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Ay Odcar COOA

DENNIS SAT on the veran-
da of his bungalow, and gazed
meditatively around him. He
could not f;ok at the view be-
cause there was none to speak
of, since Lhe house was built
on an island in the middle of

the Luago River. On all sides
of the island grew the tall rank
elephant grass and nipa-palm.
Here and there a stunted,
beetle-ridden coconut tree just
toned the dense vegetation, &
relic of some clearing and plan-

o Secducboctade
bdrlel-i=d

by one, then two by two, they disappear-
nd the bizarre one who called himself ’Si
Urag” waited . . .
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no record of copyright renewal.
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tation commenced by some na-
tive, then left to desolation and
the ever-encroaching jungle.
Depnis was bored. He was
two years overdue for leave;
also the day was unusually hot.
The hour was about 4, but
though the sun was beginning
to slant there was no abatement
in the fierceness of its rays. Aft-
er lunch he had followed the
immemorial custom and un-
dressed for a short sieste, but
sleep was denied him. The me-
chanical action of undressing
had quickened his brain. The
room seemed stifling; the bed
felt warm. He bathed, dressed
and betook himself to the ver-
anda. Here he smoked and
thought,
And his thoughts were none
too pleasant, for there was
much that was t:mublini him.
Throughout the morning he had
been listening to the endless in-
tricacies of a native land case
—a dispute over boundaries and
ownership. He had reserved his
judgment till the morrow, for
the evidence had been involved
contradictory. He had
meant to go over the salient
points during the afternoon, and
instead, here he was seated on
his veranda, smoking and think-
ing of an entirely ditferent mat-
ter. Try as he would, his mind
would not keep on the subject
of the land, but roamed ever
and ever over the mystery that
was fast setting its seal of ter-
ror and fear on the district.

From a village in the ulu
(sourceg. of the river strange
rurmnors had come floating down-
stream. At frst they were as
light and airy as thistledown —
just a passing whisper — a fairy
story over which to smile; —
then they passed, but came
again, more substantial and in-
sistent, stronger and sterner and
not to be denied. Their very
pumber compelled a hearing;
their very sameness breathed a
truth. Inhabitants from the vil-
lage had gone forth and never
returned; never a trace of them
had been found. First a youn,

irl, then her father. She ha

en absent six days and he had
one to look for her. But he
dool(ed in e;ai'i"'h and in his btl.:;n

isappeared. Then a youn 8
and next an aged woman.gl'hen.
after a longer period, a tame
ape and finally the headman’s
favorite wife.

Fear settled on the village;
its inhabitants scarce dared
leave their houses, save in
batches to collect water and
food. But Fear travels fast and
the rumors reached Klagan and
came to Dennis’ ears. In the
end the mystery caught him in
its toils, weaved itself into his
every waking moment and ex-
cltl his interest beyond con-
trol.

An idle native story: the tale
of a neighboring village with an
ax of its own to grind. He was
a fool to worry over it. Such
mare’s nests were of almost
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daily occurrence, thus Dennis
argued; and then from two oth-
er villages came similar tales.
Two little girls had gone to
bathe in the height of the noon-
day sun. At moonrise they had
not returned. Nor in the days
that passed were they ever seen
again. Two lovers met one
moonlight night and waded to
a boulder in midstream of the
river. Here they sat oblivious
of the world around them. They
were seen by a couple of na-
tives passing downstream in
their boat and then — never
again. .

Down the river crept the cold,
insidious Fear like a plague;
taking toll of every village in
its path. In their houses huddled
the natives, while crops were
unsown and i§s uprooted the
plantations; while crocodiles de-
voured untended buffaloes, and
squirrels and monkeys rifled the
fruit trees. From source to
mouth the Fear crept down and
in the end forced Dennis’ hand,
compelling him to action.

Thus as he sat on his veran-
da and cursed the heat of the
sun and the humidity of the
tropics, unbidden and unsought
the mystery filled his thoughts;
and he began to wonder as to
if and when his native sergeant
and three police would retum.
For he had sent them to the ulu
to probe and solve the meaning
of the rumors. They had been
gone three weeks, and through-

out this time no word had been
heard of or come from them.

