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The House in
Nerrion Square

What beckoning ghost, along the moonlight shade
Invites my step, and points to yonder glade?
--Alexander Pope

I suppose if I had to decide when it all began, I should
have to go back to that strange, chill, cloudless January night
in Dublin, for that was the night on which 1 realized, at long
last, that my father truly was dying and that I soon would be
alone for the first time in my life,

He had been ill so long; there had been so much paild and
suffering, yet through it all we had both fought so hard, held
so tightly to each other, grasping what pitiful months of life
remained that it had almost seemed for a time that we had
conquered death. We learned to live together in a sort of
limbo where nothing existed except ourselves and the world
we had created within the narrow confines of his: invalid's
room.

And so it was that with the fateful picture of my fathers
dying eyes before me, dull and unknowing, I came to stand,
on that terrible January night in 1883, behind the lace cur-
tains of our long parlor windows looking out upon the hoat-
frost that glittered on the grass in the flickering gaslight of
Merrion Square aefoss the cobbled road from our house,

A dog ran quickly across the square, nameless mongrel,
skeletal as the bare wintral trees, leaving in his wake an irreg-
ular line of dark blotches in the sparkling rifne. Watching the
lone, homeless ereatiife pass, going God knew where in his
fruitless quest for foed and wariith, brought te my eyes all
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2 MOOWIRRAGON

the pent-up tears that for months I had not dared to shed.
And so I stood at the window clutching the edges of the cur-
tain, and cried for us all—my long-dead mother, my beloved
father, my poor self caught in the lopeliness and agony of his
loilg dying, and, yes, even for that poor mongrel dog wander-
ing the chill damp sight alone,

How long I stood thus, I have no idea, but finally there
came a moment when tears no longer fell. I remember begin-
wiing to dry my burning eyes against the delicate lace of the
curtain and thinking better of it. Imstead I groped in my
pocket for a handkerchief, dried my eyes, and sighed, feeling
infinitely sad but somehow the better for having released
some of my long-suppressed emotions.

Once more I parted the curtains for a last look out into the
night before returning to my bedside vigil. The paw prints of
the passing dog had frosted over, and onee more the grass
was a perfect crystalline carpet under the sputtering glare of
the gaslightt

Suddenly, just as I was about to turn away, another fig-
ure—human this time—made its way &cross the grassy
square, walking diagonally toward the very window in which
I stood, The woman, for.so 1 had detected her to be, diespite
the oddity of her garments {which were unlike any I had
ever seen), came toward me quite purposefully, walking with
an odd, mincing gait of tiny slippered feet that seemed too
small to bear the burden of her body’s weight, much less that
of the long, stiff, heavily embroidered robe she wore.

As she approached, I could see her young oriental face
quite clearly; delicate it was, round as the mooms and nearly
as pale, with arched black brows, long almond-shaped eyes as
black as obsidian, and hair as straight and glossy as the mang
of a'stallion. When she reached the curb just below the win-
dow in which I stood fascinated, she looked up at me quite
steadily for a moment, and then, reaching up with tiny fin-
gers, the tips of which appeared to be encased in long golden
claws, she pulled open the neck-of her robe to reveal the
most exquisite necklace I had ever seen,

Around her pale, lovely throat coiled a golden dragon fash-
ioned by the jeweler’s art, of such fine, flexible scales that it
writhed like a living thing on the woman’s neck with every
breath she drew. She raised her throat toward me in a motion
of infinite grace, allowing the light from the gas fixture by
our front doot to illuminate the magnificent treasuz more
fully.
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I gazed transfixed by the gorgeousness of what I saw. As
the body of the golden dragon coiled around her neck, so the
tail of the creature coiled around its own neck, forming a cir-
clet. Each of the dragon’s four claws clutched a large uncut
jewel. Two of these bejeweled claws thrust upward, resting
high upon the woman's throat, while the other two stretched
out and down to either side of the animal’s head, which
tested moeuth dowAwaid en her bared chest. Every minute
gcale was enareled in shiades of blue ranging from deep mid-
night te pale silvert.

But the preatest beauty of that fantastic golden necklace
was yet to be revealed. Looking up at me with soft black
eyes, an odd, mystifying smile on her lovely oriental face, the
young woman opened her robe stlll further with those tiny
clawed fingers, showing me that from the open mouth of the
golden dragon there hung & huge barogue pearl of such
whiteness and luster that I could enly stars in wonder at its
unfathomable beauty, I gazed thus for a long moment; then
instinctively my eyes moved upwaid, ever the tops of the
bare tiees in the square, toward the full silver meon over
head. Through my braiA faf a éapm-aae il & language I had.
never heard, and yet, as I leelk gaﬂ the meen high above
e, the werds taek en fReaning, and I knew what this exeti
levely weman had wanted’ me i@ understand: that I ha
sesn-—far gead of il 1 knew net—Fihe Dragen of e MY6sh.

The instant that that phrase came into my mind, I looked
back down to where the figure stood, but she had gone in the
few seconds during which I had looked away. Just then the
doctor recalled me to my father’s bedside. Puzzled and
vaguely abstracted by what I had seen, I forned to mount the
stairs and resume my sad vigil.

It was not until I had reached the upper hall that I realized
the single, strangest thing of all the strange occurrences in the
preceding few minutes of my life; Unlike the nameless mon-
grel dog before her, the lovely, mysterious otiental woman
had left hio footprints upon the hoarfrost carpet of the square,

In the long dreary months that followed, I sat by the win-
dow in my fathet’s book-lined bedroom looking out over that
never-changing little square, touched, as my heart was
toucthed by the damp fingers of a winter that seemed never
to en

Occasionally life would stir in the tiny park: a few hardy
sparrows would flotter in the bare trees, a child would skip
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lightly across the dormant brown grass, outpacing her nanny
with cries of glee at the promise of warmth and tea and hot
buttered bread walting at home. Then, too, there was always
Mzt. Kelly, the postman, making his unhurrded way across the
square and along our street to bring what little contact with
the outside world yet remained to us.

And just as, occasionally, life stirred in the square upon
which I so often turned my gaze, so life also stirred for brief
moments in my dying father. ¥ never knew from minute to
minute when those dull, passive eyes would turn to me in
recognition, looking at me out of his pale, wasted face with
love and yearning.

These few lucid minutes, whenever they occurred, were
precious to me, for while others—his doctor, the nurses I had
hired—might minister to the poor wreck of his body (which
after all was only his mortal outer shell), I and I alone filled
the dearest and most sacred office of all—minister to his
mind; for it was his mind that had made my father great, his
mind and the loving heart that beat within his breast. He had
been, until the terrible onset of this wasting illness, the fore-
most classical historian of his generation, a great scholar and
beloved teacher whose writings were renowned over all of
Europe and,the empire. His lectures had been delivered be-
fore packed, hushed audiences, not only here in Trinity Col-
lege, but in nearly every leading university in Britain and on
the continent. None could fault either his brilliant scholarship
or the splendid voice with which his talks were delivered,

Now, sadly, that beautiful, mellifluous voice with its gentle
Irish lilt was forever still, victim of the creeping cancer that
first attacked his lungs so many -months before and, moving
steadily upward, was slowly robbing him of breath, voice,
mind, and life. So, as the days crawled by, each tiny lucid
moment’' became a speclal joy to me, for it was then that I
could help ease his terrible death agony. I would smile,
though cheer was hard for either of us to dissemble, for we
had long ago got beyond the stage where we needed to lie to
each other about his dying. Instead, I would read to him
from his favorite books, scholarly journals, or from the news-
papers. More especiatly, I would read some of the scores of
letters that came to him from alt over the country and,
indeed, from all over the world. As the months passed, their
numbers dwindled, but still they did come, letters of comfort
and condolence and praise from men who were his col-
leagues, or from thoss who had once been his, students and
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were now graying, bearded men with professorships and doc-
torates of thelr own.

Reading those many letters of kind affection and remi-
niscence was terribly difficuls, for they brought back so force-
fully the happy days of my childhood, when we three, my
parents and I, had been a family full of love, futfiliment, and
worldly success. Father, however, efjoyed heating those
warm, festalgic letters s6 faueh that ne matier what the cest
to myself, I fead them te him with great care, stopping the
mement his mifd slipped inte HAconsciousiREs, aARd aveF
teady te centinue aFaiﬁ with a smile the very next time he
gafme back te himself.

The effect of the constant strain upon my nerves during the
three final months of my father’s life was vast and awful. 1
was subject to long periods of depression during which I
sHroomitad] conmttanttly wpom disath aodl pdis andl tihe miisaiies off
this life, There was but fitfull sleep for me, snatched in guilty
minutes of druglike slumber In the big ehair by his bedroom
windows. Had I not been chided by eur maid, the dector,
and even By my father's coel but dutiful auises, I deubt if 1
sheuld have eaten of changed iy clething for days eR end,
Sinee I saw ne visiters, and rarely, if ever, 1eft the eenfines of
Ris feem, let alene the heuse, 1 had becorme but a pallid ghest
of my fermer rebust self, slender 6 the peint of actual frailty
trom 1aek of suffisiani fa0d of sleep.

The only strength left to me was the strength of will that
my deep love for my father gave me. All that strength I used
to try to make his last living minutes worthwhile. In all that
time I never once gave thought to myself and to the fact that
in weeks, days, perhaps only houts, my whole life would have
changed and I would be alone in the world at last—a
twenty-six-year-old spinster of medest means and witheut the
slightest idea of what 1 sheuld de with the rest of my life.

That inevitable night of change finally came in March of
1883. 1 had been reading to him—a poem in Greek that had
always been one of his favorites. As I finished the last line, I
looked up from the page and into his dear eyes, hoping that
the smile on my face convineingly fmasked My iffer SOrfew.
He twisted his poor shriveled reuth inte the semblanes 6f an
answering smile, his eyes brightoned unnatuially for an if-
stant, and theq, like the extinguished flare of a eandle, his
life guttered ouf I 6at for faRy fiinutes leeking dewn
uneemprebendingly at his lifsless bady. 1t seemed impessible
that at 1eng last i sheuld Be ever. 1 6Re 38cend of e, that
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which had been for over sixty years a living, loving man was
now no mote than meaningless clay.

With that realization-—that what was left of my father was
merely clay—I arose, abruptly, from the startled reaction of
the night nurse who had been dozing in a chair by the door,
and walked to the windows,

“My father has died, I think.”

The woman rushed to his side and examined him.

“Aye,” she murmured, crossing herself, and then turned on
me with all the outspoken impudence of her class, “Shzameful
girl, have ye no closed the poor man's eyes? "iis the office of
a daughter surely.”

“Fetch the doctor, Nurse Rogan, and close his eyes your-
self.” My father is not in that lifeless thing,. I might have
said. All that is and ever was of my father is here in me and
on these book-lined walls, in the hearts and minds of those
countless men who have read his works—his ideas—and who
will read them in the years to come, My father Is in my mind
and heart and in the minds and hearis of all who loved him,
All these things and more I might have said, but that supes-
stitious Aurse would never have understood, would have con-
demned me for My seeming calloisness,

Instead, I saild nothing more, but rather turned away
toward the windows in order to avoid the figure in the bed.
The curtains were parted, the shade carelessly left up beyond
the onset of nightfall, so that {a the black mirror formed by
the combination of darkened sky, glass, and dimly 1it room, I
saw reflected the very image of bed and man that I had
sought to escape. That figure, whatever it had been, was not
any longer the father I had loved, and I did not wish to look
upon It again.

With one quick, thoughtless thrust, I reached for the sash
and opened the window, at once removing the offending re-
flection and filling the room with & cleansing draught of cold
winter air. The gas flame sputtered out, leaving the room in
utter darkmess, but I cared not. Leaning out the window, I
took a deep, deep breath of the pure, chilly alr, wondering, as
I did, if my father's captured spirit, now freed from the mor-
tal body that had housed it for so long, had blown out the
window on a gust of wind, Pethaps evei hew he was riding
high and free, otitward bound teward the meen and stars.

That fanciful thought, wild and romantic, coupled with the
intoxicating effect of the fresh cold air In my lungs, filled me
with a strange sensation of euphoria. With keen eyes snd



Nwoel Wreeland Carter 7

heightened senses I looked out upon the cobbled street and
bare, gaslit Merrion Square. There below me on the grass,
appearing shadowless in a circle of flickering paslight, stood
the same lovely, mysterlous oriental woman I had seen on
that awful January night nearly three months earlier. For one
brief second her eyes met mine, and I kaew that ‘neath the
fantastic embroidered robe she were, the Dragen of the
Moon writhed and glittered upoR her naked bremal

She smiled a smile that seemed meant to reassure and com-
fort me, I nodded slowly in reply, but as I did, the sound of
aci approaching horse and earriage drew gz attention away
from her strange form. The docter was atriving to confirm
the fact 1 already knew, i sign the certificate and put a
propet pefiod 1o my father's ended life,

When once again my eyes returned to the pool of light in
the square, she-had vanished, as I knew she would, for of
course she had never really been there,

As the doctor had with his death certificate, the minister
with his prayers, the dean of Trinity College with his eulogy,
and the mortician with bis burial, so I preformed my last ob-
geqlll(tes for my dead father: the disposition of his papers and

ooks.

Those tasks had now been completed, and suddenly 1 felt
truly alone in that large empty house-—emptier now than
ever, with lis gaplng shelves, denuded cupboards, and
turned-out drawers. 1 had up until now given little thought to
what I would do with the rest of my life. Certainly 1 would
puisue somie scholarly researches of my own. 1 was too much
my father's daughter for classical histery and literature not fo
beld great interest for me, Bui surely, I theught, that must

ot Be the whele 6f my life. ABGVE all, T was a weman, ho
lenger yeung, perhaps, But I eeriainty sill had the #ight to
?gfﬁ% gaai ihere might yet Be semne personal happiAess in stere

There had been chances once to meet young men, to dance
and to flitt Two suitors had proposed: Liam Macpherson,
when I was barely nineteen and too young; Jeremy Fox when
I was twenty-three and eatight up in the excitement of being
my father’s secretary on a lecture tour of Europe and the
Near East, Perhaps semeday I would receive a third pro-
posal—the right one and at the right time,

The clock on the mantel struck four, and at just that mo-~
ment the maid entered to inform me that I was awaited in
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the parlor. I had forgotten that a visitor was expected, and s6
it was a somewhat breathless enirance that 1 made to prest
my father’s old friend Professor Alexander MeNally,

“Dear Professor McNally, how kind of you to come. 1
have so wanted to thank you personally for the wonderful
things you have written about Father. Your words, all the
more because I know that they come from your heatt, have
been such a comfort.”

My visitor shook his silver head sadly. “1 only regret not
seeing him during those final weeks, I know he would fot—
indeed, could not—have visltors, but the burden that that put
on you, Deirdre, has been enormous, How I wish I could
have lightened youir load.”

His sympathy was just the wrong thing at that moment.
Suddenly, without warning, I bufst into uncontiollable sob-
bing, the very thing I had so carefully guarded against doing
before friends and servants, ho matter how hard of how often
I might ery into my pillew at night, There was 1o help for it.
X simiply could not stop, and so my dear friend, embarrassed
though he must have been, eame and sat beside me on the
sofa, taking me i his arms and cemfefting me just as gentl
as my owh father had dene se many times iA my giflheod,
when the simpler troubles of yeuth had seetied se very heavy
6 My younle shoulders,

"Oh, professor, forgive me,” 1 sobbed. “It's only that I've
just finished sorting out and disposing of the last of Father’s
things. There is nothing left to do—except to decide what to
be done with me, That's the hardest part of all, I expect.”

His arms tightened around my shoulders, His whispered
words of comfort took on an Intensity that made me realize
he was clumsily attempting to make love to me and was actu-
ally begpinnlng to make a declaration of such passionate
feellngs as I, perhaps naively, would not have thought pos-
sible in a man of his years.

At last, he said, he was free to speak, although he had in-
tended to wait untll my mourning had passed, but he was a
man, human as any other, and could not hold me in his arms
so tenderly without his deep emotions getting the better of
him. He did not, he said, expect an answer just then, but
surely I would allow bim to hope,

Such were the sentiments that came tumbling from his lips
in that terrible excess of passion thai had taken hold of him
and which I would scarcely have believed him to harbor with-
in his breast. I rmastered my surprise and embarrassment
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ficiently to pull away from his grasp, and, collectlng my
gwildered thoughts as best I could, 1 tried to find a way—
pet tee unkind—to put him off and hasten his deparitire.

“Surely, Deirdre,” he persisted, “it cannot come as a com-
plete surprise to you that my feelings for you have grown
daeeper with the passing years? I have often faneled that you
jetuim my affiection in no small measure, You have always
peoil 50 happy to see me, so unaffecied and unselfeonselous
tA the warmth you have shown me. We have shared 60 many

terests in cemmon. You .. . you have always led me to be=

ieve that I was impertant te you.”

“And so you are, so you are, my dear professor. The hap-
E'iest hours of my life have been spent right here in this very

ouse with you and Father. Butt.. ,”

I strove to find some kind thing to say that would neither
hurt nor unduly encourage my dear old friend, for in truth,
at that moment I was still so taken aback by the events of the
afternoon that I knew not what my ultimate answer to his
sudcen proposal might be.

“ ... But, my dear Professor McNally, I have so long de-
voted myself to my father that at this very moment, with my
life in such turmoil, it is terribly unsettling to receive your
generous, flattering, but so unexpected declaration, Cannot
geu. understand that it leaves me quite confounded? I cannot

egin to think what answer t6 give you.”

*You must have some idea of your feelings toward me,” he
protested.

“Indeed I have. You are a precious, lovely friend—kind
beyond words; a fine and upright companion for any woman.
More than that I cannot, dare not, say. I must take some
time to reorient my thinking and contemplate the idea that he
who has always been my dear old friend might one day be
iy husband, my—1 blush te say it—rmy lover.”

“Forgive me, my lovely child, 1 should never have spoken
at this time, I realize that now, but holding you in my arms
as I did, I quite lost all control. Please forgive me.”

“Of course I will, if you, dear sir, will forgive my perhaps
overdelicate sensibilities.” 1 took him affectionately by the
arm, and with the pretense of a lighiheartedness I did not
feel, I escorted him out of the parlor and into the front hall,

"When shall I hear from you, Deirdre?”” he pursued once
more, emboldened by my manner, which I had only intended
as kindness,

“Please be patient, dear Professor McNally,” I pleaded.
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“Would it not be proper, under the aitered c:;ifaumst@rxmﬁﬂ
for you to address me by my Christian name, Deirdre?”

“Of course: It would be gqulte proper, uhi .. . Alexander.”

“I shall hear from you seon?

How I blush now to think of the uneeremenious push ]
gave him as the dear man, hat in hand, attefipted to linger,
v:ith all the clumsiness of a lovesick puppy, upen my deef:
step.

“Please do give me time,” I urged. *I promise you shall
have some word within the week. Until then, farewell,
Pro . . . Alexander.”

I shut the door upen his earnest, resy face and ran, half in
tears at the pity of it all, half in laughter at the ludicrousness
of it, up the stalrs and Into the safe haven of my bedroom,

The room, growlng shadewy ia the late-afternoon light,
was so still and comforting. 1 sat for some time looking into
my dressing-table mirror. He is so old, I thought, Still, it was
a proposal, the third and perhaps the last I'd ever receive.
And it was an answer, At least I would not be alone; at least,
not for a while, at any rate.

I stared info the mirror, surveying the face before me, tak-
ing stock of just what that counienance of mine had to offer.
Even in thdt dimly lit room I was as pale "as death, for
though less fitfil, my sleep was still disturbed. 1 ragely slept
more than a few houts eafly each morning. Then, too, the
raven blackness of my half, once lustrous and full, hanging
lank and dull as it did now, drained color from my skin. My
hazel eyes, from lack of sleep, were unnaturally large and
dark, ringed beneath with great purple circles. My lips, so
broad and rosy in my youth, were bloodless now, and grim.
In shor, I looked quiie dreadffill.

Still, at the thought of Alexander McNally, fifty-six years a
bachelor and ardent as a boy for the love of me, I could not
help but smile. I might not be, after all, quite the ugly duck=
ling I thought I had become. Perhaps I might be pretty still,
once I had taken the trouble to try to restore some of my lost
looks. With something of the coquettishmess of my early
twenties, I made a moue and tried to pinch some color into
my faded cheeks.

As 1 was thus engaged before the mirror, I became aware
of a figure standing some few feet behind me in the unlit
room, It was barely visible in the waning light, and at first X
thought it must be Eileen impudently spying on her mistress,
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as I am told so many young maids of her class are wont to
do, Then, even as I was about to turn and fling my hairbrush
at her motionless form, I realized—frozen with dread—that
no brazen Irish servant girl stood behind me in the shadows.
In a flash of intuition I recognized for what it was the slim
tobed figure of the oriental woman who twice before had
companioned me in a moment of great sorrow or turmoil.

Even as I once more stood on the brink of a great change
in my life she had come to me, and was in fact closer now
than ever before, Frozen still, I remained in my seat before
the mirror, my eyes fired upon her reflection before me.
While T watched thus, she glided forward as effortlessly as if
she fioated on a cloud, her face suddenly becoming visible in
the mirror as she leaned forward toward my shoulder, All the
while, her eyes never left the reflection of mine in the glass,
Slowly, as if in warning, she shook her graceful head, A
small, fleeting smile passed over her lips. Then, with her soft,
unblinking black eyes still fixed on mine, she gently brushed
my pale cheek with an unfelt Kiss of her coral lips and faded
like smoke from before my very sight,

It was many long moments before I dared—in fact, was
able—to move, but finally I gained courage, and with shaking
hands managed to light the gas, filling my darkened bedroom
with the comforting glare of flickering yellow light. This had
been quite an afternoon, I reflected wryly; within hours I had
finished my last tasks for my dead father, received the third
marriage proposal upon which I had so happily speculated
earlier in the day, and had had a third visit from what must
surely be the strangest ghost ever to haunt a respectable Irish
house.

In more senses than one, I stood poised upon a brink. God
alone knew what the morrow would bring.
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With Never a Backuand! Glance

For wintet’s rains and ruins are over,

And time remembered Is grief forgotten,
And frosts are slain and flowers begotten,

And in green underwood and cover
Blossom by blossom the spring begins.
—Swinburne

Merrion Square, with its solid rows of elegant Georgian
and early Vkftorian row houses, glowed green in the sunlight
on the early April morning that was to prove s6 momentous
a day in my life,

Spring was suddenly in the air, I felt it from the second I
awoke out of the first deep, dreamless sleep I had had in
months, Eileen, cheery as a4 sparrow, was opening wide my
bedroom windows as I operied my eyes. Breakfast was at
hand, and I ate of it heaxtily, relishing with zest the varied
scents of spring grass, hot Buttered teast, fresh sunlit aif, and
tich, tarfy Chifna tea, all of which assailed My nostrils in a
frenzy of mingled aremas. Birds sang, ehildren laughed in the
square outside, and frem my bed I eould see through the
gently wafting whiie 1aee euriains a glerieus blue siy and the
%_@éﬁlﬁg upper Brahches of the trees acress the way. Seme-

ing was going te happen teday—semething wenderfil.

It was as if the events of the last few months had been but
the first act of a drama; last evening’s events, the curtain
lines; and this morning, after a refreshing night-long intermise
slon, I was about to take part in a bright new second act
written by Fate especially for me. In that lighthearted mood 11
thought as I began to dress of Eileen symbelically raising the i

12
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gurtain and exiting. Heroine upon the bare stage! What was
pext? Enter who?

Enter Mr. Kelly, the postman, whistling a sprightly alr as
he made his way jauntily across the square and towatd our
pouse, which happened to be the first on his route around the
park. Hastily drawing on a dressing gown over my camisole
and petticoats, I ran to the window and greeted him just as
he approached our steps.

¥Top o* the morning to you, Mr. Kelly, Spring has fizally
arrived in Merrion Square, has it not?”

“Indeed it has, Miss Fennora, and it’s happy I am to see
you look so blooming after your long sorrow.”

“Thank you kindly,” I replied. “Is there any mail for me
this momning? Anything special, that is?” I added hopefully,
and, if the truth were known, expectantly.

He wet his thumb with great show and flicked carefully
through the top few envelopes in the bundle of mail he had
in his hand, then looked up at me, squinting against the
bright morning light.

“Ob, aye, there’s something special. At least, any letter
that's threepenny weight of vellum before the ink and crested
seal’s been added would be special to me. Add to that a title
and a name with an odd, foreign sound to it, and I'd say it's
special enough for a royal duchess herself.

“Still,” he went on, teasing me now, as he Bad so often
done in my youth, when he knew I was awaiting letters from
some beau or other, “still, it’s addressed to Miss Deirdre Fen-
nora, who, though she may not be a royal duchess, is still the
gueen of Merrion Square as much as ever she was at the age
of ten years and I first became her majesty’s royal mail car-
ﬂer"l_l

I laughed in delight at his reminder of our old game.

“Oh, do deliver it, then,” I exclaimed. “I'm not yet dressed,
or I'd be down in a trice to snatch it from your grasp my-
sdit” I pulled my head in just as Mr. Kelly rang the bell be-
low.
“Eileen, Mavis,” I called down the stairs, “one of you
bring up the mail to me. At once, do you hear?”

I whirled back into my room, and with some efiort man-
pged to be sitting with proper dignity at my dressing -table,
nngaged, nonchalantly I hoped, in brushing my hair by the
time Eileen came breathlessly through the door.

“Put the mail here beside me and take the breakfast things
away. Be quick about it”
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“Yes, miss,” she murmured, eyeing me with curiosity,
Being rather new In the household, she had never seen me It
the lighter, more abrupt mood that had been charactetistic oi
my personality in the days before my father became .fil. 1
could not help but be somewhat self-conscious, knowing
this, and so I snapped at her imperiously to cover my embar
rassment and impatience,

"Da be gone, gitl. 't in 16 mood to have you gawking at
me like a loony.” She fled hastily, dishes rattling all over the
breakfast tray. “And don't chip the china,” I called after hei
in my severest tone, only to butst ifto gales of laughter at hei
confusion, once the door had closed. How very full of the
devil I felt all of a sudden, hectoring the servants in that
same manner I had had when I toek ever management of the
house for my father 66 many years before. It had taken some
severe reprifands from hif to bieak mme of the habit, but
now, here I was, fourteen lyeafg later, fetukning t6 my old bad
habits with mischieveus refish.

Still laughing, I turned to the little stack of letters that
Fileen had placed upon the dressing table at my left hand. I
stopped laughing quite abrupty, however, upon examination
of the heavy vellum envelope Mr. Kelly bad described. The
hand In which jt was addressed was firm, graceful, feminine,
and totally unfamiliar. With a certain sense of excited antici-
patien, I turned the letter over to read the returm address,
The smile faded from rmy lips as I stared in amazement and
utter disbelief, for, engra above a huge red seal bearing
the device of a dragen rampant, beating an orb in its paws,
was the following:

Lady Elizabeth Cheng
Moondragon =
Glencannis
Cork

Needless to say, it was with trembling fingers that I broke the
seal and read the contents of that fateful letter.

Moondragon
March 30, 1883

My dearest child,
You cannot imagine my shock and sorrow upon
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reading of your dear father's long illness and passing
in the recent Dublin newspapers, a packet of which
has just reached me this very day., =

It overwhelms me with a dreadful sense of guilt
to be reminded in such a final manner of just how
long I have been remiss in my correspondence with
Dr. Fennora. That I should have been so careless of
our old friendship not only puts me to shame but
grieves me deeply, for had I known he was so ill, X
might have, for Charlotte’s sake, been able to be of
some assistance to you. If nothing else, I would at
least have made the journey to Dublin (though I
I have not done so in many years) .in order to be
of some comfort to you and to say a last farewell
to a man for whom I have ever had nothing but
the greatest respect and affection, ever siice our first
meeting neaely thirty years age, whef X had the
pleasure of being matton of honor at your mother’s
wedding,

It must be a comfort to you at this sad time to
remember how happy your parents were in their
marriage. While now you feel so deeply the loss of
him (and, surely, all over again that of your
mother), try to take comfort in the fact that he was
fortunate in his choice of wife and career, rich in
worldly success, love, and - friends. Few, looking
back on a lifetime, could have as much to rejoice
in and as little'to regret as had your dear father.

But these, though heartfelt, are poor words of
comfort. when compared to the eloquent wisdom
of the many eulogies and memorials that you must,
of necessity, have heard in recent days; therefore,
Deirdre, my child, I shall come swiftly to the reason,
other than to condole with you in your loss, for my
writing to you. Believing as 1 do that death is a fimal-
ity and an eternal end, may thoughts at times like
these dwell ever with the living left behind in this
wotld, for as I know well, the wound of losing a loved
one is long in healing,

I can well imagine that this is a time of great up-
heaval in your life. You surely face great decisions
now, decisions that should not be made lightly or in
haste. Therefore, it occurs to me that some months
away from Dublin, from your house, with its recent
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unhappy associations, and even from welkmeaning
but solemn-faced friends who make the slow process
of forgetting all the more difficuil;, would be very
good for you at this time.

I know that you have not met me since you were
a wee child and I a young woman, but still, if you
could come to me at Moondragon, we could renew
our long-ago acquaintance. It would allow me, also,
to repay in some small measure, to her daughter, the
great love and affection I received at Charlotte’s
hands many years ago when I lost my husband. So
gou see that if you come, I should not only be happy

ut also grateful for a chance to repay an old deliit

You will be well distracted from your cares here,
No lovelier spot exists in all Ireland than the great
expanse of Bantry Bay (upon which I gaze from
time to time as I compose this letter). Its high
cliffs and rockbound shores ate breathtaking. Here
it Is already warm, and spring has been upon us for
weeks. Sumimer follows in fo time at all. I think you
could not help. but love it as 1 do. Certaifly your
parents did o their visit here years age.

I'll say only one thing more, I, as do all his
friends, lament your father’s passing, but I beg. also
to remind you that as St. Mark says: “There is a past
which is gone forever. But there is a future which
is still our own.”

Perhaps here at Moondragon you may be able to
gain a perspective of the past and .im cxrofkert ond
leisure begin to think wisely of that future which
is still your own,

Do come at once, and plan a long visit. 1 awalt
your reply with eager anticipation of a happy acqui-
escence.

I remain yours affectionately,
Elizabeth  Cheng

Slowly I reread the letter, marveling once more, as I had at
first sight of the return address, at the coincidence of the
name “Moondragon” and the strange, beautiful necklace worn
by my fair orfental “ghost.”

I had thought all along that she was a ghost, After all,
what other explanation was there, other than that 1 was going
insane (which I knew I was fot)? There had been none that
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made any sense-—at least until the arrival of this letter set me
to thinking, Now, upon reflection, I understood what must be
the true explanation of the vision, and felt at last that I had
hit upon the real truth of the matter. Somehow, probably
triggered by the constant strain and loneliness of the past few
months, the latent, clairvoyance in me, a legacy from my
mother and her mother, which had so long lain dormant that
I had all but forgotten it, had reawakened. It was my own
suddenly active clairvoyant powers that had caused the three
visions of the exotic Chinese woman and her spectacuikar
necklace, the Dragon of the Moon.

Yet, I reasoned, there was actually nothing of the supernat-
ural about these visions. In fact, the rationale was quite
simple: what my conscious mind had long ago forgotten, that
“other mind” that slumbers withip us all knew well, “It*
remembered my mother's old friend Lady Cheng and her es-
tate called Moondragon, and by that strange inherited pre-
science of mine was trying to warn me of what lay ahead§
perhaps even held it out as a comforting promise of relief
and rest ahead after my long ordeal with Father,

It was understandable, I supposed, that I should not have
recognized the visions for what they actually were. After ail,
I had not had a clairvoyant experience—*“the sight” as it is
commonly called—since I was a child. Then they had
frightened me. Their passing had- been a relief, and I had
quickly forgotten the experiences, never having any-reason to
suppose that the ability to “see” would ever return, This
morning, I admitted to myself, playing the devil’s advocate,
that I had known something was going to happen from the
second I awoke, Such things had happened to me often
throughout my life, but so had they to countless others. It
was surely not part of my returning clairvoyance; merely a
common premonition. Premomitions, one could live with—
even enjoy; but to think that my clairvoyance was returning
to haunt me, 80 to speak, might be more than I could bear.

Well, I would have to bear with itl Upon realistic reflec-
tion, I realized, trepidations aside, that my visions had indeed
returned. Still, I reasoned, no harm had been done; curiously
enough, they had not really frightened me, but rather I had
been able to view these recent experiences from the first with
an odd detachment and only vague concern, the result, I as-
sumed, of the far greater concerns weighing upon me at the
time. In retrospect, I could have no reason not to be grateful
to my lovely Chinese vision. After all, had she not attempted
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to forewarn me of the timely invitation to escape from Dub-
lin and all the unpleasant pressures and associations it now
held for me? It was hardly the fault of my unconscious mind
if the conscious one had not interpreted it arightt

But actually,..clairvoyance aside, there was really never,
from the moment I first read Lady Cheng's letter, any ques-
tion in my mind but that I would go to Moandragon—indeed,
that 1 was meant to go to Moondragon. It was then, in that
sudden flash of intuition, that I had first realized the return of
my clairvoyance,

Moondragon was as inevitable as death——not a pleasant
analogy, to be sure—but while it might fall rather short of
heaven, it could hardly be heifl. I had had enough of hell in
the past-year to last my natural life. Such were my rather
flippant thoughts as I fimished dressing on that sarly April
morning and, letter in hand, fairly skipped downstairs to the
library in order to begin drafting a letter of acceptance to
Lady Elizabeth Cheng of Moondragon, Glencanmis, County
Cork.

The sight of bare bookshelves in the library had a momen-
tarily depressing effect upon my spirits, but the sunlight be-
yond the curteins splashing down on the fresh spring greens
of our little back garden soon distracted me, and I was in a
pleasant frame of mind once more.

Before sitting down to my little writing desk by the win-
dow to frame a reply to my invitation, I stepped out into the
garden and, regardless of the dust, sat upon the step to con-
sider what I might recall of the lady who was so soon to be
my hostess, Looking back over the years, I was able, after
some effort, to remember a few of -the particulars of Lady
Cheng’s life as I had occasionally overheard them being dis-
cussed by my parents. I knew that she had been at school
with my mother here in Dublin sometime in the mid to late
1840’s, She heiself was Welsh-Irish and had come from
somewhere in the nerthwest.

She had martied quite young, and there had been some-
thing odd about the man she had martied—certainly his
family name was odd in ltself—but he had been very
wealthy, a baronet, and was considered quite a catch by her
family, who, though of good breeding, had *“seen better
days,” as the saying goes, The way of ways in which her late
husband had been “odd” still eseaped e, despite my repeated
efforts to reeall. But ii hardly fmattered, since the MaR was
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long dead and hardly likely, despite my recent experiencss, to
pay me a visit. The -only other particular that I could recall
to mind was the fact that though she was widowed early, she
never remamtied and had chosen to remain in that remote
place where her husband’s ancestors had settled generations
earlier, If memory served, there had been a child of the mar-
riage, though whether it had survived or not, I could only
guess.

I remembered too, that once, some years ago, my father
had heard from her and said that she seemed contented with
ber lot in life, At that time he had mentioned in passing that
he and my mother had once visited her at. Moondragon
(though whether he had at that time mentioned the house by
its name, I could not actually say) and claimed that their
visit, while brief, had been eventful. He would never elabo-
rate on that cryptic remark, and I had soon lost all curiosity
concerning her.

However, whatever had been “eventful” during that one
visit, the two young women had kept up an active correspon-
dence until the death of my mother brought it to an unfortu-
nate halt. The result of that sorrowful occurrence had been
an eventual falling away to nothing of the contact between
our two houses, even as Lady Cheng had iamented in her let-
ter to me. Anyway, thanks to her loving affection for and
memoty of my mother, the link of friendship was to be reaf-
firmed and continued into the second generation. It pleased
me to think that my mother would wish it to be so.

That brought to my mind another thought: how pleasant it
would be to talk with someone who had known my mother in
her girthood and might tell me more of her than the twelve
early years of my life and Father's few conversations about
her—due to the painful, never-healed wound that her death
represented to him—were able to provide.

And so, after a brief, relaxing stroll along .the garden
paths and much searching of my mefmory, 1 reentered the li-
brary and sat down to the desk, There were several abortive
attempts, but at last I began in earnest to draft a fitting reply
to the gracious invitation I had reeeived from the mistress of
Moondragon.

The next few days, while awaiting a feply to my letter,
which, hopefully, would contain suggesiions as to how best to
make my journey, were spent in a continual fever of prepara-
tion and excited anticlpation. On the very next moraing after
the arrival of Lady Cheng's invitation, I set out to visit the
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salon of my couturiere in Grafton Street. Time was of the
essence, for as it was, my -orders would keep her dressmakers
busy night and day. Although I had already ordered and re-
ceived several black mourning cdresses suitable for the spring
and summer, my wardrobe was lacking in the proper aitire
for formal dining and evening entertainments, It was unthink-
able that Lady Cheng did not dress for dinner. It was equally
unthinkable that I not wear mouraing of at least half-mourn-
ing for a minimuf of thiee Mmonths, and s6 By way of sem-
promise with my ewn sensibilities and what might be these of
my hostess, 1 ordered only one evening gewn in black and
the rest In the subdued bBut less exirerie shades of half-
mourning; deve gfay, mauve, pueple, silver, and white. The
styles 1 chese, sifee the colers were of hecessity guiet, were
from the very Rewest Pafis fashien magazines. If I must, pet-
force, be dressed in meurding, for My hostess’s sake (as well
as my ewn), at least it weuld be au slegant ene,

Within a few days of that first shopping excursion, I had
written a gentle letter to Alexander McNally explaining my
need to get away for a while, promising to write, and putting
off the answef that I had prornised him vatil my return at the
end of the summer. Perhaps it would have been kinder of me
to put an end to his hepes for the future right then and there,
but I could no more see the future than he (despite my re-
cent clairvoyance), and it was entirely possible that I might
well eome back to Dublin in the early autumn ready and
resigned to become the wife of Alexander McNally. Who
could say?

My wardrobe was assembled and ready to be packed at a
moment’s notice; a second . letter had arrived from Lady
Cheng, suggesting that I trawvel overland by train to
Corktown. She had taken accommodations for an overnight
siay In Queenstown, the port of Cork, and booked passage
for an early sailing on the morning following, all of which
would necessitate my leaving Dublin three days hence. There
was pothing mere to be dene but to supervise the packing
and to see to the elesing of the house.

And so it was that on a glorious April morning I came to
stand at the steps of number 70, Merrion Square surrounded
by a heap of luggage and batboxes, awaiting the arrival of
the hackney coach that would take me to the Kingsbridge
Railway Station. From there, within the hour I would leave
for Cork on the first leg of my journey to Moondragon.
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The coach came, was packed with my impedimenta, and at
{ast Professor McNally bhanded me into the carriage, reiter-
ating that he would gladly escort me to the station, but as 1
had before, I insisted upon leaving alone from the house. ‘The
eoachman, as if divining my urgent desire to get away without
further ado, clicked a signal to his horses, and off -I rolled,
the heavy weight of those last few months: finally uplifted
from my shoulders once and for all. I was freel I gave never
a backward glance as we pulled out of Merrion Square, for 1
knew well what lay behind me. The future alone held excite-
fent and promise, My eyes faced squarely forward.

The trip west and south by rail was not long, and I arrived
in the town of Cork in the afternoon, pulling into the
Glanmire Road Station just in time for me to make the next
branch-line train that swung eastward, making a circle
around the famous Cove of Cork across a railway bridge and
into Queenstown itself, so named for Victoria, who first set
foot on Irish soil there in 1849. Needless to say, all good
Irishmen still called it Cove.

I bad no trouble in finding my way to the Queen’s Cove
Inn, where Lady Cheng had had accommodations made
ready for my overnight stay. Indeed, I was in my rooms but
half an hour when a maid came with a message that a gentle-
man wished to see me in the small parlor below. Having no
friends in such a place as Queenstown, and certainly none
who knew of my arrival, I bad a great curiosity to see who
my unexpected visitor might be.

The stranger who watted upon me in the tiny, sparely
furnished visitens* parlor was a ship’s eaptain, by the style of
his neat, well-kept seaman's clothing. He was a man of
middle height and late middle years, much tanned and
weathered by his rough profession, but withal a fit and
strong-looking person of hearty and vaguely foreign good
looks. I could not readily put my finger on his nationality,
but certainly he was not Irish, He was broad-faeed and long-
headed, with a high brow and a long nose that loeked as if it
had been broken more than ofice. His hatr, very uin-Ifish, was
straight, fine, and, while graying at the temples, was otherwise
a rather light shade of brown,

As 1 entered the little room, he came forward, smiling
broadly, and extended one wide, callused haad in greeting. 1
extended mine, which he shook firfly but net with the pain-
ful grip that I had expected frem his hearty manner. He
knew how to gear his large grip to the hand of a lady.
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“Welcome to the Cove, Miss Fennora, I'm Captain Isaac;
Vreeland of the ship Pride o' Bankry. We'll be sailing for
Moondragon with the morning tide.”

Now, both by his name and the slight foreign accent that
overlaid the Irish lilt that he had acquired with the years, I
knew him for the Dutchman that he was. I had seen faces
not unlike his in Amsterdam, now that I thought about it

“Why, how very nice of you to come and greet me this
evening, Captain Vreeland, but may I ask how you knew I'd
be here?” I was slightly puzzled that I should receive such a
visit. After all, the master of a ship must needs be a very busy
man, and hardly likely to make social calls upon strange pas-
sengers on the eve of a sailing.

The captain's blue eyes twinkled, and he pursed his lips
slightly before speaking. “You don't know the Chengs very
well, do you?”

“Why, no. I..."” His answering my question with one of
his own rather took me aback, for I had expected—indeed
was used to—greater formality than this. He looked at me
and spoke to me as if I were a schoolgirl rather than a
woman of mature years.

“Well’—he laughed—"it's no wonder then that you ask:
such a question, When you know them betier; youw'll find that
nothing is left to chanee with them—that is, unlless they abso-
lutely can't help it. Once, they couldn’t help it” Here he
laughed again in a different way. "“Ah, chance once played
them a trick they couldn't help. But that’s neither here nor
there, and 1t's still not answering your question,

“Lady Elizabeth sent me to look after you, When you
weren’t on the last train from Cork, I came here straight-
away, knowing that you'd be spending the night here. Neither
she nor I would dream of letting a.young girl like yourself
come to such a rollicking place as the Cove of Cork without
al %ro’tector nearby to see you stowed safe away for the
night.”

“Captain Vreeland, it was very kind of you to come. Let
me assure you that I am indeed safely ‘stowed away’ and that
I am happy to know that I am so well protected.” I made my
remarks by way of courfesy, expecting that, his duty done by
me, Captain Vreeland would take his leave. Imstead, after a
brief but awkward silence, he spoke abruptly.

“She wants you to see the coast and to get your first sight
of Moondragon from the bay, just as she did over thirty
years ago, She fell in leve with Bantry Bay, you keaow . . .
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and with Moondragon,” ‘This last he added as an after-
thought, and with obvious distaste.

“You speak as if gou know Lady Elfizabsth well." His
manner of speaking about her was odd, and made me eufi=

Ous:

“Ach, that I de, young lady. It was I whe first sailed her up
the bay to Moondragon all those years age. I had been mate
on old Hannibal Cheng's bark Empness of China, but he paid
me the honor of sending me around to Dublin in his new
clipper Pride o' Bantry to fetch his son's young bride-te-be
and bring her to Moondragon, And 8o I became a ship’s cap-
tain, and she became a bride. She was ningteen, and the love-
liest thing I'd ever seen.”

His face flushed, and the look in his eye.told me that she
was still the loveliest thing he'd ever seen, He could not help
but speak with that blunt honesty that seems to characterize
the Duteh race, and so his very tone told me that whatever
or whomever else he might love, Lady Elizabeth Cheng held
a special place in his heantt

After a long silence, during which it was obvious that he
was reliving a voyage made more than thirty years earlier,
the captain came back to himself,

He clapped his hands together abruptly. “Well, there’s no
sense standing here remembering days long gone by, I've
come to ask if you'd care to have dinner on board my ship
this evening.”

I hesitated, wondering what to answer. He gave me no
time, however, to frame a politic reply. “Ach, of course, you
have been on trains all day and are tired, How foolish of me
not to have realized.”

“I am rather exhausted, and since I must rise so early, I
had planned a light supper in my room.”

“Of course, say no more, my dear. I'll bid you good eve-
ning, A carriage will be here at six tomorrow morning to take
you to the ship, Pleasant dreams, Miss Fennora."”

He shook my hand again, and was gone, leaving me to
ponder, as I returned to my rooms, what an odd man he
was—a mixture of bluff, manly heartiness, gentlemanly cour-
tesy, and fatherly Kindness on the surface, but underneath,
romantic, vulnerable, and self-conscious. The very mention of
Lady Elizabeth, as he called her, was quite enough to make
him blush. It was unusual in my experience to feel so sure of
the character of a stranger after so brief a talk, but he was
the kind of man who could not help but put all that he was
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right out before him. It was simply not in him to dissemibbs)
either consciously or uncemsciously. Upon reflection, I found
Capfain Isaac Vreeland quite remarkable indeed, and cer-
tainly very likable. I wondered, perhaps a little maliclously,
how much Lady Elizabeth liked him,

Well, perhaps it would not be long before I would know,



The Pride o' Bantry

There’s tempest in yon honned moon,
And lightning in yon cloud;
But hark the music, mariners!
The wind is plping loud—
The wind {2 plpl%oud, my boys,
The lightning fiiashes free;
While the hollow oak our palace is,
Ot herltage the sea.
—Allan Cunningham

Under the wide blue sky, under her great spread of sunlit
canvas, the Pride o' Banivy made her way out of Cork har-
bor, leaving behind the busy, sweeping vista of Queenstown
port, dominated by the imposing stone mass of St. Coleman’s
Cathedral looking down upon the town and hatbor from its
hilltop perch. Its spire, tall and as yet unfinished, gleamed in
the morning light, It was a grand sight to see, so huge that it
was already fifteen years in the building and still not com-
pleted. As Queenstowh and its sights receded, we passed the
less pleasing vista of Spike Island with its grim old convict

rison, and beyond it, the mainland shere dotted with tiny
&hmg villages, coves, and beaches. Finally we left Cork har-
bor behind altogethier and sailed eut into the Atlantic.

Ever in love with the sea and the gentle pelting of spray in
my face, I made my way forward and stood In the starboard
bow. Leaning agalnst the railing, I watched the green coast of
Ireland pass by. For some time I remained lost in surveying
the beautiful and sometimes wild and rocky coastline, dream-
ing idle daydreams, breathing in the iavigorating smell of salt
sea alf and wishing that there was some way to capture

25
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such moments of heavenly beauty and kee? ihem forever,
What a joy it would be to have ever at ene's beck and éall
the means to conjure uP a particular mement of oRe's life—=
the sights, sounds, sfoells, and tastes—and by the fmefe open-
Ing, say, of the stopper of a vial, to be able te felive a
morning such as this if all its unutierable perfestien.

But my sweet reveries were not destined for long to be my
own. Captain Vreeland, set free for a time from his immedi-
ate duties and undoubtedly taking my solitary figure in the
bow for a lonely one, broke in upon my thoughts with a
hearty directhess and jJovial smile. Thus with uawitting cfu-
elty he shattered the fragile web of my thoughts and spoiled
bome of the very loveliest momments of my recent life.

“It's no irip to be taking alone, is it, young lady? I can see
that you're homesick already,” As he spoke, he came up
beside me and leaned his elbows on the wide railing. I
watched him as he stood squinting at the distant coast, his lips
drawn back over long, tobacco-stalned ieeth, his cap pushed
back on his broad head, to reveal the line where sun-tanned
skin ended and his own pale Nordic complexion began.
Clearly he didn't knew guite what te say beyond his easy and
incorrect assumption of homesickness on my patt. He had no
way of knowihg, of ceufse, that such an emotion had ever
been alien to My nature, though evideptly commen to most
of humanity, 86, for waht of other eenversation, 1 challenged
his assumptien, withotit, hewever, appeating rude, I hoped.

“You know, Captain Vreeland, I don’t believe that I have
ever been homesick in my life. In fact, have you ever heard
of the Lotophagai, the lotus-eaters whom Odysseus encoun-
tets in Lotus-land on his return voyage from Troy?*

The captain nodded. “Aye, I have that,” he acknowledged.

“§Vell, my father used to say that I was one of the tribe of
lotus-catets, Wherever our travels took us-~and I have been
to many countries—I have never missed my home (yes, even
Ireland, of which the poets always sing), nor ever wanted
greatly to go back to it. Perhaps I have never really and truly
found a place o think of as home. Perhaps my disposition
makes it unneceasary that I have a particular home. Were 1
bern a man, I might well have eschewed a home altogether
and have followed the &ea, as you have done.”

This last remark, while meant primarily to be complimen-
tary to my companion, if not strictly true, certainly was not
altogether inconsistent with some of my wilder flights of ro-
mantic fancy, either. I soon leatned that Captain Vreeland
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was not a fanciful man, for he appeared to take my idle re-
marks quite seriously,

“Would you, now, Miss Fennora?” fee asked rhetorically,
“Well, if all it takes to be a lotus-eater is forgetfulnesa of
home, you'd do well, I suppose, but in all my years at sea,
I've never met a man who wasn't longing for his home
once this bow was turmned and he knew his homeland lay
ahead. Then, too, if my memory serves, Homer said that
lotus-eaters were a lazy, luxury-loving lot. No, upon reflec-
tion, I think that on both counts no true lotas-eater such as
yourself could dare to follow the sea. After all, every ship fi-
nalli tums toward home, and every seaman does- his day’s
work."

By the mischievous glint in his eye, I knew that I had been
incorrect about the captain. He not only had not taken my
remarks seriously, but actually he was taking my fragile and
rather superficial chatter and turning it against me, fairly
teasing me silly with it. He was so merry and good-natured
with his teasing humor that 1 could not even feign a sem-
blance of pique, but rather had to let go altogether of my
sometimes rather priggish dignity.

“Enough, enough.” I laughed, holding up my hands in a
gesture of submission, “I shall take the liberty of paraphras-
ing the final line of Lord Tennyson’s in, appropriately
enoughs ‘Song of the Lotus-Eaters’; ‘O rest ye, brother mar-
iner, I will not wander more.’ Ifll be a iand-loving lotus-eater,
good captain, I promise, if you will kindly desist from your
teasing.”

“In short, I should ‘rest’ like a good ‘brother mariner,’ That
I shall, young lady, 11l rest right here and point out some of
the sights along the coast as we pass by.”

And so, for most of the morning, when duty did not call
him elsewhere, Captain Vreeland showed me the sights to be
seen along the southern coast: Kinsale Is parficular, the
beautiful little port at the mouth of the river Bandon, its har-
bor full of yachts and sailing vessels of all descriptions. Once,
in the now fast-waning days of wooden ships, it was a great
shipbuilding port, and, as Captain Vreeland told me, had in
fact been the birthplace of the very ship upon which I now
sailed, as well as that of the long-ago wrecked Cheng ship,
Ermpress of China,

Just past the headland of Kinsale harbor lay the Old Head
of Kinsale, a long rocky finger of land where so many ill-
fated ships have been taken by the sea and dashed upon the
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treacherous rocks that e hidden beneath the wawes. Such
sights as these, of which I had heard or read, but never actu-
ally seen, passed by in a gorgeous panorama.

On we sped toward the southwest, the sun rising ever
higher on our port stern, but suddenly, as we appreached the
channel between Clear Island and lis sister isle of Sherkin,
the sun, which had warmed us the morning long, was all at
once obscured. From south and west of us a great black band
of lc:loucls approached, bearing wind, rain, and lightning in lts
wake,

Those sunny morning skies were suddenly gray as steel and
slashed by jagged -forks of fire, From overhead hoomed the
deafening, nearly constant rumble of thunder, jangling the
nerves with its warlike bafrages. Within minutes the decks
were awash with the effects of a sudden and violeat down-
pour of chilling fain, The ship rolled in the suddenly turbu-
lent waters; canvas slapped wetly in the wind; and then, as
quickly as it began, the storfi abated, 6f rather, passed over
ouf heads, teaving Behind wet and dﬂpga% decks, whieh,
ewing to the imfediate reefergence of the hot spring suh,
were s0eh steaming in litite eelumps of rapidly evaporating
Fainwater,

1 was but little disarrayed by the sudden storm, as a conse-
quence of having been escorted aft toward my cabin at its
onset by the same young seaman who had accompamied me
to the ship from the inn that morning. I had once again con-
founded my young-friend by refusing to go below, apd choos-
ing Instead. to remain in the entrance to the stairway,
from which ptace 1 could watch the great natural spectacle
without becoming too wet. 1t was a glorious sight, not to be
fissed by ene such as 1, and in which I reveled gladly.

But now, with the decks drying visibly, I again took up my
vigil in the bow and watched as we passed between the is-
lands of Clear on the port and Sherkin to starboard. North of
us, across Roaring Water Bay, which we began to traverse
once we emerged from the parrow channel between the is-
lands, I could see the storm ruaming miles wide in a great
black, lightning-splintered band that stretched from near the
seaward horizon to port all the way to the landward horizon
on the starboard.

“It's traveling northwest and will reach Bantry Bay some-
time before we do ourselves.” Captain Vreeland, who had
just come up behind me, voiced an answer to the very ques-
tlon I had upon my mijmndi
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*T think that there is nothing more beautiful than a storm
stich as that which has just passed—so violent and exciting,
Bt over so soon that it can do no great damage.”

“Oh, aye,” he replied. “I'm glad you added that last, my
dear, for there are storms and storms. Old Hanmibal Cheng
was lost at sea, you know, back in fifty-one, in the Indian
Ocean. Now, there's a place for violent weather. No wee bits
of weather like this that's just passed, but preat storms that
tess ships over and break them apart the way a bit of stone i3
broken apart under the blow of a sledgehammer. Many's the
night I've watched on deck for sudden heavy weather to
come up In that ocean. Ach, and many’s the time we've lashed
the wheel and ouitselves, too, to keep the ship steady and out-
selves from washing overboard ifto a heavy sea. Still, it's the
life 1 chiose and the life I fove.”

We stood silent for a while, each wrapped in our own
thoughts. Finally it occurred to me to ask more of the long-
dead shipowner and sea captain with the unlikely name of Sir
Hannibal Cheng.

“Captain, you mentioned earlier the wrecking of the
Empress of China. Is that the ship that Hannibal Cheng went
down with?”

“That she was, miss. Lost in fifty-one, with all hands, in-
cluding Sir Hannibal Cheng, first Baronet Cheng, who was
her captain as well as owner. An odd man he was—imperi-
ous, eccentric, tough. Many & man there was who didn't like
him— hated him, some did—but I took him as I found him,
and 1 leved hifa better, respected him mere thad.any man
Pve ever met. Of eaurse, I Bad goed reasen te leve him, for
fie had bath saved My life and Made my fertune fer me, In
Hélg E}?ggaﬁ e fiRer Man haa ever lived thaa eld Hanatbal

Perhaps long, reflective silences are a charactetistic .of
seamen in general; certainly they were a characteristic of
Isaac Vreeland in pasticular. When he did net continue his
narrative after seme few minutes of silence, I put fy hand
en his arm and regained his wandering attetion. My etiries=
iy demanded to Be satisfied: e
~ é1el me, EAPtain, HW c3ME he 6 save your ifs?”

He continued to stare off toward the headlands, which we
were fast approaching, his keen blue eyes squinting into the
distance as if against the glare of the sun, although, in fact,
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his brow was well shaded by the brim of his cap. He nodded
toward the cliffis abhead,

“The first is Brow Head. Then we round Mizan Head and
pass Three Castle Head, cross the mouth of Dunmanus Bay,
and turn north into Bantry Bay itself.”

“So indeed we do,” I replied, “I noted our route on.the
chart, which I studied before leaving on this voyage.” My
tone was not very warm, sifice it rather annoyed me that he
chose not to answer my innocent question. It put me in the
untenable position of appearing to pry into his affairs. “I did
not mean to pry, captain. If you do not wish to tell me the
circumstances of your life belng saved, 1 certainly respect
your wishes,” 1 suppose I eould not help sounding piqued,
since I had only asked to hear of his adventures after he him-
self had brought the sub%eet up, and, moreover, in an en-
deavor to keep abreast of the many awkward lapses in our
conversation, lapses pefhaps not uaRatusal in view of the fact
that we had been acquainted a bare eighteen heuts, but nev-
ertheless uncomfortable and compeunded by the captain’s
owh Rative tacituriity.

Brought back to attention by the admitted snippiness of my
remarks, Captain Vreeland protested, “Pray don’t misunder-
stand my silenfce, Miss Fennora. I shall be only too happy to
relate the tale, for it is really quite interesting, but it is a long
story and not to be told in a minute.” He smiled warmly at
me, exhibiting a winning charm that made me wonder once
more what Lady Elizabeth Cheng thought of her hardy
Dutch sea captain. By his look I thought him about to begin
the telling of his tale, but all at once, he saw something over
my shoulder that evidently disturbed him, and his expression
changed abruptly,

I turned hastily and followed his scowling gaze. What Y
saw was an odd sight indeed. Squatting on the deck in the
farthest forward point of the bow, deep in the shadow
created by the coming together of the port and starboard
railings at the bowsprit, was a strange-looking youth, small
and fair of skin like a white man but with long narrow black
oriental eyes and dark auburd haif werh i the long a:aigtan of
a Chiness, He were a leng, elaborately embroidered coat of
sulfur-yellow sillk, Blue trousers, and black slippers en Hhis
stall feet, The eutfit would have been attractive iR its way,
had it net Been filihy and stained dewn its frent with leA
dribbles that indieatéd 4 dreadful lack ef eperdination an
the inability te ingest feed with afy degree of aceutaey. This
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may sound a pompous and uncharitable description, but the
long, moist stains were evocative to a great degree and struck
me at the time in just that manner. His unkempt appeartzmee
did not stop my heart from going out to him, however, for I
could see readily that the poor boy was a half-wit and unable
to care for his own person properly.

Captain Vreeland excused himself from my company,
erossed the ship to the boy in the bow with a long, deter-
mined stride, and yanking him up bodily from the deck,
hurled him down agalnst the forward hatch with great force.
1 had expected the poor soul to go scurrylng back toward the
stern, away from the barrage of what I took to be rather vile
epithets 1n an odd singsong language, which, undef the cir-
eumstances and judging by the loeks of the youth to whom
they were addressed, must be Chinese. The boy, however,
rather than beatifg a hasty and peudent retreat, took his time
in leaving, He passed by, giving, as he did so, an unnervingly
sly and everly familiar glance in my direstion.

His maimed intellect, as I saw upon closer scrutiny, distort-
ed his features sadly, but I could see at once that he ap-
peared to be a half-casie. Unfortunatety, neither the soft,
exotle beauty of the Oriental races nor the angular strength
of the Western could be sald to have dominated. Rather, the
beautles of both people were sadly lost, his resultant ugliness
caused by the faet that he was a simpleton: slack of jaw, loli-.
Ing of tongue, and grotesque of Foverent. He wenht aft as
slowly as pessible, ebvieusly in a deliberate atiempt te furthef
annoy the captain, but finally he disappeared Below decks, as
he had evidently Been ordered te d6. I ceuld Bet,-if truth,
say that 1 was unhappy te ses Rif ge, for it was ne pleasaat
thing to loek upen Rim. However, his treatment at the hands
of my companion seefied unnecessarily hateh, though it was
hardly my place te remenstrate wiith the eapiain 1A such a
matter, and 60 I kept silent. By the iadifferent glanees of the
few erewmen whe hevered fearby, 1 teok fRis {8 BR 8
RiconIMen eeeurFencs abaut the PrFe 8 ;

As the boy finally went below, Captain Vreeland returned
to my side, the scowl of anger siill upon his face. “1 haier that
foul creature! I'd like nothing betier than to feed his ugly hide
to the sharks. He has a6 business en this ship. EHe must have
stowed awgi\; three days ago when 1 sailed from Bantry, and
he's been skulking around behind my baek ever sines, I'll
wager—all the way te the Ceve and back. He's enly dared t8
come out and show himself Row because he knows I wen't
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bother to throw him in the brig for what little is left of the
voyage.

