédondong on the banks of the
Pahang River. A single long blade of lalang grass was bound
about his forehead, to save appearances—for all men know
that it is unmannerly to go with the head uncovered, and
Mat Drus had mishid his headkerchicf. His grizzled hair stood
up stiffly above the bright green of the grassblade; his checks
were furrowed with wrinkles; and his eyes were old, and
dull, and patient—the eyes of the driven peasant, the cattle
of mankind. His lips red with the stain of the arcca-nut, bulged
over a damp quid of coarse tobacco, shredded fine and rolled
into a ball the size of a marble. His jaws worked mechanically,
chewing the betelnut, and his hands were busy with a little
brass tube, in which he was crushing up a fresh quid, for his
teeth were old and ragged, and had long been powerless to
masticate the nut withour artificial aid. The fowls clucked
and scratched about the liteer of trash with which the space
before the house was strewn; and a monkey, of the specics
called brok, which the Malays train to pluck cocoa-nuts, sat
on a box fixed to the top of an upright pole, searching dili-
gently for fleas, with the restlessness of its kind, and occa-
sionally emitting a plaintive, mournful cry, In the dim interior
of the house, the voices of the women could be heard, amid
the recurring clack of crockery; and the fresh, pure, light-
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hearted laugh of a very young girl rippled out constandly,
the soft and tender cadence of her tones contrasting pleasantly
with the harsher notes of her older companion.

Presently a gaily dressed youngster entered the compound,
He carried a kris at his belt, and in his hand was a short sword,
with a sheath of polished wood.

‘O Che' Mar Drus!” cried the new-come
caught sight of the old man in the doorway.

“What thing is it:" asked the latter pausing in the prepara-
tion of his quid of betel-nut.

“The Chief sends greetings to thee and bids thee come on
the morrow's morn to the rice-field, thee and thine, to aid

as soon as he

in plucking the weeds from amid the standing crop.’

‘It is well,' said Che’ Mat Drus resuming his pounding
stolidly.

*Also the Chief sends word that no one of thy houschold
is to remain behind. The women-folk also are to come, even
down to the girl Minah, who has newly wedded thy son
Daman.

*If there be no sickness, calamity, or impediment we will
come,’ said Mat Drus, with the caution of the Oriental,

But here a third voice took part in the conversation—a
voice shrill, and harsh, and angry, which ran up the scale to
a painful pitch, and broke queerly on the higher notes.

‘Hast thou the heart, Kria, to bring this message to my
man:' it cried. “We both are of age. we both know and un-
derstand. The Chicf shall die by a spear cast from afar, shall
die vomiting blood, shall dic a violent death, and thou also,
thou who art but the hunting dog of the Chicf."

*Peace! Peace!” cried Mat Drus, in a voice betokening an
extremity of fear. ‘Hold thy peace, woman without shame.
And Kria do thou tell the Chicf that we will come even as
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he bids us, and heed not the words of this so childish woman
of mine.'

‘Indeed,” said Kria, *I cannot trouble me to bandy words
with a hag. but the Chict will be wroth if he learns of the
things which thy woman hath spoken.”

“They matter not, the words of 2 woman wlto is childish,"
said Mat Drus une:

“Then lend me thy spear with the silver hasp at the base of

the blade!” said Kria, and when he had obtained possession
of this weapon, which he had long coveted, he swaggered
off to pass the word o other villagers that the Chief required
their aid to weed his rice crop.

The sun stood high in the heavens, its rays beating down
teld. The foot-high

pitilessly upon the broad expanse of ric
spears of padi received the heat and ro

acted it, while the
heat-haze danced thin, and restless, and transpatent over the

fatness of the cultivated land. The wecders, with their sararigs

wound turban-wise aboue their heads, for protection against
the fierce sun, squatted at their work, men, women, and little
children, the perpendicular rays dwarfing their shadows into
malformed shapeless patches.

Near the centre of the field a hut had been erected, walled
and thatched with palm-leaves, and the interior was gay with
many-coloured hangings surrounding the mar and pillosws
of the Chief. Numerous brass trays containing food specially
prepared for the occasion lay upon the flooring. In the interior
of the Malay Peninsu

the luxury accessible to even the

richest and most powerful natives is of a somewhat primitive
crs, the interior of

order; but to the eyes of the simple vill:
this hut presented as high a degree of civilisation, as did the
chateant of a French noble before "9 to the peasant who dwelt
on his estate.
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About noon the Chief emerged from the hut, and began
a tour of inspection among the weeders, throwing a word
to one or another, and staring boldly at the women, with the
air of a farmer apprizing his stock. Half a dozen fully-armed
youths, dressed brilliantly in many-coloured silks, followed
at the heels of their mastor.

Mat Drus and his son Daman, with three or four women,
sat weeding near the edge of the jungle, and Minah, the girl
who had recently marricd Daman, edged her way towards
her husband, as the Chief drew near,

“What is the news, Mar Drus2" asked the harsh, coarse voice
of their Master,

“The news is good, O Chief," replied Mat Drus, stopping
his work, and turning submissively towards the speaker. All
the rest of the little party acted in like manner, and the
women-folk, squatting humbly with their men, bowed down
their heads to avoid the hungry cyes of the Chief.

“Who s this child " asked the great man, pointing to Minah.

*She is the wifc of thy servant’s son,” replied Mat Drus.

‘Whose daughter is shes”

‘She is thy servant’s daughter,” said an old and ill-favoured
woman, who squatted at Mat Drus’s elbow.

*Verily a salak fruit!" cried the Chicf. *An ugly tree, thorny
and thin art thou, but thou hast borne a pretty luscious fruit.”

The weeders laughed obsequiously.

‘How clever are the words of the Chicf!' ¢jaculated Mat
Drus, in a voice carcfully calculated to reach the cars of the
man he feared. The Chicf did not cven condescend to glance
at him.

*Sweet Fruit,’ he said addressing Minah. “Thou art thirsty
with thy toil. Come to my hut, and I will give thee luscious
sweetmeats to slake thy little parched throat.!

‘Don’t want to,” mumbled the girl.
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“Nay come, [ bid thee,” said the Chief.

‘Go, girl, said the mother.

‘Don’t want to,” repeated Minah, nestling more closely to
Daman, as though secking his protection.

“What meancth thiss’ eried the Chicf, whose eyes began
to wax red. ‘Come when 1 bid thee, thou daughter of an evil
mother!'

*She is afraid,’ said Mat Drus pleadingly. ‘Be not angry,
O Chicf, she is very young, and her fears arc great.”

‘May she dic a violent death!” yelled the Chicf. ‘Come!
Wait but a moment, and thou shalt be dragged thicher !

‘Have patience, O Chicf!" said Daman sulkily. ‘Let her be.
She desires not to go.’

‘Arrogant one!" screamed the Chief. “Thou art indeed a

brave man to darc to thwart me. Thou shalt aid to drag her
to my hut.’

Daman leaped to his feet. Like the rest of his kindred, he
had squatted humbly in the dust during all the talk—a seef
in the presence of his lord—but now he stood erect, an equal
facing an equal, a man defending his women-folk from one
who sought to put shame upon them.

‘Peace, Daman ! Have patience ! cried Mat Drus nervously,

but his son had no thought to spare for any save the Chicf
just then. His clear, young cyes looked boldly and angrily
into the sodden, brutal, bloodshot orbs, set in the coarse self-
indulgent face of his enemy, and the Chicf faltered and quailed
before his gaze, Daman’s hand went to his dagger-hile with
asounding slap, and the Chief recled hastily backwards, nearly
losing his footing, as he stepped blindly. His youths surged
up around him, and the coward felt his courage returning
to him, when he realised that they were at hand. No word
was spoken for a little space, as the enemies eyed one another,
and Minah, crouching close to Daman’s mother, whimpered
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softly, though a thnll of love and admiration ran through
her, as she marked the bearing of ler husband.
Suddenly

Chief, raised his arny i act to throw, and the bright sunlight

Kria, who stood somewhat to the right of the

glinted for a moment on the naked blade of a spear—a spear
with a silver hasp; which, itil lately, had been the property
of Daman's father. Kria's cye sough that of the Chicf, and
the latter signalled to him to cast his weapon. The long spear-
handle, with ity shining tip, flew forward with incredible
velocity, like a snake in the act of striking, but Daman leaped
aside, and the weapon hissed Barmlessly past hin:

‘Strike with the Paralyser ! eried the Chicf, and at the word
one of his vouths ran forward, and stabbed swiftly and
shrewdly at Daman with a long uncanny-looking weapon.
It was a forked spear with two barbed blades of unequal
Tengeh, and, after vain attempts to avoid the thrusts of his
enemy, Daman at length took the point in his chest. He was
now powerless, for the barbed tip could not be withdrawn,
and the sharp point of the shorter blade prevented him from
running up the spear, and killing his man, as has frequently
been done in the Peninsula by one mortally stricken.

The women screamed shrilly, and Minah sought to run to
her man's aid, but those about her held her fast, while she
shricked in an agony of horror, The wi

sders clustered around,

murmuring sullenly, but none dared interfere, and above all
the tumult sounded the harsh, coarse laugh of the Chicf.

*Verily a fish at the end of a fish-spear! Watch him writhe
and wriggle!" he cricd. ‘Do not kill him until we have had
our sport with him.'

But Daman, who had never uttered a sound, was nota man
to dic without a struggle. He soon found that it was impossible
for him to wrench the barbed spear from his breast, and
secing this, he threw his Aris violently i the face of the man
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who had stabbed him. The snaky blade flew straight as a dart,
and the tip ripped open the check and eye-lid of Daman's
enemy, The latter dropped the end of the spear, which he
had hitherto held firmly in both hands, and Daman now
strove manfully, in spite of the agony it occasioned him, to
wrench the blade free. This was an unexpected tumn for affairs
to take, and the Chief's laughter stopped suddenly.
lay him! Slay him!" he yelled to his men, and, at the
word, Kria, who had recovered his weapon, stabbed Daman
full in the throat, with the broad spear-blade. The murdered
man sank to the ground with a thick, sick cough, and no
sooner was he down, than the Chicf’s youths rushed in to
wet their blades in his shuddering flesh.

Minah, wild with fear, threw herself prostrate upon the

ground, secking to shut out the sight with her tighty clasped
hands; and, as she lay on the warm carth, the wailing of the
women, the rough voices of the men, and the soft swish of
the steel piercing the now lifeless body of her husband, tald
her that all was aver,

The day waned, darkness shut down over the land, and
the moon rose above the broad, still river, pale and passion-
less, looking calmly down upon a world which, bathed in
her rays. scemed unuotrerably peaceful and serene. Bur all
through that night, and for many days and nights to come,
the pitiful wailing of a girl broke the stillness of the silent
hours, in the neighbourhood of the Chief’s compound. It
was only Minah mourning for her dead, and raking more
time than her friends though

d to her-new sur
of the Chief.

Her new lord was not unnaturally annoyed by her senseless

altogether necessary to become
% hold

as one of the |

clamour; and beating, he discovered, tended only to increase
the nuisance. But crumpled rose-leaves are to be met with
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in every bed of flowers, and the Chief had, at any rate, the
satisfaction of knowing that in future the scason of weeding
would be a merry time for him, and that all would be con-
ducted scemly and orderly, without any risk of his peace or
his pleasure being further disturbed by rude and vulgar brawls,

From Studies in Brown Humanity, London, 1898,




THE FATE OF LEH THE STROLLING PLAYER

AT Kota Bharu, the Capital of Kelantan, the Powers that be
are at great pains to preserve a kind of cockeyed limping,
knock-kneed Morality, which goes on all fours with their
notion of the cternal fitness of things. Yam Tuan Mulut
Merah—the Red-Mouthed King—did his best to discourage
theft; and with this Jaudable intention killed during his long
reign, sufficient men and women to have repeopled a new
country half the size of his own kingdom. Old Nek "Soh, the
Dato’ Sri Paduka, who stood by and saw most of the killing
done, still openly laments that all the thieves and robbers
were not made over to him, instead of being wasted in the
shambles, With so large a following, he says. he might have
started a new dynasty in the Peninsula, and stll have had
enough men and women at his disposal to enable him to sell
one or two, when oceasion required, if ready money was hard
to come by. Nek "Soh is a wise old man, and he probably is
e of his facts, but though his influence with his master,
e Red-Mouthed King, was great in most things he never
succeeded in persuading him to try the experiment. So the
ing continued to slay robbers, suspected thicves, and the
tions and relatives of convicted or accused persons, while
ek *Soh moumed over the sinful waste of good material,
the bulk of the population thieved and robbed as per-
tly and as gaily as ever.
Tt must be owned that these efforts at reform were not
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encouraging in their results, and perhaps this is why, so long
as the Red-Mouthed King, with Nek "Soh at his side, was
responsible for the government of the country, no other at-

tempts to wnprove the morality of the people of Kélantan
were made by the disheareened rulers.

At length, in the fulness of time, old Mulut Merah died,
and his son, and later his grandson, ruled in his stead. Nek
*Soh continued to have a hand in the government of the
country, but a younger man than he was now the principal
adviser and soon the real ruler of Kelantan, This person bore
the title of Maha Méntri, which means the Great Minister,

and since he was young and energetic he plunged hotly into

refornis which were destined, as he forecast them, to revolu-
tionise the ways and manners of the good people of Kelantan.
Quite oblivious of the fact that mutilation and sudden death,
o which an added horror was lent by some ingenious con-
trivances cunningly devised with the amiable object of in-
sing the intensity of the pain inflicted upon the unfortu=
nate victims, had completely failed to cure the Kelantan folk’s
innate propensity to rob and thieve, Maha Méntri conceived

ere

the bold idea of forthwith converting an irreligious people
into fervent and bigoted Muhammadans. To this end, he
insisted upon attendance at the Friday congregational prayers,
even to the breaking of the heads of recalcitrant church-goers;
he observed, and personally superintended the observance of
Fasts; he did his best to prevent the use of silk garments by
any save the women-folk, and this, be it remembered, 1 a
country which is famed for its silk fabrics; he put down cock-
fighting, bull matches, prize-fights, hunting, and the keeping
of dogs—all the sports of the wealthy, in fact; and while he
pricd mto the hone of every family in the capital, with the

laudable object of ascertaining whether the inmates prayed
regularly at each of the Five Hours of Appointed Prayer; he
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dealt an even more severe blow to the bulk of the population
by forbidding the performance of the ma'iong, or heroic plays,
such as are acted throughout the length and breadth of the
Peninsula by troupes of strolling players bur which are an
amusement that is specially dear ta the hearts of the good
people of Kelantan.

These plays are performed inside a small, square paddock,
enclosed by a low bamboo railing, but otherwise open on
all four sides, s0 as to give the spectators an unobstructed view
of all that goes forward within. A palm-leaf roof protects the

players from the sun by day, and from the heavy dews of
the tropics by night; and whenever a ma’iong shed is erected
upon a new site, the Pawang, or Medicine Man, who is also
the Actor-Manager of the company, performs certain magic
rites with cheap incense, and other unsavoury offerings to
the Spirits, reciting many ancient incantations the while to
the Demons of Earth and Air, besceching them to watch aver
his people, and to guard them from harm. First he calls upon
Black Awang, King of the Earth, who is wont to wander in
the veins of the ground, and to take his rest at the Portals of
the World; next to the Holy Ones, the local demons of the
place; and finally to his Grandsire, Pétéra Gury, the Teacher
who is from the Beginning, who is incarnate from his birth,

the Teacher who dwelleth as a hermit in the recesses of the
Moon, and practiscth his magic arts in the Womb of the Sun,
the Teacher whose coat is wrought of green beads, whose
blood is white, who hath but a single bone, the hairs of whose
body stand erect the pores of whose skin are adamant, whose
neck is black, whose tongue is fuent, whose spittle is brine!
All these he prays to guard his people, and then he cries to
them to aid him by opening the gates of Lust and Passion,
together with the gates of Desire and Credulity, and the gates
of Desire and Longing, the Longing which lasteth from dawn
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unto dawn, which causeth food to cease to satisfy, which
maketh sleep uneasy, which remembering maketh meniory
unceasing, causeth hearing to hear, sceing to sec!

These exhortations to Spirits, which should find no place
in the Dy logy of any good Mul dan, were natural-
ly regarded as an Uncleanness and an Abomination by the
strait-laced Maha Méntri; and not content with prohibiting
the performances of the ma'iong, he made life so excessively
unattractive to the actors and actresses themselves, that many
bands of them trooped over the jungle-clad mountains, which
divide Keélantan from Pahang, to roam the country playing
for hire at the weddings and feasts of a people who, no matter
what other faults they may have, cannot justly be accused of
bigotry or fanaticism.

So great joy was brought to the natives of Pahang, and
from end to end of the land the throbbing beat of the ma'iong
drums, the clanging of the gongs, the scrapings of the un-
gainly Malay fiddles, the demented shricks and wailings of
the sérunai and the roars of hearty laughter, which greet cach
one of the clown’s jests, made merry discord in the villages.
The gates of Lust and Passion, the gates of Desire and Long-
ing—that Longing which lasteth from dawn unto dawn,
which causeth food to ccase to satisfy, which maketh sleep
uneasy—were opened wide that tide, and there were tales of
woe brought in from many a village in the long Pahang
valley. While the ma'iong was a-playing no one had any care
for the crops, the women left their babies and their cooking-
pots, and the elders of the people were as stage-struck as the
boys and maidens. When the strolling actors moved forward
upon their way, having squeczed a village dry of its last copper
coins, many of the kampong folk followed in their teain, cad-
ging for their food from the people at cach halting-place,
enduring many hardships often enough, but seemingly unable
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to tear themsclves away from the fasci of the players
and of the actresses. Many lawful wives found themselves
deserted by their men, and the husbands and fathers in the
villages had to keep a sharp cye upon the doings of their
wives and daughters while the ma'iong folk were in the neigh-
bourhaod; for when once the dead monotony of their lives
is broken into by some unusual occurrence, the morality of
the Malay villagers, which is generally far better than that
of the natives of the Capitals, quickly goes to picces, like a
wrecked ship in the trough of an angry sca.