IN THE OFFICE a clock
struck 5. Its notes came boom-
ing across to Dennis. Then si-
lence — not complete and utter
stillness; such is never possible
in the tropics, but the silence
of that hour when the toilers —
man and animal — by day realize
that night is approaching; when
the toilers elg' night have not
yet awakened.

Lower and lower sank the
sun. In the sky a moon was
faintly visible. Dennis rose,
about to call for tea, then
checked the desire. From afar
upstream came the chug, chug,
chug of a motorboat. Its beat
just reached his ears. He looked
at his wrist wat¢h. In ten min-
utes he would %‘})x down to the
ﬂoatin% wharf. That would give
him plenty of time to watch
the boat round the last bend of
the river. In the meanwhile . . .

But he went at once to the
wharf after all, for the mystery
gripped him, making him pace
feverishly up and down the tiny
ﬂoaﬁnﬁ square. Chug, chug,
chug, louder and louder came
the noise; then fainter and faint-
er, and then was lost altogeth-
er as the dense jungle cut off
the sound when the boat trav-
ersed another bend of the river.
Chug, chug, chug, faintly, then
louder and stronger. A long-
drawn note from the horn of a
buffalo smote the air and the
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boat swung round the final
bend. Only a quarter of a mile
separated it now from Dennis.

As the boat drew nearer he
saw that she was empty save
for the serang (helmsman)
and boatmen. en the Fear

ipped him, too, and he quick-
{lretumed to the house. With
shaking hand he red out a
whisky and soda, mg himself
into a chair and shouted for
his “boy”.

“Tuan” The word, though

uietly spoken, made him
ainc.h, for the “boy” had ap-
proached him silently, as all
well-trained servants do. Quick-
ly, too, he had obeyed the
summons, but in that brief
space of time Dennis’ mind had
escaped his body and immedi-
ate_wants, to roam the vast
untrodden fields of speculation
and fear.

With an effort he pulled
himself together.

“The motorboat is returning.
Tell the serang to come to me
as soon as he has tied her up.
See that no one is within ear-
shot.”
ed'Tuan.' And the boy depart-

SCARCELY HAD the boy
left than the serang stood in
front of Dennis. His story was
brief, though harrowing, but it
threw no light upon the mys-
tery. For two days, till they
reached the rapids, they had
used the motorboat. Then they

trans-ship) into a native
dugout, leaving motor in
charge of a village headman.
For three days they had pad-
dled and poled upstream till
they came to the mouth of the
Buis River. Here the sergeant
and police left them, telling
them to wait for their return,
and struck inland along a na-
tive track. For sixteen days
they waited, though their food
had given out and they had
taken turns to search the jun-
31.e ‘for edible roots. Then on

e sixteenth day it happened
— the horrible coming of Nuin.
The boatmen had gone to look
for roots. The serang was doz-
ing in a dugout. Suddenly it
shook and rocked. Something
clutched the serang’s arm. It
was Nuin’s hands. Startled into
wakefulness, the serang sat up;
then he screamed and covered
his eyes with his hands. When
he dared look again Nuin was
lying on the river bank. His
clothes were in rags. Round
his chest and back ran a livid
weal four inches wide. His left

leg hung broken and twisted.
His right arm was entirely
missing, His face was caked in
congea

As the serang looked, Nuin
opened his lips to speak, but
his voice was only a whisper.
Tremblingly, haltingly, the se-
rang went to him, and put his
ear to his mouth. “Sergeant —
others — dead — three days —
west — man — with — big —
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big —others.” The whisper fad-
away; Nuin gave a shudder
and was dead.

They buried him near the
river and then left, padd].ineﬁ
night and day till t.hca: reach
the rapids. A night they spent
in the village, for they were
racked with sleeplessness, and
they left the next moming,
reaching Klagan the same day.

Such was the serat;ﬁ"s report.

The Fear spread farther down
the river tll it reached the sea
and spread along the coast.

In the barracks that night
were two women who would
never see their men again;
was born a baby, who would
never know his fathér; wept a
maiden for the lover whose lips
she would never kiss again.

AS THE earliest streaks of
dawn came stealing across the
sky, the chugging of a motor-
boat broke the stillness of the
night. Dennis himself was at
the wheel, for the serang was
suffering with fever. With him
were nine police and a corporal.
g‘hey carried stores for twenty
ays.