“He’s the devil's own spawn, that one. He appears harmless
enough, but he has a streak of cruelty in him toward animals
that makes my blood boil. Don't you ever trust him or let
him nea}' you for a second, Miss Fennora, Not for a second,
net ever!*

“Shall T ever have occasion to, captain? Surely he's not
frgm M@@ndra on?" I asked, taken abaek by the very

of ever aving to see the bey again. .
' 1§n‘t he, isn't he?" The eaptain was still insensed by
ths mtmglgn i9 sudden seething anger quite surprised me,
HGG s haé éaggunﬁl this peipt, seemed so humereus,
ite 4§ mesemw altogether eyen-tem:
Esre " he wem R, SBUttering With
his £ ee red, mg §h§ht uteh agee eeemm ers aa
rs ¢ ag ;g temper fiared, "than e Ba &F §e
QUseKes SF st 96RdF %8%4 § E§
FS.' a8 & E_FHHE at Ra §8%8

3 th F £'s never a
F88 i aes 9 is yilt tura B &Eis FF m
Fate agaips §8Pﬁ8 URprotected antmal he nap:

&%é a3 gsnxs?gés?a%}y §hs sr} mig % a'g%n

ot afle
wa s- %}g ms?aﬁ{g llq& H %’
asg : nsgt snl r§e
ﬁsagMg ss 3 Fa?u[l uﬁrgue
GH§€ EpE 8§t §€Wﬁﬁt§ ﬁFG Y UBPISH & sut mat-

"Iﬁé@@ thsy are in mest heuses, Miss Fennera, but there
is ne trouble ever her at Moondragen, for she keeps te her-
self and manages the place admirably. Then, too, Lady Eliza-
beth herself is such a saint that few would net put up With
the one for the sake of the other,

“Mrs. Ling has run Moondragon for many years—long be-
fore Lady Elizabeth came to the bay, long before she had this
bastard son of hers—and she’s very effiiimt, too, I grudgingly
admit, but I swearshe’s a devil, and I for one will never trust
her.”

“What is she like?” I asked. “What indeed can she be like,
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to have glven birth to sueh a . ..« | trailed off, groping fof
8 word at was both a?prgpriate and eharltable,
. a thing as that?" the csptain put in with charaeteris-
tic i ummagmatws directness.
“Such a poor soul as the boy is," I said pointedly, feeling
feluctant to condone such a harsh label as the captain sug-

"Well. first of all, she's every bit as fine a woman to look
at as her son is ug]y, for all her having only cne good eye:
Then, too, as dull-witted as he is, she’s as smart as ever a
weman was—calculating, too. She's in her late fifties, older
than Lady Elizabeth by about five or six years. The story is
that she was born in China, her parents a pair of heathens
who were golng to kill her because she had been bom with a
gigd eye—as evil an eye as you've ever seeni—that, and the

that she was -a girl child to begin with, They're like that
8t iher:e. ou knew, Human life hasn't the value i the Bast
that It has here.”

“Do please go on,” I urged, rather impatiently, I am afraid
to say. “This is a fascinating story.”

“Aye, I found it so myself when first I heard it. In fact,
Mrs. Ling and I have something in ecommon.” He reflected on
this remark for a moment. “Yes, it's odd that I never thought
of it in just that way before, but it’s quite true. You see, Sir
Haanibal Cheng saved her life, too. Aye, and made het for-
tunie, just as he did mine,”

“How very odd,” I murmured, caught up in the same re-
flestiime nnooottiad tHaeitheccagidinibnitistbiadl) .

“Indeed! I can undetstand him saving my life. After all, I
was an able-bodied Foun. seaman in sore reed of belng
fishadl out of the China Seal But why that old curmudgeon
would bother to save the life of a scrawny, ene-eyed, heathen
?iﬂ baby has always guuled e, But he gid. He bought her

of gold, in fact, and t her afauﬂd the wefld {e eeﬂ
dragon, feedlﬂg ef himselF en geat's milk
af a leather gleve, WHea he ﬁﬁaﬁy gt B ek ie E%iﬁﬁ@h f ey

§ay he ha te aaf ﬁ fortune for ﬁﬁ 138 0 eate
foF the babe. m&ae §e Vﬁﬁiﬁ Emat wsfe {99

6d far suel a fa 1S W sHperst:
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William, she was kept on there as housekeeper, desplte bﬁ
fact that after her martiage Lady Elizabeth would have beeiy
within her rights to select one of her own choosing,”

“Surely she should have dismissed her after this illegitimetes
child came along?”

“No, she did not, which under the circumstances speaks!
well for Lady Elizabeth’s generous heart.” Captain Vreeland
then went on, regardless of the fact that the details werg
hardly fit for the ears of a lady, to tell the story of how Mrs]
Ling came to bear such a son. I could not blame him for
being so frank with me, for I had asked to hear the stomy;
and he, being a seafaring man and used to the rougher ways
of the world, had ‘no thought that he might be offending my)]
sensibilities by the relating of such a tale with all its implica
tions of gross sexuality and violent lust, i

“You see, Miss Fennora, the whole ugly episode began on§
spring evening about twenty years ago. Mrs. Ling had beef
sent out on an errand by Lady Elizabeth that-took her into;
Glencannis rather later than was usual for her to be abrosd
alone, The errand consumed quite a bit of time, it seems, and-
she was overtaken by darkmess on her return to the gates of
Moondragop.

“As she came back in her small pony trap, a group of
young men—drunken brawlers from over Adrigole way-—
stepped out into the road and stopped the carriage. They
were louts, of cotirse, the kind of scum that every village i
Ireland used to have to put up with. Fortunately, most of that
sort have either killed each other off or have gone over the
water to Lofidon of America, where they can raise hell in
proper style,

“Well, I'll be brief. They waylaid the woman, and each of
them had his way with her, leaving her for dead by the side
of the road, But she wasfi’t dead. No, not by a leng chalk.
She managed i reach the trap, where the poRy had dragged
it t6 56M8 gFass By the side 6F ihe Foad, and she mads her
WE&; Baek 8 MBB%QE%EB if 1. That mixed-bresd half-wit
{Rat y8H'Ve sEef is tne festilf:

“Lady Elizabeth, of course, felt terrible about the incident,
felt guilty, in fact, for having sent her out so late, and could
not—would not—think of turning her out, despite. a great
deal of advice te the contrary.”

“No, surely not, ¥ can certainly see that she could not very
well blame the woman or turn her out, but surely she could
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have given her money and sent her away—sent her back to
China, perhaps.”

“You might do that, I might do it, and a thousand other
gensible persons might, Miss Fennora, but not Lady Eliza-
beth. She regards Mrs, Ling as a part of Moondragon, and as
long as she lives, that woman will always have a place there,
and that son of hers will continue, as a result, to be the very
bane of my existence.”

“Tell me, captain. Did they ever find the men who brutal-
|zed her s0? Were they ever punished?”

The captain frowned thoughtfully. “It's funny you should
ask that question. Every man on the estate, regardless of his
feelings for Mrs., Ling herself, was willing to take arms
against the type of scum who'd so misuse a woman, whoso-
ever she be, but Mrs. Ling claimed that it was dark and that
she had never been able to see their faces, nor even to tell
ust how many there actually were, In the next few months,

owever, after that baby was bom, seven men from the vil-
lages of Adrigole and Glencanmis—good friends and drinking
companions all—died violent deaths, very ugly deaths, in
fact. No one ever hanged for those deaths, but there are
those about who think it's a womam should have swung for
them. I think so too, and I'll wager it's a heathen Chinese
woman at fhets”

“You're saying that Mrs, Ling is a murderess, then?” I
asked, surprised that I was able to keep my voice so level af-
ter such a statement,

“I'm not saying anything, Miss Fennora, for there’s nothin;
to say. No clue was ever found. No name was ever named,
But my final advice to you is to have as little as possible to
do with Mrs. Ling, and nothing whatever to do with young
Master Hanmibal Ling.”

I must have looked startled at that remark.

“Aye, Miss Fennora, and it turns my stomach to even
think of it. That bi—pardon, miss—that woman had the
temerity to call that devil’s spawn after such a man as he
was. I repeat, have nothing to do with him, and as little to do
with her—with Mrs, Ling—as you can possibly help, And
now, forgive me, miss. I'll have to attend to the ship. That's
Sheep’s Head to port, which means that we'll soon be enter-
ing Bantry Bay.”

He walked off, barking orders to the men in the rigging,
but turned back in my direction and called, “I'll be back when
I can get away to point out your first sight of Moondragon to
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you.” With that Captain Vreeland tipped his cap to me and

moved off along the deck, ence more shouting ordets to the

crew, nearly all of whom now scurtied about the decks and

tig:‘ough the rigging in prepatation for the last llttle bit of our
rﬂey.

Slowly we swung around, changing course, so that now we
sailed toward the northeast into the wide mouth of Bantry
Bay. I crossed expectantly to the port bow, knowing that
somewhere on the meadow- oapped and undulating rocky cliffs
of the Beara peninsula stood the great house that was my
destination. For the first time since receiving the invitation
from Lady Elizabeth Cheng, X felt some grave misgivings
about my deecisien to corme here., The sight of that poor sim-
pleton on the deck, tegether with the implication that his
fnether was a murderess, as well as Captain Vieeland's stern
and repeated warnings, had unsettled me te ne small degree.
I felt far less eertain new of what lay Befere fe, especiail
sifnee I had Been warned $8 urgenily by a fah I took to Be, |
a reughish diamend, at 1east a reliaBle ene.

It was doubly unsettling that the woman against whom I
was warned was, like thei lady of my visions, an Oriental.

The storm that had passed over us that morning and which
had remained more or less in sight all during the latter part
of our voyage had passed across Bantry Bay but a little time
before we began our sail into those waters.

As I watched the swiftly passing coastline, I put the un-
pleasantness of my conversation with the captain out of my
mind entirely and was happily anxious for my first sight of
Moondragon, Beyond the long," high cliffs of the Beara I
could see the telitale black band of storm clouds and light-
ning passing across the Caha Mountains, which run down the
spine of the broad green peninsula, The storm hovered on the
skyline, ereating the edd but pleasant effest of sunny daylight
along the coast, and as if a line had beeh drawn to divide
them, darkest night ever the farther landseape. It was a beau-
tiful and effestive seene, the werihy subjeet for the brush of 4
great painter,

Just as the ship approached the easternmost tip of Bere Is-
land in the bay, Captain Vreeland rejoined me, carrying with
him his own large brass telescope, glowing with a satiny pol-
ish' that betokened long years of constant use, and a smaller
one, brass also, but with a scuffed leather easing encireling
its lower section,
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3 thought you'd get a better sight of her with this.” He
handed me the graceful, delicate little spyglass, “Moon-
dragon's a fine place from any angle, but she's best seen from
the water. They built her that way, of course, so that her
master would always have a fine first sighting of her after a
iong journey. No lotus-eaters they, the men who built Moon-
dragen.” Here he gave me a mischieveus wink that made me
Blush te think of my idle remarka of the mefning,

“Way back then, in the 1690's, a sea voyage was a long,
dangerous afffziir. A man wanted a sight of his home as soon
as he could, so the Cheags, being like other men in that at
least, built theirs right on the edge of the highest cliff they
could find, As you'll soon see, it's a fine sight, placed as it is
gt on the brow of the cliff. There's a deep, wide valley that

Is away behind it and then sweeps up to Humgry Hill,
which fises beyond Moondiagen like a great green curtain.
Yes, she's a fine sight, is Moondragen, and though it's not
fhine te eeme heme to, the first plifipse of these white walls

d that red roof will bave the pewer te stir my seul Hll the

ay I die, Aye, that it will.”

Captain Vreeland spoke those rather emotional words
aloud, but hardly for my benefi He was lost in & daydream,
though less a daydream of Moondragon than of the lady who
lived there, It was Elizabeth Cheng who stirred the soul of
1saac Vreeland,

The last tip of Bere Island slipped past us. “She'll soon be
coming into view. Sight her first with your naked eye, but
then you'll want a better view,” he explained, indicating with
a little nod the little leatherbound telescope I held, With his
own large one he pointed at a wide, rather strange building
that perched on the highest cliff along that portion of the
focky coast. Until virtually that very mement it had been ob-
scured by the island, but new we had a fine—in faed per
fect—head-en view of ene of the oddest and grandest houses
1had ever see,

Against the rain-drenched forest-green backdrop of Hungry
Hill, the long, high house glowed with almost unnatural
whiteness in the sunlighe, Its maln roof was a broad, oddly
high slash of brick-red tile, No chimieys appeared to mar the
graceful sweep of that impressive roof that looked like no
other I had ever seen.

“Why, it's huge,” I exclaimed when the captain finally in-
terrupted my survey to ask my impression of my destination.
“And beautiful, too,” I added less surely, kaowing it was ex-
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pected that I should think so, *“You are quite right about the
setting. It could hardly be lovelier.” I still had het yet mads
up my mind about the house. Its propoitions stfuck e as
leaging disiinctly unfamiliar; not aliogether what 1 had expests

“Sgy it through the glass before we have passed it,” he
urged,

“Aye, aye, Captain Vreeland,” 1 laughinply answered as I
flicked back the little lens covere and put the telescope to
my eye in something of a paredy of what i'teek to be nauti-
cal style, It took me a moment to adjust the sight, and I let
out a cry of surprise as the great house finally came inte fo-
cus,

“It's a Chinese Houset No wonder the roofs look so very
odd to me. I can see them now quite well. They are all fipply
little tiles, and they cufve up at the corniers like the roof of &
pagoda.” And indeed ¥ was nifgitis, for at each corfier of the
upper and lower roof, the joinings swept down to the eaves
and turned back up again in the manner of an eriental
temple or palace. A stranger sight than this I could fiet have
imagined; a mansten in the style of an oriental patace overs
loeking Bantry Bay in Ceunty.Cork, as Irish a e6tinty as lre-
land could beast. As Alieé weuld say, “eukfouser and
gurieuser.”

“And are you really so surprised that it should be so? Did
you not know, Miss Fennora, that the first Chengs to come to
Bantry Bay were exiled Chinese nobility, pirates and soldiers
of fortune? Did you not know that they settled here, built
Moondragon, and that even now,-after all these generations,
they’re still nearly half-Chinese by blood? Sometimes, I swear,
nearly all-Chifiese by naturel”

“No, Captain Vreeland,” 1 replied rather weakly, suddenly
feeling very foolish, “I knew none of this, although I suppose
I should have done. Surely my parents must have mentioned
their origins many years ago, but I was & child then, I never
remembered, I giess, actually, that that must be the odd
thing which 1 couldn't remember about Lady Elizabeth’s late
husband, Sir William Cheng. I kaew that there was something
unusual about hif, but I could net for the life of me remem-
ber just what it was.”

“Oh, he was unusual, all right. He was Hannibal Cheng's
only son, and he was half-Chinese. Lady Elizabeth chose to
roarry him, She loved him,” The tone of his voice was bitter,
and I saw now why so many of the captain’s remarks about
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the Cheng family had had such an edge to them. It rather
galled his simple soul that the lady of his dreams should have
preferred a man of mixed blood to one of his ewn pure
strain. 1a a way, I could net blame him. 1 could net, for i
stance, imagine myself in the place of the ferier Elizabeth
Sarsfield-Jones, cheosing of my ewn velitien to marry a Mas
whese bleed was fiet of the same purity as my 6w,

“Did it never occur to you that the very name of Cheng Is
Chinese? Really, Miss Fennora, you sutprise mel” The cap-
tain was quite-right, of coise, and his questlon only made
e feel more foolish than ever.

“No, no, it never did oceur to me, I never thought-of it at
all. T suppose this sounds vené silly to you, captain, but after
all, your life has evidently been spent in the China Seas,
whereas fine has been spent in Dublif and in the university
towns of Burope. The farthest east I have ever been is Egypt,
and though I've seen Arabs and Lasears and Turks and
Greeks, the enly Orientals I have ever seen have been ifi travs
eling shows of pictiire baoks.

“I realized Cheng was an unusual name, of course. I'd
never heard st before, but since I know hardly a word of
Gaelic, it dida't surprise me in the least that I should come
across an unfamiliar name in a part of Ireland thafs sirange
to e to begin with, For all 1 knew, it was an old regional
fafie i the old tengue, I suppese that you think I'm awfull
ignerant"—1 pouted rather defensively—‘but 1 de spea

grfian, French, and ftalian Huently, and 1 af prefleent in
Latib and in Beth aneieni and medern Gitek. It Aever ees
etifred te e that 1 had te knaw Chinese teel”

With somewhat uncharacteristic forbearance, the captain
made no reply to my feeble protestations.

Once more I held the glass to my eye for a last look at the
bouse on the cliffi At the acute angle from which I now
viewed it, the stormy black sky in the far distance formed its
only backdrop. Suddenly, as 1 watched through the glass, a
{iagged flash of lightning tore across the heavens behind the

10uss, silhouetting it for a brief few secends agalnst the day-

light-white glare and revealing the tiny, Motionless figure of a
heavily robed woinan whe appeared te Be standing en ihe
highest peint of that distinctive and peculiat red tile roef.

In aa instant the sky behind Moondragon was black again,
the roof undefined against it, the house growing smaller and
less distinet by the second as our ship safled an up the bay.

An involuntary chill went down my spine, and suddenly X

<
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was covered with persplration, In a volee upsteady with the
effort of keeping my nerves in check, 1 asked one last ques-
tion of Captain Vreeland. “Tell me, is there a enade ofr
widow’s walk across the topmost roof of Meonémgon?” 1did
not leck at his face, perhaps dreading to read the amswer in
his puzzled eyes befere 1 heard it frem his lips. 1 held my
breath for his answer,

“Why, no, Miss Fennora, There's 1o way at all to get up
on that roof, save by ladder. Why do you ask?”

1 made no reply, but that dear litile leatherbound spyglass,
as if speaking for me, fell from my trembling fingers, struck
the ship’s rail, and tumbled eloquently into the dark waters of
Bantry Bay.

The lady of my visions had not been left behind, like a bad
dream in the night, at the house in Merrion Square, Even
now she awaited me within the lofty walls of the house called
M%ondragon, and I had ne choiee now but to heed het cail
and come.



WMoondragon

IH Xanadu did Kubla Khaa
A stately pleasure-dome decree:
—Samuel Taylor Coleridge

The last miles from Baniry town, on roads that wound
now along the high cliffis bordering the bay, Aow through the
long, wide valleys behind, were agcomplished at a ,ﬂmt clip
and In fine igle by the high spiﬂted chestaut geldinga and
elegant, graceful maroom-andtyeiow that had been
serit to foteh e from oA board the Pﬁd& o

Now I had only to sit back and enjoy the great vistas of
bay and meadow and mountain to either side of me, at once
relaxed by the beauty and solemaity of this ancient land and
stimulated t;y anticipation of my imminent arcival at Moon-
dragon itael

Occasionally we would pass through a tiny village; indeed,
most were hardly worthy of that name, being for the most
part merely a cluster of small granite cottages, thatched and
spare, with small kitchen pardens, a sheep or goat, and a few
scrawny chickens, As we passed through, men would gaze
from the doorwaya of inns, wemen tueh ‘from their chores,
children from theli’- %lay, to see the ﬁﬁe lagy (as they might
suppese) whe rode By them in sueh luxufy. I, iR My ture,
stared straight ahead at sdeh FAements with a dignity befitiing
ihe honer of my hestess and ﬁ eiegaﬁ@e of @[- _eguipage.

Lmle sispeeied those suHBus ; t in My gﬂmf was
{N ﬁé &‘HHBHﬁ 4684t Hem AR %E 18 tfA ﬂiy gad and
ateh them as T passed, even as they dia me.
But it was an idle desire and not to be compared with the
luxury of a rlde in such a cartiage and attended by a dashing
41
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driver and footmen accoutred In finely tailored livery of
blue accented with sulfur yellow, old-fashioned kid breeches,
and high black boots. Caught up as I was by the enchantment
of it all, I scarcely remembered the qualms I had had after
my unsettling conversation with Captain Vreeland. Things
had gone so well upon my leaving the ship that I had not
even had to bear with the further sight of the poor half-wit,
Hannibal Ling.

Lady Elizabeth had dispatched not only the light open car-
riage in which I now rode, but also a heavier, closed coach in
which to convey my luggage and the sundry items shipped
from Cork for the use of her household. It was in that slower
vehicle somewhere behind us on the road that the unfortu-
pate boy now rode.

We had passed through Adrigole town and swept into and
almost immediately out of the pretty, rather prosperous vil-
lage of Glencannis. Ahead on the right loomed the imposing
heights of Hungry Hill. Somewhere on the left, perhaps be-
hind the high stone wall that had paralleled the road for
some time now, lay my destination.

At fust that moment the carriage made a sudden swerve to
the left, taking a narrow side road that went directly toward
those very walls. We rolled through a small coppice, slowing
rather abruptly, and finally stopped before the grandest gate-
way I had ever seen, and as I thought then in my naivet3, the
very strangest. I little knew then the wonders awalting me on
that fateful afternoen, my first within the exotie walls of
Meoendragon.

That gateway that so intriguingly broke the monotony of
the high gray walls of the park was made up of three parts
and looked rather like a pavilion in form. The center section,
very wide and perhaps twenty feet high, was surmounted by a
hip roof of red tiles curving up at the corner rjbs to form
projecting eaves of the same style as that of the great house 1
had seen from the bay. Queer little copper figures of fantastic
beasts crouched on each of these corner ridges of the little
roof, Exotic fishtailed birds perched at either end of the
topmost ridge, adding an almost whimsical note to the other-
wise stolidly dignified gateway.

There were correspondingly smaller but otherwise identical
roofs upon the two nariow gateways that flanked the wider
one. They, too, had their complement of grotesque copper
animals, thelr strange green forms contrasting vividly, even
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pleasantly with the brick-red tiles of the roofs and the dark
gray native granite of the side posts and wall.

These smaller, side gateways were perhaps fifteen feet in
height, and each held a single narrow but massively built ma-
hogany gate. These gates reached to the height of ten feet,
just the level of the park wall. The double gates of the central
section, also of mahogany, were at least twelve to fourteen
feet high, and very nearly as wide as they were high.

Never had I seen or heard of such a spectacular entrance
to an estate in my life, but marvel as I did over it, in the next
moment my wondering eyes beheld a sight one imagines to
occur only in oriental fairy tales or at the court of the em-
perors of China, Those immense mahogany gates swung back
ponderously at the hands of two tall, slender Chinese, their
livery of the selfsame winter blue and sulfur yellow as that of
the Irish driver and footmen who escorted my carriage,
There, however, ended the similarity, for the dress of the
gatekeepers was in the Chinese manner; long yellow silk
robes, heavily embroldered with strange creatures and exotic
blrds and flowers, blue silk trousers, and black satin slippers.
Their long, thick jet-black hair hung behind in the pigtail that
every Chinese seems to wear, Their heads were covered by
small black satin skullcaps. It took my mightiest effort not to
gape, as would any typical Irish cousitfy 1ass, at such a sight,

The horses started up agaif. We lumbered slowly through
the massive granlia gate_way, while ofi either side, the two
Chinese keepers, each with ofie hand o his gate, the other
lald upon his heart, bowed low to the passing cartiage. “In
Xanadu did Xubla Khan , .. ."”

A few feet beyond the gaie, In a grove of anclent willows,
was a tiny gatekeeper's cottage of granite, with the same
style of roof as that of the gate, also sutmounted by a myriad
of copper grotesques,

Ahead and to either side lay rolling green meadows dotted
with scattered flocks of sheep and goats, Off in distant pad-
docks, horses gamboled with thelr frisky yearlings, Along the
side of the road, a fluffy pure white cat lay sunning herself as
her six white kittens tumbled and played in the grass. Within
the gray-bound precincts of the park, all was green and fresh
and growing as far as the eye could see. “So twice five miles
of fertile ground with walls and towers were girdled round.”

We rode for some time on a smooth, winding course that
gradually took us out of the long valley fhat Captain
Vreeland had mentioned and up toward the high clifis of
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Bantry Bay. At one point we cressed a small wooden bridge
of oriental design, passing over a bamboo-bordered brook
along the banks of which iris and lilies and untold numbers
of exotic spring flowers of all colors bloomed in riotous pro-
fusion, Bach meadow and field was bordered with great wil-
lows, or, marvelous to tell, tall, swaying palms. As we drove
out of the valley, I could see long rows of unfamiliar flower-
ing trees planted in the lee of the tising ground; trees which
in their season would bear strange fruits more suited to tropic
lands. “And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills
where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree.”

Despite the manifold distractions, I had managed to keep
my bearings quite well, We had been heading, regardless of
our many twists and turmimgs, in a generally southerly direc-
tion since entering the high gates of Moondragon park, but
suddenly, after making, a wide arc directly to the east, the
roadway curved due west toward the rapidly setting sun and
ran right along the very edge of Bantry Bay.

The water, to my left, was as smooth as glass, almost
purple in .the fast-fodingy light. Away to my right, 1 could
look down on the Soft green meadows of the valley through
which we had just ridden. Far in the distance, just where the
valley floor began to rise again, ran the high granite walls of
the estate, beyond it the public road and the sweeping heights
of Hungry Hill. As far as one could see, there was only
beauty to behold,

Our path curved through a thick coppice of old, old trees,
one of many such little woods that had evidently been
planted generations ago by the hand of man-In order to break
the grim monotony of the barten, bleak cliffs. Once more was
there brought to my raind a scrap of that strangely beautiful,
oddly dreamlike poem of Coleridge’s: “And here were forests
ancient as the hills/ Bafoldifg sunifiy spots of greenery.”

As suddenly as we had entered the cover of those ancient
trees, we were out again, and I saw that a hundred yards
ahead, facing squarely south across the bay, was the great
house itselfi—Moondragon—and what a “stately pleasure-
dome” it was}

We all of us, perhaps, have marveled over travelers’ tales
of the mysterious Forbidden City in Peking, serenely hidden
for centuries from prying occidental eyes by its mighty
fortress walls. Even so, 1 had come through mighty walls,
through fortress gates to the very brink of great, high ancient
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cliffs, to gaze in awe at the vast building that now loomed be-
fore me. Even such as this, I thought, must be the fabled
temples and palaces of old Peking. In buildings such as these
must live the highbern men of China. Moondragon was no
mere baromeits* stately home, nor sofe ducal noble pile, but a
palace rather, and fit to shelter the princess born of imperial
majesty.

Immense it was, a long high house of bxilliant white
limestone set upon a story-tall foundation of finely dressed
granite, wide at the base but nartowing in a graceful curve to
a terrace or roofed portico on the second-story level. This
portico went around the entire floor, Its red tile lean-to roof
at once shading the rooms within and providing the eye with
a fluid line up to the third story, the white walls of which
were broken by rows of small wooden-shuttered windows that
peeped out of deep shadows formed by the broad eaves of
the truly spectacular pagoda roof above.

These eaves, deepet than, any I had ever seen on a Western
house, curved at the corner ribs like the upturned talons of
some fantastic beast. Each corner tlb of each section of roof,
whether of the lean-to style over the portico or of the hip
style of the maln roof, bore its full complement of verdigris
Chinese beasts, just as the topmost fib of that broad, high
roof was graced by the same pair of fishtalled owls that
leered from the roofs of the gates and the keepet’s cottage.

The horses trotted up a curving carriage drive bordered by
a low stone wall, and slowed instinctively, as if to enable me
to view the monstrous palace at my leisure. We approached
the front doors head-on, passing through an open wooden
gate of similar design to the Impressive main gates, but of
much smaller and more delicate proportions. In fact, it
formed a perfect complement, by that very delicacy, to the
massive structure behind it. This llitle gate gave entrance to a
large cobbled couttyard enclosed by the ever-present low gray
walls. A few yards beyond the gates lay the main entrance to
Moondragon.

Flanking this entrance, which was deeply recessed in the
thick walls of the ground floor, were two gigantic bronze fig-
ures, each fully eight feet in height, of the mythical Chinese
lion. They sat upon their haunches, each with one paw raised,
the other resting upon an orb of rock-crystal, their great blind
eyes staring out of broad, doglike heads at the glorious pan-
orama of Bantiry Bay, lts farther shore bathed in evening
mists that they would never see.
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Between the huge guardian lions, deep in the recéssed
doorway of the hall, I caught my first glimgse of the double
doors themselves, They were each ten feet high by four feet
wide, of rich, dark mahogany, and earved over every ineh in
the most matvelous manfer. The central metif of each doer
was a monstrous dragen, its seales and elaws and testh picked
out ln gold; iis b :ga twisting mass of coils. Bach was
locked in mortal 6ombat, the eAs with a §iant pheenix bird,
the other with just sueh 3 dragen as itself, Where ene might
expect a kneB B Fing OF ordinary Heefs, ihere were, insiead
two great gili-broRze claws, (HE ialens ef whieh gripped
foek-6rystal Balls the size 6F grapafhnuiy

1 had, of course, bul little time {0 Grasp some impression of
all these unimagined marvels, as, with the aid of a footman, 1
alighted and set foot for the first time on the ground befere
Moondragon. Searcely, in fact, had 1 beheld .the gilded drag-
ons that scowled from the carved deors of the hall befere
these doors fairly flew open at the hands of twe Chinese
manservants diessed in the manner of the gatekeepers, and
Lady Elizabeth Chong hetself came forwatd ie greet me.

She approached, not with the stately dignity that one might
expect of a woman who has lived for thirty-odd years in such
palatial surroundings as these, but father with all the warmth
and enthusiasm of the young, impulsive girl she must once
have been. She did net wait to reach me before speaking, but
called out her gfeeuags to me even as she came down the
arble steps and passed between the bronze liens, Hers was a
taelliflvous 1rish veice that eauld net help Bt give me a wist-
ful pang, for she seunded much as I remerabered my mother
sounding leng age in my lest girhesd.

For an instant a wave of bitter sorrow and self-pity
threatened to overwhelm me that it was not my own loving
mother who came toward me with such affectionate greetings,
welcoming me with open arms, enfolding with a mother’s
caress. 1 steeled myself against the much-desired but futile
lenagmg and swallowed the lump that had come to my throat,
and erasing that momentary serrow from my heart and mind
Bﬁ tRain foree, stepped forward te greet with like warmth my
eharming hestess.

She caught me impulsively in her embrace, kissed me
lightly on both cheeks, hugged me, and then stepped back to
the length of her arms ia order to survey my face. I could tell
that she sought to find by my features some reminder of m
mother, and happily she did, for we were very alike, and it
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always pleased me when othets saw, over the long bridge of
years, the resemblance between us,

“Yes, my dear, you are like, very ke her as she was when
we were girls together. My dear child, how good It is to have
you here.” Once more she hugged rme to her heart; then,
turning, ordefed a Chinese servant who hovered in the dook-
way to take up the small handbag that I had carried with me
ffem the ship and which still rested on the Heer of the eat=

. As he meved to eollect the little case, Lad Eliiﬁbeih
ie Fe up the steps betweeﬂ these i ifﬂfﬂéﬂ%ﬁ liens,
fassive earved doers, and past a ba éery of silent But éUHSUij
§efvaﬂt§l beth Ehinese and m§h; an m{et 8 Pt%f&, mly lit

fmaiA hall ot Mesndra E%[’% with
a3 it W W@f@i % %ﬁﬁﬁ%& SH%f'f g igegﬂiﬁlﬁ;
g ﬁﬁhﬁ a8 HIHE $Beed as 8Re might t8 1eave steh af

Though I.ady Elizabeth had iocked my arm with afffec-
tionate possessiveness in hers, I could scarce keep up with her
pace as she burtied me through the hall. After all, she had
seen these splendors before, perha dps hardly noticed them any-
more. I, on the other band, eould barely eredit my eyes that
5liGh xotic treastifes as these | saw all about me teally lay in
a house en the elififs of Bantry Bay, Surely I had been
iransported te seme mystie E.asterﬁ palaee whefe ineense
BUFRGrs. Were as tali {E‘ée§ and éUfe gréw wings and
gilaagf‘ and eyes hks 8 sirange, BS{-B% efeatuies ef myih-

With not the slightest pause she led me past marvels I
longed to linger over, and featly gulled e toward a flight of
broad stairs with intricate carved banisters, She chatted all
the while with the ingenueus eagerness of a girl, questioning
fme minutely abeut fy itip, but giving me Ao time to answer.

Halfway up those majestic stairs, we made a niigittamdie:
turn and began to climb toward a wide upper hallway. There,
at the head of the flight of steps, shadowy in the darkened
ball ahead, stood a figute robed in heavy silk brocade, em-
broidered in threads of silver and gold. She was young and
very beautiful, with a face like the moon and eyes like pol-
ished enyx. Around her jvory threat, glinting wacemly In the
opened neck of her robe, was the Dragen of the Moo,

She stood there unmoving, silent, and smiling, undisturbed
by the amiable chatter of Lady E,Iizabeth or by the clumsy
maneuverings of the servants who followed us up the staha
with my newly arfived luggage; undisturbed, too, by the look
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of horror that must have been in My eyes at her unexpected
appearance in the midst of such bustle. I gazed up the stairs
at her and realized—rost terrible realization of all—that she
was unseen by every soul save e,

Lady Elizabeth was lonely, if not for company—there was
plenty of that at Moondragon, as I soon discoversd—then
certainly for companionship. It was this hunger for a close
companion that helped me so well to recover my shaken
composure after sighting *my Lady of the Dragon,” for
despite the fact that 1 had gone white to the lips and nearly
fainted at the sight of that serene figure, impassive amidst this
chatter and jumble around he: Lady Elizabeth had temained
happily oblivious of my plight, Still chirping brightly, she had
pulled me along the cool, dark ecorridor and ensconced me in
an elegant, restful bed-sitting suite with doors that opened out
onto the wide portico and a gorgeous view of the misty,
benighted bay.

By the time I had flopped, somewhat ungracefully I fear,
into a big, comfortable, silk-upholstered easy chair, I had re-
gained most of my composure and,could begin to converse
sensibly with my eafser and amiable hostess.

I do not mean, by the foregoing, to imply that Lady Eliza~
beth was at all a callous, uaconcerned, or self-centered.per-
son, Quite the contrary, she was the soul of goodhearted
generosity, but her native girlishness, together with the fact
that she had had no daughters, sisters, or other female com-~
panions, aside from the deuf and soclally unacceptable Mrs,
Ling, had fmade her exceedingly eager for my visit. It was her
mofentary exeiterent at my arrival thafbad caused her te
g{\éﬁgesﬁeﬁuﬁaﬁiy, fof my sake—my Reat-faint upen the

Now, forcing the incident from my mind, I answered all
my hostess’s questions concerning my trip, noting, as I did,
that any mention of Captain Vieeland brought a certain
warith to her eyes, and a smile, while to actually praise him
was to give her what 1 am sure she theught was secret joy. it
aﬂiy eaﬁﬁfﬂaed what I had iheu t likely, for the saptam*s

ﬁf&ﬁ WSH age QHAE wema#n. Lad

nﬁsiasm iﬂgéﬂueﬁﬁ @§§ aﬁ saﬁ auia he

% &8 aﬁpa
;B % 189§ s w f@

yery H SfW 5 % avs Haa g 13 ﬁm &F 8k s
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an elegant and strange place as Moondragon, she, I could
tell, would make a bustling and delightful captaln’s lady.

With great efficiency, her servants began to unpack my
cases and trunks, and so I took the opportunity of showing
her some of the modish dresses that 1 had brought with me
from Dublin. As she exclaimed over my wardrobe, I bad the
lelsure to regard Lady Elizabeth heiself more fully.

She was a small, slender woman whose hair, still more
black than gray, was parted in the middle and worn in the
flat, over-the-ear style of the 1840's and 1850's. It was a terti-
bly old-fashioned coif, though it became her well enough,
and, in faet, heightened a certain superficial resemblance that
I had marked earller. In her youth she had ne doubt been
tofd of her resemblance to the then yeung Queen Victoria.
This woetld have been Ao cormpliment, to My ftnd, for surely
Lady Elizabeth must have been far prettier than Vistoria ever
Wés, Certainly, despite the lack of eelef i hef ea b{;‘e"‘eﬁ*
she was still 3 pretty weman, sven m er f eyes
wefe her best feature, B emgh f@Wﬂ, aﬁ ngld
with an infersily ef Hfe IR {Rem t G Bet
Bleed. Wﬁlls hef tesiﬁ wef mta i and Eﬁlhéf ad ef §6HAe-

ene of her gve what was athef-
wise 3 Wﬁfﬂiyﬁeﬁég wg elly Hﬂi%ﬁ etsdg'gmi is:

It delighted me that she enjoyed going through my dresses
and bonnets as they were taken from thelr boxes by a trio of
maids. Not only did it assute mae that 1 had brought along
sultable attire to please her as my hostess, but it also meant
that my gifts {0 her would be appreciated and enjoyed,

“Lady, Elizabeth,” I cried, caught up by her infectious vi-
vacity, “I have brought you a present.” Turning to a pert
Irish mald who was obviously enjoying the excitement of a
female visitor almost as mueh as her misteess, 1 described the
box I sought.

“Why, here it Is this very minute, miss,® she exclaimed,
snatching from the hands of a Chinese manservant who was
just entering the room a latge and lovely nieW hatbox and
placing it ia my hands,

“From Dublin's fair city, where the hats are so pretty, my
lady.” I presented the smart leather box to my hestess with a
grandiloquent gesture, ending in a formal curtsy, which made
her laugh with delight.

She undid the strap and tore off the cover in a ftrice, re-
vealing one of the most elegant Paris bonnets ever to grace
an Irish head.
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“Oh, my deat, I am quite overwhelmed. Just look at the
feathers! Oh, the ribbons! And the quilling is so elegeantt
Thank you, thank you so very much.,” Lady Elizabeth was
plainly enchanted.

' thought that you smigfit Kike #. I could hardly imagine a
lady who would not,” 1 remarked, relieved that my gift was
such an obvious success,

“Do try it on, my lady,” the pert Irish maid urged, as the
two other girls, Chinese and very young, watched shyly under
cover of their unpacking. Try it on she did, modeling it be-
fore the long glass in the bedroom, with much posing and ar-
ranging and flinging of long ribbons about her shoulders.

“I am sure that I have never seen such a chapeau. If only
one wore such things to a ball. It is quite pretty enough to
wear to one. Well, no matter! All of Bantry town shall see
me in this ere long. 1 shall strut the High Street like a
peacock.”

“The other little gift shall have to wait until my big trunk
is unpacked. I have -brought you all the latest fashion maga-
zines from Paris and London. I'm sure you shall enjoy them."”

“Enjoy them,” Lady Elizabeth cried. “Indeed I shall, for
from them we will choose a styls to be made up for the ball.
There’s to be a ball here in a month's time, you know, in
hptor, or so I suspect, of Nicholas’ engagement to the Paget
girl.”

“Nicholas?” I questioned. “I’'m sorry, but I do not know to
whom you refer.”

“But of course you don’t] How very silly of me not to real-
ize how out of touch I've been. You've forgotten alt about
him, although you actually met onee—when you were four
and he was nie. Nichelas is my son, the third Baronet
Cheng. Oh, but Aever Rind abeut Fight Row. He's eff in
Lenden pursuing a yeugg JQ%} I haven't thanked yeu yet for

[ b s e e
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She shook her head ruefully. “It is a bit of fashionable
frippery like this that makes me realize just how far away
from things Moondragen reafly is, Well, Ao matter, You and
I shall be belles of the ball.” With that, Lady Efizabeth gave
fhe anether light kiss en the cheel, and herding the servanits
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before her like an elegant goosegirl, left me alone to freshen
up and change for dinner.

Fortunately, my hostess’s natural ebullience, as eager and
graceful and unaffected as that of a girl, had enabled me to
recover from the initial shock of seeing once more “my Lady
of the Dragon,” as I had come to style her. Back in Dublin 1
had decided that she was merely a figment of the imagina-
tion, a product of my newly rediscovered clairvoyance. It had
seemed reasonable to me that once I was actually at Moon-
dragon, my mind would have no further need to continue
playing tricks on me. Nothing, evidently, could be further
from the truth, for unlike the other times I had seen her, 1
was not alone during these last two visitations. It was true, of
course, that when she seemed to appear atop the roof of
Moondragon as I watched the great house through the spy-
glass aboard ship, it might well have been either a tnek of
my mind or some strange optical effect caused by the
combination of lighting and magnification. This I doubted,
but it was possible, If, on the other hand, she had appeared
to me, it was in the company of another for the first time.
Here at Moondragon she had definitely appeared before me
while I was in the company of Lady Elizabeth and a veritable
throng of bumpmg, thumping, overladen servants, Either my
Lady of the gon was getting bolder or I was bmmi%g
progressively madder. I sincerely doubted the latter possib
ity, and the former made me rather uneasy. Still, I supposed,
ft was more acceptable in the long run that she become more
and more of a reality than that I slip deeper and deeper into
uakeality.

1 put aside these reflections and found 1 felt better once 1
had removed my tiaveling clothes and had donned a dressing
gown kans stays and laces. Before calling for a maid to help
fhe begin the process of dressing all ever again for dinner, 1
§a£ dewn at the 8[-6&§lﬁ§ table aﬁd gave myself a wry smile in
the mifrer, It W£§ g I8 My siiuatien that made me
%is $8 E@§l ? Eéf ﬁ wa& 8 sfs&y pass te whieh 1

EBEHS mua Be the eﬁiy
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Lady Elizabeth had sald that Moondragon was *“far away
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from things,” and so it was, but that did not prevent its
mistress from serving a dinner of surpassing taste and variety.

The best wines, courses of the finest and rarest fish and
fowl, roasts and savories and sweets were served on match-
less china and crystal and silver. The napery was of the finest
damask linen woven with the ubiquitous dragon-and-moon
motif. Even the pattern of the silver tableware represented
the “moondragon,” as it was referred to by Lady Elizabeth.
"My late husband's people are descended from Chinese nobil-
ity, offspring of one of the last emperots of the Ming dy-
nasty. The emblem of their house has been for centuries the
imggrial dragon of China beating the orb of the moon in its
eeth.

"It is a talisman of good fortune, and I'm afraid that all of
us Chengs feel we must ever have ouf dear old dragon within
our sight. When the Chengs were made gentlemen of the
kingdom in the time of Willlam and Mary, their coat of arms
was designed In the form of a heraldic dragon rampant beat-
ing a globe i his paws. 1t was the closest the Herald’s Col-
lege eould eome to the emblem of the family as it had been
in Chifa.”

. The story of the Chengs grew more fascinating with every
new detail that I heard. Lady Elizabeth seemed disposed, now
that dinner was nearly over, to tell something of the family
history, and so I sought to encourage her. "1 noticed the ar-
morial bearing on the seals of the letters you sent me, Bvery-
thing you tell me only serves to whet my appetite for more
details of the Cheng family and iis background.”

“Oh, please! Not now, if you fove me, Bess!” The man
who spoke up thus feelingty with a slap "6f his napkin upon
his thigh (which was dtaped, by the way, rather informally
over the arm of his chair) was Captain Owen Sarsfield-Jones,
younger brother to my hostess and evidently a more or less
permanent guest at Moondragon. I had hot yet got a clear
Impression of hif at that tifde, but he had seemed pleasant
enough up until this abrupt eutbutst of petulance, and had
been a charming dinnef companion to the two of us.

“IE I hear one motre time the history of that damned family
with its trumpery dragons and so-called noble blood, I shall
go quite mad,” he went on, waxing more dramatic and insult-
ing with each word, “They were a pack of slant-eyed, thievin'
pirates, and that's all there is to it, Miss Fennora. Dams,
Bess, you couldn’t name one of these precious Chengs
that was fit to pelish an irish gantisman’s beets.”
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Lady Elizabeth was up in a flash to the full height of her
tiny frame, Welsh fire ghared fioin her afigry eyes.

“Owen, you go too far. You will leave this table at once
and not let me see you agaln before morning.”

Slowly, in an insolent manner that led me to believe that
scenes such as this were not uncommon. between sister and
brother, Captain Sarsfield-Jones tose, popped a walnut meat
into his mouth, and with eyes still fixed rudely on his sister,
picked up the sherry decanter and turned to leave.

“That uncommon good sherry, Deirdre, about to go down
a common Irish gullet, was bought with gold belonging to my
‘slant-eyed pirate’ of a son. Were it not for the generosity of
that son, the man you see before you would not have a shred
on his back nor a tot of whiskey in his belly. So much for
Irish gentlemen.”

By way of reply, he flashed me a dazzling, winning smile
that put me in mind of a small boy asking congratulations for
a particularly fine bit of mischief, He then retired, slamming
the door behind him. The instant he left, my hostess resumed
her seat and turped to me,

“Please do forgive him, Deirdre. Owen Is a very unhappy
man, and for want of any other scapegoat, takes out a great
deal of his bitterness upon the Chengs.

“He is my younger brothet, and we were always very close.
As a boy he was bitterly against my own family because of
their encouragement of my marriage to William Cheng. He
felt that my parents and older brother were willing to sell me
into marriage. You see, what little there was left of our estate
after the Great Famine was to go to my elder brother, Liam.
That left Owen and me virtually penniless. My martiage was
a godsend, for it not only gave me security for life, but I was
able to buy a commission in the army for Owen. Instead of
belng grateful, he has always resented the Chengs’ money, the
more so since their bounty has made eur fortune. Moreover,
he has always felt that I mairied beneath me, that I have
tainted myself and our blood.

“It has never occurred to him that I might actually have
loved Willlama Cheng, that I might actually have wanted to
marry him, I did, you know!” Here her eyes filled to the brim
with tears of sorrow for a moment, and then went dry again.
“The only true joy that I've had in all these lonely years is
watching my son grow up, though I see little of his father in
Nicholas. Now, perhaps soon, he shall marry, and I shall
have grandchildren.
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“But I spin daydreams! Shall we retire to the pardor, my
dear, and chat? We have so much of which to talk.”

Her last words as we left the table were to echo in my ears
often in the days and weeks to come, “Pay no atteation to
Owen, my dear child. He’s quite harmless, you know.”



A Dakiness on the Soul

For on a sudden eame a gasp for breath,

And stretehing of the hands and blinded eyes,

And a great darikness falling on By soul.
s—JBary Pain

It began that very night. I lay upon my bed, but the bed
was a bed of rock, stififieming my backbone till I -thought it
would break, impartmg a chill that froze my very marrow.

Above me in the impenetrable blackmess, the weight of a
thousand tons of stone oppressed me, ready to drop slowly
down upon me with exquisite deliberateness, snapping and
erushmg my bnttle bones like kindling.

eyes, dry and hard as the kernels in a nutshell, saw
noth ng=not the faintest ray of light, not the least image that
a mind might conjure in the dark of night. All was blackness,
profound as the grave. )

My feet, bound till their very bones were crushed, burned
with an agony that sent hot flames of pain licking along my
shrieking nerves.

Around my neck and bearing down upon my naked breast
with implacabte force, the Moondragon coiled, writhing like a
living thing, its ley scales scraping my skin till it flaked away
like dust.

My lungs were filled to bursting with the foul stench of
graves, and yet 1 could not breathe, nor gasp, nor writhe, nor
move the least part of me,

My voice was stopped; no scream could I utter to release
the agony and terror of my body and soul. I lay eternally, it
geetnied, ifi an eestasy of excrueiating tortinemy

55
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Was there never to be an end? Having died, would I wait
forever for Death to come for me?

Such was the dream that I dreamed, such the tortures that
I endured on my first night under the great, high pagoda roof
of Moondragon.

Long after I struggled into wakefulness, 1 lay gasping like
a drowning man who_ is spent with the effiort of rising from
the dim ocean’s bottom to the light and air above.

Tremibling, gasping, both laughing and crying with the
sheer relief of having freed myself from that monstrous
nightmare, I let my eyes rove through the unlit room, rev-
eling in that merclful, comforting darkness, so unlike the
oblivion that 1 had sensed in the utter blackness of my
dream. Moonlight entered my room in 1ong, slanted fays, 6tit-
ting through the gloom from the shuttered doots of the por-
tico. Tiny gleams, like stars, leaped out of the dark, glowing
from the silver brushes on my dressing table, the brass can-
dlestick beside my bed, the knobs of the doors. Each little
point of light seemmed like a ray of heavenly glory, by its very
contrast ‘reminding e once more of the impeneirable
darkmess of that Cave of Death within which my dream had
lmprisoned me,

Hours later—perhaps only minutes, I knew not—I drifted
into a sleep; pure, dreamless sleep that left me as refreshed
when I awoke from It as if I had never had the nightmare at
all.

With the sunlight pouring across the stone floor of the por-
tico, my bedroom and sitting-room doors opened to the .glori-
ous new day, I could but believe that it. was merely a dream
of having dreamed that haunted me now. Nothing could have
disturbed my peaceful slumbers, Surely, at any fate, nothing
would again.

Captain Sarsfield-Fones was not at breakfast that morning.
Lady Elizabeth had evidently not expected to see him, since
we neither of us mentioned his absence, and a place had not
been set for him.

Breakfast over, my hostess began the morning by confer-
ring with Mrs. Ling in the tiny kitchen offices at the back of
the house. These two little rooms, so badly served by the
north light that entered the two small windows high up in the
thick granite walls, were 1it by tapers at all times. The one
room was Mrs. Ling’s own sitting room, the other a small of-
fice where she did the household accounts, planned menus,
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and conducted the household business. Beyond these rooms
was a long tiled corridor that ran from the kitchen (housed
in a separate, small granite building set close against -the great
side wall of Moondragon itself) past these offices to a pantry
that served the breakfast and dining rooms. The floor plan,
though confusing to me at first, was actually quite well
thought out and efficient.

Virtually no household services—cooking, laundey, ser-
vants’ quarters, or anything else of that nature—uvere housed
in the main building. Bach separate task was petformed in
one of a cluster of small, attractive, Chinese-style outbulid-
ings at the back and to one side of the great house,

Of the servants, only the housekeeper, Mrs. Llng, and
Lady Elizabeth's Irish maid, Kathleen, slept in Moondragon
itself. The rest of the servants—gardenets, farmers, stable at-
tendants, and the llke—had their own little villages, one for
the Chinese and one for the Irish, on the estate. Bach village
comprised small but comfortable cottages for the married
couples and thelr families, and clean, well-kept dormitories
for the unmattied servants.

Thus, the house, grounds, lands, villages—all were kept im-
maculate. As Lady Elizabeth explalned to me, everyone from
the humblest shepherd to the haughty Mrs. Ling berself was
made to feel that Moofidragon belonged to him; each, there-
fore, hae a vested Interest in keeping the vast estate in perfect
order. For each of them It was home, and in most cases had
been so for generations. There were actually some old people
on the grounds who had been born on the estate and had
never 1n thelr lives left it, so vast and varied was the life it
offered, even to lts humblest denizens,

I had whiled away the idle half-hour of my hostess’s con-
fabulation with Mrs. Ling in the entrance hall-and main me:
ception rooms, gazing in awe at the vitrines of oriental jades,
bronzes, and carvings that seemed to be set everywhere
against the .walls of paneled mahogany. Above me, huge
bronze chandeliers in the forms of coiling dragons or strange
flying creatures depended from the immense beams of the
ceilings. These Immense rooms of the ground floor—en-
trance hall, reception room, dining room, library, and par-
lor—were all on an almest glgantic scale and filled neardy to
overflowing with furnlture and objets d'art of the most or-
nate and indeed blzarre nature. Only the twenty-foot ceilings
and the huge scale of the rooms themselves kept the furmish-
ings in them from being iotally overpowering. As it was, the
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overall effect was at least breathtaking. I still could not make
up my mind whether I actually liked Moondragon or not.
Living there, I suspected, would be either heaven or hell, de-
pending on how quickly one developed a taste for Chinese
art.

Finatly, Lady Flizabeth jolned me in the reception room,
where I was perusing a tall enclosed cabinet of precious
Chinese porcelain.

“Those are lovely pieces, aren’t they? Ming porcelain was
the finest, you know, It has never been equaled, let alone sur-
passed.” My hostess spoke with great pride of the treasures of
her late husband's ancestors. Clearly, out of love and devo-
tion, she had made hesself a Cheng in more than name only.

Now she turned, and I saw that a woman stood a few feet
behind her. I knew, even before imtroductions were made,
that I was about to meet the notorious Mrs, Ling at last I
drew in my breath as if girding for an ordeal. Actually, the
meeting turned out to be brief and painless.

She was tall, far taller than either Lady Elizabeth or I, and
slender with pale IVery skin, smooth and free from wrinkles
despite her nearlysixty years. Her hair was jet black, drawn
back smoothly into a severe knot at the nape of her neck.
Her one visible eye was almond-shaped and as hard and bril-
liant as the eye of a parrot. The other—mercifully, from
what Captain Vreeland had said-—-was covered by a black
silk patch. Her mouth was hard and cold, the lips small, thin,
and seeming always to be just on the verge of pursing. She
wore a long, unadorned blue sfik eoat, shapeless'but rather
tight-fitting, and trousers(l) of the--wame e fibric. SHw
\%vore whilte siockings and slippers of black satin 64 her tiny
et

Somehow, looking at those pursed lips, the hard, penetrats
ing eye, I could readily believe that seven men had died after
committing an outrage upon the person of such a one as Mrs,
Ling.

Lady Elizabeth introduced the woman as her housekeeper
and friend, but I don’t think that any one of the three of us
believed the latter description. Mrs. Ling hardly looked a
friendly sort. Her sole remark in reply to my cordial greeting
was brief to say the least, stated in a monotone, and all in
one breath at that.

“I am happy to meet you, miss. Please let me know if
can be of any service during your stay at Moondragon.” She
spoke in a high, thin, even voice, and had not only the most
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correct diction but absolutely no aceent at all. This was the
more remarkable, since all the Chinese at Mooadiagon spoke
their own language, ne matter how la_ng they and thelr
families had been In Ireland. Theit English was heavily ae-
cented, and I had already noted that it was semetimes easier
for my hostess to understand her servants in their ewn toRgus
than A hers. Tumm%éaway from me, Mrs. Ling addressed
her mistress, “May I be exeused, my lady? The staff must be
seen to.” Lady Elizabeth nedded, and Mrs. Lipg, turAing
fieel, left witheut further ade.

“She really is a treasure, Deirdre, but she’s had a hard life.
One must make allowaneces for her.” Even as one does for
Captain Sarsfield-Jones, I thought rather sardonically. It was
not easy, I mused, belag mistress of Moondragon.

After having shown me about the house for some time,
Lady Elizabeth retired to write letters until luncheon was
served. I had a similar duty to perform myself, and so I
mounted the carved staircase and withdrew to my cheery
green-and-yellow chinoiserie sitting room, where I might
write for an hour in solitude.

Set against the outside wall, of the room, between the two
open doorways to the portico beyond, was a small but ornate
escritoire. Each panel of each drawer and door was peopled
with a parade of graceful Chinese ladies and courtly gentle-
men, each fashioned of highly detailed Inlaid work with deli-
cated carved and painted Ivory faces. Opening the little desk,
I saw before me an array of fiie stationery, vellum, like that
of the letters that Lady Ellzabeth had sent to me, Seals there
were, and wax, pens, ink, and biotters. All the display before
me calculated to tempt the most dilatory correspondent to her
task. All that, yet I wrote apt a word!

There I sat, paper before me, ink to hand, pen poised to
begin, but—

“Top of a cheery good mornin’ to ye, Miss Fennora.”

Captain Sarsfield-Jones’s handsome head popped in
through the open door of the portico on my right-hand side.
Rather taken aback by the sudden, uninvited appearamce of a
man in the room right next my bedroom, I sent the pen sKit-
tering from my hand, ink splattering from its nib across the
blank sheet before me. The captain made no attempt to help
me out of my predicament, but instead laughed like the very
devil as I blotted and wiped and tried to set things in order
again.
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“Really, captain, you are a .., ."”

“A what, Miss Deirdre?” he urged, as fay remark trailed
off for want of words,

“I prefer not to say, since it would lay grave doubts tpen
the honor of your mothep—"

“Ho, ho, watch it now,” he chided with the wagging of an
upraised finger and a merry twinkle in his clear blue eyes.

¥—and upon the masculinity of your father,” I continued

levelly,

He laughed in spite of himself. “You are a cheeky wench.
I can see that I'm really goin’ ta enjoy your visit.”

“Tell me, captain. Are you always so informal as to enter
a lady’s sitting room uninvited?”

He smiled wickedly. “There are some ladies prefer iiwitin’
a man ta other rooms, and for other purpeses than sitiin’,
Miss Deirdre.” Here he nodded toward my bedroom doors.

1 would not be piqued by this man| “Indeed! By your man-
ners, sir, I would imagine that your only acguaintanceship
with a lady—aother than myself, of course—comes by virtue
of having a sister who is one.”

“Tender, sweet jbitcht Have you got a tongue in your head!
And the ready wit to use it, and cover yourself as welll By
damn, Bess has struck a bargain, fetchin* ywu ffirmooy il

“Up, girl. Let’s get a better look at ye.” Here he pulled me
up by the two hands, amazing me with the strength of his
rather long, slight body and the energy he displayed by that
sudden move. By his drawling speech and indolent manner, 1
had imagined that he must have given up strenuous effort
some long time ago.

Releasing me with one hand, he swxrled me around bodily
with the other, appraising my appearance with the eye of a
man who knew horses well-—and women,

“Would you like to see my teeth?” I asked acidly. He was

e [y oadtitnpymecaangyy—eorwaasHed?

“No,” he replied infuriatingly, “I noticed ’em at dinner last
night. They're quite good—even and white. How old are ya,
gel, twenty-five?®

“I'll be twenty-seven shortly.”

“Ah, still young enough to be honest.®

“And how old are you, captain?” I asked sweetly, shaking

ooy if fheecoff His e Hearsttoovg oy ipo .

“Me? I'm forty-t. . . ah, eh, let’s see. I'll be forty my next

birthday. That's in ten months’ time,” he added hastily.
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ﬁ;"Ah," I retorted nastily. “Grown old enough to lle, How
s -”

“Oh, gel, you've sald the wrong thing, I've been old enough
to lle for a long time, and so, I might say, have you. In fact,
have you?”

“What, lied?” I asked, rather at a loss to understand his
nileaning but nevertheless expecting some trick in his ques-
tion,

“No, lain? With a man.”

“Get out of here this instant! Really, sir, you have gone
too far! I will not tolerate . . .” He let me sputter on for a
few more or less unintelligible expletives, and then went
ahead as if he had asked nothing more of me than the name
of my pet cat,

“Ah, yes, well, I can see that you have not. Let me recom-
mend It to ya, lass. There's nothii™ like lyin’ with a good man
to bring the roses—"

Here I managed to push him out the door onto the portico
and lock it in his face.

“—back Into those pale and wasted cheeks.”

He had popped that devilish face, stlll grinning, right back
fnto the room thi the other doot, 6 the left of the desk.
“And you've got such a fine figre, gel it's a shame ta waste
the sight of it 6 a chambermaid.”

“Get out of here.” I snatched up a llitle porcelain inkpot
from the secretery and waved it at him with a threatening
gesture,

*You wouldn’t darel” he challenged, standing his grotnd in
the doorway, arms akimbo and a triumphant smirk on his
mischieveus face.

That did it! Something inside me snapped, and I sent the
h}kglot hurtling squarely toward that damnable auburn head
of his.

Unfortunately, he ducked. “Damn, you'd have struck me
square in the face. What alm!” he added admiringly.

I had little time to accept his approbation of my athletic
abllities, for as I watched In something akin to horror, the
inkpot, stil tightly lidded, went salllng in a graceful arc right
through the pertico, hovered high in the sunny, late-morning
1aif, and began a plummeting descent into the courtyard be-
ew.

I let out a long cry of dread, and with Captain Sarsfield-
Jones beslde me, rushed to the wooden balustrade just in time
to see ihe little green potcelain pot land with a splattering
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smash on the cobblestones right before the feet of the hand-
som;;t and—right now—the angriest man I had ever seef in
my life,

At precisely that moment, the door to my room bukst open
behind us, and Lady Elizabeth tushed in joyfully.

“Deirdre, my darling. Nicholas has just arrived unexpect-
edly, and in good time for lunch. Oh, what a lovely time we
shall have.”

She could not understand for the life of her why I stood
rigid with mortification and Captain Sarslleld-Jones, caught in
a paroxysm of laughter, literally rolled upon the filagstone
floor of the portico,

Needless to say, luncheon was not the joyous affair that
Lady Elizabeth had envisioned. I, considerably chastened by
my horrible behavior, was barely tolerated or acknowledged
by my rather haughty host, despite the attempts of his mother
to put things aright between us, Captain Sarsfleld-Joncs, still
sober this early in the meal was, to say the least, subdued in
the presence of his wealthy nephew, while Lady Elizabeth,
adoring as only a widowed mother can be, tried to fill in the
gaps of silence during the meal.

