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Ak Fong's Malevolent Ghost Brings Dire Terror
to a Shackled Bride in the Old Spanish Prison

THE YELLOW
SPECTER

By STEWART VAN DER VEER

on Canal Street. We brushed

together in a corner crowd,
end suddenly stood face to face. He
had changed considerably, was thin-
ner, more mature, and there were
deep wrinkles about his eyes. For a
moment he appeared not to place me,
then he tried to smile in recognition,
but it was a smile that failed to im-
press. It was as if someone had sud-
denly put pressure on the cheeks of a
Mardi Gras mask, causing, for only an
instant, the futile, meaningless erink-.
ling of the cloth and paint.

This was the first time our paths
had crossed since he made his wedding
trip on the Avoset. For several min-
utes we stood on the curbing and
talked. I noticed then that he was
nervous and that the econtinmous
stream of New Orleans folk, out on
Saturday night’s promenade, seemed
to irritate him.

““Come on up to the house for a
chat,”” he insisted, after I had al-
ready refused several invitations.

‘‘But we pull out for Belize in the
morning,’’ I answered.

“I'll drive you down to the beat.
You can spare a couple of hours; be-
sides, I imagine the skipper could
bandle the Avoset without you, if you
never showed up.’’

At this Darkley tried again to
laugh. T wished he hadn’t, for the fu-
tility of it gave me the creeps,

IAJST night I saw Alan Darkley

So I went, but I can’t figure out
why he wanted me to come, and why
he showed me, of all people, what he
did. Possibly, doubting the absolute
sanity of his judgment, he desired to
watch my expressions, and hear what
I had to say. However, during my
wanderings about the world, I have
developed a poker face and & certain
ability to hold my tongue. Last night
I thanked my gods for these two ac-
quired characteristics. But hardered
as I am, I was on the ragged edge of
fainting.

It was grotesque, horrible.

I shot a glance st Darkley, a
glance as rapid as the movement of
o serpent’s tongue. But it was
cnough. His thin, worn faee, aged
ten years since last I saw him, was
gray, the color of wood ashes. So
this was why he wanted me to visit
his home. But to start at the begin-
ning.

NE night last winter, just after I

had signed on as supereargo of

the Avoset, Darkley came aboard. The

ship was down near the foot of Jack-

son Avenue, fully loaded, with papers

all made out to clear the following
morning.

It was a cold night, and a mist,
like little wisps of smoke, rolled
across the yellow face of the river.
Alone the miles of wharves, ships
from far distant seas were mad:nfast.
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creaking occasionally as their hawsers
straine under the stress of the Mis-

pissippi’s " mighty  current. Silhon-
etted, a light here and there in the
wmdows, ‘the dozen or so tall build-
ings of Now Orleans reared their
heights toward a eky across which
clouds ‘scurried as if fleeing from
some great monster of the infinite
spaces. -

I was standing deck watch; one of
the seamen’ Wwas sick, or drunk, I rec-
ollect. About 10 o’clock I saw the
lights of #n #utomobile up on Jack-
son Aventie. ' Under the lamp, from
where I stood forward, I could see
that it was & taxicab. As I watched,
a young mian alighted, followed by a
girl, heavily veiled. With the chaunf-
feur carrying two large suit-cases,
they walked ‘down to the wharf, stood
as if undecided: a few minnt,es, and
then the young fellow came alongside.

*‘Is this"the Avoset?’’ he inquired
in a low volce.

‘‘Right you are,’” I answered.

My name is Darkley, Alan Dark-
ley, and my wife and I are to make
this voyage. with you.’’

. “Just a minute and I’'ll see the
gkipper,”” I told him, and hurried be-
low., The captain was in his bunk.

‘““By the one horn of the sacred
dolphin!’’ - exclaimed tbe skipper
when I told him. ‘‘I had forgot-
ten all about it. Hoe is old Erie Dark-
ley’s son, one of tho company which
is chartering the ship. He just got
married today, and his father asked
me if he could spend his honeymoon
on board.”’

‘‘Honeymoon on board a banana
tramp?’’ I fnterrupted, but the old
man answered me with a snort,

‘‘Show 'him down,”’ he continued,

“and put him and his wife in the
eabin next to the mate 8. By the way,
tcll the boys to pipe down a bit, that
there's a lady on ' board. I'll sec
young - Da'rkley and his wife in the
morning.”
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Captain Crichton, & slim, scholarly
Englishman, turned over in his bunk,
end I left to carry out his instrue-
tions, first going to the forecastle to
silence a couple of seamen who were
sporadically breaking into song about
some home ‘‘far away across the
briny ses.’’