The journey was a replica of
the serang’s, save that at the
village by the rapids no friend-
ly headman or villagers took
charge of the motorboat. The
village had fled before the
Fear. On the fifth day Buis was
reached as the setting sun shot
the sky with blood-red stream-
ers.

On the banks of the river
the earth was uprooted; among
the loosened earth were human
bones and the marks of pigs’
feet. Among the bones was a
broken tusk, sure siT of some
fierce conflict that had raged
over Nuin’s remains.

Dennis shuddered as he saw
the scene; his Murut police,
g,agans from the interior of

orth Bomeo, fingered their
charms of monkeys teeth and
dried snake-skins that hung a-
round their necks or were at-
tached to the rotan belts around
their waists, that carried their
heavy paranfs (swords).

Occasionally throughout the
n.ight the droning noise of myr-
iad insects was broken by the

shrill bark of deer or kijang.
Sometimes the sentry, gazing
into the vast blackness of the
jungle, saw the beady eyes of
a pig, lit up for a moment by
the flames of the campfire.
Sometimes a snake, attracted
by the pglare, glided through
the undergrowth, then passed
on. Once or twice a nightjar
cried and an owl hooted —
eery sounds in the pitchblack
nignt. Otherwise a heavy brood-
ing stillness, like an autumn
mist, crept over the jungle and
envelopzs the camp. Hardly a
policeman slept; but dozed
and waked and dozed and
waked again, only to wake
once more and fee! the Fear
row ever stronger. Dennis, on
is camp-bed under a kajong
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?wm.n' g'gl:mtfudo a;:l;i tossed the
ong night ugh.

lgnwn broke to a clap of
thunder. Rain heralded in the
new day.

“Three days — west.” This was
all Dennis knew; all he had
to guide him. For this and the
next two days the party fol-
lowed a track that led steadily
in a westerly direction. On the
evening of the third day it
came out into a glade. Here
Dennis pitched his camp. The
tiny space of open 213' and glit-
tering stars breathed a cooler
air and purer fragrance than
the camps roofed in by the
canopy of mighty trees. Thus
the tired and haunted police
slept and Dennis ceas his
tossing. Only the sentry was
awake — or should have been.
Perhaps he, too, dozed or fell
fast asleep, for a few uncon-
scious moments. If so he paid
a heavy penalty.

DENNIS AWOKE the next
morning at a quarter to 6 to see
only the smoldering remains
of the campfire.

“Sentry!” he called. But no
answer was vouchsafed. “Sen-
try!” he cried again, but no one
came. Aroused by his voice the
sleeping camp stirred to wide
and startled awakeness.

The corporal came across to
Dennis, saluted, then stood at
attention waiting,.

e fire’s nearly out; where’s
the sentry?” Dennis queried.

The corporal looked around
him, gazed at the smoldering
fire, counted his men, then
looked at Dennis with fear-
stricken eyes.

“Tuanl” he gasped; “he is
not — there are only eight
menl”

“Is not? What d’you mean?
Where’s he gone?” As Dennis
snapped his guestion cold fear
gripped his heart. He knew;
some inner sense told him that
the man had disappeared in
the same mysterious fashion as
those early victims. Here, in
the midst of his camp, the ter-
rible, unseen thing had power!

“Where’s he gone?™ Dennis
repeated his question fiercely
to quench his rising fear. “What
d'you mean?”

For answer the corporal only
stood and trembled. His open
twitching mouth produced no
sound.

With an oath Dennis flun,
himself from his bed. “Sear
the glade, you fool,” he cried,
“and find his tracks! He can’t
be far away. No, stay,” he add-
ed as the corporal was depart-

ing.B“Who is it?”
ensaian, Tuan,” gasped
the terrified man.

Dennis’ eyes narrowed and
a frown spread over his face.
“Bensaian!” he repeated. “He
was Number three. His watch
was from twelve till two.”

“Tuanl”
*Then hes never been re-
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lieved. From two o'clock at
least, he’s been missing!™

“Tuan! 1 must have slept. I
saw Auraner relieve Si t’?li:‘unh,
but I was tired and . . .”

“Search for his tracks,” Den-
nis cried, breaking in on his
protestations, “but see no man
enters the jungle.”