Sir Nicholas Cheng, when he regarded his uncle or me at
all, did so from hooded eyes of dark, fathomless brown. They
were long eyes like an Oriental’s, but larger and fringed with
curling black lashes that any woman might envy. His features
were strong and rugged, the jaw broad and heavy, the
checkbones high and wide, his brow heavy and his forehead
betokening a formidable brain. His 1lps were full and wide,
and, like his eyes, betrayed his nearly half-Chinese blood. He
had a dark complexion and jet-black hair worn straight back
and rather long, right, in fact, to his collar. Fxcept for the
fact that he was ¢lean-shaven, he reminded me a great deal
of the explorer and scholar Sir Richard Framcis Burton,
whom I had met briefly in Bgypt with my father. Like
Richard Burton, Sit Nicholas Cheng. had a fiercely rugged
handsomeness that came as much from the animal magnetism
of his eyes and personality as it did from his features. This,
however, did not mean that either one of them was a likable
person. Button had been totally self-absorbed, and an eccen-
tric. So far, I could say almeost the same for Sir Nicholas, He
gerftainly had fie humer iA him.

The burden of the tiresome luncheon conversation was car-
ried by Sir Nicholas Cheng replying to his mother's specific
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questions. He made no gratultous remarks of his own, but
during the awkward lulls would eye me disapprovingly, and
his uncle with an expression of distaste mingled with suspi-
elon, Finally, intuitively, T realized that he was suspecting the
worst of my behavior on the portico with the captais.

I caught his eye and glared hi what I hoped was an ex~
pression of hurt, indignant hauteur. His expression in reply
read: Well, what else can I think?

It was too exasperating! To have defended myself from a
rogue and a rascal, and then to be suspected of some base in-
trigue with him insiead! I broke right in over some idle ques-
tion of my hostess.

“Really, Sir Nicholas, you do me wrong. Have you so little
sense of humor that you cannot laugh at the incident? Must
you sit here, to your mother's discomfort, not to mention
mine, thinking vile thoughts about the behavior of your own
unele and broeding over an unintentioned accident that did
fo more harfa than to waste a penny's worth of ink, break a
small pot, and—"

M .. and spatter my boots and trousers with ink, Miss
Fennora.”

“Your boots can be polished and your trousers cleaned. In
fact, they are probably even now being seen to, so cannot
you accept my apology with good grace and some smattering
of humor?" “Smattering” was an ill-chosen word,

b "gmatt@ring or spattering, Miss Fennora?” my host shet
ack.

“If that is an example of your wit, sir—"

“Wit? Humor? Whoever said that Sir Nicholas Cheng had
any humor?” The captain raised his glass and polished off his
wine at a gulp. Feeling pleased with the whole situation-—or
perhaps only at my having stirred up the incident again—he
filled his glass sloppily and laughed. “Little Nicky Cheng with
a sense of humor, What will they think of next?”

“Shut up, Qwen.” Sir Nichols* voice had a deadly edge to
it that brought even his uncle up short, Then, softly, with
exaggerated courtesy he nodded to me. “Do go on, Miss Fen-
nora, Pray tell me hew I should react to the greeting I fe.
eefved at your hands this meraing?”

“Qh, do pray tell him, Miss Fennora,” Captain Sarsfield-
Jones mimicked, downing his third or fourth glass of wine.

*Will you shut up?” I retorted, exasperated by the position
of being at the mercy of these two men, the one a cowardly,
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drunken rogue and the other a spoiled, haughty, humorless
oriental Adonis. Lady Elizabeth was speechless and quite out
of the picture except for an occasional gasp at what she con-
sidered to be our shocking language toward one another,

“Clearly, sir, I had no intention of hitting you. If anyone
was the object of my wrath, plain common sense must tell
you that I was aiming for this tittering dissclute across from
me.”

The ceptain put a finger to his lips and moaned in mock-
ery.

“Having ducked with an agility that proves that he had not
taken a drink before this noon, the captain was saved from
harm. The missile, however, sailed on, as missiles will do, un-
til it met with a resistant object, in this case, the cobblestones
at your feet. Since you still fail to see the lighter side of all
this, will you at least for your mother’s sake take me out of
Coventry so that I can stop feeling like a naughty child or a
fallen woman?”

“You threw the inkpot at Owen?’

“Yes.” T

“Damn near hit me, too. Would have smashed my face in,
if I hadn't ducked.” The captain had drunk enough by now
to begin feeling sorry for himself,

“Nearly hit him?” Sir Nicholas asked with some interest.

“Would bhave, if he hadn't ducked it. He's agile when he’s
sober.”

“When is that?” Sir Nicholas asked, nodding at his uncle,
who sat bleary-eyed over his fifiifi glass of wine.

“Nicholas, you really are too disréspeetful of your uncle,”
Lady Elizabeth chided softly.

“Disrespectful Suddenly Sir Nicholas Cheng’s impassive
face split wide open in a broad grin, his head shook, and he
was convulsed 1A laughter, tears streaming from his long,
dark eyes, “Disrespectful,” he chortled again.

When he had quite recovered himself, he looked at me
very serfously. “Now, that was funny, Miss Fennora. That
was funfiy,”

“You and your uncle are quite alike, aren’t you, Sir Nicho-
las?” 1 asked quietly, not amused.

“Are we?” he asked in astonishment. “How so?”

“You each have a great deal of humor at the other fellow’s
expense, yet none at alt about yourselves.”

Luncheon ended rather abruptly.
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In the next few days I saw rather little of Lady Elizabeth
wintil afternoon, for her sole occupation in the mornings now
became that of attending to her son and his plans for the ball
she had mentionied.

I saw even less of Sir Nicholas, who preferred to leave me
quite alone. It was obvious that he did not like me, and hand-
some as he was, I didn’t care mueh for him, His mother was
always smoothing things over as best she could and was con-
stantly apelogiziag for ene of us or the other. It pained me to
see her §o catight iA the middle, but it seered te be hef lot in
fife to b6 a peacernaker in a diffisyid faraily, I added e ceme
fort to her lot, for it was beeeming elear that as well as she
and Owen ﬁﬂdl g6t 8, we Rene oF us get 8n with Sir Nieh=
elas, fer He with us, SemeRow ane ?_ﬁii gk us er the other
was esnstantly blekering. Posr Lady Elizabeth;

Owen, as I had cottie to call her brother, was in constant
attendance on me when I would permif, He had a delightful
sense of fun, now I had got the hang of it (of perhaps only
by contrast to his nephew), and he was far 1ess rude than I
might have expected him t6 be fiem his first intrusien inte
iy sitting foem.

Of a morning, he would come to my portico doors, knock,
and ask entrance. Demurting in what was rapidly becoming a
ritual, T would suggest the aliernative of a walk around the
portico. On nice days we would walk dewn the broad outside
stalrs that led from the veranda dewn the back of the great
house, inte the formal walled Chinese garden Behind,

With Owen’s guidance I had come to know the environs of
Moondragon quite well. Often, as I came to feel more secure
in his company, and he, out of a eertain respect for both my
temper and my studied aloofness, had become more gentle-
manly, I would periit hifi to take me riding across the roll-
ing meadows and erchards ahd bridle paths of the estate.
Only aleng the high eliffs befere the great house itself did I
tefuise to fide, for three times along these dangerous 6liffs 1
had sean my Lady of the Dragon, and I feared lest she try t6
lire me 6 my de?th R the reeks iR the chuthing waters of
Baniry Bay far belew. N@thm? 1A her demeansr had put this
merbid idea thip hgead, oF §he i@iﬁ&lﬂ%ﬂ 45 Benign a
L
}gﬂt tReMmg th eeHaln E& 8 il@fﬁﬁ&?@ that t BE&EHE Rt
te tempt the Fales:
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On one particulai morning, after I had been at Moon-
dragon well over a week, I chose, after our ride, o explore
the environs of the stables and carriage house. Owen left me
to my own devices, having been sober now till nearly aoon,
and no doubt feeling that his abstinence called for a reward
in the form of a preluncheon sherry.

Like every other outbuilding at Moondragon, the long, low
carriage house was of granite with red tile pagoda roof. The
several sets of heavy wooden doors to the building stood open
while men worked at refurbishing many of the coaches and
ea'ma?% for the service they would see in the arrival of Sir
Nighelas' guests for the ball te be given in three weeks' time.

_Semething to my left as I approached the building from the
direction of the stables eaught my eye. Tt was the unfortunate
bey Hanmibal Ling. He seemed to have been watching me for
s9ME time, and T wished uneasily that Owen Sarsfield-Jones
had remained with me, fer the bey's presemce made me

REgRIGHable. Owen. in commen With Captain Vreeland,
gat @fé the peer halt-wit, and Whenever he eaughﬁ the erea:

F& t0lloWing ug aleng the bridie paths, as it wa hig Wept t8
8 BWen was as likely as not to shy & sione at AIM oF gharge
IR WitR Ris Fiting eFsp at the ready: Neit &
rsseﬂf $ had any grea F . §0F_ iRevitably, alt §
géB b l§ﬁg FSEF EFE ife: he woHld BER UE In s8me gther
NEW e B8 egg—gg gggg acrese #ss EoHFEVArS: {qmg
With getticulations 4nd repuisive: %ﬁtdm §8HHH 19 aftra
H%Hv attention: I eouid net Be eruel and Ignere Rif sgﬁg lBH%EF:
gFe Was Re danger of hiz Rarming ms, Wilh & Ho7er f:
vanis; eoachmen, and greems in the immediate ViEmity, @ ¥
turaed and loeked at him mulrm%ly:. . .

A grunt issued from his wet, Ielfing lips, apd he peinted
with a fiithy forefinger toward the one set of deers in_ the
long coach house that remained clesed. He ran toward them
and back to me, urging me toward them with his awkward
attempts at speech. Once more he ran toward them and baek
again, putting me in mind of a dog trying to communieate
some urgent desire to an unwitting master.

Reluctantly 1 approached the closed doors, and as I did,
seelng that I meant to follow him, he flung them open before
me. At first I thought the cubicle was empty. The dazzling
sunlight behind me cast my shadow across the dusty, bare
fleer and at first prevented me from discerning any object

e
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within. As my eyes graduvally grew accustomed to the
darkmess in the interior, I saw that far in the back of the
long, narrow room, pushed against the gray stone side wall,
was a small, old-fashioned pony trap.

Gingerly I approached it, aware that something in the back
of my mind wag troubling me. This trap had some signffi-
cance that for the moment escaped me. Hannibal Ling stood
beside it, giggling and nodding obscenely. His long, oriental
eyes glittered with glee. Ignoring him as best I could, I exam-
ined the little vehicle, Even before I saw the dusty patches of
whitish mold, I could smell the mildew that covered the
leather seats and rotting Indian-rubber tires. The body of it
had once been maroon lacquer, but now the paint hung in
huge, blistered chips. The yellow traces and wheel spokes
were chipped and begrimed. Layer upon layer of dusty cob-
webs anchored the little pony trap to the walls against which
it had been pushed so long ago.

Hannibal Ling looked up past my shoulder, and with a
frightened cry ran out the doors and across the courtyard,
There, silhouetted against the bright sunlight that flooded the
doorway, her long figure casting an even longer shadow down
the length of the floor of the narrow coach room, was the
housekeeper, Mrs. Ling,

“What are you doing here?" Her voice was impassive,
showing neither anger nor even curiosity in its tone.

“Hamnmibal seemed to want to show me this.” I turned and
indicated the little pony trap.

“It fascinates him.” She reflected. "Odd, he has never
shown it to anyone before.” She regarded me for a long mo-
thent, Rer one eye glitiering in the shadows, her lips pursed
shrewaly. Yes, I 568 Row why. He is 2 arewn man Row. It is
ingvitable ihat a P[@ Wetan—perhaps especially a white
weman—shewld aftraet Rim.”

“Mrs. Ling!”

“Do not be offended, miss. I mean no harm or insult to
you, but only to warn you.”

“Warn me?” I asked, my throat going dry at the thought
she sought to put in my mind.

“You see the way he js. He has never been dangerous,
fnever huft anyens—a girl especlally—but he is nineteen and
the inheriter of a terrible curse. It is well that 1 watch him
iﬂ@f@ elasaty new.” She walked hesitatingly toward the ruined

tap.
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“I would never wish any woman to experience at the hands
of my son what I experienced at the hands of his . . . his fal
thers.”

I drew in my breath. It sounded harsh and loud in the
Quiet little room.

*You have been told, have you not?” She asked this with
her back to me, her one eye still fixed upon that mildewed
little carriage.

I nodded, and then, realizing that she could not see nie, re-
pHied aloud.

“Perhaps if T had been a normal woman, pretty enough to
have been loved by a man, I eould have survived that erdeal
unseathed in spirit. There must be wemen Whe have, but 1
. - - 1 had never knewn a man. Thirty-cight T Was, ané I had
net kneWn a man. Suddenly T was surfeunded by seven
meR=lrishmen—drunk and vile and filthy. The filthinsss of
them was the Werst . - . and the smell. The weight of them
UpeR e, each werking his will within me time and time

agaip." .

Invelupiarily T reached eut my hand te steady myssif
Fgamt the Ii tlsrtrgg: As my- fingers touched the SpeRgY
eather of the tep of the seat a thrill Wen fﬁre%h he;
EEHF& § Up my Veire umtil it reachsd my brain. Suddenly:
{ Bug egfs§ Femained Oped: the €OacH IRtEFIBE
EYapBFats f£ i hetere my §i§h§:,{ Wag 68 & agfgﬁsé FFae

ith Jost aH{ 1B &liver of a mosn illuminating the elgar Blye-
ack of the early-evening sky. SPFIRg smells fisated op the
T, eombined with the acrid smell of bedies and whiskey:
huffing foetsteps seurricd away through fhe underbiveh at
the side of the fead: The peny trap, shiny and pew, shifted
under the touch of my fingers. Slewly, painfully, 8 beaten
and bleedy form pulled itself into the back of the little ear-
Fiage, even as I watched. The form was that of a woman, by
the few tattered rags that remained to cover her bruised and
violated body. Only the searing sound of her labored breath-
ing rent’ the night air. By some miracle she was able to
reach for the reins with one bloody hand and gain contiol of
the oblivious, grazing pony. With a little elieking sound, the
womah urged the peny oh. The earriage slid from underneath
fy fingers and began a slew progress dewn the read. As the
mildewed little trap slipped under the weight ef my Rand, a
fain of dust and paint chips clatiered ta ihe flosr. 1 do have
“ihe sight” T theught, panicked By the unRerviag visien I Rad

g
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just witnessed. Mrs, Ling still stood at my side, lost in a
vision of her own.

“My body survived that night. My son came into being on
that night. Do you wonder that he Is what he is? That I can-
not keep him clean? He was conceived In filth, and like his
fathers, filihy.

“If he were to follow them and do to any woman—to you,
miss—what was done to me, I should have to slay my very
own flesh.”

She turned toward me, and I could see one huge tear spar-
kling in the corner of that one birdlike eye. Slowly I ap-
proached her, placing my arm about her slim shoulder in a
small gesture of sympathy and comfort. For one instant she
bowed her head upon fmy Breast, and then, tearless and dry-
eyed, she resumed her celd dignity.

“I shall look to my son, miss. Have no fear.” Without an-
other word she was gone.

As T walked thoughtfully back toward the great house, I
noticed that one teardrop stained the bosom of my riding
habit. By the time I had eorae to the guardian lions at the
front entrance te Moondragen, it had evaperated in the hot
neenday sun, and alth it {oft Be Visibls trace, it seemed
that that teardrop .still formed an unspeken Bond between
yself and Mrs. Ling:

That night there came that terrible darkness once more
tpon my soul.

The bed, a bed of rock: the stiffening, the breaking of my
brittle back. The martow-chilling cold,

Above me, still, the omnlpresent weight poised to crush
and snap my dried bones.

Blind, kernel-hard eyes lost in a blackness so profound that
my soul seemed trapped within it;

The agony of my bound and withered feet, the hot pain
shooting along my fiefves.

The ley writhing of the Moondiagon around ray throat,
%efaptng the dusty skin of my naked breast till it bared the

ofes.

Foul the stench of graves in my bursting luags, silent my
throat that ached to scream out fy agony.

Was there never to be an end? Having died, would 1 walt
forever for Death to come for me?

Once more I awoke in the night, crying with relief that the
long torment of that hideous dream had ended. Onee more,
merelfully, 1 slept again, deeply and dreamlessly, only te
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awake as refreshed from a few hours’ sleep as if T had slept
the whole night away in perfect peace. How long would this
go on? I wondered. Would this nightmare persist? How long
could I dream such dreams and still be sane?



Family Secrets Rexedlel)

. ... he laid the treasure in a secret place ....

and went his way. .. and there beneath the earth,

a temptation and a terror, that treasure stilt . . .
—H. B. Drake

For the few weeks between fiy afrival at Moeoaadragon and
the expected visit of the Honorable Miss Paget and her party,
Lady Elizabeth and I spent many a long happy afternoon be-
tween luncheon and teatime planning our toilettes for the
coming ball, the fashion magazines from Paris having ylelded
up their secrets to our willing brains and the skilled fingers of
Lady Elizabeth's needlewomen.

As the day of the expected arrival grew near, however,
strange undercurrents made themselves felt in the atmosphere
of the great house. My hostess, normally. cheerful as a wren
except for the moments when she must arbitrate among her
brother and son and me, was gravely concerned over some
matter that she kept to herself. I could only guess by her
looks that it had mueh te do with her son.

Owen Sarsficld-TJones blew hot and cold; paced about like a
man with much on his miad, which amused me no end.
Heretofore, 1 had doubted that he used his mind very much
at all. Of a sudden, his ready, superficial wit and studied bra-
vura seemed to go by the boatd, and he became solemn as a
churchwarden, nearly as sober as the proverbial judge in his
habits. I wasn’t at all sure 1 tiked the change. There is a place
in this dreary world for rogues, after all. Once Lady Eliza-
beth made a grave errof and chanced to remark on this
change 1n his demeanor. This so unsettled him that he re-
turaed for a few heetic days to his former state—humorous,

3!



72 MOORDREGON

rude, drunken, and, by the hours of his nightly returns to the
house, back to his usual carousals in Glencannis or Adrigole
or wherever his fancy took him. Despite these few violent
swingings from apparent sobriety to licentiousness on his
part, Owen remained as very nearly a perfect gentleman
toward me as it was possible for one of his natnre to be. 1
was grateful, of course, and tried to encourage his loftier side
with a warm and kindly response.

Sir Nicholas Cheng was another story, however. No man
was ever more insufferable than he, though mercifully we had
little to do with each other, save at meals, I had ample leisure
to observe him in his habitat, so to speak, and what I saw I
heartily detested. As his mother ruled Moondragon effort-
lessly with the ald of love and -a kind heart, her son strode
the place like its true master, capricious and arbitrary, au-
thoritatian and demanding.

Despite the fact that he was something under six feet in
height, he was a broad, strong man and seemed to fill éven
that great house with his presence, strutting the huge rooms
and wide halls bellowing orders in Chinese, Eaglish, or
Gaelic, as the race of his servitor of the moment warranted;
checking to see that every taper was straight in every chande-
lier, that viand enough for an army waited upon the arrival
of his guests, that there was no dust under the carpets or dirt
behind the pagebeys® eais. Ii sheit, there was not ofe corner,
one pot, one ifich 6f Meoehdragon that had not been gm‘iﬁﬁ-
ally seen to by the keen black eyes of Nicholas Cheng. I
half-expected that soeh I myself would be the object of his
rigid inspection. However, either his tetal indifference te me
personally of his wariness of my strong temper kept him
clear of me. I felt, 1 must admit,-a eertain resentfent and
pique at his neglect, for I cenfess that I had a small sesret
desire te ehallenge the almighty autherity of the temperamens
tal Baronet Cheng,

He drove his mother to distraction and his uncle to fits of
derisive laughter (behind Sir Nicholas’ back, at any rate, for
unless egged on by your obedient servant, Owen was properly
subdued and even occasionally obsequious before is haughty
nephew). I even went so far as to suggest that he had missed
his calling and should become a chambermaid. Only Mrs.
Ling, who bore the full brunt of his officiousness and inees-
sant preoccupation with the details of housekeeping, seemed
able to cope with him. She managed this by the simple expe-
diency of acceding to his every wish—or whim!—obeying his



No'dl Vreeland Carter 73

every order, pacifying his every concern, with the gravest
face imaginable (not that that was a difficullf task for the im-
passive Mrs. Ling). This was, of cotse, easg for het, in a
way, because all she then had te do was issue the proper ordef
ip the proper merber of the staff, andl ittweas 25 goed 5 disme.

I began to see why Captain Vreeland had said the Chengs
left nothing to chance, and were, he thought, more than
half-Chinese by nature. He surely had had Sir Nicholas in
fiind when he spoke thus. As-1 watched hif storm through
his great hiouse day after day, hutling erders and investive on
all sides, 1 had a clear picture of the bleed that cotirsed
through Bis veins,

He-was of the seed of men who had once ruled China, the
mightiest nation of the Orlent. Like those men, he lived sur-
rounded with all the luxuries of the East and all the serving
hands that any despot might wish. All the beauties and
treasure of China lined the walls of his palace, and he reveled
in it as one born so high. Then, toe, he Wks of the seed of
fmen who had lest their empire and %eae io sea as pirates.
This 1 eould see in him, tee—a s6ft 6f desperate, devil-fay-
6are wildaess, as it there was a great Ruager ia his bloed for
sofie naraeless tm that was lest 0 Rim But teward which
he still strove Blmﬂ deﬂaﬂt et the ultimate futility of it all.
Well eauld | Beileve tha BEE s gsaefa 108 Sﬁﬂl@f mg

L3t

terefathers Rad Fisen. s8
8ass,; 1 thau Ea§ ewﬁ%t QHl f?em wfae ’ealugtfade

iﬁa{ evef ee i mal §f Mes
Nichalas %% g E nﬂe {eakwae é %9& §afﬁe
asene EQ?JEF ifﬁﬁé euwa efeefé Ie all, a 1e yel

1§EP€§H i
QHGH §ﬁ%ﬁ

EBE?% H?g ag 8? Igﬂgs HlHS% §9£]§E Jﬁ
L ﬁ%swzx,@g*ﬁg
f%;g;ﬁ%%zm; @%5 Nl

“He does so want everything to be just right for these next
few days,” Lady Elizabeth rematked more to herself than me,
and in apparent response to the sound of her son’s booming
volee reverbrating up the sialrs and into her bedroom from
somewhere in the cavernous rooms below.

She swirled about carefully upon the footstool on which
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she perched before a long looking plass while a seamstress ad-
justed the hem of her rose-coloied Shantwig-silk ball gown.

“I must say, it is a masierpiece, Lady Elizabeth. Whatever
your son’s fiancée-io-be may wear, she cannot be jovelier
than you.” I heattily meant every word. My hostess had a
bloom on her that weuld have beceiie a twenty-year-old. The
rose of her gown glowed in het pale cheeks, and her bright
wfr?h .eyes were hot with delight at her own image in the
mitror.

“You do not thigk the gowa too plain?” she asked appre-
hensively, eyeing the bustle with concern.

“Never,” I rejoined, recalling to mind that the elegant quil-
ling on the bonnet I had given her had set Lady Elizabeth in
a spin from which the needlewermen of Moondragon had not
yet recovered. Yards and yards of ruffles and pleatings and
fancified ribbons had been sewn and %msed and sewn -again
by a bevy of weary wotien. Mueh of this elaborate embellish-
ment had found its way efite the very ball gown that she now
modeled before the leng glass il ket ceel blue bedroom.

“Oh, then It s tos faney! Ought I te do without the silk
roses?” she asked, swinging first 6ne way and then the other
in her desire to 166k perfection,

“Surely not. I(truly think that it is Just the very lovellest
gown I have ever seefi, and perfectly suited to you as it 1s.”

In this, all fie maids and needlewomen present vocifer-
ously concurred, though perhaps as much from self-interest
as from that of theif apprehensive misttess. Just then the
sound of a horse galleping up the fead teward the house
drifted through the 8pen desrs f the bedresm.

“Whoever can that be?” Lady Elizabeth asked. “No one is
expected.” e s

Curious myself, for we had had no visitors since Sir Nicho-
las himself arrived, I ran out the bedroom doors and across
the portico, arriving at the balusirade in time to see Captain
Vreeland, looking incomforiable but nevertheless rather mag-
nificent in spapking-new riding clothes and gleaming new
boots, come to a halt and dismount before the great guardian
lions below and to the right of me.

He looked up, scanning the broad portico above him, and
caught sight of me with an eager anticipation that immedi-
ately faded to.a slight smile and a friendly wave when he saw
my features and realized who I was. He had hoped for a
glimpse of someone else, I surmised. He went up the marble
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stairs just then and disappeated from sight as a servant led
his horse away toward the stables,

I came back into the room as my hostess, whitling about
once more, eyed herself in the mirror. Abstractedly she asked,
“Who was that, my dear? Do you think the sleeves will do?”

“The sleeves are perfection, Lady Elizabeth, and it was
only Captain Vreeland arriving to speak to Sif Nicholas, 1
had forgot about it, but I remember new that I overheard
him send a fesseniger off to Baniry this morning to fetch the
captain here,”

“Captain Vreeland? Oh, this will really never do!” She was
so distressed and flustered that in hopping suddenly from her
precarious perch on the footstool, she missed her footing and
nearly toppled Into one of the seamstresses working on
ihe hem of her gown. As it was, she sgilleq the pin box and
sent bundreds of pins scattering i all directions. Ignoring ihe
eonfusion abeut hef, she rah t6 Rer deessing table, poked at
her haif, pinched her already-glowing cheeks, and bit some
geler inte her lips.

“Do come with me, Deirdte. Nicholas really must learn to
be more thoughtful. Not to tell me that Captain Vreeland is
expected, when he knows that I should have a speclal tea for
him—for any coifipany, of course.” All this she uttered
breathlessly as we hutdied down the broad staifs in search of
her son and the sea eapiain,

“Lady Elizabeth,” I called to her in an urgent whisper,
“does it not occur to you that you still have on your ball
gown?”’

g ‘I;Why. yes, dear, Does It not suit? Does it not look just
ght?” .

“It looks lovely, tutt,., .

“Then all is well, my dear,” she replied, giving me a sly
smile that told me much. These last few minutes, when I had
thought her so distracted, she had known exactly what she
was dofng. I had the feeling I was about to watch a master in
the att of female ingenuity and deception go into action, and
1 somehow felt that 1 was going to enjoy whatever ensued.
How right 1 wasl

She paused at the foot of the stairs, tuming coolly in the
direction of the stately red, gold, and mahogany parlor (from
which place issued the loud and argumentative voice of Sir
Nicholas Cheng), and approached the partially open doors.

“Stay right behind me, child,” she whispered as she thrust
open the heavy double doors. The room beyond, lit by long
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brilliant golden rays of afternoon sunlight that came stream-
ing in from the row of windows high up in the paneled
walls, seemed immediately less somber and stately for Lady
Elizabeth’s entrance. She filled the room with a roseate glow
of gown and cheek and high spirit. How much I hoped at
that minute that upon reaching her years, I might still retain
80 much vivacity and beauty.

“Nicholas, darling. Is the gown quite right now, do- you
think? Oh, Captain Vreeland, how charming. Nicholas didn’t
tell me that you were expected.” She ignored Nicholas and
swept gracefully over to the captain, offering her little hand
in greeting. He took it gallantly, kissed it self-consciously, and
/blushed beet red, his warm blue eyes appraising heir with
frank approval. “It is a pleasure to see you, Lady Elizabeth.”

“Mother, can you not see that the captain and I are en-
gaged in discussing matters of business?” Nicholas protested
in as gentle a manner as he was able to muster, considering
his obvious annoyance at our interruption.

“And important matters they must be, I'm sure, darling,
but this gown must be right for the ball, and a man's opinion
is needed.” Here she dared to shoot a coquettish glance at
Captain Vreeland, who grinned a toothy grin and looked at
his new boots, t

“The gown is lovely, Mother. Now, why don’t you—?" Sir
Nicholas began,

“Oh, you're just saying that to be kind and because I'm
your mother, What's wanted here is a disinterested opinion.”
(Ha! I thought to myself.) “Captain Vreeland shall tell me
the truth.” She turned and walked the length of the long
room, modeling the gown with unsurpassed elegance, all the
while enjoining poor bewitched Captain Vreeland to criticize
its every flaw. Having made sure that she looked perfect,
there was no chance of that happening. Captain Vreeland
had been right alt along. The Chengs—not even Elizabeth,
herself an adopted Cheng, so to speak—never Jeft anything to
chance. Gidish she might well be, but never again would I
underestimate my hostess's womanly qualities and strength of
character.

Sir Nicholas, meanwhile, had been fuming helplessly, and
finally became so frustrated that he even turned to me for
solace and succor as his mother and the captain retreated to
the sunnier end of the room in order to examine the flaws of
the gown in a better light, no doubt,

“T bave important matters to discuss with the captain. Can
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you not get her out of here, Miss Fennora? She's behaving
.likea...a...” He groped for an sppropriate word.

“Schoolgirl?” I offered helpfulty.

“Yes, by damn, she Is. Whatever has got inte her? And
hiail” he blurted, having just noticed that the eaptain, of
bended knee, was gallantly pinniag the falling hem of her
skirt, something that must have beeh ne easy feat, judging by
the stiffiness of these new riding beets, The furny part of it
was that the captain, as Bulky a man as he was, actually
{ooked quite dashing 6 bended knee, No ene could say that
Lady Elizabeth was making Rim play ihe feel. In fact, it was
a scene of preat eharm, and belng eharming, was therefers
totatly lost on stolid, Aumemess SiF Nichalas.

“Look at them,” he moaned. “What's got into them?”

I shall never tell,” I murmuted under my breath.

“What?” he asked absently.

“Oh, nothing, Sit Nicholas. Nothing I'd imagine you’d un-
derstand.”

He had no time to question that remark, for Lady Eliza-
beth, one arm possessively locked in the captain’s, came back,,
across the room, her brow knitted, her aspeot that of a scold-
ing mother.

“Nicholas, you can be so remiss at times. Captain Vreeland
::e“fl me that he has not yet received his invitation to the

all ... "

“To the ball?” he spuitered. Clearly, it had never entered
his mind, After all, the captain worked for him. Here 1
bravely ifiterjected myself on behalf of Lady Elizabeth,
throwing cautien te the winds as regarded ever salvaging my
relationship with her sen.

“Pray do not blame Sir Nicholas, Lady Elizabeth. I have
not yet finished going over the guest list with him, and V is
so far down the alphabet, afier all. It shall be attended to this
very.afternoon after tea.,” Actually, neither she nor I had had
aught te do with the puest list, which Sir Nicholas himself
had fade up and. seen to days eaflier. I was, however,
pfeqpafed to use my wits readily, seeing fy hostess’s desigh
and as determined as she that Rer caplain should attead the
ball. There was A8 way new that SiF olas ould get out
of sending him an invitatien. He still wasa't guite aware of
the situatien yei, theugh.

“What are you—?" Sir Nicholas’ words were cut off at that
point By a sudden sharp pain in his right shin, caused by its
coming into rather violent contact with the toe of my patent-
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leather boot. He looked at me with a startled, disbelieving ex-
pression at first and then glared at me in absolute fury. I had
seen him glare so often now that the impact was quite lost
upon me. In fact, I think I may.even have smiled at him a
trifle smugly. It is amazing how much one dares with a man
when one’s heart Is not engaged.

Captain Vreeland was so distracted by his lady love that he
had not noticed anything of this exchange. Lady Elizabeth,
however, had missed none of it, and in fact gave an involun-
tary whoop of dellght when she saw me kick her son. He
might rant and rave and wish to banish me forthwith and for-
ever from Moondragon, but be that as it may, ! knew that
hell would freeze over before Lady Elizabeth saw me leave
after such a brave defense of her scheme.

The chinoiserie clock on the huge black marble mantel
struck four deep resonant gongs. “Teatime,” Lady Elizabeth
cried. “Nicholas, you and Captain Vreeland hurty your
business to an end, now. Tea shall be served in the back
garden in a quarter of an hour. You will stay, won't you,
captain?”

“Well, ina’'m, if it won't trouble . . .” he replied with
unconvincing reluctance.

“Of course it shan't trouble, shall it, Nicholas?”

Sir Nicholas grudgingly acquiesced, still puzzled.- and con-
founded by the events of the past few minutes. Clearly he did
not like it when the control of things got out of his own
hands. I think he was still wondering when he had lost the
reins as Lady Elizabeth and I, contented as two naughty chil-
;lren, bade a brief farewell and left the gentlemen In the par-
of.

So hard did we laugh as we mounted the stairs and re-
tumed to Lady Elizabeth’s rooms that I almost began to fear
for the seams of her bodice.

That might, after one of the more disastrous dinners of my
stay at Moondragoh, my hostess called me into her sitting
room for what turned out to be a very long and ultimately
fateful talk. From that Interesting but seemingly relatively
unimportant conversation came much that was to change my
life—in fact, all the lives at Moondragon—and lead on to
matters of life and death, fortune and misfortune for all of
us who llved beneath that great pageda roof.

My head was bent low, even as my spirits had been bent
low by the hidden angers and tensions of the unpleasant meal
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from whicis I had just ceme, Mg fmeed wa§ ene of de-
pression, and I wondered enly halfhsartedly wh g my He§£e§§.
who had lef¢ the table early, had summened me o her
rooms. Then, a5 I paced aerass he Rall, eyes upen the rieh
blues of the thick Chinese earpet, I saw that each step of
mine was matched By ihe iy, slippered fesifall 6F aRGtHer
whese strids, smaller than my ewa, was peeuliaf 3Rd fatner
tottering, as if the bady W§§ 88 feat a WSI { £6r 18 Teet
that bete it Ne! §i s 6 E a[-:s as;
slowly, wﬁﬁ a sieg m?

glide up ihe Bed% o t

SE th é
o gfegeégjvéiéﬁﬂgﬂ BE@} %: g QQ%B %wn Ty
T

iE E&HHS BHiEHSE {HQH[H

It was a face of Ineffable beauty and sorfowful majesty. Ia
the depths of these fathoriless oriental eyes lay all the pity,
wisdom, love, and eompassief that ene might seek in a tifea
time of paln and searching and nameless hungers. it was the
face of a woman whe had leved and suffered and grown wise
beyoad et only Rer earthly years, Bui perhaps taeyaﬁd all the
years of the earth itself. She embadied g 88 i hef e e§i aaa
all the ieve and eeﬁa assien lﬂ the wefi J iE %ﬂ
hers, wh v%ag t1 , B8t 4 shile at ut ihe ﬁaefeﬁ
EHFViAg iiae ot her eafal velvel lips:

I looked into those eyes and knew that whatever else she
was or had been, this young and beautiful creature—witch,
ghost, goddess, couttesan, slave—embodied within her all that
Wotman was and all that she mi t be. She was at once Theo-
dora and Circe, Penelope and atta and Isis, 1selde and
Nuf Mahal, ishtar and Saleme A ena and Mary of Scets,
Brunhild and the Magdalen, The blead lust of Kali was if
her veins, and vampielike, she mi ht drain the threats of liv=
ing men; yst frem Rer Brea QF weu d Hlow the swest pure Hilk

<

that neuriahes her sens: SHe Rad ihe tenderness of tHe Mether
of Ged and the visien of e Maid 6F Orleans. She was de-
eR; she Wwas sathk;

All men, looking upon her, would'see that which they most
wished to see, desire 1n her what thgy most wished to desire.
All women would know her for themselves, for shie was all of
us, all our greatness and strength and som@w—she was
Woeiankind,
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Her hand touched mine, and though I felt it not at all
upon my skin, she touched my heart, and 1 mounted those
stairs knowing that something was about to happen, some-
thing fearful perhaps; biit somehow 1 was not afraid, and I.
was not alofie,

Lady Elizabeth’s sitting room was large, and yet it seemed
every bit as warm and cozy as she was herself. The furniture
she had chosen from the everflowing lumber rooms of Moon-
dragon, while all Chinese, was of a lighter, more dellcate sort
than that in mest of the rest of the house, largely unornamen-
ted and depending fer its beauty more on simple line than os-
tentatious embellishment. Her color scheme was of old dusty
rose ranging from palest o deepest shades, accented occa-
slonally with rich, sefmber, wintfy blues. Agalnst the dark ma-
hoga}n{ of het furniture the effeet was both striking and
tasteful,

The room was empty as 1 arrived, but the hall door had
been left ajar in antielpation of my areival, and so I entered
without ceremony. The evening was chilly, and I instinctively
drew toward the crackling litile fire that glowed invitingly
from the grate. My companion still beside me, 1 braced one
knee against the ocushioned fender and leaned my hands
toward the wariing blaze. She likewise extended her tiny
hands, and 1 could see the delicate, birdlike bones, the tracery
of dark velns deep within the glowing translueence of her
firelit skin. Erow wari the fire is, I thought comfertably, ane
even as 1 did, a eold chill went through my heart. I keew in
an instant that all the warmth of all the fires that would ever
blaze upen this earih weuld never.again heat these small ta-
periag ivery fingers of the hamds that“reached vainly for
warith beside my ewn. I leeked ence fefe towaid that
lovely face and saw that theie was a small meist glimmer
within her fathomless eyes. Bven then, my Lady of ihe
Dragen was gene. 1 sieed alene Before the fire, ehilled te my
heatt's eere with serrew for her—and for all of s

Just then Lady Elizabeth emerged from her bedioom fn a
sweeping blue taffeta dressing gown. Suddealy the rooe was
warm and bright again for me, my hands neafr-to scorching
from the licking flames, my face tingling with the heat. The
curious drain upen my spirits that had come with the appear-
ance of my silent companion gave way to an almost euphoris
liphtness of heart. I tutped, smiling, as My hostess greeted
fae.
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“How can you stay so close to the fire, Deirdre? Look how
red your cheeks are. You shall get a fever that way. Come,
sit near me, my dear, and hear what I have to say.”

“Of course, Lady Elizabeth.” She seemed as if she had
made up her mind to something. I sensed a certain purpose-
fulness in her manner as 1 sotight a comfortable seat ih a
chair opposite the sofa where stie sat.

*“You must be aware, dearest child, of a ceriaifi . , . tense-
ness in the atmosphere? 1. ... I dof't knew quite where to
begif, actually.”

“At the beginning would be best, I suppese,” I supgested,
put in mind of the King's injunction to the White Rabbit in
Hitce to begin at the beginning, go on till the end, and then
stop.
“That would be best, as you say, but it Is rather a long
&iory. Poor Nicholas is so upset. He has fallen ia love with a
young, lady, the Honorable Miss Paget, you see, and he hopes
to marry her,”

“Surely that is not a problem,” 1 rejotaed dryly. T was real-
113,1 g«:ttlng fed up with hearing about the Honorable Miss

aget.

“Oh, Indeed it is,” Lady Elizabeth insisted sincerely, “You
see, Miss Paget is the second daughter of the Barl of Wessex,
and her style of living is very high, She ceuld fiet, Nichelas
says, be expected to live here at Moondragon,”

“Whyever not, if she chooses to matry its master?” 1 asked,
i;ather taken aback by the expectations of the Honorable Miss

aget.

“That is, she would of course live here part of the year,
but she would expect to have an establishrent 1n Londen, for
the season, you know, and a country place in England in or-
der to be near her friends and family.”

I was beginning to dislike this English gitl, with conviction.
“It seems to me that she sirikes a hard bargain for her love.
Siill, what is the problem? Surely someene as smitten as your
son appears to b wotlld net stick even at such a price to gain
the favers of his light 6* lewe

“Really, Deirdre, how you talk. ‘Light o' love,’ indhesti™
Lady Elizabeth chided lightly, reminding me of the unflatter-
ing and coarse meaning that phrase had in its original sense.

“Forgive me, but if a man must pay so dearly for a
woman’s hand, perhaps that is exactly what she is—a harlot.”

“Sometimes you. are quite as bad in your language as
Owen or my son, Your university background has coarsened
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your sensibilities tlll you are too outspoken. Still, you are
really quite tight, at that, My mind is not at all easy about
Miss Paget, and I long for her arrival in order to see for my-
self,

“At any rate, Deirdre, the problem is that Nicholas has no
money.”

"Has no money! But . ... I broke off, at a total loss for
words. It was true that the Chengs lived a relatively simple
and reclusive life, but the vast wealth and luxury with which
I had been suirounded since my arrival at Moondragon be-
lied my hostess's statement far more eloquently than could
my weak words, I merely remained speechless and indicated
with a waving hand the gorgeously appeinted room in which
we sat,

“Oh, Moondragon,” she crled, dismissing the whole estate
with a wave of her own hand. “Moondragon pays for itself,
just barely, It is our invested wealth that is dralning away,
that has been draining away for nearly thirty years now.
Shortly we shall begin, I'm afraid, to cut deeply into the last
of our capital.”

“One never cuts into one's capital,” I breathed sharply,
with a touch of smugness, remembering my usually inspracti-
cal father's wiserand oft-repeated advicei

“One never should, but if Nicholas is to establish hifself
in Bngland in any style, that is exactly what he shall have to
do. I'm just sick unto death over it”

“And well you should be. I really cannot understand how
he can be so foolish. What can he expect to gain by such a
rash act? Capital once expended is nearly never regained.”

‘‘He hopes to buy time,” Lady Elizabeth explained for-
lornly. —

“Time? Time for what?” I snapped, still irritated by the sil-
liness of the sitwation.

“Nlime in which to find the family treasure.” She spoke
meekly; it did, after all, sound rather farfetched.

"‘I“ireasure? You mean like the one in Treasure Island?” 1
asked.

She looked at me blankly for a moment. “Oh, you mean
that new book for boys. Well, yes, sort of like that, I suppose.
There is a lost treasure in our family, and we don’t know
where to look for it. It has driven Nicholas mad for years
and years—ever siice he was a boy, in fact. He has spent
many years in China, searched the coastline of Formosa
around and around, till he knows it as well as the cliffs of
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Bantry Bay itself. He even learned Chinese so that he might
fead the old Manchu histories of the early days of the dy-
pasty for clues to the whereabouts of the strongholds of his
pirate ancestors. It has all been to no avail.”

“T must admit that the word ‘treasure’ does conjure up
some very romantlc images: gold and jewels, long-lest secret
fhaps, plrate galleons, and the like, but,” 1 added reluctantly,
“it also seems like putting all ene’s hepes on semething ne
mere substantial than an epium dream, Hew fealistic is it to
try to salvage one's fortunies on the basis of the pessibility et
Hﬁdiﬁ? a leng-lest treasure that may never Rave existed in the
farst place? Roemantie, as I say, but Rardl legglsat ef practis
63l ' hated to sqund diseauraging, but I Hated as well te see
Lady Elizabeih pInAIAgG her. ?e g3 for BEF $6R B8R SHER AeR:
sense: She 180ked af Me a3 it she Wers 8 su; 18 djsagres, But
$he %Et ge eﬂgﬂgs, F 1HRre cale 4 sGHRM from the peHics;
and The @8Fs sHAdenly came Gpen:

“Why don't you begln at the beginnin’, as the little lady
stggested five minutes age, Bess?” Owen Sarsfield-Jones en-
tered the siiting reem uniAvited, turping to close the pertico
doors tightly behifd him,

“Owen, have you been listening all this time?” his sister
asked, showing real annoyance in her tone.

“Sorry, Bess, only havin’ a smoke and a glass before a last
turn in the garden. Couldn't help hearin’. Still, it wasn't fe-
male talk, after all, was it?”

“No, Owen, it wasn't,” I conceded. “Do let him stay,” I
urged. “He’s such a charming rogue, after all.” He did have
the power to make me laugh, and I loved him for it,

“Oh, all right. Come sit by me and be still, Owen.” Lady
Elizabeth patted a place beside her on the deep rose satin
cushlons of the sofa. “And now I shall begin at the.begin-
ning, as you have both urged, with a brief recital of the
Chieng-family histery.”

1 looked inquitingly at Owen, expecting him to jump up in
protest as he had at our first dinner together, He caught my
meaning at once.

“When she's talkin' about the lost Cheng pirate treasure,
Pl listen like a patient lapdog, Miss Deirdre.”

“Oh, 1 see.” I nodded gravely and winked with an impish
grin of conspiracy.
| “Shall I go on now?” Lady Elizabeth sounded a bit impa-
tient,

“Do, Bess,” Owen permitied with a flourish. And she did.
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“The Manchn dynasty,” she began, “which rules China te-
day, began in bloodshed and invasion in the eatly
century. By then my husband’s family was well established,
being descended from Efmperor Shen Tsung of the Ming Dy-
nasty through his faverite wife, The last emperor of the Ming
dynasty, & cousin 6f the Chengs of that peried, held ento
some semblanee of pewer uftil 1644, when he finally com-
mitted suicide 8§ his capital eity fell to the ifivading Maa-
chus. The invadets became all-pewerful in China then, but
not without mefe yeats of struggle against peekets ef Ming
resistanee,

“Among those who still fought against the new dynasty
was my husband's grandfather nine generations back. His
name was Chen Chih-lung, and he established himself as a pi-
rate in order t6 harass Manchu shipping. He was ultimately
executed at Peking. He left a son, however, who became the
greatest pirate of the China Seas, Chefig Ch'engkung, whom
the Portuguese traders called Koxinga, For nearly twenty
years he fuled the Formesa channel, seizing the port eity of
Amoy, taking and helding many coastal islands, and attack-
ing Nanking. Finallly, after a two-year siege, he teok Fort
Zelandia, the Dutch fort en {he island of Formosa, and ihe
entire island fell inte his hands.”

“No wonder Captain Vrieeland doesn't care for the
Chengs,” I remarked, mofre to myself than to the others.

“Koxinga died or was killed sometime in 1662, perhaps
during the taking of the fort. Anyway, his son Cheng Chin
followed him but did not have the power of his father evi-
dently, for he lost control of the mainland coastal stronghoids
in China. Fot neatly twenty moreyfears, however, he ruled
Formosa, adding to the great heard of treasure that his father
and grandfather had amassed. He died in 1681 and -was
succeeded by his sofi Cheng K'oshuang.”

“He's the laddie who lost it all, isn't he, Bess?” Owen asked
with something akin to contempt in his voice. He had been
listening with the rapt atiention of a fascinated small boy,
despite his earlier clalms of boredom with the story. It was a
fafﬁefy from his behavior at the dinner table those few weeks
earliet,

“Do be quiet, Owen. Yes, he was forced to surrender For-
mosa in 1683. Taking a small fleet of followers, his wife, and
family, he set sail through the South ‘China Sea toward
Malaya. He roved the coastal waters there for a few years,
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harassing both Chinese and Buropean shipping until he
chanced to pick up some shipwrecked English sailors. They
were dropped off on the nearest coast, except for one clever
fellow by the name of John Mertick, He spoke Chinese, and
like many an ecceniric Eaglishman before and since, he had
:gaﬂe Bative,” as the saying goes, He ingratiated himself with

e elder Cheng and ultimately makied ane of his daughtefs,
but his fast frisndship was made with the elder Cheng's sen,
Ehe CH‘@B%kUﬁQ i1, whe had been nawed after his great:
grandfather, Kexinga.

“In 1687 or thereabouts, when his father died, Ch'engkung,
who spoke passable English by now, took the advice of his
English friend and brothei-in-law and sailed alopg the coasts
of India and Africa and up past Eurepe toward England.
Here fate stepped in, and the hisiory of the Cheag family in
Ireland begins.”

There was a knocking on the hall door, and Lady Eliza-
beth's maid, Kathleen, entered, looking surprised to see our
little gathering. “Pardon, my lady. I thought that you would
be wishing to retire."”

“Not just yet, Kathleen. Tonight, it seems, will be a late
night for us all. Perhaps, in fact, you had beiter bring us
some sherry and biscuits.” The gifl nedded and was oif on
her errand witheut anether werd,

“Now, where was I?” Lady Elizabeth asked. “Ah, yes.
Fate,” she answered heeself and, seitling deeper Into her cor-
fier of the sofa, began again to tell her tale.

"It was Cheng Ch'engkung’s intention to sall to England,
but as he approached Eand’s Bnd, his little fleet of ships was
blown off course by a gale and swept northwestward Into the
Atlantic toward Ireland. After recovering from the effects of
the storm, he and his battered ships were about to set about
and sail east when they spetted a French fleet sailing toward
Mizen Head, Even though he had been years away from
heme, Jehn Merrick realized something was afeet. He trged
Cheng te fellow, which he did, at a distance. The French
ships entered Bantry Bay and were atiempting an invasien in
suppert, as It turaed out, of King James Ii, whe had abdi-
gaied and Been replaced BA {Re threne By his sep-in-law,
Wﬂllgfﬁfi of Orange, and Mary, Ris ewn daughier. The year
»%% 39, you g8, and Willlam and Mary had just assumed
the thrane.

“There was an Baglish fleet in the bay under Admiral Ar-
thur Herbert, and.by the time the smatl Cheng fleet arrived,
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the battle- was engaged. John Merrick, seeing the sifiiation,
urged his brother-in-law to take action in support of the En-
glish fileat.”

*He did, of course,” I remarked.

“Oh, yes, indeed. He captured the French flagship, its ad-
miral, ahd two ships of the line. At the further urging of his
brother-in-law, he escorted the ships back to Emgland and
landed at Pl{nsouth with all three in tow. King William was
eestatic and insisted that Cheng and his flect come on to Lon-
den for an officiall reception. It must have been quite a sight,
I imagine, that little ficet of battered Chinese pirate jumks
sailin dg yp the Thames to London. When the king and queen
heard that the eaptor of the French admiral was of neble
birth, the deseendant ef an emperor ef China, they spared ne
s%asms and entertained him and his family lavishly. William

Eheng Eh'engkung and his heirs genflemen of the king:
afﬁ aﬁe granied h“ﬁ 2 ths lands we hold teday as & reward

§smse§ te the erowm.”
t af unusyal gesture for William of F&ﬁg@ He was
¥eF his genergsity: Ard a%se* ly t6 & toreign-

%ab t% Redded in g "Yes, it was 'aus
jam was & o 8} HEF Fmﬁg m al}. t have
g?é @&7 Ve aﬂ§63 Seate ?em
i8 g atholic Hf§ ag 3 }lﬁg m S8 APDIEMaR: E

SREE & §3B il aee 5 5!‘}

§9ms§.?ﬁﬁ%ga FRiRg 18 them: ¢ BAH ite 3

gratefy and Profestant e §s # a er tnet

e ths Trish eeast: The conversion- ﬂgﬂsﬁﬁy
Was the final clever gesture en JoRm Msmem art He sug-
gsted it: and Cheng saw the w;séem immediately: 1t was pel:
jtie, and 58 he was baptized into the @hursh ef England
before he had been on English seil a fe

“Wasn't he clever, this Cheng Ch'sngkung fellow? Just the
sort of Johnny I admire.,” Owen grinned. “Oh, good gel, Ka-
thy, I'll love you for life.” He jumped up to snatch the sherry
decanter from the tray that Lady Elizabeth’s maid had just
carried into the room, We all felt the need of a small mid-
night repast, but Owen as usual was carrying things a bit too
far. Kathleen blushed at his idle remark, and I saw at once
that he had lefi his mark upen her susceptible heait. He was
a devil of a fellew, 1 theught, laughing to myself.

The three of us were silent while Owen poured the sherry

%::
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and passed it around. Then, nibbling cozily on a biscvit, Lady
Elizabeth resumed her story.

‘“Thhere really isn't much more to tell. In gratitude for
belng granted lands and a place in the realm, Cheng in his
turn presented King William with a palr of Chinese sleeve
dogs. They are called Pekingese degs now. Queen Victoria
was supposed to have owned the first one in England,
Brought ever from China for her after the sack of the Sum-
fier Palace in Peking in 1860, but this is guiie wreng. Keigg
Wﬂhaﬁa ewned the first pair ip the West, and they had
spring for many gsﬁéfatiea§ The Pekingese dogs here en the
ﬁ&ﬁi@ afe all de§esﬁde trem fer e&be{@ that Cheng kept for

O
W&E&E%Bsgae eu?fe lgﬂ EH iff tsﬁés Rt Wﬂ 1am§
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“Which must have delighted her heart,” 1 breathed, my
mouth watering at the very thought of such a gift and how I
myself would enjoy it

“1 imagine so,” Lady Elizabeth laughingly eoneurred, shak-
ing her head at my tone of veies, *Aayway, Cheng and his
fetinue in their exetic finery were a nine-day wonder at coutt,
and then, finally, wise eneugh net te eutstay his welcome, he
'set sail for Bantr Bay, where he teek up fesidence in an old
faaner heuse that ence stoed in the vall® % Within twe years
he had sailed to China and returned with laberers and Rad
Begun wefk 6A Maeﬂéfﬁgea Ee $p ﬁt mest ot EB& fest of his
life lﬁ ui mg BHse and the eu ﬁi dings. By the
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“And the treasure?” 1 asked lest the whole peint of her
story be lost in a stidden flurry of idle chatter.

“There was—is—one, and the sectet of its whereabouts
was passed down from father t6 sen right ? uatil this last
generation.” Lady Elizabeth sheok her head helplessly.

"“Then fate stepped in again,” Owen rematked soberly, rais-
ing his glass to the gods,

Lady Elizabeth smiled sadly at his dramatie gesture and
contlaued. “In 1851 two men kaew the secret of the treasure;
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my father-in-law, Sif Hannibal Cheng, whoe was a vigorous
man but well into his seventies, and my husband, William. Sir
Hannibal was returaing from a trading voyage to China ia
his bark, the Evapness of China, when she was lost with all
hands in a storm In the Indian Oeean. My husband siuecceeded
to the title. In December of that year, ene month before
Nicholas was born, fy husband, William, second Baronet
Cheng, died suddenly of typheid fever, With him died the
secret of the whereabouts of the eld Cheng pirate treasure
upon whieh the family had always drawa L tHife oIf riaeedl qor
In order to fiianee new ventures, sueh as the building of
Moondragon of the purchase of merchantmen like the
Eviprss and the Pride o' By

“The secret died with thera in 1851, and all we can do Is
hope while Nicholas searches. That, in faet, is what he and
Captain Vreeland were arguing about this afternoon. Nieho-
las wants the ship {6 make one mere voyage to China for
purposes of trade, and thea he plans to sell the Pride o' Ban-
try to an Australian company.”

“Sell the Pride &' Bantry,” 1 exelaiimed 1n dismay. I had a
rather sentimental fondness for the eld ship, and thought that
it might break the captain’s heart te be parted from his ship.

Owen waved g fimger at me. “Can’t afford to be sentimen-
tal about a ship, m'dear. She's out of date now. Bullt in 1849,
She was fast then, but the new thing is steel hulls, serew
ships. Salls are a thing ef the past. The enly thing a clipper's
good for these days, don’t you kpow, is the tea fun from
China ta Austratia. What Nichelas really needs money for ia
a brace of fast new steel-hulled merchantmen. Then he'd
make meney by the petful, what with the inside track that
the Cheng family has in the China trade.already.”

“Owen 1s right, Deirdre. Captain Vreeland and I have been
urging him to follow that coutse for some time now, but he's
80.,.80 ...

*“Hell-bent’ is the word you’re gropin’ for, m'dear,” Owen
filled in, waving his glass a bit too lavishly for comfort.

“Maybe so. At any tate, he Is so involved in pleasing his
Miss Paget and in cutting a swath through Londom society
for her sake that he - stands to ruin himself flmancially
upless—"

“Unless he can find a treasure that has been lost for
thirty-odd years. That doesn't sound the most practical or the
easiest job in the world.” I hated to sound so pessimistic, for
Lady Elizabeth's sake, but unfortunately, the more I heard of
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her son and his exploits, the more reason I had to be
pessimistic. He really did seem to be a foolish and impracti-
¢al man. However, his affairs were no concern of mine, no
matter how 1 sympathized with his mother. 1 blinked my
tired eyes and stitled a yawn behind my haad. The warmth of
the fire at my back, combined with the sherry, was beginning
ta make me drowsy.

Lady Elizabeth was saying something to Owen, who was
about to pour himself a third glass. Sleepily I raised my hand
to cover another yawn, when something glittering caught my
eye through a slat in the louvered doots to the portico. In a
seeond it was gone,

“Owen,"” 1 whispered, filled with a sudden sense of dread,
“there Is someone out there listening at the door.”

He looked up at me stupidly for & second: them, light
dawning, he leaped into actlon. He was over the back of the
sofa and across the floor at once. He threw open the doors
and looked to right and left along the pertico, straining his
ges in the moonless darkness beyond the panel of light that

efie from the open doer. Folloewing him with a candle, I
saw that new at least the legg front veranda was empty. Dis-
tegarding the taper 1 offered him, Owen raced areund the
gie %e%f the Reuse te my left, his beets clatiering en the Hag-

Lady Elizabeth came up behind me, and the two of us
walted tensely, candles ik hand, expecting at any moment to
hear shouits or the sound of a scuffie as Owen came upon and
engaged the mysterious night-stalking eavesdropper. No
sound, however, came thmg% the pitohy darkness, save the
tush and slap of waves on the recks at the foet ef the eliffs
ahead of us, The 5_hlléy fight air smelled of salt and warm
candlewax as we waited for seme sigh ef Owen.

Finally he came watily around the far corner of the build-»
ing to our right, slowly feeling his way in the dark, testing
each of the doors that opened onte the portico. All save Lady
Elizabeih's appeared to be locked.

."Nothing?” 1 asked in a whisper as he came nearer to us,

“Not a sign,” he called out. “Must have got down the stairs
talmsl out of the parden before I got around the side of the

ouse.”

“Whoever could it have been?’ Lady Elizabeth asked.

“Don't know,” Owen retorted, still trying to catch his
breath after his exertions, “but whoever it Is likes stories
about the Cheng-family treasure as much as we do.”
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It was with great care that I saw to the locking of my
doors and the securing of the portico shuttets that night. N
glittering eye would look in upen me through half=shut leu-
vers; not if I eould help it.

It was ten o ‘elock the following metning, and I had just
retired to my sitting roorm to answer a letter from Alexander
McNally. It was shameful of me, I knew, but I had written
him only one brief note in the three weeks I had been away.
Now I sat at my desk once more, confronted with a blank
sheet of paper that must perforce be filled. It was an un-
pleasant prospect, made the more so by my tired, burning
eyes and heavy head. I had found it impossible to sleep the
previous night. I had tossed and turned, snatching fitful mo-
ments of slumber that shattered at the least sound, sending
vividly colored fragments of my troubled dreams scattering
like the shards of a broken vase through the portals of my
conseiousness: Try as I would, the picces would not come to-
gether again as I lay awake trying to remember what had so

isturbed me in the night. Strange shufﬂin%& what sounded
like the seraping of stone on stone somewhere far off, and
muffled thumps stemed to float on the chilly night air, and
try as I might, 1 could not overcome the stramge sense of
foreboding that I had had on and off all evening. Even the
romantic thought of lost pirate treasure could not erase the
grim terror that lay upon my heart. Something was going to
happen.

I bad just got as far as writing “My dear Alexander” upon
the page when sormeone knocked on the hall door. Hioypiing it
might be Owen conie to save me from"my onerous task, I
ealled out a cheerful greeting. The doef opened, and a tall,
gaunt Chinese Fanservant entered, bearing a card upom a
gfeéea jade tray earved in the form ef a single perfest lily
pad.

I'took the card and read;

I shall expect you to accompany the bearer to my li-
brary at once.

N. Cheng

The haughty N. Cheng might expect what he wished,
While he might be my official host at Moondragon, 1 was
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damned if I would Jump for such an imperious command as
this. I turned to the servant with a cool smile.

“Inform Sir Nicholas that I am engaged in writing letters
at the moment. I shall be with him sometime within the next
half-hour.”

The servant, grim as death, made no move to leave, though
I knew that he had understood me well enough.

“That Is all I have to say. You may go and repeat my
message to your master, Within the next half-hour.™ Still he
fnade Ao move. “Go, I say,” I falrly yelled at the poor man.
He went.

Nerves suddenly atingle, mind at once clear as a bell, a
small smile of triumph upon my face, I began an absolutely
wiity and inspired letier to dear Professor NcNally. He, at
least, knew hew to treat a lady. Never would that dear, mild,
kindly man write sueh a note to a woman like me. Why, he
wouldn't dare.

There came a knocking at the door.

“Enter,” I called pleasantly.

» Aadin tiee stilert. (CGiinase nansemai!, 1 ladiing enear gritnmear
and paler undex his yellow complexion, presented me with a
card upoen that infernal lily pad. AT ONCE” it read in
screaming bloek letters,

“Inform your master”—I smiled coolly—"that 1 shall be
no more than twenty minutes by the clock.™

The poor fellow stood dumbly for a moment, and then I
thought I saw a knowing glint of admiration leap for a sec-
ond into his ifmpassive eye.

“You may return to your master.” He did, with rather a
lighter step, 1 thought, than he was wont to have. The
Chi?(ese, 1 belleve, have ever hiad a childlike tove of\ fire-
works.

Now nearly giddy with the game of it, 1 returhed to my
letter, sure that my poor professer was going to be beside
himself as he read it, so full 6f fun and wit and warmth was
it. As I continued ie write, 1 became aware of a series of
sounds, at first faint, but grewing leuder By the wminute, It
was the seund of beeis—tiding booky—beating a Reavy
feastire upen the siairs, then aleng the upper hall, and -
fally to the very deer ef my sitting reem.

