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WEIRD TALES

Terrible Was the Vengeance Prepared by
Ling Foo for the Lover of Ti Ling

TEETH

By GALEN C. COLIN

His blue eyes blinked. He
stretched his long form pain-
fully. His strength was hardly
enough to lift his blond head from
the floor on which he lay. As full
consciousness came to him, he gazed
about. Above, beneath, on all sides,
nothing but eclosely fitted masonry.
A tightly barred window of tiny
dimensions admitted the dim light.
This was a new experience, which the
young American could not fathom.
His last memory was of the won-
derful Chinese twilight, as he lingered
at the wall of old Ling Foo’s garden,
awaiting Ling Foo’s goldenly bsauti-
ful daughter, Ti Ling. He recalled,
now, a faint sweet odor coming to his

PAUL VERMAIN awoke slowly.

nostrils. He Had felt a strange
drowziness stealing upon him, and
wondered if the scent could be from
the white poppies across the wall. He
had rested his head on the wall for a
minute—then this awakening.

As his strength returned, he arose.
A careful search revealed that noth-
ing had been taken from him while he
slept. His eclothing was not even
mussed or awry. Robbery evidently
was not the motive. His cell was en-
tirely devoid of furniture; it con-
tained not even a bench or box, but
by standing on tiptoe he could just
reach the grated window with his
eyes. The grounds outside were
strangely familiar, in a sort of warped
and backward way. Then it dawned
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upon him. He was staring at Ling
Foo’s garden, but from the side of
the stately palace instead of the gar-
den wall,

Why should he, Paul Vermain,
representative of the Standard Oil
Company in Hia Waku, be a prisoner
in the old Chinese professor’s home?
True, Ling Foo was of the older
generation and looked with great dis-
favor upon all foreign devils, but his
hatred had never been active. True,
the younz American had held hands
with Ti Ling, the daughter of Ling
Foo, many times over the garden wall
in the hazy dusk—but according to
American standards there was noth-
ing more than a little pleasurable jin-
diseretion in this. Rack his brain as
he would, Vermain could not untangle
the mystery. Still drowzy, he lay
down again, determined to puzzle his
head no more, but to let the solution
work itself out as it would.

He dozed.

Then a sound as of a bolt with-
drawn awakened him. Still reclin-
ing, he opened his eyes. Directly
above his facc a stone moved; then it
swung upward, revealing an opening
not more than a foot square. A
wrinkled and benevolent yellow face
filled the aperture for a moment, and
twinkling black eyes surveyed him.
Then the face was withdrawn, and a
small silver bucket on the end of a
chain was lowered beside him. Rais-
ing himself on one elbow he lifted it.
The contents looked like water. He
tasted it. It was water, clear and
cool. Becoming eonscious of a great
thirst, he drained a mighty draft.

The bucket fell from his grasp, its
contents drenching bis clothing, He
tried to lift his hand to raise the
bucket again. Every hint of power
was gone. He could not even move
his head. It was only by great effort
that he summoned strength to close
his eyelids. When they were closed
it was a gigantic task to open them
again. Yet the feeling of drowziness
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swiftly fled. While every muscle was
paralyzed, his mind seemed stimu-
lated to as great a degree. He could
feel the discomfort of the uneven rock
floor, but could not alleviate it by a
single movement. Some strange and
powerful drug had him firmly in its
grip.

A DOOR in the wall beside him swung
silently open, and four half-
clothed coolies entered. Without a
word they lifted the American and
carried him up a short flight of steps
into a spacious room, topped by a sky-
light of orange glass. In the center
of the room they deposited their bur-
den on a teakwood table, hollowed
to fit the body of a man most com-
fortably.

By great effort, Vermain forced his
eyes to survey the room. Tiled walls
and tiled floor were laid in queer
mosaic patterns. Everywhere the
same motif was repeated—a great
dragon with widespread jaws, but
toothless as an old hag. He had seen
the design many times before, and
cudgeled his brain to remember.
Then it came to him. This was the
insignia that graced the lintel of
every Chinese dentist who hsa sue-
cessfully fulfilled his apprenticeship
on the graduated wooden pegs. It
was more the sign of great strength
of wrist and finger than of knowledge
—but the practise of dentistry was a
profession for the sons of mandarins
alone in old China.

Then Vermain’s eyes roved again.
On the walls were panel after panel,
all studded with wooden pegs of vary-
ing sizes and lengths. Nothing else
but bare floor was visible. The truth
rushed upon him. Here was where
Ling Foo taught his pupils the quaint
art of pulling teeth from unwilling
jaws by main strength and artful
twist. This table upon which he was
lying was, beyond doubt, the scene of
the final examination of the appren-
tices-—actual practise on actual teeth.
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The young American .could not sum-
mon strength enough to shudder.

