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Slowly those outstretched
curved upward and inward,

breast.”

HROUGHOUT the great pal-

ace of Tey Bee Yong, governor

of a vast province in the in-
terior of China, the atmosphere was
heavy with tense expectancy, preg-
nant with a sense of troubled fear.

Within the palace itself, under the
eyes of a stern, expressionless, tooth-
less majordomo, the indoor servants
quailed, answering by some subtle in-
stinet his unspoken commands, mov-
ing about with that silent stealth,
the ecombination of their nature and
their fear.

In the outer courtyards the most
menial of the servants—Ilittle better
than slaves and less cared for and
tended than pigs and fowls—scarce
dared to breathe and only dared to
express their dull, untutored thoughts
in whispers.

From every window of the palace,

raising
the bound body toward the idol's

arms

which stood upon one of twin hills,
myriad fantastic lamps gave forth
their lights, winking like colored
stars upon the houses that huddled in
the plain beneath. From the crest of
the sister hill on which was built the
great Temple of Parenthood, a soli-
tary, mighty light gleamed heaven-
ward. It came from the huge lan-
tern that burned day and night be-
fore the great earved ivory and gold-
en altar, dedicated to the brooding
spirit who ruled the destinies of child-
birth.

The accomplished days were num-
bered. Hours, perhaps only min-
utes, now stood between the supreme
moment, when the hopes of a people
and the burning desires of Tey Bee
Yong would be realized to the utter-
most, or despair and eruel anger once

again stalked the land. For the wife
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of Tey Bee Yong was in the pangs of
childbirth.

Tey Bee Yong, the omnipotent, gov-
ernor of the mightiest and largest
province ' in China, potentate over
the lives and destinies of ten million
people, possessor of a hundred wives
and twice as many concubines, was
still without a son.

This night ?

From the palace to the temple a
steady stream of servants flowed,
"laden with offerings from the deep
and those strange lands across the sea
that basked in perpetual sunshine
and torrential rains. Sharks’ fins
and birds’ mnests, cuttlefish and sea-
slugs; the scented woods from vast
and almost untrodden jungles, gave
off their aromatic perfumes from a
thousand joss-sticks that burned be-
fore and upon the ivory and golden
altar. Sucking-pig and fowl and
sweets, decked with fantastic frills
and colored paints, were laid in great
profusion before the weird effigy of
the spirit-god, upon whose cxtended
arms was placed the image of a
naked man-child, carved from a solid
block of age-old amber.

The temple courts were filled with
priests whose shaven heads, bowed in
almost ceaseless supplication, glis-
tened like ivory balls in the glare of
the great lantern. Naked were they
all save for their baggy trousers;
against the dull ivory of their skin
their long, black, oiled pigtails
gleamed like dark weals of wo—the
stripes of a burdened people, symbols
of an age-long superstition.

In the squalid houses on the plain,
smoke from the open fires all but ob-
scured the fitful light of flickering
torch and candle. Round the fires
huddled the almost soulless inmates,
hungrily filling their half-starved
bellies with a meager fare of sweet
potatoes—for of rice there was none,
since for the fifth year in succession
the crop had failed. Even to them
far removed, yet under the shadow
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of the palace, the air of tense expec-
tancy and troubled fear had spread.
One topic and one only passed their
thin pinched lips. They spoke in the
cracked, weak voice begotten of pov-
erty and endless utter dejection.

Before the cheap painted wooden
pikongs in each house the joss-sticks
burned, adding their quota to the
smoky, stuffy atmosphere; ecarved
sweet potatoes, representing pigs and
fowls, and dyed vermilien, blue and
green, rested upon trays before the
pictured image of the god.

““Oh, that a man-child would be
born this night!’’ Such was the bur-
den of the people’s prayers. For with
his birth the curse of famine would
depart and plenty once again spread
over the land. This was the super-
stition, the edict of the priests of the
great temple on the hill. The blight
of famine would continue and spread,
year upon year—unless an heir was
granted to the land to carry on the
rule of Tey Bee Yong, the heaven-
born lord, beloved of Confucius.

‘“Oh, that a man-child would be
born this night!’’ As a whispering
wind, as the swell of waters, as the
distant tramp of feet, as a living,
breathing, moving spirit the ery,
though almost silent and nearly inar-
ticulate, seemed to permeate the air
—the cry of despair that yet ex-
pressed hope.

IN A room hung with gold and black
silken draperies, upon a multitude
of cushions reclined Tey Bee Yong,
outwardly impassive and calm. By
his side was his opium pipe, which he
raised to his lips, as frequently he
filled its blackened bowl with taper-
ing, nervous fingers, the long nails of
which glistened in the lamplight like
the talons of a bird of prey. His al-
mond eyves were narrowed to the mer-
est slits, his forehead was creased into
thin, graven lines. Over his lower
lip the two front teeth, large, yellow,
and discolored, fell like two slabs of
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ancient ivory. His thin lips were
bloodless, his ears abnormally large.