Of all the Actor-Managers who were then roaming up
and down Pahang, none were so successful both with the
play-goers and with the women, as Salch, or Leh, as he was
usually called, for Malay energy is rarcly equal to the effort
necessary for the articulation of the whole of a proper name.
In their mouths the dignified Mubhammad becomes the ple-
beian Mat, Sulehman—our old friend Solomon—is reduced
to plain Man, and a like evil fate is shared by other high-
sounding, sonorous names. This is worth noticing, because
it is very typical of the propensity, which the Malay can
never resist, to scamp every bit of labour, no matter how
light ics nature, thac falls to his sharc in this workaday world.

Leh was a man of many accomplishments. He played the
fiddle, in most excruciating wise, to the huge delight of all
the Malays who heard him; he was genuinely funny, when
he had put his hideous red mask, with its dirty sheepskin top,
which stood for the hair of his head, over his handsome, clever
face, and roars of laughter grected him at every turn; he had
a keen cye for a tapical joke, a form of satire much appre-
ciated by his Malay audiences; he had a happy knack of imita-
ting the notes of birds, and the cry of any animal; and above
all he was a skilled Rhapsodist, and with that melodious voice
of his would sing the wonderful story of Awang Lotong, the
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Monkey Prince, which is a bastard, local version of the Ra-
mayaiia, until the cacks were crowing to a yellow dawn. He
travelled with me, on one oceasion, for a fortight, and [ had
the whole of the Folk-Tale written down, and when com-
pleted it covered the best part of sixty folios, yet Leh knew
every word of it by rote, and could be turned on at any point,
continuing the story every time in precisely the same words.
He had learned it from an old man in Kelantan, and he was
reputed to be the only surviving bard to whom the whole of
the tale was known. In due course I sent the manuscript, with
a translation, and elaborate notes to a Learned Society, where
it was lost with the usual promptitude and despatch.

Tt was always a marvel to me that Leh escaped having some
angry man's knife thrust defily bevween his fourth and fifth
ribs, for the natives of Pahang are wont to discourage too
successtul lovers by lirtle attentions of this sort, and Leh was
much loved by the women-folk, both high and low, through-
out the length and breadth of the land. Perhaps he was as

cunning as he was successtul, for he certainly lived to return
to his own country.

This was rendered possible for all the ma'iong people by
the sudden death of Maha Méntri. This great and good man
—the self-appointed Champion of Muhammadanism, the
enforcer of Prayer, the orderer of Fasts for the mortification
of the erring fesh—like some other zealous people, who in
the cause of Religion have contrived to make their neigh-
bours’ lives as litle worth living as possible, had one little
weakness which marred the purity and consistency of his
character. This was an irrepressible impulse to break the Se
venth Commandment, a strange failing in a man who was
so scrupulous that he would not even suffer himself to be
photographed when a view of Kota Bharu, in which several
hundreds of people figured, was being taken. This is but one
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of the startling inconsistencies which are to be remarked in
the religious Oriental. Until one has become familiar with
an Eastern People, it is difficult to realise how far the Letter
of the Law may be pushed by a man who, all the while, is
daily defying its Spurir.

The good people of Kelntan bore with Maha Méntri and

his livele peculiarities for a considerable time, and they might,
perhaps, even have suffercd him for a longer period, had it
not been for the fact that his religions fanaticism, on subjects
which did not happen to hit him in a tender place, had the
effect of making life a more evil thing than scemed to be
altogether necessary. Be this how it may, upon a certain night
‘Maha Méntri was shot through the flooring of another man’s
house by the owner thereof, ably and actively assisted by

wwo other men, who were entirely convineed that there was

not sufficient room for them and for Maha Méntri upon the

ame Planet.
Everybodly: kit who: had dére the deed and: the Raja
would dearly have loved to take a life for a life, but the mur-

derers were under the protection of a young prince, with
whom, for political reasons, the Raja could not afford to
precipitate a quarrel. Therefore he and his advisers professed
to wonder very much indeed who could have been so un-
mamnerly as to shoot Maha Ménuri in three several places;
and there the matter ended, in spite of the clamorous protests
of the dead man's relativ

Very soon the news of Maha Méntri's death spread through
Pahang, word being brought by the trading boats lurching
down the Coast, or by the sweating villagers who trudged
dcross the mountains to bring the glad tidings to the

iles

from Kélantan, to whose return the presence of Maha Méntri
- had hitherto been a very sufficient obstacle.
So the ma'iong folk packed their gear, and started back for
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their own country, and many men and maidens were left
lamenting, when the players who had loved them strode
away.

Leh went back by sea, with half a dozen broken hearts in
his gendong (bundle), and soon afer his return, he was ap-
pointed to the post of Court Minstrel, and Master of the royal
Dancing Girls. For the Kelantan to which he came back, was
a very different place from the land which he had quitted
when he started out for Pahang. As soon as the worthy Maha
Meéntri had been laid in his grave, the reaction, which always
follows any paroxysm of religiosity, set in in full force, and

for a scason Kelantan was a merry land for a pleasure-lover
to make his home in. The Five Hours of Appointed Prayer
were suffered to slip by unregarded of the people; no man
troubled himself to fast more than his stomach thought fie-
ung; and the music of the ma’iong was once more heard in
the land.

In this new and joyful Kélantan, Leh found himself very
much in his clement, The old Pillar Dollars, which are the
standard currency of the country, came rolling merrily in,
and Leh was able to go abroad among his fellows lavishly
clad, from the waist downwards, in a profusion of gaily-
coloured silk sarongs and sashes, such as the souls of the Kélan-
tan people love. He wore no coat, of course, for in this State
that garment is never used, except by the Nobles on official
occasions when strangers chance to be present.

Leh was never a man to keep all his good fortune to him-
self, and not only a sclect few of the King's Dancing Girls,
but a countléss troop of other dames and maidens, who should
rightly have been entirely occupied with their lawful lords
and masters, came in for a large share of the spoil. Given a
well-set-up figure, a handsome face, gay garments, a witty
tongue, and a superfluity of ready money, and a far less clever
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and engaging fellow than Leh, the Strolling Player, might
be expected to win the facile heart of any average Malay
woman. It was not long before the best-favoured half of the
ladics of Kota Bharu—and that means a surprisingly large
proportion of the female population of the place—were, to
use the Malay phrase, ‘mad’ for Leh, The natives of the Penin-
sula recognise that Love, when it wins a fair grip upon a man,
isas much a disease of the mind as any other form of insanity ;

and since it is more common than many manias they speak
of the passion as ‘madness’ par excellence. And this was the
ailment from which a large number of the ladies of Kota
Bharu were now suffering with greater or lesser severity,
according to their several temperaments.

This state of things naturally caused a considerable amount
of dissatisfaction to the whole of the male community, and
the number of the malcontents grew and grew, as the ‘mad-
ness” spread among the women-folk. The latter began soon
to throw off all disguise for they were too numerous for even
the most extensive system of wife and daughter beating to
effectually cope with ‘the trouble. When they were not occu-
pied in waylaying Leh; in ogling him as he swaggered past
their dwellings, cocking a conquering eye through the door-
ways; the ladies of Kota Bharu were now often engaged in

shrill and hard-fought personal encounters one with another.
Each woman among them was wildly jealous of all her fel-
ceusing
generous

lows; mother suspecting daughter and daughrer
mother of receiving more than her fair share of Leh’
and widely scattered attennions, Many were the scratches
made on nose and countenance, long and thick the tussocks
of hair reft from one anather by th‘ angry ladies, and the
men beholding these impossit gs-on with horror and
dismay said among themselves that Leb, the Strolling Player,
must dic,
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He was a good man of his hands, and badly as they fele
about him no onc saw his way to engaging him in single
combat, though ¢nough men and to spare were ready to have
a hand in the killing, At last a committee of three angry men
was appointed, by general consent, and these lay in wait for
Leh, during several successive evenings, in the hopes of finding
him returning alone from the ma'iong shed.

It was on the third night of their vigil that their chance
came, The moon was near the full, and the heavy, hard sha-
dows lay across the ground, under the gently waving palm-
fronds, like solid objects. The footpath which leads from the
main thoroughfare into the villages around Kota Bharu bran~
ches off some twenty yards from the spot where the watchers
lay concealed, The Committee of Three sat huddled up, in
the blackness cast upon the bare carth by a native house just
within the clustering compounds, and the vivid Eastern moon-
light gave up the colour of the yellow sun-baked soil, the
green of the smooth banana leaves, cven the red of the clusters
rambutan fruits on a neighbouring trec.

Presently the sound of voices, talking and laughing light-
heartedly, came to the ears of the listening men, and as the
speakers drew nearer, the Committce of Three were able 1
distinguish Leh’s mellow tones. At the parting of the ways
Leh turned off by himself along the footpath, the others, with
whom he had been walking, keeping still to the main road.
Leh took leave of them, with a farewell jest or two which
sent the others laughing upon their way, and then he serolled
slowly along the footpath, humming the air of Awang Lotong,
under his breath. The Three, in the shadow of the house,
could sce the colour of the gaudy cloths wound about Leh's
waist, the fantastic peak into which his head-kerchief was
twisted, the glint of the polished yellow wood and the gold
settings of his dagger-hilt, and the long, broad-bladed spear
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that he carried in his hand. They watched him draw nearer
and yet more near to them, still humming gently, and wearing
a half smile upon his face. They suffered him to come abreast
of them, to stroll past them, all unsuspicious of evil; but no
all been injured

pity for hits was in their hearts, for they
ina deadly manner by this callous, lighthcarted libertine, who
now went to the death he knew not of with a smile on his
face, and a stave of a song upon his lips.

As soon as Leh had passed them, the Committee of Three
stepped noisclessly out of the shadow, and sounding their
sorak, or war-cry, into which they threw all the pent-up
hatred of their victim which for nionths had been devouring
their hearts, plunged their spears into his naked brown back.
Leh fell upon his face with a thick choking cough, and a few
more vigorous spear-thrusts completed the work which the
Committee had been appointed to perform.

They left the body of Le

, the Strolling Player, lying where
it had fallen, face downwards in the dustof the foorpath; and
though the King did all that lay in his power to discover the
secret of the identity of the murderers, and though half the
women-folk in the Capital secconded his efforts to the unmost,
hoping that thereby their lover’s death might be avenged,
the men who had planned the deed kepr their

cret well, so

no punishment could be meted aut to those who had actually
brought about the destruction of the Warden of the King's

Dancing Girls. But in the eyes of Malay Justice—which is a

very weird thing indeed—if you cannot punish the right man,
it is better ta come down heavily upon the wrong one, than
to allow everybody to get off scot free. The house near to
which the body of Leh had been found, chaneed to be tenan-
ted only by an old crone and her widowed daughter, with
her three small chuldren, but none the less, this hue was taken
homs radius, and

as the centre of a circle of one hundred
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all whase dwellings chanced to lic within its circumference,
whether men or women, old or young, whole or bedridden,
women great with child, or babes at the breast, were indiffer-
ently fined the sum of three dollars cach—a large sum for a
Malay villager to be called upon to pay, and a delightfully
big total, from the King's point of view, when all heads had
been counted.

This new system of punishment by fine has several advan-
tages attaching to it. In the first place it enhances the revenue
of the King, which is a matter of some moment; and secondly,
if you chance to have a quarrel with some one whom you
are unable to get even with in any other way, you need only
leave a corpse at his front door, which, in a land where life is
as cheap as it is in Kelantan, is an casy matter to arrange. If
the corpse, by any chance, should be that of a man who has
done you an injury, you will kill two birds with one stone.
Which is economical.

From Studies in Brown Humanity, London, 1898,




UMAT

THE punkal: swings frecly for a space; then gradually shortens
its stride; hovers for a moment, oscillating gendy, in answer
to the feeble jerking of the cord; almost stops; and then is
suddenly galvanised into a violent series of spasm-like leaps
and bounds, cach one less vigorous than the last, until once
more the flapping canvas fringe is almost still. It is by signs
such as these that we know that Umat, the punkah-puller, is
sleeping the sleep of the just.

If you look behind the screen which cloaks the doorway,
you will see him, and, if the afternoon is very warm and still,
you may even hear his soft, regular breathing, and the gende
murmur with which his nose is wont to mark the rhythm of
his slamber. An old cotton handkerchief is bound about his
head, in such a manner that his bristles of hair stand up stiffly,
all over his scalp, in a circular enclosure, like the trainers in
a garden of young sirilt vines. On his back he wears an old,
old coat of discoloured yellow khaki, once the property of a
dead policeman. The Government buttons have been taken
away from him, by a relendess Police Inspector, and their
placeis supplied by thorns, cunningly arranged pieces of stick,
and one or two wooden studs. The shoulder-straps flap loose-
ly, and their usc is a problem on which Umat often ponders,
but which he is never able to satisfactorily solve. A cotton
sarong—not always of the cleanest, I fear—is round Umat's
waist, and, falling to his knces, supplies the place of all ather
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Jower garments. For Uniat is both comfort-loving and econo-
& g

mical, and Pahang is now a free country where a man may
go clad as he likes, without fear of some ill-thing befalling
him, Less than ten years ago, 2 man who went abroad withour

¥ €

his trousers ran a good chance of never returning home again,
since Paha

g Malays were apt to think that such an one was

no lover of war. Among Malays, who are the most persanally
modest people in the world, it is well known that no man
may fight with a whole heart when, at every moment, he
runs the risk of exposing his nakedness; and, in days gone by,
the natives of Pahang were well pleased to display their pro-

wess in mangling one from whom lirde resistance could be
expected. But, in Kelantan, where Umat was born, few men
possess’ trousers, and na one who loves to be comfortable
wears them, when he can avoid doing so.

Below his sarang, goodly lengths of bare and hairy leg are
visible, ending in broad splay feet, with soles that scem shod
with horn: for Umat could dance barefoot in a thorn thicket
with as much comfort as upon a velver carpet.

He half sits, half lics, huddled up in-a wicker-work arm-
chair, his head canted stifly over his right shoulder, his eyes

tight shut, and his mouth wide open, exposing two rows of
blackened tusks, and a fair expanse of guins and tongue stained
scarlet with areca-nut. His feet are on the seat of the chair,

one doubled snugly under him, with the suppleness of the
Oriental, and the other supporting the knce upon which his
chin may rest as occasion requires, The pull-cord of the prinkals
is made fast about his right wrist, and his lcft hand holds it
limply, his arms moving forward and backwards mechanically
in his sleep. At his feet, humming contentedly to himself, sits
a tiny brown boy, dressed chastely in a large cap and a soiled
pocket-handkerchicf; and thus Umat dreams away many
houts of his life. 1f his slecping memory takes him back to
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the days when he followed me upon the war-path, when we
went a-fishing on a dirty night, or when the snipe werc plen-
tiful, and the bag a big one, the punkah dances merrily, and
takes a violent part in the action of which he dreams. But, if
Umat's mind plays about the tumble-down cottage in my
compound, which he calls ‘home’, and dwells upon his sofi=
eyed, gentle wife, Seléna, and upon the children he loves so
very dearly, or if his dreams conjure up memorics of good
meals, and quict sleepy nights, then in sympathy the prorkah
moves sofily, sentimentally, and stops.

Tarek! Pull!” comes a voice from the inner room, and
Umat, awakened with a start, bursts into voluble reproaches,
addressed to himself in the guteural speech of the Kelantan
people, Then he falls asleep more soundly than ever.

If you run up the East Coast of the Peninsula, past the
smiling shores of Pahang and Tréngganu, you at ast reach
the spot where the bulk of the Kelantan river-water formerly
made its way into the China Sea. The beter entrance is now
a mile or two farther up the Coast, but the groves of palm-

trees show that the people have been less fickle than the river,
and that the villages ar the old mouth are still tenanted as of
yore. It is here that Umar was born and bred, the son of a
family of Fisher Folk, countless generations of whom have
dwelt at Kuala Kélantan ever since the beginning of things.

If you look at Umiat’s round face, and observe it carcfully,
you may read therein much that bears upon the history of
his people. The prevailing expression is one of profoundly
calm patience—not that look of waiting we understand by
the term, the paticnce which, with restless Europeans, pre-
supposes some measure of anticipation, and of the pain of
hopelong deferred—but the contented endurance of one who
s satisfied to be as he is; of one whose lot is unchanging, and




158 STORIES BY SIR HUGH CLIFFORD

whose desires are few. It is a negative expression, without
sadness, without pain, or the fever of longing, and yet suffi-
ciently far removed from dulness or stupidity. It speaks of
long years during which Umat’s forcbears have laboured
stolidly, have been as driven cattle before prince and chicf,
and yet, since the curse of knowledge that better things existed
had not fallen upon them. have accepted their lot as they
found it, unresisting and uncomplaining,

This is what one reads in Umat’s face when it is in repose,
but when emotion changes it, other things may be scen as
clearly. Suddenly, his features break up mto a thousand
creases; the brown skin puckering in numberless spreading
lines, like the surface of a muddy puddle into which a stone
has fallen. A laugh like the crowing of a cock, combined with
the roaring of a bull, accompanicd this phenomenon, and
you may then know that Umat’s keen sense of humour has
been tickled. It does not take much to amuse him, for, like
most Malays, he is very light-hearted, and anything which
has a trace of fun in it delights him hugely. Almost every
Keélantan fishing boar that puts to sca carries its alanalan, or
jester, along with it, for toil is lightened if men be merry,
and in days gone by, Umat was the most popular man in
his village. A quaint phrase; a happy repartec, not always in
the most refined language; the rude mimicry of some personal
eccentricity; word or two of rough chaff; or a good story;
such things arc his stock in trade and, this is why Umat is so
well belaved by his fellows.