I found our passengers waiting pa-
tiently by the rail, the driver of the
taxicab having been dismissed. In.a
short time I had the Darkleys com-
fortably stowed away.

At dawn the Awvoset started to drop
down the river. She was bound for
Omoa, Spanish Honduras, with a gen-
eral cargo, being scheduled to return
with a cargo of bananas and a deck-
load of coconuts.

The job of supercargo, after the
lines have been cast off, is not a heavy
one, 80 I did not crawl out of my
bunk until the sun was well up above
the levee, and the Avoset was well
down below New Orleans. About 10
o’clock here came Alan Darkley and
his wife. They had breakfasted with
the skipper.

He was a blithe, blond young fel-
low of about twenty-five. His blue
eyes fairly sparkled as he recognized
me and again thanked me for my at-
tentions of the night before. With
his hand on the rail, and his white
sailor cap on the back of his head, he
did not seem to have a care in the
world. A little lator he introduced
me to his wife, who had remained de-
cidedly in the background while they
were getting settled for their first
night on board the Avosef.

In appearance she might have been
his sister, so nearly did she conform
to his type, the same blond hair, the
same blue eyes, the same exuberance.
She was pretty, almost beautiful.

Bmas the bar pllot came aboard
to guide the ship through the
treacherous channel and out into the
gulf, T kmew a great deal of the per-



THE YELLOW SPECTER

sqr;al history of both Darkley and his
wife.

He was employed in his father’s of-
fice in some minor position. She had
been a newspaper woman, a ‘‘sob gis-
ter,”’ as she térmed it.

Theirs had been a hasty courtship,
a matter of a few weeks, followed by
an unannounced marriage, a surprize
to their best friends. To look at them,
one would know that this would be
their procedure, not only in marriage,
but in everything else as well. They
were distinctly of dynamic tempera-
ments, full of the restless urge of the
generation to which they belonged.
How they exclaimed over the beau-
ties of the lower river! A porpoise
coming to the surface, rolling and
again seeking the depths, filled them
with enthusiasm, and the first uneven
swells of the gulf brought forth
squeals of delight from the girl.

‘“What a wonderful atmosphere for
my writings! This trip is going to
give me a fresh start, an entirely new
perspective. 'When I get back I am
going to flood the magazines with so
much excellent stuff that they are go-
ing to want to put me on contract.”’

Thus she talked to hezr husband,
while he laughed, patting his young
wife on her head of golden-brown
hair.

‘““I cen show you some strange
places in Omoa,’’ I told them.

‘‘Tell us something about one of
them, will you?’’ asked Mrs. Darkley.

‘““There are so many, but perhaps
the most interesting is the tale of Ah
Fong, a sort of Chinese Lothario.””

‘‘Splendid! Tell us about him.*’

And as the Avoset plunged through
the blue water, leaving far behind the
levees and the low fields of cane, I
told them the weird narrative which
bad been recited to me by an old
Jamaican negro one afternoon on the
wharf at Puerto Cortes, located just
sround a protruding tongue of coast
from Omoa.
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‘*A half hundred years ago there
came to Omos, then only a collection
of mude native huts, a Chijnese, a sort
of Oriental soldier of fortune. No
one knew whence he came, One morn-
ing he was standing on the beach,
suave and smiling . . . . that wes
all. No questions were asked.

*¢ As Chinese go, he was a handsome
man, straight of body, with pleasing
features, a keen mind, and a magnetie
personality. In a short time he
opened a little shop and sold trinkets
to the Indians, negroes and mongrel
Spanish.

‘““From the first he seemed to have
a queer power over women. Thoey
would flock to his store on the slight-
est pretext. Some said he was a hyp-
notist, others claimed that Ah Fong
was one of the devil’s own lieutenants
sent to earth to guide the way to hell
At any rate, everyone who wore &
skirt along that section of the Central
American coast was his devotee, hie
ardent admirer. It wasn’t long be-
fore the whole male population was
angry with him. In a way this anger
was justified, because everyone who
had a wife, a sister or & mother felt
the vagrant Chinese’s influence in
his home.