Thus he waited—waited like the
very meanest of his people for the
coming of the child that meant so
much. But his anxiety was only for
his pride, not for the hungry popu-
lace.

Outside, the sound of feet coming
along a corridor reached his ears.
Just for a moment his impassiveness
gave way and he raised himself upon
his cushions. Then as the steps
passed by he sank back, his fingers
hungrily groping for his pipe. He
raised it to his mouth, unfilled, then
put it down and struck upon a gong
that stood by his side.

The door opened in due course
and the majordomo stood bowing be-
fore him.

¢“Chow Lim,”’ the words were soul-
less, cxpressionless, ‘‘bring me a
bowl of bird’s nest soup and. ”
Tey Bee Yong hesitated. In the si-
lence Chow Lim waited. ‘‘And—-"’
Again Tey Bec Yong paused.
Though the world rocked, though his
wife might dic—still he could not,
would not, show the tension that was
his. Immemorial custom barred the
way

St111 Chow Lim waited, his body
bent in deep obeisance, 'his hands
crossed over his breast,

A lantern by an open window, lit
by twenty candles, flickered, guttered
and went out. A streak of darkness
stretched across the room and in-its
passage rested on Tey Bee Yong's
face.

‘““And

A moaning ery of pain came steal-
ing through the window from the
courtyard below, followed by an in-
fant wail.

‘With blazing eyes and outstretched
finger pointing to the window, Tey
Bee Yong spoke.

“‘Go! And cast her in the well of
eels who thus has dared to break my
rest, and throw her spawn into the
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river that its blighted spirit may not
dwell in nearness to my house. Go!’’

Chow Lim bowed lower and de-
parted.

Through a maze of passages he
walked with rapid, silent footsteps,
that yet scemed weighted with the
low fatalism of the East.

I'rom out a small door in the pal-
ace he emerged, and guided by un-
usual sounds, crossed the courtyard
and entered onme of several squalid
huts.

Inside was confusion and distress.
Upon dirty matting on the floor a
woman lay, with eclosed eyes and
faintly moving breast. She was so
thin and worn it seemed impossible
that she could have given the breath
of life to another than herself. In
the arms of a woman ncar by, a new-
born babe, a man-child, was nestling.
Over the smoking fire its father
stirred some black, insipid gruel
made from yams and sweet potatoes.
Two dogs, in a corner, were fighting
over the peclings.

Just for an instant Chow L1m stood
still as the squalor of the scene struck
even his unimpassioned senses. Just
for a second he wondered whether the
woman was not dead—so faint her
breathing, so still she lay. Just for
an instant——

The child’s wail' rose above the
snarling of the dogs. Chow Lim
moved forward. Slowly, inevitably
he drew near. Only three paces sep-
arated him from her who held the
child. The mother opened her
cyes in supplication—some instinet
warned her of approaching harm—
her lips moved, but speech was be-
yond her power. Over the fire the
father crouched lower; his stirring
ceased. With a moan he rolled to the
ground; his body could endure no
more, the blackness of a swoon and
hunger enveloped him.

Close to the woman Chow Lim ap-
proached, his arms extended, his eyes
and mien eloquent of eommand.
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Over the tiny body his fingers erept.
Then——

From the palace arose a long, de-
spairing wail that stole out of the
building, through the courtyard,
down to the huddled houses on the
plain. The great light streaming
heavenward from the temple changed
from its golden to a blood-red hue.
The priests, on their knees before the
altar, chanted a dirge of misery and
wo.
Chow Lim stood still, hesitating.
Then above the wail from the palace,
louder than the temple dirge came the
cry of many voices, a cry of fear.
*‘The ehild is born, the child is born!
But alas! it is no man-child, we must
starve another year!’’

In his rooin Tey Bee Yong waited
for the confirmation of the ery which
crept through the walls and reached
his ears. Brcken in two his opium
pipe lay on the ground at his feet.
Clenched were his hands till the
knuckles shone like polished bone in
the flickering light. Into his lower
lip his ivory, slablike teeth were bit-
ing till blood fell drip by drip.

Not many rooms away, his wife lay
dying, unheeded and alone, bereft of
her serving women and midwives,
who with the callousness of their race
and smitten with the prevailing dread
had left her in her very hour of need.
At her cold breast a tiny form was
vainly pressing. Into the frail weak
arms it wriggled and there lay still,
silent save for its puny whimper.
Faint as an antumn ray of sunshine a
smile flickered over the mother’s
face; then light as a spring shower,
her tears fell. Slowly her lips moved
as she whispered with her dying
breath :

“Dear litlle daughter, thou art not wanted,
In this great China. this land of much wo,
It were far better that Death now should claim

thee,
Than thou shouldst live the world's griefs to
know.
*Dear ;‘lgg daughter, accursed for thy woman-
Born to be sold. or exchanged, or just bartered,

A slave and a drudge till the end of thy days,
Creature of man and his—""
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The whisper ceased. The joss-
sticks smoldered, then died out. The
lamps flickered with uncertain light.