But he can be grave, too. As miy rafe whirls down a rapid,
a clumsy punt sends it recling to what looks like certain de-
struction. Umat’s face sets hard. His teeth arc clenched, his
lips compressed tightly. His bare feet grapple the shppery
bamboos with clinging grip, and his twenty-foot punting=
pole describes a circle above his head. The point alights, with
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marvellous rapidity, and unerring aim, upon the only pro-
jecting ridge of rock within immediate reach, and all Umat’s
weight is put into the push, while his imprisoned breath
breaks loose in-an excited howl. The raft canes violently, and
wallows knce-deep, but the danger of instant destruction is
averted, and we tear through the fifty yards of foaming,
boiling, rock-beset water, which divides us from the rapid's
foot, without further mishap. Then, Umat’s face relaxes, and
his queer laugh resounds, as he chaffs the man, whose clumsi-
ness had nearly been our ruin, with unmerciful disregard for
his feelings.

His prompness to see the nature of the emergency, his
ready presence of mind, his quick, decisive action, that saves
us from a break-up, which, in a boiling, foaming rapid, is no
pleasant experience, have litdle to do with Umat himself. He
owes all to his kinsmen, the Fisher Folk, who have been ac-
customed to risk their lives on the fishing banks, amid the
sandy river bars, the rocky headlands, and the treacherous
waves of the China Sca, for many unrecorded centuries.
Readiness to face a danger, prompe and fearless action, quick
apprehension of the best means of escape, are qualities without
which the race would long ere this have become extinet, and
in Umat these things amount to absolute instincts.

But he can, on accasion, show pluck of quite another kind
—the courage which is no mere Hash-in-the-pan, born of
excitement, and owing its origin to an instinct of self-preser-
vation—that long-cnduring fearlessness in the face of a danger,
before which a man must sit down and wait. It is no light
thing to stare death in the eyes for days or weeks together,
o expect it in some cruel, merciless form, and yet to possess
one’s soul in paticnce, and to keep a heart in one’s body that
does not sink and quail. Yet, Umat is capable of this higher
form of courage, as you shall presently hear, and though the
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limitations of his imagination stand him in good stead, and
ituation casicr to him than it can be to

doubtless make the
the white man, cursed with the restless brain of his kind, yet
one must give Umat credit for valour of no mean order. The
merriment dies out of his face at such times, for, unlike my
friend, Raja Haji Hamid, whose eyes were wont to dance,
and whose mouth smiled cheerily when danger was afoor,
Umat comes of a class to whom a gamble with death is a
hated thing. The look of calm paticnce s in his cyes, but now
he is enduring consciously, and the hard puckers in his fore-
head show that his nerves are tightly strung, and that there
is lirele gladness in his heart.

But Umat's face is capable of yer another change. When
his brown eyes blaze, when his face is full of excitement, and
a torrent of hardly articulate words bursts headlong from his
lips, you may know that Umat is angry. A tumult of wrathful
sound, at the back of the bungalow, where the servants con-
gregate, in the covered way which joins the cook-house to
the main building, begins the uproar, and if you fail o inter-
fere, some Chinese heads will infallibly be broken in several
places. Knowing this, 1 run to the spot, and reduce my people
ta silence. On inquiry, it will prove to be that the cook has
accused Umat of adulterating the milk, or the water-coolie,
whose business it also is to make lamps smell and smoke, has
chatged him with purloining the oil. No words can describe
Umat's fury, and indignation, if he is indeed guiltless; but
he is a bad liar, and, if the charges are true, his manner soon
betrays him, and his wrath fails to convince. In a little time,
he will produce the bottle of lamp-oil from the folds of his
sarong, and, laughing sheepishly, will claim that praise should
be his portion, since the bottle is only half full. He takes my
pungent remarks with exaggerated humility, and, five mi=
nutes later, the compound will be ringing with the songs he
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loves to bellow. It is not possible to be angry with Umat for
long. He is so very childlike, and 1, in common with many
others, love him better than he descryes.

1 first met Umat in 1890, when, after a year spent in Europe,
I returned to Pahang, and took charge of the interior. T was
very loncly. My Malay followers had been scattered to the
winds during my absence in England, and T had none but
strangers about me. The few European miners scattered about
the district were only met with from time to time. The Pa-
hang Malays stood aloof from us, and T found the isolation

dreary cnough. Pahang had had an ill name on the Coast,
any time these last three hundred years, and, until the white
men protected the country, few strangers cared to set foot
in a land where life was held on such a precarious tenure.
But, presenely, the whisper spread through the villages of
Tréngganu and Kelantan that work found a high price in
Pahang undcr the white men, and a stream of large-limbed
Malays, very different in appearance from the slender people
of the land, began to pour over the borders. On this
Umat was borne to me, and, since then, he has never lef me,
nor will he, probably, till the time comes for one or the other
of us to have his toes turned up to the love-grass.

ream

Umat saw that I was lonely, and perhaps he dimly realised
that I was an object of pity, for he would creep into my
bungalow, and, seating himself upon the floor, would rell
me tales of his own people until the night was far advanced,
His dialect was strange to me, at that time and the manner
in which he elided some of his vowels and most of his con-
sonants puzzled me sorely. [ could not understand the system
under which anam (six) shrank into ne’, and kérban (buffalo)
became kuba’; but 1 let him talk on—for was he not my only
companion:—and, in the end, I not only learnt to understand
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him, but actually to speak his barbarous lingo.

So Umat and I became friends, and life was to me a trifle
less dreary because he wasat hand. He taught me many things
which 1 did not know, and his simple stories, told with lietle

skill, served to enliven many an hour of crushing, overwhelm-
ing solitude.

Then came a period when trouble darkened the land, and
1 turned to the war-path, which to me was then so strange
and unfamiliar, with Umat stamping along at my heels, He
never left me all that time, and I had many opportunities of
testing the quality of his courage. At last, it became necessary
for me to visit a number of almost openly hostile Chiefs who,
with their six hundred followers, were camped about half
a mile from my stockade, 1 had only a seore of men at my
disposal, and they were needed o hold our frail forr, so it
became evident to me that I must go alone. 1 was not alto-

gether sorry to have the opportunity of doing so, for T knew
how susceptible to hlnﬁ Malays are apt to be, and 1 was

aware that in a entatious display of fearlessnes:

—no matter what my real sensations might be—lay my best
hope of safety. Therefore, Larmed myself carefully, and pre-
pared to set out, though most of my Malay friends were
clamorous in their efforts to dissuade me. As I started, Umat,
armed with kris and spear, and with a set look of resolve upon
his face, followed at my heels.

‘It is not necessary for thee to come,” 1 said. ‘I all goes well,
there is no need of thee, and, if aught gocs amiss, what profits
it that two should suffer instcad of onee’

Umat grunted, bur he did not turn back

‘Return,” 1 said. ‘T have no need of thee.

I halted as I spoke, but Umat stood firm, and showed no
signs of obeying me.

*Tuan, he said, ‘for how long a time have | caten thy rice,
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when thou wast in prosperity and at case; is it fitting that 1
should leave thee now that thou art in trouble: Tuan, where
thou goest I will go. Where thou leadest I will follow after.”

1 said no more, but went upon my way with Umat at my
heels. I was more touched than I liked to say, and indeed his
courage was of the highest, for he believed himself to be
going to certain death, whereas 1 was backing my own
opinion of the character of those with whom I had to deal,
and, though the stake was a big one, I was sufficiently con-
ccited to feel confident about the result. During the long
“hiefs, the knowledge that Umat's grear,
fleshy body was wedged in sccurely becween my cnemies

interview with the

and the small of my back, gave me an added confidence,
which was worth many points in my favour. We won
through, and the hostile Chiefs dispersed their people, and,
that night, Umat made darkness hideous by the discordant
yellings with which he celebrated the occasion, and gave
token of the reaction that followed on the unstringing of his
tense nerves.

Later T was promoted, and Umat came with me to the
Capital, and since then he has lived in a house in my com-
pound with Seléma, the Pahang girl, who has made him so
gentle and faithful a wife. It was soon after his marriage that
his trouble fell upon Umat, and swept much of the sunshine
from his life. He contracted a form of ophthalmia, and for
a time was blind. Native Medicine Men docrored him, and
drew sheafs of needles and bunches of thorns from his eyes,
which they declared were the cause of his affliction. These
miscellancous odds and ends used to be brought to me for
inspection at breakfast-time, floating, most unappetisingly, in
ashallow cup half full of water; and Umat went abroad with
eye-sockets stained crimson, or black, according to the fancy
of the native physician, The aid of an English doctor was
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called in, but Umiat was too thoroughly a Malay to trust the
more simple remedics preseribed o him, and, though his
blindness was relieved, and e became able to walk without
the aid of a staff, his eyesight could never really be given
back to him.

Bat Unat is sanguine, and, though he has now been blind
for years, and cach new remedy has proved to be merely one
more disappointment, hie still believes firmly that in time
the light will return ro hini. Meanwhile, his lie holds many
emotions, His laugh rings out, and the compound at night-
time resounds with the songs he loves to improvise, which
have for dheir theme the marvellous. doings of "Umat the
Blind Man whose eyes cannot see’, His patience has come to
the rescue, and the sorrow of his blindness is
which he bears with lieele complaining. He has aged some-
what, for his sightless orbs make his face look graver, heavier,

chastened gricf,

duller than of old, but his heart is as young as ever.
Though his atfhcion has been a heavy one, other good
things have not kept aloof. One day, as 1 sit writing, Umat

comes into the room, and presently the whole house resounds
with the news that he expeets shortly to become a father.
Uniat's face dances with delight, and excitement, and pride;
but it wears also an uneasy look, which tells of lus anxicry
for Selema, and another new expression which speaks of a
fresh-born love for the child whose arrival he prophesies so
noisily. When the latter fecling is uppermost, Umiat's ugly
old face 15 softened until it looks almost sentimental.

Usmat rushes off to the most famous midwife in the place,
and presents her with a little brass dish filled with smooth
green sirih leaves, and sixpence of our moncy (25 cents) in
copper, for such is the retaining fee prescribed by Malay
Custom. The tecipient of these treasures is thereafter held
bound to attend the paticnt whenever she may be called upon
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to do 5o, and when the confinement is over, she can claim
other moncys m payment of her services. These latter fees
are not ruinously high, according to aur staridard, two dollass

being charged for attending a woman in her fisst confine-
ment, a dollar or a dollar and a half on the nest oceasion, and
twenty-five, or at the most fifty cents being deemed sufficient
for éachistbsegient evnk:

When Umnat has placed the sirih leaves, he has done all he
can for Selema, and he resigns himself to endure the anxiery
of the next few months, with the patience of which he has
s0 much at command. The pantaig bér-anak, or birth taboos,
hem a husband in almost as rigidly as they do his wife, and
Umat, who is as superstitious as are all Malays of the lower
classes,is filled with fear lest he should unwittingly transgress

any law, the breath of which might cost Seléma her life. He
no longer shaves his head periodically, as he loves to do, for
a naked scalp is very cool and comforrable; he does not even
cut his hair, and a thick black shock stands five inches high
upon his head, and tumbles raggedly about his neck and ears.

Seléma is his first wife, and never before has she borne child-
ren, wherefore no hair of her husband's must be trimmed
until her days are accomplished, Umat will not kill the fowls
for the cook now, nor even drive a stray dog from the come
pound with violence, lest he should chance to main i, for
he must shed no blood, and must do no hure to any living
thing during all this time. One day, he is sent on an crrand
up river, and 15 absent until the third day. On inguiry, it
appears that he passed the night in a friend’s house, and on
the morrow found that the wife of his host was shortly ex-
pecting to become a mother. Therefore, he had to remain at
least two nights in the village. Why Because, if he failed to
do so, Selema would die, Why would she diez God alone
knows, but such is the teaching of the men of old, the wise
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ones of ancient days. But Umat's chief privation is that he
is forbidden to sit in the doorway of his house. To understand
what this means to a Malay, you must realise that the scat in
the dovrway, at the head of the stair-ladder that reaches to
the ground, is to himi much what the fire-side is to the English
peasant, It is here that he sits, and looks out patiently at life,
as the European gazes into the heart of the fire. 1t is here tha

his neighbours come to gossip with him, and it isin the door-
way of his own or his friend’s house, that the echo of the
world is borne to his cars, But, while Selema is ill, Umat may
not block the doorway, or dreadful consequences will ensue,
and though he appreciates this, and makes the sacrifice readily
for his wife's sake, it takes much of the comfort out of his life.

Selema, meanwhile, has to be equally circumspect. She

bridles her woman's tongue resolutely and no word in dis-
paragement of man or beast passes her lips during all these
months, for she has no desire to see the qualitics she dislikes
reproduced in the child. She is often tired to ath, and faint
and ill before her hour draws nigh, but none the less she will

not lic upon her mat during the daytime lest her heavy eyes
should close in sleep, since her child would surely fall a prey
to evil spirits were she to do so. Therefore, she fights on to
the dusk, and Umat does all he can to comfort her, and to
lighten her sufferings, by constant tenderness and care.

One night, when the moon has waxed nearly (o the full,
Pekan resounds with a babel of discordant noise. The large
brass gongs, in which the devils of the Chinese are supposed
10 take delight, clang and clash and bray through the stil
night-air; the Malay drums throb, and beat, and thud; all
manner of shrill yells fill the sky, and the roar of a thousand
native voices rises heavenwards, or rolls across the white
waters of the river, which are flecked with deep shadows and
reflections. The jungles on the far bank take up the sound,




UMAT 167
and send it pealing back in recurring ringing echoes, till the
whole world scems to shout in chorus. The Moon' which
bathes the Earth in splendour, the Moon which is so dear to
each one of us, is‘in dire peril, this night, for that fierce mons-
ter, the Gérhana, whom' we hate and loathe, is striving to
swallow her. You can mark his black bulk crecping over her,
dimming her face, consuming her urterly, while she suffers
in the agony of silence. How often in the past has she served
us with the light; how often has she made night more beau-
tiful than day for our tired, sun-dazed cyes to look upon; and
shall she now perish without one effort on our part to save
her by scaring the Monster from his prey: No! A thousand
times no! So we shout, and clang the gongs, and beat the
drums, till all the animal world joins in the tumult, and even
inanimate nature lends its voice to swell the uproar with a
thousand resonant echoes. At last, the hated Monster reluc-
tancly retreats. Our war-cry has reached his cars, and he slinks
sullenly away, and the pure, sad, kindly Moon looks down
in love and graticude upon us her children, to whose aid she

owes her deliverance.

But during the period that the Moon's fate hung in the
balance, Seléma has suffered many things. She has been scated
motionless in the fireplace under the tray-like shelf, which
hangs from the low rafters, trembling with terror of—she
knows not what, The little basket-work stand, on which the
hot rice-pot is wont to rest, is worn on her head asa cap, and
in her girdlc the long wooden rice-spoon is stuck daggerwisc.
Neither she nor Umat know why these things are done, but
they never dream of questioning: their necessity. It is the
custom. The men of olden days have decreed that women
with child should do these things when the Moon is in trouble,
and the consequences of feglect are too terrible to be risked;
50 SEléma and Umat act according to their simple faich.
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Later, comes a day when Séléma nearly loses her life by
reason of the barbarities which Malay science considers ne-
cessary if a woman is to win through her confinement without
mishap. Umat’s brown face is gray with fear and anxiety,
and drawn and aged with pain, He paces restlessly between
the hue, where S&léma is suffering grievous things, and my
study, where he pours his terror and his sorrow into my cars,
and wets the foor-mats with his great beady tears. Hours
pass, and a litle feeble cry comes from Umat's house, the
sound which brings with it a world of joy, and a wonder of
relicf that sends the apple lumping in one’s throat, and rears
rising to one’s eyes, Umat, mad with delight, almost delirious
with relief that the danger is over, laughing through his tears,
and sobbing in his laughter, rushes to me with the news that
a man-child has been born to him, and that Selema is safe.
Nighely for many wecks after, the cries of Awang—as the
boy is named—break the peace of my compound during the
midnight hour. The poor little shapeless brown atomy is

beinig ruthlessly washed in cold water, at this untimely hour,
and thereafter is cruelly held face downwards over a basin
filled with live embers, whence a pungent, recking wood
smoke ascends to choke his breath, and to make his any eyes
smart and ache fiercely. No wonder the poor litte thing yells
lustily; the marvel is that he should survive such treatment.
But he does outlive it, and, so soon as he is old enough to
leave the house, he becomes Umat's constant friend and com=
panion. Long before the child can speak, he and Umat under-
stand one another, and you may hear them holding long
conversations on the matting outside my study-door with
perfect content for hours at a time.