‘‘However, nothing was dome, or
could be done, until one afternocon
when Betty, the pretty twenty-year-
old daughter of a North American,
was found in the back room ol
Ah Fong’s little store, apparently
drugged. On regaining her senses
she told & story which caused Ah
Fong to be brought immediately be-
fore an army court. The girl’s father
had a great deal of influence, and the
Chinese was sentenced to the prison.
a relic of the Spaniards, above Omoa,
but farther inland, on a sort of nat-
ural shelf overlooking the Caribbean.

““It was a terrible place. Great
stones were piled one upon the other
to form.a stockade and a series of
caves. Here unfortunate prisoners
were chained and left to rot under
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the blazing tropic sun. Rats, large and
vicious, roamed the prison at will, and
buzzards, scavengers, floated down
from out the sky to sit upon palms
overlooking the inclosure. Only those
eonvicted of * the most serious of-
fenses were confinéd here.

‘“When. A}) Fong heard the court’s
sentence, he only smiled—a slow, enig-
matical smile which made the flesh
ereep.

‘“On argiving at the prison Ah
Fong was put in leg-irons. A stone
roof, just a narrow ledge, was above
his head. He was chained so that it
was possible for him to crawl to a
near-by spring, foul with sewage, in
which a rat floated belly upward. For
days the Chinese was left without
food. Finally driven by desperation,
he chewed Jeaves and bark. On one
occasion he trapped a rat, and ate it
as a coyote holts a hen. The guards
were following their instruections to
the letter. There wcre only two other
prisoners confined at the time, and
these were chained at the other end of
the inclosure.,

“‘During the day Ah Fong’s only
eompanions were the buzzards, sitting
solemnly in.the tree-tops, the personi-
fication of a most infinite patienee.
At night, to relieve the monotony
there were long and often exhausting
battles with huge rodents, blood-
thirsty and courageous.

“Toward the last, the Chinese
would ery out in agony, the two other
prisoners joining in his song of de-
spair, until the three of them were
chanting -together in a sort of weird
dirge, awful in its monotony.

‘‘But the guards, who lived in a
hut, some distance from the inclosure,
would always find Ah Fong smiling
whenever they made a visit to the
prison, which wasn’t often. One
night, however, they heard him elank-
ing his cheins, and singing in a high-
pitched voicé _characteristic of his
race. By this time he was mere skin
and bones, a suffering skeleton, with
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sunken eyes, parchment face and dis.
ordered brain. - For heurs he sang to
the accompaniment of the chain upon
the stone. Then all was still.

‘‘The next morning he was dead.
In some way the key to the leg-irons
had been lost, so the guards, the
prison being in an isolated spot, de:
cided to leave the body for the buzs
zards and starving rodents.

‘“‘One day and a night will be
enough,’ they said. )

“And it was, for the birds, as
tame as pigeons, settled on-the cada-
ver and left little for the rats to de-
vour during the night. On the second
morning all that remained of Ah
Fong was a moist skeleton, bleaching
under the rays of the rising tropie
sun. But the bones were still fas-
tened by the leg-irons to the stone.

““ ‘We'll throw it away in a couple
of days,’ said one of the bare-footed

ards.

““But they didn’t get a chance, so
the story goes. That night in the early
hours of morning, there was a great
commotion. The guards were awak-
ened first by the shrieking of the two
remaining prisoners. When the trou-
ble was investigated, it was found
that Ah Fong's. skeleton was gone,
yet the gate was locked, and the
chains of the other conviets were
sound.

“But the leg-irons, which had en-
circled the ankles of Ah Fong, were
open.

“ ‘TTe came back to life,’ one of the
prisoners announeed, when he had be-
come sufficiently quiet to talk.

“The guards, being lazy fellows,
somewhat superstitious, forgot the
matter, so far as they were able. But
in some way the story leaked out, and
it has been handed about for years,
until it is now almost a part of the
folk-lore of the people on the coast.

““On my last trip I looked at the
leg-irons, rusty reminders of the trag-
edy. -‘Tourists often go up to view the
secene of Ah Fong’s death, but so far



THE YELLOW SPECTER

they have all respected the supersti-
tion, and it is claimed that the
shackles remain in the same position
in which they were found by the
guards on the morning following the
disappearance of the Chinese skele-
ton.