IN THE hut in the courtyard Chow
Lim’s fingers fastened on the tiny
body, and as they did so he formed a
great resolve. (Gently he took posses-
sion of the child. Then with a ghost
of a smile at the weeping mother he
passed out. Back through the maze
of passages he traveled up to the
room where the dead woman lay.
Silently, almost secretly, he entered.
With the ensuing draft from the
opening door the lamps went out.
Darkness and a child’s whimper.

Quickly he crossed to Tey Bee
Yong’s wife, and in her arms placed
the man-child. Quickly he seized the
baby daughter, and placed his hand
over its mouth, then in the darkness
re-crossed the floor. His footsteps
hurried out in the passage with an
unaccustomed haste. Once again he
reached the courtyard, entered the
hut and put down his burden. He
spoke no word, but with a gesture,
unmistakable in its authority, com-
manded complete silence. Then le
departed.

Slowly he retraced his steps, won-
dering as he walked what strange
freak of fancy, what eurious twist of
psychology, had been the cause of his
unprecedented action.

Just for a moment fear seized him,
fear at his temerity in pitting his
strength against the god, fear at his
audacity in so attempting to deceive
Tey Bee Yong. As he reached the
door where the dead woman lay, he
trembled from head to foot and a cold
sweat broke out over him. He had
darcd the gods, defied their decree!
He was deliberately about to lie to
Tey Bee Yong, the omnipotent! Ir-
resolute he stood, hesitating to enter.

Why had he done this thing?
‘Why? To his unspoken thoughts no
answer came, but before his eyes ap-
peared the picture of his own erst-
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while wife, whose golden lilies* were
far-famed, whose curved vermilion
lips his own had so often kissed,
whose head of shiny well-oiled hair
had lain upon his breast, whose
cheeks so lightly brushed with scent-
ed pearl-dust had nestled near his
own, lying dead and dishonored,
killed by the passion and cruelty of
his master, Tey Bee Yong.

The beating of a gong broke in
upon his troubled thoughts. The im-
perious sound awakened in him the
necessity for action; gave him the
courage to play his part. Quickly he
entered the room, picked up the child,
then, calm and collected, impassive as
of old, hastened to obey the summons.

““My lord,”’ the words were laden
with respect.

From the contemplation of his
,opium pipe Tey Bee Yong looked up
to find Chow Lim bowing before him,
and in his arms a child.

‘‘Cast that most accursed spawn,
that female toad into the river. And
she who gave it birth, accursed and
hated by the gods, drive forth from
out my gates with ignominy. Burn
on her forehead the brand of shame,
for she sold herself for food and rai-
ment, lived for a year in wealth and
comfort, then failed to give her lord
a man-child. Go!”’

“My lord.”” Deeply Chow Lim
made his obeisance, then stood erect.
Thus for a brief moment he faced Tey
Bee Yong, then the child’s whimper
broke the silence.-

““Son of an evil mother!”’ eried
Tey Bee Yong as he raised himself
from his cushions. ‘‘Dost dare to
pause upon my command? Go, ere
my wrath burst bounds. Go!”’

‘““My lord, most honorable mas-
ter,”’ began Chow Lim, and his voice,
though humble, held some quality of
compulsion. ““Thy servant for many
years craves thy pardon for his dis-
obedience, yet is he emboldened thus
to dare thy wrath, for those whose

* bound-up feet.
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voices reached thine ears a little
while ago, did lie. They spoke of
what they knew not but only of their
fears. See, lord, what I thy humble
slave and majordomo bring to thee.
Tor this, and this alone, dare I delay
in execution of thine honor’s will.”’

As he paused for breath, Chow Lim
stretched out his arms, showing the
child to Tey Bee Yong.

‘“Oh, heaven-born master, gracious
lord, behold the great god of the
mighty temple has answered thy
prayer. See, into thy arms I place
the longed-for man-child.”’

A slow silence crept over the room
as Tey Bee Yong with the child in
his arms rocked slowly on his feet. A
whimper broke the silence. It star-
tled Tey Bee Yong. Into the arms
of Chow Lim he thrust the child, then
with a sudden thought asked:

‘“And she who bore this child, this
son of mine, this infant of the god
most blessed, what of her? Give to
her all attention, double the number
of her serving women, for I will
raise her to my side and take her to
my own most intimate habitation.
Hasten, Chow Lim, and do my bid-
ding; prepare her for my visit, for I
would speak with her. Go! And for
thyself there shall also be rewards.””

Chow Lim bowed low.