Love is infectious, and as Awang grows big enough to use
his legs and his tongue, the little brown mite patters nimbly
around his blind father, with an air which has in it something
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of protection. He is usually mother naked, save that now and
again a hat is sct rakishly upon one side of his lictle bullet
head, and, when I speak o him, he wriggles in a most in-
gratiating manner, and stwfls his lietle hand halway down
his throat. Umat’s eyes follow him constantly, and, though
they arc very dim, [ fancy that he sees Awang more clearly
than anything clse on carth.

So much love cannot go for nothing, and T hape thar
Awang will grow up to repay his father for the devotion he
lavishes upon him. But whatever gifts he may be able to
bring to Umat, he can never win him back to sight, and the
best that we can hope for s that, in the days to come, Umat
may learn to see more clearly through Awang's eyes. Mean-
while, 1 think he is not altogether unhappy.

From Studies in Brown Humanity, London, 1898,



ON MALAYAN RIVERS

In the Jungles of the Peninsula, where the soil under foot is
a rich, black loam, composed of decayed vegetation, and the
damp carth is littered with brown and sodden leaves, newly
shed, or partially decomposed, one may often chance upon
a pale, ghost-like object, white or gray in colour, and deli-
cately fine in its texture as a piece of fairy lace. This is the
complete skeleton of a giant leaf, which once was fair, and
green, and sappy, but now has rotted away, lietle by litdle,
until nothing remains save the midrib, from which the spines
branch off, and a mazy network of tiny veins.

If you could strip any river basin, in the Peninsula, of its
forests, and could then lay bare its water-system, you would
find that it presented, on a gigantic scale, an appearance very
similar to that of the skeleton leaf. The main river would
represent the midrib; the principal tributarics falling into it
would supply the place of the branching spines; and the
myriad tiny streams and rivulets, which babble and trickle
through the jungles, or worm their way, slowly and painfully,
through the low-lying tracts of swampy country, would
the numberless delicate veins of the leaf. All the spaces and
interestices, which in the skeleton are found between midrib
and spine, and spine and vein, are, in the river basin, wide
tracts of forest-clad country, intersected, and cut up, across
and through and through, by the rivers and strams of the.
most lavish water-system in the world.
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The dense jungles present a barrier which has very effec-
tually resisted the encroachments of primitive men. In the
valleys of the large rivers, the Malay villages cluster along the
banks, and the rice-fields spread behind the groves of palm
and fruit trees, but half a mile inland, the forest shuts down
around the cultivated patches, like a wall about a kirchen-
garden. Up-country, where the rivers are smaller, man has
won an even more insccure foothold, and the tiny plots of
tilled land peep from out of the masses of jungle that surround
them like a bird from out of a field of standing rice. Further
up river sell, you will find the camps of the Sakai and Semang,
but even these forest-dwelling people make their homes on
the edges of the streams, and thread their way through the
jungles, in which they roam, by wading up and down the
water-courses. Thus, it is not too much to say that only an
insignificant fraction of the Peninsula has ever been trodden
by the foot of man in all the long days since this old world
was young. There are thousands of miles of river, in the
Peninsula, whose banks have never even been camped upon
by human beings, and, in country which is comparatively
thickly populated, the vast tracts of jungle, lying between
river and river, and between stream and stream, are as un-
explored and untrodden as are the distant polar regions of
the South. Thus it comes to pass, that one who would here
study native life must learn his lessons, and seck his know-
ledge, on the banks of the rivers, and upon the water-ways
of the Malay Peninsula.

On the West Coast, where the roads and railways of the
White Men have partially annihilated distance; and have made
travelling and transport casy, even through the densest jungle,
the watcrways are fast becoming deserted. The enterprising
Chinese hawker still makes his way from village to village,
in his patched and rorting sampan, for the people on the river
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banks need dricd sea-fish, sugar, that is more than half sand,
and salt, that is three-parts dirt. Also little bits of jungle pro-
duce that have escaped duty may be bought and smuggled,
if a man works carefully and with cunning. Now and again,
a half-empty boat sags and lolls adown the long reaches, or
an old-world Chicf, who prefers the cool recesses of his prahn

to the heat and dust of a railway carriage, is punted up stream
by half a dozen straining boatmen. For the rest, the river is
no longer alive with crafts, as it was in the days of old, and
the sleepy villager, whose patient eyes watch life indolently
from the water’s brink, wonders why the land has fallen to
sleep since the coming of the noisy, energetic, White Men.
réngganu, and Kélantan, where men still

But in Pahang,
punt and paddle and wade, as of old, the rivers are the chief,
if not the only highways, and, sitting in the shade of the palm-
trees on the bank, a man may warch all the world gliding to
and fro. There he may sce the King's boat—gay with the
brightsilks of swaggering youths and nobles, with men sitting
on the palm-leaf roofing, and dangling their legs at the bow,
to mark that their Master is aboard—steam past him, with
its waving flag, amid a wild tumult of drums and yells. There
he may sce the heavily-laden craft, banked high with freight
to the very bow, propelled up river by a dozen punters, whose
clattering poles drip streams of sun-steeped water; or the
yellow face of a Chinese trader, peering from under the shelter
at the stern shows for a moment as a trading boat glides by.
As he sits warching, the villager sees the tiny dug-out, bearing
the wrinkled midwives, paddled downstream by a sweating
man, who works as he has never worked before, that relief
and aid may come speedily to the woman he holds dear. Or.
amid the rhythmical thud of the drums, the droning of verses
from the Kuran, and wild bursts of the sorak, another sampar,
bright with gorgeous silks and glitcering with tinscl, passes
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by, bearing the bridegroom and his relations to the hut where
the little frightened bride awaits their coming. Or perhaps,
when the heavens are bright, lying there stark in his grave-
clothes, carefully covered from head to foot, and surrounded
by a cluster of sad-faced relations, who shicld his head lovingly
from the fierce sun’s rays, another villager may be scen, ghd-
ing gently towards the litde, shady graveyard, making his
last journey on the basom of the river by which his days have
been spent. The birth, the marriage, the death, all the comings
and the goings, all the sorrows and the labour, and the rest,
may be seen hinted at or exemplified, if a man watch long
cnough on the banks of a Malayan river; for the running
water, which bears them to and fro, enters more closely inta
the everyday life of the people, than do any of the other

natural objects with which the Malays are surrounded.

The large river boats, which ply on the rivers of Kelantan,
Trengganu, and Pahang, are of different builds, cach one of
which is in some measure peeuliar to the State in which it is
used. In Kelantan the favourite craft is one which, for some
obscure reason, is called by the natives képala blalang—or the
grasshopper’s head. Needless to say, it resembles anything in
the world more closely than it does the head of any known
inscet. It is long and narrow, with a short tilted punting-
platform at the bow, and the cabin consists of a bark or
wooden crection, like a low, square tnnel. The decking is
sunk below the waterlevel, so that the occupants of the cabin
sit o lie in a deep hollow with only an inch of bamboo floor-
ing between them and the boat's bottom. If the calking be
sound, this is coal and fairly comfortable—though a man
might as well lic in his coffin for all he can see of the world
around him—Dbut, if the boat leaks, as it usually does, chis
arrangement means wet bedding, and thereafter lumbago and
theumatism. The long narrow tunnel has no windows, and
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the only mcans of egress or entrance is by the open space at
cach end of the cabin. Malays of other States, who do not
love the Kélantan people, say that this form of boat is the only
one which can be used in their country, because a window:
would enable thieves to possess themselves of the entire pro-
perty of the occupant of the cabin with too great case and
convenience. It is due to the people of Kélantan, however,
that [ should state that their ingenuity is not baffled by such
a trifle as the absence of windows, for two young Saiyids,
whom T once sent from the interior to Kota Bharu—the
King’s capital—had most of their raiment removed from be-
tween them, as they lay sleeping on board one of these boats,
during the quict nighe-time. This, when they awoke, seemed
to them to be almost as miraculous as it was annoying, for
they would cerrainly have been roused had the thicf entered
the boat, nor was the mystery explained until they found
that one of their own boatpoles had been fashioned into a
hook, while they slept, and that the thicf had successfully
fished for their property, with this cunning instrument, over
their recumbent bodies. Fortunately, however, they had been
provided with a professional thicf by the courtesy and fore-
thought of my good friend Dato’ Lela Derja, and he quickly
restored their missing property, by the simple expedient of
robbing the original thief, who was now lapped in peaceful
slumber. For such is the custom of the land.

The boat-poles used in Kelantan are furnished with large
crutch-handles, and, when the punters have walked up the
steep incline of the forward platform, and have found bottom
with their poles, they suddenly double up their bodies, from
the waist, and throw the whole of their weight on to the
crutch, which they wedge into the hollow of their shoulders.
They rarely touch their poles with their hands, during this
part of the operation, and their arms wave about, clawing
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the air aimlessly, as the punters step slowly down the incline,
doing all the pushing with their shoulders, and deriving the
power from the weight of their great, fleshy bodies. They
give a melancholy, discordant, inarticulate howl cach time
that they take the strain, and, with their bent backs, quivering
legs, and groping arms, they present the appearance of some
strange quadrupeds, impaled upon spears, vainly striving to
fight their way to the carth on which their forefeet cannot
win a grip.

In the Tréngganu Valley—which in some ways is one of
the most curious places in the Peninsula—the river boats are
inferior to those found elsewhere. This is to be explained by
the face that the great Tréngganu River is only navigable for
fifty miles from its mouth, and this waterway is therefore of
less importance to the natives than are most of the wide rivers
of the East Coast. In 1893, only some five hundred Malays
were living in the broad tracts of country that lic above the
Keélantan Falls. The rest of the population of the Tréngganu
Valley was wedged into the space between the rapids and
the sea, To this is mainly attributable the great ingenuity and
industry of the Tréngganu Malays, for, in a land where men
are very thick upon the ground, a lack of these qualities will
surely result in @ wanit of anything to cat. The banks of the
Tréngganu, from Kélémang to the mouth, are cultivated and
inhabited, as are only a very few regions in the Peninsula. No
produce of a bulky nature can be brought from the interior,
for the slender footpath, which runs round the Falls, is the
only means of communication, and all things must be carried
on men’s shoulders. Therefore, such things as bamboos, from
which the walls, and flooring of houses, and the fences round
the standing craps, are constructed, must be planted by the
people who need them, since there is no possibility of cutting
them in the neighbouring jungles, as may be done in more
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comfortable lands. Accordingly there are vast arcas under
cultivation, and a man may travel on foot from Kelemang
1o Kuala T ganu withour once leaving the string of vil-
lages that line the bank.

There is one form of boat, however, which is to be met
o the Trengganu River, that would make a stranger fancy

e which was never visited by White Men uncil
link-

and

that this vall
1805. had long been under the mfluence of Europeans.
crbuilt boats, beauifully fashioned from Stamese teak,
constructed with a finish and a grace of line which excel
anything that the dockyards of Singapore can produce, look

somewhat incongruous on the rivers of an Independent Malay
State: and but for the palms upon the banks, and the paddles
ssed natives propel these boats in

=

with which the gaily d
licy of vars, onc might almost fancy one’s self once more
upon the brown waters around Chertsey.

But it is in Pahang, where the current of the river is stronger
than that of any other on the East Coast, and where a boat
may travel up stream two hundred and twenty miles from
the mouth without let or hindrance, that the large river=craft
approaches most nearly to perfeetion. The best constructed
boats are nearly cight fathoms long, and the poling platform
occupics much space forward, so as to give the punters plenty
of room as they step aft, leaning heavily on their poles. At
the bow and the stern, a square sheet of meshed woodwork
s fixed in such a manner as to give the deck of the boat an
almost rectangular surface, without diminishing the speed-
power by widening her lines. The cabins are usually two in
number—the kurong or main apartment, and kurong dnak or
after cabin. They arc roofed in with thatch, overlaid with
sheets of dried méugkuang leaves, kepe firmly in place by long
lathes of splic bamboo, lashed securely with rattan. The line
of the roof forms a bold, sweeping curve, from the peak at
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the extreme seern to the middle of the boat. There is a slight
flattening of this curve near the centre, and an even sligheer

sise near the forward end of the cabin; the effeet bemg e
ceedingly graceful, the more so sinee the long sloping line
1s broken by a oy, thatehed perch, m which the stecrsman

has his seat.
The: Pabang Mgly purits wiilhan ity o swaggee—ashe
ter and the clash of the poles,

does everything=and the el
the single recurring thud against the side, which results from
the excellent time the men keep, the loud complaining creak
of the rudder-rod, as the boat lurches along up stream, make
a lilting, thythmic cadence not unpleasant w Jisten . And
descending the river, also, when punting-poles are laid aside,
and the ingn grasp theic’ paddles, the splash and the beat of
theevenstrokes: the song-of thiseeersman in s peech, mnd
the erashing chorus of the erew, combined with the cool
current of air which the pace of the gliding boat sends rushing
through the cabin, make as soothing and lazy a lullaby as a
man mecil desice:tor listen, ko The boatmen ‘take 2 prdein
displaying their skill in all kinds of *Faricy’ padiing, which,
while it has a pretty and graceful effect, serves also to case
their muscles by employing them ina constantly changing
siiotion. The bow paddler sers tlie ssroke; firse. one long
sweep of the blade, quickly followed by three short one
later, three long strokes with a shore one in between. There
are hundreds of combinations of long and short, cach of

Lor

which has its own well-known name i the vernacular, and
a propely rained crew will rave al day Tong wichou rovi-
ing in precisely the same manner for half an hour together.
Teis marvellous how long a time Malays will sic ac their pad-

dles, without ever pausing in their rowmg, and yet experience
no especial fatigue or exhaustion, 1 remember, on one ocea-
sion, in 1804, setting a crew of five-and-twenty men to paddle
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down river at four o'clock in the morning. They had never
worked with me before, they were not a picked crowd, and
they were not men who were accustomed to row together.
Yet these Malays paddled down river to Pekan, a distance
of a hundred miles, in twenty=six hours. They never quitted
their work all that long and weary time except twice, when
half their number ate rice while the other half continued
rowing. Once in an hour, or so, they would shift from one
side of the boat to the other; but that was all the relief that
they sought for their aching limbs. The time in which we
did the journcy was not particularly good, for the river
chanced to be somewhat shrunken by drought, and we fre-
quently ran aground. During the night, which was intensely
dark, we more than once found ourselves straying from the
main stream into a backwater, or aul de sac, and so had to
paddle up river again, the way we had come, with all the
weary work to do once more, Yet, in spite of all these trials
to body and temper, no word of complaint, no whispered
murmur of remonstrance, came from the men at the paddles.
That they suffered to some extent 1 do not doubt, for I, who
was awake all night to see that they kept at it, was dropping
with fatigue long before the dawn showed grayly in the East.
Towards morning, their sorak grew very thin and weedy and
faint, and their eyes were dull and heavy, but this did not
prevent them from making half a dozen spurts in the last three
or four miles. To appreciate to the full the achievement of
these men, you must realise what paddling is like. Personally
I know of no more tiring occupation, The rower sits cross=
legged on the hard decking of the boat, with nothing to
support his back, and with nothing i the nature of a streecher
against which to gain a purchase for his feet. The cross-piece
at the top of the paddle shaft is gripped in one hand, the othet
holding the shaft firmly an inch or two above its point of
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Jjunction with the blade. Then the body of the rower is bent
forward from the hips, the arms extended to their full length,
as the paddle-blade takes the water. The arm which is upper-
most is held rather stiffly, the whole strain of the stroke being.
taken by the hand and arm that grips the paddle near the base
of the blade. When this motion has been repeated half a dozen
times the lower arm begins to complain, and presently its
fellow joins in the protest. Continue paddling for an hour
or two, and not only your arms, but your shoulders, your
back, your legs, almost every muscle in your body, will begin
to ache as they have never ached before, and, though practice
is half the battle, you may thus come by a sound waorking
knowledge of what the sensations of a man must be who has
laboured for more than five-and-twenty hours at the paddles.
Afeer chis, it is probable that you will hesitate to Jjoin in the
loud-mouthed chorus of those who tell you that the Malays
are the laziest people that inhabit God’s Earth.