At his head, and consequently out
of sight,. he heard a door open. A
babble of Chinese came to his ears.
Although Vermain was fairly pro-
ficient in the .ancient language, he
could distinguish but few of the
words, for each voice seemed to be
trying to outdo the others. Then
they wero stilled by a voice, deep and
resonant, which he recognized as com-
ing from Ling Foo.

The old professor approached: the
table and stood at Vermain’s feet.
For several minntes. the Chineman
gazed silently at the recumbent figure.
The perpetual smile, the wrinkled but
kindly old face, the close-fitting black
skull cap and the folded hands gave
old Ling Foo a: peculiarly benevolent
expression which his words could not
dispel.

¢‘Ling Foo welcomes the most hon-
orable American: to' this most miser-
oble hovel,’’ began the old Chinaman
in his singsong salutation ¢‘The
Gods have been good to Ling Foo, the
unworthy. They have- ordained the
white man’s visit when Ling Foo's
need was the greatest. The hour of
the tests of the:unworthy. pupils was
at hand. There. was .no fitting sub-

ject. Then tho American comes with
his strong, white teeth. Truly the
Gods are good '’

‘Words and words—but no explana-
tion. It was .now. that fear entered
Vermain’s mijnd for the first time.
He tried to spesak, but even his tongue
was paralyzed. Ho:wanted to explain
that there: was some mistake; that he
was Vermain, . representative of the
Standard Qil Company; that he had
never harmed Ling Foo; that he was
the warm friend—in; fact, the ae-
cepted lover of Ling Foo's daughter.
He wanted to tell Ling .Foo that he
would feel greatly hopored to make
Ti Ling his. wife in the good old
American way, It was mo use, the
words would not.come.
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Slowly the old man turned to the
waiting pupils, and as he beckoned,
he called out a name.

‘““Fang Tu, come hither. To you,
most honorable son of Wu Fang, shall
be the honor of the first test."”’

With wrinkled thumb and finger
Ling Foo opened the unresisting jaws
of the subject.

‘“Look,’' he said 1o the waiting
pupil, ‘‘the teeth are tight-set and
strong. It will be a test worthy of all
the skill Ling  Foo has taught you.
See, tho one next the first molar. The
roots are straight—but long and fast
grown to the flesh. The tooth is
small, and your :grip must be power-
ful. Ah——it started, but your fingers
slipped. Try again—a twist to the
right and a twist to the left—now a
straight pull. See the red, clean
blood! That was worthy of your
master.”’

The white man’s body twitched in
agony, but he was powerless to move.
Only the pressure of finger and thumb
was needed to keep his jaws apart, so
potent was the drug that bound his
musecles. The blood from the wounded
mouth almost strangled him, until the
old professor and his pupil rolled the
unresisting form over and let the red
tluid drip on the tiled floor.

Then unother pupil was called--
and still another—until six teeth had
left their moorings in agony. Clean
extractions, worthy of China’s best,
brought exclamations of pride and
pleasure to the happy pupils from the
old tecacher. Bungling work that
crushed flesh and bono was followed
by eclueks of impatience at inferior
skill. With each operation Vermain’y
agony became worse, until it was un-
bearable. Then he fainted.

HEN the young American awoke
it was dawn of another day.
The effect of the drug had worn off
and his strength had returned. The
jaw with the toothleas holes was in-
flamed and swollen. Tt ached ter-



TEETH

ribly. His: throat was parched, and
his whole body was erying for water.
Yet he determined that not another
drop would pass his lips in this hell-
hole. Frantically he shook the bars;
they were so strong that the strength
of six men would not have budged
them. The deor was elose-fitting zmd
barred from the outside. -He could
uot move it. In despair he paced the
floor of the tiny cell.

[t was midday when the trap-door
was opened and the bucket was low-
eréd. With a thick-voiced curse that
was half groan, Vermain snatched it
up and dashed it against thc wall.
Silently the trap closed, and he was
again alone with his thirst and pain.
Near - evening the torturers again
offered him water, and again he re-
fused it.

The night was one of almost mad-
ness. Thirst and pain filled the hours,
and gradually ‘thirst took the aseend-
ancy. The thickly swollen lips uttered
growling curses.

Came morning, and with it another
offer of water. Vermain elutched the
bucket and drew back his arm to dash
it at the wall. e stayed his hand.
He gazed at the cool, crystal-clear
liquid. With a groan, he drained
the vessel. He sank to the floor inert.

Once more the coolies came and car-
ried him to the torture chamber. This
time but four tecth ‘were dragged
from the protesting jawbone when
merciful unconsciousncss came. Ver-
main awoke again, and found water
beside him. This time he drank.
Thirst was supreme over pain.