““My lord, though the god has
given thee a son, in the giving hath
he claimed the mother, for Moi Kam
Moi, thine honor’s latest and best-
beloved wife, is dead. Yet shall the
child live and so delight thine eyes.
Thus shall he perpetuate the heaven-
born’s fame and so give plenty to this
stricken land.’’ '

He bowed again and silently de-
parted. For fully a minute Tey Bee
Yong stood still, motionless as an
ivory image. Then he struck the
gong. Chow Lim himself answered
the call, _

‘‘Bring me another pipe,’’ Tey Bee
Yong’s voice was calm and expres-
sionless, ‘‘for this of evil workman-
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ship is broken in two, And send Kin
San Kiu to me. My eyes would feast
upon her sinuous form, my mouth
taste her vermilion lips, my arms
feel her soft body in their sweet em-
brace. Go!’’

Far into the night Chow Lim was
busy making arrangements for the
care and tending and upbringing of
the changeling child.

Over the land the news was spread-
ing. In the months that followed,
from East to West and North to
South the fields were heavy and gold-
en with the thick ears of ripening
grain,

2

SEV'ENTEEN years had passed since
the birth of Tey Bee Yong’s child
—years of plenty for the populace.
Never a breath of suspicion blew
upon Chow Lim; not for an instant
did Tey Bee Yong suspect; never a
word was spoken by the inmates of
the hovel.

Only in the palace and its precinets
there grew up two children, who by
some freak or fantasy of the god
were in the end most strangely drawn
together.

Yong Bee Tey—for so was the
man-child named—was good to look
upon. Tall and straight of limb, with
open eyes and smiling countenance,
he held his father’s pride and such
affection as was his. In all things
was he indulged save one—his future
marriage. On this one point his fa-
ther was the stern, unbending auto-
crat. For there was one, the pale-
faced limping daughter of a far-off
governor, whose province adjoined
that of Tey Bee Yong, with whom he
intended his son should wed; that
with the union his ambition for ag-
grandizement might be fed and he re-
deem his pledge. For, as was the
custom of the land, the children in in-
faney had been affianced by their par-
ents’ bond.

Across the sky dark clouds were
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scudding. Faster they came and
thicker they grew, till in the west
they banked one upon the other, then
spread across the star-flecked sky.
Out of the east a wind came roaring,
then ceased with a startling sudden-
ness. The clouds pressed lower and
then broke, dragging the earth with-
torrential rain. Peal upon peal of
mighty thunder; flash upon flash the
lightning played.

But Tey Bee Yong’s son, returning
home from the hunt, heeded not the
storm, for just before reaching the
outer walls of the palace he would
pass a tiny, disused gardener’s hut.
There he would find his heart’s de-
sire, his pearl beyond all price, his
Ming Po Ming, whose peach-bloom
cheeks were innocent of pearl-dust,
whose lips pouted a natural redness
richer than vermilion paint, whose
sleek-black hair, untouched with oil,
outvied that of other maidens, whose
golden lilies were beyond compare.

As he approached he sang for the
very lightness of his heart, while his
pulse beat quicker at the thought of
holding her soft form in his embrace.
Just as he turned a bend in the path
a vivid sheet of lightning lit up earth
and sky. In its glare he beheld the
hut and Ming Po Ming framed in its
doorway.

For a moment his heart stood still
and his blood seemed turned to water
as he saw her flinch before the sud-
den glare. Then with a run and a
bound he reached the hut, and she
was in his arms:

“Ming Po, Ming Po, sweet flower
of my heart,”” he murmured, ‘‘thou
must not stand so at the door, when
such a storm is raging; what should I
do, sweet blossom, if the lightning
struck thee down?’’

For answer she nestled closer in
his arms, then shyly whispered:
““Ah! but I could not wait to feast
my eyes upon my best beloved. If he
be in the storm, shall not Ming Po
then watch for his return? What is
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a little rain, a little thunder and a
little glare compared to her great
love?’’

‘““Ming Po, beloved!”” And once
again his lips met hers and all the
world was lost to them. Thus did
they stand, oblivious of the storm
without, murmuring such words as
only lovers know.

But in a world of stern reality
such moments, though they hold an
age, must pass, nor is their power su-
preme enough to triumph over fear
and dread, those deep-born instinets
of the serf and poor. And so—:

There came a clap of thunder,
louder than the rest, that startled
Ming Po and by its seeming unexpec-
tedness awoke her quiescent fears.
Slowly she disentangled herself from
Yong Bee’s embrace; then with a
pensive gesture smoothed out the
wrinkles of her coat and trousers, the
while he watched, wondering yet con-
scious of some foreeful intrusion.

Over the room a silence crept as
the storm with unearthly suddenness
ceased. Through ecracks in the walls
and holes in the roof a chill wind
found its way. Ming Po shuddered
—was it from ecold or fear?—and
slowly her tears fell.

‘““Ming Po!”’ The words were
wrung from Yong Bee. ‘‘Ming Po!”’
and he moved toward her, but with
upraised hand she motioned him
away.

‘Wondering, he obeyed the gesture
and waited.

‘‘Beloved, king of my heart, I am
afraid. You are the governor’s son;
I—I am only the daughter of his
meanest servant,’’

““Yet the jewel of my life,”” Yong
Bee could not restrain the words, nor
the fervent love and longing in their
tone.