“‘Some of the Indians declare that
the spirit of Ah Fong returns every
night, hovering over the crumbling
ruins. Certainly strange sounds may
be heard in the early morning houra.
I know, for I have heard them. Inef-
fably grotesque, like someone laugh-
ing, the ghostly evidences of mirth
appear to float on the breast of the
breeze.”’

‘“How exciting!’’ said Mrs. Dark-
ley. ‘‘Alan, we must visit that terri-
ble prison.”’

Her young husband laughingly
agreed, and at the time I gave the
matter no further thought.

URING our pessage through the

gulf and across the Caribbean

seq, I didn’t see much of the Dark-

leys. It was rough and apparently

they were poor sailors. When we

gighted the Central Americen coast,
I was on deck.

It was rather an impressive experi-
ence. From a hazy blotch on the hori-
zon, 88 we steamed nearer, it took
shape. First the irregular line of the
beach, then the great green mountains
in the background, outlined against
the blue of a cloudless sky. In be-
tween was the white-capped sea, like
an undulating Xentucky meadow
flecked here and there with bursting
cotton bolls from a region farther
south. As far-fetched as this simile
may appear, this was the thought
which came to me as I watched the
toasing Caribbean. Perhaps, at the
time, I was a trifle homesick.

‘“How perfectly beautiful!’’

I turneq, and the Darkleys were be-
side me at the rail.

‘‘See those mountains?’’ I said.
“Thet is where the banana plants-
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tions are located, and those keys off
to the right are the natural habitat
of the coconut.’’

But Mrs. Darkley interrupted mo.

¢‘Mr. Bronston,’”’ ehe said, ‘‘you
remember that terrible story you told
us about the Chinese? You've just
got to show us that horrid prison, and
those ghastly leg-irons in which Ah
Fong starved to death.””

‘“We can go this afternoon, if you
like,”’ I replied; ‘‘it isn’t far back in
the interior, and there’ll be nothing
for me to do on board. We’ll be tied
up alongside the wharf in an hour.”’

“Finel”’

‘¢ All right with me,’” young Dark-
ley stated. He seemed willing to do
anything that would please his wife.

If J had known what was going to
happen I wouldn’t have been so glib
about agreeing to go, but who can
figure on the queer tricks of destiny?

So, after the excitement of our
landing had quieted, we started on
our expedition. Slowly we toiled up
the slope, stopping from time to time
to catch our breath, and to admire the
view. A soft breeze from off the
water fanned our cheeks, Two or
three gay-colored birds drew shouts
of delight from Mrs. Darkley, and a
qneer little land crab amused her for
fifteen minutes. 1 have never seen
anyone so thoroughly delighted with
life as she was that afternoon.

At length we came to the flat acre
or two of ground on which the prison
once stood. From this point the sea.
the mountains and the coast appeared
like some vast tropic psanorama,
transferred to a huge canvas by some
mighty painter. But Mrs. Darkley
was far more interested in the ruins.

Shrubs and weeds had about taken
possession, for it was seldom, at this
season of the year, that there were
any visitors to tramp down the under-
brush. It was out of the beaten
track, and marked with an indefinable
pathos. In the light from the setting
suan the rocks end mortar seemed to
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drip gloom. Some sort of = bird,
vivid in plumage, red, yellow and
green, wheeled overhead, emitting
weird, catlike calls. It was if a lonely
soul had returned to the scene of its
suffering, transmigrated. Far up in
the sky a lonely buzzard floated on
lazy wings.

1 was just starting to explain some
details to the young couple, when the
girl broke forth impulsively: ‘“Where
are the leg-irons? I want to see
where the Chinese starved to death
and was eaten by buzzards and rats.”’

¢“Wait here a moment,’’ I told her,
‘“and I will go over here and see if
I can locate the spot. The under-
growth is so thick that it won’t be
eagy.”’

I pushed my way through the
weeds. There it was, the large rock,
and there were the leg-irons, a bit
rustier, lying loosely on the gray
stone. It didn't appear as if anyone
had even looked at them since my last
visit; ecertainly they had not been
touched.

‘‘Come over here!'’ I called.

They came through the tangle, the
girl in the lead. Nothing would do
but that she should have a close view
of the shackles.

“I'm going to feel them,’’ she de-
clared, getting down on her hands
and knees and crawling under & vine
to the stone. Fler husband looked on
patronizingly, as one who humors a
small child.

“Don’t touch them,”’” 1 cautioned.