In that tiny glade the search
was no prolonged affair, but
no traces of the missing man
were found — save one. A brass
button, torn from his tunic, lay
at the foot of a mighty billian
tree. But where and how he
had gone remained a mystery.
Only the regular footprints as
he had walked to and fro on
his beat were just discernible
and these crossed and recrossed
each other in hopeless confu-
sion.

"Over the tops of the trees
the sun came stealing, bathing
the glade in its warming light,
but Dennis heeded it not.

“Three days — west.” The
words kept hammering in his
brain, as Ee sat on the edge of
his bed and smoked cigarette
after cigarette. Up and down
the glade a sentry walked.
Round the fire the police were
crouched cooking their rice;
over another Dennis’ boy pre-
pared his tuan’s breakfast.

At length, when ready, he
brought ‘it over to him, poured
out his coffee and departed to
join the whispering police. But
though the coffee grew cold
and flies settled on the food,

Dennis sat on, unmoved, deep
in his distraction.

This was the fourth day! For
three dal's they had journeyed
west, following Nuin's almost
last conscious words. The glade
was hemmed in by the impen-
etrable jungle; no path led out
of it save that along which they
had come. It formed a cul-de-
sac indeed! And Bensaian was

missingen

As nis sat and pondered,
this one great fact became pre-
dominant. Bensaian was miss-
ing. Then what did it mean?
Only that here the thing had
happened, lived or breathed or
moved about. Here, then, would
be found the answer to the rid-
dle! In this little glade of sun-
light must they watch and wait.
Into the trackless jungle he
dared not enter, even if his
men could hack a path. To re-
turn the way they had come
would make his errand worse
than fruitless. Watching and
waiting only remained.

So they waited. Day turned
to evening and evening into
night; the dawn of another day
displaced the night; the sun
again rode over the tops of the
jungle. But nothing happened.
Only the policemen grew more
frightened; only Dennis’ nerves
grew more frayed. Then_ once
again the night descended, but
no one in the camp dared real-
ly sleep.

"'UP AND DOWN walked the
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sentry, resting every now and
then, as he turned, against the
billian tree. A gentle breeze
stirred the branches of the en-
circlinf trees, bearing on the
air a faint aromatic smell, that
soothed the nervous senses of
the ‘resting camp, as a narcotic
dispels pain. One by one the
police ceased whispering and
gently dozed, calmed by the
sweet fragrance. Dennis ceas-
ed his endless smoking; stretch-
ed himself at ease upon his
bed. The sense of mystery
seemed forgotten by all; a
sense of peace seemed brood-
ing over them.

Midnight came and the
wakeful ~sentry was relieved.
His relief, but half awake, rail-
ed at his fate — the half-con-
scious dozing was so pleasant,
and this marching up and
down the glade, while others
rested, so utterly to his distaste.

As for the fortieth time he
turned about at the base of the
great billian tree, he lowered
iis rifle, rested for a few sec-
onds with his hands upon its
barrel, then leaned against the
dark ridged stem; just for a
moment he would rest, his ri-
fle in his hands — just for a
moment only, then once again
take up his beat.

The wind in the trees was
gradually increasing; the fra-
grance on the air became more
pronounced. The camp was al-
most wrapt in slumber. On his
bed Dennis sleepily wondered

whence came the pleasing,
soothing odor, that seemed to
breathe so wondrous a peace.
Against the billian tree the
sentry still was leaning; his rifle
slipped from the faint grasp of
his hands, but he heeded not
the rattle as it struck the ground.

Peace in the glade from
whence came so much mys-
tery! Peace while the dread,
though unknown, agent drew
near apacel!

Down from the top of the
billian tree It slowly descend-
ed, branch by branch; slowly,
carefully, silently, till it rested
on the lowest branch still thir-
ty feet above the sentry.

The bark of a deer broke the
stillness of the night. From a-
far came an answering note.
Somehow the sound awakened
the sentry. He looked around
him, saw the fire was buming

bright, picked up his fallen
rifle and commenced to walk
about.

Down the far side of the
tree a bark rope descended till
its weighted end just rested on
the ground. Down the rope, a
man naked, save for a bark-
made loin-cloth, descended till
he, too, reached the earth.
Then, pressed flatly to the
great tree’s trunk, he waited.