There came two thundering blows upen the thick panels of
the door. My nerves jangling with the exciternent and mis-
chief of the game, 1 called aut a merky “Come in.” Still 1
kept my back to the deer, making sure that I presented a
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poised and graceful plcture as I sat to my labets at the little
eoromandel writing desk.

The sound that followed made me jump involuntarily, for
it was that of a heavy boot being laid to the panels of my
door with such force that at a single blow the lock went to
pieces and flew in all directions across the room, while splin-
ters of the doorjamb shrieked as they split asunder.

At this ¥ turned, trembling to my depths, my lips twitching
slightly as I sought to keep a pleasant smile upon my face.
8ir Nichelas Flay@d & rough game when his ire was up. |
Wendered at lirst if 1 had not, perhaps, bit off more than I
eould eemfortably chew. One look at him, however, and 1
knew that I still had the upper hand in th|§ Ame.

He steed i1 the shattered deerway, a bevy of awestruck
SeFVARES eBWEFIRG in the shadews be mé him, jeekeying for
pgsition ameng themselves in erder te have both a geed view

the procesdings and a line of sseape sheuld it be needed:

g wa§ hme Wit fagﬁ His sys§ bla hks melien epyx: twe
bleed rs spots of esier §ee upsH hig | h. Bread eheeks;
E8RE V/R’/Iﬂl with tawny em ISH His wide;
sty W&§ lﬂ WIEH

tM—:i &l &veR %aﬁéh H hgam%ﬁ
Eg it ¥ s'ﬁa Jm Yoe segf* ﬁfg %smmgﬂizﬂ af
5 H§ %ﬂ%@w ;}g fesm and glarsd at me: (He

§'é%

Iﬂ waspt 18328 é ?88F§P8 WBHIE} ave
wrnsé the desF walld have BBEH this ¥ a
sweetly as my quaking veiee wenld allow: s was
8@, trembly himself that he didn't netice hew § aky | was. He
dléﬁ'i answer me, but instead extended: hig 13?#@- blugt-fin-
?er teft hand, whieh held the jade lily pad. SHll there, kept

n place by his thumb, which was blosdless from the strenath
and force of his grip, were the twe eards he had sent me: In
a low, hoarse voice shaking with fury, he asked, “Did yeu
read these cards, Miss Fennora?*

“Indeed I did, as your manservant will testify, Sir Nicho-
{as.” The servant in question ducked out of sight in the hall-
way.

“And why did you choose to ignore my.requests, Miss Fen-
nora?” His voice had an almost deadly calm to it now.

“Oh, but I did not choose to ignore your demands, Sir
Nicholas. I answered quite frankly that I was otherwise en-
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ged at the moment and would be with you within the half-
gaﬁur. Did you not receive my messages?”

“Did you not recelve mine?” he fumed, raising his voice to
a shout now, and still waving that infernal lily pad toward me,
for no particular reasen that I could see.

“Don't you feel rather silly,” I asked, “a great grown man
Jike you sending little cards on a nomsensical little lily pad?
AH it wants Is a clever little froggy to be the most effeminate
bit of claptrap that I've ever laid eyes on. Really, Sir Nicho-
{as, you do surprise me.”

By now he was beyond fury, beyond rage, beyond words.
He could only dash the little jade tray down upon the floor
with all his considerable might. It bounced on the thick car-
pet and rolled with a decided wobble under a chair, where it
lay upside down, perhaps hopling fiot to be noticed, consider-
ing the trouble it had caused. The cards fluttered soundlessly
to the rug at his feet,

“Oh, your poor little lily pad,” I eried in mock sympathy.

“My llly pad be damned,” he shouted. “Will you come to
the library, woman, or do I have to drag you?”

By way of answer 1 turied, signed my letter with a flour-
ish, and after carefully seallng it, turned back 6 Sir Nicholas,
who still stood near the dooeway sutfounded by debris—the
bits of lock, the splinters of the deorjamb, and his two offend-
ing cards.

"My letter is finished in exaectly the half-hour that I expect-
ed it would take, and is ready to he pasted. Now, happily, 1
shall join you in the libraky. I don‘t believe I have ever seen
that room, you know, Will yeu shew it to me now, Sir Nicho-
1as?” 1 toek his aem pessessively, and, all smiles, aceompanied
him eut ihe shattered desrway and inte the crowded hall,

A dozen curious, rather relieved servants gave way to us as
we walked, still arm in arm, toward the head of the stairs. I
don't know quite what they had expected to see, but perhaps
visions of my head upon a jade lily pad had entered their
minds. At any fate, they seered fnow to regard me with epen
admiratien. 1 rather felt that ldkseived it.

Passing his manservant In the corridor, Sir Nicholas made
a-soito voee growl. "Fix that damned door, will you!”

We went down the stairs together rather regally. After
much preliminary, 1 was about to find out why I had been
summeoned to Sir Nicholas® library 1n the first place.



The Opium-Eater

Thou hast the ke}/s of Paradise, oh just
subtle and mighty opium!
—Thomas De Quineey

The huge carved mahogany doors of the great library of
Moondragon were invariably kept locked by Sir Nicholas,
and so, having received no prior lavitatlen from him, I had
not, as I have sald, seen the room. Now, entering upon his
arm, 1 was totally overwhelmed. It was too splendid for
words. 1 did not, however, have time to galn more than a
fleeting impression of the room before Sir Nicholas shook my
hand from his afm iA a peremptery gesture that bespoke beth
his fury and his disdain. He slammed the doors behind us
and dared to logk them, a fove 1 chose to ignore, noting
with some comfert that the key, a large brass one, remained
in the lock, and cenfident that, sheuld it come to blows, I was
lighter and quieker on iy feet than-my stolid opponent. I
knew well enough et te imptte either romantic arder to his
catalog of feelings for fe of te his motive in lecking us iA
the libraty together, This interview, whatever its puipese, was
to be sirictly business, and he weuld ebvieusly brook fe in-
terruptions, especially from his mether, whem Kathleen must
by fiew have infermed of my seene with her sen.

The library, though on the eastern side of the house, had
very little light streaming through its windows, despite the
early hour of the day. Hence, like the rest of the ground-floor
rooms with their high, deeply recessed windows, this one was
lit by a profusion of tall white tapers, which gave the room a
warm waxy scent that mingled not at all unpleasantly with
the slightly musty smells of old leather, paper, and dust that

94
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came from the thousands and thousands of old books that
lined the walls. A small bronze incense burner in the form of
a stylized lion standing upon an immense pedestal desk at the
far side of the room sent curls of musky gray smoke into the
alr, adding stlll another seent to those already mingling in the
close atmosphere. It added a touch of the dramatic and ex-
otie that suited the charaeter of Sir Nicholas Cheng. It would
have made Jane Austen laugh with delight, even as I did my-

Sir Nicholas glared at me from the tremendous granite fire-
place against which he had taken up an imposing and rather
studied stance. His black eyes, so often as soft and as fathom-
less as those of my Lady of the Dragon when In repose, were
now keen and at the alert. He was siudying me with a
shrewdness that 1 at first thought was meant to unsettle me, 1
was damned if it would. Thea I realized he was still in a fury
from the seene in my sitting room and was endeavering te
faster Rimself,

I decided to give him every opportunity to do so, since I
was, while rather pleasantly stimulated myself, still fot desir-
ous of either continutag in our former argumentative vein of
provoking a new quarrel with him. Instead, 1 turded away to
the right, o the epFaalte wall of the leng, wide roor that Fan
frem the front wall of the Rouse (where I new steed) all the
way te the baclk, or nerth, wall, where Sir Nicholas still re-
mamea fegarding me mﬁsfutably from befere the eavernets

g entire wall was lined with enclosed maﬂegﬂaﬁg
bes ea%e% from fleer to beamed eeiling, save where the
Wlde windaws breke their ranks. ﬁ@ﬁiﬂé the @lass deefﬁ
sauld §ee oW ueeﬂ FOW ot leailerbeund Beeks, magt
Lﬁilﬂ @E@% it W§§ ﬁ E EEII B that EVEB Bi%‘r €
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A sound, the opening of a cabinet door, attracted my at-
tention, and I turned once more to the north end of the
room. Sir Nicholas was standing at the open central doors of
a tall, wide desk or chest—I could not quite tell which, at
first—thait seemed to have perhaps twenty or so tiny doors or
drawers surrounding the larger pair. From this cabipet he had
taken a small lacquer tray, which rested now upon the sliding
desktop before him, He opened a tiny door at the very top of
the cabinet, slid out a long red lacquer box, and withdrew
from it a bundle of what a?pemd to be ebony sticks inlald
with scales of silver. Replacing the red box with what almost
amounted to ceremony, he began to fit the bundle of “sticks”
together until he had fashipned from them a long, slender
pipe in the form of an evil-isoking viper, Its tail a green jade
mouthpiece, its head, alse of green jade, containing ?Ieamiﬁg
fuby eyes. Suffeunting its head like a crown was a tiny brass
bowl. A strange-leeking pipe, that, afd vaguely suspieleus

He placed the pipe upen the tray, and from still another
cubbyhole produced a small bronze lamp with a handle in the
form of a colling dragon. This lamp he tit, agaln almost cere-
moniousty. A btue flame sprang to life, Now, from another
door In the cabinet he removed a small green jade bex and a
tiny ebony-hangled silver spatula. Suddemly his fingers
trembled slightly, and I saw a eeftain feverish look come into
his eyes. His jaw was set, the museles at the sides ef his face
and at his temples werking cofvulsively as he opened the
jade box and withdiew By means of the spatula a gtebule of
some dark, resineus subsiance that eame away leaviag a len
strifngy rope tadling like a tail. Deftly he spun the spatula &
the tail had Become a part of ihe gebule Now, slewly, with

feat eare, he warmed the mtis gad -of resin in the Blue
aie 6f the exelic Prenze |amp. EVen {wenty feet away I
eould smell the sickly, medicinal eder that arese, pungent
SaouGh 16, 6t IhIBHk e Fsglen seen already in the
foom. The gleBule aR ihe end BF the spatula Bufaed Biue-
green and shrafk t the merest drep, at which Beint SiF Nieh-
ala§ after hsaimg R gwl of the BlB% fisele ef a §6660d 1A
Haﬂa@; s e u&a Fesidug 6f the Fest i818 {he
?me Pausing enly 19 Blow eu% the ﬂa g of i e li& 8 Bfﬁﬁ%%
Qﬂlé e Blﬁ%@ﬁ Big B{-BQ %B HBSH gfami%]evefmaﬂi%
g fireplace a Bis s kl % BK BESB
eHFieUs BIB% 1R seeanEs S§ﬁ§ ﬂaﬁ 3t thelr keen edge and
his guaking hands wers stll.

“Have you never seen chandu before?” he asked.

mro_
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“1 confess I have not, Sir Nicholas, though I have read my
De Quincey, naturally.”

“You are cool, Miss Fennora, You surprise me."

“And you, Sir Nicholas, surprise me not at all.”

“1 believe I detect a note of disapproval in your tone,” he
ghallenged, though by now he seemed mellow and not at all
aggressive,

“1 find far graver flaws in your character to disapprove of,
were 1 so inclined, Sir Nicholas, than the mere display of a
childish penchant for opium-eating.”

*Childish?" he asked mildly.

“Come, sit, grown men with stout hearts and strong minds
have much better things to do with thelr brains and bodies in
the pitifully short span allotted to them on earth than to de-
liberately besot themselves with hashish. Upon my soul, you
are even more like Owen than I would ever have guessed. "

“Like Owen?” This almost shook him out of his drifting
state enough to make him angry.

“Natutally. While the least upset sends him off to raid the
sherry and lay waste the pokt, a petty tiff with a woman that
you don't even care a pin's fee for sends you lato a pipe
dream. That makes no odds, sif, as every good Irish tout well
knows.” 1 thought best te ehange tha subject at this peint,
and so walked across o the broad desk and gazed up at the
Miclength poritait that huag upem the wall behind it, “Se
that's Hanaibal Cheng,” 1 remarked, loeking inte the fierce,
broeding face that glared down from the canvas abeve e, 1
weuld almest wa ef I theught, that Sir Nichelas had prae-
tieed leﬂgﬁheuﬁ Ore iBﬁE portratt iR order 8 perfest his
ewn haugd W&%BE%%&BH This Was decided) Hﬂfﬁif of me, fer
wﬂile it Was b eum@abf fue that R iee gd Hheank
Bis 1ate QfﬁHﬂfﬁEHe thing, S Nichalas’ EJE%WS EVSH

iH%E 1gent, QE aracteristc aps 1Rhek

Fﬁe%fgf;% Hfi@ ee BHH met Ber, W e§e 8% & €§§ efs é
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He had the appearanee, what with his thick black hale po-
manded forward in the rather affected "windswept” style of
the period, of an aglag Chinese version of the typical Regengy
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rakehell. He wore his mustache abristle and his sideburns
curved artfully. His black-and-buifif riding habit, much like Sif
Nicholas’ own, was so tight upon his bread musculat bedy,
and his neck cloth so high around his throat, that he might
well have been strangling for want of aif. In his hand was a
riding crop held in a fmanner that suggested the flogging of
men, not horses, Off i the distahee at bis right was the bell
pagoda of Moandraghan park, Te the left loemed Moeon-
dragon ltself, with the guardian liens leeking eut blindly
toward Bantry Bay. At hig booted feet lay a boek epefi to 4
page upon whieh was written a Bit ef verse, A playful Pe-
kingese dog chewed in delight upen a eerier of the velume,
It was a faneiful, almest silly toueh in what was etherwise a
compelling pertrait of a pawerful and esmmanding Man,

“He does look a Regency buck, don’t he?” Sir Nicholas
asked reflectively.

“That he does,” I agreed.

“He was a great friend of the Duke of Cumberland and his
brother, the Prince of Wales.”

“Was he?” I asked, suddenly more interested. Thase were
two very august .personages indeed, though their reputations
were certainly vile.

; “Helped the ‘Prince of Wales with Brighton Pavilion, In
act.”

“He did?” I asked, rather taken aback. Having seen the pa-
vilion, I was not sure 1 would have wished to make the boast
that anyone of my blood had had aught to do with it, save
perhaps than to aid in its swifi destruction.

“Yes. Seems he gave the prince some Chinese wallpaper as
a gift. The old boy rather liked it.and got the idea that the
whole Interior should be Chinese. I really think that Grand-
papa got a certain perverse pleasure out of seeing a royal
prince and fuilre king of England making an ass of himself.
According te his diaries, he and Ernest Cumberland, who was
a right ready bastard if ever there was one, had many a good
lath over.that menstiosity, They felt that they had really
gutled the prinee inte making a white elephant of the place.”

“Well, it certainly is that,” I agreed.

“Oh, his diaries are a pleasure to read. The things those old
villains did are damn near unprintable, but devilish funny,
Those must have been great days,” he added with a touch of
eavy In his dreamy, drug-softened voice.

“I'm sure,” 1 agreed dryly, thinking of the lack of proper
privies, the childbed fever that in those days could even claim
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the life of a royal princess and heiress presumptive to the
throne, and the typhoid epidemics, silently saying a prayer
of thanks for indoor plumlbmg, the advances of Dr, Lister, and
the introduction of chloroform into surgery. So much for the
Regency period.

“Have you never thought of publishing his diaries? Edited
earefully, of course,” I amended my question prudently.

“I've thought of it. Maybe I will, someday. Haven't the
time now,” he mumbled laconically from a long, comfortably
upholstered divan in a eorner beyond the fireplace. He was
sprawled like a prinece out of one of Richard Burton's Ara-
bian Nights tales. They smoked their pipe dreams through the
sinuous coiling tubes of a hookah, but the effect was much
the same,

A strange sense of unreality overcame me just then as I
leaned agalnst the blg, cluttered, book-piled mahogany desk,
with its bronze lion spewing exotle fumes, and regarded my
drug-soaked host aerass the room. Who would have dreamed
that 1, Deirdre Fennora, priggish, proper Ieish spinster of
modest means and Father lﬂ teftestual pietensions, should find
myself, but twe moenths an erphan, 1ecked in the library of
bizarre and haudted palace in the selitary cempady o
halt= @Hmeae epium-eating Bafeﬁet? What was even straf ef
was that it d ﬁ*t seem ia phase ﬂie a bit! §ufeiy the steke
from Sif Nl@ olas’ pipe wasn't a €€€iﬁ Ay elever Braia! i
laughed eut leud at my silly ceneept, thus rousing my hest
from a drowse.

“Thait’s my father over there,” he drawled, nodding toward
a portralt farther down the same wall toward the dark north
end of the room.

1 moved toward it, nearty knocking over one of several
rolls of Chinese scrolls. that had been stacked haphazardly
against the desk and a nearby chair.

“You certainly are eareless. These scrolls are probably
priceless, and here you let them lie.”

“I've been dolng research. No time for formalities. Tt wiil
all be put right before the ball.”

“No doubt.” I looked up at the portrait of William, second
Baronet Cheng, and was amazed. “Why, he's nothing like you
at all,” 1 could not help but exclaim, even though it was per-
haps 1mpfudent and even a little rude,

*0dd, ain’t it?”

“Not really. He's nothing like his father, either, after all.
Except around the eyes and nese a bit. He leoks more . . .
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more oriental than elther of you~—a purer strain of Chinese,
with less of the massiveness of occidental bone sifucture.”

“He was a purer strain. My grandfather, Sir Hanmidal, was
half-Irish, My grandmother was his first cousin, and she was
only one-guarter Irish. The rest was Chinese blood, so the
strain was indeed strong in my father.”

“He was a fine-looking man. Very sensitive-looking,” I re-
marked, studying the portrait before me,

William Cheng had indeed been a hamdsome man, al-
though of an altogether different type than either his father
or son. His face was long and oval and softer than theirs,
whish were heavier and bonier. His cheekbones, while high
and wide like theirs, were clothed with more flesh; his eyes
were eempletely orlental In cast, soft and almend-shaped,
with a gentle aspeet of kindness rather than command. His
hair was jet black, straight, and worn shert In a style that,
suggested eonvenience Father than fashion. His build was
siender and graseful, his hands small, with shert, tapmgg fin=
gers; deveid, uniike these of either his father oF som, of any
fings: He must, I imagined: by the propertions of his figure in
Fg SUFFeuRdings, have been Bot muen taller than I A6k in
act, mueh lafger | esuld picture him With Lady Elizabeth
Uite readily; the twe of them—semall, light; délicate, and

3pHegmE Ereatrse— aehaas_#sﬁf Eempjement fe_&hs sther:

Rt sFeﬁEaif ewe‘rs the gimea 5; uRadorned HAiterm of a
e8a capfain; the dark blue an e% 4 eerﬂalsmsnﬁmg; EVER 86:
€eRtuating, the yellow easte of his skin: Behind hig Fight
shoulder Were the gently swaying E_aiﬁ% of the valley behipd
Moendragon: Off on his left, a seetion of liff with a tail elip-
per ship af apeher in the bay beyend: At his feet, ne Pekin:

ese eaverted; ne boek lay epen. Only peemies grew. That in
tself posed a question as to his nature; the austere eestume
and almost ascetic severity of his grooming, the stark cliffs
and anchored ship, somehow did not go hand in hand with the
delicate lush flowers at his feet or even with the romantic
image of swaying palms that somehow, at least to me, con-
jured images of subtropical lands beyond the seas. Just as
the oddly playful dog seemed out of character with the force
of Hannibal Cheng’s personality, so the delicate peonies and
palms were out of place somehow with the blue-garbed sever-
jty of Witliam Cheng.

“Your mother and father must have made a fine-looking
couple,”

o an ]
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“I suppose so0,” he remarked offliandedly. “My grandfather
couldn’t stand him, you know.”

“Whyever not, Sir Nicholas?” Actually, I could imagine a
variety of reasons why a man like Hamnibal Cheng could
very possibly dislike his own son,

“He thought he was weak. Had no respect for him. Ar-
ranged my parents' marriage. Thought it might help straight-
en him out.”

“A wife often does that for a young man. Gives him a sort
of direction and purpose in life,” I rejoined helpfully.

“He wasn't young at all. He was in his forties when he
merried and died. Had spent his youth in China studying the
arts—poetry and the like.” Here his voice filled with con-
tempt. “Only liked sailing so he could get away from here
and go out there and live like a bloody Chinese.” Bitterness
toward the image he had of his father seethed in his voice.

“Was that so terrible? After all, China is as much or more
a part of the Cheng heritage as Ireland even after all these
generations. It was in his blood—as it is in yours.”

“I'm an Irishman. My sons will be Trishmen. In fact, they
will have English blood in their veins, the blood of old nobil-
ity.”

“I was already aware that your sons will have the blood of
old nobility in thelr veins. The blood of your brave, noble,
royal Chinese ancestors! Lord deliver me from people who
cannot accept what they are, but who must run away and
find ways to hide from what they are.”

Fortumatety he chose to ignore my remarks, and went on
pursuing his own train of thought. “If hed lived, he’d have
left my mother eveﬂtuallﬁ._- He loved her, in his way, of
eetirse, but it Wis against Ris nature o stay here with her at
Meoendragen, t8 stay with any wernan, faybe. 1t was against
%\{ggyghmg he really wanied. tt¢ Best, I suppese, that he

“That’s a terrible thing to say.”

“Tt is, isn’t it? Well, there’s no help for it. He was dead be-
fore my mother stopped loving him. That, at least, is a
blessing.”

“Oh, for whom? If she had known the truth as you seem to
kaow it, she might have been able to forget his memory long
ago and be happily mariied again te a man whe ceuld leve
her as she deserves te be leved.” His typical fiaseuline pre-
SufptuousnRss ifritated me fe end.
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“My mother remarey! She would never have done such a
thing!” Clearly I had touched a sore spot,

“Would she not? Many a woman has, you know. Not every
woman dons the weeds like the Widow of Windsor and pines
for a dead husband. In fact, even Victoria had her John
Brown,” I added a little maliciously,

“What kind of a woman, I ask you?” he challenged, a little
irrelevantly and with great righteousness.

“Well, certainly not one fit to be the mother of a Cheng, 1
will admit.” I murmured this last dryly—and to myself, I
thought.

“I heard that,” he shouted sharply. His volce surptised me,
for he had seemed to be in a hazy, languid stupor for some
time now. In a second, with the grace of a rather large cat,
he had bolted from the couch and was at my side, his broad,
muscular body very clese beside my own. His eyes were
seething with anger, even hatred, as hie gazed up at the por-
teait of his long-dead father, wher he never knew,

“He was a sly, efferminate dabbler and had no business get-
ting a son off any woriian.”

“That Is quite a judgment to be made by a son who was
not even born till a month after the death of his father.. Upon
what basis is thalr judgment miadie?”

“Hannibal Cheng's diaries and Mrs, Ling, who knew him
well.”

“And you trust them both implicitly, I am sure. With much
reason, too. No father ever had an ax to grind with his own
son.” My sarcasm was lost upon him. He made a bitter moue
at the portrait of his father, and turmed to me, a certain sur-
liness in his manner.

"Get over there and sit down.” He-nodded to a chair fac-
ing his desk.

I dldn't argue, not knowlng hiow the opium might have af-
fected him. 1 need not have worried, however, for I saw al-
most at once that his anger had been directed solely at
the portrait. In fact, upon closer observation, I could see that
he was quite himself again, the effects of the drug having
worn off or perhiaps net having been very great to begin with,
I began, in faet, to suspect him of a bli of dramatic sham-
faing. He strode over te the desk, standing with careless poise
beneath the perttait of Hammiibal Cheng,

“Now, he was a man!” He slammed his fist down on the
desk in order to emphasize his statement. “When Hannibal
Cheng sald ‘Jump,’ people jumped.”
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*Always the mark of a great man,” 1 eanawrred siildiy..

*Your snideness is not lost upon me, lady.”

“1 hope not. It would Indicate a certain dullness of wit.”

“Bitch.” He muttered ihis to himself, and since I half-
agreed with hira, 1 samsined sitent.

“Who was it that you saw on the portico last nlght?”

The sudden change of tone and subject took me aback. I
looked up at him, startled.

"Who was on the portico?” he reiterated.

*I don't know. I only saw a glimmer through. the louvers;
the glimmer of an eye, 1 realized at onee, It was oaly a mat-
ter of seconds before Owen was after him, but wheever it
was had already gene, Owen assumied that it was an eaves-
dropper interesied in ouF conversation.”

"My mother was telling you about the treasiire?”

IGYe&l’

*She had no business doing that, you know.”

“T am her friend. She confided In me because she is wor-
fied about you. I think she needed to talk to someone sympa-
thetic to her. Worien do that, you kaow.”

“And you are sympathetlc?”

“To your mother, yes. To you, no. You are a very foolish
man. One hardly wrecks the basis of one’s fortunes for love,
with only the slendet hope of recouping by means of a sup-
posed ‘pirate treastife.’ it is, as I say, a foolish and, most
likely, vain gamble. You stand to lese everything you possess
by that course—including the lady you are tfying t6 win, In
fact, she'd probably be the first t0 ge, at the merest plimpse
of the initial pinched penny.”

“You don't even know her. How dare you say such
things?” He was angry again now, glaring as usual. His elder
incarnation glared in likke manner from the gold frame behind
him. I was fet in the meed te Ba gl@f@d at by the prandson
a8 well as the grandfather, and so I Bit My tongue and tried
8 paeify Rim.

“You are quite right, Sir Nicholas. I do not know the lady
and have hot the slightest right to speak so. Pray forgive my
sharp tongue. I assume that, having answered your question
in regard to the eavesdfaapper, the gonversation 13 now at an
end.” I rose and walked toward the deor. He still leaned
agaifst the desk, his hahds splayed out ulpen its cluttered,
boek-strewn surfaee, watching me with a look of frustrated
anger. Clearly he wanted e eontinue edr fight and werk him-
selF inte anether tirade. 1 weuld net abet hind this tifme,
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At the door I paused, turning the big brass key in the lock
and removing it surreptitiously behind the cover of my skirt.
“Until luncheon, Sir Nichelas, Good luck finding your
treasure:” Here I gave a derisive laugh and withdrew. Once
out in the hall, I paused again only long enough to insert the
key in the outer side of the library door and turn it gently in
the lock. Since Sir Nicholas enjoyed locked doors so much, X
was sure he'd love this one.

Grinning wickedly to myself, T mounted the Stairs and
walked back to my sitting room., Mrs, Ling apd Shi Fu, Sir
Nicholas' manservant, were overseeing the repair of my door
by two small, wiry Chinese carpentets. I greeted them with
cool dignity, and then, with an impish gleam 1n my eye, sug-
gested to Shi Fu that he would be well advised to look in
upon his master in about five minutes’ time,

He studied my face with passivity for a moment and then
withdrew, walking wiih an unchaiechibiicallly quick step
toward the stalrs. A sudden pounding upon the library doors
below caused him to fairly fly dewn 1nto the maln ball.

Mrs. Ling nodded te me, a slight smile of tribute playing
on her serene and passive lips. I nodded in return and slipped
f;st the carpeaters into my reem. It had been quite a mora-

g. ¢

Owen was out on the pottico looking down over the balus-
trade with some degree of concentration. He didn't even hear
me as I came out and joined him.

“What iIs so fascinating down there?" I asked, leaning far
gver and following the direction of his gaze almost straight

own.

He looked up quickly and grinned. “Hello, didn’t hear you
come out. Been down with Nichotas, 1 undetstand? Had quite
a row, you twe.”

“Row? Why, no, aot at aill’"I answered innocently. “I
didn't raise my velee onee,”

"You may not have, but he did, I'll wager. Kicked in your
door, too. You ought to wateh him, Deitdre. He can be a
very nasty customer when his 1rish is up, as they say. Why, I
imagine he's not above hittin’ a lady.”

“Oh, and are you?” 1 smiled.

“Am I what?" he asked guilelessly,

“Above hitting a lady?"

“A lady, yes. A dexy, no. Women Iln general, though, need
a good cuffiii' once in a while. Keeps ‘em in line, dont ya
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know.” Here be pursed his lips In amusement. I knew he
didn’t wish me to take him seriously, but I did, nevertheless. I
doubted a man like Owen was strong enough to take on a
strong woman of sensibility, but he probably played havoc
among the weak, devoted servant girls that he had his way
with of a night,

“What do you think would happen to a man that ‘cuffed’
me?" I asked quietly.

Here he roared appreciatively, taking the question as a
good %oke “Why, he'd have a perishin’ war on his hands, the
poor fool.”

We both laughed at this. He took my arm, and we started
to stroll around the portico toward the stairs to the garden,
passing the open doors to my bedroom, the shuttered doors to
the next guest suites, and finally the open doors to Sir Nicho-
las' huge apartments on the western, or seaward, end of the
house. Rounding the corner, Owen let gp my arm and

sty > ssonvedtiing daik sant] ssoftibodiding fham the
flagstone fiboor It dodiestirrativerl likenaddesmonse.
"W »higgotithee?”?' T hakkddcuridushly.

“Not sure. What does it look like to you?" He held out the
mouse-gray lump on the palm of his hand,

“It’s a clump of very dusty cobweb. At first I thought it
was a mouse.”

“So did 1. Where would somethin’ like this come from?
Nicholas has had this house eleaned so. spotless that there's
not a spider left, let alone a web. And as for dust, he's ban-
ished that for the next fortnight at least, lest a mote light
upon Miss Paget.”

“Are you thinking that it was carried here from somewhere
else by our eavesdropper last night?”

Owen removed a silk square from his breast pocket and
carefully wrapped the bit of cobweb in it. *Momsieur C. Au-
guste Dupin would consider this a elue, wotld he not?”

“That he would,” 1 concucied heartily.

“Well, I guess it will be safe here.” He replaced the silk
square in his pocket and patted his breast lightly. “T may get
to the bottom of this yet.”

“Of course you shall! May I help, Monsieur Dupin?"

“Ma chere amie, but of course,” he replied with-a Gallic
shirug of the shoulders.

We laughed and continued on arm In arm down to the
garden, where we strolled about aimlessly for a time, neither
of us feeling the need to speak, but each of us wrapped up in
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our own thoughts. By his frequent sighs and the interpal een-
versation he seemed to be helding with himself, I could teli
that Owen had gotten the matter of the eavesdropper off his
mind and had some fmore personal thoughts upon his mind, 1
had had an Idea for some time that I was being coutted. Now
he seemed to be on the brink of speaking.

“You are unlike yourself, all of a sudden, Owen.”

“Am I? I am sotry. Shall I be more cheetful, perhaps?”

“You needn’t sham, you know,” I replied, rather more tefs
derly than I had expected of myself. Sitely I could not have
anl); but the mest supetficial feelings for this wine-bibbing fas-
ca

“I was wishing that I had something to do with my life. It's
all very well swilling shetry and rolling the loeal lasses—for=
give me, Delrdre, but that's how I spend my nights, afier all.”

“T am well aware,” I answefed, remembering the sounds of
Owen Sarsfleld-Jofies huramning bawdy love songs under his
breath as he passed my bedfoofn on many a night. “Why do
you hot rejoin your regiment of whatever it is you army
gentlemen do?”

“Can't,” he mumbled.

“Why not?” '

“Cashiered!” }ie replied.

“Cashiered? What on earth for?”

“Cheating at cards.”

“And did you?”

“Did I what?”

“Cheat at cards.”

“Yes, of course. Does that shock you?”

I hugged his arm and laughed, “No.” I shook my head.
“No, Owen, oddly enough, it dossat,'.,

He laughed, his youthful bright eyes aglow, and twired me
about in a dance step. Suddenly W Wire waltzing down the
flagstone avenue between the garden beds. He was quite good
company when he wasn’t drinking, and of late he had not
been drinking as much as usual. I fattered myself that I had
something to do with it.

“Tell me, Deirdre,” he asked, once he had collapsed, still
laughing, on a bench at the end of the garden, “are you left
well fixed by your father?”

I had expected this. “Why, yes, Owen, T am, Comfortable,
at least. I shall never want for the comforts of life.”

“Or the little luxuries one gets so accustomed to?" he asked
with a guileless charm.
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“No, nor the little luxuries, either. Father was very
prudent.”

*Lucky you,” he murmured. “My father, the old bastard,
{ost it all and left me to fend.”

*And you couldn’t, poor baby,” 1 sympathized.

"No,” he mourned ruefully.

Ah, Owen, I thought. What a charming rogue you are.
Rather like a big spoiled baby. You like me well enough, it's
true, but you are woolng me for my money, and oddly
eneugh, I'm rather enjoying it. Well, and why fiet? Yeu are af
engaging rogue, you're fourteen years younger thamn Alexan-
der MoNally and a geed deal handsermer, with yeur ieng,
slender, graceful build and bright blue eyes. | leeked at him
1R beﬁide me oA the Beneh. He was feeling §8 serry for

tselt that It almest made me laugh eut leud.

He is going to ask me to marry him any minute. What
would it be like? I wondered. Fun at first! I'd open the house
in Dublin. There would be parties and dinners and the the-
ater. He'd like that quite well. But then boredora would set in
again, and he'd begin to drink too mueh and womanize. Of
caurse, he'd stlli be mine. I'd probably have a child, which
would be fiee, and of course, everyone weuld pity me, for it
wauld beseme obvieus that he had married me only for my
meney.

Owen took my hand in his and kissed it. Very quietly, al-
most sadly, he asked, "'Deirdre, will you marry me?”

“No, Owen, my dear,” I whispered tenderly.

“What?” He looked at me sharply.

*“I said, ‘No, thank you,’ Owen.”

“Ohl That’s what I thought you said.”

“Owen?”’

IIYes?”

“Don't be sad, Owen, You wouldn’t have been happy any-
way. You see, my money is all in an unbreakable trust.”

“Oh! I see! Thank you fior telling e

“You are quite welcome.”

Slowly we rose and walked arm in arm back up the garden
path toward Moondragon,

b Aéxd like the red Indians in America, another propesal “bit
the dust.”

There was nothing of sadness in° Owen's countenance at
luncheon, and so it was with some relief that T could assume
he had taken my rejection of his suit in stride, The only out-
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ward sign of what may have been his inward thoughts were a
knitted brow, a faraway look in the eyes, and the faet, un-
usual for him, that he was neither voluble nor bibulous.
These manifestations meaft littte, I assured myself hopefully.
After all, he was not a very deep man; he would not suffer
the kind of pangs a man like Alexander MacNally would suf-
fer at such a rejection. His was a weak character, and his af-
fections, therefore, ran less deep—or 86 I thought, perhaps a
bit too smugly.

Lady Elizabeth did not speak of my moraing contretemps
with her son over luncheen, but I could tell that she was ea-
ger to hear the details, having heard but a sketchy otitline
from Kathleen upon her artrival back at Moondragon after a
ride into Glencannis village. Deeming it improper to discuss
such a matter over luncheon, when servants might overhear
us, and despite the fact that Sir Nicholas himself presented
no deterrent to our speaking freely, he having absented him-
self from the meal entirely, Lady Elizabeth practiced her
usual almost inhuman forbearanee and waited until we mighi
chat in the privagy of her siiting room. Owen, minus his
usual St. Boniface's ¢up, jeined us, still lest in his brown
study and most of the time mera of less oblivious of our dis-
cussion.

However, I told the story of my confrontation with Sir
Nicholas with great vigor and no little humor, thus eliciting
several hearty guffaws from him, even in spite of his general
abstraction. Lady FElizabeth, on the other hand, though
greatly absorbed by my description of the morning’s events,
was mortified, not so much at Sir Nicholas® behavior—which
was, after all, typleal—but rather at mine, which she deemed
unladylike.

“Really, Deirdre, you are too bold entirely! Your behavior
was quite caleulated to bait him. Is not Nicholas strong-willed
and violent enough without you goading him to further dis-
plays of his tyrannous nature? It is too hard having such a
son, though I dearly love him. Must my dear friend’s child,
one who Is becoming nearly a daughter to me, deliberately
bring out the very worst in him? Even Owen would never
dare rouse Nicheolas so!”

At this point Owen slapped his long, rather overslender
thigh and laughed delightedly.

“My hat’s off to ya, Deirdre, my love. Bess’s quite right,
ya know. I'd never date rouse him so, knowin’ full well *pon
what side ma bread s buttered, don’t ya know? But that don't
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stop me cheerin’ ya lustily, lass, for you won in that little
set-to, Deirdre love. You won, and in this house nobody ever
wins but Nicholas.”

“Owen, how you talk! He is your very own nephew, and
you talk so! It is too disloyal of you!”

“Bess, if you’d ever let me or his governor lay a rod to his
bare backside when he first started his temper tantrums, he'd
be a better man for it today. He's had his own way in this
world since the day he was born, and you've only yourself to
blame now if you don't like his behavior.”

Lady Elizabeth made no answer, but clucked her tongue
and sulked. 1 myself was inclined to agree with Owen's ap-
praisal, though it was not my place to comment. Moreover,
siice Owen was himself a spoiled, overindulged younger son
whe had never learned to manage a useful life of his own, 1
felt 1 eould hardly enceurage him in teo veeifereus a 6Fiti=
gism of his nsphew. Sir Nichelas, afier all, in spite of his vie-
{ent temper and auteeratic nature, sesmed te have a wsefut
braia and an aetive life.

Perhaps, 1 thought, the key to the characters of both men
lay somewhat in Lady Elizabeth's own easy, indulgent nature,
It had not taken me long to discover that despite her impui-
sive and vivacious gitlishness, she had a strong will and great
personal discipline. Unfortunately, she had very little “bark”
and almest Ae “bite” whatsoaver when it cafie to others, Her
servants obeyed her out of sheer love of her happy nature.
With her famify it was a different matter. However often she
fight eemmand Owen 6f chide us all, it Rad little effest.
Owen breezily ignered her eemmands and went Ris awa dis=
selute merry Way, and one soen get used to her chiding and
realized that she ceuld never Baeck up Rer werds. She was far
180 softhearted for her ewn geed, and esriaialy had heen s8
for the goed of Owen, whe had Besp WiLR Rer & MaeR-
dragen H%Qfé 8F Jess eadlw from Ris feuriesnin or fiftesnt
g@ﬁh ar 8{5 S %!Eh 33, Whese lg =$lFuRg, aUiBcratic M-

erament shauld have Been famed trom Ris eariest Infaney.

Still, one could hardly blame her. Like the light, trim
sailing craft that she was, Lady Flizabeth had needed, a
strong hand at her own helm. Instead, it had been Rer lot if
life to steer the course alone, not only for herselt but also for
twoe heavier ships of the line. Who could blame her if they had
disobeyed her signals and gene off on mere erratie courses of
their ewn? At least they were still a part of her figei, 56 to
spealk, and that in itself was semething.
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But now I thought it politic to change the subject, since
Lady Elizabeth was clearly hurt by Owen's remarks about Sir
Nicholas, and Owen himself was in fie feed to be sparing of
her feclings. Instead, I turned the cenversation to hew very
much I was enjoeying my stay. Frem thenee it was enly a
small leap to the visit my pareats had made to Mooendragen.
This was a subject whieh interested me greatly, sinee afy-
thing that teuched upen ihe subjest 6f my leng-dead mother
was dear to my heatt.

“Your mother adored Moondragon.” Lady Elizabeth
smiled sentimentally, “It appealed to her sense of romance,
even as it always has to mine, You fhay net remember,
Deirdre, but your mother was a dreamer wilth a great longs
ing—never fulfilled, unfortunately—for travel and adventiire.
Moondragon was 66 exetic that she uised to say she feli as if
she had been te China just having been here these few short
weeks. She hated te leave, I kiew.”

“Your father didn’t much like havin® to insist that they
leave early. He spent all his time in the library goin® over all
them perishin® Greek and Latin tomes that Hanaibal Cheng’s
Irish grandfather, Valerian Wallace, left to him,” Owen
drawled carelessly.

“You philistfne,” 1 retorted. “Those manuscripis are
priceless. Of course my father would have spent all his time
among them. But no mattet now! Why did he insist they
leave early?”

“Your father would not have your dear mother stay a mo-
ment longer than necessary, once he learned she was having a
setfes of frightfiul mightimeres. He was et —"

“Nightmares,” I exclainied.

“Why, I'd forgotten ali about that; Begs,” Owen interjected.

“Oh, do be quiet, Owen! What nightmares, Lady Eliza~
beth?” I asked, strange mixed feelings of foreboding and ex-
citement suddenly warring within me. 1 almost knew what
was coming next: I dreaded it, and yet I had to know.

“I suppose it must have had something to do with her con-
ditlon at the time. None of us knew, of cwurse, but . . .
Owen, I do wish you were not here! It is not proper to speak
of such things before you, It is quite bad enough to speak so
to Delrdre, who is unmaried, but with you here it is quite
Impaessible.” Lady Elizabeth looked vexed and fretful. I, I am
sure, looked dismayed. Whatever she had to say might be
very imperiant t6 me, and here she was going on about pro-
prieties, which bethered me not at all under the circum-
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siances. I made a mute appeal for help to Owen with m
eyes, and he came, rather ungracefully but nevertheless gal-
lantly, to my rescue by jumping into the fray himself,

“What Bess is tryin’ to say without sayin’ it in so many
words is that your mother was with child at the time-—car-
fyln' you, in fact.”

“Really, Owen, how you talk!” his sister fretted.

I might have agreed with Lady Elizabeth’s protest under
other circumstances, but despite the blush that I felt creep up
my neck and across my cheekbones, I pursued the rather in-
delieate subject, regardless of what had been my mother’s
condition at the time,

“Do you mean to say . . . 7’ I began. “How long were my
parents here? When did they leave? And what of these night-
mares?”

Lady Elizabeth answeted my questions readily, hoping, no
doubt, te steer Owen off the subject. “They arrived in the
third week of September, planning to stay through the end of
Noverber in ofder to be here for some hunting. They left
abruptly at the end 6f the first week of November because
your mother Rad been having a series of nightmares that
were distutbing beth her sleep and her nerves.”

“She saw the ghost, too, I think, didn’t she?” Owen asked
matter-of-factly.

“Ghost! What ghost?” Things were falling into place with
great rapidity, and it was beginning to get beyond me.

“You are quite right, Owen. She did. I had made note of it
in my diary at the time. I just reread those passages a few
weeks ago, after I heard of Dr. Fepnora's death. It brought
the whole visit back quite elearly to my mind.”

“Please, Lady Elizabeth,” 1 Interrupted. “What ghost?
What is it llke? When has 1t been seen, and by whom?”

“Deirdre, Deirdre”—Lady Elizabeth laughed—*"calm
down. I shall answer you in good time.” She settled into a
corner of her mahogany sofa, fluffing up the rose-colored
eushions for comfort. Every second of delay made fae fidget
the mere. I have often baef told that I lack the vittue of pa-
tienee, I suppese that is true. I khew I certainly had nAene
then. Finally, having settled in, she began,

“Of course, I've never seen the ghost. I do not really- be-
Heve there Is one. After all, none of us—Mirs. Ling, Owen,
Nieholas, of myself—have ever seen her and we are not only
the only reliable people who might have done so, but also the
most likely, We, except for Nicholas of course, are always
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here at Moondragon. If she were to appear at all, it would
surely be to one of us. Yet she, if she exists at all, has ap-
peared to only three people: an elderly Irish cook of ours,
nearly senile at the time; Hannibal Ling, who is a half-wit;
and your dear mother, whose veracity I would not doubt for
a minute were it not for the fact that she was in a family way
at the time and, not unnatusalily, vulnerable to emotional up-
set. Hers was, 1n fact, a very difficult pregnancy—thete, I've
said it, Owen—and one that ultimately precluded the possibil-
ity of more family without grave danger to herself. Naturally,
under the circumstances, her sighting of a ‘ghost’ was hardly
to be taken any more seriously than the sightings of the other
two. The nightmates, on the other hand ... .”

Although the subject of my mother’s nightmates and their
possible similarity to my own interested me greatly, I was not
yet ready to dismiss the stibject of the ghost, however unrelia-
ble Lady Elizabeth might deem the withesses to be. I broke 1a
rathet rudely, I am afraid. “Who is this cook you have men-
tioned? Might I speak with her?"

Owen answered with a shake of his head. “Poor Mautje's
long since gone west, ma love, She was a dear old party, she
was. Always had some treat ta fill the bottormless stomach of
a gawky, growin’ gad, and enough storles in her ta keep my
hackles on end from morn till night. She had ‘the sight,’ ya
know, or 80 she claimed, and somehow I nevet doubted It for
a minute myself, She firsi saw the ghost shortly after Sir
William died. Claimed to see it on and off for two or three
years, maybe more, till she finally died. That must have been
in 1854 or 1855." Owen broke off and looked inquiringly at
his sistet. “When did old Matie finally creak, Bess?”

“She dled, Owen,” Lady Elizabeth tematked pointedly, “in
the spring of 1856, and she was quite addled for years be-
fore. BEvery Irish peasant woman over sixty claims to have
‘the sight’ or to have been born with a caul, or both! Really,
Owen, you can be 8o gullible.”

“Hammifbal has seen this lady ghost too?" I pursued.

“So Mrs. Ling says. I personally have never been able to
understand a word of his gibberish myself. Ever since he was
about twelve he has claimed to see a Chinese woman in a
gold robe. Of course, we all dismiss it as raving. After all,
look at what the poor ereature Is.” Lady Elizabeth was get-
ting impatient with the subject of ghosts,

“Hanmnibal Ling is what is often called a natural, and very
often naturals are gifted with the sight. Your cook, Mautie,
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claimed to have the sight. Thefe is no evidence that she was
fiot so gifted, whatever senility may have done to her mind in
her last years. My mother and her mother before her both
had the sight. It was an aceepted fact in our farmily, and was
fiever questioned. My fiether's cendition at the tithe of her
stay here may enly have heightened hek receptivity.”

“Really, Deirdre, you cannot serlously consider that—"

“Be quiet, Bess. Can't you see that she's leading up to
something? Go on, Deirdre.”

“Thank you, Owen,” I sald, perhaps a shade too righ-
teously to be polite. “Yes, ¥ am leading up to something. You
see, Lady Elizabeth, I, tee, have the sight. I, tee, have seen a
phest at Moondragen, and she is a Chifese weman in a
golden robe. A 1 as mad as Hannibal Ling, do yeu thifk?”

“Merciful heaven, Delrdre. You surely cannot mean it?”
Lady Elizabeth was quite taken aback, Before I could go on,
however, QOwen broke i thoughtfully, with a perplexed frown
knltting hls brow, Clearly hie at least took me to be serious
and was eoncerned,

“It's devilish odd, you kanow, Delrdre, but goin’ all the way
back to the very first Chengs in Ireland, there's mever been
any mention of a ghost—not once—till the gear 1851. Now,
think a minute,” he urged, his eyes lost in thought, his right
flesfsgfg’gef wagping in the air between us. "What happened in

“What did not happen?” I retorted ironieally. “The head of
the family was-lost at sea, his son succeeded to the baronetcy,
gmﬂ to die himself, leaving as his heir an unbora son to In-

ef =__!l

“Precisely! An unborn sonl Nicholas wasa't born, in fact,
until January 3, 1852, A broken link in a chain that had
never been broken before—not ifi generations. From the be-
pinning, each father had passed oA to bis sen the secret of the
Cheng plrate heard. Hanmibal Cheng had given the secret to
his son, William—"

“But William never lived to pass the seeret on to his son.
The treasure therefore was lost. Nobody knows its where-
abouts now . ...” I broke off, my eyes loeking with Owen’s.
Two minds with but a single thought! We spoke the words to-
geiher, each knowing what the other woutd say.

“The phost knows!”

Lady Elizabeth was exasperated. “Whatever has got into
you two? 1 do fiot believe for a second in spirits, but I must
admit that you two are beginning to frighten me, Stop li!*
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“Do be quiet, Bess. This is important.” Owen was too
caught up in the implications of our conversation to stand on
ceremony with his sister. “Deirdre, describe this tHing you've
seen, and when you've seen it.”

Both my hostess, reluctant though she was, and her
brother, eager as a hound on the scent, listened with rapt at-
tention as I related in great detail each of my many experi
ences With ray Lady of the Dragon, beginning with my first
fateful sighting of her in Merrion Square on that frosty,
moenlit night in January. When T was dene, Lady Eliza-
beth was nervously twisting her handkerchief, silent and
teary-eyed, Owen, after mulling ever my werds for a few me-
Ferits, slapped his hands en his knees and eried eut, "We're
Fight; gell This Iady ghest, Wheever she is, is t mg 9 el @u
something: You, 'cause Rene of the Bthers Whe've seam.
eVeF described. anything but a ERinese weman iR a leag

glder Febe: She's only shewed this dragen neeklace to
thgﬁa Pf% ZSH Egee What it 'means? She Wants you to know a euf

A§l>zh Y §Bm§ﬁm& ¢ ansyersd fippantly, hie f8-
% {E IBH t a?b% %muﬂf gig th

feeags s Hmte Jeaps
N = o o
a %b? d8 wan 28 18 ﬂﬁ |§ trsa rgF qrﬂvf %B af

8H- FFHH 8 FHSr 8 WEFE B8R 1R RIS UsHa 11§ Man:

H@F- a HSW: Beirdre gsl; é SHVVBHF meth EF§ ‘1R 2
family Way may have heighfened Ber abilities as a elairvey-
aRt: Does it 8eeuF to yeu that yeur own Bein' able o seee-
gven to nnderstand and eommunicate With—this lady ghegt
ey be in part due to the faet that your mether was earryin'
you when she fivst saw her?”

“It does occur to me, More than that, Owen! I've just been
counting, and . . .* Here I threw propriety to the winds in
the excitement that I felt in every fiber of my being, The
jumble of puzzle pieces seemed to be falling into place with
startling rapidity. Caught up as I was, I knew no embarrass-
ment, but went on at a high fever pitch. “Look you, Owen, 1
was born on July 10, 1856! Counting back nine months ... .”

Owen did a rapid count of his own and cried out. “By
damn, you were coneeived in this very house! Of coutse, the
lady ghost of Moondragon could pep up to visit you in Dub-
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lin! She probably felt you were an old friend—'knew you
when,’ so to speak.”

Lady Elizabeth moaried.

“Because of the accident of my conception here at Moon-
dragon, a double psychic link—"

“Psychic link?" Owen looked ptizzled.

“Yes, that's what the Society for Psychical Research would
call it. A sort of ‘spiritual bond' was formed between my
Lady of the Dragon and myself at my cenceptioa—my
mother, a natural clairveyant herself, being the catalyst. 1t is
why 1, of all the elairveyants whe have seen her sinee 1851,
see her meost clearly and mest eften.”

"'This is fascinatin’, uttetly fascinatin’, love.”

“Well, 1 think it is too hortible. And the way you talk,
Deirdre. It mortifies me to think that you should speak of
such shocking things as . . . as . . . and iA mixed company,
at that. In front of Owen, of all peeple! Have modern young
ladies ne sensibilities whatever? Ne sense of shame or propH-
ety?. 1 can say nie mere! I leave yeu twe te yeur own
deviees.” Lady Elizabeth flouneed inte her bedreom in what
Owen would have deseribed as a “huff” slamming the door
behind hef. 1 started up, eoncerned that I had deeply offend-
ed her, and suddenly eonseigus myself of the shecking
Rature of My eenversation with Oweh.

“Oh, sit down, gel. She'll be all right by teatime. Leave her
be.” Obeying his impatient "commmand, I flopped ungracefully
back into the chair, knocking my head on its mahegany back
as I did. It hurt, but I hardly noticed it, so caught up was I in
the afternoon’s revelations, Owen sat baek against the couch
and regarded me theught_fullé_‘fef a few minutes, sucking his
teeth abstractedly the while. Finally he asked a question that
was fhore a statefent of fact, by the tene of his veice,

“You've had the nightmares too, haven't ya, gel?”

“Yes,” I confessed, suddenly rather limp and played out by
the tensions of the conversation. “They're the worst, I'm not
afrald of her. She drains me, but she comforts me somehow,
too. The nightmares, on the other hand, are a horror. I have
them every few Rights, and though .1 sleep soundly afterward,
1 always waken with a strange, vague feeling that something
has eluded e, that there s sofe reason why I am being tor-
tured so, The drear is supposed t6 mean something to me, 1
think, 11 a0 1 Widlersiand snmating e its tar-
toks, I atA sure, but what that might be, I just den’t know.”

“Are they always the same, lass?’
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“Always!”

“Tell me.”

And so I did. Bvery horrible moment, I relived in the tell-
ing, All the terror of the impenetrable blackness, the stifling
airlessness, the repulsive flaking away of my crusted skin, the
unbearable opptession, and, worse of all, the strange, eternal,
deathless dying. To be dead and not to die! Monstrous!

At the end, I leaned back In my chair, tears welling in my
eyes, dry sobs racking my chest. Owen siood above me and
took my haads, gently pulling me up to him. For a loag me-
ment 1 stood close against him, enfolded like a ehild In his
comforting arms, Thea he drew away, and placiig an arm
about my sheulders, led e out the deers of Lady Elizabeth's
sitting room and ente the portico. As we walked teward my
6Wn apartment, a balmy breeze blew actess the sunlit bay,
eleanly sweeping the dréad oppression of the nightmare frem
iy spirit, OWen stopped at My deets, and iﬁklﬂ% my sheul-
ders IR his twe hands, leoked dewn at me with uBwenied
softness in Ais usually misehisveus blue syss.

“You are played out, my love. Nap till teatime. I'll tell
Kathleen to come to you in a while. And don’t worry, lass.
We’re in this together now, you and L.1 think we've got us a
real mystery on pur hands, but the bloody key is here some-
where, damn me, and we'll find it together.” He bent down,
kissed my cheek lightly, and whispered, “Rest you, now, ma
chine: amie, or you'll be in no condition to assist me.”

I smiled wanly. “Qui, Monsizur Dupin.”

Before retiring to my room, I watched him as he moved
thoughtfully down the portico. Owen Sarsfield-Jones was not
such a rogue, after all, I mused.
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The Night of the
Moondragaen Ball

. « . and nothing is but what is not.
—Shakespeare

That glorious, long-awaited day finally dawned, and with it
burst upon Moondragon the brilliant “sun” that was the
mueh heralded Honorable Vietoria Paget, youngest daughter
of that celebrated darling of the Marborough House set, the
Earl of Wessex. She ariived early on a Thutsday morning in
the last week of Juae in the mest elegant of all Moondragon’s
elegant ettﬂgage. It had been sent to fetch her and her party
from Cork by the everland feute, which I, fortunately, had
been sgafed! thanks te the Pride o' Baniry. I say “fortu-
nately,” having neted, with seme malicious satisfactien, the
layer of dust and general aura of disarfay that semewhat
féé'?“?ﬁ% lt\idei?xsi?éage_{e’g fiu&eii gdefeevsgt I i%l@ httt %euld e;leﬁ
tekt th 2y Had Bravght eut a ikt oF peevis
Efﬂ!ﬁhliliy ;g é%sgﬁlag% _giFFs charaeler, 4 faset that eauld net

elp But gladden My partizan 1Hsh heart.

To be honest, however, the Honorable Victoria Paget was,
in Owen's phrase, a real stunner. She was very young, per-
haps twenty, and had that flawless, warmly cotored skin that
brings to mind the bloom on a peach. Her hair was the thick
ted-gold of ene of Burne-Jones’s pre-Raphaelite angels, albeit
worh in the latest Londen fashion—upswept I lush masses
and rolls and fringed across the forehead, Her eyes were
large—a trifle toe eold, I theughi—and of a deep dark blue.
in shert, Rer celering was as rich and vatied as my own was
drab and toneless, Onee 1 hiad been proud of my ravens-wing
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“Black Irish” halr and these ever-changing hazel eyes, so very
like my mother’s, but although my looks had improved since
my arrival at Moondragon, I knew that my features even at
their best would never be a match for those of the Honorable
Miss Paget.

Moreover, if her traveling costume waQ any indication of
the rest of her wardrabe, she had exquisite taste in clothing,
having the good fortune to know how best to enhance her
tiny, well-proportioned figure. She wore a dark green linen
dress and cape set off with rose and pistachio-green braid
trimming, a pert lMitle feathered hat, and the very finest Par-
isian kid boots, which showed prettily as she alighted from
the brougham on the hand of Sir Nicholas. Ah, well, 1
thought upon seeing him—haughty and handsome and as
broad and strongly built and dark as she was small and deli-
cate and fair—with his future fiancee, they do make an ele-
gant pair. It was then, as the two of them stoed greetiag one
another beside the carriage in the courtyard belew our
vantage point on the portico outside my rooms, that Owen
made his remark that she was indeed a “stunner.” It was real-
ly not what I had wished te heat frem him, under the cit-
cumstances, Could he fet, for fmy sake, find her tee shert, of
drably dressed, of otherwise lacking if attraetioms? But o,
this is not the way of a mah, A stunner she was, and, like it
o net, a stupner she weuld bet

In the next second, however, my tura eame, for out of the
shadowy recesses of the brougham stepped whatever the male
equivalent of a stunner may be—a deraigod, perhaps, would
answer.

“Oh, I do like that,” I murmured, not quite to myself and
not quite meaning it, either, though -I-sounded convincing
enough.

“Like what?” Owen asked, rather abashed.

“That!” I said quietly and with a mischievous smile playing
on my lips. I nodded down into the courtyard toward the
demigod,

“He’s a peacock!” Owen dismissed him with a sniff, having
no regard for the fact that whatever the demigod might be
wearing, he himself was dressed in brown tweeds, plaid waist-
coat, striped shirt with plain collar and cuffs, red paisley
neckerchief, green pocket handkerehief, and black boots.

The demigod did, however, go quite a way toward earning
Owen’s derisive appellation. He was a smallish man, very per=
fectly proportioned and lithe of build, wearing a dove-gray
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faoraing coat, striped trousers that fell “just so” over the tops
af his mirrorlike patent-leather boots, and accessories of the
Jatest and most dandyish affectation. His cravat was impecca-
ble, his studs and cuffilinks large and ostentatiously bejeweled,
his gray top hat a marvel of the hatter’s art, and all the more
so for having the honer to rest upon a mane of red-gold curls
almest as catefully coiffed as Miss Paget's own. His hands, to
eomplete this picture of sartorial elepanee, were encased in
fhauve kid, while In them he wielded a gold-topped ebeny
gane with 'the saveir faire of a true boulevardier. Had he
Been in Paris, of even in Lenden, all eyes weuld have turaed
iA admiratien, Stegp!ﬁg eut of a dusty brougham 6a the dliifs
of Baﬂtr;r/ ?/ teland, he 1eaked a perfest ass! 1 weuldn't
dfeam letting Owsn knew that 1 felt se, hewever. It he
ikil his %{Hﬂﬁ@[‘- te admire, 1 weuld egle the demiged theugh
1t Kill me

We two were introduced to this elegant pair just before
luncheon was to be served, and were immediately and
peremptorily dismissed by both sister and brother as being of
Ao consequence, Owen was obviously a poor relation and
therefore unwotthy of notice, while I, of course, was a mere
companion to the lady of the house, probably paid some
small living for chatting amiably with Lady Elizabeth of a
fainy afterneon. 1 fade up My find that that false Im-
pression was {6 be got rid of at the earliest pessible mement,
Net that 1 had any snebbish motivation in wishing to correct
the false impressian caused by my brief and imperfect intro-
duetien; far from it! Had I indeed been 4 paid companion, I
sheuld have held my head high and Been guite unashamed of
the henest if undemanding Werk. Maayha peer gif of desent
eharacter and family is reduced i9 Sueh werk, dnd eften en-
dures a humthatmg place in the hemes of He we?lthy and
idle fer Rer plit aaeeM ut it was net efl iRSHit—ReR-
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over appralsing and pleasing the gitl she took for her future
daughter-in-law, she had either not noticed or had chosen to
ignore the slights of the Pagets, principally Victoria herseif,
to Owen and me,

When my pesliion 1 the hiouse was finally made clear to
Miss Paget and it dawned on her that she had slighted a
guest with as much right there as she had—and with some se-
niority, the maln guest room belng mine, by right of prior
claim—she became all sweetness and Fightt

“Oh, do let’s be friends, Miss Fennora,” she simpered he-
guilingly, “In fact, I shall make a special effiart to call you
Deirdre if I may, though I usually find it difficult to be so in-
formal with those who are so much my senior in years.”

Owen blew bubbles into his water tumbler. Lady Elizabeth
looked sharply, not, as one might expect, at het miscreant
brother, but rather at the “Ingenuous™ Miss Paget. Even Sir
Nicholas seemed to cateh her intention. Only Augustus Paget
(as my demigod was called) looked blandly oblivious of her
cattiness,

I was not to be cheerfully insulied by this English bitch
agaln without making some retort. “How unfortunate for
you, Miss Paget, to have such a ceremonious nature. I, on the
other hand, fall effertlessly into my ease with those I like, re-
serving formallty for those I deem to be my social or intellec-
tual inferiors, But let me put you at your east at once. I truly
think that both our sesibilities would be satisfied were we to
eontlnue usifg ouf surnames rather than our given names, 1
have been inclined sifice our very first introduction to call
you noething but Miss Paget.”