Through her tears Ming Po smiled
a silent answer and then continued:
““T am afraid and sore distressed.

Only today I heard Chow Lim relate-
how that thy father had decreed that
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thy marriage must take place before

the waning of two moons. If so, i
SD 13
Tears choked her voice. Her sor-

row broke down Yong Bee’s good in-
tents and once again he found his
arms around her, and hot passionate
words of love fell from his lips.

“Flower of my heart, most price-
less jewel in all the world, thou must
not weep so. Dry thy poor tears; nor
ever think that I can cease to love
thee, nor that my father’s will can
force me to a marriage with that
limping, pale-faced daughter from
the North.”’

‘““But of Chow Lim I am afraid.”’

““Chow Lim! My best beloved
fearful of a servant? Nay, nay,
whence comes thy fear?”’

“I do not know—I can not say,
and yet—he seems to fill me with a
fear. It is as if he served a purpose
of his own; as if behind his face of
masklike blankness there lay a knowl-
edge all his own. Always I feel his
eyes upon me., He seems to sce what
others do not notice. His thin lips
droop with a cruel twisted smilo
whenever he meets me. Only today
he stopped me as I came to meet thee;
pinched my arm and tweaked my
chin, then with a dart his fingers
reached my neck. He felt the amber
necklace thou didst give me, pulled it
from my neck and then—was gone.”’

The last two words, faint as a
whisper, just reached Yong Bee.
Just for a moment Ming Po’s glance,
in which fear and love were struc-
gling for the mastery, met his gaze,
then over her shining almond cyes
the heavy lids fell and uneconscious
she lay in his arms.

Slowly the fear that was hers stole
into his brain; slowly he realized the
danger that confronted them. Their
secret was out! Chow Lim held them
in the hollow of his hand; his power
was second only to his father’s.
Some even said he ruled the land, for
since the day of Yong Bee’s birth,
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his honor and power had steadily
grown in silent, subtle ways, till he
alone held the ear of Tey Bee Yong
who, sodden with opium and degen-
erate with excessive lusts, leant more
and more upon his strength.

Into_ the pale face of Ming Po,
Yong Bee looked lovingly. No paint
nor pearl-dust marred her beauty.
Light as thistledown she lay in his
arms; the scarlet of her ‘golden lil-
ies’ the only touch of color in her
clothes. And as he looked he mar-
veled at her features. There was no
beauty in the land like hers. Whenece
came such perfectness? How was
such loveliness born of menial par-
entage? Surely the god of childbirth
moved in strange and subtle ways.

“‘Chow Lim!’’ In her swoon Ming
Po was muttering, murmuring the
words of her great fear.

‘What was the knowledge that he
held locked in the fastness of his
mind? What was the purpose that
he served—the purpose all his own?
Yong Bee wondered, for he did not
know the story of Chow Lim’s wife.

Then once again the thunder
rolled and the vivid lightning forked
the sky. Once again the rain poured
down in unaccustomed fury. The
frail shelter of the disused hut proved
but little protection from the storm.
Yet they must wait, for between them
and the palace stretched a river, now
running in spate, the roar of whose
waters almost equaled that of the
thunder.

(Gradually Ming Po recovered from
her swoon, and though cold and still
fearful, yet found some warmth and
comfort in Yong Bee’s arms.

IN THE great palace on the hill Chow
Lim was waiting, The hour of his
destiny was approaching; his mind
seemed akin to the fury of the storm.
Each night during seventeen years
his prayer as he lit the pikongs had
been the same. Each night ere
troubled sleep had touched his eyes
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his vision had never changed—the
vision of his wife eold in death and
dishonor and shame. And now

The beating of a gong broke in
upon his revery. Silently, impassive-
ly, as of old he obeyed the summons
and stood bowing low before Tey Bee
Yong.

‘““Chow Lim.”” Tey Bee’s voice
had lost its strength and vigor. In
the large room it sounded ecracked
and husky. Between words its
owner’s breath wheezed in gusty
puffs. One ivory slablike tooth was
missing from the now loosely hanging
lower lip. The almond eyes were al-
most lost in heavy rolls of fat that
encased the deep caverns of their
sunken sockets. The creases on his
forehead were graven deeper than of
old. Only the long fingernails glis-
tened in the lamplight as of yore.

¢‘Chow Lim.”’

“‘My lord,’”’ Chow Lim was almost
servile in his complete obeisance.

““Where is my son?’’
‘““Thy honor’s son?”’

““Yea, my son. Fully two hours
have I, Tey Bee Yong, the blessed of
Confucius, governor omnipotent, been
waiting thus, and yet he does not
come. I whose commands have never
yet been broken, whose slightest wish
is weighted with the fear of death, I,
lord of the lives of all my subjects, I
have waited! Only my love has kept
my wrath from bursting. Tell me,
Chow Lim, where is my son? Tell
me, I say, or shall thy home be
blasted ?’’