Across the glade the sentry
turned about. With listless,
heavy steps he was returning.
Nearer and nearer he approch-
ed. At the foot of the billian
tree he halted, turned and
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leaned against its trunk. The
tension of his limbs relaxed.
The rifle slipped from his grasp,
but hung suspended by the
strap that had become entang-
led over his arm. A light un-
consciousness, hardly to be
designated sleep, stole over
him.” From the camp there was
no sign of wakefulness.

SLOWLY A FIGURE crept
noiselessly round the tree and
stodo gazing at the policeman.
Naked indeed he was, save for
the chawat (loin-cloth) of
bark; his thick black hair hung
over his neck and reached be-
¥ond his shoulders, framing a
ace out of which gleamed two
fanatical shining eyes. His
body to the waist was covered
with tattoo. From each of his
breasts the designs started,
spreading to waist-line and
round to the back. The nipple
of each breast gleamed a Eery
burnished gold, while from
their fringe spread outward,
like a full-blown flower, five
oval petals of wondrous pur-
ple hue. From the golden cen-
ter of each flower ten long pis-
tils spread, cuwﬂ;ﬁ downward
and round his body. At their
source they too were of a pur-
ple hue, ﬁut as they reached
the petals their color turned to
gleaming gold which slowly
c:hangedg to glistening silver as
their ridged ends were circu-
lar and their silver rims fram-
ed  brilliant scarlet mouths,

shtged like the sucking orifice
with which the huge and slimy
horse-leech gluts its loathsome
thirst for blood.

The man's arms were unusu-
ally long; his fingernails had
never been clipped; the splay
of his toes, especially between
the big and the next one, un-
commonly wide.

One hand still clutched the
bark rope; the other hung
loosely at his side. Though he
was tall, standing five feet ten
inches, and heavily built, he
moved as lightly as a cat.

Lightly he let go the rope
and extended his two long arms
toward his unconscious prey.
The cry of a nightjar sounded
close at hand. e somnolent
sentry stirred as.the sound just
reached his brain. With a spring
the man was upon him. One
hand upon his mouth; one arm
around his chest pinioning his
arms to his side. \R’ith a swift-
ness incredible he reached the
far side of the tree, let go his
grasp upon the sentry’s mouth,
and using the rope as a rail
commenced to climb step over
step with an amazing agility.

Tolongl” (help). The cry
laden with overwhelming fear
rentl the stillness of the night.
“Tol . .~
All further sound ended in a
gurgle as the relentless pressure
round the sentry’s chest squeezed
out all breath from his body.
The camp at that sudden cry
of human agony and fear awoke
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to life. Instinctively the police
seized their rifles: the corporal
blew fiercely on his whistle;
Dennis hurriedly pulled on his
mosquito boots and picked wu
his revolver from under his pil-

ow.
:Corporall'

Tua:

“Siapa itu?”” (who's that?)

The cries rent the air simul-
taneously. Then came silence
for the fraction of a second, as
everyone stared hopelessly at
one another as they realized the
glade was empty of the sentry.

“S8i Tuahl Tuah!” Dennis’
voice rose in a long cry, break-
ing the sudden silence that fol-
lowed the camp’s awakening.
“Tu-ah,” he called again.

Somewhere from among the
treef;I ec;meba socli‘l'«;l!CI — a kind of
mu sob—a choking, gurgling
cry of fear. To the eﬁ e oFlthe
jungle close to the billian tree
Dennis and the corporal darted.

“Look, Tuan! a rope!l” the
latter gasped.

“My God!” Dennis whispered.
“What does it mean?”
be"lt's gade of barl‘() nn:-ih LT

n the corporal, but the rest
of %:is words were drowned by
® Sogal Tuim, Jogal" (look

uan, Jag 00!
out!) he cried as a jumbled
shape came hurtling down from
the branches of the tree and
the frayed ends of the r;ge
came writhing about them. The
snapping of a twig overhead,

and a smoking rifle fell at their
feet.

AS THE SHAPE reached the
ground with a sickening bump,
two Eiures fell apart and then
lay stll.