Those people who, nowadays, rush through Perak and
Selangor in railway carriages can have but a poor conception
of what a lovely land it is through which they are hurrying,
The natrow lines, cut through the forest, are only broken,
here and there, by patches of coffee-gardens, and other ranker
cultivation. Here, there is nothing really distinctive of the
Peninsula, and if you would sce the country in its full glory
and beauty, you must still keep to the river routes, which
arc the highways proper to the Land of the Malays. Travelling
up and down the Peninsula, for a dozen years and more, one
chances upon so many lovely scenes that it is not easy to
decide which among them all is the most good to look upon.
A hundred spots come before my mind’s eye as, in spirit, |
pass once more up and down the strcams 1 love best; but just
as, among a collection of beautiful pictures there must always
be some which appeal to one more strongly than do the
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others, so, in this galaxy of Malayan scenes, [ have my fa

ar away, on a river called the Pertang,

vourites. Onc is very
a tiny seream of the interior, that falls into the Tekai, which
falls into the Tembeling, which falls into the Pahang, which
Hows into the China Sea, The reach of river is not wide, but
it is very long for an up-country strcam, Howing, straight as
an arrow, for a distance of nearly a mile, The bed of this
river is shallow, its water running riot down long stretches
of shingle, forming a succession of muniature rapids. Little
sun-flecked splashes of water are thrown up by the fiery dash-
ing of the hurrying current against the obstructions in its pach,
and the whole surface of the stream seems to dance, and glit-
ter, and shimmer, as you look at it. Bue the distinctive feature
of this reach of river, that marks it out from its fellows, 15 to
be looked for on its jungle-covered banks. The shelving carth
at the water's edge i lined with magnificent specimens of the

ngéran tree—a jungle giant which is probably but heele known
to any White Men whose work has not chanced to take them
into the interior of the Malay Peninsula. The peculiar
form in which these trees grow renders them specially suitable
for the river banks on which they are always found. Their
at their base,

trunks, which are several yards in circumferenc
grow erect for only a fow feer. Then they gradually trend
outwards, leaning lovingly over the stream; and, when two
of these trevs grow on the opposite banks of a river facing
one another, their branches not infrequently become inter=
Jaced, forming a natural arch of living greenery overheads
In this reach of the Pértang, of which 1 speak, the banks from:
end to end are lined with ngéram trees, and with uéran trees
only. The eficet is, therefore, that of a splendid arch of foliage
a mile in length, like a long green tent spread aboye a line of
dancing, joyous river. Overhead, the nerwork of graceful
slender boughs, with their trailing wealth of gorgeous leaves,
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sways gently in the fang, soft brecze that seems ta be for ever
sweeping swooningly over the still forests of the remote 1=
terior, On cither hand, the massive trunks of the ngéram trees
show gray, save where dhe vivid flecks of sunlight paint them
a whiter hue, and form the sides of the avenue through which
the leaping waters run. The surface of the stream fuselfis alive

with motion and colour. The brilliant sunshine struggle,
through the heavy masse:
and leaves, forcing irs v

of interwoven boughs, and twigs,

y amid the thick clusters of creepers
and tratling orchids with which the branches of these trecs

are draped, throughout their entire lengrh. Here, for near a

mile, there is cool, deep shade, that would almost be gloom

were it not that the fierce Eastern sun will not suffer himself
to be altogether defeated, and still finds means to dust and
powder the running water with hule shifang flecks of light
and colour, and, here and there, o cast broad belts of glim-
mering brilliancy on the surface of the stream. As you glide
slowly down this reach upon your raft,
disturbed by your approach, flaps heavily away from you,

great brown kite,

between the long aventie of the ngdran trees; a brilliandy
painted butterfly catches vour eye, a tiny point of colonr
quickly fading into nothingness, as it fits
or, perhap
giver, from tree o tree, and, i a moment, is swallowed up

adown the reach;

1 troop of ionkeys passes seurryingly across the

in the forest. Your pleasure in gazing on the heauties of this
scene will not be diminished by the recollection that they have
only once before been looked upon by the eyes of a White
Man, and that the place is 100 far removed from the beaten

track for cven the most enerpetic globe-trotter to visit it, and
defile it with his unappreciative presence.

- There is another spot.on a river in Pahang thar will always
have a place in my memor

¥ but, though a few years ago it

almost as remore from the paths of the European as is
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the ngéram tree-reach to-day, the trunk-road across the Penin-
sula now skirts it closcly, so that every passe by may sce it
“This is the Jeram BEsu, the great rapid on the Lipis River. At
this point the waters of the Lipis, which have hitherto mean-

dered through a broad green valley, dotted with nestling
villages, and gay with the vivid colouring of the standing
rice, suddenly become pent, in a narrow bed, between grim
walls of granite. The stream above the rapid runs smooth and
even, growing morc oily to look upon, as combs over, in
a great curved wave, at the head of the fall. Then, in an in-
stan, the gliding water is broken up into a leaping, whirling,
tearing, fighting, roaring torrent, that dashes madly against
the rocky walls that hem it in, and scem to lash it into a frenzy
of rage. The rapid is only about thirty yards long, and the
drop is probably about half as many feet, but the volume of
pent water, that strives to force itself through this narrow
channel, makes the pace furious, and gives a strength to the
leaping flood which is altogether irresistible. The combing
wave, at the rapid's head, first dashes itself upon a prominent,
outstanding wedge of rock on the left, which the natives of
the place name “The Wall," and when the dangers of a capsize
at this point have been avoided, *The Toad' is found waiting,
near the exit from the gorge, to pick up the bits. The rock
which bears this name i set in mid-scream, leaning slighely
towards the hurrying current, for the rush of water upon
this side of it, during countless ages, has worn away the stone.
This is really the only great danger to be encountered in
shooting this rapid, for the offset of the water from the other

rocks is sufficient to prevent a man being dashed with any
great violence against them. Bue with “The Frog' this is not
the case. The whole run of the current tends to drive a man
into the hollow in the rock, and once there, with the weight
of that mighty torrent to keep him in place, he has but a poor
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chance of ever getting out again. Old Khatib Jafar, who lives
in the little village above the rapid, and has spent all the bese
years of his life in ferrying men's rafts down the fall, boasts
that he has, at different times, had every rib on his right side
smashed between the rafts and “The Frog,” but he says that
he has always escaped being forced under it, or he would not
be there to tell of his manifold experiences.

Before long, no doubt, some energetic White Man will
utilise the power of Jéram Bésu for the generation of elec-
tricty, and the place will be rendered unsightly by rusty iron
piping, and cunningly constructed machinery, Then, inci-
dentally, Khatib Jafar and his brethren will lose their means
of livelihood, as, by the way, they are already doing as one
of the first effects of the new road. [ fear that they will not
be greatly comforted by the recollection that their individual
loss is for the good of the greater number, or by the thought
that they may in future earn their rice and fish in a manner
that carries with it less risk than did their former occupation.

There is yet another place upon the banks of a Malay river
—in Tréngganu, this time—of which I shall always retain a
grateful recollection, At the foot of the Kélémang Falls, a
litele stream flows into the wide Trengganu River on its left
bank. It comes straight down from che hills, which, at this
point, rise almost precipitously from within a few yards of
the river's edge. They mount up skywards, in a serics of stecp
ascents, and on the summit of the first of these there stands a
very ancient grave, in which, tradition says, there repose the
mouldering bones of a hermit of old time, who dwelt here
in solitude, during his days of life, and elected to hie here
through the ages, awaiting his summons before the Judgment
Seat. The still forest spreads around him, the note of bird,
‘and beast, and insect comes to lull him in his long slumbers,
‘and the monotonous sound of the neighbouring waterfall
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cries *Hush!" to the noisy world. Once in a long while the
Sultan of Tréngganu comes hither, with all his Court, to do
honour to the dead Sage; now and again, villagers visit the
spot in pursuance of some vow, made in their hour of need;
but, for the rest, the place where the hermit lies is undisturbed
by the passing to and fro of man.

From the natural terrace in the hill, upon which the grave
stands, the liete seream of which 1 speak falls in a se

es of
cataracts to the valley below. Its source must be at a spot far
up the mountain side, for its waters, when they reach the
plain, are as fresh and cold as those of a highland stream in
Scotland. They come dashing and leaping along, from point
to point, down the steep hillside, and fall in a body upon the
broad, smooth surface of an immense granite boulder, which
Ties at the base of the rising land,

I and the Pahang Malays who were my companions,
reached this place one morning. just when the dew had dried,
after travelling without rest, during all the long hours that

should have been passed in sleep. We wi ¢ and tired

© weat

to the last degree, and our eyes had that curious feverish,
burning sensation in their sockets, which ever comes to one
who looks out at the blazing tropic sunshine after a sleepless
night. We halted to cook our rice, and we were all, 1 think,
pretty sorry for ourselves. 1 longed for champagne, even at
that carly hour in the moming, or for any pick-me-up to
make me feel equal to the long journcy which we should have
to make between that hour and the dawn of the nexe day.
My Malays, too, squatted about disconsolately by the river,
where they were washing their rice, and by the fires, upon
which the cooking-pots were humming, One or two of their
number went off into the jungle, that lay round and about
us. to search for fuel, and presently onc of them returned,
and said that he had found a capital place for a bath. He
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looked so fresh and comfurtable. as he stood there with the
corstill glistenmg m Ins hair, that several of our

beads of w
people went in search of the place of which he spoke, They
all came back i tearing spirits, loudly extolling the marvels
of the bath, and at Jase 1, too, went to try what it was like.

When 1 arrived, T found twa ar three of my people lying
sprawling on the large smooth boulder at the foot of the fall,
and. when they presently made room for me Terept cautions=
ly on to the grear stone upon which the stream of water from
above was thudding heavily, The fall was abour twenty feet
in height, and the first blow of the icy water laid me flat upon
the rock, and held me there breathless. Tt was like the most
splendid combination of cold shower-bath and vigorous as-
sage imaginable, and though it was not to be borne for more
than a mintte or two at a time, | strceched myself on the
boulder, again and again, wntil my skin was turned to goose-
flesh. Never was there a more splendid tonic. and though we
did not rest again till the Eastern sky waxed red next morning,
1, for one, felt no more fatigue of mind or body, after that
marvellous bach.

When once a man falls a=thinking of the thousand scenes
in the Malay Peninsula, any one of which icis a keen delight
to look upon, it is ditficult to quit the subjeet, and to make

an end of vam attempts to picture to others some few of the
things which have filled him with a pleasure that was an
ample reward for the hardships of many a long and arduous
But the end must come, sooner or later, and perhaps,

Jourme:
the sooner the better for how can one hope to paint in words,
things that, even as one looked upon them, scem tao full of
varied beauty for the sight to really comprehend them: On
Malayan rivers, at any rate, the eye is abundantly filled with
secing.

From Studics in Brown Humanity London 1898.



AMONG THE FISHER FOLK

Tars is a land of a thousand beautics. Nature, as we sce her
in the material things which delight our eyes, is straight from
the hand of God, unmarred by man's deforming, a marvellous
creation of green growths and brilliant shades of colour,
fresh, sweet, pure, an endless panorama of loveliness. But
it is not only the material things which form the chief beau-
ties of the land in which we dwell. The ever-varying lights
of the Peninsula, and the splendid Malayan sky that arches
over us are, in themsclves, at once the crown of our glory,
and the imparters of a fresh and changeful loveliness to the
splendours of the earth. Our eyes are ever glutted with the
wonders of the sky, and of the lights which are shed around
us. From the moment when the dawn begins to pamt its
orange tints in the dim East, and later floods the vastness
of the low-lying clouds with glorious dyes of purple and
vermilion, and a hundred shades of colour for which we
have no name, reaching to the very summit of the heavens;
on through the early morning hours, when the slanting rays
of the sun throw long broad streaks of dazzlingly white light
upon the waters of sea and river; on through the burning
noonday, when the shadows fall black and sharp and circulat,
in dwarfed patches about our feet; on through the cooler
hours of the afternoon, when the sun is a burning disc low
down in the western sky, or, hiding behind a bank of clouds,
throws wide-stretched arms of prismatic colour high up into
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the heavens; on through the hour of sunset, when all the
world is a flamiing blaze of gold and crimson; and so into the
cool still night, when the moon floods us with a sca of light
only one degree less dazzling than that of day, and when the
thousand wonders of the southern stars gaze fixedly upon us
from their places in the deep elear vault above our heads, and
Venus casts a shadow on the grass; from dawn to dewy eve,
from dewy eve to dawn, the lights of the Peninsula vary as
we watch them steep us and all the world in glory, and half
intoxicate us with their beauty.

But the sea is the best point of vantage from which to
watch the glorics of which I tell—speaking as | do in weak
colourless words of sights and scenes which no human brush
could ever hope to render, nor mortal poet dream of painting
in immortal song—and if you yould see them for yourself,
and drink in their beauty to the full, go dwell among the
Fisher Folk of the East Coast.

They arc a rough, hard-bit gang, ignorant and superstitious
beyond belief, tanned to the colour of mahogany by cxposure

to the sun, with faces scarred and lined by rough weather and
hard winds. They are plucky and reckless, as befits men who
go down to the sea in ships; they are full of resource, the
results of long experience of danger, and constant practice in
sudden emergencies, where a loss of presence of mind means
a forfeiture of life, Their ways and all their dealings are bound
fast by a hundred immutable customs, handed down through
countless ages, which no man among them dreams of viola-
ting; and they have, moreover, that measure of romance at-
taching to them which clings to all men who run great risks,
and habitually carry their lives in their hands.

From the beginning of November to the end of February
the North-East monsoon whips down the long expanse of
the China Sea, fenced as it is by the Philippines and Bornco
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on the one hand, and by Cochin China and Cambodia on
the other, until it hreaks in all its force and fury on the East
Coast of the Peninsula. It raises breakers mountain high upon
the bars at the river mouths, it dashes huge waves against
the shore, or banks up the fooded streams as they flow sea-
ward, undl, on a calm day, a man may drink sweet water
 mile out at sea. During this season the people of the coast
are mostly idle, though they risk their lives and their boats
upon the fishing banks on days when a treacherous calm lures
them scaward, and they can rarcly be induced to own that
the monsoon has in truth broken, until the beaches have been

strewn with driftwood from a dozen wreeks, They long for
the apen main when they are not upon it, and I have scen a
party of Kelantan fishermen half drunk with joy at finding
themselves dancing through a stormy sea in an unseaworthy
eraft on a dirty night, after a long period spent on the firm
shore. Tt is indeed sweet,” they kept exclaiming—it is indeed
sweet thus once more to play with the waves!” For here or

elsewhere the sea has its own peculiar strange fascination for
thase who are at once its masters, its slaves, and its prey.
When they have at last been fairly beaten by the monsoon,
the fisher folk betake themselves to the scattered coast villages,
which serve to break the monotonous line of jungle and
shivering castarina trees that fringe the sandy beach and the
¢ under the cocoa-nut palms,

rocky headlands of the shore, He
amid chips from boats that are being repaired, and others
that still lic upon the stocks, surrounded by nets, and sails,
and masts, and empry crafes lying high and dry upon the
beach out of reach of the tide, the fishermen spend the months
of their captivity. Their women live here all the year round,
labouring incessantly in drying and salting the fish which
have been taken by the men, or pounding prawns into blachan,
that evil-smelling condiment which has been so ludicrously
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misnamed the Malayan Caviare, It needs all the violence of
the fresh, strong, monsoon winds to even partially purge
these villages of the rank odours which cling to them ac the
end of the fishing season; and when all has been done, the
saltness of the sca air, the brackish water of the wells, and the
faint stale smells enteed by the nets and fishing tackle still
tell unmistakable tales of the one trade in which every member
of these commyuities is more or less engaged.

The winds blow strong, and the rain falls heavily. The
frogs in the marshes behind the village fill the night air with
the croakings of a thousand mouths, and the litde bull-frogs
sound their deep see-saw note during all the hours of darkness.
The sun is often hidden by the heavy cloud-banks, and a
subducd melancholy falls upon the moist and steaming land.

The people, whom the monsoon has robbed of their occupa-
tion, lounge away the hours, building boats, and mending
nets casually and without haste or concentrated effort. Four
months must clapse before they can again put to so the

is 1o cause for hurry. They are frankly bored by the life they
have to lead between fishing season and fishing scason, but
they are a healthy-minded and withal a law-abiding people,

who do little evil even when their hands are idle.

Then the monsoon breaks, and they put out to sea once
more, stretching to their paddles, and shouting 1w chorus as
they dance across the waves to the fishing grounds. During
this scason numerous ugly and uncleanly steamboats tramp

up the coast, calling at all the principal ports for the cargoes

of dried fish that find a ready market in Singapore, and thus
the fisher folk have no difficulty in disposing of their take
Prices do not rank high, for a hundredweight of fish is sold
on the East Coast for abour six shillings and sixpence of our

money, but the profits of a season are more than sufficient to
keep a fisherman and his family in decency during the months
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of his inactivity. The shares which are apportioned to- the
working hands in cach crew, and to the owners of the crafts
and nets, are all determined by ancient custom. The unwritten
law is clearly recognised and und d by all c d
and thus the constant disputes which would otherwise in-
evitably arise are avoided. Custom—aAdat—is the fetish of the
Malay. Before it even the Hukum Shara, the Divine Law of
the Prophet, is powerless, in spite of the professed Muham-
madanism of the people. ‘Let our children die rather than our
customs,’ says the vernacular proverb, and for once an old
saw echoes the sentiment of a race.

The average monthly carnings of a fisherman is about six-
teen shillings (88), and though to our ideas this sounds but a
poor return for all the toil and hardship he must endure, and
the many risks and dangers which surround his avocation,
to a simple people it is all-sufficient.

A fisherman can live in comfort on some three shillings a
month, and wife and little ones can, therefore be supported,
and money saved against the close season, if a man be prudent.
The owners of boats and nets receive far larger sums, but none
the less they generally take an active part in the fishing opera-
tions. From one end of the coast to the other, the capitalist
who owns many crafts, and lives upon the income derived
from their hire, is almost unknown.