Her reply was as lcy as I could have hoped. “Why, of
course, Miss Fennora,” From that moment on, Victoria Paget
and I were at daggers drawn, and frankly, I was quite loving it.

The conversation at dinner that evening gave me further
opportunity to avenge the slights to Owen and myself, which
I must admit, piqued the two of us overmuch, The only dif-
ference between Owen Sarsfield-Jones, younger son, and the
Honorable Augustus Paget, younger son, was the size of the
estates to which they had claim. But for money, "Gusty”
Paget, as he was s0 nauseatingly called by one and all, was
fio better a man than Owen. His reputation in London was
worse than Owen’s had been in the army, and I suspected
that while it was Owen's clever but unchallenged and unused
talents that were his undoing, in the case of Gusty Paget
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there was not too much mind to be challenged at all. He
seemed to be sluggish and slow of study. He had traveled
much and had gotten little out of it, being both prosaic and
unimaginative: Thus he would be easily led into trouble by
others; Owen, having the keener brain, would find bis own
way into whatever occupation he chose—in this case, idleness
and dissipation, unfortunately.

Owing to his insufferable inability to speak well or inter-
estingly upon any of his many recent travels abroad, my op-
portunity to show the man up came before the meal was half
over. He had been expounding at length upon his trip to Asia
Minor and had been discussing his trip to Professor Schlie-
mann's excavation of the supposed site of Troy.

“Fascinating place it must have been, I suppose, if you
care for rocks and old pots.” The Honoralble Victoria yawned
peevishly, bored with what for her must have been just an-
other repetition of her brother's descriptions of his travels.

Ignoring her, he went on, “It's a big place, all cut up with
trenches and earthworks. They say he's been at it for years,”
he added with a laugh, as if the poor chap must be quite mad
and It was all a big joke.

“Where did you say this was, Augustus?” Lady Elizabeth
inquired politely.

“In Turkey, ma'am, at a place called Hesselick,” he an-
swered in the patromizing tone one might use to the feeble-
minded,

“Hissarlik,” I put in pointedly, It was the first remark that
I had made during the meal, and all eyes turned to me.

“] beg your pardon?”* Gusty Paget questioned.

“Hissarlik,” 1 repeated, as If he himself were feebleminded.
“I can assure you that the hill on the Seamandrian plain that
the professer and his wife, Sephia—a levely yeung weman
By the way, and very well-educalRd—are exeavating is alled

ssatlile. You are ProRoMacing i incorreetly.”

"Oh, am 17 he remarked with a smirk. What, after all, did
I know? He must have been thinkiag. He had been there,

*Of course,” I remarked offbandedly, “I dopn't remember
bow the native Turks pronounced it, but in my conversations
with the professer and his wife at the site, they always said
Hissarlik, whether wa were canversing in Eaglish, Gernan, ef
Greek. Mest of the time we spoke efther mOoder eF elassieal
Gresk, but Wﬂﬁ%&g&?}ﬁ& {aRgHage, we Invariably sald Hissar-
Ik Never Hessetok!



122 MOONTHGEON

“I see,” sald Gusty Paget, his curiosity aroused almost as
mueh as his {re. He smothered both manfully.

“It is too bad,” I added sweetly, “that you were there out
of season. I'm sure you would have enjoyed meeting Profes-
sor Schliemann. If ene has any influence or has academic
credentials, one can generally prevail upon him to give a pri-
vate tour of the dig. 1t is a most rewarding experience, I can
assure you.”

“Quite so,” Gusty Paget managed to mutter through a
fixed smile,

Victoria Paget, who had been silent and thoughtfully re-
garding me durng this exchange with her brother, quickly
changed the subject. The waters of Baden-Baden were a far
safer—if duller—subject,

Later, howevar, Owen brought up the subject of the Trojan
excavations agaln, obviously 1h an attempt to get these two
out of thelr depth.

“Tell me, Deirdre, when was it that you were in Asia Ml-
nor,-at Hissarlik, to be exact?" he asked, making sure to pro-
nounce the offfending word with easy perfection.

“Oh, let me see, Owen, that must have been in 1881, 1
remember Professor Schiiemann had just been excavating at
Orchomenus, and showed Father and e some of his dis-
coveries. Of colurse, he and Father had been correspondiig for
years oft poifts of Homeric language and history, so it was
rather like a meeting of old friends when we all finalty met at
Iélssaigl‘l!k-. That was just befere we went en to Palestine and

gypt.

“You have traveled quite a bit, Miss Fennora. I had no
idea,” Sir Nicholas put in, rather surprised at my remarks.

“We have hardly had mueh chance To mmiwerse, have we,
Sir Nicholas?” 1 remarked sweetly.

. "Indeed, we have not,” he agreed thoughtfully.

“Nicky, darling, do show me all over your fascinating
home tomorrow, won't you? I declare I have never seen such
a place in all my travels, Wotild you have dreamed, Gusty, that
they had anything but whiskey, horses, and potatoes in Ireland?
Moondragon is just tee faseinating fer werds.”

“Of course, darling,” Sif Nicholas murmuted, and returned
once more to liguid-eyed contermplation of the simpering and
arch Miss Paget.

Owen snickered inte his wineglass and twinkled his eyes at
me knowingly. Mereifully dinner ended soon after.
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The following day, a Friday, Owen and I saw little of Sir
Nieholas and his guests, who arose late and picnicked a trois
gomewhere on the grounds of Moondragon park. Generally
they kept to themselves all day long, but occasionally we
would get a glimpse of Sir Nicholas and the “August and
Victorious” pair, as Owen had wittily dubbed them, as they
gither approached or withdrew from the precincts of the great
house, sometimes on horseback; other times in a pony trap. It
gvidently did not behoeve the Honorable Miss Paget to set
feet to ground any more ofien than necessary. Walking was
fiet her strong suit, it seemed.

Once, however, during that long hot summer afternoon,
she did deign to walk In the huge formal Chinese garden be-
hind the house, and with disastréus results. Owen and I had
the delightful pleasure—as it was to us, malicious creatures
that we were—of watching Miss Paget scream and faint dead
away into her brother’s arms, while Sir Nicholas chased wrath-
fully and helplessly afier the elusive figure of the impish,
repulsive Hannibal Ling, whe, afier frightening the lady out
of her wits, was infuriating her twe cofipantons by seammper-
ing, monkeylike, along the high stene walls that enclesed the
g?fdeﬂ on three sides, remalning just out of reach of Sif

ichelas’ riding erap the while.

Finally he resorted to Owen’s trick of shying stones at the
creature. The boy laughed droolingly and leaped, agile as a
tree shrew, from the top of the wall to the first tier of the
several red tile roofs of the pagoda-style Chinese bell tower at
the far end of the parden, disappeating inside one of the
many unglazed 6p9ﬁ[ﬂ?§, to the aceompaniment of the claf-
gor of many brazen bells,

The Honorable Miss Paget had Recovered from her faint
just in time to witness this last exploit, and like Esmeralda at
the sight of her Quasimede, she Jat eut a plefﬁlﬁg shriek and
expired onee more, this time taking Rer distracied brother s6
by surprise that he had ne-time 8 cateh her. Insiead, she ex
ecuted a perfest “flop” over a low he gge aleng.ihe Border ok
the path and landed on baek an iﬁeu BES m; g Hower pa IB
Beyend, thus 6*?8&8& an _HB§?€§1€ ameunt (SIB 8
and 1imb, as well a8 @ Eaif g Hﬂg 19%46 &?ﬁ] sl KRICKEES
of ihe lalest Paris ke, Bag f 1 thawght, even prefty
when she makes 2 fe oF here

Owen, however, was less taken with the sight of her limbs
and laces' than with the peneral impressian of asininity that
the trio below us made with their varieus caffyings-6h. He



124, MOONDRAGBNY

laughed out loud, a great guffawing horselaugh in which 1
]ol?ed heartily, albeit 1n & more ladylike and restrained con-
tralto
Thus we attracted the attention of Gusty Paget and Sif
Nicholas, who wete both so infurlated to think that we had
observed the whole embarassing scene that they each at once
let o ihe ipraised hands of the Honorable Vieleria, inadver-
tently precipitating her back into the flowerbed, in order ¢
shake their Rsts at us and sheul imprecations GoWA UpBR BLF
uawefthyé heads, Yei anether shrigk from Miss Pa e eau§ed
her brother ie break eff in mid-eath aﬁd reselie fraal y
frem her unepmfoeriable and Baidl E hified §B§l§19
Nieheiag wa§ ifatei and teak te §Hyiﬂg ihe remalnder 9
§£GH%§ §S _against Ris SWH ameua Flaﬂ!ﬂl
SF g §B§" A the "ﬁg B
l§ §§IJ€§ Qﬁ ot Hhelr mati, we sat Q§I %
FS F@ €§I & BECOmE $O 2AgHY as i8 E @€ Hp

Leavlng the three tltled tlefolk to their own deviees, we
scurtied areund the side of the building and didn‘t step run-
nmE uitil we had.reached the safet1y fAy siiting room and
locked the portice deefs behind us like twe ﬂaugmy children,
We then premptly el aised upen the sefa and laughed titl
6ur sides aghed. What larks

“1 declare, Deirdre,” Owen cried out between gasps for
breath, “you are a iol!y sporil I baven't felt so young in years
as 1 do when I'm with you. We could really have some high
old times together, you and 1,” he added more reflectively.

“Why, so we do, Owen,” 1 answered cautiously, my breath
still coming In little puffis aind winsezss .

“No, seriously, gell I haven't given up, ya know. I realize 1

- seem a waster to you, and of course, 1 haven't a sou, but all
that might change. If it did, you'd have to reconsidet,
wetlda't you?"

At this point Lady Elizabeth knocked on the hall door, de-
manding entry, thus saving me the necessity of a reply.

"Whatever have you two done now? Nicholas is in a posi-
tive rage, Miss Paqet is covered over in mud and tears, and
Augustus says it's all your fault.”

The two of us looked at each other and once more burst
into gales of laughter at the memory of Miss Pagei toppling
over the hedge. As we dissolved into helpless mitth, Lady
Elizabeth threw up her hands and withdrew. Clearly we were
unfregenerate raseals and there was ne help for us!
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Moondragon was certainly the most magnificent private es-
tate I had ever seen, surefy the most exotic one that one
could hope to #nd in all the isles of Great Brltaln; yet, upon
arriving that Saturday night at the head of the grand carved
stairway from the quiet precincts of my rooms, the sight that
met my eyes was one that took the breath from my body.

That great, dark, and rather forbidding palace had been
transformed as if by magic into a fairyland of lights and rib-
bons and ropes of flowers and vines. Below me, the immense
bronze incense burner that graced the center of the front
hall—a huge ten-foot-high thing with dragons for legs suppor-
ting a covered urn from which sprouted bronze vines, flowers,
leaves, toads, birds, and all manner of other flora and
favma—was aglow with the illumination of a thousand tall
white tapers, Every projection upon which a candle could be
affixed supported a profusion of waxy lights. Not a corner of
the huge, ornately furnished hall was in shadow. Garlands of
Moondragon’s finest and most exotic blooms entwined their
innocent heads about the roiling mahogany dragons of the
stairway and hung from the beams and chandeliers like Span-
ish moss from the trees in lithographs one sees of the Ameri-
can South, The colossal porcelain and cloisonne vases that
flanked each portal and entranceway below me were filled to
the brim with masses of richly scented tropical flowers—or=
chids and lilies and strange fleshy rarities of unknown
origin=—all raised in the many glasshouses on the estate.

aving been most of the day in my rooms preparing for
the ball, having dined tete-A-thee with Lady Elizabeth in her
sitting room, 1 was in no way prepared for the changes that
had been wrought during the previous night and all this day
by a wondrous staff of servants and artisans. Now, having
caught my breath, 66 to speak, I came down the wide stair-
case into the candle:warmed alF, Fich With the seenis of wax
and flowers, enly 18 be H@QHK gvercame By the assault upeﬁ
my §eﬁ§e§ A shfdeR 88 § 8 §& g [ Eemlgﬁg ;m?ug
i 3 SBEH fgﬁi 88{3§ 8
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Lady Elizabeth, whese teiletie 1 had had se mueh to do
with, looked, as 1 kﬂew she weuld, yeuthful and radiant, hef

dark haif and vivasigus black syas perfectly seiting off the
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old-rose Shaﬂtung silk of her gown, so rich and stiff that it
rustled gently with her every graceful move.

The Honorable Miss Paget, hawever, looked even more
perfect than I had feared was possible, in a gown of corn-
flower-blue satin set off with wheat-colored silk ribbons, yards
and yards of elaberate quilling, and every berder of every
fold and overskirt embroidered with glessy wheat-eplored silk
flowers. Her bustle was abselutely unrivaled, af the latest
style and shape, its vefy §i%e enhaﬂel%gwthe smalkessand fine
propertions of the rest o her figure. Twenty years earlier, hef
aateﬂaus aunt, Elafeaee Fa h@d Been ealled By Leﬁdea
§9§istyi e “Pee 8t gﬂgg ﬂpﬂ@ﬁ fﬁlgm well Rew

gé EGV@F% ﬁe were Hawless and
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I had thought, until seeing Miss Paget, that I looked quite
marvelous. I had chosen to wear a gown of black silk, that
sad mourning fabric relieved by the mauve-and-silver trim of
half-mournlng in order to minimize the grir effect, out of de-
ference o my hostess, Haviag recently regained some of the
weight that 1 had lest during my father's last illness, 1 found
that the bedice of the gewn was rather becemingly tight, my

bust enhanced By the extfa WQ!QHE and my sheulders net at
all unattrackive, 55{613 as they were, by the
ae

55% Vﬁ@é §

mdegeem mawe tissde that Befdeieé my ewn lew bed
1@@ T g aea : ﬁkl%laﬁ th Beﬂbbevaed aﬂd
guille shienasle Bustle we E
By mauve §1 ié E9§€§ BEWIB% in & Retwerk of delicate shiny
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silver vines and leaves. The efiect, 1 had thought, while stark,
was rather pleasing, and at the very least, dramatic. Now, as
1 stood gazing at myself in the glass, all black and colorless,
with but one solitacy jewel upen my bodice—a dark purple
amethyst set In silver that had belonged to my mother—l
eould onty think of how pale and drab I was, how the blaek
drained what liitle celer there was in fy white skin, while a
fow feet away, a younger, prettier weman glewed heney and
E@id in the eandelight, every line of her gewn, every gleam of

gr resplendent tepaz jewelry ealeulated te enhance her al-
ready perfest eolering. Thete are memments when life just
daesh't seem fair. This was ane of them.

“Ah, well, there’s no help for it!” I sighed aloud to myself
and turned toward the open doors into the great main room
of Moondragon, from which Issued even now the swirling
stralns of the first waltz of the evening. The gentle swish and
swaying of silken skirts and the sliding of gentlemen's
patent-leather dancing Puﬂipﬁ ceuld be heard keepmdg gentle
time te the musie, as pleasant and distracting a sound as any
{ew-spirited young lady sauld wish te hear,

Owen was walting just within the open doors and had evi-
dently been watching my slow descent into the hall all the
while, as his first remark te me, pesspicacious in the extreme,
indicated. “Ne need to frei, my gell She can't hold a candle!
Positively insipid in that blue-aRd-yeller thing. Them yeller
siones—topaz, ain't they?==make her leok positively liverish,
den't ya knew!”

“Oh, Owen, don't exaggerate. She's young and beautiful,
and I as pale as a raw scone iA my mournlpg.” 1 was
feeling teo low te Bear his kipdaess. 1t smacked of pity as far
a5 I was concerned, and 1 pitied fyself enough at that mo-
tnent te feel guilty aseepting it from anyoene else besides,

“Are ya, now, love? Well, we'll just see about that.” He
pulled me suddenly into the circle of waltzing couples, whir-
ling me about the danee floor as fast as the music would al-
low—and perhaps just a bit faster, Arouad and around about
me swirled the taper-lit, wax-and-flower-scented room. As we
danced faster and faster, bits of the scenes in the room
flashed quickly inte my view and as qutek% out again: ranks
of géit ballream ehairs flanking the walls; the musicians from
©ork playing 6n a temperary dais sef up at the far epd of the
88 ﬂafiaﬂas ot passionflowsrs and reses and ivy-festooning
the walls and sweeping gracefully frem the huge, high beams
of the twenty-feet eellings; fat elderly eeuples sitting aleng
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the walls, smiling wistfully, keeping time with the rhythms of
the waltzing younger people that they watched; anxious
mothers seeking out likely partners for thelr young, gauche
daughters; candles and more candles in sconces and chande-
liets and huge candelabra. Elegant young women and dandy
young men flowed past, each pair sure that they were the
motstdgfaeeful couple, ihe one upon whom all discerning eyes
fested.

Owen was resplendent in his lancer captain’s dress uni-
formn—gold-striped blue trousers and scarlet tumic, all gold
epaulets and polished brass buttons—in which he looked
magnificent, and whleh, unfortumately, he had not the
glightest right to be wearing, He smiled engagingly, occasion-
ally nodding at seme face in the ever-growing crowd that
now thronged the immense ballreerm, but for the mest part
keeping his gaze fixed upen my ewh upturded face, He
loaked Eameulaﬂy handsome and very dashm that night, his
@Heei@ et with his essefneﬂ, hl§ eyes alight with mischiet and

¢ and self- a 68 i the Hiekering light ef the @aﬁdlellt
eam H@m@m mlﬂﬁg mat e eaul Hafd / hepe 16f a

elie-180 Eiﬁ‘é'i 9 e et a fin é 5. GWeR
W§§ ae%u% ??evenf I 3 Bﬁﬁteee;%% égf gF?y w}gﬁfte
QlBH[E |§ g&lfs 1 S é%@f B 1 Rad ever see

Suddenly, as quickly as he had pulled me info the whirling
circle of dancers, he pulled me out agaln, leading me uncere-
meniously back to the mirror in which I had so ruefully ap-
praised myself but a few minutes earlier.

];;-'DOk at yourself now, my gell Stillljthink so ill of your-
self?”

And look 1 did, at a breathless, slender, elegant, and radi-
ant young woman whose severe black silk mourning gown,
cut In the latest figure-fistiering Paris mode, so enhanced her
ivery-white skif that it gave her the most dramatic and inter-
esting air of romance imaginable. The touches of mauve tls-
§iie and si ef—the exquisite mauve-and-silver roses set off by
the ena large %@wmg amethyst at her breasi—were just the
Bf@p@f details for sieh a gewn, The faven-black halr of this
ewﬁahm@ ereaturg in_ the glass befere me was shiny and
¢lean, glisiening with lifs, and set eﬁ geffeetly By the roses
and vine leaves eniwined in the thiek black lecks, From the
?esfﬂe of that wild waltz, gne leng strand had fallen leese
FeiR the eoit and cutled dewn the nape eof Rer neek and
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along the curve of her throat. With a graceful gesture, that
bright-eyed, interesting creature—I—sought to sweep the un-
ruly lock back up into lts proper place, but was stayed from
doing so by Owen, who grasped my tipraised hands and
pulled them down again.

“No lady looks properly danced with till her halr begins to
tumble about her shoulders. You are a very beautlful woman,
Deirdre, and no simperin’ liitle English gel with blond hair
and lee-blue eyes can turn the head of a man with twe good
gyes i his ewn head te leek at you with and a geed braif if
his feddle to, listen to yeu with! Remember that, and te hell
with the Honerable Miss Paget!”

1 smiled at his reflection in the mirror; he smiled back, and
was off In a flash, calling over his shoulder that he’d return
with some punch to cool us off. Once more my gaze returned
io the plass, a sudden cold shudder going through my body.
Behind me on the stairs stoed an orental figure, her eutline
in profile te me, har golden rebe rich with Broeade and jew-
gls, her straight black hair knetied severely at her neck, My
Lady of the Dragen, I theught, my heart fluiiering i a
sirange sensatien of meuniing terrer, Whish l%%d never befere
aceompanted the sighting of Her new famifiar Ferm.

Slowly the woman in gold turned toward me, she also
wishing to observe herself in the glass, and now 1 saw what 1
had not seen until she turned: the eye farthest from me was
covered by a patch of black silk. The woman in gold was
Mrs, Ling, tonight ne housekeeper merely, but an adopted
daughter of Sir Hannibal Cheng, and as such, a member of
the Cheng family and as muech a part of the household as Sir
Nicholas and Lady Elizabeth, by Fghts mere a paH than
©Owen esuld ever elaim e bs:

She nodded serenely to my reflection In the mirror and
sought to move on. Instead, I turned and boldly stayed her
passing with a hand upon her sleeve,

“You look very lovely tonight, Mrs. Ling,” 1 remarked un-
certalnly, not because she was not as 1 sald—indeed, she was
almost beautiful that night, iA a formidable and forbidding
way—but rather because I did not know how she weuld ac-
6ept my remark,

She nodded in regal acknowledgment of my compliment,
and answered more volubly and more graclously than 1 had
ever susgseeted. her of being: “We are both in exceptionally
fine looks tonight, Miss Fennora. May it bede well for us
both.” With that she passed by and entered the baliroom, and
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¢disappeared into the crush of recent arrivals gathered just
within the doors. She was an odd woman, Mrs. Ling, and
somehow I felt a poignant sympathy for her that night, cut-
ting, as she did, such a strangely majestic and serenely beautl-
ful figure, yet so isolated and lofely a one withal. That In
ltselt should have been incengrueus.'Suidlly it was I, and
Owen, Lady Elizabsth, the Pagets, and all ihe colintless
ruddy-faced 1eish and English guests who sheuld have been
out of place and lenely 1A that mensiteus Chinese palace
with its silent eriental seFvants and gaﬂfaﬁg of Chinese ances-
tors o the walls. Surely eveﬂ aaefe i aa the halt—@hmese

master of th% hoeuse; §if lEB%lﬁ% eh e[ig himsel ,;Mi§ Ling
was a pa[
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Happily, my every dance that lovely night was taken.
Moreover, the easy manner with which 1 had always enter-
tained my father's colleagues and students stood me In good
stead, and I found m to ba one of these persons t6
whom the gentlemen flosked for lau%htef and cenversation.
There was many an Irish wit there thitii evening, and Ret a
few whe kaew ef it they had net actually knews, my father,
The banter was 1gﬁ g e8pversation geﬂefall Wity and
gay, eccasianally futl ef A lveley {§€Beiafl y ehallenge, thus
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to help her in some way to slip away from her duties as
hostess for a while.

Gusty Paget had surprised me by asking a waliz of me,
and bad not only been a graceful dance partner but had real-
ly been most polite and conversational, which rather teek me
aback and even melted some of the reserve with which 1 had
behaved toward him. He was fot quite such a “stick” when
en his own as he was when under the influence of his uppish

pung sister, and so 1 warded to him a bit, lest 1 appear {6

e uppish myself. On the whele, we spent a surprisingl

agreeable time tegether, marred enly by a ehanee remark 6
his sister’s, which eaused e e jaugh eut leud and Gusty 8
blush with embarrassment, theugh even Be eventually fad te
give i and laugh.

The Honorable Miss Paget had just been brought up to our
little group by Sir Nichelas, in order to meet the elderly
Bishop Waterford of Kildare, as Irish an Ieishman as ever
followed the valiant and rebellious Daniel O'Coanell in his
fight for Irish freedom. On being asked by the dear old man
what she thought of the country, she made the following re-
ply in all guileless simpligity and with the very greatest desire
to please: “Like the gueen, I have always theught Ireland a
rather hestile place that ene visits as a duty father than a
pleasurs, Hewever, I am really agfeeably w?me_d te find it
guite eharming. The natives aren’t Rearly so beerish as i had
been led te befisve”

It was here that I laughed out loud, for the bishop turned
red to the roots of his white hair, muttered “Quite so,” and
gulped down the last of his strong, whiskey-laced punch. It
went down the wrong way, causiig him to choke. Gusty
slapped his back obligingly, and the bishep, as a result of the
sudden hard smack, managed te expel a bine spray of punch
across Miss Paget's skirt befere he was able to reeever him-
self. Aghast, Miss Paget let eut an understandable but never
theless ungracious squeal of dismay and ran at enee te repair
the damagde, leaving peer Sif Nicholas {0 apelegize to the
Bishep fef her remarks apd 18 aceept his profuse enes fer
RaviRg §BGII§% Rer dress; Sir Nichelas {giﬁﬂ 6l e an wFgent

S e e
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good bishop himself en behalf of his sister. Even erusty eld
Waterford broke dowh eaaugh to jein in the fun. Sir Niche=
las, whose future bride was the butt of all this humoreus bad-
inage, excused himself and staliced off in a huff to find his
ladylove,

Occasionelly, as the evening wore 6hl and the erush of
guests thinned, I would catch a glimpse of Lady Elizabeth
being whirled along on the dance floor by one or another
gentleman, Captaln Vreeland was never far away, ready to
retrieve her from her partner of the moment and whirl her
away himself. She had evidently saved a great many dances
for him. Finally the two disappeared toward the front hall-
way, on their way, 1 assumed, to get a breath of fresh air.

Somewhat latet, I, ioo, found myself i the night ajr, stroll-
ing in the lantern-lit garden behind the great house, on the
arm of Gusty Paget, of all people. He was being particularly
nice, very informative on the stibject of his own travels in the
East, and curious about fy impressions of Egypt and Sinal,
to which he was seen t6 jouriey. Se deep in conversation
were we that we were practically to the bell tower at the far
end of the long garden before we khew ii. I had the im-
pression that some rather urgent whispered coniversation was
broken off in thevshadows of the tower as we approached, X
assumed that we had inadvertently interrupted a lovers’ tryst,
and so, lest we cause embapassment to some hapless young
couple, I led Gusty back aleng another path, away from the
tower, and toward the house 8Ace mere. I remember turning
once to see what had caused the sudden strange scraping or
scuffling sotinds that seemed te ceme from somewhere behind
and to my left. The ewily reward for my eftatts wies 4 glimpse
of a blue-garbed man—Captain Vieeland, 1 assomed—disap-
pearing into the shrubbery aleng the far wall near another
path that led te the tall, loeming tewer.

At that point my companion plucked at my shoulder In or-
der to draw my attention o the figure ahead of us gliding up
the broad stairs o the pertico of Moeondragon's second story,
It was the goid-robed form of Mfs. Ling. Upon reaching the
upper walkway, she turhed, surveying the garden for a mo-
ment, and nodding, presumably at us—though I would have
sworn that she could net see us where we stood, beneath the
shadow of a tall willow that everhung the garden wall at that
point—disappeared around the far side of the portice.

“She’s an odd party, isn't she? Gusty Paget rematked, al-
most more to hifnself than to me.
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“One might say so,” I replied in a deliberately noncommit-
tal fashion, Mrs. Ling aroused my sympathies, and I weuld
not speak against her even indirectly, )

“I mean, one don't often see a ohe-eyed Chinese lady: dees

one?"

“Hardly ever in one's lifetime, I sheuld imagine," T eep-
curred dryly.

“Exactly so, and yet I'd swear she's the seeond one I've
seen in the space of a year.” .

“Now, that is odd,” I answered, Gusty Paget was ruminat-
ing, and made no reply for some time, Finally he went on.

“Trouble is, I can’t for the life of me think where it was
that I saw such a person.”

“Think of other things, Mr, Paget, and perhaps the thought
%lll(‘mmemymvxﬂimymlmmmimf“l suggpsted Irép-
y

“Perhaps so! Those Chinese all look rather alike, don't
they? I mean, one Chinese lady with an eye patch would look
more or less like another, wouldn't she?’

“More than likely.”

“Yes, more than likely,” ha murmured as we strolfed back
around the front of Moondragon toward the courtyard, where
several overheated cSujlles cooled themselves in the night
breezes from off the bay. A'sicerssion of carriages was pull-
ing u[p to receive homeward-bound guests, and the heavy
fumble of departing vehicles could be heard fading into the
night dewn the long road te the pates of the park.

Gusty went on ahead to clalm his next dance partner,
while I reentered at a more lelsitely pace and took a seat on
a carved-dragon chair at the foot of that monstroust candle-
bristling incense burner that dominated the front hall.

“Mothet, where the devil have you been? Do you realize
how you have neglected my guesis? Sir Nicholas was whis-
pering urgently to his mother around the other side of the gar-
gantuan bronze. I could net help but everhear. The hall was
darker fiew, many of the eandies either havirg burhed down
er been blewn eut in the draft that Hewsd through the epen
front deors. 1 was net seea by them, and had 1 meved at that
peint, I might have disturbed them at an inepperiune me:
ment. Henes 1 theught it betler EQH sit quietly _uaulgt might
mgke a diseregt &xif. Moregver, the EgSHV@ ailen bBegan ta
Eﬁéﬂgﬁ iRteresting turn, 284 1A the end 1 did Bet scripls ta

“Why, Nicholas, 1 have been here all evening, save for a
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stroll in the garden with Captain Vreeland eatier. How can
vou abuse me so? I have danced with your guesis until my
feet are numb and my heart afuster,” Here she fanned hef-
self vigorously, as If to emphasize the extent of her exertions.

“Where were you when I needed you? Victoria’a skirt was
nearly spoiled by that old drunk Watetford, and I could find
neither you nor Mrs. Ling to go to her. She had to seek out
her own mald, who was off somewhere with one of our
grooms. It was disgraceful.

“And that's another thing! Do you know that 1 actually
saw Mrs. Ling walizing? It's alt very well, I suppose, her be-
having as she does at these affairs—"

“She is a member of your family, after alf, even if only by
adoption,” Lady Elizabeth protested.

. “All right, so she is,” he acknowledged grudgingly, “but 1'll
be damned if I want to see her dancing, for God’s sake, and
in those ridiculous robes, too. She looked too odd for words,
If she must dance, why can't she be got up like anyone else
in a ball gown? Why, what will people think of me, letting
that woman, got up like some heathen, and with a bastard
son to boot, have the run of my ballroom like any respectable
white woman? I won't have it anymore, I tell you. Vietoria
was too shocked for words.”

“Miss Paget dfifjasmisd to Mrs, Ling appearing at the bail?
Miss Paget objected to her dancing?” Lady Elizabeth asked,
her voice rising in indignation. So indeed would my own have
risen, had I been a party to the conversation in other than an
eavesdropping capacity. What right had this haughty, spoiled
English upstart to object to the few small pleasures of a lady
of Moondragon, a lady whose unfortunate circumstances
should arouse sympathy, not animus? “Need I remind you,
Nicholas,” Lady Elizabeth went on, “that Mrs. Ling is, by
law at least, a daughter of your family, an heiress of Sir Han-
nibal Cheng in her own right, and a woman of education and
breeding, If not of birth? Were she not of her particular race,
her education and income alone would open many doors to
her. As it Is, her race, her terrible blind eye, and the unspeak-
able business of her son bar her from all society save that
which we, in our charity and kindness, open to her. I thought
people—other than your Miss Paget, it seems—have been
patticularly kind to her this evening. I deemed it a great
kindness on the part of both Owen and that dreadful old
rogue the Barl of Adrigole that they had the charity to dance
with her and take time to converse. Many of the ladies,
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moreover, were kind enough te have a word with her, It
would have made me proud if you, my own son, had done as
much. But perhaps, after all, you are too ashamed of your
own Chinese blood to associate soclally with one who, belng
an Oriental, you feel is looked upon as an inferior by those
you wish to cultivate.”

Lady Elizabeth’s sharp dart hit its mark surely. Sir Nicho-
las dashed the champagne glass in his hand against the leg of
the incense burner and stalked past me out into the night.

“You were harsh, Lady Elizabeth,” I chided softly as she
looked in tearful vexation at the retreating figure of her arro-
gant son.

“Perhaps 1 was, Deirdre, but if you heard our conversa-
tion, you know how right I was. He has no charity in him,
None at all, His intolerance is bred from his own bitterness,
He seems to have no pride in his blood. He hates the memory
of his own father, He is only infatuated with this English girl
because she's of the bluest blood and moves in society, and a
marriage to her will make him feel more socially acceptable.
He thinks he loves her, but he's only fooling himself. I see all
this, and yet I can say not a word. Tell me, Deirdre, does she
{ook to you like a girl in love?”

“In truth, no, Lady Elizabeth.”

“Nor does she to me. She wants the wealth she thinks he
has. The Earl of Wessex is a gambler. He lives on the
money his wife brings to the marriage. She is a fayorite of
the Prince of Wales, They have three sons and two daughters
to see to, If she does not make a financially brilliant mar-
riage, she’s bound to be a pauper eventually. And of course 1
am sure you have heard all about her aunt, Florence Paget,
and that dreadful Hastings affair back in the sixtles. The
family has an unsavery reputation for scandal and fortune-
Bummg. Porhaps that is why she 1eeks §@ far afield for a hus-
band. Perhaps hene nearer e home will ave her. 1A faet, she
has been et Nree seasens and i§ still unengagedi OR,
Peifdre, fe is skeh a fosl; My pasr NichelasH

“Yes, Lady Elizabeth, I am afrald he Is, but he is a grown
fool, and nething that you can say of do will make him see
the light.”

“That Is true, my dear. Only too truel And I must live my
own life after afl, mustn't 1?”

“Indeed you should,” I agreed, a bit puzzled by the ear-
nestness of her remark.
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“Do you believe that we should find what happiness we
can in this life, Deirdre?”

“Certainly in this life, for I have never yet been convinced
that we have another in which to seek it.”

“Thank you, dear,” she sald with teaxd in her eyes and
gratitude In her whole aspect. Then in a moment she had
recovered herself and was smiling across the room to a guest,
whom she jolned after excusing heself to me. Something was
going on behind the ealm, sweet facade put up by my gentle
hostess to hide her inmest feelings. What it was, I could buit
puess.

It seemed that that night was destined to be one in which 1
heard more than my usual queta of interesting conversations.
Just after Lady Elizabeth left e, 1 realized that I had torh
some of the flowers en my gewnd upen the carvings of the
chalr in which I Rad been sitiing. Befere they actually fell off,
1 theught it best te mend the damage. Thus it was that I
found myself upstairs 1R My _ﬁﬂlﬂlg feem preparing e reat:
taeh the spray of [9ees and Vines that had eeme ieese, Thed
6Ree mers I Became 5@ H Giﬂ 8aves fa? gF BB§ Fivais
e8Rversatien, £of 1 could ot he 15? t Be aitracied By ge palf
gg Qa%a&eu 1he VBiERs EOMING FFBM fHe POrtED Just BHiiEE My

“So your father den't fmind his daughter marryin’ a
Chinese? Well, the world's peitin’ smaller than ever it was ia
my day, beye, @l’ll.%ﬁﬂt ye that* 1 eeuld met place the lil-
ting Irish veiee with iis squirely, ceuntry inflection and
sfpeet_sh. The stiff, cold hauteur of Gusty Paget at his most de-

eREIVe was fesa%ﬂﬁabls at enes, Revvever, in the reply.

"My father, indeed all my farily, regard Sir Nicholas
Cheng as a very fine man of euliure and refinement. The
blood, mixed though it may be, i§ neble. His is a very old
tarnily, afier ail.”

“Ol, that's all very well, beye, -but wihet oii anngratlas
you all on is yeur allewin’ hef i6 marry up with such a poor
fedlow. Character and fieble Chinese Bleed and culture and
whatnet aside, if’s ﬁll?ﬁ!y white pet te care that he's in a fi-
fiancial bind,” The eld devil, wheever he was, let diep his
bommbshelt with all the skill and subilety et a eannen blast. It
was 80 ebvieus By ihe t@ﬂ% of Ris vBies that he meant te
eause trouble thal Rad | BeeR & §§?+ i %ﬁf‘;‘é el have
deigred 8 earry the CORVersalien fuFther. , Rewever,
fad A8 sueh self-Festaiht.

“Who says he's ii a blnd? Why, Meendragon is one of the



Noel Vreeland Carter 137

greatest estates in Ireland—in Britain, for that matter! True,
its fame is not celebrated, but that is a matter of choice on
the part of the Chengs themselves.” Gusty's protestations
were admirable, but his voice betrayed his sudden insecurity.
He was not so sure of his ground before the seemingly casual
remarks of the crafty old fellow to whom he spoke.

“So it i3, my boyo, so it is—a foine estate—though Adri-
gole House is a wonder the likes of which would make you
marvel, None o' your heathen Chinese gimeracks for my seat,
only the foinest furniture ever to grace the courts of kings.
But to the point, Moondragon is a foine place, and he owns it
outright, Oi'm sure. Oi mean, it's not entailed or mortgaged
or nothing o' the like. Nor do Ol think he's in the hands of
the shylocks yet, but, beyoe, the lad has no eash! He's eatin'
away at his prineipal already. The Pride ¢' Baritty’s an obse:
lete clipper on its way out East for its last run before bein’
auctioned te the Aussies dewn under for their tea rums. They
don't need no better than the Banfry for their wee %yai?g-.“

"Why, he's told Father that he intends to buy a Lenden
heuse for Vietoria and a eeaﬁfgy place near eur seat in
Wessex: He must have eash: i, you surely de him a grigy:
ous injury to speak so.” Gusty was en the defensive, but less
convinced with every word he uttered in defending his future
brothes-in-law.

"Oi've met your father, boyo, and Oi'd be doin’ a foine
gentleman and friend a greater injury if Oi didn't warn his
son,” the crafty fellow went on smoothly, with just the right
note of gravity in his volce. "Have a care, bucko, of the
high-livin', big-tallkint* Baronet Cheng, He's in up to his neck
now. Why, he don’t have the wherewlthal to build the brace
of new modern traders that he needs for the Chiha run,
Where's he goin* te get the eash for feine English estates and
an extravagaat wifa?

“1 am obliged to you, sit. Needless to say that we had ne
idea that Sir Nicholas was in any embartassment, My father
will hear of this shorily.”

“Thats good, me beyo. Now Oi feel Oi've done me duty,”
he purred with an exaggerated sigh. “Now, let's have us a
drink, shall we, 1ad?* The smooth Machiavellian veice sound-
ed centented,

Still engaged in conversation, but of a more genetal nature
now, their volees receded with thelr footsteps down the long
frofit portiee of Moondragon. Someone, and I eould fet
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recognize the voice, was a party to much of Sir Nicholas® pri-
vate afifzirs and meant him no good whatever. How fortunate
that I had chanced to come into my rooms at that very
minute.

Ignoring the stili-disarrayed flowers on my skirt, I left the
room quickly and walked around the upper hall to the head
of the stairs, from which place I watched until Gusty Paget
and his unkaown cempanion should come in at the front en-
trance. A few minutes elapsed, and my vigil was rewarded,
for the Honerable Mr. Paget seon appeared, his shett, spare,
dandified figure accempanied by that of an gven shorter, very
rotund, one 6f a fuddy-faced §§Uii@l¥-la©klﬁg geﬂtlemeﬁ of
about smtyﬁvs dressed in the dark Blue dress uniferm of a
naval offier. He had Paget’s arm lecked in his ewn and was
talking away at a great rate, one finger wagtgiﬁg amiably, aﬁd
a broad, cherubie smile 6 his Plump LFish faee. He had done
the damage he had jarended By Ris remarks in fegafd ie Sir
Niehelas and was 711 pleasaniness Raw, iheu%h the spatide ef
sheer falevelenes 1ingered 1A Hl§ iiﬁSHB e eye§ 1 euld
see this was AQ Mah 3 tust: & s gther aﬁd, wag

weried aad disc ESW We i
f} jﬁ ?%HBFH‘ %E eemﬁaﬂ-

sluggish mind féﬁi
18H'S 8RFIIEF FEM presectpation

S e
& gh% IHISE? EIHIB 8891 H tﬁ %E%EEB‘E ewg
E%@ §3F§8%%%Eg§f‘§ ? i§ ) gﬂg‘ﬁi%ﬂ B%Bl% i@ﬁe

eig'ﬁ%sfse §1§§§3 P i rg@ sgsslf G A8 QSBGE i 9'

I hurried down the stalrs, keeplng my eyes fixed on them
the while, lest I lose theif track in the throng that had
gathered around the tables of punch and champagne, sherbets
and cakes, that had been arraaged afier ihe supper hour. The
fittte vitlaln, as 1 could Rarely hei but think of him, was ply-
Ing Gusty Paget with strong drink and talking unctuously all
the while, 1t made me furieys, se fueh s6 that 1 nearly
snapped peer Owen's head off when he pushed up to me
through the erowd abeut the tables.

“Deirdre, where have ya been, gel? I've got lis a treat.”

“Owen, do shut up. 1 No, walt, don't shut up, after
all. Tell me, rather, wha ‘that dreadful little leprechaun is—
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the fat little fellow with the bald head and red face who's got
Gusty Paget in tow.™

“Him? That's just Arthur White, the Earl of Adrigole. He's
quite an old pirate. His seat’s Adrigole House, down the end
of the bay.” Owen passed him off with a shrug.

“There’'s no love lost between him and Sir Nicholas, is
there?”

“No, none at all, though they're very clvil about it. There’s
been tremendous rivalry on the part of the Whites against the
Chengs ever since the first earl bought Adrigole House in the
1760’s and discovered to his chagrin that the Chengs, though
untitted and of mixed blood, were a far richer, motre impor-
tant family and with a veritable palace to boot. They've been
tryln’ to shew us up ever sinee, turning their seat into a
shewplace—and it is that—to rival Meondragen. Of eoutse,
they haven't been able o de it, despite raiding Eurepe for ev-
ery aft treasure that they ean get their hands on, Moen-
dragen— a§ it is 6 me—is incemparable. Indisputably
that, what?’ he asked, lesking areund Him at the mag-
nificence of eur surroundings. “When Hanaibal Cheng was
made a barenet by_@ee[ge It for services rendered, the eld
earl Rearly had a fif. it didn‘t put the Chengs 8A a par with
ihe Whites, But It gave them the dl%f]:'llty ot 4 title to go with
{he estate. Ne, ysu might well say that there’s ne leve lesti®
hig esneluded with a shaie of the head.

“He's been telling Gusty Paget all about Sir Nicholas' fi-
nancial affairs.”

“What? How In the devil’'s nhame would that old bastard
Hoow about Nicholas' affairs? He's the last map Nicholas
would cenfide in, He'd even talk to me first, and he thinks I'm
good fer nethin,”

‘“Thait’s exactly what I was wondering. This man’s up to no
good, 1 can tell you that You should have heard him. His
whole manner was that of an insidlous troublemaker. What
annoyed me most of all was that that fool Gusty listened and
didn’t see that the man obviously had an ax to grind.” I
waxed rather indignant, not out of any love for Sit Nicho-
las—he could go Bang, for all I eared—but rather because I
detested the Machiavellian villalny of that cherubic little
fman with the practiced, jelly veise sowing seeds of destruc-
tioR against his host whils under his roet and drinkiag his
liguer. He was a dishenerable fitile weasel, and t should have
liked t6 ses him get his e@meufpaﬁee fight then and there,
That, hewever, was impeseible. I fairly treribled with furieus
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indignation at the evil little man. Owen, sensing this, sought
to distract me.

“Well, no matter now, love, The damage has already been
done. I'll tell Nicholas all about it tomorrow. Meanwhile, the
night is yet middle-aged, and I've got stowed bere under my
arm a magnum of Moondragen's choicest champagne, just
waltin’ ta burst ferth frem this bettle in a fountain of froth!”
Here he waggiled the laden arm in quesiion and gally waved
the pair of champagne glasses that he had hooked beiween
the fingers of his right hand. Offering me his free arm, he
tured us abeut and began fafgmgn 8uf way through the
crowd bask teward the §fﬁlfWﬁ?; Ahead, through the open
ballroora deFs, | 6ould ses that several hardy esuples were
still en the danee Hoor, theugh dewn at the end of the roem
the musisians were Iaaking muech. the werse o ihei long ex-
ertions and the aleshalic foFiHEAtORS that dhey Nad ibithad,

“There’s a smashin® view of the gardens from the nursery
windows,” Owen sald, leading me up the stalrs and up an-
other flight to the top story of the house—the precincts of
Mrs. Ling and Kathleen, Lady Elizabeth's personal maid—
which contained cointiess small roos, seldom used.

Owen entered the old nutsery room first, and setting his
burdens down carefully, lit a small lamp on the low, round
children’s table in the center of the room,, calling to me,
“Come In, Deirdre. I'll light seme candles.”

As the room sprang into light, I saw the rows of old toys, a
minfature theatet, woeden soldiers, shelves of children's
books, and a variety of schoelroom accessories all appear out
of the shadowy darkness, It gave me an eerie feeling to stand
there amidst the ghests of leng-age childhoeds—those of Sit
Nicholas, William Cheng, eld Sir Haanibal himself. Even
poor Mrs. Ling must aree have Been a ehild in this roof s6
many l6Ag years age. They had all spent their eaﬂr years
here, straining at the Bit on raidy days when they ceuldi’t go
out in the park, 6f perhaps restless and bored by their
lessens, wishing insiead 19 Rave thelr hahds oA the tempting
ghelves of playihings just eyggq ﬁi&li’- feaeh as they did sums
for the geverness. §6 A My enildheed had it been fof fe, a
eity child with ealy Es k f&éty Merren Square to distrast
M8; imagine, %hsﬂ; the 1 P Moandragen park. Fer ever
iweﬁéy years this feqam ad 13in Haused, GRly Rew ie be i:
vade %QWSH j megriwi] %ewu ghaving like ehil-
dien with a Si9leR jﬁﬂlip?, Ut {Astead oF {am we had
ehampagne; Instead oF ~{WmMyaches, we Wwekld Hhave
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headaches for our wicked exertions. Well, litite I thought of
that at the time. Rather I went to the windows that Owen
Ihad mentioned and looked out upon the bejeweled scene he-
ow fme.

The hundreds of Chinese lanterns strung across the garden
were swinging gently in the mild night breeze, sending small
pools of color In little ares back and forth along the garden
paths and flowerbeds. All around the walls, dense, shadowy
masses of follage and overhanging trees formed a border, but
the center was clear and free of any obstacle higher than the
couples who strolled aimlessly ia the lovely dreamlike atmo-
sphere of orlental magie. It was a beautiful scene to survey,
for it was even prettier t6 look down upon tham it had
seemed from the paths of the garden ltself.

“Turn around, gel. The cork's about ta pop.”

Owen was standing over the little table, the neck of the
champagne bottle between his palms, his two thumbs pressed
agalnst the base of the bulbous cork. He wore a look of ut-
most concentration and exertion, his teeth cleached in a
dramatle grimace. Slowly he began io ease the cork out of
the boitle. 1t moved slowly at firet, but gave finally with a
loud, familiar popping sound apd a Mmarvelous, geyserlike
gush of white bubbles.

He fitled the glasses brimful and handed me one with, not
the expression of mischievous glee that 1 had expected, but
rather one of soft-eyed mawkishness, which I took to mean
that he was feeling a sudden attaek af sentiment. By his toast,
1 kaew ihat I was right,

“To Delrdre, the loveliest, bewitehin'est weneh a feller ever
fell in tove with,"

"Owen, that is a tovely toast,” I murmured,

“Then-drink to it, lass,”

“I surely cannot drink to myselfl” I demurred, using an
Ironic tone to eaver my embarrassment and reluctance te en-
é6tirage Rim,

“Then drink to us.” ) ) )

“Very well, then, Te us—as fine a pair of devils as Lad
Elizabeth ever thtew her hands up everl” Here 1 laughed,
hopibg te break his selemn, sentimental msed with Aumsr,

He winced at my toast but drank. "To us!” he repeated.

There was a minute or two of silence 1n the flickering can-
dlelit darkaess of the clese, dusty old room. Then, breaking
his eown mood, Owen went back o being that bluff, hearty
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rogue who had so endeared himself to me with every inele-
gant word and gestute of his casual, ofilhand nature.

“Can't ya sit in one of these wee chairs, gel,” he asked, set-
ting his own narrow frame into a child’s chair with ease, “or
is that damned bustle in the way? What do you females insist
on lookin’ so silly for? A feller likes ta see a woman’s shape,
don't ya know, not some wire framework that makes her
1ook like a humped camel or a swaybaek mare.”

This was motre like the Owen I knew and loved. “I can sit
dﬁwn quite well, thank you, if 1 choose to,” 1 answered lev-
elly.
“Ihen plant that silly bustle, will ya, lass? I want to talk to
ya_n

“Owen, you do surprise mel I thought your manners had
improved since first we met.”

“Dammit, woman] Don't be coy. It doa’t suit; not at all,”

"Oh! What, pray, doesn’t it suit?”

l"lnhe occaslon, dammiit” Here he poured himself ancther
glass.

“T had better have some more of that, t00, under the cir-
cumstances.” I leaned forward to have the -glass refilled, and
then, with It brjpaming, sat decorously on the edge of the
little table, for in truth, had | indeed dared te sit i ene of
these little child-sized pursery chairs, the bustle, 1 am sure,
would have fit in, Getting It out, Rewever, weuld have
been another matter entirely. The table woeuld suit admirably
48 2 E6mpremiss.

I gulped thirstily at the wine, its brut tang feeling lovely on
my tongue, “Well, just what is the occasion, Owen!” I threw
caution to the winds and challenged him, hoping that by do-
Ing so 1 would keep the upper heyid ifrme: ensuing conversa-
tion, suspecting that if 1 did not, he weuld fall into that
dreadful siate of maudlin selg-s_ity that had caused him to
propose to e but a faw days earlier.

“Gel, do you realize how you've changed my life?

“How I've changed your 1ife? In what way?” Of coutse, I
knew he had changed sinee our first acquaintance. Even Lady
Elizabeth had eceasienally remarked upen it, but somehow it
surprised me that Owen himself, irresponsible and devil-may-
cate as he was, sheuld have been aware of it. He had never
struek e as Being a very self-aware person. Perhaps 1 had
underesticiated his sensitivity. 1 heartily hoped fet; I was sud-
dealy unsure of Rew I weuld handle, a deeper, truly sineere
Owen Safsfield-vones.
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“Damn me, I den't drink half the sherry and pert 1 ones
did. It don't work on e anymore. And the wenches—! can't
do without ‘era, mind—Dbut rollin' about with ‘em aif't half
the sport it used to be. I've got no taste left for these stupid
simperin’ cows.,”

“Owen, you are belng disguisting.”

“Shut up and listen, gel, I'm bein’ as honest as I've ever
been with a female in my life before. It aln't easy, ya know,
a leopard like me changin’ his spots—especlally at my time o’
life. 1 may not put things just the way you'd like, but I got ta
put them in my own way.”

"“Yes, dear, I suppose you must,” 1 sald with a sigh of
resignation, once again surprised by just how much tender-
niess this silly rogue could evoke from me. 1 gulped down the
fast of my wine.

“As 1 was sayin', a toss In the hay just ain't what it once
was. Nor the drink, nor anything else. . . . Want some more
bubbly, love?

“A wee drop, ta dear.”

He refilled our glasses and went on from where he had left
off. “. . . Nor anything else is half so much funm as it once
was. Do you know why?”

“No,” I lied demurely.

“Tt's because of you, gel. You've changed me. I'd rather sit
with you and Bess over one or two sherries than have a
whole bottle to myself in my room, the way I used to.”

“It's never wise to drink alone,” I murmured rather irrele-
vantly, and let some champagne roll under my tongue and
along my cheeks, stinging the insides of my mouth rather
pleasantly with lts bubbles.

“Hang drinkin’ alone! It's not just the drinkin'. It's the
wenchin’. 1 don't want my cholce of any lass between here
and Bantry town. I want one lass.”

“Don't be coarse, Owen,” I chided mildly, licking the rim
of my empty glass with a quick flick of the tongue. Owen
obliged by refilling it onee Agwn.

“Delrdre, the one lass I want is you. I think of -you every
night. It's your bed T want to be In. You've bewitched me, 1

tell ya.”
“Surely, sit, you are not suggesting that I . . . that we
sheuld . ... I mean, sif, under your sister's own roof . ...” 1

trailed off inarticutately, gulplng my wine to cover my loss of
words. Never had such a suggestion been made to me, and
though 1 waxed indignant, 1 found myself not a little excited.
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This evenlng was becoming rather an adventure. Unfortu-
nately, Owen spolled the efffect by his shocked reaction.

“Deirdre, surely you do not believe me capable of such a
thing! Or behaving in such an indecent manner to you, whom
I love? Gel, what I'm tryin® to lead up to is this: I'm really in
love with ya. 1 want to marry you, a decent, honorable pro-
posal of marriage.”

“Oh.” It was rather a letdown, somehow. Once more my
glass was empty. I held it out toward the bottle that stood on
the table between us.

“You've had rather a lot, haven't ya, love?”

“] am doing quite well, thank you very much, I am quite
capable of determining my own quota, sir. Another glass, if
you please.”

“Right yon are, gel.” Owen leaned forward out of the
shadows and pousted another glass, the light from the one
candle on the table catching the gold bullion and brass of his
epaulets and buttons and casting it back as little moving
polnts of gold light about the roem. The red of his tunic was
as dark as blood in the shadowy flickering illumination of the
quiet little room, and it gave me a strange chill of forebod-
Ing. Maybe Owen was right. The champagne might be going
to my head. I swallowed down the first mouthful of the efill-
ed glass to steady my ferves, the second to steady my hand.

“You're so beautiful In this light, Deirdre.”

*“That’s very nice of you to say, Owen dearie.”

“I'm goin’ ta find Nicholas’ treasure for him, love. I'm a
clever feller when I'm meved ta use ma noddle. Used ta be
quite good in the army, ya know, gamblin’ aside. I'm a
wizard with elphers and such—any kind o’ puzzle. Even after
all ihese years of picklin’ ma brains"—here he tapped his
skull knowingly—"it still works up here. I'm bound ta find
the Cheng treasure for him. He’s way off on the wrong tfack,
ya kaow, but I'm o1 the right one. Whea I find itt... ,”

“You're surely not going to steal it, are you, old boy?” 1
vaguely remember asking rather conspiratorially.

“Lord, no! I may be many things, gel, but I ain’t Ao com-
mon thief. I'll find the bloody treasure and hold him up for a
finder’s fee. That's only fair, ala’t it? If it's as big as Nicholas
thinks it 1s, I'd ask for twenty peteent. That'd be falr ta him
and stiil be enough ta set me up handsemiely. Then yeu'd
mafry me, leve, weuldn't ya? 1 measn, if it was My money
that we lived off, and net yeurs? You'd khow thea I leved
you, wouldn't ya?’
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He was so earnest, so sincere, that it almost made me sick
with guilt. Instead I began to weep, covering my eyes with
one hand while waggling my empty glass toward the bottle
with the other. I felt him steady the glass in my hand and filt
it.

1 uncovered my eyes and saw through a blur of teats that
he was kneeling at my feet, his soft, gentle, normally teasing
blue eyes so full of pleading lovelight that I hardly dared to
loek at him. Did I love higm? Weuld his own money give him
the self-respect to Stfal?hl%ﬁ ott his life and make him re-
sponsible and respectable enough te be a geed husband, of
weuld he, as I had imagined during Ris first, less serious pro-
posal, revert to drinking and libertine ways? What was 1 t8
807 He was such a darling fellew, such a jelly ehap, stich a

d . ., “playfellew” might be the best werd—but a hus-
and? A father te my ehildien?

"Oh, you dading man,” I burbled inio my glass. He took

this for a sign of weakening on My part and lurched toward
me rather unsteadily, lecking his areas about my waist i a
manner of utmost geadmg. This sudden gesture upset my
glass, whieh, being held at that merment te My lips, caused a
cascade of chilled wine dewn my décolletage. I shrieked.and
lurehed inveluntarily, thus unsettling myself, Owen, and the
little table on which I had so lightly perched. _
. The table gave way under whal became our combined
weight, for Owen, still kneeling with his ares about me, was
precipitated on top of me as 1 slewly and, I hoped, gracefully
slid off the tipping table and back enie my beautiful bustle,
The Reard l@ﬂiﬁ Aum eﬂam?agﬁe betile slid down the
giiehégg table %ﬂ I 3 SOmersault QVeF s, With & Fesiliant
Bld SHOWEF BF BubblY:

We lay there stunned for a moment in the shambles of the
tipped and broken table, spilling champagne, and a tumble of
}ittleﬁtum@xd—avef chairs, Then we both began to giggle and
augh,

"Owen?” I asked. Hiceup.

“Yes, love.”

“Does champagne leave staiins on black silk?’

“1 don't know. Does It really matter?”

Hiecup. “No, actually It doesn't. I'm having too much fun
to care if we have been"—hiccup—"chuistemed in bubbly.
What the hell!” I waggled my head gaily and raised my
empty glass in a mock toast,
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“What the hell, indeed, When we're rich, I'll shewer yeu in
bubbly,” he crowed.

*May I bathe in it?"

“Only if I get to dry you 6ff, lass.”

“Owen,” 1 remember giggnﬁg, “yau're ieFFible.

At this point the nursefy deor flew epen, slamming against
the wall with a hugs thud and the smashing of plasier ds the
doorknob went inte the wall,

“You're damned right, he's ierrible, What in God's name
do you think you're doing, Owen? Seducing a houseguest ufi-
der my very roofl How dare you?’

“Nicholas, it's not at all the way it 1ooks,” Owen protested,
scrambling up off me with mere speed than grace. He held
tontt o Hhandl tho e, Bt Hiftaee 1 cantll! sl sl of tihe vise
of it, Sir Nlehotas had sheved him away,

"Keep your hands off hefr, you rotter.” He pulled me up
roughly and set me of fiy feet, 1 was none 180 steady, but
hardly pleased with Sir Nicholas, despite his obvious goed if=
tentions. His whole manner and the assumption that 1 would
allow my honer te be eompromised was caleulated to infuris
ate me. As far as I was goneerfed, Ris inierruption was bsth
unweleorae and pealled faf.

“Just what are you dolng here, sir?” 1 asked rather lamely
and without purpose.

“What am I dolag here?” he raged. “Do you have any idea
the nolse that you two tumbling about has made below? 1
should think, Miss Fennora, that you would be thanking me
at this moment for saving your virtue.” His eyes flashed hotly,
the blackness of them like plittering obsidian in the eandle-
light. Two spets of celer sprang ouf oA these wide, honey-
ioned cheekbenes of his, He was™ S handsome and
p&éﬁi@ﬁﬁt@-l@@klﬂ% A Man a§ I had ever seen, with the museles
of his temples and jaws pulmﬁ% fhythmi@al 1A tifhe with his
aﬁgef There was §8ﬂ3&£ﬂlﬁg abaut raising this mMan's ire that
exelted me. 1t was like aﬁﬂﬁg a gams, sli tly da eraug But
heady and satisfying at g tme. te Bring
But 1 EWSF§E 1A {HS—HQH g playful dsvn afeuge By Owen,
buﬁ Qe Heeper, MOFe afeans E{-EQE i at lurked within my

§ A.s, e W BE 8h, I Was aware of him mere §B§fply than

Sfé ﬁsf §f£ §§ my stats of iﬁ@BﬂﬁHeﬂ
i WQé Bt 1 was 68B§ l@ﬂ§ Bf
svs msvs §9ua ﬁe ie% \%
3§ S¥Sf Bse §llHi 3 HRAEE 8F it ma
ea g sVsam 15@ Was ceRsclaHs 8k

] %m&aaeug B
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and authority he exuded, and had a great desire to match it
and challenge it, though I think I knew even then that it was
a dangerous thing to tg', and that that power of his could
never quite be mastered, Perhaps there was the true attrac-
tion! He went on nastily. “Perhaps on the morrow, When you
have sufficiently recovered from the excesses of your drinking
bout with my uncle"—and here he glanced pointedly at the
glasses and spilled bottle “~=you will realize the danger from
which I saved you and be grateful to me.”

“Now, see here, Nicholas—" .

“Owen, darling, do shut up. I can handle this"—hic-
cup—"quite well myself,” I broke in. “I can assure you,
Sir Nicholas, that T have no cause to be grateful fo you.
You wrongly impugn the honor and character not only of
myself but, more importantly, of your very own uncle, who,
si, has just done me the very great honor to”—hiccup—"ask
my hand in marriage. Having been aware for some time of
the great charm and warmth of the raen on your motier's
side of the family, I have happily accepted his proposal.”

Here Owen cried out, *Oh, Deirdre, splendid,” thus some-
what weakening the effect of my indignant remarks by
showing his obvious surprise.