Through the great room the
cracked voice echoed, for it held an
intensity of emotion, of love and an-
ger and wounded pride, that would
not be denied. Just for a moment
before that fateful figure of omnipo-
tence Chow Lim wavered in his re-
solve; just for a moment his courage
falled Then once agam the vision
came before his eyes and slowly he
spoke each word with stedfast calm.
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“My lord, the offspring of my hon-
ored master, is—how should I know,
my lord? 1 do not spy upon the
movements of thy henor’s honored
child. I is not meet that I—and
yet‘_‘”

“Spawn of a filthy mether, whose
shameful wife I east from out this,
land, beware! If thou knowest
aught, then speak; if not then close
thy mouth, else will I send thee back
whence thou camest.’’

Tey Bee’s wrath had burst its
bounds. In his unbridled rage he
thus taunted Chow Lim with those
sad happcnings of the bygene years.
Careless of all and cruel in the belief
of his omnipotence he thus set fuel to
the fire of Chow Lim’s yet wavering
thoughts. Yet not an eyelid quiv-
ered, not a musele twitched to betray
the storm of hate within his heart as
Chow Lim, in answer, bowed low his
head, extending outward both his
palms in token of servitude and sub-
mission.

¢“Oh, heaven-born prinee, beloved
of Confucius, thy servant hears. Thy
words, thy slightest wish, as ever, are
his commands. Hear me, oh lord,
for I would speak the truth. Yet if
my words should anger thee, I erave
thee withhold thy wrath from me, thy
humble slave; remember, oh honored
master, the years of my untiring
serviece,”’

Chow Lim ceased and silence filled
the room. It was as if these two, the
governor and the servant, fought a
duel; and in the end the servant won,
for with a heavy sigh Tey Bee sank
back among the cuthions from which
he had risen and with a weary gesture
of his hand signified consent.

“My lord,”” Chow Lim began,
‘‘how better can thy servant break
the news to thee than by a question?
‘Whom does the dove seek ameong the
branches of the trees when spring is
in the air? The mighty dragen, sym-
bot of thine honored race, prowling
in unpeopled lands when the new
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buds are blessoming upon the trees,
whom doees he seek, oh master? The
snake, shed of his year-old skin and
conseious of his—'’

““Enough!’”’ The cry was wrung
from Tey Bee Yong, who with blazing
cyes and quivering lips sat upright
among his cushions. “‘‘Enough!
Thou meanest 27

‘“That youth will serve its instinet
and find a mate of its own choosing.
My lord, ’tis ever so. Thou mayest
command ; thy will may be enforced;
yet in tlhie heart of youth there lies
a depth unplumbed. And so I
fear: i

Skilfully now in turn, Chow Lim
added fuel to the fire of his master’s
wrath and with consummate clever-
ness played on his curiosity.

He paused and then repeated,
‘““And so I fear that thine honor’s
child may prove indeed his likeness
to his sire and so possess a will im-
movable. Love is the life of youth.
"Tis meat and drink to those that are
ahungered and athirst. It Imows no
stooping, counts not its condescen-
sion; heeds but the lips and eyes, nor
thinks of birth or rank, and I am
afraid ”

““Of what? What dost thou fear?
‘What wouldst eonvey with thy insin-
uations?’’

Onece again Chow Lim extended his
arms with the palms of his hands ap-
permost ere he continmed.

‘“‘That the insidious disease ealled
lIove, which saps the strength of these
who do contraet it, which enters their
bleod and breeds a eurious madness
that warps their views and se cer-
rupts their wills that they aequire a
stubbornness beyond all reasem, se
that they do forget the tenets of their
land and faith and the true teaching
of the great Confucius that youth
should reverenee age and bow before
its will, may seize thy honor’s off-
spring in its grasp and se bring des-
olation on this land.”’
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““Thou liest.”” The words were a
very snarl, a blend of pain and
wrath. ‘‘Thou liest. No child of
mine, while I yet live, shall mate save
under my commands, nor wed the one
save whom I choose. And I have
chosen. In the North is one affianced
from birth. Love! I do not know
its meaning. Figure and form that
do delight the eyes, a body that can
bear a son—such do I ask and such
will I ecommand. Such ean I find
among the great ones of the land.
There is no will in all the land save
mine.”” Tey Bee, exhausted by the
vehemence of his spirit, fell back
among his cushions, glaring at Chow
Lim with blazing eyes.

‘““And yet 7 Reluctance and
grief and fear were in the pause, but
Tey Bee knew not that they were sim-
ulated.

The storm had passed. Through
the window gleamed the moon. In
the hut by the river it lighted on
Ming Po’s face. It gave to Chow
Lim the inspiration of his life.