“@ive me 2 cigarette, Bronston,”’
said Darkley, settling himself to
wait for his wife to gratify her
strange whim. I straightened up to
comply. I was reaching into my
pocket for the package, when “‘click’’
sounded from where Mrs. Darkley
was sitting, hidden from our eyes.
‘We looked at each other, and then
stooped to see what the girl was do-
ing. She was sitting, smiling delight-
edly, with the shackles about her slim
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ankles. She held up her hands; they
were red with rust.

‘““What in the world have youm
done ?’’ Darldey asked her, thorough-
ly alarmed.

‘“Can’t you see, goose?’’

‘“You've certainly played the devil.
How do you expect to get loose$’”
And Darkley looked at the sun bury-
ing itself in the sea.

‘““I don’t want to get loose. I am
going to spend the night here,”” Mrs.
Darkley said, giggling like some fool-
ish schoolgirl

‘‘Impossible!’’ Darkley barked.

As for me, I didn’t know what to
do or say. I had had no idea that the
girl would be so utterly silly.

‘*You can file me out in the morn-
ing,”’ Mrs. Darkley went on. ‘‘It’ll
make a wonderful feature story. The
Sunday papers will snap it up. Be-
sides, I don’'t believe ghosts come
back.”’

‘“You're not a reporter now —
you're my wife. What a little fool
you are!”’

Darkley was angry. The girl saw
this and hastened with her argument.

‘“Look here, Alan Darkley, I've
been a reporter for three years, and
I'm still one, although I am also your
wife. I'm not afraid and I really do
want to get this story — there’s a
splendid tale in the Chinese, Ah
¥ong. Why, I've been planning this
ever since Mr. Bronston told us all
about it.”’ .

All this time she was sitting there
under the leaves, feeling of the rusty
shackles as she talked. Darkley ap-
peared to be thinking, scarcely pay-
ing any attention to his wife’s words.

“Just think!”’ the girl went on,
‘ ‘Bride Spends Night in Irons’—
why, I can see the headlines now, and
old Davidson, the editor whom I
worked for in New Orleans, rubbing
his gnarled old hands and smiling."’

There wasn’t anything for me to
say. It really wasn’t any of my af-
fair.
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‘“Well, of all the foolish tricks!’’
Darkley stormed, but he was half
smiling, beginning to see some humor
in the situation. ‘‘No wonder they
told me you had an insatiable thirst
for the sensational,”” he continued,
his voice losing its tone of disap-
proval.

‘“Come on, Alan,’”’ wheedled the
girl, ‘‘it’s warm, and you ecan sleep
right over there under that palm.
I’ll be well chaperoned. Mr. Bronston
will bring a file in the morning, and
you can get me out of these leg-
irons,”’ she concluded, turning a
bright smile on me.

‘“Oh, certainly,”’ I said, but there
‘was lm.le enthusiasm in my voice.
In fact, just at that time I wished I
was almost any place else in the
world. It was my opinion that the
girl was too foolish to get along with-
out being turned over her husband’s
knee end given a thorough spanking.

‘‘What do you think, Bronston?’*
asked Darkley.

““It’ll be rather uncomfortable,
Mrs. Darkley, and you’ll get very
tired before morning. But there
isn’t any real danger, that I can see.
Wouldn't you rather that I went
down to the Avoset for a file, and that
we took those fool things off of you
right now?”’

‘*No indeed!”’

It was then about 5 o’clock in the
afternoon. Darkley and I gathered a
pile of palm leaves and placed them
about the young woman. From where
we labored, fixing Mrs. Darkley for
the night, we could see the ship along-
side the wharf. A long string of
banana cars from the distant upland
plantations had just been switched on
to the loading track.

““Guess I’d better be hurrying
along,’”’ I seid. ‘‘The skipper might
need me.”’

There stood Alan Darkley, in a
strange eountry, with his wife chained
to a stone. I felt sorry for him as
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I turned and started down the slope.
However, with the girl feeling as she
did, there seemed no way out of the
sitnation.

‘‘Stay about a hundred yards
away from me,’’ I heard Mrs, Dark-
ley call to her husband, when she
thought I was well out of hearing dis-
tance.

“If there are any ghosts, I want
to see one, but don’t go very far, be-
cause Imay . . . . you. Come

. a minute ., . this
t.hmg ‘burts my leg a htt.le," and her
voice trailed away, grew fainter and
fainter, until I could hear no more.