The fish crowd the shallow shoal waters and move up and
down the coast, during the whole of the open season, in great
schools acres in extent. Occasionally their passage may be
marked from afar by the flight of hungry sea-fowl hovering
and flittering above them; the white plumage of the restless
birds glints and flashes in the sunlight as they wheel and dip
and plunge downwards, or soar upwards again with their
prey. 1 have seen a school of fish beating the surface of the
quict sca into a thousand glistening splashes, 4s in vain they
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attempted to escape their restless pursuers, who, floaring
through the air above them, or plunging madly down, be-
laboured the water with their wings, and kept up a deafening
chores of gleeful sercamings,

These seas carry almost everything that the salt ocean
waters can produce. Just as the forests of the Peninsula teem
with a life that is strangely prodigal in its profusion, and in
the infinite varicty of its forms, so do the waters of the China
Sea defy the naturalist to classify the myriad wonders of their
denizens. The shores are strewn with shells of all shapes and
sizes, which display every delicate shade of prismatic colour,
every marvel of dainty tracery, every beanty of curve and
spiral that the mind of man can conceive. The hard sand
which the tide has left is pitted with tiny holes, the lairs of a
million crabs and sea inscets. The beaches are covered with
a wondrous diversity of animal and vegetable growths
thrown up and discarded by the tide. Scaweed of strange
varicties, and of every fantastic shape and texture, the round
balls of fibrous grass-like gigantic thistledowns, which scurry
before the light breeze, as though endued with life, the white
oval shells of the cuttle-fish, and the shapeless hideous masses
of dead medusac, all lic about in extricable [sic] confusion on
the sandy shores of the East Coast.

In the sea itself all manner of fish are found; the great
sharks, with their shapeless gashes of mouth set with the fine
keen teeth; the sword-fishes with their barred weapons seven
and eight feet long; the stinging ray, shaped like a child’s kite,
with its rasping hide and its two sharp bony frickers set on
its long tail; the handsome ténggiri, marked like a mackerel,
the first of which when taken are a royal perquisite on the
Coast; the little smelts and red-fish; the thousand varicties
that live among the sunken rocks, and are brought to the
surface by lines six fathoms long; the cray-fish, prawns, and
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shirimps: and the myriad forms of semisvegetable life that
find 2 home in the tepid tropic sea, all these, and many more
for which we have no name, live and die and prey upon each
ather along the castern shores of the Peninsula,

Here may be seen the schooly of porpoises—which the
Malays name ‘the racers’—plunging through the waves, or
leaping over one another with that case of motion, and that
absence of all visible cffort, which gives so faine an idea of
the pace ar which they travel. Yet when a ship is tearing
through the waters at the rate of four Iumdred miles a day,
the porpoises play backwards and forwards across the plough-
ing forcfoor of the bow. and find no difficulty in holding
their own. Here, too, is that monster fish which so nearly
rescmbles the shark that the Malays call it by that name, with
the added title of ‘the fool” It lies almost motionless about
cwo fathoms below the surface, and when the fisher folk spy
it, one of their number drops noisclessly over the side, and
swims down to it, Before this is done it behoves a man to
look carcfully, and to assure himself thav it is indeed the Fool,
and not his brother of the cruel teeth who lies down below
through the clear water. A mistake on this point means a
sudden violent commation on the surface, a glimpse of an
agonised human face mutely imploring aid, the slow blending
of certain scarlet patches of fluid with the surrounding water,
and then 4 retarn to silence and peace, and the calm of an
unruffied sea, But if it is indeed the Fool that floats so idly
below them, the boatmen know that much meat will pre=
sently be theirs. The swimmer cautiously approaches the great
lazy fish, which makes no ffort to avoid him. Then the gently
agitated fingers of a human hand are pressed against the
monster’s side just below the fins, and fish and man risc to the
surface, the latter tickling gently, the former placid and de=
lighted by the novel sensation. The swimmer then hitches
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one hand on to the boat in order to suppore himsclf, and
contmucs the gentle motion of the fingers of his ather hand,
which still rests under the fin of his prey. The great fish seems
too intoxicated with pleasure to move. [t presses softly against
the swimmer, and the men in the boat head slowly for the
shore, When the shallow water is reached every weapon on
board is plunged into the body of the Fool, and he is cut up
at Jeisur

Cray-fish also are caughe by tickling all along the coast.
The nstrument used in chis case 15 not the human hand, bue
a small rod, called a jai, to the end of which a rattan noose is

fixed. The work is chiefly entrusted to lietle children, who
paddle into the shallow water at points where the cray-fish
are feeding, and gently tickle the itching prominent eycballs
of their vietims, The irritation in these organs must be con-
stant and excessive, for the cray-fish rub them gently
object that presents itself, and when they feel the mulhlm_
friction of the rattan noose they lic motionless, paralysed
with pleasure. The noose is gradually slipped over the pro-

against

truding eyes, when itis drawn taut, and thus the great prawns
are landed. Even when the strain has been taken too soon,
and a cray-fish has eseaped with one eyeball wrenched from
its socket, it not uncommonly occurs that the intolerable

irritation in its other eye drives it back ence more to the rattan
noose, there to have the itching allayed by the gentle friction.

Jelly-fish, too, abound on the East Coast, They come aboard
i the nets, staring with black beady eyes from out the shape-
less masses of their bodies, Jooking in the pale moonlight like
the faces of lost souls, showing on the surface of the bottom-
less pit, casting despairing arms around their heads in impo-
tent agony. The water which has sluiced over their slimy

bodies is charged with irritating propertics, such as drive a
man to tear the very flesh from his bones in a fruitless attempt
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1o allay the horrible itching. When the water drics, the irrita-
tion ceascs, but at sea, and at night, when the dew falls like
fain, and onc is drenched to the skin by water from the nets,
itis not casy for anything to become dry. Therefore one must
suffer patiently till the boat puts back again at dawn.

“These are some of the creatures which share with the Fisher
Folk the scas of the East Coast, and hundreds of devices are
used to capture them. Nets of all shapes and sizes, seine nets
with their bobbing floats, bag nets of a hundred kinds, drop
nets, and casting nets. Some are set all night, and are liberally
sprinkled with bait. Some arc worked round schools of fish
by a single boat, which flies in its giant cirele, propelled by a
dripping flanic from the phosphorescence

score of paddles d
with which cach drop of the Eastern sea is charged. Some

are cautiously spread by the men in one boat, according to
d to them by a second, from the side of
listening intently to the

directions signalle
which a diver hangs by one arm,
motion of the fish, and judging with marvellous accuracy
the direction which they are taking. Lines of all sorts, hooks
of every imaginable shape, all the tricks and devices, which
have been leartied by hundreds of years of experience on the
fishing grounds, are employed by the people of the East Coast
to swell their daily and nightly takes of fish.
In the sheleered water of the Straits of Malacea, huge traps
are constructed of stakes driven into the sca-bottom, and in-
these the vast majority of the fish are caught. But on the Bast
Coast such a means of taking fish is forbidden by nature. A
single day of monsoon wind would be sufficient to destroy’
and scatter far and wide the work of months, and so the Fisheé
Folk whose lot is cast by the waters of the China Sea, di
more skill in their netting and lining than any other P
Malays, for on these alone can they depend for the fish
which they live.
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Their boats are of every size, but the shape is nearly the
same in cach case, from the tiny kolek which can only hold
three men, to the great pukar dalam or scine-boat, which re-
quires more than a score of paddlers to work her. They are
ol znade of chingal; one of the lardest:and toughest wonds
that is yiclded by the jungles of the Peninsula, They all rise
slightly at the stern and at the bows; they all are dec]
with wide laths of bamboos they

d in

all carry a mast which may
be lowered or raised at will, and which scems to be altogether
too tall and heavy for safery; they all fly under a vast spread
of yellow palm-mat sail, che sight of which, as it fills above

you, and you lic clutching the bulwark on the canting boat,
while half the crew are hanging by ropes over the windward
side, fairly rakes your breath away; and all arc so rigged that
if taken aback the mast must pare or the hoat be inevitably
capsized. But the Fisher Folk know the signs of the heavens
as no others may know them, and when danger 15 appre-
hended the mast is lowered. the sail furled, and the boat headed
for shore.

The real danger is when men are oo cagerly engaged in
fishing to note the signals which the skies are making to them.
A party of Kélantan fisher folk nearly came by their death a
year or two ago by reason of such carclessness. One of them
is a friend of mine, and he told me the tale. Eight of them
put to sea in a jalak to troll for fish, and ran before a light
breeze, with two score of lines trailing glistening spoon-baits
in their wa itself a
pretty surc sign that a storm was not far off, but the men
‘Were too busy pulling in the lines, knocking the fish from
the hooks with their wooden mallets, and trailing the lines
Tt again, to spare a glance at the sky or the horizon. Sud-
ly came the gust, striking, as do the squalls of the tropics,
the flar of a giant’s hand. The mast was new and sound,

. The fish were extraordinarily
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the boat canted quickly, the water rose to the line of the
bulwarks, paused, shivered, and then in a delug : plunged into
the hold. A cry from the crew, a loud bue futile shrick of
tions from the owner, a splashing of released fish, a fight-
and the eight fishermen found themselves

direct
ing flood of water,
struggling in the arms of an angry sea.

The boar, keel uppermost, rocked uneasily on the waves,
and the men, casting off their scant garments, made shift to
im to her, and climb up her slippery dipping side. The
er them, a line of tropic rain, beating a lashing
—ripped troubled waters; then & blinding
of the shivering

W
storm passed ov
tatcoo upon the white
downpour stinging on the bare brown bac
fishermen; and lastly a black shadow, lowering above a foam-
flecked sca, driving quickly shorewards. Then came the sun,
anxious to show its power after its temporary defear. It bear
pitilessly on the bare bodies of the men huddled rogether on
the rocking keel of the boat. Firstit warmed them pleasandy,
and then it scorched and flayed them, aided as it was by the
fierce reflection thrown back from the salt waters. For a day
and a night they suffered all the agonics of exposure in the
tropics. Burning heat by day, chill aits at night, stiffening the
uncovered limbs of the fishermen, who now half mad with
hunger, thirst, and exhaustion, atched with a horrid fascina-
which every now and then showed above
y to plainly that
h to their

tion the great fins,
the surface of the waters, and told them onl
the sharks expected soon to get a meal very muc
liking.

On the second day Che’ Leh, the owner of the boat, urged
his fellows to attemp to right her by a plan which he ex=
plained to them, but ar first the fear of the sharks held them
motionless. At length hunger and thirst aiding Che' Leh's:
persuasions, they dropped off the boat, making a great sph

ing to scare the sharks, and afer hours of cruel toil, for Wi
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their exhausted condition fitted them but ill, they succeeded
in loosening the mast, and releasing the palm-leaf sail. Long
pauses were necessary at frequent intervals, for the men were
very weak. At last the sail loated upwards under the boat,
and by a great effort the castaways succeeded in spreading it
taut, so that the boat was half supported by it. Then, all push-
ing from one side, gaining such a foothold as the sail afforded
them, they succeeded, after many straining efforts, i righting
her. Slowly and painfully they baled her out, and then lay
for many hours too inert to move.

Late on the third day they reached the shore, but they had
been carried many miles down the coast to a part where they
were unknown. The cight naked men presented chemselves
at a village and asked for food and shelrer, but the people
feared that they were fugitives from some Raja’s wrath, and
many hours clapsed before they received the aid of which
they stood so sorely in need.

The belicfs and superstitions of the Fisher Folk would fill
many volumes. They believe in all manner of devils and local
sprites. They fear greatly the demons that preside over ani-
mals, and will not willingly mention the names of birds or
beasts while at sea. Instead, they call them all chewch—which,
to them, signifies an animal, though to others it is meaning-
less, and is supposed not to be understanded of the beasts. To
this word they talk on the sound which cach beast makes in
order to indicate what animal is referred to; thus the pig
is the grunting chewch, the buffalo the cheweh that says ‘uak’,
and the snipe the chewch that cries “kek-kek'. Each boat that
puts to sca has been medicined with care, many incantations
and other magic obscrvances having been had recourse to,
in obedience to the rules which the superstitious people have
followed for ages. After cach take the boat is ‘swept’ by the
medicine man, with a tuft of leaves prepared with mystic
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ceremonics, which is carried at the bow for the purpose. The
omens are watched with exact care, and if they be adverse
no fishing boat puts to sea that day. Every act in their lives
is regulated by some regard for the demons of the sea and air,
and yet these folk are nominally Muhammadans, and, accord-
ing to that faith, magic and sorcery, incantations to the spirits,
and prayers to demons are all unclean things forbidden to the
people. Bue the Fisher Folk, like other inhabitants of the Pen-
insula, are Malays first and Muhammadans afterwards. Their
religious creed goes no more than skin deep, and affects but
little the manner of their daily life.

All up and down the coast, from S&deli in Johor to the
islands near Senggora, the Fisher Folk are found during the
open season. Fleets of smacks leave the villages for the spots
along the shore where fish are most plentiful, and for cight
months in the year these men live and slecp in their boats.
The town of Kuala Tréngganu, however, is the headquarters
of the fishing trade, as indeed it is of all the commercial enter-
prisc on this side of the Peninsula. At the poine where the
Tréngganu river falls into the sea, a sandy headland juts out,
forming a little bay, to which three conical rocky hills make
a background, relieving the general flatmess of the coast. In
this bay, and picturesquely grouped about the foot of these
hills, the thatched houses of the capital, and the cool green
fruit groves cluster closely. Innumerable fishing crafts lie at
anchor, or are beached along the shore; gaily-dressed natives
pass hither and thither, engrossed in their work or play; and
the little brown bodies of the naked children fleck the yellow
sands. Seen across the dancing waves, and with appearance
of motion which, in this steaming land, the heat-haze gives
to even inanimate objects, this scene is indescribably preteys
shining and alive.

But at dawn the prospect is different. The background is
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the same, but the colour of the scene is less intense though
the dark waves have rosy lights in them reflected from the
ruddy sky of the dawn. A slowly paling fire shinies here and
there upon the shore, and the cool land breeze blows seaward.
Borne upon the wind come stealing our a hundred graceful,
noiseless fishing smacks. The men aboard them are cold and
sleepy. They sit huddled up in the stern, with their sarons
drawn high about their shoulders, under the shadow of the
palim-leaf sail, which shows dark above them in the faine
light of carly morming. The only sound is che whisper of the
wind in the rigging, and the song of the forcfoor as it drives
the water before it in lietle curving ripples. And so the fleer
floats out and out, and presently is lost on the glowing castern
sky-line. At sundown the boats come racing back, heading
for the sinking sun, bome on the evening wind, which sets
shorewards, and ac about the same hour the great

steadil

seine-boats, with their crews of labouring paddlers, beat out

1o sea.

So live they, so die they, year in and year out. Toiling and
enduring, with no hope or wish for change of scene. De-
lighting in such simple pleasures as their poor homes affor
surrounded by beautics of nature, which they lack the soul
to appreciate; and yet experiencing that keen enjoymient
which is born of dancing waves, of pace, of action, and of
danger, tha thrilling throb of the red blood through the
veins, which, when all is said and done makes up more than
half of the joy of living.

It was not always so with them, for within the memory

of old men upon the Coast, the Fisher Falk were once pirates
to a man. The last survivor of those who formed the old law-
less bands was an intimate friend of mine own. When 1 last
saw him, a day or two before his death in 1891, he begged
endship by supplying

that [ would do him one final act of
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him with a winding sheet, that he might go decently to his
grave under the sods and the spear-grass, bearing thither a2
token of the love I bore him. It was a good shroud of fine
white calico bought in the bazaar, and it cost more than a
dollaz. But I found it very willingly, for I remembered that
I was aiding to remove from the face of the carth, and to lay
in his quict resting-place, the last Pirate on the East Coast.

From In Court and Kampong, London 1897,



UP COUNTRY

17 has been said that a white man, who has lived twelve con-
secutive months in complete isolation, among the people
of an alien Asiatic race is never wholly sane again for the
remainder of his days. This, in a measure, is true; for the
life he then learns to live, and the discoveries he makes in
that unmapped land, the gates of which are closed, locked,
barred, and chained against all but a very few of his country-
men, teach him to love many things which all right-minded
people very properly detest. The free, queer, utterly uncon-
ventional lifc has a fascination which is all its own. Each day
brings a litrle added knowledge of the hopes and ears, long-
ings and desires, joys and sorrows, pains and agonies of the
people among whom his lot is cast. Each hour brings fresh
insight into the mysterious workings of the minds and hearts
of that very human section of our race, which ignorant Eu-
ropeans calmly class as ‘niggers’. All these things come to
possess a charm for him, the power of which grows apace,
and eats into the very marrow of the bones of the man who
has once tasted this paricular fruit of the great Tree of Know-
ledge. Just as the old smugglers, in the Isle of Man, were wont
to hear the sea calling to them; go where he may, do what
he will, the voice of the jungle, and of the people who dwell
iin those untrodden places, sounds in the cars of one who has
lived the life. Ever and anon it cries to him to come back,
‘come back to the scenes, the people, the life which he knows
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and understands, and which, in spite of all its hardships, he

tras learned to love.

The great wheel of progress, like some vast snowball, rolls
steadily along, gathering to itself all manner of weird and
unlikely places and people, Blling wp the hollows laying the
high hills low. Rays of searching garish light reflected from
its surface are pitilessly flashed into the dark places of the
carth, which have been wrapped around by the old-time dim
religious light, since first the waorld began. The people in
whose cyes these rays beat so mercilessly, reel and stumble
blindly on in their march through life, taking wrong turnings
at every step, and going waoefully astray. Let us hope that
succeeding generations will become used to the new condi-
tions, and will fight their way back o a truer path; for there
is no blinking the fact that the first, immediate, and obvious
effects of our spirit of progress upon the weaker races tend
towards degeneration,

Ten years ago the Peninsula was very different from what
it has since become, and many places where the steam-engine
now shricks to the church bells, and the shire-collar galls the

part and parcel of that
known but to the few

perspiring neck, were but recently
vast ‘up country’, which is so lietle
who dwell in it, curse it,—and love it.

 sent my soul through the invisible,

Some Letter of the After-Life to spell,

And Presently my Soul returned to me

And whispered “Thou thyself art Heaven or Hell.!