“Seize that man and bind
him!” Dennis cried, pointing to
the naked form as he bent over
the prostrate figure of Si Tuah.
“Gently, men, gently,” he added
as four police pic{ed him up
and carried him over to their
kajang shelter.

His left arm hung loosely by
his side, two ribs were also
broken, but his heart still faint-
ly beat. Dennis poured a little
brandy down his throat. Slowly
Si Tuah came to. He tried to
rise to sitting posture, but fell
back with a groan of pain.

“He came upon me from be-
hind the tree — I must have
dozed,” he muttered. “He picked
me up — the pressure of his grasp
was awful — and then com-
menced to climb the tree, hold-
ing the rope as a rail and walk-
ing up step by step. I struggll]ed
—just as we neared the branches
his gng slackened — 1 could not
cry — I had no breath — I only
groaned, I struggled once again
— my foot kicked the butt of
my rifle — my toe found the
trigger and 1 pressed and
pressed — there came a report
— we fell — and .. ."

Si Tuah had fainted again.
Dennis’ eyes met those the
corporal. “The shot must have
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severed the rope,” he whispered.

“Tuan, his nasib (fate) was
good,” the corporal answered,
and they crossed to where the
human “vulture lay, one leg
twisted under him, his chawat
all awry. As the policemen
rolled him over on his face to
knot the ropes — they showed
but little pity for his unconscious
state — the chawat came un-
done and slipped from his waist.

"Llook, T:iana,mliookl" t:de cot;
poral gasped, pointed wi
shaking B:nger. “Look, he has
a tail — it’s not a man — it has
a taill” And feverishly he fin-
gered the charms that hung
around his neck. :

Dennis looked, followiing the

ointing finger, then bending

own, looked long and closely.
It was as the corporal said. The
man possessed a tail — a long
hard protuberance that project-
ed from his spine for about four
inches.

“Bring him to the camp,” he
ordered. “Place two sentries:
one over him, one on the camp.
He is only stunned; there are
no bones iroken. In the mom-
ing when Tuah's better we'll
learn some more.”

DENNIS WALKED across to
his bed. The Fear was gone,
but the mystery was still unex-
plained. The campfire bumnt
brightly, giving out a smell of
pungent wood smoke. The sooth-
ing aromatic scent of an hour
ago was no more. From the po-

lice came intermittent whisper-
ings; from the man with the tail
nougl;:l but heavy breathing. On
gis s Dennis tossed and won-
ered.

As the early dawn first faint-
l{l flooded the sky, shriek u
shriek rent the air. Si Tuah had
become delirious. The man with
the tail awoke and listened.
From a group of police squat-
ting over a fire their voices
reachedl him. (I)-Iis tlayes l'i»]lin}wd
in perplexity. Quietly as he lay,
he dll;p with his n:ils a smaylvl
round hole in the earth about
five inches deep. Then gingerly
he moved andp in spite of his
bonds sat up. From his bed
Dennis watched him. Into the
hole he fitted his tail, then
looked at his bonds and the
group of police. He opened his
mouth, but no sound came forth.
His tied hands he stretched out
to them. His face expressed a

earning. It was as if their voices
ﬁrought a comfort or recalled
a past. Then tear after tear
rolled down his cheeks.

Calling the corporal, Dennis
crossed to the weeping man. At
Dennis’ approach he looked up,
then with a cry buried his face
in his bound hands and rocked
his body to and fro. He was
afraid — afraid of a white man,
the like of which he had never
seen before.

“Peace, fooll” the corporal
said roughly, speaking uncon-
sciously in Murut, “stop your
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wailing, the tuan is no ghost but
a man, albeit ailapowerful.'
Slowly the tailed being ceased
his weeping and looked up. “A
man!” he muttered. “A man and
the color of the gods!” He spoke
a bastard Murut and Malay that
made Dennis start and the cor-
al frown in perplexity, for
meaning was clear, thou
many of the words, while akin
to either language, were yet un-

like either. But they ‘understood
him

“And your name?” Dennis
asked, in Malay, but the being
only shook his head in fear, ex-
tending his hands in supplica-
tion.

“Loosen his bonds,” Dennis
commanded. “Ask him his name
and tribe and village.”

The corporal obeyed, and
then translated.