“Quiet, Owen,” I snapped. “So you see, Sir Nicholas, you
do a grievous injury to both my future husband and mysetf.”
Hiccup. “You need not apologize to me. I understand that
your motives, though misguided, were of the best, but I must
insist that you beg Owen's forgiveness, lest’—hiccup—
“rancor build in his heart against his favorite nephew.” I
knew as I spoke that I certainly had had far too much to
drink. Bven I at my worst would never have dared to be so
priggish and haughty. Ah, well! )

Sir Nicholas looked stunned for a mifte, and thea, eollect-
ing himself, said derisively, “But of coutse, My dieqr Auft
Deirdre, you afe quite right.” He turaed to Owed and bewed
gravely. “Uncle Owen, I owe you and yeur piospective bride
an apolegy. Do forgive fe my mistake. it was made in haste
and befere I was in full possession of the faets. What, atier
all, was 1 o think upen finding the tws of yau, dear Unele
and Miss Felinora—Auatie dear—sprawled across the Hesf
ia a welter of. cha #0d broken furnilure? Bug
1 wish yeu everyihing the twe ef yeu deserve. And aew, 16t
e leave, s6 that ei/eu two may qet bagk to whatever it was
you were doing befere My uatiaely arfival” _

He turned on his heel and left the roem immediately, but
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not before bursting into gales of mocking laughter, which
echoed up the stairs afier hifi as he descended to his remain-
ing guests.

“Oh, Deirdre, you were wenderful.” Owen laughed, com-
iing up to me and sliding his arms familiarly about my shoul-

ers.

“Oh,” I erled, “that bloody bastard.”

“Yes, he Is, rather,” Owen agreed, oblivious of my foul
language. “Perhaps 1 shouldn't have accepted his apology
quite so readily,”

“Oh, you stupid idiet,” I eted. “Owen, I could kill you*

“WWhatever have I done, dearest?”

“Bverything, that3 whatl Everything!!" Here I stomped
hard on his foot in sheer pique and stormed from the room.

What was I to do now? I was not at all sure that I wanted
to be Mrs. Owen Sarsfield-Jones, but now, thanks to Sir Nich-
olas and his Infurlating Insults, to say nothing of the thanks I
owed to my share of that damned magawm of bubbly, I had
got myself engbaggd. To back out woutd be to admit I had
been wrong t6 begin with, That weuld never do!

Damn Owen! Damn Sir Nicholas Cheng, and most of all,
damn the champagne! 1 had had quite enough of all three of
them to last me adifetlme!
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NI Dupin Investjfiates!

1 designed to imply that the deductiont are the sole proper ones,
anil that the suspicion arises inenisolyly from them as a single re-
sult. What the icion is, however, I will not say just yet.

—E. A, Pog, The Micoders in the Rue Mongne

Kathleen opened the louvers of my bedroom doors, send-
ing long golden bands of sunlight across the ceiling and
floars. It twaastheeffiss t Hitregl Isaavvaad |

“Ohhh, damn that sun. Do close the shutters, Kathleen.”
My volce sounded like it had eracked in two,

“Miss?’

“Close those bl . . . Close the shutters, please.” My head
throbbed, my eyes burned, and my temper was foul. God
help whoever crossed my path! I'd as soon have thrown a
brush as looked at a cheerful face that morning.

“Are you feeling quite well, Miss Fennora?” Did I detect a
purr in her voice? Surely not; Kathleen was too well trained
for that. IMMIWWWW

“Well? Well, 'm not dead, so I must be well enough,
thank you,” I grumbled, getting out of bed and into my
dressing gown, with Kathleen's kind help. I might never have
done it, otherwise. “I have the feeling that the only thing that
will help me this morning is fried shrimp and African snails.”

“I beg pardon, miss?”

“Nothing, nothing. Only, I can see that you've never read
your Horace.” My mildly humorous remark was lost upon
the girl. She'd, of course, never even heard of Horace. There
came just then a knocking on the portico doors in the sitting
room. “See who that is, will you? Pm in no mood for cheery
visitors,” 1 groaned in a croaking voice as I sat befaore the

149
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lass and fried to brush some order into my tangled hair. I
ad not bothered to take the pins and rats out of my coif
when I finally got to bed, so the wreckage was awesome,

“Top o' the momin’, Merry Sunshine! What makes ge
come so soon? Ye'll scare away the stars and shine away the
moon.” Owen bounced through the door of my bedroom with
alt- the enthusiasm of a new-fledged, well-scrubbed parson,
even to the ruddy cheeks and bright eyes.

I couldn't say a word, and even if I.had, it would not have
been a ladylike word at that, Instead, 1 heaved my hairbrush
at his head, missing, but Aot by much, despite the state of my
own poor head. The exertion of hurling that missile, however,
set my bratn Into an ecstasy of throbbing.

"Ohhh,” I moaned, catching m[y skull ia both hands, lest it
topple from my shoulders and roll bumpily across the carpet,
"Owen, do go away.”

He laughed softly and poured something—I couldn’t see
what—into a glass, “Here, drink this, love. I thought you'd be
needin’ my soverelgn refedy this mornin’.”

I hesitated. "Whai is it?" 1 asked, looking at the proffered
tumbler with disdain.

“Halr o’ the dog, lave, Deink up!”

“Oh, 1 coulldiitt” My voice was still a raspy croak.

‘f‘i'I think you'd better, of you'll have quite a miserable day
o L!!

Realizing that Owen of all people ought to know the best
remedy for what ailed me, I swallowed a long draft of cham-
pagne like the medieine it was, and within a few minutes was
sufficiently myself agaln te insist that he leave my bedroom,
which place he had fe right whatsoever to enter, Seeing that
1 was indeed recovering rapidly, he beati grinning retreat to
the hall, promising te wait his breakfast till 1 was ready to
join him,

Under Kathleen’s geritle minisirations I began to look more
myself, for she made an attractive pile out of the wreckage of
my colf and selected a dress for ffie that had some color at
the neck and hence made the best of what was, this morning,
a stark white complexion and glazed eyes.

Within a few minutes, feeling fraglle but improved, I was
led downstairs to breakfast by a nauseatingly cheerful but
otherwise very solicitous Owam

Breakfast had been laid on for some time, since both of
the Pagets and Lady Elizabeth were alteady at table and
chatting rather gally about the ball—or at least, Miss Paget
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was. Lady Elizabeth, I could see at once, was giving g&g
slight attention to the girl's chatter. Gusty Paget was in m

the same state that I was in, and moreover, was obviously
stlll ruminating over the revelations of the Earl of Adrigole.
He had evidently not discussed matters with his sister yet, for
her manner was still entirely natural, which, I am sure, would
not have been the case had she known of Sir Nicholas' finan-
elal straits.

A pair of servants came in to replenish the supplies of food
in the covered silver dishes arrayed on the sideboard. As I
surveyed the choices open to me with some uncertainty,
Owen helped himself to eggs and kidneys, several rashers of
bacon, and piles of buttery toast.

In my uncertain state of health, kidneys and kippers and
the like were out of the question, and eggs that stared like
eyes from off the plate were not to be hazarded either, nor
anything dripping in butter, I managed to find a rasher of
very crisp bacon, a dry plece of toast, and with some effort
braved the additlon of a spoonful of well-scrambled egg.
This, with tea, would be fiot only a princely breakfast under
the cireumstances, but also an almest miraculous one. It was
certainly more hearty than the mere toast and tea that Gusty
Paget was struggling with. Perhaps he hadn't had a “bair ¢
the dog" to begin his day.

My greetings to the company as I sat down were subdued,
and I found myself all at ence prateful to the Honorable
Miss Paget for her continual banal chatter. It obviated the
necessity of my attempting to be conversatiopal myself, For-
tunately, I had had my second eup of tea and was even
eating a bit more bacon and epg—served to me by Owen
with all the severity and solicitude of a doctor ministeriag to
a patlent—before it entered Miss Paget’s head to turn her at-
tention to me. Unhappily, I was in no real shape to rebut her
with wit, but at least I felt sufficiently recovered to make
some aceount of myself.

She began with great surface charm. *What a sweet gown
that was that you wote last night, my dear Miss Fennora. But
then, I imagine that a single lady such as yourself has a
great deal of time for sewing, especially in such a quiet place
as Ireland.”

Suppressipg the urge to fling the toast rack in her face, I
answered in as honeyed tones as my still-raspy volee could
muster, “Indeed, Miss Paget, many do have the time, but I,
alas, have not, My long studies of Greek and Roman litera-
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ture have left me llttle time for the pleasures of needlework. 1
am forced, therefore, to leave such tasks in the capable hands
of my dressmaker. She's guite the best one in Dublin.” 1 real-
ized almost at onee that this last remark had been unwise.

The Honorable Victoria Paget laughed, a shrill, bell-like
laugh that went through my braln like a knife. At last she
recovered herself. “Oh, do forgive me, Mlss Fennora, but you
cannot imagine hew humorous that is—quite the best dress-
maker in Dublinl Oh, that is drelll” She turned archly to
Gusty and Owep, neither ef whem joined in the joke,
though each for a different reasen, Even she didn't dare, of *
course, expect 16 be backed up iA her little jeke by her
hostess, whe had fet even the benefit of a Dublif dress-
fRaker, but raiber, made do wiih the mefe than adaguate
serviees of the needlewomen of Meendragen. Lady Eliza
like the gueen, was clearly nei amused! Thus the humer @
her rematk feil totally Mat—and she knew t—which was fof:
tunate for me, sifee 1 was really in Ae condition t8 retert
with sufficient wit and acidity {8 make up fer the insult she
§6 Bbvisusly ifi%eaeeq-. THefe Was some small esmpensation iA
that she simply eQu SH’E £ave “1 a16n8; iﬁiaee He ane slse

B8, she fert B lg@ 18 88 8R: }Nﬁﬁ sfill; 1t seemed, 1o Be
Ing 8Bject OF HRF atentian; HEEY me

“But you study the classies!” she persisted. "How very in-
teresting! I expect it's the long houts over dusty tomes that
give you these frown lines between the eyes. Still, I suppose a
bit of a squint is better than that awful, owlish look that
some scholars get.”

I smiled benignly to cover the fiearly overwhelming urge to
?it in her eye that was rapidly taking my beiter judgment by
storm,

“Nicky has something of a scholar's look, too, at times, but
I shall soon rid him of that,” she remarked, Then, looking up
past my shoulder, she spled Sir Nichotas himself just entering
:jhe g’t;eakfast room, and added brightly, “Shan't I, Nicky, dar-

g

“Nicky darling” grunted noncommitfally, being somewhat
the worse for his own excesses of the previous night. His
greetings to us all were perfunciory in the extreme. Despite
fay ire at him fer his presumptuous behavior in the nusery, I
could enly sympathizs,

At this point I excused myself to the company and rose
from the table, but did not leave until I had managed to get
something off in Miss Paget's direction. "If ever,” I purred
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gweetly to her, “there was a man less sulted to being called
‘Nicky darling’ than Sir Nicholas Cheng, then 1 can't imagine
him.”

The Honorable Miss Paget glowered; Sir Nicholas looked
up sharply from the sideboard, where he, too, was now care-
fully selecting the least odious foods wherewith to tempt his
obviously delicate stomach, “Why, thank you, Miss Fennora,”
be mumbled. “I do believe you mean that as a compliment.”

Why not, if he chose to interpret me so? I leaped in the
direction of thought that his own mind was moving in and
managed to come up quickly with a good retort. “Indeed 1
do, Sir Nicholas, But In truth, we must be fair to dear little
Miss Paget, She, perhaps, does not know you quite 50 well as
T have come to know you in these few past weeks. After all,
she has had less experience of the world and people than we.
Pray give her time. She may well, one day, come to discern
the vast differences between the Sir Nicholas Chengs and the
‘Nicky darlings’ of this world.”

1 smiled sweetly and left with some speed in the direction
of my own rooms, where I became Heartily sick in a very
prettyfliower-stremmporcelain pot de ehambre.

1t was not until nearly teatime that I feit teally human
Bgain. I celebrated by taking a turh about the garden with

wen.

“I thought you were havif’ a bit more champagne than
was good for ya fast night, gel,” he teased é)layfully, “but you
would jnsist that you kaew your own limitations. Mighty
haughty abetit it ya were, 160, young lady?

“I can see, sir, that I shall never be allowed to forget it,
ghall 1?7

*“No, probably not! But teally, squiffy or not, you certainly
gave Nichelas ‘what for.’ The 100k on his face when you told
him that we were engaged . . .”

“Yes, welll. , . About that, Owen ... .”

“You don’t have ta say anythin’, Deirdre, ma love. I quite
well undesstand that I'm still on probation, so ta speak; that
I'm still not your offigiallly accepted fiance, I know you only
sald what you did to Nichelas to show him up fer the pre-
sumptuous bastard—serry, love—that he can be, We'll say
nothin' further of it o anyene just yet. Let them think what
they will. Meanwhile, 'm still tryin', ma gel, ta win ya, I'll
prove I'm werthy, young lady, er die iryin'.” He laughed
merrily, and I silently rejeiced at his kind understanding and
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forbearance. He did not, at least, plan to hold me to my
declaration. Of course, the easler he made it for me, the more
chanee there was of my eventually accepting him, as he no
doubt caleulated. Owen was clever! I began to suspect that he
knew me quite well,

We walked on for a while, turned up on another path, and
at last sat down on a bench beneath one of the overhanging
willows,

“By the way,” I interjected, wanting to break the too-preg-
nant silence between us, “speaking of overindulgence, did you
know that Sir Nicholas smokes opium?”
| "(l)pium? Nicholas? Never!” Owen looked at me incredu-

ously.

“Indeed he does,” I insisted.

“"Why, Nicholas loathes any kind of indulgence or excess
that might dull the braln. He takes no tobacco, and not even
very much wine at ail. In fact, he's usuatly abstemious in the
extreme, To see him under the weather as he Is today is a
tare-sight indeed. My God, why do you think he's got such
contempt for me? It's ma drinkin’, love. Even the i
he'd condene, but net the idleness and the drinkid'.”

“Owen,” 1 persisted, “he smioked opium before my very
eyes in the librafy the other day.”

“Where'd He take it from?” he asked, a suspicious glint in
his eye, as of light dawning.

WI;'A cabinet at the far end of the room, beside the fireplace.
y?”

Owen laughed and slapped his long, slender thigh in de-
light. “I thought sol Why, that dried-out old chandu has been
there since before Hannibal Cheng died. He was the family
oplum-eater, ya see. That stuffs hesiirtihere so long, it's so
old, that it couldn*t give a plpe dream to a dog, let alone a
man the size and bulk of Nicholas Cheng. He was bavin’ you
on, leve.”

“Well, since I barely raised an eyebrow, it didn't avail him
anything,” 1 said with a defensive shifif.

“Lord, lord, I'd forgot all about that old stuff. I remember
exploring that Interestin’ old cabinet with all its cubbyholes
and dooxs once when I was a boy, I was with some of the lo-
cal gentry’s sons that Bess used ta invite over ta keep me
eompany. We found the stuff and tried ta smoke it. It was
foul even by then! Dida't quite make us dream, mind, but did
we turn greenf Little Nicky was-only about four or flve at the
time, He came in after us, and we gave him the pipe. He got
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sickest of all, of course, bein’ the littlest, and I got the worst
whippin’ o’.ma life. My, what larks we had back then.” He
shook his head in sheer nestalglc contemplation.

“Indeed! No wonder thete's no great affection between you
and Nicholas now, if that's how you treated him when he was
a baby,” 1 remarked dryly.

“He was a spoiled, obnoxious little blighter. Never could
lsjt:at‘:n(cil him maself. Deserved everythin' he ever got at my

ands.”

“Which was plenty, I'll wager,” I answered.

Owen merely snickered wickedly. “Do you remember
enough, love, of last night In the nursery ta recall what I said
about the treasure?”

“Of course I remember,” I cried indignantly. “You boasted
that you were going to find the Cheng treasure and claim a
findiar's fee. Tell me, are you planning to take sail for China
with Captain Vreeland in the Ptde o' B@armyi’

“No, Delrdre, love, I don’t think that that’ll be necessary.”
He paused a moment and then went on, as if by way of ex-
planation, though his tone had ehanged. “All the clues to the
whereabouts of the treasure are right here before our very
eyes, if only we'd see ‘em. Once the clues are pieced together,
It's all a matter of deduetion. Once the whereabouts are
deduced by reason and logis, then it's merely a matter of go-
ing to the place.”

“Amazing!”

“It is quite simple, actually,” he replied rather smugly.

“No, 1 don't mean it in that sense! It's amazing what the
reading of E. A. Pee and Wilkie Collins will do for a man.
You are, of a sudden, a veritable private detective, It's quite
a rapld change, you must admit, from bibulous libertine to
keen-brained sleuthhound, as the Americans would say. A
truly amazing transformation.”

“1 say, love, you're bein’ a bit nasty, what?”

"“Oh, not really, Owen,” T aaisveeset), féetinpgstidiidaniy comi-
trite. “You are a dear fellow, and | only meant to have a bit
of a tease; not to hurt your feelings. Actually, whether you
findl the treasure—if it exists—or Aot isn’t really important.
It's the fun you're having that cotints; It makes me wish that
1 were a man myseif.”

“I'm rather glad you aren’t, love. 1 should have a devil of a
time explalnlp’ my attacheent to you, But you are my as-
sistant, after all! Remember? he asked, semewhat taken
aback by my remarks, and not a little bit' hutt. *We're in this
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{’ogether. The fun is for both of us, just as the finder’s fee will
e‘l!

“Will it?” I asked In surprise.

“Of course. A sort of bride-price to prove myself worthy of
your hand.”

“Owen, you embarrass me. It makes me sound a terribly
mercenary person, that you should have to find a treastire in
order to feel worthy of me, You don’t really understand my
hesitation at ail.”

“Yes, I do, love,” he assured me softly. “1 know that you
don't require that I be rich. But I require It. I've never done
anythin’ ta galn my own self-respect. If 1 find this long-lost
treasute that's kept everybedy hoppin’ for a generation, then
I'll have dofie somethia’ that Nichelas with all his searches
and scholarship hasn't been able to do. Then I'lt have some=
thin' to be proud of; 1'll be werthy of veu, and Il preve it
further by seitlin’' dowa with wife and kiddies gathered
around, At iy time o' life, ain't that what 1 sheuld want, af-
tef ali?” _

“Yes, love, actually It is.”

“So there! You admit I'm right!”

“Oh, I guess you are,” I conceded wearily.

"Hﬂhl” é

We rose from the bench and began retracing our steps
toward the great house,

“Deirdre, love, are we sufficiantly close and do ya trust me
well enough to enter ma lalr for a bit?”

“Your lair?”

“Aye, ma digs. The wee study or smokin* room or what-
ever ya'd call It right niext ta ma bedroom,”

“Owenn.. * 1 raised a warning fitlgaTr-

“No hanky-panky, 1 promise. We'll even leave the hall
door open, if ya like. You'll be safe as a baby. All 1 want ta
do is shew ya what I've been workin’ on. I've got it all down
in a notebook—clue upen clue. All it wants is a bit o’ plecin’
together,” His enthusiasm was infectious. Caution to the
im_ﬂds once more, 1 allowed myself to be escorted to Owen's

aif.

“Lait” was quite the proper word for It. Just as a bear
leaves the debris of his dinner in the form of bores and fur
upon the cavern floor, or the eavemen of old left traces of
thelr passtng in the form of bones and hand-axes, skins and

| primitive weapons in ever-sticceeding layers for the delight of
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modem archagologists, so the detritus of Owen's life at
Moondragon might well have been excavated and interpreted
by some enterprising anthropologist. Surely what looked to be
several years of tobacco ash piled in various brimminag recep-
taeles about the room wouild yleld up faseinating data on the
changing fashion in late-ninetecnth-centuey clgars—Cuban ot
Mexican; and in clgarettes—Turkish, Egyptlan, or whatever.
The half-read books strewn about; the crumpled and in some
cases yellowing newspapers; old socks, surely mismated or
odd by now; dirty glasses, their bowls still staiaed and stieky
with the dregs of by new everaged sherry; and many an
empty bottle all would vield up their story to the medern in-
vestigator, were steh a brave soul to be found, It was truly a
fine mess|

“Take a pew, love” ) _ )

“Is there one?’-I asked, teeking abeut in Fock bewilder-
ment. For aught I knew, pews, altar and baptismal font all
lurked in the rubble-strewn recesses of that monumentally
crowded and uncared-for roei. )

“Here, I'll empty a chair for ya,” he sald, completely miss-
ing the point of my little jest. 'Serry that things are In a bit
of a stew. I don't let ‘e clean up in here but once in a blue
moon. They always get ma stuff set where I'll never find it
again.” He chueked a pile of books and papers off a side
chair and onto the floor. Stepping gingerly in order to avoid
turning my ankle in the Hazardous obstacle course that
Owen's floors represented, 1 reached that one elear ehalr and
sat down.

“I understaad completely. There is no need te apologize.” I
smiled tolerantly, remembertag my father, who was neater by
a Jong chalk but still eut from much the same cloth nonethe-
less. Naturally, the very helplessness of the man was per-
versely endearing. It almoest made me want t6 tie up my bair
in a scarf, put an apron arouad my waist, gird up my skists,
and attack Owen's digs—as well as his life, which needed
similar- attention, afier all—with dusteloth, broem, and rug-
beater, Be careful, Deirdre, I thought. Far greater women
than ?{eu have fallen inte this pit, tfap%d by the helpless
bumbling charm of the predatory male, Do net sueeumb to
the allure of his guileless slevenliness.

Drawing in my breath in the stale, tobacco-reeking room, 1
urged Owen 0 get oa with his elues. 1 was no longer nervous
about the impropriety of being 1n his private digs—there was
hardly room enough for a minor skirmish, let alone a full-
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scale onslaught upon “mine honor"—but rather, T wished te
breathe soon agaln the pure clean alr of my own neat little
sitting room, so comfortable and so pristine.

He was throwing scraps of paper right and left off the sufs
face of his small campaign desk, the fitst piece of nonoriental
furnlture that I had chanced to see in Moondragen.

“The notebook's here somewhere.” He loeked up,
scratching his head thoughtfully, “Ah, here °tis,” he cried
spylng a small black ledger book tucked behind a stuffed owl
standing on a shelf above the desk.

“Look ya now, love. I've been jottin’ things down ever
sinice 1 got the idea that semethin’ was amiss here at Moof-
dragon. Remember the eavesdropper?”

“Indeed 1 do!”

"Well, that set me ta thinkin’., Someone found our little
conversation that night very Interestin’. Why? Everybody at
Moondragon, and, in fact, from here ta Baniry, knows the
history of the Cheng family. But, the treasure, fnow, lass!
That's a different story. Only the immediate family kaows of
the treasure and how fits whereabouts has been passed oA
from father ta son sifge even befere Moondragon ltself was
built—when the Chengs were rovin' pirates and no. better
than Barbaressd himself, despite iheir noble bloed. Whoever
was but there listenin’ eould've learaed a lot, I'll wager. New,
lesk what 1've dene.” He opened the ledger baok t6 a page in
the front and ran his finger aleng the lines of writing at the
top. Then, sitting red-tadianrstyle at my feet so that i could-
ses dyer his sheulder, hie began;

1. 1dentity of Eavesdropper
(A) Possible Moondragon Residents
(1) Hannibal Ling, who is half-witted and there-
fore most likely of no consequence
a) Opportunity—Yes! Always unatiended
and pops up everywhere.
b) Motive—No! His motive would be at-
traction to Dierdre, not to stories of a
lost treasure, which would mean noth-
ing to him,
Discounted.
(2) Mrs. Ling
a) Opportunity—Yes! Has complete fuf
of the house, and whereabouts that eve-
ning undertermined.
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b) Motive—None! As a family member,
she already knows of the treasure and
in fact has aided Sir Nicholas in his in-
vestigations for many years, both among
the old Chinese manuscripts here at
Moondragon and at the British Museum
library. Moreover, Mrs. Ling has a
comfortable niche and money of her
own.

Discounted.,

(3) Shi Fu, who bas been Nicholas' loyal per-
sonal servant for years

a) Opportunify—Yes! Had been dismissed
for the night and may have lurked
around to listen rather than returning
at once to his guarters in the village,

b) Motive—None discernible. Has been de-
voted to Nicholas and is intelligeat, loy-
al, and discrest

Not discounted but highly unlikely.

(4) Kathleen

a) Opportunity—Yes! Has no set evening
duties until Bess goes to bed. Popped in
with our shetry not long before the
eavesdropper made his appearance.

b) Motive—Curiisity? Her class of Irish
servant is notorious for it. A desire to
find the treasure for herself? Nonsensel

Not entirely discounted, but highly unlikely.

(5) Virtually anyone who lives on the estate
would kaow how to enter the garden from
the park, but again, no likely suspects of
motives.

“See, told ya I had a good brain in ma skull, love,” he
broke in on his recitation, “Shall I go on?”
"By all means.”

(B) Peossible Outsiders
{1) Captailn Issac Vreeland

“Captain Vreeland!” I blurted out “Oh, you cannot con-
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sider him a suspect, sumlgf? Whiy, he is the finest, most direct,
and honest man one could imagine,” . .

“The same could be said for lots of euanin’, devious fel
lows who hide their welws* chops in sheepskins, love. Pray
don't be so naive,” he chided haughtily. “Let me go 6a.”

“Oh, go on, then, if you must,”

(1) C;apéain Issae Vfé%gé«fil s kn
a) Opportunity— t {18 knewn to me
personally that he has been skullikii®
about at all hours oA the grounds.
Moteover, I've heard a hotse late at
night on the road below Moondragon,
and on land at least, he uses no other
conveyance than horseback,

I looked up sharply to protest, but had Ao opportunity, for
Owen interrupted his ewn reading at that poiat to interject
another piece of evidence, which he thea hastily penciled inte
the neteboek. _ ] )

“Delrdre, I'd, know that damned sailor suit of his any-
where, and I've seen it on the grounds several nights of late.
He has been here when he eughta't to bel” )

I remalned unimpressed, watching him as he wrote in “Saw
sallor suit.” "Ge on,” 1 suggesied, choasing to bide my time. 1
had my own contributions to make to Owen's outline of Cap-
tain Vreeland as suspeet.

b) Motive—Yes! A§ the only outsider who
knows of the treasure—after all, he
has sailed Nicholas on every one of his
treasure hunts along the coasts of China
and Fofmosa—he might well want to
find it for himself. He doesn't think
mueh of the Chang famlly and has never
got rich I Sir Nicholas' service. In fact,
Nicholas tends to treat him like one of
his servants, not like a gentleman, which
he Is, to some extent, after all. He has
o reason to be toyal to his employer.

NO; to be discounted. The likeliest suspeet

so far,

(2) Some unknown person from outside the es-
tate
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a) Opportunity—yes! While it would be
hard to get into the grounds undetected
unless one were very familiar with the
estate (like the captain, for exammple),
there are ways in which it might be ac-
complished even by one who was only
an occasional visitor to Moondragon.

b) Motive—Nonel No outsider (other than
Captain Vreeland, again) is at all likely
to know of the Cheng treasure.

Conclusion: possible but not likely.

“That's it, love. All my material on the eavesdropper. Shall
1 go on to my analysis of the next clue?”

“Not just yet. 1 have a few things to add to your outline,”
I remarked. “You haven’t quite got 1t all down properly.”

“Oh? Have 1 lbfttsomethiing qutt?

“Rather, Several polnts—some ‘of which add up to some-
thing, one that doesirt.”

“Go on.”

“One.” 1 began ticking off my thoughts on the fingers of
my lefit hand. “The eavesdropper made not a sound when he
left the portico, while Captaln Vreeland's new riding boots
are so creaky as to be laughable. Two, The captain, if he is
fiding into Moondragen park on horseback, is most likely to
be wearing his new riding habit—which, incidentally, goes
with the new boots—and not a ‘sailor suit,’ as you call it.
Three. If he is fiding into Meeﬂdrageﬁ it may well be to
condtiet a roranee with your sisier—

m"B&? Owen was aghast. “She’d never do anything like
at.”

“Oh, wouldn't she? I'd like to think that I, at her age,
would still be willing and capable of such hanky-panky. God
knows you're no angel, and, after all, the same blood runs
through both your veins.”

“You're sayin’ that my sister is—"

“Is in love! What's wrong with that? Aren’t you?"

“Yes, tagt...”

"But what?”

Owen gave up and just stammered. He and his nephew
were alike, or perhaps it was just pure bull-headed masculin-
ity that they held in common. When would men ever learn
that what Is sauce for the goose ought equally to be sauce for
the gander—and in fact usually was?
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“To go on! Four. If he was on the veranda that night, it
would very likely have been not as an intentional eavesdrop-
er on our conversation about the treasure, but merely as a
over intent on a glimpse of his beloved or waiting for us to
depart so that he might be alone with her.”
‘“Really, Deirdre, you go too farl”
“Now"—I laughed—"you sound just like your sister. But
do 1 indeed? The hell T do!” I went on ticking off my
thoughts systematically, “Five. If Captain Vreeland does, as
ou say, know about the treasure, then he—like Mrs. Ling
erself—would have no need to listen in on our meager con-
versation, which could have been informative only to some-
one who knew little or nothing of the Cheng treasure.”
“Very clever, gel, but you've forgotten one more point.”
“And what is that?"
"If what you say is true—if Captain Vreeland is wooin' my
sister B’»?'gs ey

“That'd be a damned good cover, wouldn't it?"

"Cover for what?" ]

"He's a elever man, ncbgdg’g fool. He mag be thinkin®
aleng the same, lines T am. If he were caught doin’ some of
the things I've fsen doln’ these nights, his wesin' o' Bess'd be
a fine story, believable, and one 1n whieh she, in her inne-
eence and fove, would back him to the hilt: Am I right?"

"He'd be a ead: Why, he'd be the bloegiest bastard ever—="

1;;%9" he would, love. He'd make me look a famin’ bleedy
saint!

“No," T resisted adamantly, “Captain Vreeland is as direct
and honest a man as ever drew breath, He's been in service
to the Chengs since -old Hannibal Cheng saved his life ages
ago. It doesn’t make sense, and I refuse to believe a thing you
say.”

“For a clever female, Deirdre, you're lettin’ your romantic
notions get rather in the way, ain’t ya? What happened to
that eool, unsentimental miad of yours, gel?”

I am rather afrald he was right. T was really altogether too
sentimental on the subject of Captain Vreeland, but still I
could net resist a retott,

“Oh, full of romantic notions, am I? And you are not, |
suppose, ‘Monsieur Dupin,’ alias ‘Captain’ Sarsfield-Jones?" I
teased nastily.

He smiled sneeringly.
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“A hitl A palpable hit," I insisted, “Touché, touche,
touche,” I laughed, clapping my hands delightedly.

“'Sarcastic wench, ain’t ye?”

*Yes, and you love me for it, don’t you?”

“Yes, dammit, I do! Now, shut up while I read you ma
pext set of observations, if you please. I've gone about as far
as I can with the business of the eavesdropper, so I've left a
few pages blank and have gone on to list some other various
and sundry items of Interest—and Important ones, no matter
what you may think, ma dear. They're written down, but not
in the form of an outline this time. These are just randem
jottings as they've occurred ta me, and are not always worded
precisely or -arranged in the most sensible order, so pray for-
give the lack of erganization.”

"Forgiven,” 1 sald impatiently, and urged him to go on.

“I've labeled this sectlon ‘Curious Questions jn Need of
Answetitng!”

1. Hannibal Ling pops up in the damnedest places
and at the damnedest times. How does he do 1t?”

2. Where did that clump of dusty cobweb come from?
It could have accumulated nowhere in Moondragon it-
self, for the house is always spotless,

“And 1is all the more so now in honor of the August and
Victorious palr,” he added in an aside to me.

Moreover, how did 1t get onto the veranda?

3. On the subject of the quardian lions before the en-
trance to Moondragon, why are the front paws placed in
such an odd manner?

4. Why, in the painting of Sir Hannibal Cheng that
hangs in Nicholas’ library, is the book at his feet open to
that particular page of that particular work?”

*Owen,” 1 broke in, “have you gone off your head? What
on earth are you driving at? The cobweb is a clue—I can se¢
that! Maybe even Haanibal Ling’s behavior enters into things,
but the paws of bronze llons, the painting of a book in Sir
Hannibal Cheng's portitdit...? You've lost me completely.”

“Have 1I? Good; then maybe you'll be quiet and pay atten-
tion. There's not one thing,” he said, pounding the open
ledger repeatedly with his forefinger, “written in here that is
not the product of long hours o’ thought conducted over
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many a pipe and the merest glass or two of good port. Every
question is pertinent, though every answer is not yet fixed in
ma mind. Howevef, most of ‘em are—and taken together,
}hey adg‘ up i6 a solution to the whole plaguey mystery. Shall
go on
"Do,” 1 allowed wearily, and he did—reading an endless
Hst of ridiculous questions.

. » . 10 Why is that terrible bit of Pidgin English
doggerel verse carved in the stone overmantel of the li-
brary fireplace?

“What doggerel verse?” I broke in, “I've never seen any
such thing.”

"The granite is so darkened with all the years of smoke
and age that it's virtually impessible to make it out anymore,
but it's there, all right, above the carved frieze of lions and
deagons that held the silver and gold balls In their claws.

“But to go on.”

11;? What ig the meaning of Delrdre’s recurring night-
mare

12 Why is Deirdre seeing the ghost, and what is the
ghost tryln' to tell het?

, 1 had had eneugh. “Owen, it's getting rather late, and be-
fore I retlre, I've promised to look in on Lady Elizabeth.”

“You're gettin' a bit bored, ain't ye, lass? Well, go on,
Sleep on it for tonight, and maybe ye'll see things clearer in
the mornin’. Night, love,” he sald,-anoil* kissed me lightly on
the temple as I slipped out the portico~door and began to
stroll along the veranda toward the front of the house, The
clean night air blowing from off the bay acted as.a wel-
comely cool and bracing restorative after the stuffy atmo-
sphere of Owen’s lair.

From the tightly shuttered doors of Sir Nicholas’ suite at
the front corner of the veranda came a pair of voices raised
in violent argument. There was Ao way 1 could avoid hearing
as I passed, and what I heard surprised me not in the least,

“Are you tellin’ me, Sir Nicholas, that you can actually
deny it? That it isn’t true?” The interrogator was Gusty Paget
at his haughtlest.

“I'm not telling you a thing, you indolent young fool. Any-
thing—any discussions on this matter are between the Earl of
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Wessex and myself. I see fio reason to discuss such matters
with a younger son.” His vicious tone made Sir Nichelas' re-
mark doubly scathing an insult. 1 could picture the look of
ugly, bitter anger on his face as well as if I had been In the
room to witness it.

“I'm Victorla's brother, blast it, and I've got every right to
protect her interests.”

“QGusty, for the last time, get out of this room. I have
nothing further to say to you. We'll be in London in a week’s
time, and I'll discuss this whole matter with your father then,
But until then, T have no more to say!”

“Well, I bavel Victoria and I are leaving this house in the
mommg You can come to London when you damned well
please, but I'm getting nay sister out of here at once.”

“She won't go," Nicholas' voice was defiant, but I could
hear the sllght quaver of uncertainty nevertheless.

“Oh, won't she?” Augustus Paget sneered. “Well, she's
packin' already, and in a proper fit, too. She won't even see
yeu or talk to you. She told me so herself."

'Damn your eyes, boy. If you weren't her brother, T swear
Id kil u But T leave my killing for better gém” he
muttered in a lower, more deadly tone, “Just let me not find
the Earl of Adrigole within my si hts any day soon. Now,
get out of here before I forget mysel after all.”

An _interlor door slammed, and T knew that 8ir Nicholas
must have been left alene in his rooms: T might almest have
pitied him if it hadn't been that T felt in my heart that it was
really all for the best. The Honorable Victoria Paget was not
fit to polish his boots, whatever he might think of himself, 1
passed on by his room rather sadly, for the anger and pain he
must be feeling at that mement did not bear thinking on. He
must llek his own wounds, as must we all ia this life. Still, 1
could not help feeling quite down and alone for him as 1
passed, and oddly, perhaps, a little sad for nayself toe.

Ahead of me, as I rounded the veranda to the front of the
great iouse, a ﬁgufe awaited me, illuminated only by the long
strips of llght that filiered thmugh the paﬂlally apeaed shut-
ters of my sitting-room deers, it was my g of ihe Dragon,
and she was walling {0 eseort me to Lady Elizabeth's chams
BSF§ fQE my brief gesd Aight: Hew eemfemﬁ%nit felt te have

her silen 8 8 SQIH fﬂl@ﬂ e even Qf gse 8W sher

steps be Qfé E Vanls My Resteses dears. iR fael, It
matiers het E 3t SHE sH Q@B ?ﬂ(&lq@; ?5859 My sight. Seme:
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how, I was not alone; she was still near me, perhaps closer to
me than ever.

My sleep that night was restless and broken, strange images
fiitting in and out of my dreams in weird, surreal visions of
humor or terror or exotic beauty, Small, vicious Pekingese
dogs attacked playfully the loudly creaking new riding boots
that crept stealthily, albelt empty of any wearer, along the
long front portico of Moondragon. The portico itself was fes-
tooned with sweeping swaths of passionflowers and ivy, en-
twined with great dusty garlands of mouse-colored cobweb
from which depended like bejeweled ornaments an array of
phosphorescently decaying corpses—mice, bats, birds—and
the busy, ever-spiining bodies of fat, poisenous-looking spi-
ders. In my dream, Owen, dressed in full milltacy kit, peured
champagne in endless strearns that ran like a waterfall dewn
the back-gardes steES and inte the lanteea-lit Chinese gardens
themselves. There Lady Elizabeth, Kathleen, and Mrs. Ling
sat sewing upen a fabllous ball gown, while the half-wit bey
Hannibal, his face bleady and slebbering, rode abeut 68 ene
of the great bronze liens that had stepped dewn from its eter-
nal pereh befere Mantry Bay and new disporied Hself tike a
huge lumbering yet playful slephant, wreaking havee with the
flewerbeds and rearing a sirange, peielike metallie rear that
sounded like aething I Rad ever heard before,

Down at the far end of the garden, near the tall, pa-
godalike bell tewer, Sit Nicholas and Gusty Paget played at
billiards, using small silver and gold moons and suns 1n place
of the usual ivery balls, ang riding crops in place of eue
sticks, The Honerable Vicioria Pagst aifjused herself by try-
ing te snatoh the small precious orbs as they rolled acress the
table, Occasionalty catehing ene in her grasp, she weuld ery
eut in dismay when it turaed te granite iA her hand, and toss
it back inte the game with disgust, whereupen the litile ball
would ence mere retufa te its peffeet gold or silver hue and
again be the object of her desire. It seeffied to me an endless
and tiresome game, but the girl herself was amiised,

Then, of a sudden, there Issued from the bell tower the
sound of one long, slow, deeply reverberating peal, as of a
great brazen belt. All eyes turned toward the tower, from the
several red tile roofs of which now ran dark, oozing streams
of rich red blood. The sky above tucned black, and still the
redness of the blood shone vividly in the deepening gloom.
Now all that could be seen were ihe red of the bleeding face
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of Hannibal Ling, the oozing roofs of the bell tower, the scar-
let of Owen's bloodred tunic, the bloodred blind eye of Mrs.
Ling, and the crimson-coral lips of my Lady of the Dragon,
who now entered upon us through a huge break in the high
garden wall, borne on the back of the second guardian lion.
She carried before her in one slender hand a long white taper
that seemed to burn with a blinding silvery glow. It was the
only touch of color left in the scene before me, save for the
various shades of red, which stood out with all the dark
richness off ffeathtidaat].

She was beautiful and imperious, as I had never seen her
before, my Lady of the Dragon: she rode in majesty upon the
back of that lumbering, metallically roaring brazen beast,
with all the serenity of an empress, and I knew of a sudden
that that was exactly what she was—an empress of some
long-ago time in some long-agoe land, Her stiff golden robe
was open and hung about her slim, naked form like a mon-
strous pair of wings. Arouad her neck, writhing like a living
thing, was the Dragen of the Moon iiself. Every scale was
allve with motion: the large unecut jewels elutched la the
claws of the ereature shone dully in the s;lvetzllght, though
its fuby eyes blazed with the fires of life itseli—ie mere re-
flestitan could have caused the bloedred glew that simimered
tike het lava in these jewsled eyes.

But whatever the enchantment and fascination of that
writhing creature, however perfect the ivory throat and naked
breasts of my Lady of the Dragon, once one's eyes had
lighted upen the huge bafaqge pearl that depended between
those matehless breasts, fo other sight could tear them away.

That pearl was the very taper light, for it was no flame
that flickered atop the slender white column of wax that she
held in her hand. Only the huge pearl itself cast that silvery,
firelilke glow, filling the ever-darkening garden with its moon-
like light, reminding me of the great full orb of the moon,
which seemed to hang over Bantry Bay larger and more per-
fectly than over the sky in 2y other part of the warld.

Now, in my dream, that glowing moon-pearl filled the
parden even as the heavenly moon filled our night skies,
blinding us to the petty sparkle of the stars, {lluminating each
tufted cloud into a magie carpet of tramslucent gossamer,

Then, slowly, the dream faded; all that remained of my
vislon was that glowing moon-peatl. Gradually even that
dimmed and died, leaving me in blackness -and the merciful
oblivien of truly deep sleep.
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Yet, the night was not s6 soon over. More awaited me——
more of torture and tertor ere I finally shut my eyes in relief
and true rest.

I lay upon my bed, but the bed was a bed of rock, stiffen-
ing my backbore till I thought it would break, impartiag a
chill that froze my very marrow.

Above me in the impenetrable blackness, the weight of a
thousand tons of stone oanssed me, ready to drop slowly
down upon me with exquisite deliberatemess, snapping and
crushing my brittle bones like kindling,

My eyes, dry and hard as the kermels In a nutshell, saw
nothing—not the faintest ray of light, not the least image that
a mind might conjure in the dark of night. All was blackness,
profound as the grave,

My feet, bound till their very bones were crushed, burned
with an agony that sent hot flames of pain licking along my
shrieking fierves.

Around my neck and bearing down upon my naked breast
with implacable force, the Moondragon coiled, writhing like a
};;lng thing, its icy scates scraping my skin till it flaked away

e dust,

My lungs were filled to bursting with the foul stench of
graves, and yet I could not breathe, nor gasp, nor writhe, nor
move the least part of me.

My volce was stopped; no screarn could I utter to release
the agony and terror of my body and soul. I lay eternally, it
seemed, in an ecstasy of excruclating torment.

Thus went the now familiar horror of the mightmare, al-
ways inexorably the same, yet this night there was a differ-
ence, for as I lay siretched out uponjitai chill slab of stone, I
sensed that I was no longer alone. There came a breaking
away of mg bones; the dry twigs that had been my fingers
were wrenched and snapped in the blackness of that nighted
place by the clumsy, grasping fingers of a living hand. Then,
sotehew I kaew, even as I lay sightless and imfmebile in that
unkaewn place, that 1 had Been shern of something precious
that had ehee been mine, that My Broken fingers tay seattered
like dry fagets aleng the 1ei%§th of tay biitle Body, that, thils
viglaied, 1 was enee mere leff alene in My t6Mb.

Was there never to be an end? Having died, would I wait
forever for Death to come for me?
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The Wandisopf
Cheng (Bleeglinng

The Dragon have taloon.
The Lioa have paw.
Eaeh of these Beastes bear In his claw
The otb of the Moon
And gold of the Sonne.
Lions do give
What Dragon have wotine,
—Cheng Ch'engkung, first master of Moondragon

The followlng morning, I lay motionless and spent from the
terrors of my dreadful night. My eyes welled with tears of a
sadness that knew Ao reasen as 1 waiched the grim gray light
of a rainy early-summer morning filter through the stith-im-
opened slats of the portico doors. Kathleen had not come to
awaken e yet, s it must be very early, I theught,

It was just then that she entered my room softly, and 1
knew that the day, whatever it held for me—for all of us—
must perforce begln. 1 smiled, Aot so mueh in greeting to her
as in reassurance to myself that my face, i not my heart, was
stil ca_‘piiable of that expression. She returned my silent greet-
ing with a zg smile 6f her own, and with a gentle, warm,
father persen
speak to a child.

“I was worried about you this morning, miss.” She opened
the louvers of the doors and went to fetch my dressing gown.

“Worried? Whatever for?”

“Why, miss, it's not like you, forgive me for saying it, to
steep so very late Into the day.”

169

tone la her voice, spoke to me as one might
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“So late?” 1 asked, looking at the bedside clock, but seeing
that it had stopped at something after three. I had forgotten
to wind it at bedtime,

“Yes, miss, It's nearly noon.”

“Noon? Why did you not wake me?”

“Indeed I tried, Miss Fennora, and you would net stir. I
called for Lady Ellizabeth, and she saw that you were quite
all right—just very deep asleep—so she said not to disturb
you. Mr, Owen said you probably stlll needed to iest after
the ball the other nighe.”

“Yes, he would think that,” 1 remarked dryly. "I have not
passed a very good night, Kathleen, so it is just as well, 1 sup-
pl;)se. that you let e sleep. Thank you for your concerm,
though.”

“You are quite welcome, I'n sure, Miss Fennora. Perhaps
it is as well that you slept. We who were awake have not
passed a very pleasant morning curselves.”

lloh?“

“The Honorable Miss Paget and the Honorable Augustus
Paget have left us quite suddenly, miss, scarcely past day-
break and without so mueh as tea in them. They would take
a carriage only as far as Baniry town, preferring to hire a
hackney coach fitam there, The catriage from Moondragon is
already back in the eeach house an hour or more. Sir Niche-
1as has net been to breakfast, but is riding like the very devil
was at his heels en every bridle path in the park, He has sent
& fessage to Capiain Vreeland to say that the Pride & Ban-
try is to sail for China en the very Rext tide.

“Mt. Owen Is In Sir Nicholas® library—God help bim if Sir
Nicholas finds him there—with a ladder, a scrub brush, and a
tub of soap and water, Lady Elizabeth his-been locked in her
tooms since just after breakfast and will not let anyone in.
And then, forglve me, miss, you have been 1n a deep, unnatu-
tal sleep all the morning. 1t seems that only Mrs. Ling, Shi
fu, the house sefvants, and mysetf are the same as ever we
were, What has get ifite everybedy?’

“Kathleen, 1 cannot imagine,” I lied discreetly, more
impressed with the uncharacteristic volubility of my compan-
fon than with the varlous activities of the household, whose
motives I could divine readily enough. “Perhaps the moon is
at the full and we are all lunatics today.”

“You may be right, miss,” she concurred solemnly with my
fest, “for the moon 1s at the full this night,”

“Ts it?" I agked wearily. “I might have known!"
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T sat at my dressing table surveying my face, pale and
puffy in the gray light from the louvers. I looked as if I had
slept overlong and yet not restful

“Will this do, miss?" asked athleen, brm%mg for my in-
spection a beautiful dove-gray linen dress exquisite lace
trim. It was one that I had not worn as yet, and in fact had
forgotten all about. In my present mood it suited well to be
out of black fimdlfy.

“Kathleen, you are an angel. It will suit perfectly.” I
smiled with genuine feeling and began to feel as if this day
were not quite so terrible as T had imagined it would be.
Even the weather seemed to encourage my subtle change of
mood. The gray, overcast sky outside the doors to the portico
suddenly gave way to the emerging sun, and the whole bed-
foom took on a new, brighter aspect.

“Shall T open the doors, miss?” asked Kathleen, noting
with similar pleasure to my own the brightering day.

“Do, Kathleen! This day the sun is most welcome.” The air
was still very damp from the morning’s rain, but it smelled
clean and fresh and pure. Buttoned into my new frock, my
halr done in a neat, simple coif, I stepped quickly onto the
veranda and walked to the balustrade. Even as I glanced out
over the wide, rain-misted bay, I could see the emerging sun
beginning to bura the air crystal clear and dry. Bere Island
eame readily into sharp foecus under the warm rays of sufi-

oht. Seon the oppesite shere woeuld be visible thieu@h ihe
haze t weuid be a Beautiful, waﬁﬂ ea -SHARREE RE
e BQ

fa a?ﬂm by, ameﬁ serenely QGFQEﬁ% E@\g{&é f.BH
15he f’ fai {ng e@%ﬂe éuﬂfé

Then, just as I was abeut to turn aﬁd reenter my bedroom,
my glanee chaneed to nght upen my haads featmg ea he
wide weoden failing before fe. The sunlight, §tf%g and
bright by new, glitiered a{tfafémelié upen the HAg that eireled
the hme finger at Hy l{illg %h } eaught My eye and aﬂe
me geﬁgﬂa{ 8Ree, a ehill BF aBject terrer stabbitng thrau

I had never worn a ring in my life. There had been a6 fing
on my finger when 1 retired for the night. Rrom whenee h
come the one that new circled my finger, winking like an
idel's eye in the brilliant Aeentime sun?

“Owen?’ My volce was weak and trembling, so that 1
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hardly knew it as sy own as I pushed epen the library d66t§
and cautiously entered the huge, silent reem.

“Deirdre, love, so you're awake ai lasi? Ya gave Xathy
quite a fright, gel. Shame on yal Come oA in and see what
I've been up to.” He had his back to me and spoke nen-
chalantly from the top of a weoden ladder propped against
that great granite fireplace that dominated the far end of the
room to my left,

I stood just inside the door, my arms like leaden weight
from the ordinarily miner effert of openihg these heavy
doors, my volce caught in fay threat as I strove to speak. Fi-
nally I managed to eall his name again, a desperate pleading
in my voice, for I knew that I eould go ne farther, that-the
sheer effort of will that it had taken te walk from the pertice
through My feerms, out inte the upper Rall, dewn the staifs,
and inte this roem with that Hing still eneireling my finger,
Wés almest mere than 1 eauld bear.

“Owen,” I pleaded, holding before me my right hand with
its beautiful, frightening, uawelcome adornment, “take it off
for me, please.” I sobbed convulsively. “For God's sake, take
it off for me.” 1 did net fait, I am haf:gy to say, but 1 did
slump heavily ag&iwst the deots, feeling them close and latch
behind me under the weight of my boedy.

He was down off the ladder in a mere second and across
the room to my side in anothet. He caught me up in his arms
and carried me hastily to the same cushioned divan on which
Sir Nicholas had sprawled during his opium-eating charade.
All the while, I erled softly, pleading that the little circlet of
bejeweled gold be taken from my hand. Owen knew not at
first of what I spoke, of course, for- L. was hardly articulate,
but finally ke was able te calm e, and, kaeeling by my side
as I lay upen the divan, he teel my hand In his and exam-
ined the ring.

“It’s a pretty bit of frippery, love. Has it got stuck on your
finger? Is it cuttin’ off the circulation?"

“No, no, nothing like that. I . ... I just cannot bear to
touch it, Oweh, I've never seen it before. It was not on my
hand last night when I retired.”

He looked at me for a long moment before the impact of
my words finally sank in. Then he took up my hand again
and slipped the ring off my finger almost roughly in his haste
to examine it more closely. His rough handling bothered me
net at all, so relieved was I to have the thing away from me.
Then I looked down at fay bare hand and saw that where the
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rding had been my finger was stained brown and caked with
ust,

“Look,” I cried. "Look at my hand. What's wrong with it?"
I felt an unreasoning hysteria mounting within me. Owen
plalmf,d the ring and grasped my hand In his, examining it
closely.

*Just seems a bit dirty, love. See, only dust,” he reassured
e as he wiped all traces of the brown stuff from my finger
with his pocket handerchief. Then, examining the ¥ing more
closely, he described it to me in great detall and in a very
calm, matter-of-fact manner that was caleulated to set me at
y ease, for 1 was silll so upset that I would not leok upen
the thing at all. “It's old Chinese gold, very fine stiff mesh-
work overlayed with epameled bais and oriental eharacters.
The central stone seems to be green jade, highly pelished and
garved in the form of a dragon’s head. There's a decent-size
bareque pearl in the teeth. And I know why your finger’s so
dusty, love, The rifg’s filthy with flaky browa ditt, It's all
caked in the peld mesh and ia every life of the earving.”

*Owen, how in the name of heaven did it get onto my fin-

y

“That, love, Is a puzzle.” He started to say something
more, but he hesitated instead and changed both his tone of
voice and his subject almost ai once. “Mind if I keep this a
while, gef?” he asked, and giving the fing a toss in the alr,
pocketed it even befere I eould give my assent. “Now, calm
down and get vour mind off this little incident. Come see
what I've been doin’ ta Nichelas' fireplace. Think he'll thank
fae fer it?

Led by the hand, I stood before the great stone overmantel
and looked up. I laughed in spite of myself. “No, Owen, I
don't think he willl You've made an ungodly mess, and short
of grinding buckets of soot into the granite, I imagine it will
take a century before the fireplace looks its normal well-aged
gelf again,” I saw new what Owen had been deing in the li-
brary all moraing. With sttff brush and soapy water he had
hanaged to scrape away, i wide, irregular, dripping swaths
of brushstrokes, three of four geperations of fireplace soot
that had hefetofore begrimed so pic uely the huge
carved evermaitel that dominated the great 1bfar£iiteplaee.
From beneath the accumulation of ages he had brought to
light the bit of ansient degperel that he had mentioned to me
the evening befere,

His highly effective if very careless efforts with the brush
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had made the deeply graved words immediately readable, and
so I spoke them aloud in the quiet reem, my veice, I neticed,
strt:inger and less shaky than it had been But a few minutes
earlier:

The Dragon have taloon,

The Lion bave paw.

Each of these Beastes beat in his claw
The orb of the Moon

And gold of the Sentie.

Lions do give

What Dragon have wonne.

“Somehow,” T remarked ironiecally, “I don't think the qual-
ity of the poetry itself is so very effective, nor the subject
matter so pleasing to the soul that Sir Nicholas will think the
revela;ion of it warrants the mess you've made of his over-
mantel.”

¥Don't ya, love?" Owen asked casually, I think !ust the re=
verse: He well may go down on his knees, kissin' ma boots
ere the week's much older. I've found his treasure for him,
Beirdre, thanks te,my keen brain and yeur elairveyant seul.”

. "Oh, yeu've found the treasure, have you?" I smirked, pur-

5ing my lips at his quiet, eocksure eonfidenee. “Thsn,%eu‘é
better tell Nicholas quiekly. He may want to set sall With the
Pride 8 Bantry When it leaves on the pext tide.” .

"8z you've heard abeut that?" Owen asked neResmmit:

tall&

"Yes, Kathieen teld me.” .

. "¥'s a wender he didn’t wake ff with the anneuncement of
it! Bess and T were bavin' breakfast—the only ones in the
bouse whe did, by the way—when We heard him yellin' fa
8hi Fu ta have someone fetch & message ta the eaptain, that
the Bantry's ta sall this night. Bess nearly had a fit, theugh }
ean’t imagine why, 'less, as you say, she is sweet en her sailer
friend after all. My guess is that Captain Vreeland will be
furious too, but for other reasons than missin’' Bess, mind.
He's got fish ta fry right here, and he knows it too, unless I'm
dead wrong.”

“Dead wrong, I think,” I murmured, more to myself than
to him. At that point my innards gave a loud roar, and to my
great embarrassment, Owen burst out laughing.

“It's a good thing, love, that the luncheon gong’s about ta
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fing. That's what ya get for sleepin’ late and skipglin' your
breakfast.” .

1 could not let that pass, and so, on the way in to eat, I ap-
prised him. of the reasons for my deep, late slumbers: He was
considerably chastened, fascinated, and particularly desirous
that I give him all the minutest details of both the dream and
the later mightmare, the combination of which had come to
make me dread ever sleeping again, “Sleep mo more!
Macbeth does murder sleep.” Well T understood that line as 1
recalled the dreadful night I had just spent.

Lady Elizabeth, who usually liked to dawdle over her
luncheon cofffes, had rushed through her meal and excused
herself abruptly, stopping only to cast an urgent glance in my
direction and ask, as if it were a great favor, and a secret ong
at that, that I join her in her sitting room when I had fiimished
my own coffee,

Consumed with curiosity, I hastened my own meal and
soon came to knock softly upon her sitting-room door, There
was a long pause, and finally the door swung back a tiny bit.
When she saw that it was me, Lady Elizabeth let out a gasp
of relief and fairly pulled me into the room,

“In quickly,” she whispered conspiratorially. “Oh, Deirdre,
you are going to think I am terrible, I'm sure. You may won-
der what has got into me, tutt...”

I dida’t hear any more of her excited chatter just then. In-
stead, I stood surveylng the room. Boxes and trunks and all
tnanner of luggage lay open upon the floors. Clothing was
strewn about haphazardly upon every piece of furniture, and
the place looked every bit as chaotic as had Owen’s lalr the
night before, Through ttie open doer of the bedroom I could
see that room and a dressing room beyond were in similar
disarray.

"You're running away to China with Captain Vreeland
aboard the Pride o’ Baniry,” 1 said fiatly, partly stunned by
tllile suddenness of it and yet somehow not really surprised at
a,

“Deirdre, how you do talk,” Lady Elizabeth chided me in
her new familiar way, but then added primly and with great
firmness, *1 have booked passage tto CHNRA oo e Fddes’
Baniry, 1t is her last veyage as a Chen iﬁ? and sinee i
sailed inte Bantry Bay for the first time abear hef 1 think it
enly ﬁt{_lﬁ?, and rather poetic in a way, that I sail upen her
again this last tifne befere she is seld.”

Clearly her remarks had been rehearsed carefully—un-
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doubtedly for Sit Nicholas® benefit more than for my own—
though she now practiced their effect upon me. “Moreover,”
she went on, “since I have always wished to travel and never
have, due to the press of obligations to my family, I think
that it is only fitting that 1 now, finally, follow my owa
wishes and inclinations and take sail for that one place that I
have always most desired io see ever since my dear William
first told me of its wonders,”

I opened my mouth to speak, not quite knowing exactly
what it was that I wished to say, but having no chance any-
way, for Lady Elizabeth raised her hand to restrain me and
went along both breathlessly and defensively. “There is abso-
lutely no need to worry about me, for I surely could not be
in safer hands than those of Captain Vreeland, who has been
in our service since the days of old Sir Hannibal Cheng him-
self. Therel” She ended with a sigh of pleasure and accom-
plishment, like a schoolgirfl who has learned her lesson well,
and looked at me questioningly.

l‘(‘\({lou love Captain Vreeland very much, don’t you?” I
asked,

“Oh, Deirdre,” she cried, rushing to me at once and falling
to-her knees befofee me emotionally as I sat perched daintily
among her dresses on the sofa. “He is so very wonderful. I
do love him, Am 1 mad to do so at my time of life?”

“No,” I reassured her softly, “I truly do not think so, Lady
Elizabeth. He seems to return your feelings very deeply. I
thought so from the very first time we met in the Queen’s
Cove Inn. He gave me the impression of a man who was
both honorable and gallant in his feelings for you. There is a
light in his eye when he speaks of youv

“Thank you, Deirdre. You make me doubly sure, I have
had my moments of doubt, of course, but I feel certain that
it is right.” She was secure now that mine was a sympathetic
ear, and so she confided still further. “I have actually booked
passage—that is both for appearance’ sake and for the sake of
legality. Having paid for the privilege of sailing, I can hardly
be refused passage by my son, should he find out beforehand,
of course, afly mere than he eould refuse any other paying
passenget.”

I looked dublously at her. This reasoning might work with
many another man, but hardly with the Sir Nicholas Cheng 1
was coming to know. She caught the look in my eye and
smiled reassuringly.

“But do not worry, dear. Nicholas shall not know that }
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have left until well after we have actually salled.” An ex-
pression of vexation passed across her happy face. “I had
thought to have a few more days to prepare, but Nicholas
hag it in his mind to send the ship away tonight. The faster It
goes, the faster it Is sold, and after Miss Paget's departure, he
eels he needs as much money as he can get his hands on as
guickly as possible to win her back.”

“Buy her back,” I snorted disgustedly.

“Indeed! Buy her back. I doubt it shall work. Still, he tries
like a fool. Anyway, since the ship has been ready for days
and lying idle while Nichelas thought only of Miss Paget and
the ball, the captain has Ao excuse, but must by alt means sall
when he is ordered. So there is fio help for it. I must be
ready and depart this very night.” She smiled quietly te her-
self, as if in anticipation,

“You look so happy,” I murmured, looking warmly Into
her glowing face. There was just the very slightest tinge of
envy In my happiness for het, Would I ever feel so loved?
Would there comme such joy to my life, to my soul?

“Happy? Oh, yes, my deaf, I am happy. It is such an ad-
venture. We are io rendezvous outside Marseilles with an-
other ship whose master is an old friend of Isaae's. He shall
eome aboard and marfy us on the deck of the Bantry on the
high seas, and from theace we shall sail as man and wife. I
shall telegl:aph the news to Nicholas from Suez before we go
through the canal, I daresay he shall be upset, but 1 have
FIV@H him over thirty years of my life, The days that I have
eff are mine.” _ )

This last she sald with a certaln pride, and a determination
and resolve every bit as deep and strong as that which had
enabled her to endure the dutiful loneliness of the past
thirty-odd g/eafs. Lady Elizabeth had made up her mind, and
a light of fiot Welsh-lrish five glowed in her eyes. Sir Hanni-
bal Cheng would hay® recognized the strength behiad that

ation and undoubtedly have appreciated it Pethaps
he had lamented its laek in his sen William's sefier eyes.
Whatever the case, mueh of Sir Nichelas® ewn five, as t had
long suspacted, came frem this small, self-sacrificing, yet de-
terained woman now 6R her kness before me like & gifl.