So sings the old Persian poct, lying in his rose garden, by
the wine-cup that robbed him of his Robe of Honour, an€:
his words are truc; though not quite in the sens¢ in which he.
wrote them. For this wisdom the far-away jungles also ©
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2 man who has to rely solely upon himself, and upon his own
resources, for the manner of his life, and the form which it
is to take, To all dwellers in the desolate solitude, which every
white man experiences, who is cast alone among natives,
there are two "up countries'—his Heaven and Hell, and both
are of his own making, The latter is the one of which he
speaks to his fellow race-mates—if he speaks at all about his
solitary life. The former lies at the back of his heart, and is
only known to himself, and then but dimly known dll the
time comes for a return to the Tents of Shem. Englishmen,
above all other men, revel in their privilege of being allowed
to grumble and 'grouse’ over the lives which the Fates have
allotted to them. They speak bricfly, roughly, and grufily of
the hardships they endure, making but little of them perhaps,
and talking as though their lives, as a matter of course, were
made up of these things only. The instinet of the race is to
see life through the national pea-soup fog, which makes all
things dingy, unlovely, and ugly. Nothing is more difficult
than to induce men of our race to confess that in their lives
—hard though they may have been—good things have not
held aloof, and that they have often been quite happy under
the most unlikely circumstances, and in spite of the many
horrors and privations which have long encompassed them
about.
Let us take the Hell first, We often have to do so, making
a virtue of necessity, and a habit is a habit; morcover, our
pains are always more interesting than our pleasures—to our
neighbours. Therefore, let us take the dark view of up-country
life to start upon. In the beginning, when first 2 man turns
from his own people, and dwells in isolation among an alien
race, he suffers many things. The solitude of soul—that erri-
ble solitude which is only to be experienced in a crowd—the
dead monotony, without hope of change; the severance from
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all the pleasant things of life, and the want of any substitutes
for them, cat ito the heart and brain of him as a corrosive
acid eats into iron. He longs for the fellowship of his own
ceding great longing, dll it becomes a

people with an e
burden oo gricvous to bear; he yeams to find comradeship
among the people of the land, but he knows not yet the man-
ner by which their confidence may be won, and they, on
their side, know him for a stranger within their gates, view
him with keen suspicion, and hold him at arm’s length. His
ideas, his prejudices, his modes of thought, his views on every
conceivable subject differ oo widely from their own, for
immediate sympathy to be possible between him and them.
His habits are the habits of a white man, and many licele things,
to which he has not yet learned to attach importance, are as
revolting to the natives, as the pleasant custom of spitting
on the carpet, which somc old-world Rajas still affect, is to

Europeans. His manners; too, from the native point of view,
arc as bad as his habits arc unclean. He is respected for his
wisdom, hated for his airs of superiority, pitied for his ignor-
ance of many things, feared for what he represents, laughed
at for his cccentric habits and customs, despised for his infide-
licy to the Faith, abhorred for his want of beauty, according
to native standards of taste, and loved not at all. The men
disguise their feclings, skilfully as only Orientals can, bue the
wonien and the little children do not scruple to show what
their sentiments really are. When he goes abroad, the old
women snarl at him as he passes and spit ostentatiously, after
the native manner when some unclean thing is at hand, The
mothers snatch up their little ones and carry them hurriedly
away, casting a look of hate and fear over their shoulders a8
they run. The children seream and yell, clutch their mothers’
garments, or trip and fall, howling dismally the while, i
theit frantic cfforts to fly his presence. He is Frankenstein'®
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monster, yearning for love and fellowship with his kind,
longing to feel the hand of a friend in his, and yet knowing,
by the unmistakable signs which a sight of him causes, that
he is indescribably repulsive to the people among whom he
lives. Add to all this that he is cut off from all the things
which, to educared Europeans, make life lovely, and you will
realise that his is indeed a sorry case. The privations of the
body, if he has sufficient grir to Justify his existence, count
for litdle. He can live on any kind of food, sleep on the hardest

of hard mats, or on the bare ground, with his head and feet
in a puddle, if needs must. He can turn night into day, and
sleep through the sunlight, or sleepnot acall, as the case may
be, if any useful purpose is to be served thereby. These are
not things to trouble him, though the feshpors of Egypt arc
very good when duty allows him to turn his back for a space
upon the desert. Privations all these things are called in or-
dinary parlance, but they are of little moment, and are good
for his liver. The real privations are of quite another sort, He
never hears music; never sees a lovely picture; never joins in
the talk and listens lovingly to conversation which strikes the
answering sparks from his sodden brain. Above all, he never
encounters the softening influence of the socicty of ladics of

his own race, His few books arc for a while his companions,
but he reads them through and through, and cons them o'er
and o'er, till the best sayings of the best authors ring flat on
his sated cars like the ccho of a twice-told tale. He has not
yet learned that there is a great and marvellous book lying
beneath his hand, a book in which all may read if thoy find
but the means of opening the clasp which locks it, a book in
which a man may read for years and never know saticty,
which, though older than the hills, is ever new, and which,
though studicd for a lifetime, is never exhausted, and is never
completely understood. This knowledge comes later; and it
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is then that the Chapter of the Great Book of Human Nature,
which deals with natives, engrosses his attention and, touching
the grayness of his life, like the rising sun, tms it into gold
and purple.

Maiy other chiings he has to endure, Educated white men
for feeling bored; and a

have inherited an infinite capacity
hot climate, which fries us all over a slow fire, grills boredom
into irritability. The study of oriental human nature requires
endless patience; and this is the hardest virtue for a young,
energetic white man, with the irritable brain of his race, to
acquire. Without it life is a misery—for

It is not gaod for the Christian’s health
To hurry the Aryan brown,

For the Christian riles and the Aryan smiles
And he weareth the Christian down:;

And the end of that fight is a tombstone white
With the name of the

And the epitaph clear, A fool lies here
Who tried to hustle the East.

ate deceased,

Then gradually, very gradually, and by how slow degrees
he shudders in after days to recall, a change comes o'er the
spirit of his nightmare. Almost unconsciously, he begins to
perceive that he is sundered from the people of the land by a
gulf which they can never hope to bridge over. 1f he is ever
to gain their confidence the work must be of his own doing.
They cannot come up to this level, he must go down to the
plains in which they dwell. He must put off many of the
things of the white man, must forget Ins airs of superiority,
and must be content to be merely a native Chief among
natives. His pride rebels, his prejudices ery out and will not
be silenced, he knows that he will be misunderstood by his
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race-mates, should they sce him among the people of his
adoption, but the aching solitude beats down one and all of
these things; and, like that eminently sensible man, the Pro-
phet Mohammed, he gets him to the Mountain, since it is
immovable and will not come to him.

Then begins a new life. He must start by learning the lan-
guage of his fellows, as perfectly as it is given to a stranger
to learn it. That is bue the first step in a long and often a
weary march. Next, he must study, with the eagerness of
Browning’s Grammarian, cvery native custom, every native
conventionality, every one of the ten thousand ceremonial
observances to which natives attach so vast an importance.
He must grow to understand each one of the hints and dowbles
entenites, of which Malays make such frequent use, every little
mannerism, sign and token, and, most difficult of all, every
motion of the hearts, and every turn of thought, of those
whom he is beginning to call his own people. He must be-
come conscious of native Public Opinion, which is often
diametrically opposed to the opinion of his race-mates on one
and the same subject. He must be able to unerringly predict
how the slightest of his actions will be regarded by the natives,
and he must shape his course accordingly, if he is to maintain
his influence with them, and to win their sympathy and their
confidence. He must be able to place himself in imagination
in all manner of unlikely places, and thence to instinctively
feel the native Point of View. That is really the whole secret
of governing natives. A quick perception of their Point of
View, under all conceivable circumstances, a rapid process
by which a European places himself in the position of the
native, with whom he is dealing, an instinctive and instant-
ancous apprehension of the precise manner in which he will
be affected, and a clear vision of the man, his feelings, his
surroundings, his hopes, his desires, and his sorrows —these,
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and these alone. mean that complete sympathy, without which
the white man among Malays is but as a sounding brass and
as a tinkling cymbal.

it does not all come at once. Months, perhaps years, pass
Defore the exile begins to feel chat he is getting any grip upon
the natives, and even when he thinks that he knows as much
about them as is good for any man, the oriental soul shakes
itself in its brown casing, and comes out in some totally un-
apected and unlooked-for place, to his no small mortifica-
tion and discouragement. But, when he has got thus far, dis-

couragement matters lirtle, for he has become bitten with
the love of his discoveries, and he can no more quit them
than the dipsomaniac can abandon the drams which are killing
him.

Then he gets deep into a groove and is happy. His fingers
are between the leaves of the Book of Human Nature, and
his cager cyes are scanning the lines of the chapter which in
time he hopes to make his own. The advent of another white
man is a weariness of the flesh. The natives about him' have
learnied to look upon him as one of their own people. His
speech s their speech, he can think as they do, can feel as
they fecl, rejoice in their joys, and sorrow in their pains. He
can tell them wonderful things, and a philosophy of which
they had not dreanied. He never offends their suscepribilitics,
never wounds their sel-respect, never sins against their num-
erous conventionalitics. He has feasted with them at their
weddings, doctored their pains, healed their sick, protected
them from oppression, stood their friend in time of need,
done them a thousand kindnesses, and has helped their dying
through the strait and awful pass of death. Above all, he
understands, and, in a manner, they love him. A new white
man, speaking to him in an unknown tongue, seems to lift
him for the time out of their lives. The stranger jars on the
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natives, who are the exile’s people, and he looking through
the native cyes which are no longer strange to him, sees where
his race-mate offends, and in his turn is jarred, unul he begins
to hate his own countrynien. Coming out of the groove hurts
badly, and going back inta it is almost worse, but when a
man is once well set in the rue of nadve life, these do not
disturb him; for he is happy, and has no need of other and
higher things. This is the exile’s Heaven.

As years go on the up-country life of which 1 write will

become less and less common in this Peninsula of ours, and
the Malays will be governed wholly by men, who, never
having lived their lives, cannot expect to have more than a
surface knowledge of the people whose destinies are in their
hands. The Native States will, I fancy, be none the better
governed, and those who rule theny will miss much which
has tended to widen the lives of the men who came before
them, and who dwelt among the people while they were still
as God made them.

And those who led these lives? The years will dim the

memorics of all they once learned and knew and experienced;
and as they indite the caustic minute to the suffering sub-
ordinate, and strangle with swaddlings of red-tape the tender
babe of prosperity, they will perchance look back with won-
der at the men they once were, and thinking of their exper-
tences in the days of long ago will marvel that cach one of
them as he lefe the desert experienced the pang of Chillon's
prisoner—
Even |
Regained my freedom with a sigh.

From In Court and Kampong, London 1897.
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‘OUR TRUSTY AND WELL-BELOVED'

—— PRl

Sir PrILIP HANBURY-ERSKINE, G.C.B,G c.M.¢.—whose
other titles, in the liberal type of the Royal Commission,
which that day had been read before the Legislative Council,
had filled up many lincs of print, ‘Our trusty and well-beloved
Philip Hanbury-Erskine’, as the said Commission had it—
was pursued by the twin devils of restlessness and insomnia.
Old memories—memories that mocked his present eminence
__tore at the heart of him; and after sundry vain attempts
to read, first 4 turgid official report and subsequently a frivo~
lous French novel, he slipped from under his mosquito-net,
and paddled barefoot on to the wide verandah that flanked
his bedroom.

Leaning over the balustrade, he looked forth upon the
sleeping capital of his kingdom. The throne which he had
that day ascended had been for many years the Mecea of his
pilgrimage, the goal of his ambitions, the dream of a man
to whom hard toil of a practical kind had left scant space for
dreaming. From the verandah upon which he stood aided
by the cminence upon which Government House was set,
he looked in bird's-eye fashion over the town that lay sleeping
abour his feet, The ethereal moonlight of south-castern Asia
spread its glamour all about, blurring and softening details,
but revealing essentials as clearly as the light of day could do.
Against the distant skyline the wooded cones of a litdle archi-
pelago scemed to float like giant lotuses upon the surface of
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the glitrering sca; nearer inshore the lights of moored ship-
ping were points of garish, crudely-red fire against the black
bulks of the hulls; immediately before them big stone build-

ings huddled closely together as though striving for standing-
room marked the offices and godowns the stores and shops
of the business quarter of the town.

Sir Philip’s eye passed casually over all these things—though
each one of them held for him memorics of a half-forgotten
youth—and drawing farther inland, dwelt upon the packed
yet seraggling native quarter, which, beginning where the
solid edifices devoted to toil and trade had their ending,
covered closely some ten square miles of alluyial flar, and
broke up, just as a wave sprays against a rock, around the foot
of the hill upon which Government House had its stand. Far
away to the right, the bungalows of the Europeatt p pulati
gave a hint of their presence by glimpses of tiled roofs em-
bowered in clustering vegetation.

Although the town was sleeping, from the restless native
quarter there came a low, monotonous buzz and hum, that
was as a familiar music in Sir Philip's cars, The pulsing of
native drums, faint as a heart-beat, but instince with a wild,
half-savage unrest, came to him ficfully, like a voice crying
from the past, and set his nerves tingling. The subtle scent
of an Eastern bazaar—which is compact of spice and garlic
and fruit, and of warm, voluptuous humanity—was borne
to him, faint and encrvating, upon the sauntering breezes of
the night, awakening old thoughts, old memories, old de-
sires, with a vividness that is possible only when an appeal is
made to us through our sense of smell. Sight and sound and
seent—cach one of them so strangely, so startlingly familiar;
cach one of them an experience that belonged to a dim and
distant past—whipped Sir Philip with a sudden craving for
freedom and for youth; pricked him with an unfettered reck-
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Tessness: rowelled him with a passionate hatred for the ordered
its

present with its conventions, its formalities, its dutic:
burdens, its petty responsibilities; and held forth to him as a
lure the delight of one ‘crowded hour of glorious life’ down
there in the seething ant-heap of native life—one more hour,
only one, such as had been his of old.

Fe was a thick=set but active man, somewhat below middle
size, with coarse black hair and dark, picrcing eyes. He bore
his fifty years more lightly than many men his juniors by 2
decade bore the burden of their age; and to-night memory

kened in him the recklessness, the

and association had
impetuosity and something of the divine, audacious folly
of youth. He was quivering like a terrier as he stood there
gazing out into the night, inhaling with fierce cagerness the
scents that were borne to him from the bazaar; and his grasp

upon the verandah-rail rightened tll the iron seemed to eat
into his palms. Tt was to him as though he were holding on
with might and main to the conventional, respectable, iron-
bound realities that hem in the life of a high Colonial official;
yet he held on to them, mechanically, instinetively. reluctantly
~for of a sudden these things were revealed to him as har-
assing trivialities that were of nothing worth.

He had left this land on promotion three-and-twenty years
before; and in leaving, it had always seemed to him, he had
lefe behind him also his youth. Since then, in uncounted
of the Empire, he had served in this post or the other,

quarte
garnering unsought honours by the way, dealing with pro-
blems of various degrees of interest, complexity, difficulty,
o dulness; and climbing ever higher, higher in the Colonial
hierarchy, until now, in the fulness of time, his dearest, his
only steady, ambition had been gratified, and he had returned
at last to the land in which his first years of toil had been
spent, to rule over it a5 Governor, All through those years,
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in climates good and bad—climates whose unvarying heat
had tanned his face to a dull, colourless brown—the artain-
ment of this position had ever nestled somewhere at the back
of his mind as a cherished hope. Now that hope had been
realised, and Philip Hanbury-Erskine, loosing his hold on the
verandah-rail, threw passionate hands aloft, and broke out
into the oldest and surely the bitterest of all human cries,
‘O vanitas vanitatum! Which of us has his desire, or, having
it, is satisfied "

He had won back his kingdom; but the cruelty of conven-
tion sull withheld from him a taste of his vanished youth,
Should itz Must it2 To the devil with conventions and re-
spectabilities !

He had loosed his hold on the verandah-rail, and with it
his grip upon the staid and straitened path, in the rut of which
the feet of a Colonial Governor should rest. He passed into
his bedroom with a furiously beating heart, and prosently
youth and memory had wrought their miracle. Sir Philip
Hanbury-Erskine passed, I have said, into his bedroom, but
the man who presently emerged therefrom was not, o all
outward sceming, Sir Philip Hanbury-Erskine. One distin-
guished potentate had dropped for the nonce out of the Co-
lonial Office List: one unconsidered entity the more had been
added to the seething, shifting, brown thousands of the native
quarter.