Six days elapsed before the last
tooth was pulled, by the master him-
self. Vermain was almost mad with
the agony of body and mind. He
had long given up hope of rescue or
escape. Death seemed eertain, for the
Chinese would not dare liberate their
prisoner to tell his story. A delirious
fever developed, and he reved through
three mad days. He lived over again
the agony of the torture table—yet at
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mtervals the eool; smalr kand of T§
Ling " séemed 15 ‘easo “his aching
brow., “It- was - during these in-
tervals that the countendnce of Ling
Foo would darken: with hate as he
peered through the -trap-door at the
stricken foreigner; for it'enraged him
to hear & white ‘devil' 'making tender
love to his deughter, ¢ven in delirium.

Then'one morming the fever left the
American-aud he ‘safik 1o "the floor,
weak and-exhausted, “This tiine the
bucket containced nothihig’ but water,
cool and - sparkling. His - abundant
vitality -soon -responded to: food and
drink, and-he became almost himself
again.

ING PO0’8 decision was: made. The
- four ' frightened ' coelies entered
nnd overpowered their weakened
prisoirer. Then they botind his wrists
behind his back. Again Vermain was
taken. to:the chamber of- tortures, but
this time. there were mno waiting
pupils.

Directly to the table-in the center
moved the prisoner and ‘his guards.
A glance a2t the bed of horvors
brought a shudder of remembrauce to
his frame, for on the table, pegred in
one long row in a testing frame, weve
all the teeth that had once bern so
much a part of him-—and -that had
been 8o painfully removed. Vernin
closed his eycs against the sight for
long minute.

He opened them again at a ~oft
touch on-his arm. Beside him was Ti
Ling, lovely as the- letis blossom.
Vermain’s heart leapt at the sivht of
her. -The love that- he thought so
strong before now overwhelmed him.
Gone were his misgivings. She was
Mongolian—be was white. Very well,
what would be the :difference? He
was soori to die, but livihg or Jdead,
Ti Ling was his.

Timidly she -lookod'.at_ her lover
with pitying cyes. Then whe started
as their eyes met. - - In hi% was no hint
of fright or- ‘pdis—they were



196 WEIRD
brimming over . with love, A -blush
suffused her golden skin and her gaze
fell. A tremor of joy shook her
slender frame. Then both raised their
eyes to the figure across the- table.

Ling Fo6 was seated .in his great
carved chair—his feet on the golden
footstool. Gorgeous mendarin robes
covered his spare body, and the
tasseled cap- decorated 'the shaven
head. Across -his knees rested the
long, curved sacrificial sword.

His voice, now hersh with hatred,
startled the lovers.

*“0, miserable Ti Ling,’’ he snarled,
‘‘see to what depths of egony the
foreign devil has gone, that he should
presume to covet the daughter of
Ling Foo, the mandarin! His pain
and anguish have been so great that
the Gods have only permitted him to
live through it that he might suffer
the last stroke at the hands of Ling
Foo. I have made him hideous in
your sight so that through the ages
that will be your mertory of him. I
have seen love for him in your eyes,
and for that madness you shall also
die. 'With the sacrificial sword of my
ancestors will the vengeance be taken.
Look et this wmsightly creature, Ti
Ling, and hate kim as I do.”’

‘0, my father,’’ said Ti Ling, in a
low clear voicg, ‘‘though you cut off
his ears, dig out his eyes, pull out his
bair, sever ¢éach hand and foot, yet
would I love this American. Gladly
do I go to death with him.”’
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Ling Foo’s face turned. the color of
pale old ivory. His hands shook with
rage. Several times he tried to speak
and could not. He grasped the great
sword in both hands and raised to his
feet for the fatal stroke. The weapon
flashed a baleful reflection as it was
lifted above the old Chinaman’s head.
It began to descend, and Ti Ling
bowed her head to receive its force on
her slender neck.

The sword clattered to the floor,
and Ling Foo flung his arms wildly
forward to catch himself as the golden
footstool overturned benedth his
stamping feet. The flying hands
found the table’s edge too late as the
shaven head came down with a crash
upon the long row of firm white teeth.
The old professor’s body went limp as
it rolled from the table, taking with
it, firmly imbedded in the left temple,
a long, sharp incisor.

TH.E Standard Oil Company’s
representative in Hia Waku is an
upstanding young American, blue of
eye and blond of hair. His pearly
white teeth are the delight of his
goldenly beautiful Chinese wife, Ti
Ling. You would say that Paul Ver-
main’s teeth are his own; and truly
they are—all but one that is buried
with the dust of Ling Foo. The teeth
he gathered from the teakwood table
in the palace of Ling Foo made a trip

‘across the Pacific to the best dentist

in the States—and the plates are mar-
vels of dental art.