She arose in a skipping little dance step and whided about
the room with her arms open in a gesture of he ness at
the confusion that relgned, “However can Kathleen and 1
pack ali this? Delrdre, will you help?*

“But of course.”
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“Kathleen Is coming with me, you knew, She’s young and
strong and bright, and 1 dida’t want to be a lone woman
aboard a ship—even with a husband's protection and com-
fort, She will be such a help in so many ways. I have never
done without a maid in all these years and would not be able
to now, I'm sure. Then, too, I will not be marfied for some
weeksl,1 50 Kathleen will serve as my chaperon and companion
as well,

“Lady Elizabeth, ft seems that you have thought of every-
thing,” I remarked ih admiration.

“*And,” she went on, “'she shall continue to serve me whei
we returh. Unless Nicholas absclutely insists that we live here
at Moondragan, the captaln and I will live in his heuse in
Bantry town.

“It's a dear, snug place,” she went on headlong, “and just
right for two old people.”

I laughed, “01d?” 1 questioned mockingly. “You are as
young as a girl, Lady Elizabeth.” 1 turned to the door just
then, for Kathleen knocked and entered with an armload of
freshly laundered clothing to be packed,

As T helped the two of them, 1 reflected thoughtfully.
Frankly, I saw liftle possibility of her leave-taking and mar-
riage coming to grief. The palr of them cared too much and
had tee mueh e lese—Lady Elizabeth her reputation and
son, Captain Vreeland his reputation and liveliheed—to have
fade this decisien in haste. Then, iee, 1 discounted OweR's
suspieiens that the eaptain had designs en the Cheng fertune
wherever ihat elusive will-g-ihe-wise was Ridden. If 1 had
iﬁl§%l\ﬂﬂ§§ at %ﬂ, thRY WBIR, SHFpFSI ig ens gsﬁ, abaut what
waiild Rappen here at Maondragsn 1o thase 1ef Behind.

I, of course, would return at once, htwever refuctantly, to
Dublin. That I should eventually return was inevitable any-
way, and so the mere hastening of my own departure was not
to be thought of. No, I assured myself halfheartedly, my own
considerations were otit of the piciure,

But what of Owen and Sir Nicholas, alone in the great
empty place without the steadying if not always effective
hand of Lady Elizabeth? Nicholas would be lonelier than
ever, having—I was sufe of this, though he might not be
yet—lost his Miss Paget for good and all. Now not even his
mother's tender ministrations would be avallable to soothe
hif, He would fant abeiit the great estate like a beast with a
thorn in his paw. Owen would perhaps centifue his fruitless
search for the lest treasure but weuld ultimatety fall back



No'dl Vreeland Cairtar 179

onto drink and womanizing unless steered on some alterna-
tive course. Mrs. Ling would keep Moondragen in erder, rulg
the servants with her impassive nobility as she always had
but something would have died out of the great place; a kind
of warm glow that had kept these granite walls alive with the
fire of human love would fiave gene eut of the very sienes
themselves with the leave-taking of Lady Elizabeth Cheng,
Moondragon would be a dead, chill place indeed!

By teatime things were in order. Lady Elizabeth’s trugks
and boxes, concealed from view in the dressing room, were
ready to go, and fiow it enly remained for Kathleen to finish
her own preparations. Having seen to aur tea, she went off to
do just that, leaving Lady Elizabeth and me ever teacups i
what were t0 be our last private moments tegether for many
a long day.

“You are nervous, Lady Elizabeth.” 1 spoke smilingly as
her cup rattled in her hand,

“Yes, yes, I suppose I am, but 1 am happy nonetheless.”

“Of that 1 am sure,” I concurred warmly. Again the tiny
plaprick of envy entered my heart, not maliciously, for Lady
Elizabeth had paid dearly in long years of service to her
family, and 1 could net grudge her one second of the joy
she feli now. She deserved well whatever happiness lay in
store. Rather, 1 wistfully wondered if ever my face would
shine with such inward light, if ever my life would open up
before me like a flowser and bloom with the sweet perfume of
warmth and leve, lat alena the heady musk of passion that a
secret inward part of me desired moere than all else. That the
dear lady before me was alight with ihe promise of such
things gave me beth pleasurs for her and a preat longing for
tHy 8wh peer salf,

She must have read all this in my face, for she leaned
toward me as I sat beside her on the sofa and placed a hand
upon my arm.

_ “There is much ahead of you, too, my dear, A whole life-
time.™

“Indeed.” I smiled, ashamed that my face had so reflected
my selfish thoughts, and guilty that, even for a moment, Lady
Elizabeth should be distracted from her own joys to my un-
certainties. “How,” 1 asked, changing the subject, lest we be-
gin to speak of too personal matters, “how do you intend
breaking your news to Sir Nicholas and Owen?”

“I have written them letters, which will be delivered on the
morrow at luncheon. By then we will be well away to sea.”
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“But surely there is no way that you and your impedi-
menta can leave without Sir Nicholas seeing you?”

*“Ah, but yes, there is. I have had it planned for days. The
only change is that the plan must be put into effect earlier
than we had expected. In fact, Nicholas himself has inadver-
tently made it easier for us.”

“How so?"

“The ship will sail tonight from Bantry town on the eve-
ning tide, Nicholas, bless him, plans to see it off and then
take dinner in the town, The very moment he leaves this later
afternoon—perhaps within not much more an hour now—IJ
shall have all my things carried down by a coachman and
groom, sworn to secrecy I might add, and we shall go off in a
closed coach to the inlet down toward Adrigole. From the
highroad at that point there is a footpath down to the bay.
Captain Vreeland will bave a longboat and several seamen
waiting to take our things and row us out to the Banvy as it
sails by on the evening tide.

“Mrs, Ling is always taking an early dinner in her room at
the back of the house at that time, the house servants will be
gone, and the others will be readying dinner in the kitchens,
50 the timin% is perfect. I shall have a dreadful headache and
leave word that I have taken to my room for the evening with
Kathleen for company. Nicholas will not suspeet a thing,
especially now, poor dear, that he is so distr: by his brea
with Miss Paget—the not so Honorable Miss Paget!” Lady
Elizabeth quipped. She had a look on her face upon making
that statement which showed a deep inner satisfaction, She
obviously thought her son well out of that affair, and I could
not help but agree, however hurt he jimght be at the present
time.

“But what of Owen?” I asked, suddenly thinking of the one
person not yet accounted for. “He will be at home, surely?”

"Yes, Deirdre, and he will be distracted, too. By you! Keep
him in the gardens as I am leaving, and then keep him long
over dinner. He is lighthearted and very easily occupied.” She
took my hand imploringly. “I am sorry to require your help
in deceiving them, Deirdre, but there seems to be no other
way. Once they have accepted the fact of my departure—and
an abrupt one, admitting of no time for argument, is the only
sensible way—they will readily adjust, and will not, I am
sure, blame you for your small part in this little drama. In
time they shall even forgive me,” she whispered quietly to
herself.
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“That is true enough,” I said simply. “And it hardly mat-
ters if they forgive me or not. 1 shan’t stay but a day or two
beyond your own leave-taking.”

"And .pray, why so? Why should you not stay on all sum-
mer, as we had planned?’

“Lady Elizabeth,” I stammered, shocked somehow that she
should have . assumed 1 would -even think of staying beyond
her own departure, “I surely cannot stay now? Whatever
wotild people think? I would be alone with two mwen...,”

“And Mrs, Ling.”

“And Mrs. Ling! She s hardly a chaperon.”

“She is a housekeeper, granted, but also she is a lady of the
house, as I am myself. It would be perfectly proper.”

“‘Well,” I conceded grudgingly, for that reasoning had not
occurred to me, “so it might be, but I am your guest, not that
of elther Sir Nicholas or Owen.”

“And in my letters io them, and to Mrs. Ling, in fact, I
have commended you to their care in place of my own.
There is no question but that you will stay. I have planned on
it, In fact. If you do net, who will care for them in my ab-
sence?’

“Care for them? Why, Mrs. Ling, of course!”

“Oh, I do not mean 'see to their needs,’ as she does and as
the servanis do.” Lady Elizabeth waved her little hand impa-
tlently in dismissal of my remark. "Who but you will see to
them: who will love them and be a family to them?” Who
will keep these great granite stones warm and alive? She
might have asked, had she been disposed, as I had been ear-
lier, to reflection,

“Surely not 17" I protested, at once taken aback by the
proposal and yet seeing something of the possibilities as well,

“"And why not? Owen adores you—a bit too much for your
own good, I fear—and Nicholas ...

“Nicholas loathes me.” I dld not confess that I had but
small liking for him. It was surely too obvious ii my manner
already In the previous few weeks for his mother not to have
seen it for herself.

“Do you think so, my dear?" she asked casually, "1 rather
thought that he begins to find you challenging and very inter-
esting. He has not known many women—fewer still who
were really well-educated as himself—and rever one who
could so forcefully say me te Hitmn:"
in "tgayl ne to himl” 1 snorted. As if there was any attraction

at
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“Indeed! N@! It is lamentable, perhaps, and I should be
loath to admlit it to any but you, but I Rave never been able
to refuse the boy a thing. He had fo father, peetr dear, and
so I tried to make up for it, I suppese. 1 suspect it was very
wrong of me, but there it is. The damage is done and cannet
be undone—by ime.”

“Nor by anyone else,” I added dryly.

“Perhaps not, perhaps not. But he does need caring for and
understanding. He feels things very deeply, you know.”

“Nicholas?” I cried, but then said no more, remembering
the infinite pain that had seemed to emanate from the silence
that fell upon his room the night before after Gusty Paget
had stormed out. I had felt in sympathy with him then; there
had been no anger in him then, though I felt sure that, had 1
chanced to knock, as an intruder bent on comforting him, at
his portico door, he would have greeted me with anger,
would have rebuffed my kindpess with anger, would not have
dared to show any other emotion than anger. Only in anger
could he hide the weakness that was his deeper feelings, Poor
man.

“Yes, Lady Elizabeth, I think you are right. He does feel
tbli;ngs deeply.” Y;et he dare not show them, I added to my-
se

"Will you stay and care for him?” she pressed.

“I shall stay uatil he orders me out or hurls me bodily
from the portico, whichever act of violence comes first,” 1
laughed, wondering how short a time it would take for me to
have provoked one or other act on his part,

“Oh, he will do neither, I am sure,” Lady Elizabeth de-
murred quietly. “Owen,” she went on in a different tone of
voice, “is no trouble at all, He will §o-on.in his own way till
the end of time. He's very clever, full of great momentary en-
thusiasms. that take up his empty life for a while, but which,
at last, fizzle an and die. He is too clever by half, Deirdre,
and, I hate to say it, as light and superficial as a zephyr,” Her
voice, during this harsh indictment of her younger brother,
held the warping note of a confiding mother.

“Do you really think so? I have had that impression toe, |
clr;nfess, but he sometimes seems as if on the brink of greater
things.”

“Yes,” she agreed sadly, “and to his dying day, like the
perpetual youth that he is, he will always seem to be. It is
part of his charm, but it is only charm, Deirdre, and net
something to throw one’s life away upon.”
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1 caught her meaning at once, and it embarrassed 1is both,
Abruptly we each set down our cold, nearly untouched cups
and as a welcome change of subject bade each other a fond
farewell.

“T will come one last time and see you off,” I whispered,
and hugged her lovingly. In actuality, our later leave-taking
was to be different than either of us had intended, for within
the hour she came into the Chinese garden from the portico,
where she found Owen and me in meditation over the vari-
6ls possible meanings of my dream and the recurring night-
mare.

I caught sight of her first and saw by her face that she had
fust taken leave of Sir Nicholas, whose cartiage I could even
now hear receding afong the road to the great gates of Moon-
dragon park. Her face showed both sadness and deter-
faination, Then, steeling hetself for the last of the ordeal, she
put on a cheery smile and raised her volce to us,

“Hallo, Nicholas has just left for Bantry. I'm off in a mo-
ment,” she said, indicating her newly-put-on traveling-cos-
tume, “to make a duty call upon some old ladies in Adrigole.
1 shall take Kathleen along for company and shan't be back
till just before dinner. I expect that I shall take that in my
room.” She came up and hugged me close, *Take care of my
boys for me, Deirdre.”

“So I shall,” ¥ murmured feelingly, and tumed away, lest
we catch each other’s eyes and not be able to contain our
emotions.

“Owen"—she smiled, trying to keep the small catch that
was there in her voice under control—"‘do he good and don’t
pester Nicholas. Keep Deirdre good company tonight.” She
kissed him warmly on the cheek, looked longet into his face
than a mere evening in Adrigole warranted, and tumed from
him abruptly. I could see a slight shiver go through her frame
of a sudden, and as if {n response to it, she turned again
toward her younger brother. “Owen, 1 de love you so, how-
ever much I ehide you. You do know that, don’t you?”

“I know, Bessie, love,” he answered softly.

They smiled at each other, and as she tumed at last and
left us, I could see that once more a tiny shiver had gone
through her slim figure. Owen’s arm, pressed against my own
as we watched her walk from us, gave a similar shudder. I
looked up at him sharply and saw that his face had gone
quite suddenly white. T took his hand in mine and felt that it
was as cold as ice.
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“Poor Bess,” he whispered. “I guess she is sweet on the
captain. See how well she’s tryini* ta bear up under his sailim*
tanight.,” He turned and patted my hand and forced a smile.
1 didn’t believe him for a minute. Something else had crossed
his mind. “it'd be nice if he really was a decent chap after
all, and I't all wrong abeut him and his usin' her for cover.
Yes, maybe he's a peed soft afier all. Always seemed ta be,

a knew.” He smiled again in that same foreed way and al-
ewed e to lead him like a child away frem the direstion of
the house teward the red-reefed bell tower, Behind us, Lady
Elizabeth’s heavily laden eeaeR rumbled away frem the
epurtyard and eut ente the readway, beund fer Adiigele and
China aeress e seas.

Later that evening, In the deepening purple twilight, Qden
and I stood on the portico, leaning against the balustrade,
and watehed the lights of the Pride o' Banwy disappear into
ihe darkenmg §ea over the long erest of Bere Island. Lady
Elizabeth and hef eaptain had finally, after thirty-odd years,
made goed theif eseape from Meendragen.

It was very late that evening, long after dinner, long after
Owen and I watched the Banwy sall into the bight, that Sir
Nicholas arriveq back at the house.

I was just leaving the parlor and crossing the hall toward
the stairs when he came in, swirling a light cape off his shoul-
ders and into the waiting hands of a manservant. It amused
me that he should, regardiess of having seen the servant's ex-
tended hands, tess the cape in sueh a presumptuous manner.
Suppose no hand had cefe fofth to take 1t? But for Sir Nich-
olas, there was ne §ueh suppesition pessible. There had al-
ways beenl a Rand ready i cateh his eastings-off; there always
wtild be steh a hand, for was e A6t 8if Nicholes Cheng?
That small, uneonseious gestisre an his part spake 68 mueh 16

teflestive mind that I eauld Bui smirk sardenieally te my-
self as I watehed fis entranes trom the 86t of the stairease:

He caught sight of me just then, and his own thoughtful
paze was arrested, a blank expresslon crossed his face, imme-
diately replaced by a knewing siiirk of his own.

“You've heard, then?” he stated flatly. “And I suppose you
think it all very amusing?”

“Have you heard?” I countered in a startled tone, and then
checked -myself at once, It dawned that while I had Lady
Elizabeth’s departure on my mind, Sir Nicholas himself still,
dwelt upon that of Miss Paget and her brother. We were talk-
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ing at cross-purposes, each having misinterpreted the reason
for the other’s sardonic expression. I felt vulnerable enough
pow in this household, without my hostess’s protective
presence, being at once the guardian of her secret flight and
personally besieged by strange happenings of my own—mys-
terious rings, ghosts, nightmares, and odd flashes of clairvoy-

ant insight—not to wish to complicate my life further by
having any more misunderstanding and animosity grow up
between the master of the house and myself.

“Forgive me, Sir Nicholas. We seem to speak at cross-pur-
poses. “T have heard of the Pagets’ departure and know some-
thing of its cause. I have only sympathy for you. This must
be a painful time for you, and I assiire you that I do not find
afy amusement in it.”

"No?" he snapped. “Your face as I came in seemed to say
otherwise.”

“Did it indeed?”" Presumptuous bastard, I thought to my-
self. “Shall 1 endeavor to desctibe the train of my thoughts as
1 watched you enter this hall? Perhaps I should! It might
amuse and distract as well as enlighten. But whether you wish
me to or not, I do solemnly assure you, sir, that no thought of
the P rédgets of your own discomfiture in regard to them had
entered my mlind. I do fot find amusement in the misfortunes
of others, any more than I do in my own. Life is far too
short for me to wish anyone anything but whai is il his own
best interests. If it fs to your best interest to tove the Honot-
able Miss Paget, I-wish you well of her, Sir Nicholas, 1f, on
the other hand, it is to your ewn best interests never to set
gyes on her again, I can wish you that toe, with guite egual
heartiness.”

I turned and began to mount the stairs. “I bid you goed
night, Sir Nicholas,” I added this last softly and as an aftef-
theught hapinag to mitigate somme of the sharphess of my fe-

gm fiever seef t6 be as eivil to the fan as 1
8

“Miss Fennora,” he called after me. I turned and looked
down upeﬁ hlm sundtﬁg alene and rather desperate of eya at
the foot of th There was an edd, peignant twist te the
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pany. Will you join me, or are you engaged to spend the rest
of the evening with my brother?”

“Your mother left word,” I stated, having a care to follow
Lady Elizabeth'’s plan to the lefter and thus avoid a direct lie
in her son’s face, “that she had a headache and did not wish
to be distrubed. Having no companion this evening, I was
merely going to retire early.”

“Will you join me, then?”

“By all means, I should be happy to,” I turned, descended
the stairs, and took his arm, which was offfiered with the same
air of great ceremony that is so common between the wary
parties to an armed truce. We were both making an effort to
be civilized and courteous, perhaps because we each sensed
that the other was labofing under a great strain to maintain
control of himself, and neliher of us wished to upset the fine
emotional balanes of the 6ther oF in any way be the one t6
cause new hestilities te Break eut between oufselves, At any
fate, we actually crossed the wide hall and entered the parlef
topether witheut incident. He led me to a cemfertably (iphel-
stered but fﬁagaively earved sefa, reiling, like the stairease 1
had. Jist lef, Wit Loll. oF Sealed, and Doclawed dra s He
theﬁ wal ied, ea ke aﬁa eutwardly ealm, ie the be
the firep qfé QE M% ita BE 68 Bf QBQ §h
paeed, still wit §88iiilﬂg e EQ 4 9ﬁ~6§fve
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S?ﬁ E fsﬁﬁja 5 5?333 ég wﬁ
f %E 13 th §E %%l
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A servant eftered, feceived a rapidlqidier in Chinese, and
left without & word.

“I think you have not slept in some time, Sir Nicholas,” I
said softly and with some guarded sywmpathy.

“No, I have not,” he replied, and lapsed into silence. Stiil
the muscles in his temples throbbed as he sat, head thrown
back and eyes closed.

There Wizss nothing I could say to him. Nothing in our pre-
vious relationship gave me leave to speak to him of the obvi-
ous personal agony ufider which he labored, We had
exchanged no confidenices or established any symgathetis fapa
port to warrant my offerifg hifn advice of philosephy of
comfort. In faet, to have besn soft with him at that mement
might have upset ihe careful balanee of ouf truce and sent
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him raging at me like the wounded tion he was, the thorn in
his paw more painful and less possible to temove than ever.
It was best I sit there, awkward and helple: II fel

simply provide the guestionable comfort Tﬁ&eeland Carter 187

presence afforded. Still those muscles throbbed wnvulsl\e

eayrERaTe at teriike the:wounded lion he was, the thorn in
buve ,c%u M"ﬂ!@!‘mamﬁo;w diess possible to remove than ever.
:::;ﬁy &mﬁp@ .‘,"egf%"ﬁ erepoay) hF(W&lrd and helpless as | felt, and
:f“;ct;:mg fgyu DFEId e thensgestionable comfort that my mere
oTepre “ ¢ mqeg%gmdmgﬂltsstﬁgse muscles throbbed convulsively,
iy snedimpatiently to lay hands on him, to

i Qaﬁéﬁ%s.ghed s ,:fﬁl gh.isw .and give the consolation that he so
mm mgegleche: ©) e,,df;,‘ﬁe uRger similar circumstances, would
afer AVE FADIE ep-my-atertion like a kitten and greedlly asked
{es“ d@%@vﬁ% van even greater air of sorrow for the
m e‘wngi’ T, ym rimer-goted upon. This man, too proud, too
Mm ! txa mrmwmples\%/ .900d, needed more, and because he
s im o s . X g mw wdeed have been ashamed to ask for
comog sﬁg aﬁ@@ “Wm pgs—rtlon nothing.
;gg;g;;;:gehm mretupnea with a decanter, two glasses, and
oM mit§mn§.‘m {I\gqleml% spoke again in Chinese, and the
despr f oGl tEn-sEiting: thextrays down on a table next to his mas-

human s ouc

.- jofto ab one el =Fivec jeeanter and glasses remained un-

nirnfn eclv severity in My tqie. n roso 0!

v @Jy )L'?? is Chall":‘pushed
hm"’%ﬁ” *Nic "6"53“5% and opened his black eyes, blinking
them wide open and starlng at some unseen point in the far
corner of the room. "My head throbs so," he remarked, and
after making a small tentative gesture toward the decanter,
sank back against the chair.

"The wine will make it worse," | remarked softly.

"Oh? Yes, | suppose so, But what will make it better?"

"My father,” I lied, "was subject to such attacks as you are
having now. There was only one cure."

"And that was ...?"

"A simple light massage of the temples and brow." I spoke
as impersonally as possible, "It restores the circulation and
... I was trying to be as technical as possible. To offer
comfort in the guise of a practitioner experienced in the mat-
ter of headaches might work. As a woman sympathetically
comforting the pains of an aching heart, I should have been
defenestrated for certain

"Will you try?" he leaned forward and asked urgently,
breaking in upon my learned dissertation. "l am really quite
desperate.” For a headache cure, | wondered, or simply for a
human's touch?

"1 should be only too happy to help," I murmured with an
air nf objective severity in my tone, and rose from the sofa at
once. Settling myself on the wide arm of his chair, | pushed
him gently back against the upholstery, and placing my hands
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to either side of his head, slid my fingers back through his
straight, thick black hair. 1 could feel my long nails slide aleng
the warmth of his skin till My thumbs reached his het, puls=
ing temples; I began a soething fmassage. I hoped I was being
both gentle and effestive, for I had never dene sueh a service
for a man in my life. Mg father had never been subject te
headaches, his weakﬂeas elﬁ a touchy steraech, fer which
enly his d@@t@f- had a cure. t -avidently my instincts were
quite earrect in Sir Nichelas' ease, for he clesed his eyes and
settled bask inte the ehalr, relaxifg visibly under my minis-
trations, Afier a while Be 1eaned his head iB ene side with the
effest of pinning the tps of My fingers Between his head and
the uphelsiery. eaily fe wanted e ie keep up the effert of
mam?m g Bis emge with my ffS@ thumla With my sthe 5

sitaked Bis Brow, ran my Hngers ¢ Jeu fi Ris RaiF, 3
siiled 8 M % Wit s EeHat quigt p ig- FanRtng
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“What the devil Is goiﬁg on here?” he r@a'ed “at once
rousing hHis nephew frem his ﬁe,ahgiumbef and myself from
the tender reveries in which I had beenids
As Sir Nicholas started awake, he rose instinctively from
his seat, thus upsetting the delicate balance that had enabled
me to sit upon the arm of it. Over we went, myself on top of
the small table en which the manservant had deposited the
tray, Sir Nicholas on top of me, and the great carwved arm-
chalr on iop of us both., The decanter decanted, sending a
cascade of sticky brown sherry across -the carpet, and the
erystal plasses, tinkling mervily as chifmes, rolling after it. Sir
Nicholas and I found eurselves thrust inte the most intimate
ARd embariaiing centaet with eash athef while imprisened
guite effestively, it enly maﬂaeataﬁgr the immense weight
of the Reavy earved chair that pinke u o the fleor.
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Owen stood above us surveylng the scene with tieh, humor-
ous-enjoyment. 1 could tell this by his volce alone, for the
only view that I had of him from my helpless position on the
carpet was that of his disgracefully dusty, cobwebby boots as
he tapped one toe sevetely tipon the floor, incidentally grind-
ing scattered biscults into the Chinese catpet.

“Well, ain't this rich! My trusted flancée"—and here 1
could detect the “wink” In his volce, meant for my ears
alone—"and me own beloved ‘nephoo’*'—agaim an indication
of his lack of serious Inteni—"cavortin’ like a pair o' low cos-
termongers in the back alleys o' Londofi. Fer shame 68 ya
both. I'll see you in the mornin’, Nicholas, me lad. We've got
somethin’ ta seitle.” Then off he went, hooting derisively and
laughing a preat horselaugh that echoed through the hall be-
yond, even after hie had slammed the deor behind him.

Just as we were struggling to extricate ourselves from the
wreckage, the door opened again. “By the way,” Owen called.
“It's quite all right. T'1] leave you two young people ta what-
ever it was ya were doin' before I made my untimely in-
trusion.”

He roared again, and as he closed the door for the last
time, Sir Nicholas, having regained some of his composure, if
fot his footing calied after him, *Owen, you bastard, I'll get
you for this.”

Owen only laughed the louder as he went off upon his
metry way.

Actually, I thought, the evening eould not have ended in
better fashion. We had been caught out by Owen and made
to look ridiculous together. Disaster! one might think: But no,
not at all, for we had laughed at ourselves heartily and in
concert.

In his laughter Sir Nicholas found some release from his
brooding concern over Miss Paget's defection and some un-
derstanding of the playful and hammlessly mischievous rela-
tionship that actually existed between his uncle and me. In
fact, the incident gave me leave to explaln hew the scene that
he had intruded upon the night of the ball had eome about in
the first place, and how his wicked assumption had placed me
in ihe uawilling pesition of Hancee to Owen Sarsfield-Jones.
What I ceuld fiever had explained in the cold light of day ea
a hard sefa eame so easily to e sitting upen a sticky,
sherry-Geated carpet in the candlelit parier that I marveled to
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think that I had ever wondered how I would get out of my
predicament.

Nicholas sat across the carpet from me, absently stacking
biscuits into a fortress along the geometric pattern of the rug.
"And it all came about as innocently as that! As innocently
as did our own embarrassing position!” he remarked, laugh-
ing lightly—not in a merry, abandoned way perbaps, but
laughing nevertheless. His headache seemed to have vanished.

“Exactly so,” I agreed, keeping to myself—my own guilty
secrete~-that if anything, there had been far more innocence
to my tumble in the champagne with Owen than there was in
the position in whieh ke had foimd Sir Nicholas and me sit-
ting togeiher upon the dragef chaif.

We left the mess as it was and crossed the ball to the
stairs, still in a lighthearted mood. He bade me a pleasant
good night at my sliting-room door, and after casting a
glance in the direction of his mother’s unlighted rooms, went
on toward his own apartiment. Owen’s lights I could see, were
still on, and I half-expecied him to come and join me for a
last laugh at his little gfaﬂk. Therefore 1 made no attempt to
ready myself for bed, but kept to my sitting room for a while
with boek in hand, awaitifig a light tap on my pettico doofs.
It never eame,

Something awdke me from my doze. I started and saw that
I still sat in the corner of my sofa, the little leatherbound
book open Uieﬁ lts face in my lap. The clock on the
chinoiserie desk between the portico doors struck once. It was
twelve-thirty in the merning,

I looked about me, blinking. All was familiar, though very
dim and somber-looking, for the lamp had burned low. A
chill went through me, but not because of the damp night
mists that came in from off the btiy:-I was well protected
from them by a fine woolen shawl. No, there was something
else: some presentiment of imminent happenings lurked in
the atmosphere of the roem like a palpable presence..I might
almost have glanced ever my shoulder and found it hoverlag
behind e in the shadows. And so I sat, composing myself as
one whe sits for a porteait, and walted with an odd, detached
feeling of nothingness. I had not leng te wait.

The sound vibrated through the room like nothing that I
had never heard before In a waking state. Yet, dreaming, I
had heard it before and kaew it for what it was—the slow,
solemn pealing of a great brazen bell; mot the sound of such
a bell as rang from every steeple in the British Isles, but
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rather the inexorable knell of such a bell -as might erack open
the earth and reveal the stinking bowels whetein demons
pranced and lost souls burned forever in their agony.

1 waited, expecting the dreadful din to end momentarily,
but still it went on, heavy brazen knell upon knell, as If the
sound would never end until the very stones of Moondragon
itself had cracked with it. Finally I could stand no more. I it
a candle, and wrapping my shawl closer about my shoulders,
stepped out onto the portico. Taking care to protect the flame
from the slightl g breeze, I made my way slowly along
the facade of the house: all the while, the great solemn bell
contlnued to toil, reverberating from the stones of the walls,
ffcouili? the tiles of the roof, from the very braln within my
§

As 1 approached the corner and was about to pass Sir
Nicholas’ rooms, he flung apen his doors and came out onto
the portico, fully diressed and with a dark kantern i his handl.

“*Miss Fennora,” he cried, with the wild harried look of a
suddenly awakened sleeper, “you had not yet retired either.”

"No, Sir Nicheolas, I was dozing, but something awnke
me.”

“The bell,” he sald,

*No,” I answered. “A presentiment I knew something was
about to happen. I just didnt know what. Then it began to
toll. Will it never stop?” There was now an air of desperation
in my voice that I could not control. As he continued speak-
ing, I eould detect the same note in hils own voiee.

“Tt seems not. God help me, I don’t know what it means,
but that bell has not been rung since before I was born: it
has not rung since my father died.”

We rounded the side of the house with Sir Nicholas a few
feet in the lead, and beth ﬁsafly feeled baek unider the almest

pﬁy&eal ifnpact 6f hat ineXeFab |l. The §9qu ielded
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Ahead of us, toward ‘the far end of the portico, a broad
swath of lzght cut across the darkaess, sireaming from the
wide-flung doors of Owen's lair,

“‘He must have been awake and come out ahead of us,” Sir
Nicholas called to me, raising his volce to make himself
heard over the endless din that filled the air. “Owen,” he
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shouted into the room as he passed it, *No, not there,” he
called back to me. “He raust be in the garden already.”

In the garden or beyond, I thought to myself for no partic-
ular reason. Then something caught my eye across the flag-
stone floor of the walkway, something that twinkled like the
eye of an idol from just without the stream of light that is-
sued forth from Owen's empty roem.

I reached -down to pick up the ring, knowing it to be that
which had been upon my finger on the morning of this fate-
ful l:lay just passing, and since then in Owen's side jacket
pocket.

An electric shock Wdant through me as I touched it: I drew
back, leaving it where it lay, knowing in an instant more than
I had wished to know, knowing more than 1 would ever be
able to forgetl

“Owen,” 1 whispered. “Owet,” I cried, and regardiess of
the fluttering and dylng of the candle in my hand, I fan on
toward the single beam of Sir Niehohs* dark lantern at the
top of the garden stairs,

“Owen,” he was shouting over the unending knell of that
dreadful brazen gong, calling out into the blackness of the
long Chinese gardes.

“Owen,” I cried, my voice sounding frail and shrill on that
booming, vibrating night air. I eame up beside Sir Nicholas
and clutched at his arm, holding en for my life,

“T've been calling and ealling,” he shouted over. the con-
stant din of the bell. “Where .lh God’s name has he got t0?”
Thete was all the while that dreadful edge of desperation in
his volce,

“Owen,” I whimpered fnto the rough cloth of Sir Nicholas’
jacket, pressing my head into his shoulder in a vain effort to
blot out the image that had seared fiself-into my brain with
the first touch of that hellish ring. I knew where Owen had
got to, 1 knew why he could net hear us call his name,
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The Longest Night

Remenberd kol departed friend
olling a )
—Shakespeare

We walked down the garden stairs together by the long
pale beam of the lantern, Sir Nicholas slightly in the lead, I
hovering at his elbow with my shawl wrapped around me like
a shield to protect me from what I knew lay ahead. The can-
dlestick, I still held tight in my grasp, useless though it was
without a S8ame. My knuckles must have been white with the
convulsiveness of my gtip, for I held onto it—as one holds
onto one’s life—with all the strength I had,

Then, all at once, over the never-ending sound of that
blasted bell, came a rushing and shuffiiiing and strange, persis-
tent murmuring: the bushes and shrubs all about us seemed
to come allve. “Fear not till Birnan wood do come to Dira-
sinane,” tan the desperate thought in my mind. The wotld
seemed to be going mad, sumfioned to its frenzy by the
incessant gonging of that preat brazen bell in the tower
ahead of us. 1 turned, shrinking inte Nichelas' shoulder, and
saw that all abeut-us the garden was tiembling with subile
movement, Small flickers of light appeared, the murmur of
strange tongues carried to my oars like the whisper of waves
heard below the censtant boeming of thunder at sea; faces
began to appear, dimly seen By the light of candles and lan-
iorns and ng torohes. Faces, yellew 6r Aut brown from
the sun; faces, pale as ehease; faces, ruddy with exertioni—ali
with 6lgspy eves thrown wide 6pen By sudden wakefulness
and wender. The servants and farmers and tenants of Moen=
dragon pathered themselves within the precincts of the
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garden, summoned as were Sir Nicholas and I by the night-
mare knelling of that great brazen bell.

Above them all, towering over that nameless, whispering
throng by the very power and majesty of her presence almost
more than by virtue of her statuelike stance of the portico
high above us all, stood the imperious Mrs. Ling, the only
unmoving figure in the dreadful scene.

She stood, as implacable in her way to my sight as was the
gound of that bell to my ear, with a lantern raised above her
head that threw one-half of her face into shadow, the other
into perfect focus, the blackness of her eyepatch giving her
fvory features the look of a skull with a deep, hollow, empty
socket where the eye should have been, I cringed involun-
tanI{ and turned away, still clinging to Sir Nicheiles® arm as
he stealthily approached the tower,

All gbout us, the servants and tenants of Moondragon
stepped their wiﬂspedng approach, content to Watch as the
Fw@ f of the house moved on alone toward that dammed hel-
18k bell that never eeased its nightmare din. Then a beam of
light, as streng as that of Bir Nicholas' ewn lantern, shone
upen the ground of my right. Looking up, I sa®-—and Was
ggﬁful= at Shi Fu had joined us, He uttersd something in

inese to his rpester, and Sir Nicholas nodded. The tall
FRanservant touched my arm lightly.

"Please, miss, go back."

T sheek my head and straightened my pesture defiantly. He
was being kind, trying to protect me. He must have theught;
I realized, coming out of my dazed reverle, that there wai
danger for us, that we had aught to fear from what was in
the tower, I knew, of course, that there was no danger, noth-
Ing to fear at all. What had caused the terror in my eye, the
aspect of trepidation in my posture, was not fear of what lay
ahead, but rather the impression made upon me by the sights
and dreadful sounds about fe in the nighted garden. Only
I—and one unknown other, perhaps—knew surely that there
was Rething at all te fear from what was in the bell tower ex-
eept the sight itself of what 1ay withia,

“Delrdre, go back,” Sir Nicholas ordered urgently to me
over his left shoulder. We had stopped our stealthy approach
and stoed at the feot of the small flight of stairs that led to
its open, doerless granite portal. The sound of the bell was
fere dreadful than ever, deafening and brutal, each peal an
ynbearable assault Upen the senses,
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Ml then it stopped. And the stopping was almost as terri-
ble as the knelling had been.

The silence stunned us for a moment, a8 effectively as a
blow would have done, but then the three of us—almost as
one—ran up the steps and into the tower. Owen was there.

He lay, crumpled like a broken, disjointed mationette,
upon his stomach. One long slender leg was drawn up, the
other extended to its full length. Both his arms were slightly
raised at the elbow, his fingets curled and convulsed, as {f he
had clawed at the very flags of the floor in his last extremity.
His face Iay upon one cheek, so that he looked at us with
open, stating, surprised eyes and a sfafl upoen his lips that
bared his clenched white teeth. A teickle of daek, already
eong:haling bleod formed a tiny peol by the corner of his
fMouth,

‘The hil and part of a long dark green blade rose above his
back like a signat flag, declaring the means by which he had
been done to his death. Had he worn his uniform on that
night, as he had on the night of the ball, he would have
looked every bit the part of a heroic soldier taken in the
midst of battle by some exotic oriental instrument of war.

As it was now, in his dirty boots and dusty woolen jacket,
I alone knew that he had died no less a hero for all his lack
of uniform. He had dpne what he set out to do. It was not
his fault that he had died of the doing, that someone one step
behind him all the way had deprived him of his crowing and
of his triumph.

I looked down at his body, so pathetic in the pale, distort-
ed yellow light of the two lanterns, and suddenly my eyes,
which had been dry till then, welled with tears. I did not cry,
but only inurmwieds-the only sound in the utter silence of
that dark and deadly tower— “It's just not fair, It wasn't sup-
posed to end like this, Monsieur Duplo.”

I sat, numb and unfeeling, in the little side chair that Owen
had cleared for me in the debris of his lair just the very night
before. Sir Nicholas stood squarely in front of me, a tumbler
of neat whiskey thrust at me like a threat, I stared at it with
unseeing eyes.

“Drink this, Deirdre. You're holding up well, but I
think the liquor will help.”

I took the glass from his hand, still with unblinking, un«
moving eyes. I held it but did not drink, nor did he from his
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own untouched tumbler. Rather, he picked his way through
the chaos of the room io find a seat. As he did so, I surveyed
the scene that only the previeus eveping I had found so
amusing, Owen's den was fi6 lenger funny, bul pathetic
rather, with an air of lifelessness about it. Neo lenger would
the tall, slender, boyishly entbusiastic denizen ef this lair
streteh hii_lﬁﬂg. bostshed lags ever the piles of boeks and pa-
pers, looking for the last if 8 empty sherry deeanter
or browsing amidst the pert Bottles for a rind of eheese of
stray biseuit, The tebaced weuld grow stale and eld in its Bu-
miders, the ashes never mere everflew their varieus ashirays
the pipes femain eold where they lay. The life and light ha
one but of that reem, and theugh 1 had spent but a few
heurs within iis walls, 1 lamented its deaiBb wiih al-
fmest the same AUMB serrew ihat I meuraed ihe less of iis
ewner, that ljawa gﬂd_ iSeRieval3 rague whese eorpse even
Hew lay iifs 855 and stitfening oR the eoknierpans 1A hid bed-
86 fiext 486F:

Sir Nicholas sat, stlll shaken himself, in the oak throne
chair in the corner and brooded over his whiskey.

“This is Moondragon business,” he had said in a cold voice
of command. “Not a word is to be sald outside these walls. If
one man outside the gates of the estate hears of this, woe to
the one who has ‘spoken. I rely upon yout honor to keep your
people in ¢heck. Have I your werd on this?”

And a dozen men had nodded, acquiescing in their several
tongues—Chinese, Gaelic, and Epglish. Sir Nichotas Cheng
was thelr master, thelt seigneur, and they would obey. By the
strange eerle light of toreh and lantern, it had been a
dramatic and affecling scene that had taken place in the
garden—like something out of the lost age when men owed
their first loyalty to their liege lord, ihatldhat lord owed fealgr
to no man. Once more, watching Sir Nicholas Cheng stand-
ing befere the tower, the body 6f his slain kinsman behind
him 1A the darkaess, | had been reminded of the blood that
flewed in his veins—ihe bleed of emperors, the bloed of pi-
f_ﬁ!@&——-lﬂi%@ﬂ%% autecrats -all, men ef actien and pewer, des-
S, S s o Ak e

161, ) ) 1y. y NI
melaag%g ngﬁg §5§ﬁ& 6F Hamiel, we fellowed Behind as
owen's Bady, lified on the sheylders of a ireep ef small,

EFVIEORS, Was carried in meuraful siate up the

Wiry, Srienial s _ d
sl s G W0 N L & e s o s
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her hand and it “our way, like some strange earthbound
goddess, to his chamber. Once 1 had turned and looked out
over the thronged garden, making out here and there the sor-
rowful, solemn faces of house servants and stablehands who
were known to me and more especially to Owen. He had
been liked by all, loved by some, wished no harm by any. I
wondered who, in that mass of people below me, might have
done the deed; who dissembled his=sorrow so well that no
man was able to cry out “Here! Here is the villain who has
done the deed!” But no man spoke, and every man’s face was
& mask of grief,

Such were my reveries as Nicholas and I sat silent and
moedy in the room that had been Owen's. It was a long time
before either of us spoke. Then, finally, I shifted in my seat,
and the seund of my motion seemed to rouse him lask

His brow knit thoushtfully, the eharasteristie spets of eeler
appeared aeress his " bread eheckbones;, betoke
strong emetien Within—anger, mest likely—and, Jooki
at m wnh eat lﬁf@ﬁﬁity in his leng; wée- depthless b

g
%"ifg ﬂms Ls,m It that yeu teld me just what has B@Eﬁ go=

ing,
ﬁ?"" I shifted again, knswing by hig
gm@t EIGY%;:HE ?g Was geiﬁg ts gs 2 Very uR %I@g

ean. Miss Fepnora, th f
be Ha}qﬁ Bwen was ésaaa f yeH éﬁe
ah —Bﬁf aps of even Impert to Fg at memsﬁ%—
80 knew exaetly g mﬂn seul in aaﬁ Fag0R Was
Fotised from his glum efsp%y that amnable beu With the ex
geption of mgmmher and her mald; A: YWhers, ip
Bod’s name, Deirdre, has my meother been threugh all thlg
pightmare?"
paused to collect my thoughts and frame my answer

carefully. “You weren’t to know until tomorrow, when Lady
Elizabeth’s letter was to be delivered to you, but under the
circumstances, I shall have to tell you now. Please, Sir Nicho-
las, let me assure you first of all that your mother is quite
safe and, I am happy to say, well away from this terrible situ-
atien.”
| 'd'Well'away?” His eyes flashed hotly, and his voice was
oud.

“Indeed, sit,” I retorted, letting my own temper rise in de-
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fense. “She booked passage ofi the Pride o' Bantry afid Is
even now on the open sea, headed toward China.”

“My mother is aboard the Baniry?!THaaksiinppesibids! Thee
ship booked no passengers, 1 Jaw £8 sign of her aboard when
I was inspecting the aesy. ...”

“She boarded from a longboat that fetched her from the
inlet over Adrigole way."”

“How could she bhave arranged all this without my
knowledge? Captain Vreeland . . .” He broke ofi and
thought for a moment, I could see the pieces falllng into
placehjn his mind. “Datan his eyes! Captain Vreeland! She's
...5he’s....”

“She has sailed for China on the Cheng ship, Pride o' Ban-
try, in company with her mald and companion, Kathleen, un-
der the protection of your loyal employee Captain Isaac
Vreeland,” I stated firmly and precisely, I had no iftention of
letting Sir Nichelas think the worst of bis own mother of of
the man who, batting the unforeseen, would seen be his
stepfather. I steered us off this dangerous topic at ence, for
had he suspected that a martiage was intended, he woild
have meved heaven and earih e prevent it. I wefit 6 head-
long and fiereely just to divert Rim. “Under what better, mere
FeassiiFing GiFcumsiances eauld §ige Bave ehesen o Lindsriake
sueh a ve a ? L {He gereey of the endaver unseties yeu,
ask euﬁe i§ Bld § g Rave any ether eheies than te flee
iﬂss a thiet iﬂs (E ?Weula J av%lei her e, had yeu
kaeéwﬁ that 8 § sl {H E aRiFy? Byeu tﬂg

qé BF Han, that matier,
ave Hﬂh [§i88 aﬁ ngsa yoil s§§1a

FF fasf e {nﬁ}f{ e
L
ég%%a{e@ﬁms %Hgﬂgéﬂgm aﬁ%@%ﬂﬁg Fﬁ

“You've quite a tongue in your head, havent you,
woman?”

“If I have, man, it must be speaking with wisdom and
truth, for it hasa't yet cleaved to the roof of my mouth-—as
you may have fieticed.”

He eyed me darkly for a moment. Then a devious look
stole over his face. “We've got to fetch her back,” he said.
Clearly the night's terrible event could be turned to good ac-
coufit. “She’s going to take Owen's death very hard. My uncle
in the north will hiave to be notified, but he won't even care
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enough about his brother to come for the funeral. He's never
set foot in Moondragon, and he can rot where he is for all 1
care, but Mother will—"

*Your mother mustn’t even be told. You can send word to
Captain Vreeland and instruct him to use his own discretion
in choosing the best time to tell her. Sometime after they've
gone through the canal, as far as I'm concerned,” I added in-
differently, knowing that Lady Elizabeth would be Mirs.
Vreeland by that time and would have the comfort of a lov-
ing husband In her sorfow. Moreover, once through the Suez
Canal, there was no sultable port from which she might re-
turn to the West, even if she so wished. I was hell-bent on
seeing her happy. Even Owen’s death, awfull as it was, would
not prevent her being with ber gallant Dutchman if I could
help it. “Why,” I pursued, “when there is nothing to be done
save bury hifm, burden hef with sueh mtellidgenee? The Bantry
ean’t return, and the enly thing that yeu'a be accomplishing
would be to give her hearibreaking news—news which ean
wait, after all—at what should bea very happy, earefree
time in her life, She fight, it's tede, break her veyage at
Matseilles o somie such port and journey back overland to s
alene~biit for what putpese? To stand by his grave and la-
ment? She 6an do that iA a few menths’ time st as well.” 1
rose frem my ehair and approached hifm earefully, mindful
of the %%?}bmw that I might twist iy ankle ever semething
of the fleer at any minute. I knelt upen a hasseck at his feet,
and putting a hand upen his arm, pleaded softly. “Cannet
you see, Sif Nichelas, that I am right in this? Pray de net
send word of this 10 your mether, Gfahi her a fow h_appg.
carefree menths afier all Rer years of devotien and serviee {6
you and her poer brother, Why, Owen hiaself, if he éeuld,
would prebably put if a ‘Ceme o, old Man, be a sprl"

He looked down upon my hand, rather small and white
against the dark, rough cloth of the jacket that clothed his
broad, strong forearm. A strange crumpled twist came to the
corner of his mouth—whether smile or not, I could not
tell—and then he nodded almost wearlly. *I'll think it over,*
he said, a defensively gruff finality in his tone that told me,
almost more than words would have done, that I had wen.
Lady Etizabeth would be spared the news of her brothers
death for a tife at least,

I started to rise, intending to go back to my own chair. 1
was no longer numb from the terrors of the garden and
tower, and somehow that tumbler of whiskey began to ap-
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peal. Instead, however, 1 found my hand clamped tightly in
place on his arm by his own strong right hand, the thumb
and forefinger of which were locked around my wrist with
great force,

“You haven’t yet told me why Owen is dead.” His voice
had a cold edge to it that at once frightened and excited me.

“My poor bloodless hand cannot tell you, Sir Nicholas, and
my voice, which can, may be heard quite well from across
the room.” I pulled away from his grasp and stood before
him, *“Moreover, I am now sufficiemfly in need of that whiskey
that you gave me, to venture back across this debris-strewn
floor to fetch iit™

“You can have mine,” he answered, and taking me by the
waist with his two hands, dragged me into a sitting position
on the hassock at his feet by main force. I found myself, too
startled to be indignant, seated upon the footstool with my
knees drawn up and my skirt a rumpled mess about me,.
Thank heavens, I thought, the fashion was for bustles and not
the hoop skirts of my mother’s day, or I should have been in
an even more ridiculous position than that in which I already
found myself. Before I could protest his peremptory treat-
ment of my person, he literally shoved his glass into my
hand. “Drink up #nd go on. Why is Owen dead?”

“I cannot, of course, tell you precisely. I don’t know who
killed him, though I can certainly. tell you who did not. But
as to why, it's all because of you and your damned treasure
and your Honorable Miss Paget.” Here he winced involun-
tarily, and I, as much out of caution for myself as out of pity
for him, toned down the heat of my words. “Owen set about
finding the secret of the whereabouts of the Cheng treasute.
He's . ... he was clever, and he was ttylng like E. A. Poe's
detective—"

“That's what you meant in the tower when you said, ‘It
wasn’t supposed to end like this, Monsieur Dupin.’ *

“Yes, precisely. He was trying to find the secret by means
of clues and deductions. He was also trying to find out the
identity of the eavesdropper-who listened in on our conversa-
tion in your mother’s room that night. He was sure someone
was trying to hear what we had to say about the treasure.”

"What utter nonsense!”

“Nonsense indeed! He found your damned ' treasure for
you, you ingrate, and died for his pains.*

“Oh, he found it for me, did he? Then why am I not even
now with my mother aboard the Bantry with Owen's map
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and instructions in my hands, bound for wherever in China it
was that my ancestors hid the haard?” he sneered.

“There was hardly time,” I remarked evasively, “T suspect
that, he finally got all his clues together only this very night,
In fact, he must have been looking for you to tell you earlier
this evening when he stumbled upon us in the parlor. Poor
fellow! How very like him to prefer a good joke to the rev-
elatlon of his secret. He thought he had all the time in the
world. Remember? Having played his little prank on ws—
turning the tables literally as well as figuratively-—he said to
you, ‘P'll see you in the moraing, Nicholas, me lad, We've got
somethin’ ta seitle. At the time, even I thought he was just
being funny, but A6l That remark was made in all serious-
ness, though by his tone he seemed to foe jesting. He was in
sueh high good spirits because he had finally puzzled out the
secfet. I thought e was beasting when he claimed he'd prac-
tieally feund it this meraing in yeur . . .” Here I broke off
abfuﬁtly. fiet wanting to call attention to Owen's assault on
the Hbrary mantel, Since Sir Nichelas had evidently not ne-
ticed it as yei, 1 did aet wish te bring the subject up at this
time, "1 realized what had happened at ence when 1 saw his
bedy in the towsf. It was thea that the true impert of his
words carie hieme te me.”

“All right. I'll aceept your interpretation, as far as it goes,
for the momend, But why was he suddenly so interested in the
treasure? Was he planning to steal it for himself, or just
blackmail me inte buying the secret of its whereabouts from
him for a small fortune?

“Nelther, you bloody bastard!” I flared up indignantly. “He
intended to tell you where it was and earn for himself a de-
cent and well-deserved finder's fee. The which, I might add,
would have been only tight. After all, what have your years
of searching accomplished? Absolutely nothing, I believe!”

“And what,” he retorted angrily, “has his death accom-
plished? The treasure, if he did figore out where it is, is still
es lost as ever, if the secret dled with him! And I have only
his word—never tertibly rellable at best—boasted to you this
motning, as you say, and your intuition, that he actually did
learn where it is. Just what good are any. of these 'ifs’ and
‘supposes’ to me?”

Now I was really angry. “Doesn't it strike you as rather
crude and callous to, be sitting here arguing over a mere
treasure when Owen is ‘lying cold and dead in the next
room?”
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“And doesn’t it strike you that unless I find the secret of
the treasure myself, as you claim Owen did, and in a hurry,
too, that I have no way of finding the cold-blooded swine
who knifed my uncle in the back like a coward? Find the
secret Owen found, and I find his murderer. I admit that
there was no great love between us, Deirdre, but we were
kinsmen, He was hamnmless enough in his useless way, never
hurt anyone—intentionally, at least. As Shakespeare would
say, there was no offense im the mam, mo offfersem the woild,
For such reasons, therefore, and perhaps others, it galls me
that he is lying in there.” He thrust his arm out, gesturing
dramatically at the closed door to the bedroom. “But he is ly-
ing in there, Deirdre, not merely ‘cold and dead,’ as you say,
but rather cold and murdered. Nobody murders one of mine
with impunity' Not while I'm a Cheng and master of Moon-
dragon.’

“8o you will avenge "

“Does that surprise you?" he asked quietly, as- if almost
hurt by the question,

“Ne, T suppose not,” T answered: “It just seemed to me
that it would be all up to me. That T would be the ene to
avense }%]fn-.“

"Of eourse: T didn't really think that yeu'd eare at all. 1
theught that the law weuld probably fellew its gélgéémg
eourse and pever find & elue; that the vengeanse, therefors,
weould be mine alone to seek out and exact. The moment that
T knew he was dead, T knew that it was my duty to do so—
almost as am. . . an atonement.”

“First of all, I do care. Second, you're a woman. What
could you do? Third—and I've asked this before. You knew
he was dead before you ever saw his body in the tower. In
God's name, how?"

“T was helping Owen with his deductions—acting as a
sounding board for his ideas, really—and though I raay net
have given any eoncrete aid, he claimed to be greatly helped
gy cartaia ineidents that I had experienced and related te

lml

“Incidents?” He leaned forward toward me, his curiosity
piqued.

“Dreams, nightmares, sightings,” I rattled off matter-of-
factly, a hit embarrassed to speak of such things before such a
man. I was siite I could expeet an adverse reactlon.
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“What nonsense are you babbling fiew, woman? Have you
had too much neat whiskey, or what?"

"I am not intoxicated. I am clairvoyant,” 1 retorted Indig-
nantly.

“QOh, lord, save me from gypsles and washerwomen born
with cauls; from village witches and girls with the sight. Bless
your Black Irish heart, you're clairvoyant, are ye, lass? Tell
me, what is it ye see, now? Faides dancin’ in the moonlight
of a summer'’s eve? Or is it ya hear the wail o' the banshee
on foine noights like this when: family members is done ta
their deaths?"

T sat stunned for a moment, not by his words so much as
by the wady be said them, in that mocking brogue, so ve
broad and unexpected from one of such cultured speec
habits as Sir Nicholas Cheng. It gave me much to think
about; Another piece of the puzzle fell into place.

“We have nothing more to say to each other, Sir Nichofas;
at least, not for the rest of this dreadful night. I shall see g@u
at breakfast perhaps, add then, if you are in a less ty
feed by that time, we can discuss what Is to be dere to
avenge your unele and my dear friend. If finding the treasure
for you is the enly way fe de it then that is how it shall be
depe: In the meanwhile, T bid you a sad geed pight."

T higa\ geehless with anger oF whateVer emotion he

then Barhering Within him, and §t§ggeé ,egf 8ate tgg
farkened portico, earefl to elose the doprs tightl bshL
FE: 1t was almest complstely dark; re h%ht shining on that
side of the heuse save that Whish eame through the pearly
elosed louvers of Owen's deoers, but it was eneugh: As T eame
out; I marked the objeet of my search Winking in the light
ahead of me, and I placed it well enough so that now, despite
the lack of light, T was able to lay hands on it with only a
little groping. As I had .expected, I again experienced the
same small shock, saw the same fleeting vision that had so
afrighted me when I first touched the ring earlier that night,
but it held ne terrors for me new. I had seen the actuality of
Owen's dead bedy, and fne mere vision cetld eompare with
that. Catrying the little circle of gold gingerly in my haad, I
hastened t6 ty own reems and hid it in ameng my ewn few
Elgeaes of jewslry en the simple theery that it is always best te

de apples amenhg apples; 3Ad BraRges ameng eranges.

By some miracle, I slept that night, deeply and restfully.

Perhaps the gods were feeitig kind, Perhaps they knew what
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the day was to bring, and the long night that was yet to
come.

I did not see Sir Nicholas at breakfast, for I slept, late and
chose to have a tray in my room rather than face the pros-
pect of an encoufiter with him without adequate foitification
in the way of strong tea and necessary nourishment. The day,
as if mocking the feelings in my heart and the dreadful event
of the night before, shorie brightly under a particularly glorl-
ous sun. The aif was limpid as a woodland pool and smelled
of all the.exotic bleems of Mooendragon's lovely gardens,
fhade even mere heady by the warmth of the intease sunlight
beating dewn upen their fragrant heads,

As 1 sat down to my breakfast by the open portico doors, a
servant entered with my morning's post—one fetter only, and
that addressed in aa unknown hand, elegant and rather af-
fected In style, though leaning slightly more toward the mas-,
culine than niot. 1 broke the seal with great euriosity and read
the follewing:

Bantry Ton

Ban

June 22, 1883
My dear Miss Fennora,

The haste of my departure from Moondragon this
morning forbade my taking leave of you, for which T am
not only deeply softy on fy account, but also most
apologetle on yours,

I had hoped that during a more extended stay I
should have had the delight of your company and the
expectation of your friendship. Now, alas, both those
pleasures must await some future jime, when you are
away from that house, Then, perbams/1-shall find my
way to, Dublin ané yeu shall hener me by your com-
pany on a tour of fts sights. It is a pleasure I look for-
ward to, I ¢an assire you.

There is not much time before our coach is ready for
the journey to Cork, and so I must make haste. After
much flogging of my wits, I have finaily remembered the
thing that was botheting me of our stroll in the garden
during the ball—namely, why a Chinese woman with an
eye patch should have seemed so famlllar a sight to me.
I had ifideed seen such a person before, and though I re-
alize now that the two are only superficially alike, it
does seefi wAusual, as we agreed, that one should see in



Ne'il Wreelawd Carirtar 205

one’s lifetime ome Chinese lady with an eyepaich. To
have encountered two, and in the space of a single yeat,
is remarkable indeed. The sight of the first was so un-
usual and impressed me so at the time that I cannet
think why it should have slipped my mind at all. I ean
only put the lapse down to yotir distracting company—
for the vivacity of your flashing eyes and glowing smile,
contrasted by the polgnant and somewhat aloof elegance
of your rustling black silk mourning, was a pleasant dis-
traction indeed. Bt to my siory.

The Chinese woman of whom 1 spoke Y saw in Lon-
don last autumn. She was such an exotic and sensational
creature that she turned all eyes in her direction as she
made her way into a box at the theater—the Haymarket,
#f 1 remember. Her age 1 eould not begin to giess, bt
she was rather tall and very slender, with what appeared
to be quite an elegant figure, but what arrested all eyes
was the flaming scarlet of her gown, one of the most
elaborate Parisian creations you can imagine. She wore a
severe and rather unfashionable style of eolf—miich like
that of the woman Mrs, Ling—but dressed with
iridescent black feathers and diamond clips. She wore a
profusion, in fact, of brilliant white diamends (which
stoad out upen the ivory-yellew of her skin in a most
temorable way), long scarlet gloves, and—oddest of
all—a scarlet ?fe ateh tied about her head with a scarlet
tibben that ended in a bow huag with diamend droplets.
She eaused, as you may imagine, a great sensatien, of
whieh she affested to take e Hetice Whatseever, She was
abvigusly a WQH%&B ot great gge 8, and her mah:
AeF—austere §}5 ihe exireme—formed 2 sirange eontrast
18 the gaudy spIeRAOF OF Her Aress:

Her companion, on the other hand, was a nondescript
white man of small stature., He came in behind her, and
I could not make him out from where I sat, but they
seemmed, according to a friend who sat nearer, to be the
thost intimate acquaiatances, My friend concluded, in
fast, that she must bs the mistress of the fellow, and he
s6rme wealthy and eeceenirie man with a taste fer the ex-
gtie 1n his Women.

It was Just after this that I left for the continent, and
s0 the whole incldent slipped my mind, but I expect that
if I inquire among iy friends in London, I can learn



206 MOONDRMGON
who they were, If I do, I shall let you know what 1 find

At any rate, that is the tale of my first Chinese lady
with an eyepatch The second, in her own national dress,
waltzing on the pai-q!get floors of Moondragon, was far
tess strange a sight tha the first, tbouilz it I had not
seen the lady in scarlet, 1 sheuld ‘think Ms. Ling quite
odd eneugh in her ewn right,

You, on the other hand, are no odd sight at all—sim-
ply a lovely one.

The coach arrives this moment, and so, farewell.

‘Yours faithfully,
Auvgustus Paget

I sat, trembling with emotions that I could not explain,
visions as vivid as if I had seen them myself crossing and re-
crossing before my mind's eye, of the scarlet-clad Chinese
woman if a bex at the theatef, Heldmg Augtistus Paget's Jet-
ter in my hand, I found that I could see her as well as if 1
hiad been beside i oA that autumn Aight,

There had been the sound of instruments tuning up In the
pit, the rustle of programs, and the incessant murmur of
these already seated, Late affivials were making thelr fioisy
entrance, and nrafBed bufips and scrapings could be heard
from behind the Gurtains of the stage. Suddenly there had
been a few atidible gasps; eyes turhe and wideried with dis-
belief, fadies raised their fans t Mask their shocked and dis:
approviag gazes, ﬂs iﬁsa stated franlkdy in amagzement and
aamlfaueﬁ. g {h the exstie seaﬂet glad, diamend-en-

egia wsﬂia sgﬁiemg Her B ex iA ? irele exsited
aﬁd afeu§ BiF

Batures, ef promfse of
P ﬂa@%%ﬁ Qfes %Eﬁgifﬁgi‘ Eﬂ sggdemeﬂ fﬂ
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She herself sat, impervious to every gazmg Sy, with the
majesty of an empress, secure in the power of her own mag-
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netle attraction, secure in the ally who sat beside her, malevo-
lent and useful, strong and sensual and manipulldite in his
egocentic pride and enmity. Yes, I could see it all as if I had
been myself beside Augustus Paget on that mild autumn
night in London.