‘‘My lord, behold the moon. Under
its silvery light, beneath the magic of
its spell, the love disease grows
strongest, for lovers best care to meet
when the great orb is highest in the
sky. ’Tis then the madness grips
them and lips meet lips. ’Tis then
that duty, honor, filial piety are shed
and only naked, longing souls remain.
Near to the river whose roaring wa-
ters can now be heard, yet which will
soon subside, there stands a hut, dis-
used and old. There, of a night, thy
servant, lord, hath seen two lovers
meet. Each month when the moon
was full they met. Thy slave paid
them no heed—thy pigs and fowls
find mates—until—"’

Chow Lim paused once again to
watch the tortured face of Tey Bee
Yong. In very truth the hour was
come. Then he continued with re-
lentless calm.

““Until this night thy servant ree-
ognized a voice that drove the blood
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from out his veins—the voice of thine
honor’s child.”

From nerveless fingers Tey Bee's
opium pipe fell to the ground to
break in two—just as his pipe had
broken of yore. The great head
nodded from side to side. The loos-
ened, ivory, slablike tooth worked up
and down the overhanging lower lip.
The long-mailed fingers clawed his
silken coat.

Slowly, with infinite effort, he
opened his lips, but no sound came
forth. Yet once again hc tried.
Faintly the whisper reached Chow
Lim: “Water.”’

The latter erossed the room, filled
a bowl, which he brought to his mas-
ter. Deeply Tey Bee drank, then
closed his eyes and waited. The
years of excess had taken their toll;
opium and lust now eclaimed their
sway. Gone was omnipotence, might
and power; only the husk of a man
remained, to see life’s dream fading.

““My lord,” Chow Lim was speak-
ing and his voice held now a note of
pleading. ‘‘Yet trust thy servant,
who serves but thee., All is not lost if
I do act tonight, for I have found an
antidote to this disease of love.
Hark! even now the waters of the
river are abating. Give me but leave
to cross the river, reach the hut and
take possession of those love-sick two.
For the sake of thy great name and
fame, oh honored master, for the love
and gratitude I bear thy house, grant
me this leave. (ive me permission
and unfettered power and I will cure
the ill, restore thy child to thee and
wreak such venggance on that be-
sotted offspring of a foul and leprous
birth as shall establish for all time
the fame of thy omnipotence.’’

Chow Lim ceased and for a minute,
which seemed laden with ages, Tey
Bee remained motionless, heedless of
his words. Then with shaking fore-
finger, pointing to the door he whis-
pered:
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““As thou hast promised, so
achieve. Let me be told the hour of
vengeance that I may whet my jaded
senses, Go.”’

VER the east, dawn threw her first

faint vaporous streamers. In
the hut by the river, whose waters
now ran calmly, Ming Po stirred rest-
lessly in Yong Bee’s arms, for sleep
had overtaken them in the night.
Her eyes opened and gazed upon his
face. Her lips just pressed against
his forehead. Over his hair her fin-
gers strayed. For those few moments
forgotten was her fear; she was con-
tent to be there in his arms and rest.
Her lips, pouting and cool, were
nearing his, when—a creaking noise
just reached her ear. Quickly she
turned, yet more quickly still a hand
was placed upon her mouth and
roughly she was pulled away. A
thud, and Yong Bee was stretched
unconseious on the floor. Over her
head a darkmess fell and once again
she swooned.

3

FLAMING ball of brass, the sun

-rode high in a eloudless sky. Be-
fore the great ivory and golden altar
the joss-sticks burnt in great profu-
sion and the great lamp, though
dimmed by the midday sun, gave
forth its mighty light.

The extended arms of the huge
effigy of the spirit-god were empty,
for the image of the naked man-
child carved of age-old amber had
been removed, since the day of Yong
Bee Tey’s birth.

The temple was deserted of its
priests, for the hour was that of the
midday meal. Over the sacred edi-
fice a brooding spirit spread.

From the palace on the sister hill
came the beating of a gong in twelve
measured beats. Then silence. Then
—throeugh the outer courts came the
unsteady, shuffling footsteps of men
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who bore a heavy burden. Closer
and closer they came, entered the
central court, then stopped before
the altar.

Over the knees of the spirit-god one
climbed, then stood up. His fingers
found the navel, which he pressed. A
hidden door in the great abdomen
opened, giving to view a cavern in
which two mighty springs reposed in
the bowels of the god.

Chow Lim—for he it was who,
though holding not the priestly rank,
yet dared to so approach the god—
signed to the waiting men beneath to
pass him up their burden. Into the
bowels of relentless fate he thrust a
living body; then closed the door, de-
scended from the graven kmees and
with his four companions departed.

OVER the land a dusk was creeping.
It seemed to meet and mingle
with a darkling haze that rose from
the water-logged rice-fields, to fill the
sea and sky with weird fantastic
shapes and wreaths that went eddying
and circling heavenward till the
bright light of the newly risen moon
was dulled to opaqueness.

By twos and threes the inmates of
the huddled houses on the plain
wended their way toward the great
temple, for the edict had gone forth
that they should gather to witness the
punishment of one who had presumed
to foul and besmirch the fame and
dignity of the great house of Tey
Bee Yong, governor omnipotent of
China’s largest provinde,

From the palace to the temple a
steady stream of servants flowed. In
their hearts was fear, in their minds
a morbid curiosity.