THE MAN’S name was Si
Urag. He came of a Murut race
that years ago had captured
some Malay traders. had
been killed except the women.
These had been made to marry
the headmen. Then came a
plague and nearly all died. The
remnants, according to custom,
moved their village. For days
and days they walked in the
trackless jungle. Then from the
trees they were attacked by a
race of dwarfs who lived in
houses in the branches. All save
him were killed. He lay stunned;
when he recovered conscious-

ness he saw that the dwarfs

had tails and that they were
disemboweling the dead and
dying and hanging their entrails
round their necks.

Fear seized him. He tried to
rise and run away. He staggered
to his feet, tottered a yard or
two and then collg sed)., Terri-
fied, face downward, he waited
for his foes. With a rush of feet
they came. He waited for the
blow. It never fell. Suddenly
he felt a gentle pull upon his
tail — the tail over which all
his life he had been ridiculed;
then came a muttering of voices.
From the face of the moon a
cloud passed by. He was in a
g:de and lying near a pool.

er the air a heavy scent was
hanging. Suddenly the waters
stirred. Out of their depths a
flaming gold and purple flower
arose. Ten tentacles spread out
with gaping, wide-open, blood-
red mouths. Shriek upon shriek
of utter agony rent the air. In-
to the flaming golden center
each tentacle, curving inward,
drop) a dwarf. Into the
depths of the pool the flower
sank down. All was still. Si Urag
was alone. .

That night he slept in a house
among the branches of a tree.
The surviving dwarfs had fled.

In the moming he collected
the corpses of his friends and
placed them near the lake. That
night from his tree-house he
watched. The moon was one day
off the full. When at its highest
point in the sky, the waters of
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the pool became disturbed.
Again the golden-purple flower
arose from its depths and the
soothing scent spread over the
jungle. Again the red-mouthed
tentacles spread over the shore
and sucked up the corpses,
curved themselves in toward the
golden center, dropped in its

ell.shaped mouth the stiffened
bodies. Once again the human-
feeding flower sank beneath the
waters. Once again all was still.
Gradually the narcotic smell
grew less; slowly the moon sank
in the west. Afl' was dark and
silent.

On the next and two follow-
ing nights the flower appeared.
Each ni%ht the hungry tentacles
sought for food — human or
animal. Then with the waning
of the moon the flower rose up
no more. Still in his tree-house
Si Urag watched and lived.
Where else was he to go? His
tribe was killed; the dwarfs had
fled and of them he was afraid.
Because of his tail he hesitated
to intermingle with other hu-
mans, even if he knew where
to find them. Here was his house,
safe from wild beasts that
roamed at night; in the pool
were many fish, in the jungle
many roots and fruit. Here was
the wondrous fower that fed on
men, that spread its wondrous
scent, to which he felt he owed
his life. Here, then, he would
live and consecrate his life in a
kind of priesthood to the flam-
ing gold and purple orchid.

THE CORPORAL ceased and
his eyes met those of Dennis.
There was no need to answer
the unspoken question in them.
The mystery of those disappear-
ances was explained.

“And that?” Dennis pointed to
the tattooing on the prisoner’s

y.

Si Urag understood the ges-
ture, if not the words.

“Is the picture of the Flower
I serve,” he answered, looking
at the corporal. “Two nights ago
I fed it with a man clothed like
that” — and he pointed to the
police. “A night ago I caught a
pig and deer; last night I caught
a man” — he pointed to where
Si Tuah lay in his deliium —
“but a magic spoke from out a
tube that Hashed fire and the
rope was severed and . . .” He
shrugged with a world of mean-
ing, then, “I am hungry; give
me some rice.”

For a while he ate his fill.
Then when the sun rose high
over the little glade Dennis

vestoned him further, and

his gestures formed a great
T Fhe glade of the gold

e glade e golden-pur-
ple ﬂov%er was but few miles
away. A little cutting of the
jungle, and a hidden path — Si
Urag’s path — would found.
That night the moon would be
but two days past its zenith, the
wondrous flower would rise for
the last time for a month — or
rise never to rise again, hoped
Dennis.
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$i Urag was complacent. Was
it fear or cunning? Who could
tell? His face was like a mask
as he agreed to lead the little
arty to the pool where dwelt
B-ne sacred flower.