MANY thoughts erowded into my
brain on the way to the ship.
Once I about decided to go back and
insist that they return with me, but,
then, it wasn't any of my affair. I
was only the supercargo of the Avo-
set, not a nurse to the son of one
of the men who had chartered the
ship. Besides, there was work for
me on board, perhaps. Maybe Cap-
tain Crichton ‘was looking for me. I
inereased my walk to a dog-trot.

‘When I got back to the Avoset and
told the skipper, he was all for going
up immediately and getting ‘‘the
blithering young idiots.’’

‘‘It’s all right, sir,’’ I said, ‘“‘noth-
ing can really happen to fJ:em, except
a long night in the open, and it’s
warm.”’

This seemed to satisfy him, for he
didn’t mention the matter again that
night.

I arose at dawn, obtained a file
from the engine room, and hurried
up the slope. I called when I got
within heiling distance of the ancient
prison. There was no answer. Thor-
oughly alarmed, I pushed my wey
through the heavy tropical vegeta-
tion and hurried to the rock of the
leg-irons. Parting the vines, I peered
beneath,

Alan Darkley was sitting bolt up-
right, and his face was white, with
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undried tears on his cheeks. He was
holding his wife’s head in his lap.
Mrs. Darkley, her bobbed hair di-
gheveled, her clothing disarranged,
was sobbing softly.

““Thank Qod, you're here!’’ said
the young husband.

In answer I crawled to his side.
His wife was talling now, a bit hys-
terieally.

‘‘He came, he came,’’ she repeated

‘‘a yellow man, eyes like & cat . . .

in the darlmess- . . . . he stood ov er
me .., .. rsm‘iling . like a de-
mon . . . . Alan, I've seen a ghost
. ‘I-tried to call you in time
. he had his arms hbout me
- . enaky fingers over my
mouth . . . . & yellow man

the Chinese, Ah Fong . . . . Oh, 1£
ho had only killed me!”’

Then sheé started the whole story
over again, without seeming to realize
that T had eome. Tragedy was in her
voice, and & strained, unpatural look
was on Darkley’s face.

‘‘Bronston;’’ said the husband, *‘I
bave been- listening to that since 2
o’clock this: morning. Have you got
the file?! TLet me have it, and let’s
get her down to the ship.””

While we filed at the rusty chain,
Darkley told me what had happened.
He had been sleeping only a short
distance from his wife. About 2
o’clock he had been awakened by a
terrified scream and had rushed to
Mrs. Darkley’s bed on the palm
leaves. He had found her in a terri-
bly mervous state, babbling incoher-
ently, and going over. and over again
the details of her visit from the spec-
ter.

‘‘You Ikmow, Bronston,”” Darkley
told me, BI'm afraid she has lost her
mind.”’

Darkley himgelf, I could see at &
glence, wag on the verge of collapse;
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his hands were shaking, his voice un-
steady.

‘“What fools we all were!’”’ he
said, turning to me as we carried his
wife, who had quieted down some-
what, toward the ship, lying so peace-
fully in the harbor.

The captain and the crew never
knew the details of that night, for we
made up a story to shield the girl
from unwelcome questions. Some of
the men were curious, as was the sldp-
per, but we told them that Mrs, Dark-
ley had had a fainting spell. Of
course, they never kmew that her
ankles were marked where the leg-
irons had cut into the flesh.

If Mrs. Darkley ever smiled again
on the voyage, I didn’t see her, al-
though she kept to the deck a great
deal. There was a hunted look in her
eyes, and, to be frank, I rather avoid-

her.

As I was saying, I saw Alan Dark-
ley on the street last night. We
went up to his home. Without 2 word
of explanation he led me upstairs.

‘“Where is Mrs. Darkley ?*’ I asked,
remembering with pleasure her vivid,
joyous personality, her blond hair,
her round blue eyes. In fact, I only
thought of her as she had appeared
before the incident at the prison on
the slope above Omoa.

‘“In the hospital . some
sort of a mervous trouble," he ex-
plained.

‘We entered an unlighted room, and
Darkley switched on the current.
Then he walked over and raised the
coverlet on & crib. Without a word
he motioned mse to look.

There, gazing up at me, was a baby

dark-skinned .
squmty-eyed . . bla.ck halred
with receding forehead and hornbly
vacant stare . . . . an infant idiot,
decidedly Mongolim.