Down the hill, across the narrow
valley, up the temple path a golden
litter bore the great Tey Bee Yong.
Carefully the bearers bore it, gently
they placed it in an almost hallowed
spot elose to the ivory and golden
altar.
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To the right and left the priests
and temple servants stood with bowed
shaven heads and shining pigtails.

The air was heavy with smoke
from the myriad joss-sticks. The
fierce light from the great lantern
rose ever heavenward,

From behind the altar came the
sound of chanting—a doleful wail of
plaintive note. Its volume increased
as all in the temple took up the re-
frain. Then suddenly it ceased.

In the ensuing silence the high
priest came before the altar. On
either side four golden steps were
placed. Those on the left he slowly
climbed, then stepped upon the knees
of the mighty idol.

Through the great concourse a
shudder ran, and as a single sob their
gasp of terror went echoing along the
roof. For now they knew beyond
mistake the dreadful scene that they
must witness.

Silence! Silence heavy and heart-
rending.

From afar there came faintly, then
slowly louder, the sound of shuffling
footsteps. Up the full length of the
great court, right through the packed
and trembling onlookers Chow Lim
led a figure muffled from head to foot,
whose groping, stumbling footsteps
would in any other circumstances
have been ridiculous. Up to the base
of the ivory and golden altar he led
that muffled, silent figure and then
stopped.

From the knees of the god the high
priest spoke.

‘“0 people and servants of the most
high Tey Bee Yong, our lord, our
master who rules us by the will of
heaven, a crime has been committed
against his name and house and thus
against the very Deity of our God
himself, the ever blessed Confucius.
One of low birth and menial parent-
age, by arts and magie, by subtle use
of lips and limb and honeyed words
and drooping eyes has dared to
scheme alliance with the sacred, god-
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_descended house of Tey Bee Yong.

For such a crime against our lord and
master, for such impiety against the
god, for the mere thought of so pol-
luting the pure fount of birth, death
is the only penalty.”’

He paused and once again a shud-
der ran through the congregation.
Then the priests took up the ecry,
‘‘Death to the foul polluter; death in
the bowels and arms of the god!”’
The ecry grew louder as from the
throats of those present it soared up-
ward. ‘‘Death to the foul polluter;
death in the bowels and arms of the
god!”’

Then as the high priest raised his
hand the ery subsided and all was
still.

The raised hand slowly descended,
passed down the figure of the god,
found and rested on the mnavel,
pressed it—and up from the cavern
the bound figure of a man was flung,
bleeding and tornm, to fall and rest
upon the outstretched arms.

From the veiled figure by Chow
Lim, there burst a piercing shriek:
““Yong Bee, my beloved!’’ From the
golden litter came a heavy groan:
“‘My son, my son!’’ as stupefied and
numb with horror Tey Bee looked on.
From the vast congregation rose a
cry of fear. Only the high priest and
Chow Lim remained immovable.

Slowly those outstretched arms
curved upward and inward, raising
the bound body toward the idol’s
breast; tighter the grip on the poor
bound flesh. From the doomed
wretch a ery was wrung: ‘‘Ming Po,
my beloved!’’ Then with a shudder
he hung limp and still.

Upward and inward those arms
pressed—till the head fell limp on the
shoulders, pressed till the legs dan-
gled twisted in death.

Over the watching people a silence
had fallen. Only the faint creaking
machinery in the bowels of the god
just faintly smote the air. Then—
peal upon peal of maniac laughter as
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the madness of Chow Lim broke
bounds and the pent-up grievance of
those years burst forth.

“‘Fool, fool!’’ he cried and pointed
to the litter where the frozen image,
Tey Bee Yong, sat dumb. ‘‘Thy day
is done, thy name as dung upon the
fields. Thou hast no son. That tor-
tured wretch before thine eyes is not
of thee, but of thy servant’s stock,
spawn of a swineherd’s wife, whom I
did change for thine own flesh and
blood, the daughter of Moi Kam Moi.
See, her full lips have met his lips of
evil birth; her frail .form lain in his
foul embrace.”’

With a single rend he tore the
draperies from Ming Po’s body and
with a bound bore her to the litter.
““Thou hast called my wife a wanton,
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named me of filthy birth; behold thy
daughter and her shame, who spent a
night in the disused hut in the arms
of a swineherd’s son. Thy day is
done, thy name a byword to the peo-
ple; fouled of thy stock, no longer
shall thy sway be owned. Cursed of
the god, this night thy end is necar;
yet ere thou diest, witness how thy
wanton offspring dies, too.”’

Into his arms he gathered the al-
most fainting Ming Po to swing her
round his head—then stopped as his
gaze became fixed on Tey Bee’s face.
Slowly the frenzy left him. Into the
litter he pushed his head.

Over the great stillness his whisper
spread. - “‘Dead! He’s dead! Tey
Bee Yong, the governor, the omnipo-
tent, is dead.”