THE HOUR was after mid-
night. In the camp three police
watched the delirious Si Tuah.
Along a narrow track that led
from the jungle to a pool, si-
lently stole eight men. In the
west a clipped moon was slow-
ly sinking. Out of the jungle
crept the men, into a ‘Elaée sil-
vered by the light of the moon.

“To the right ten paces ex
. . .” Dennis’ whispered orders
faded away, giving place to a
breathless gasp of surprise.
There in the middle of the pool
was the great ﬁolden- le
flower, its center Haming gold,
its petals deepest purple, its ten
pistils curling and waving about
—curling and waving toward the
little group of men as they
emerged from the track; the
bl -red, sc%lvir-rimmed ll"nouths
opening and shutting in hungry
expectation. Over the glade lay
the heavy aromatic scent.

Speechless, spellbound, the
little party looked at the won-
drous, beautiful sight. The dead-
ening spell of that narcotic
scent was spreadiing through
their veins. Lower and lower
slowly sank the moon.

Si Urag fell upon his knees,
covered his face with his hands
and commenced to mumble a

prayer. His action jerked the
rope with which he was at-
tached to Dennis and the cor-
poral. With a start the former
awoke as from a trance. All the
waving pistils were pointing and
stretching toward S‘ne huddled
group. The moon was nearly
touching the farther edge of the
sky. Soon — soon . . .

“To the right ten paces ex-
tend]” Like pistol shots Dennis’
words broke in upon the night.
Unconsciously, automatically, the
police obeyed. Si Urag remained
in prayer. “Load!” The one word
cut the stillness like a knife. The
waving pistils changed their
curves — followed the extend-
ing men, stretched and strained
their blood-red mouths,

“At point-blank — firel” Six
tongues of flame; one loud and
slightly jagged report. Four pis-
tils writ] and twisted in an
agony of death. In the flaming
golden center, a jagged hole.
The heavy aromatic scent came
stealing stronger and stronger
from the maimed and riddfed
center. The moon just touched
the far horizon. Slowly the won-
drous flower began to sink, the
waters became disturbed, the
pistils seemed to shrink.

Si Urag rose from his knees
and prayers; uncovered his ears,
over which he had placed his
hand at the sound of the re-
port. From Dennis to the cor-
poral he looked in mute and
utter supplication. From head to
foot he trembled.
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Slowly the moon and flower
were sinking. One pistil, bigger,
stronger, fuller - mou an
the rest, seemed reluctant to re-
treat, but pointed and waved at
the silent three.

Into his chawat Si Urag dived
his hand. Quick as lightning he
withdrew it. A slash to the right,
?nolh?\r to the left, and he was
Tee. mighty spring, a pierc-
ing he 'l{,urle'd himself,
as a devotee, into the great ra-
venous blood-red mouth. Slow-
lﬁ the pistil curved inward. Over
the golden bell-shaped center it
poised. Then it bent its head;
its silver rim distended and then
closed. Si Urag was no more.

e moon sank down out of
sight; the wondrous flower with
its maddened, fanatical vietim
slipped beneath the waters of
the 1. The stillness of the
jungle remained; the scent of
dew-laden earth arose. Dark-
ness — and a memory — sur-
rounded the group of seven.

THE TROPIC sleepiness of
3 p. m. hung over Klagan. Sud-
denly the chugging of a motor-

boat was heard coming from
afar upstream. Down to the tiny

floating wharf the ulace de-
scended, headed by the serang.
Round the last bend swung the

motorboat, drew alongside the
wharf and came to rest. Out of
it silently stepped Dennis and
the weary police. One of them
carri two rifles, which told
the wondering people of a death.
Two of them supported Si Tuah,
which told them a strug?le had
taken place. Over his features

read a smile as his hands met
those of his wife. “"Twas a near
thing, Miang,” he murmured,
“and it happened at the dead
of ni dt. A ma;: witl(:}:dtaﬂ har‘:g
a golden-purple orchid whi
herorshtilppg.' )

rom the people rose a_gasp

of wonder and cries of dis
lief. Then Dennis raised his
hand.

“Si Tuah speaks the truth,”
he said, “but Si Urag of the Tail
no longer lives, and the flower
no more can blossom. The Fear
is dead.”

Then unsteadily he walked
to his house.