As he slipped over the rail of the ground-floor verandah—
using in his exit from his own house as much caution as a
thicf might have adopted in effocting an entrance—he laughed
to himself with a light-hearted recklessness that had not visited
him for years. His staid, official self had been left among the
tumbled bed-sheets and the cast-off pyjamas in his room up-
stairs, and with it had remained the burden of advancing age.
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Once free of the house and within the shelter of the black
shadows cast by a clump of palms, he stamped his bare feet
into the cool fragrance of the dew-drenched grass, and with
difficulty restrained a shout of exultaton. He was young
again—young, young, young! He was going back to ‘his
own people’, as he had always affectionately called them—
the people among whom his youthful days had been spent;
the people whose language, thoughts, and hopes and fears had
of old been as his own, He was about to dip once again into
the secret wells of native life, to hear the old sounds, smell
the old smells, experience the old sensations, and for a brief
hour to forger that he was one upon whose shoulders Fate
had imposed the burden of official greatness, with all its
dwarfing, soul-stunning conventionalities. For years—such
long, long weary years—he had not been suffered to be
natural, to be himself—cven to be a Man. Instead, he had
been only an Official, only the temporary holder of a given
post—one who was so much in the public eye in the liele
worlds wherein he had laboured, that his every action, his
every opinion, almost his every chance word, had been re-
garded as legitimate subject for comment and for criticism.
Now, just for once, before it was too late, before his should
have become a figure too familiar in the place for such wild
pranks to be possble, he would steal from the hampering
fictions wherewith his life was besct one little hour of freedom
absolute, of unshackled individuality, of manhood and of
youth.

It is one of the many astounding facts of Asia that two scts
of human lives, the white and the native can coexist side by
side in a single locality, cach almost completely ignorant of
the other, each barely touching its neighbour on the outside
edges, and then only at rare intervals. Yet the man who is,
as it were, amphibious—to whom the terra firma of solid
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British convention and the deep waters of Oriental life are
alike familiar—finds himself stepping from one to the other
at will and with an appalling suddenness, Philip Hanbury-
Erskine had in the days of his youth been one of these rare
amphibians; and even now his memory held the key which
can unlock the gates that are barred so jealously againse all
but a handful of his countrymen. Within half an hour of the
time that had seen him leave the outer shell of His Excellency
the Governor the G.C.B. and the G.C.M.G. and all the rest
of it, in a discarded heap upon his bedroom floor, Europe
and its memories had been thrust into the obscure distance,
and he was back once more in the old, old East.

His bare feet puddled the dust of the roadway, already set
with the impressions of countless unshod feet; his eyes dwelt
Jovingly upon the string:bedsteads placed in the five-foot
ways before the native shops, and upon the white figures
stretched corpse-like upon them; the throbbing beat of drums,
each thud and lile of which held for him its inner meaning,
came to his ears, the half-savage cadences keeping time to his
own unrest; the reck—the old, familiar reck—of an Asiatic
bazaar, pungent, penetrating, cncrvating, volup per-
vaded the stillness of the night, and he opened wide his nos-
trils and snuffed it in lovingly because it awoke in him such
wild visions of the past.

Noisclessly as a shadow he flitted along the broad road—
flanked by native shops and by the sleeping, white-clad figures
aping the likeness of the dead—and presently trned down
a narrow alley on his left, where old and dilapidated houses
leaned helplessly on one another’s shoulders, as though over-
come with weariness, their roofs nearly joining ragged hands
across the crooked fairway.

‘Deplorably insanitary,” was the c nt of Sir Philip.
Homgy, homey, homey!" eried the new-born man in him.




216 STORIES BY SIR HUGH CLIFFORD

‘Unchanged by a hair's breadth in a quarter of a century! As
it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be! Asia, my
Asial’

He groped his way down the straitened passage, for the
bulging roofs overhead nearly excluded the moonlight, and
paused presently to take his bearings.

“This must be the place, he murmured to himself. ‘T won-
der if it is unchanged too. I'll try.”

He crept into the shadow, and drew near to a door sunken
below the level of the alley, and rapped upon its panel with
the knuckles of his hand. He rapped seven times with “dots’
and ‘dashes’, much as a telegraph operator manipulates his
instrument; and a moment later the door shuddered and
creaked, and then drew cautiously backward for the space
of a few inches.

*Sala Aleilum ! said a creaking, nasal voice.

*Aleikum salant!’ revurned Sir Philip mechanically.

“Whither comest thou?” pursued the voice.

‘I come,’ said Sir Philip—and in a flash the old jingling
formula, which he had not thought upon for years, recurred
to his memory—

* I come from the forests that know no paths,
From the waters that hold no fish;
From the place where the wild Kite veers and sails,
‘Where the man-apes drink as they swing from the
boughs,
Where no Law runs and where men are free!”

‘Enter, Brother," said the voice, and the door stood wide.

Philip had no need for the flaring torch which the woman
who had opened to him held high above her head. The nar-
row passage down which they were walking, with its mean-
ingless twists and turns, was to him at that moment the most
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famihiar thing in all the world, though liis fect had not trodden
it for a quarter of a century. It gave presently upon a big
filled by a raised plac-

square room, the centre of which w:
form or dais, covered with thick carpets, upon which near
a dozen natives, men and women, were seated playing cards.
The only light in the place was shed by damar-torches fixed
in heavy wooden stands. The players glanced up at che ap-
proach of the new-comer.

*Peace be upon this house and upon all who sit thercin!’
said Philip from the doorway.

*And upon thee peace! came in answering chorus from
the card-players.

“This be a Brother who hath strayed far,” piped the woman,
indicating, Philip with a gesture that had in it something of
proud proprictorship. ‘His password is that of the forest!’

The players laid down their cards and stared at Philip.

“That password hath not been used for twenty year and
more.’ declared an old man who sat among them. ‘Say, licdle
Brother, whither hast thou been, that thy password dates

from the days of long ago?’

I have been far,” said Philip: *far, very far—farther than
eye can see, farther than horse may gallop, farther than bird
can fly! Listen! Even my mother-tongue hangs awry upon
my lip

“Didst thou incur the sentence of Bombay:" asked the man
quite simply. ‘Bombay’, in the vernacular, stands for ‘trans-
portation’.

“Yes,' said Philip, with a sullen nod: and he fele that he
spoke the truth.

‘What thing led thereto?” pursued his interrogator.

‘Certain services 1 rendered to the Kompani," said Philip,
again with perfect truth. In these lands, where the memory
of ‘Old John Company Bahadur' sull lingers, the Goyern=
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ment continues to be known among the natives by the an-
cient title.

“The Kompani hath a long arm and a longer memory,’
said another of the card-players, *Art wise to return, my
friend:'

‘Of my wisdom Brother, [ am by no means assured,’ said
Philip, fecling that he and Truth were indeed walking hand-
in-hand to-night. ‘But thou knowest the saying: “A golden
rain in a stranger’s land and a pelt of hail in the land of thy
fathers; yet dearer ever must thine own land be.” To-night,
1 am fecling, according to the saying of the men of old, as
fecls the ecl when it wins back to its mud-hole, the sirih-leaf
to its vine, or the areca-nut to its twig!"

*And behold, there be yet another returned chis day,” piped
the woman who had let him in. *“Tuan Iskin" we were
wont to call him in the old days and now he is the Tuan
Gubnor who is set to rule over all our land !’

“Of old he had a man's tongue in him," said one of the
card-players, a lithe, clean-limbed, sharp-featured fellow of

y

about Philip’s own age, extravagantly dressed in silks of many
hues, and armed, in defiance of the white men’s law, with a
native kris of wonderful workmanship. ‘He and I were as
brothers, close in friendship as is the quick and the nail; and
the word passed amongst us that he was one of the Faithful.

‘In very truth he was,’ screamed the woman, ‘who had now
seated herself on the cdge of the dais. ‘Elsc, had he been an
unbeliever, would 1, Si-Bedah, have loved him?'

Philip Erskine, half hidden among the wavering shadows,
looked keenly first at the man, then at the woman; and as
he looked their faces came up through the mists of memory
and grew plain to him, much as the face of a diver grows
plain to the sight as it comes upward through still waters.
Raja Sulong was the name of the man, he recalled—a roister-
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ing young scion of a royal house whose recklessness, extra-
vagance, and courage had passed in those days into a byword.
The he would never isted have recognised her
—was Bedah, the dancing-girl, of old the cause of much
‘madness’, as the emphatic vernacular phrase has it, to the
love-lorn youths of the city. In those days she had been a
dainty creaturc with bright cyes, sleek flower-decked hair,
soft, delicately-tinted yellow cheeks, and a wondrous grace
of movement. Now she was a hag, no less; for a quarter of
a century brings old age to womanhood that blossoms pre-
maturely before the teens are reached.

‘But he did not love thee, mother,’ sneered one of the
other women present—'or so men say.”

‘He did! He did!" screamed the woman who had of old
been Bedah. ‘But he was not fashioned in the mould of com-
mon men. He loved me, but T was what Fate had made of
me—a woman of the bazaar! He had no appetite for sisae—
the scraps that remain when others have had their fill; where-
fore he threw me to the dogs—such dogs as you, and you,
and you!" And with a furious gesture she indicated several
of the men present.

‘Better such “dogs”, as thou namest us, than a white man !’
said one, and he turned aside to spit as a token of his unutter-
able disgust.

“Yet is he the only man that I have ever known,’ yelled the
woman, her voice rising in tremulous, discordant sharps and
flats. ‘He was full of pity and of compassion, like Allah’s self,
the Merciful, the Compassi To him folk were
not oxen to be yoked for the service of man, their master,
but queens; and as a queen he treated me—me, Bedah, the
dancing-girl of the bazaar! I loved him and he loved me; but
owing to the devil of perversity within him, never did our
love know happiness. Yet had I rather been loved once after
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a fashion such as his than a thousand times by you—men of
monstrous passions and dwarfish souls. Now hath he come
back to rule over this our land, and you, who pratc sedition
against the Kompani and hatch clutches of addled plots, have
acare, L say, have a cate, for ye have now to deal witha Man "

An angry growl broke from several of the men, and the
old woman, drawing decper into the shadows, fell to mum-
bling to herself as her cmotions simmered away.

“To-morrow [ go to him,’ said Raja Sulong, ‘and he will
receive me brotherly for the sake of old days. The pig-folk
of the Kompani are in sore doubt anent the frec tribes of the
frontier, for their minds are divided as to the quarter whence
the threatened raid will come. They think, poor deluded ones,
that this said raid will be like unto its forerunners—a police
stockade surprised, a few slaughtered Sikhs sent screaming
to the Terrible Place, some fifty villages in flames, and then
retreat. They know not that the eve of the Great Combat is
at hand, that the Jehad which shall sce the extermination of
the Infidel' (all presenc spat in unison at the word) ‘draws
hourly more near, and that the Holy One of Paloh hath pro-
mised victory, final and everlasting, to the Children of the
Prophet. Say, Brother,' he continued, turning towards the
shadow in which Philip had his seat, ‘hast thou also a mind
to take a hand in this game of hazard which we are about
to play, with men’s lives for the dice and kingdoms for the
stakes?’

‘Allah aiding me,’ said Philip from the dackness in deep,
guttural tones, ‘I too ‘will take some little part in the said

game!"
‘And the plan, the plan?’ said a youngster cagerly. ‘Hath
all been thought out with wisdom and with strategy?"
‘Judge ye, then; judge!’ said Raja Sulong; and while the
rest of the party gathered about him, he proceeded, by means
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of the contents of a match-box, some cards, and bone counters
to produce a rough map of the area which would be involved
in the coming rising. Philip, watching keenly, heard the old
names of men and places crop up one after the other; and
though sprinkled among them there were a few which were
to him unfamiliar, in half an hour he found himself in pos-
session of the whole of the Raja’s scheme.

*And to-morrow,’ that worthy concluded triumphantly,
‘I go to Tuan Iskin, who now hath been made Governor over
us, and he will receive me in brotherly fashion for the sake
of old memories. Then shall 1 fill his cars with false rumours
and vain report; and he, reposing in me much confidence,
will order all things as we, who have framed this plan, would
clect that they should be ordered. In this is plainly to be
discerned the finger of Allah, the Merciful, the Compa

ion-
ate, who is mindful ever of his children.’

Philip rose to his feet and stepped forth very deliberately
into the full glare of the danar-torches.

‘What doth it profit to wait for the morrow:' he asked,
in a soft and even voice. *Speak now, friend, that he whom
you name Tuan Iskin may hear.’

The recklessness that had been upon him that evening, as
a veritable demoniacal possession, had mastered him now.
Prudence had bidden him depart as he had come, undetected;
but prudence he had thrown to the winds. He knew that he
had but to follow her wise counsels, and presently he would
find himself safe within the walls of Government House,
where, armed with the authority that belongs to rulers, he
would be able to baffle utterly the paltry schemes that had
been Jaid bare for his inspection. But to-night, for a licdle
space, he had promised himself, he would put off the things
of his authority and waould pass:down, for the only, for the
last time, into the world of men, to be there just a man among
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his fellows. I he were to defeat Raja Sulong and his conspira-
cies, he would compass his end unaided by powers external
to himself. Thercfore he rosc and spoke, and waited with a
tense, quivering excitement, that was all pleasurable, to see
what would result.

For an instant those who heard him sat in stunned silence;
then the room buzzed like a hive into which a stone has been
flung. Men and women sprang to their feet—the former feel-
ing for their weapons, the latter screaming their fear. Torches
and brass ewers were overturned; bare feet scuttered and
stamped; voices a-thrill with excitement gave vent to fierce
cjaculations, though their tones were sunken to prudent whis-
pers; and the fickering light of the unextinguished torches
glinted upon the blades of knives held in nervous, cager hands.

A clutch fell upon Philip's arm, and he was drawn back
against one of the immense bevelled pillars that stood at cach
corner of the dais; someone, crouching upon the floor at his
fect, thrust a naked sundang—the stout Malayan broadsword
—into his hand; and the voice of the hag, who of old had
been Bedah the dancing-girl, whispered to him to be wary.

The solid wooden pillar that protected his back from all
possibility of assault filled him with a splendid confidence.

*Speak now, friend, if thou hast a mind to speak,’ he said,
and a laugh of sheer exultation broke from him. He had
promised himself freedom from trammelling conventions, he
had promised himself a revival of the memorics of his youth.
His wildest hopes had never suggested the possibility of a
rough-and-tumble such as now was imminent, a situation
such as this, which belonged to what had so long scemed a
closed chaprer of his history. Of old, too, life had spread
inviting vistas ahead of him: now he had explored them and

found them empty. His supreme indifference to the event,
et what would befall, stecled him with a new courage. He
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was having a moment of big emotions, and the rest mattered
not at all,

A breathless silence had fallen upon the room, out of which
there presently emerged a voice that cried, *He is 4 dead man !
He hath mastered our secrets! He must dic!!

‘Hold! Hold!" cried other voices.

Suddenly there was a scuttering rush made at him by three
or four men, and Philip, swinging his broadsword, heard
the flat of the blade tell loudly upon the faces of his opponents.
He had as yet no occasion to use the edge, for two men went
down and climbed painfully out of harm’s way, while their
fellows drew back into the darkness. “Well struck, buc why
didst thou not slap:’ piped Bedah ac his feet.

A loud knocking came suddenly from the outer door, and
2 hushed silence followed on its heels. The knocking came
agam more insistent than before, blent with the rough voice
of a white man demanding admittance in sadly mispro-
nounced Malay.

“The police, the police!” whispered half a dozen voices,
and the last torch was extinguished, while bare fect pattered
hastily across the mat-strewn floor.

Heavy blows were falling now upon the outer door. The
police were breaking it in.

‘Come, heart of my heart,’ whispered Bedah; and holding
his hand in hers, she led him down from the dais and into
some by-passage of this human rabbit-warren. Sull clutching
his broadsword, he followed blindly through the intense dark-
ness; and as the shouts of the police and the hammering upon
the yielding door grew faint in the distance, he found himself
being led out into the moonlight.

The passage gave upon a narrow alley—the identity of
which came back to Philip’s memory, as so many identitics
had recurred that night—and as Philip and his guide cmerged
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through the straitened doorway a lithe figure flung irsclf upon
them, the moonlight glinting on a bared blade. Philip saw
in a flash the nervous, muscular arm upraised, the snake-like
kris poised aloft, the fierce face of Raja Sulong—with flaming
eyes, hair flymg backward wildly, and tilted prominent chin
_and knew that the broadsword he was himself raising in
his defence was stayed, as weapons are arrested in a night-
mare, by the lintel of the door.

With a grunt from Raja Sulong the kris descended, and
Philip, fecling his impotence, nerved himself to receive the
blow: but with a shrill scream Bedah threw herself upon him,
and the snaky blade was buried in her back. Philip, frecing
himself from her grip, leaped clear of the doorway, and con-
centrating all his strength and all his fury in a single stroke,
brought the broadsword down upon the head of Raja Sulong,
cleaving it to the cheek-bones. The man’s body dropped
limply across the body of the woman.

Philip, knecling on one knee, tarned Bedah on her side,
and laid a hand above the region of her heart. No faintest
throb responded. Stooping low above her, he kissed her re-
verently, and rising, rurned and left her.

<A life for a life, he murmured, ‘and his was taken in self-
defence, and hers was given for me. God forgive me this
night's work, for never shall 1 forgive myself!"

The dawn was breaking greyly as Sir Philip Hanbury-
Erskine was born once more into the official world of which
he is still by no means the least distinguished ornament.

Next day, clothed and in his right mind, he wrote the
famous Minute forecasting the plan of campaign which the
natives were about to adopt in the threatened frontier rising—
the Minute upon which rests the almost superstitious i
of his subordinates in his prescience and understanding of
native character. Later, as in duty bound, he bade the police
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make diligent search for the author of the double murder
reported to have oceurred upon the previous night in an alley
of the native city. Later still he opened a charity bazaar, and
made a speech so strikingly appropriate to the oceasion that
it has been pirated and sold widely for the benefit of uninven-
tive country vicars.

And when the day was ended, in the dead unhappy night,
he told himself that old age had come upon him in the space
of a single hour.

From Malayan Monochromes, London, 1913,
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