The vision dissolved in a flash with the sound of knocking
at my door. Sir Nicholas had sent Shi Fu to request my com-
pany in the library. Since the request was politely worded and
borne by word of mouth father than upon a card resting on a
little jade lily pad, I chose to honor it and join him at once. I
was, moreover, more keenly aware than ever that his treasure
needed finding in all haste if Owen was to be properly
avenged. With one brief detour to another part of the house,
I made my way to Sir Nicholas’ library.

He was standing before the fireplace when I entered, his
gaze fixed upon the large, irregular, soot-free patch of granite
bearing the doggere! thyme composed by that first of all Irish
Chengs, Cheng Ch’engkung.

“Owen’s doing, I presume,” he said, not bothering to lock
in my direction as I came in.

“Indeed it was! How he delighted in the mess he was mak-
ing, poor fellow. I think he wanted to see you raise the roof
in a typical Cheng tirade and then cool you down by re-'
vealing the secret of the treasure.”

“Yes, that would be Owen’s way, all right. You knew him
pretty well, didn’t you?” There was an edge to his voice that
sounded like pique.

“Tt wasn’t very difficullt, once I got the hang of it. He
wast’t really the libertine he pretended to be. Or, at least, he
wouldn't have been if he had ever used his heart and brain to
the full, s e dhould have done long g0’

Walking to the southern, better-lit end of the room, I
sought out a stream of light "and opened Owen’s black ledger
book, which I held in my hand, "I have brought something
for you to peruse, Nicholas. Siame of iis contents I under-
stand quite well. The rest would be better solved by two
clever heads than one.”

"“What s it?” he asked, striding across the room eagerly.

“Owen was keeping notes—mostly in interrogatory
form—of things that occurred to him as being pertinent to
his ‘Investigation.’ Some of them make a good deal of sense.
Others, none at all. Read over them quickly and see what you
make of them.”



208 MOONDRMGON

His nose was already burfed in the book even as I spoke.
He waved me to silepce with an impatient gesture, “Sit down,
Deirdre, and be comfortable, Il seom tivs fiar 2 wititte!”

“Of course, Nicholas,” 1 answered, and settled into a chair
opposite his desk,

At first he paced to and fro, his brows alternately kait and
raised in surprise as he read Owen's material to himself from
the ledger. Once he smiled at something he read, and then, af-
ter puzzling over something else for a while, he looked up
with a good-natured grin and said to me, “Abominable hand-
wiiting the poor devil had, but a surpfisingly sound braln,
even after the abuses he submitted it to, Certalnly had a keen
sense of observation and detail. OF eoutse, he was almest to-
tally wrong-headed.”

"1 know. Couldn't see the forest for the trees, so to g
I actually had other things i mind than those wroeng elues of
Owen's in the ledger, hewever, even as I said this. Some of
them might be red herrings, it was true, but 1 really suspeeted
that Owen's joy in details had lest him the latger picture, and
thus, ltimately, his life,

"Yes, yes,” Nicholas muttered, and went back to perusing
his uncle's ledger.-"'1 should repott the murder, you know, to
the authorities iy Bantry, but I have no intentlon of doing
so—at least, not until I've found the swine who did it.”

“That may take days!” 1 exclaimed, thinking of the
v:airmth of the afternoon and the body lying upen the bed up-
stalrs.

As if divifing my thought, his nose stlil buried in the book,
Nicholas answered g al seﬂtly. “There’s A6 Rurey yet, I've
had him meved i6 the igeheuse.”

“Say no more,” 1 replied, conijuting up evocative visions
that needed no furikier elaboration. *

“Hah, squeamish after afl.” Nicholas laughed, looking up
from the ledger with flashing, challenging black eyes.

*No, no,” I demtirred, *merely imaginative.”

“Clairvoyant, in fact,” He laughed, making fun of me,

"’llllﬂm you shall know better hereafter,” 1 muttered cryp-
tically.

“And literary, toe,” he added.

“But of course. Haven't you finished reading that yet?” I
urged impatiently. ) ) )

I you will stop these asides to me, I will. Now, be quies.”

"Yes, Nicholas.” The meekness of my reply made him eye
me with suspicion.
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“T don't think that I trust you.” He smiled, I smiled back,
and he went on with his reading, until finally he closed the
book with a snap and flopped clumsily into the chair behind
his huge carved desk, Sir Hannibal Cheng looked down from
the wall behind him with undisguised disapproval as his
grandson, the third Baronet Cheng, flexed his muscular kg3
and laid his boots heavily against the edge of the massive
desk. He sat there for some minutes lost in thought, “About
the eavesdropper,” he said finally. “All that elaborate outline
of possible suspects is nothing but flummery, of course.”

; “gtdcouldnt possibly have been Captain Vreeland,” I de-
ended.

“It might well have been! He had to meet my mother at
some time or other to plan her flight from me. Owen saw
someone in blue, and the captain certainly wore his uniform
often enough. But actually it might have been anyone,” he
said with an Impatient wave of his broad, blunt, powerful
hand. “Whoever it was Vs not there intentionally to eaves-
drop on your conversation, or, in fact, on any other. After
all, did any of the three of you know that you were going to
speak on the subject of the treasure? Didn't it come up as a
matter of course?’

“Yes,” I answered uncertainly, my mind traveling back to
that night weeks eatlier when Lady Elizabeth, tense and wor-
ried over her son's financial and romantic problems, had
asked me to her rooms for a heart-to-heart talk, Owen’s inter-
ruption had changed the couise which ouf conversation
would aefmal havs taken, from the more persenal and

emeotienal af i e Ehe faﬁaﬂy and its lost

tfeagufe Ifememta  ske 1&31 been at her tefer
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“Of course T am, Someone was oa the pottico, either inno-
cently taking the alr—which is unlikely, sinee only you three,
Mis. Ling, or.myself would have hiad fhe right to be there at
that time of mght=ef else with somme other purpese in mind,
perhaps an assignation of seme sert. Only change, if Bther
words, led wheever it was t6 everhear yetf veices and deside
to listen in en the eenversatien.”

“You are probably righti” I agreed.
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“I can't belleve you actually said that,” Nicholas said qui-
etly with a sly grin.

1 igmored hitn save fior @ gentle sniff and want on, “In fact,
it was probably enly Hanaibal Ling. What we had to say
would have had ne meaning for him, but spylag on us would
be typleal of him. Alse, he has a pecullat way of appearing
and désgdppeaﬂng like an Avabian Nights genle, so it would be
no wonder that Owen, whe was out onto the pottico in a
flasth, comtitdrétfiidntiddedarthairof My

By way of answer, Nicholas thumbed through the ledger
book in his lap and shook his head quizzically. “Poor Owen,
wasting all that thought and organization on something not
only so obvious but also o totally imaiaterial,”

“Do not, pray, condemn him so readily to futile imbecility
until you have understood the full import of his list of ques-
tions,” I suppested with a hint of asperity in my tone. Owen,
after all, had not been a stupid man, and I did not wish to
see him maligned of patronized when he could ne lenger de-
fend himself.

“Was he being deliberately obscute, or were his brains real-
ly so addled?” Nicholas’ question was deliberately insulting,
and I chose to ignore its tone.

“Owen loved a joke very dearly, as you may have noticed!
He knew quite well what the answers to those quesilons were,
and the proper order in which they had any meaning. He was
dellberately obscure. I've figured most of it out. Haven't
you? I asked sweetly.

Nicholas sighed In- exasperation ane siid the b3ok across
the desk toward me. “Go ahead, let's heat you flddle out the
answers,” . )

“Not very good at Chinese puzzles, are you, ‘Nieky dat-
ling'?” I teased,

“Tsk, tsk,” he elucked ruefully with a shake of his hand-
some head. “And just when I was beginning to find you al-
most tolerable.” ]

I smiled a smup, secret smile under cover of finding my
place in the ledger. *Here we are,” I called out, coming to
the page that began Owen's list of questions. "Well, the af-
swer to aumber one is obvious, and given the answer t6 fitif-
ber one, the answer. to Aumber two 18 also obvious,” I rattled
on mischievously, “The answer t6 question three tetally es-
capes me, as does the whole import of the guestien in the
first place—" )

Sir Nichelas interrupted me waspishly. *'You know damned
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well that 1 have not memorized that book. Will you read the
bloody questlons one by one, and then we'll discuss them? If
not, then I'll go over it all by myself. I'm only allowing you
to help me, after all, so you can feel that you've had a hand
avenglng @m“ He sat up In his ehair and glared at me
ssqum dnssaved) Biks wiradth, fror T Kaesy 1) wiss die-

liberately beiting him, always an almest irresistible temptation
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Nieh 9 as' mind wag msls and he had a tendeney to wax
lmpaﬂent under my 8 w&ﬂeng explanatiens: 1 wen:
dered that I had evert eu t him steli

I den't understand this.one at all myself. T haven't neticed
anything odd about the placement of the paws of the lions
the entrance. Have you? T ecannot imagine what he
could have had in mind,”
“Go on to the mext question, then,” he urged, frowning to
himself.
*This one Is obscure too. ‘Why, in the painting of Sir Han-
nibal Cheng that hangs in Nicholas’ library, is the book at his
feet open to that particular page of that particular wwadd®?™”
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Here we both looked up at the palnting behind the desk.
“What s the particular work in question?” I asked.

“A. History of the Cheng Family in Ireland, by Sir Hanni-
bal Cheng, Bart.”

“Your grandfather was an author?” I asked in surprise,
having formed the opinion that he had been a rather reckless
youth and idler who had tinmed to the sea in his later,
steadler years, That he should have. written a book that re-
quired research and discipline was tather a surprise.

"Oh, yes, all the Chengs wrlte. My father wrote verse in
both Chinese and Eaglish. Seme of it, he even published. Old
Sir Hannibal, besides complling the family history, was a pro-
lific diarist.” There was pride in his voice as ke spoke of these
things. I sought to enceurage him.

“Yes, you mentioned his diaries one day. You ought to edit
them for publication,” I suggesied.

“I've thought of it more than once. Perhaps I shall, one
day. My great-grandfather wrote a military history of the
Ming dynasty, and, of course, the founder thought himself
enough of a peet to have that exeerable verse carved in the
mantelplece.” He smiled ruefully over 'his shoulder at it. “1
don't, by the way, fevere Owen's memory for the defacement
he did geﬁefday.' He smiled to himself and shook his dati
head. “Poer bastard.” It was as leving a tribute as might be
expected on Nighelag' part teward his unele, and weuld have
been returned by Owen, had it been he whe was left to
meurn and avenge his nephew.

“Getting back—and I think we should—to question four,
to aLUSt what particular page of the book is it open? I can't
make any words out from here,” I sald, squinting at the
palﬁt_edd beok in an effert to see what Owen might had
in mind.

“You know, I don't even kaow myself. It has never oc-
curred to me to look.” Hete Nicholas pushed himself back in
his chalr and beunded up onto his feet with a sudden burst of
energy. He turded and examined the lower portlon of the
portrait, rubbing his fingers over the painted page as if trying
to erase the years of age and grime that clung to the surface,
‘Tinis really wants eleaning, ANl the smeke from years of
burning tapers has beprimed ke paint tertibly. However,
gven though the werds ean’t be made out any lenger, its ebvis
6us By their dispesitien eA the rpage that it%s a 56£ap 6F VeEse.

"Yes, I ean tell that even from here. It must be the same
doggerel carved in the overmantel,” I exclaimed,
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“More than likely.” Nicholas resumed his seat and once
more put his booted feet against the desk. It offended my soul
to the depths to see.such a beautiful piece of furniture so
abused. “What's the next question?” he prompted as I looked
at the desk with a pained expremon

“The fifth question is insane,” I wamed by way of
preamble. * 'Why is the Pekingese dog at his feet chewing on
the book? Hannibal Cheng hated any dog smaller than a
mastiff, and he didn't evenn%k them particularly.” Now, what
de ou make of that?" I asked.

at's the easiest one so far. Obviously the dog is por-
trayed as chewing on the book in order to call speelal atten-
fioh te i=—the beek; I mean. Owen's comment abeut
Hanmbal Cheng a= animal lover is pure ebfuseation. Of
éeur§s he haé o have a Pekingese in this ease. A
ﬁg at his magter’§ feet would have beeﬁ ludiersus—al-
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"Yes, Sir Nicholas.
“Delrdre, T ¢an bear you a lot better when you are less the
formal, sarcastic little prig and more the venturesome, het
tempered comrade-in-amms, Just drop the 'Sir' and eall me
Nicholas, as you have been doing, and we shall get along
tolerably well.”

I looked at him with chagrin, feeling as if I had just been
spanked, “'Question six,” I muttered, my voice quavering with
vexation. “ ‘Why, on the morning that Nichelas and Deirdre
argued In the library,””—a petfect subject to bting up at that
particutar moment, when 1 had just been chastised to nearly
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the polnt of tears!—" ‘did Hannibal Ling have a large, fiestly
bleeding cofitusion of his foreteadi?*

We both stared blankly, Nicholas because he had no an-
swer to the question and I because 1 was still mortified by his
words. They had, in fact, some truth in them. I was often
priggish and, oh, so smug; often unkind. It stung me to the
quick, however, to have him eall me on it, though, no matter
how 1 might deserve the harsh words.

“Delrdre,” he sald softly, “better go on to the next ques-
tion. That one’s a poser.”

“Yes, Nicholas.” I knew the softness of his tone was meant
in sympathy. He knew he'd stung me and was tfying now to
be kind. The kindness did net help. it only tended to make
me more defensive. “In the seventhb- question he states that
while on the portico outside my sitting room on that same
morning he heard a sound as of—and here I quote—'ihe
tinging of a distant gegg and a muffled %v. From whenee
came these sound9, and what caused them? Well?” 1 asked.

Nicholas shrugged. *I ean't imagine what he had in mind.
Something to do with the bell tower? Unless . . . Delrdre,
reread question six,” he ordered with a gleam in his eye.

I did so, and the light dawned on me, too. “The wound
and the muffied ery was Hannibal Ling falling somewhere
and injuring bfs head. He-is a clumsy creature. But what dees
that have o do with anything? And where did the sound
come from? The bell tower?" I was suddenly defiated. These
conelusions, accurate though they must be, had ne bearing of
anything, ° o : *

Nicholas shook his head, helpless to reply. “Go on. Ques-
tion eight.” There was resignation in his voice.

“'How extemdies’™ 1 read, “ ‘were the alterations that
changed Sir Hannibal Cheng's private study on the second
floor into the bed-sitting rooms now occupied by Deirdine?™

“Skip that. I'll have to search out the blueprints of the
house and answer that one later. Go on.”

“Nine,” 1 pressed on with a sigh. " ‘Why are the guardian
lions on the facade of the house painted Incorrecly in the
background of Hannibal Cheng's porivait?*

“Are they?” Nicholas asked in surprise.

“That is exactly what I asked Owen. I have never ehecked
to see.” 1 rose from my ehair and came around the desk to
where Nichelas, enee more o his feet, stood gazing glp_ at {he
facade of Moondragon as it appeared behind Haanibal
Cheng's left sheulder, “What could he have rmeant?” He
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shrugged his own broad shoulders, brushing against me
slightly as he did. The solidity and bulk of him was so com-
forting somehow. It sent a llitle thrill of sensation shooting
through my heatt like a tiny, pleasant pain.

“It seems,” he went on, “almost silly to say that you've
never taken any notlce of a palt of bronze statues eight or
more feet high, but it's quite true that I haven't. Pve seen
them virtually every day of my life, and it only just now oc-
eurs to me that I don't reallg know what they're like. I used
to clamber abeut ail ever them as a bey, of couise, but I
haven't given them a thought in years, Later we'll go and
have a leek. Maybe tegether we'll see what it was that he was
implying.”

“Then on to question ten. ‘Why is that terrible bit of
Pidgin English doggerel verse carved i the stone overmantel
of the library fiiegniees®”

“So it wouldn't be forgotten.™

“Deathlless verse, that.” I laughed.

* “Signifizent, evidently. Owen keeps harking back to it. My
grandfather had it painted in his portrait. It has some secret
meaning, obviously, and Owen, God bless hima, hit upon
whatever it 1s.”

“Yes, he did,” 1 agreed, remembering his words only the
day before in that very room. I suggested that you would be
less than pleased with the mess he’d made, and he said he
thought just the reverse. He said that yon might well go down
on yoiit knees to hifi and kiss his boots—"

“That would be the day,” Nicholas snorted.

« *"—and kiss his boots,” 1 pursued, “before the week was
out. He sald he had found your treasure for you, thankks—as
~Hee st fitt— ko Fiiks T Boareiion enind] ooy ekeiimeeoyeamtt ssonl 2

“Clairvoyant soul indeed! Deirdre, I would have thought
you were one woman, with more sense than that!”

“Pray do not antagonize me, Nicholas. I am keeping my
temper quite well, despite the provocation of having been in
your company for the better part of an hour. Let us keep to
the main issues and leave your opinions of my clairvoyance
aside for the niofice.”

“Agreed.” He grinned, and I had the feeling that he had
been baiting me! Then he went on more soberly, “Owen had
a couple of other questions, didn’t he?”

“You know damned well he did—and both of them deal
with preeisely the fiind of thing you've been scoffimg at. Per-
haps you'd like to bypass them as being insignificant?”
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“No, #i{)” he conceded hastily, “If Owen took all that non-
sense seriously, then it behooves me, if only out of respect for
the dead, to heat what he had in his mind.”

“That was a rather flippant remark to make, under the cir-
cumstances, wasn't it?” I asked nastily.

“Yes, actually you are quite right. I am afraid you and 1
are letting the clash of our personalities get the better of us,
and as a result, we seem helpless but to inject a rather un-
toward levity inte our investigation,” Nicholas had a very
cool, haughty ex ioh upon his face as he uttered these
rather stuffy words. The tefie of them had a vaguely familiar
ring, and I eyed him with suspicion.

He tried to control his face, but finally burst out mirth-
fully, “That was you to the life, Deirdre, if I do say so my-
self. I vow, I never knew till now that I had the knack of
mimicry. What a pity Owen is dead and Mother away.
They'd have seeni it at once. I sweat I even got the tone of
volces If only Mis, Ling wash't such a stick and her son a
mere half-wit, I'd call them in and enteftain them with my
new parlof trick— ons of Miss Deirdre Fennora taken
from the fife,” He slapped his thigh and stomped his boots
against the edge of the dask.

“Whatever short you choose to make of me, Sir Nicholas,
have a care for the furniture,” 1 m’ifﬁaﬂm@%

“There's that ‘Sic* again,” he growled. “By .- Woman,
you have no humor in you at all, I awear!” I let him laugh
till he was spent, and then proceeded without further ado.

“Question eleven! "Wikat s the meaning of Deirdre’s rdcur-
ring nightmare? ' I started o open my mouth to explain, but
he cut me shenit

“Don't bother! I don’t want to hear about it. If you want
to discuss dreams, kindly do so intie-scullery with the Irjsh
servant girls, Such nonsense s meat and drink to them.”

“Indeed, an admirable suggestion. I shall adjourn to the
scullery at once.” I got up in a fit of pique, hurling the ledger
at his head as I did so. He caught it in one upraised hand
with a, small ery of trlumph and watched me, eyes gleaming,
as I stalked to the door. Before I could even touch the knob,
he called 6ut coolly, “tt's 1ocked, Deirdre, and this time I've
pocketed the kay.”

“You have a penchaft for locking deors, Nicholas.”

“And you have g similar one for untimely exits. Come
back like a good girl and sii down. The last question
impreases me most of all, and only you can answer it.”
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“ Why is Deirdre seeing the ghost, and what is the ghost
trylng to tell her?™ I recited, remembering how I had
avolded discussing that very question with Owen, lest it ineite
me to further bad dreams. And that had been the most tefri-
ble night of all. I drew in my breath and steeled myself to tell
Nicholas the story of my. visions.

“I call her my Lady of the Dragon,” I began.

“‘Of the Dragon’?” he fairly shouted, leaping into an up-
right position in his chair, his feet for once where they be-
longe(tll—on the floor. “Why ‘of the Dragon?” he asked
urgently,

q‘Do let me tell the tale in my own way. Interruptions will
only serve to muddle things in my thoughts.”

“Go on, then, go on,” he urged impatiently, hi3 eyes alight
with a shrewd gleam,

And so it was that for the rest of the morning until
luncheon was served I sat and told Nicholas Cheng every de-
tail and impression of every sighting I had had of my Lady
of the Dragon, from that first frosty night in Dublin to the
last, when she had awaited me on the portico as I left Owen’s
digs and accompanied me to Lady Elizabeth’s sitting room.
That had been only two nights before.

He sat rapt with totally undivided attention, which sur-
prised me no end. I had expected him to exclaim and protest
and deride me at every turn, but noll Hre listeereel wiith thec uts-
most concern, the expression on his face fierce and full of
concentration. His beautiful, large, expressive eyes gleamed
with the light of quick intelligence, his firm jaw was set, his
broad, high cheekbones suffused with color as they always
were when his emotions were in any way exercised. Since, as
was his wont of most mornings, he wore riding clothes, I
could see that his muscular body was as tense with emotion
as was his handsome face. There was, in fact, such mag-
netism in his whole aspect that as I spoke I found it difficult
to concentrate my own thoughts upon the details of my nar-
rative. Had I not exerted a special effort, I could easily have
lost the thread of my story ih contemplation of his own dis-
tracting presence. It was only by dint of much effort that I
kept my thoughts where they belonged.

Finally 1 had detailed the entire history of my experiences
With my Lady of the Dragon. “And that is when I last saw
her, save for my sighting of her in the dream garden of my
nightmare the other night,” I concluded.

Nicholas said nothing for a while, and I, for one, was glad
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of the moment of silence, I had been talking for a very leng
tinie, and my voice wanted a rest.

“Sightings, visions—such words are nonsense.”

“Nonsense?” I protested. He had seemed so involved in the
tale that I had assumed him to believe me. I was completely
taken aback.

“Be quiet and hear me out. I am not denying that you
have seen this woman, 1 mean, merely, that such words do
not describe your relationship with het accurately enough.
She is no mere vision; she is a sentlent being—not corporeal
perhaps, but nevertheless eapable of thought and communica-
tion, even as we ouiselves. I do not believe she ean communis
cate with anyone else but you. Ia faeg obviously she eafnfi6t,
or one of us i the househeld would have been hef likely
cholce as a contact. And that would have been yeats age. I
think you twe were guite orrect in concluding that she ean
fnake contact with you beeause of the cireusstanees of your
concepiivh—S3t having taken place here in this very heuse”
Hefe he had the deceney 9 leel somewhat embarrassed.
“There is semo sort of link Between, whieh must have beed
formed then, Mere speeulative than that, I will net beceine,
sifiee X have had, up unijl this afierneen, no Beliet iR any sert
of se-6alled superpatural manifesiations. In fact, even Aew I
fefrain from assu m%Q i§ 18 Be a supernatural ereatute, She
i 4 human Beiﬂg,lgg tural a3 we are; but living en a differ
enit plane perhaps than we.”

¥That is as supernatural or metaphysical or whatever, an
explanation as any that might be given at 2 meeting of the
Psychical Research Soctety.” I smiled tolerantly.

“Perhaps the word I'm groping for is ‘supranalural,” as op-
posed to ‘supermatuwl]’” Nicholas athended with a wave of
his hand. He was quite in earnest now. =~

“Ah, yes, I see what you mean now. There is somewhere a
natural explanation for her, though by the standards of our
current knowledge of nature and science, there appears to be
none beyond her belng a mere ghost.”

“Exactly. Come, let's have lunch, and maybe, if you are
c1v1lll to me, I will tell you just who your Lady of the Dragon
really is.”

“Who she is?” Ilooked at Nicholas in disbelief.

“Of course. I knew the moment you described her in thosg
terms just who she is. Her name is the Lady Moon Pearl, and
I would give my right arm and half the treasure she guards to
see her for myself. She is my remote ancestress, you see, and
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the guardian of the Cheng-family fortunes, the fruitfull womb
whence we have all sprung.”

With that enticing remark, he offered me his arm, unlocked
the library doors, and escorted me in to our luncheon.

It was no pleasant thing to sit alone within the quiet eon-
fines of my sitting room that evening. Lady Elizabeth's ab-
sence created a great void, for she had suffusadl 4lll off ws wiith
her own warmth and vivaeity. 1 could, however, rationalize
fy loneliness for her eompany by rejeicing in the happy tura
3?5&?5?@ was taking after so many yeats of putting duty before

But Owen was a differeng matter altogether, That dear,
lively, boyish rogue, full of merry ways, and poignant with
his sudden, earnest hopes for a future that would never be
his, filled my heatt with an aching, quiet grief that could not
help but be tinged with guilé t had net taken him seriously,
had net loved hif as he wished e to. Indeed, I do not

k, in fairfess to myself tha'jit ever eould have, but new
he was gone, and 1 regreited that I ahd nei, for his sake,
eommmfited myselt i9 Rl as Re sirove 19 Aave me dp, 1n these
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U It was the sonnd of rapid, moisl, spenmouthed breathing
that caused me to awaken with a sta, Someone was in the
room with me, hovering near my bed. I kefpt mg eyelids aa
fstill as possible, trying to sufvey the reem ftom beneath my
lashes, The enly light was the palest ysllew glow that came
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from the lamp In the sitiing room. By its faint illumination I
could make out the small, motionless form of Hanmibal Ling
stating down at me from beside the bed. He held one hand
extended toward me, and I eould just eateh the glint of gold
elmanattng from sofme small object that he held in his finger
tips.

1 dared not move, though 1 felkt as if sy heart would s
with the sheer terrof 1 felt, There was ne way of telling what
he might do—hoew he might behave—if 1 ditl meve of show
that I was awake, Instead, I lay as still as pessible, every
rausele of my bedy at the feady, sheuld I have need to leap
to my ewn defense. I salivated and swallewed several times,
hoping by that actien to Be prepared te seream if it became
necessary. A parohed threat weuld be of e avail at all,
shiould t have to eall out.

I saw him bend over my hand, which lay alongside my
tensed body, and pick it up with a surprising tenderness and
delicacy for one so uncoordinated as Hannibal Ling. Needless
to say, it took all my might to keep from starting or crying
out as he touched me, He lified my arm and slipped a heavy
band if lcy-cold meial around my wrist. Then, laying my arm
out again upen the ceverlet, he siroked the hand and wrist,
cooing delightegly to himself at the effess of his gifii.

I, for my patt, found myself slipplag, though I fought val-
iantly not to, into another. elairvoyant vision. Once moie I
was in the unutterable darkness of that stone-bound tomb,
my back racked b%athe hard elab on which I was stretched as
if T would break, The golden braeelet that had for so long en-
circled the dfg befies of my wiist was wrenched from me
clumsily and by fmain foree. Though I felt relieved to have
the burdensome weight of the gold.away from me, yet way, 1
lamented, must My Bones be scattered §67 Why my skin, ence
so soft and perfurmed and lovely, be ground to dust under the
crude hands of a pillaging marauder? Weuld this nightmare
never end? Having died, wetld 1 wait ferever for Death to
come for me?

I fought, as one who gasps for air in an enclosed place,
and was myself again. The bracelet was warm now upon my
arm and did fet frighten me as had the ring the day before. I
knew now by whose hand they had been borne to me and
from- whenee they had ultimately eome. 1 knew that there
was no catise to fear, . e

I opened my eyes cautiously and looked about. Hannilsll
Ling, X saw at once, was no longer in the bedroom, but I



N@'il Vreeland Carter 221

could hear him moving about in the next room, I leaped in-
stantly from the bed, calling his name as I rose. He uttered a
stricken, inarticulate cry and was heard no more. Within sec-
onds I was in the sitting room, intending to confront him as
kindly and gently as my rather unraveled nerves would allow.

“Hannibal,” T called again, more softly, “Hanmibal, don’t
be afraid, 1 won't harin you™”

I spoke to the unheeding air. The room, I could see at
once, was empty-—locked, every door and window of it, from
the inside, but nevertheless empty.



The Beckoning Fair One

How loved, how honoured once, avalls thee not,
To whon related, o by whom be ot-
alf of dust alone remains of §
’1Ihs thou art, and all the proud shall bel
—Alexander Pope

When one is confronted with a seemingly insoluble prob-
lem, one has but two alternatives—to ignore it or to solve it
It has ever beet¥ my stubborn nature to choose the latter
course, though, I admit, not always with success. My father
was wont to laugh at me and say that I fought against fate.
Perhaps I do, but at the moment I surveyed my sitting room,
and saw that despite all logic, Hannibal Ling had truly van-
ished like the proverbial genie into the bottle, I could not
help but set my mind to the solution.

Until some thirty years ago these rooms had been one, the
private domain of Sir:Hammibal Gheng . lhimself. After his
death it had been renovated into the suite that I'now occu~
pied. Yet, the room—that part of it, at any rate, that now
formed my sitting room—had held a secret then, and it still
held that secret now. Somewhere within its confines was a
panel that led away to another part of the house. How else
bad the boy disappeared? Why else had Owen been con-
cerned with old Sir Hannibal's study?

I sat upon the sofa and let my eyes wander about the
walls, evaluating the - likelihood of a passageway - being
concealed behind any one of them, The walls were paneled in
some dark wood to a height of about six feet. Above was an
antique paper of Chinese motif in shades of green and yellow
on buff. The paper reached nearly to the ceiling, which was

222
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of buff-paiiited plaster sirapworked inte a Chinese geomeirie
pattern. CIeaﬂg, any eway miust be hidden behind that
paneling, which was most likely the enly eriginal part of the
room remalning, aside from the ceiling itself, .

The outer wall, 1 reasened, was af unlikely gpet to begin
looking. 1t was taken up by the pair of double doets 1ead1£ig
to the portico, with the orpately figured Chinese desk domi-
nating the space between them, In either eorner was a heavy
pedestal bearing a large brenze demen. It was ualikely that
the boy would have been able io enier of leave so readily if
his escape roiite was in either corner.

The common wall to my bedroom 1 was able to discount at
once, for not only must the passage antedate the thirty-year-
old renovation, but I thought I could detect that the panels
were of a diffierent wood, though darkened to mateh the
original walls. That left only the inner wall, which had the
u%er hall on its other side, and the eastward, or fireplace,
wall for me to search, I dismissed as uslikely the idea of a
panel and passage being built into the inner wall. Afier all,
any unnatural thiekness woeuld be easily detected as one
passed to and fro through the doorway.

Having eliminated three possible places, 1 rose ia order to
set about sounding the fourth, the woodwork to either side of
the small marble fireplace with its bronze fender and de-
monle-looking oriental firedogs. Actually, I had only to
glance at the floor along the wall to find what I was after.
Several motes of dusi, smatler than the ope that Owen had
pleked up on the pertieo, but similar in eolor and texture, lay
scattered along the base of the wall on the far side of the fire-
place nearest the portico doors. The closest piece of furniture
was over eighteen inches away and therefore made no diffi-
culty for ene as small as Hanaibal Ling. With my wide skirt
and bustle, 1 had te meve the table in order to get into the
corner formed by the stonie of the fireplace and. the paneled
il itself, 1 examined the woeedwork carefully, If there was a
secret panel, it must slide te the right, I reasoned, or else the
stone of the Breplace weuld interfere with it. Therefore 1 be-
gan fingering the ornately earved wood along the left-hand
side, hoping to find seme s6ft of spring of lateh,

Muttering imprecations under my breath, feeling more ur-
gency to be on with things as the minutes seemed to crawl
by, I probed and pressed and tapped. All at once my efforts
were rewarded. Something ir3de a clicking sound, and a sec-
tion of the dark wooden panel loosened under my hand. It
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did not, as such pamels are wont to de in the mofe sefisas
tional novels, spring epen with a beund, but b¥ the wgly in
which it gava, 1 could see that te 8pen it faﬁhef had enly ie
slide it to the right, as 1 Rad suspected in the first place. With
the elatien of a ehild and the patience of a saint, I forbere
at that fiinute {6 o $6, hewever. fnsiead, 1 ¥aR guickly o
my bedreet, slipped as fast as pessible eut of my unwieldy
dress with iis Bustle gﬁd ﬂ‘ﬁilglg skiris, eureing every reealel=
Bl o TR AL S
3 ! 3
Mg and 1ﬂﬂ|ﬁgmi¥ Hst & Vg iﬁ?’ e%? B fsgﬁ %e that %l
theugh it was laese a0d HpBRcUmBerzd BHOMGH Belew ihe
kneg foFf me {8 guﬁl the v8 Hﬂii%agé SKift ang W £EEHES§E§
3,%@?3*'3 were Hght I8 Hy Rips 284 did Aot RAmBEF Me 1A aBY

Taking up my candlestick and stuffing an extra taper in my
pocket, along with a box of matehes and a ball of crochet
cotton from a wotkbasket in the corner, I made my way
hastily back te the fireplace, stopping only long enough to
light the candle and pick up a peker to use as a weapos,
should it prove fiecessary. Thus affied, My heatt beating with
excitement and no little joy within fy breast, I slid epen the
panel and stepped,inte the finy, dark space beyond.

“Through the looking glass, little Alice,” I whispered aloud
to myself, at once both terrified and delighted with my adven-
ture. As soon as I was Inside the small, confined space behind
the wall, I turned iy candle toward the inner side of the
panel, where I quickly spied the meehanism of the little latch
that closed it. It was fusty and had a tendency to stick, but I
worked it back and forth several tifes to make certain that I
could open it iA a trice, sheuld I need.te, Then I closed the
panel eempletelﬁ, §6 that it weuld be undetected from the sii-
ting room, and tied the end of the erechet cotton to the knob
on ihe lateh, leaving a trail 6f cord te follew in case fmy
candles and matehes shieuld fail fs in the dark.

Thus prepared, the cotton thtead ready to feed through my
fingers as 1 walked, the candle buraing in my hand, an extra
candle and matehes in my pocket, and the poker worn In the
fashion of a sword ifi the belt of my dressing gown, I turned
cautiously and began tp exafifie My surfoundings. As I did,
from beyeng the paneling cafme a familiar sound; I could just
hear the eleck en my desk in the room I had just left chime
ten, Barely fifieen minutes Rad elapsed sifiee I watched Han-
fibal Ling plaes the bracelet en my wrist, A great deal had
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happened hi that quarier of an houtr. A great deal more
would happen In the next, I assured myself with some llttle
trepldation,

The space in which I now crouched was stiffing, and filthy
with dust, At my back was the stone wall of the fireplace, at
each side the wood and plaster and lath of the adjoining
rooms—the sifting room to my right, and another guest room
to my left. The floor was stone—the- granite top, 1 surmised,
by an estimate of my locatlon in the house, of one of the
four huge butiresses that held up the curving af‘fﬁﬁite ground-
floor walls of Moondragon itself. Whether all the iminense
buttresses, each twenty feet high and elght feet thick, were
bullt in the same fashion, I eould net say, but ihis one at any
fate was hollow. At my feet was a nartow staircase built £
into the stone. It was bately iwo feet i width, and descended
steeply into the darkness in the direction of the outef, of
front, wall of the heuse, There was e way t6 g6 bui dewn,
and so dewn 1 went, almest expasting te find a tiny deot at
the feot with a large key and a betile 1abeled “Drink Me”
"@uriouser and cuFieuser,” 1 said aleud, te plusk up my
66lifage with hufAef,

The undressed stone was chilly to the touch, and as 1 de-
scended, I found the air, though still stuffy and dust-laden, to
be cooler and easy-to breathe. At first, all was silent as &=
grave, and save for the small {llumination afforded by my
candle, as dark as one. Then, from somewhere below me in
the blackness, far beyond the range of my candlelight, same
a sound of heavy blows and a smashing and splintering of
wood. 1 hastily blew out the flame and shrank back against
the wall at the foot of the first flight of stairs. My next step
would have taken me to a tlny landing, barely two feet
square, and thence to a tuen in the stalrway. With the violent
sounds issuing from below, 1 dared not turn that corner and
descend any rarther, Instead, 1 slid my candle into my pocket
and eased the peker ot of my belt, holding it before me in
the piteh blackiess so (hat 1 might s'rike out at once if neces-
garY.

Suddenly the battering stopped, and the blackness Was
shattered by a long jagged ray of dim lght that cast a
shadow against the wall in front of me, where the steps
turned and went downward. It was the shadow of the upper
pottion of a man; and was thrown upon the dark granite with
a sinisier distortion that was terrible to behold. The shadow
moved slowly, growing larger as it did, until I realized that
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the man who cast it was approaching me, coming soundlessly
up the steps toward the very ‘landing above which I stood. I
raised the poker higher, prepared to strike a blow if need be,
when I heard a familiar sound and realized that he—whoever
he might be—had just struck a match and was sure to dis-
cover me in seconds, I thought it best to act first and thus
have the advantage of surprise over the intruder, Therefore,
before he had a chance to make the turn up onto the landing
himself, I stepped down and confronted him, brandishing the
poker and ready to lash out in an instentt

“Deirdre, for the love of God, youl”

“Nicholas,™ I gasped, “What are you doing here?"

“You have a habit of asking that question!” he said dryly.
“Doesn't it occur to you that this ss my house? He burned
his fingertips on the match and shook it out in annoyance.
Now only the light cast from, the open panel below us in-
vaded the darkness,

“Pray do not let us bandy words now," T suggested,
breathless and trembling from the strain of the last few
minutes. “There is not a moment to lose. Hannibal Ling has
been in my bedroom. I surprised him, and he escaped
through a movable panel hidden in the sitting-room wait"

*“Then that's what I heard," Nicholas whispered.

“Xihatever do you mean?" I asked,

I heard a noise in the wall. A bumping sound as if some-
one. had Tallen and landed the paneling in the ¥brary.
¥ he was fleeing from you, he must have missed his footing
in his haste to get away.

*“Is that where you have come from? The ltmary?"

“Yea, It's just below. These steps lead up to your suit"?”

“To my sitting room—once part of Sir-Haonibal Cheng's
study, 1f you remember Oweti's question—but evidently no
farther. The boy has gone down, then, even below ground
level, if e did not emerge into the library.”

“"Well, he did not. And nothing in the blueprints indicates
that this buttress or any other is hollow.”

“Of course not, silly. It wouldn't be a secret then, would
it?” 1 laughed in spite of myself, though our situation was
hardly laughable.

“That 18 a point well taken,” Nichelas conceded. “There is
no sense in my going up, I guess. Go back to your rooms,
and 1 shall go on down and sece If 1 can find him.”

“Never mind him! There is more at the end of this pas-
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sageway than Hannibal Ling. Owen has been dewn here,
too.”

AT T o gt in e

& I lay in tha u ed position upon the
arlor rug the other night, I had a splendid view of Owen’s
ts. They were filthy as yours and mine must now be; if
only we had a light by which to see ourselves, Later Qb as he
lay in the bell tower, ¥ saw that, if anjilbimg, his clothing and
boots were even filthier than they had been earlier.”

“T noticed what a mess he looked too, but I didn’t give it
much thought,” Nicholas admitted,

“Don't feel badly. You didn’t know about the cobweb that
we'd found then. I did, and put two and two together at
once," I comforted him, “Hanmibal Ling left it on the portico
that night. I'm sure of it.” )

“You really do have a brain, Deirdre. You think like a
man,”

“I am not so sure that that is a compliment, Nicholas,
th(:_;lgh I acknowledge that you do mean it as one,” I whis-
pered dryly. “But enough of this chatter, We had best go on
down and see where these steps lead.”

“I'm going down. You go back,” Nicholas lit another
match and raised it toward the stairs at my back. “Go on,”
he urged with the tone one uses to a pet dog.

I coolly withdrew a candle from my pocket and lit it in the
m that he held. “Have you brought any of these?” I

“Candles? No. I, . . I, . .” The match burned low, and
he dropped it with an oath.

I lowered my candle toward our feet. "Mumkey slippers,” 1
remarked, “How practical for exploring secret passageways in
the dead of night” I wiggled my ovn already dusty little
foot, clad in pretty but nevertheless sturdy walking shoes.
“Note my clothing, which affordis mobility without being
cumbersome. Note, on the other hand, your own long,
voluminously skirted dressing gown, which sweeps the stairs
with your every step. You not only run the risk of tripping as
you walk, but you leave a trall in the dust quite as obvious as
slug tracks In a garden, Light another match, Nicholas,” 1
suggested pointedly.

He groped in his pockets. “I haven’t any more.”

“Nor a weapon? Nor a meads of finding your way in the
dark?” 1 added, holding up my ball of cotton. “You are ill-
prepared for this adventure, my friend. Still, since you are
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large and strong and brave, I shall lend yon & candle and my
oker and let you comie along with me on ¥ quesi.” I was
eing snmercifull, but I had started out so well prepared and

bravgly that X felt 1 deserved my smug little moment of tri-

umph.

“But you are a woman, blast it,” he sphuttered.

“And a damned well-equipped one at thatl Are we going
together, or do I push past you and go oh alone?

“Damn you, You are a hitch.”

“Conceded. Are you with me or not?”

“Come down into the library a moment, then, while I
make a few preparations of my ovi,” he said grodgingly.

“Now, that's a sensible suggestion.” 1 followed Nicholas
down the steep stone steps to a tiny lower landing from
which a second shiding t?aﬁel opened into the huge library,
Thi» panell however, had not been opened in proper fisdhion,
Rather, Nieholas had given u% trying to open it propetly and
had shattered it by means of a large bronze with
such force as had dene fio good to eiifier the dpanellng ftself
or the priceless bronze, which lay dented and beat on the
floor amidst the lopg splinters of weod, “Well, that's one
secret panel that wen't be a seeret anymore, By” moralng,
Mrs. Ling will bawd your carpenters finen closets bs-
tween the walls.” I eyed him siyly acress tHe roem, and he
scowled at e in the most attractive way. He was standing by
his desk which was strewn with great rolls of bluepsints,
some recent, others faded and drawn R sheets of antigue
vellui and parchment. As 1 walohed, he remeved bis
dressing gewn and seark and steod in his dress treusers and
saﬁtﬁm%ﬂ shitt. He tere off the coflar and tewwd it aside,
seatte atalx sttids as he did. Toeeny reilipg up his sleeves

Bove ihe Baaw 0 expese Rard museular ferearms and
ieeps, Re staed Bafars e, Ris arms akimbe.

“The slippers will have to do. Otherwise, am I dressed
suitably now?" he challenged.

“Admirably.” 1 smiled. The very look of him gave me a
little thrill of pleasuie.

He opened the door of a small chest and took out a lan-
tern, 1it it, and pocketed the matches. “You can keep your
poker, IM carry this,” he sald, removing a gun from the top
drawer of his desk and hefting it dramatically as he eame
across the room toward me. Just as he was about to enter the
pa]sfsageway agaifi, he thought of something and checked him-
self.
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“Before I forget, Deirdre, Do you remember what the
blade looked like that killed Owen?”

b “Yes, of course. It was an ancient Chinese sword, all green
ronze,”

“Like this one?” Nicholas asked, walking back across the
room toward the glass-fronted bookcases that housed his col-
lection of Chinese manuscripts and antiquities. He pointed at
a sword lying along the front of one of the shelves.

“Yes, only, if anything, the patina on the murder weapon
was greener.”

I thought so too. Some idiot carried the weapon out to the
leehouse with the body, so I haven’t had a chance to compare
them, but the thing is that 1 can’t imagine where the murder
weapon actually came from. As far as I can recall, this is the
enly sword of its type in my collection.”

“Can't you Indeed? I should have thought it was obvious
myself. The murder weapon, the ring that I awoke wearing
the other morning, and the bracelet I am wearing now all
came from the same source—the hands of Hannibal Ling.” 1
took a moment to tell Nicholas about how the boy had awak-
ened me by placing the bracelet on my wrist just a bare forty
minutes or so before,

“Hannibal Ling? Then it was he—"

“Indeed it was!” I broke in. “Now, shall we try to find him
and whatever else there is to find down there?” Together and
in haste, we went to the shattered panet and entered the pas-
sageway behind it.

From this point on down, the walls were entirely of stone,
cold and rough, the passage fal two feet wide.
The air was dry and dusty, though the cool stone made the
temperature even and eomforiable. As we descended, having
made a turn that took s steeply dewn i the direction once
more of the front 6f Meoendragen, aur every step stirred the

eat swaths of old, dusty cobweb that hiung like shrouds
g:om the rough walls and lew ceiling, The dust billowed ifite
the dead aif iﬂhﬂﬂs on eur clethes and hair and tiekling our
noses, which caused s 8 patise eVery §6 6ften 18 stifle a
sneeze, While Nichelas' lantern was safe, my candle 6of=
stantly guttered and Hickered as it ipaited the falling particles.

‘We must be below the level of the eelfars by now,” Nich-
olas whispered, ﬁll"ﬂiﬁg to offer fie a hand as we moved
slowly down the even sleeper, irregularly eut Sight before us.
1slid my hand inte his and let hif grip it for a moment.

“Thank you, Nichelas,” I said, pulling away. "I can man-
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gge. I think. If I have need, I'll steady myself on your shoul-
er ”

"“All right. Mind your footing, though. The steps are very
bad in places,” he warned.

“So I've noticed,” 1 sald, wincing as my ankle twisted on
the treacherous, uneven sieps.

We made two more right-angle turns and found ourselves
in a short, slightly Inclined, but more or less level tunnel that
took us again toward the front of the house. It was becoming
imperative that 1 keep track now, for my ball of eotton was
neariig is end. “In net many more yards I'll be out of eord,
Nicholas,” I whispered ifi wathing.

‘Drop bread crumbs, then,” he retorted.

“Nicholas!” I protested. He was beginning to sound almost
like me, I thought.

"I didn’t want to say anything back there,” he whispered,
stopping and turaing to me with an air of confidentialness
that was greatly exagdgermd by the fact that he had to hunch
his broad, strong body toward me in the narow confifies of
the low-ceilinged tunmel, "but if your overzealous enthusiasm,
did it not eesur to you that it 15 very hard to get lost in a

age not twe :get wide? The trail of cord is & coniing idea
ut entirely superfluous.”

“And does it not oeeur to you that, at the time, 1 had no
way of knewing that it wotild be elther s0 nareow or so easily
negotiable? Moreover, wo have not yet reached the end of it,
have wa? It may yet coffie ifi handy to have left a trail.™

“Persistent wench, aref't you? All right, I'll admit that we
haven’t yet come to the end, and we might need it If the way
becomes confused, et 1 weonlkthis bet pan it

“Well, don’t worry. If worse comes W worst and the way
ahead does become more complicated, I can always return to
the end of the cotton and begin to unravel the belt of my
dressing gown, It is of maeramé work and will undo easily.”

"Marvelous, Resourceful to the end! Now, can we get on?
The suspense is killing me.”

“Ts 1%, now? How odd. I feel quite eatm myself,” I lied.

We moved ahead in tense silence. Suddenly the passage
made a ninety-degree angle to the tight, went on for perhaps
twenty more feet, and ended abruptly 1a a Yank wall,

“This Is it? It doesn't go on any farther?” Nicholas asked
in bewildered disappointrent.

"“Shhh. Let me ‘ilisk™ I waved him to be quiet, Then,
holding my eandie high over my head, I examined the long
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south wall carefully. It was of large, rough stone Ibllocks, just
as was the entire length of the secret stairway and tuanel that
w{:shrad just lefit “Do you realize exactly whete we are, Nich-
o

“Haven't the foggiest, waman,™ he said in annoyanoe.

*You have no sense of direction, have you?” I remarked.

“Not below ground, I don,” he snapped. *And don’t tell
me that you do, for I won’t believe it,”

“Well, I do,” I retorted. “Thislk back a minute to Owen’s
questions about the guardian lions in front of the house.”

“Deirdre, this is no time for sily questions.”

“There is no better time, Nicholas,” I insisted. “What did
Owen ask himself? Thirk, fianf™

“He asked what was odd about the lions' paws,” he an-
swered grudgingly.

*Yes,” I prompted, “What else? Didn’t he ask why they
were painted incorrectly in Hannibal Cheng’s portrait?”

“Yea, yes, but so what?” He was being beastly impatient
with me. ‘What does all this have to do with anything?’

*Oh, Nicholas, you have such a brain, but your wits are as
slow as treacle, Can't you make the connections? If you could
only realize where we are right now and what Owen was try-
ing to say, it would all fall into place.” I was so exasperated
that I nearly raised my voice.

“Calm down. Obviously this is no place to talk. I have a
dislike of confined spaces and cul-de-sacs, to begin with. One
should always have an escape route at one's back, and we
have none, Nor, evidently, did Owen. I have no intention of
jolning him just yet”

“All right, let's go back to the library and talk. But then
we are coming down here again—and tonight, Nicholas
Cheng, or else!”

*Or else what?”

“Or else I shall go mad with suspense.” I laughed, and so
did he, thus breaking the tension that had been mounting be~
tween us. We turned and retraced our steps together,

I ducked my head and stepped through the broken pan-
eling into the lbrary, crossing immediately to the portrait of
Hannibal Cheng on the far wall. Nicholas came up behind
me and stood at my side, his gaze searching the painted
facade of Moondragon with uncoemprebending eyes.

“Titiexe is nothing wrong with the lions,” he said fiailjy.

“Yes there is,” 1 insisted.
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'Whatt
“Look at the paws.”

“I am looking,” he shouted. )

“But not seelng!” I retorted. “"Ah, well, I had better explain
it, or we'll be here all night.”

“Perhaps you had better,” he snapped. “I'h not very good
at Chinese puzzles, remember?"

“I think Owen first began to realize that there was a
strange deformitﬁ in the lions on the day you and I had ouf
quarrel In the library,” I went on, ighoring. his sarcasm,
"When I returned te My rooms, the cafpenters were fepairing
the doorjamb you had kicked iR, and your unele was waiting
for me on the portiee just outside the sitting reom. As I came
toward him, he was leaning over the balustrade and leskin
almest straight down. His coneentration was 56 great that
was able to eerme up beside him and fellew his gazs befefs
he even neticed e, I rerermber asking Rif what was §6 fas-
cinating, but e didn't ARswer Fe, We went e i6 BIIRF tBpIes
instead. Now, leaking back with the aid of hindsight, I realize
he was losking dowh at the lioRs, Retieing semetAiAg v%fy
peculiar abeut them, semething that ¥ Reticed at BAce Al
g\a/ﬁigéﬁ when 1 ipeked ever the balustrade again myself.” i

“Go on,” Nicholas sald quietly.

“The inner paws, the ones that rest on the crystal moons,
are not pointing straight forward, as would be natural in an
animal in that position, but rather are turned markedly out-
ward. I noticed the odd positioning this afiernoon when we
looked at them together in the eourtyard, but it wasn't until 1
saw them frof above that I fealized just how pecutlar they
are. The lnner paws are actually in wferty-liusdiggee angle
from the nerm.”

“The seulptor, of bronze caster, or whoever, didn’t know
his aniatomy.”

*Oh, he probably knew anatomy well enough, He probably
also knew how to follows orders. Your ancestor Cheng
Ch'epgkung wanted them cast just so.”

“Indeed?”

“But it wasn't the paws that Owen noticed first, He was
drawn to look down -at the lions by a sound he heard.
Remember? A muffled ery and the sound as of a distant
gong?”’

“Yes, and Hannibal Ling turned up later with a bloody
forehead. He'd been playlng about in the bell tower.”
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“No, Nicholas. He'd been playing around in the lions.”

“Owen would have seen him, then,”

“No, Nicholas, not on the Eons. Ir the lions.”

“In them,” he breathed. *“Yes, they are hollow, but—"

“But nothing, man, Thinkl The crystal eyes! In the old
days, when Bantry Bay was a convenient place for French in-
vaders 'bant on restoring the Jacobites to the throne, Cheng
Chengkung took a French flagship, He was given land on
these shores by Willlam IIT as a reward—and aurely as a
fuyal Orange lookout post. Men stationed in the guardian
lions in tife of danger would have a perfeet view—Atsally
unseen, yet with a wide view of the bay and the sea beyend
Bere 1sland.”

“Granted,” he conceded. “That is how Moondragon be-
came ours. That's also how Hannibal Cheng got his baron-
etcy, in fact He led a raiding party that repelled a small
French fleet that tried to land here in 1796. He stopped them,
and at the urging of his friend Ernest, later Duke of Cumber-
iand, was created a baronet by George III. So, fine! It's all
possible, Hollow they are, lookout posts they may feg, and
Hannibal Ling may know how to get into them—I surely
don’t—buit what has that to do with the position of the paws
and the secret of the treasire?”

“The guardian lions, as they seem always to be called,
guard the bay, guard Moondragon itself. They also guard the
treasure.”

“The treasure? The secret may well be here—In fact, must
be here—and Owen probably did stumble onto it, but the
hoard is actually somewhere on Taiwem.” Nicholas sald this
with great vehemence, but the look in his hot brown eyes told
me her weashisg iniiing to e w1 saw.

“The lons guard the treasure,” I reiterated. “Guard the
treasure and point to it.”

*“Then that’s what Owen was saying in Ms obscure way in
his questions about the painting. The portrait painter wasn't
concerned with the background. Probably made a few fapid
sketches of Moondragon, the lions, and the tower, and then
painted them in later, after completing md)-i grandfather’s fig-
ure and the dog and book in the foregroun

“When he came to paint, the lions on the facade of the
house, he painted them as they would normally appear—with
the paws straight forward, in a natural position. Having seen
the odd angle on which they are actually cast, Owen then no-
ticed them in the portrait and made his deduction, He rea-
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soned that they must deviate froni a natural pesition fer a
reason.”

Things wete falling into place so rapidly that we could
scarcely contaln ourselves. Clie tipon clue began te make
sense as he went on talking, as much for his own benefit as
for mine,

“‘Now, Owen stressed Hannibal Ling’s ability to disappear
seemingly at will. That's easy! The boy knew—had discov-
ered in his unheeded nosing about over the years—the seeret
passageway that leads to our two rooms and maybe elsewhere
besides. We'll have to explore mere catefully at our leisure.
Owen also neted that the wound en the boy's head coincided
with the hollew genging and the ery he'd heard earlief. It just
chanced that Owen was standing on the portieo at the time
the boy was playing within ene of the hellew liens, fell, and
made the brazen, bell-like seund against the interier. Se far,
80 good?”

“So far, very good. That's just how you discovered the
secret passage. His falling behind the wall alerted you,” I re-
plied. Nicholas looked at me with a cettain admiration as he
limd back agalnst his desk with his arms folded across his
chest,

“The other thing that Owen- atressed over and over agsin
was the 'Pidgin English doggerel,’ as he called it. It appears
in Hannibal Cheng’s portrait, over, the mantelpiece, and in
the Cheng family history, Why? It has no merit whatsoever as
verse. But it has metlt as a elue to the seeret of the treasure.”
1 walked over to the fireplace and looked tip at the carved
words. “ The Dragon bave taleon,’ I read. “The dragon Is
the symbol of yout house, right?”

Yes, and they have talons like a bird/Go on.”

“ “The Lion have pewn’ ™

*Self-evidient.”

“Bach of these Beastes bear in his claw/ The orb of the
Moom.!*

“Timwe. The Cheng dragon always holds the moon jn his
claws or in his teeth, It symbolizes that our fortunes began
with our ancestress Ywe Liang Jenju, the Lady Moon Pearl,
who was the favorite wife of one of the last Ming-dynasty
emperors, Shen Tsung.”

“The next line reads: *And gold of the Semmne!" I paused.

“Well"—Nicholas shrugged, completely missing the way in
which I stressed certain, words in the line—*"the sun is golden,
and though the only suns that T've ever seen associated with
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our family dragon are the little gold balls in the frieze on the
mantelpiece there, I assume that it was simply an analogy to
the heavenly sun and moon. Stmple.”

"“So one might think, unless one chooses to read it slightly
differently, as Owen did and as I now do.”

“How s07”

“The next lines are very impertant,” I went on, ignoring
his question for a moment. ** ‘Lions do give/ What Dragon
bave womie’*

“What does it mean, since you think you know?”

“Lions, the guardian lions outside, give with their paws
what the Dragons—your Cheng ancestors, the pirate Chengs,
have won with thelr claws or weapons—the treas-ire, in other
words. These llons with moons in thelr paws yleld up—its so
simple, really—the gold of the son. S-o0-n,” I spelled out, “not
i u-fi, as one might think. The verse is deliberately mislead-
ﬂg-”

Nicholas saw it for himself finally and spoke up tensely,
“The claws—weapons—eif my people, the dragons, won gold.
The guardian lions with thelr paws bearing moons give up the
secret of where the gold is hidden to the sens of the drag-
Oﬂﬁ.”

“Simple, lsn’t 1t?’ I remarked. "Had he lived, your father
would have shared the secret with you in your childhood, and
you would have grown up knowing what the verse actually
meant, never realizing how ambiguous the words would seem
to the unknowing.”

“True, teue. But getting back to the lions and how they
point to the treasure. Sifice the paw of eaeh lion is bent
toward the other on a forty-five-degtss angle, they aetuall};

gint e ihe eenter of the eeurtyard in freft of the Heuse,
§£e%pe a ﬁi@%gﬁé{ : Y ufely we §f€ﬁ'¥ §u Bﬁ§€d L) dig
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"For God's sake, Delrdre, let’s not waste any more time.”
He was aflamie now With his newfound knowledge, and Teady
to get an with it.

“Please, Nicholas, wait a moment. There is something that
1 must get from my room, and you must find another laatern



236 MOONDRX GON

for me. I'd much 5iaéefef it to the eandles I have been using,
for my hands and skirt are ail over dripping wax.”

Taking the fight from him, I ducked ifto the wall with a
whispered “I'll be right back,” and b‘\éthe small, steady beam
of his lamp, went back up the steps {6 the panel that led into
my sittlng roem, Within minutes I Rad returned te the li-
brary, the geld fing that Hannibal Ling had placed en my
finger in the pecket of my dressing gewn, Nichelas was wait-
ing for me with another, larger lantsrA and a srall gun.

"Do you want this? he asked, thrusting the weapon
toward me hamndle-first,

“No, thank you. I have never used a gun in my life; the
poker will do nicely. I have always had a- violent streak in
me, which throwing or striking out satisfies far betier than
would the mere pulling of a trigger.”

“Sangulnary wench, aren't you?”

“In my imagination, at least. I have never actually had a
chance to strike a blow in anger.”

“May you never have need to, Deirdre,” Nicholas said in a
softer tone than he was wort to use to me.

“Or if I must, may I strike well,” I answered with a smile.

“Bloodthirsty.” ‘He laughed with a rueful shake of the
head. “Let us go.”

Once more we made our way into the passage behind the
wall and began a descent into the bowels of Moondragon.

We were old hands now at negotiating the treacherously
uneven granlte steps of the secret reeesses of Moondragon,
and so were able to move swiftly back toward the long cul-
de-sac that lay under the front facade of the house.

I was some few steps behind Nicholas, who was fired with
renewed enthusiasm, for he now smelled at the end of the
tunnel more than the mere apprehension of Hannibal Ling
and possible revenge of his uncle's murder. Something else
called hirm thither, and hs hastened on.

By the steadler light of ifie lamp I now carried in place of
the candles of earlier exploratton—though the siubs of
them and a bex of matehes refained in one of m% pockets as
a precaution—1 was able to see befter and farther into the
blackaess of the passage. It was this fact that permitted me to
be less preoceupied with my foeting and mere with the walls
that enclosed me. We were just making the final turn frem
the steps inte the inelined tunnel, and being a bit behind my
eompanien, 1 chanced ta 189l le#i as 1 furned 18 follew hif.
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Something about the wall caught my eye. First of all, it was
recessed rather than flush with the wall of the stairway, and
though bullt of granite blocks like the rest, had a slightly dif-
ferent look to it.

1 stopped and touched the stones before me. They felt just
the same as the others, Still . . . With my eyes I traced the
edges of the blocks earefully. The mortar, hardly noticeable
between any of the blocks, so nlcely jolned were they to be-
gin with, was invisible. Moreover, I thought I felt a suspicion
of a draft against my hands and at my ankles. Following the
sort of huneh that has, in mere momhentous circumstances,
changed the coutse of Mistory, 1 placed ray hand flat against
the bloek and pushed.

“Nicholas,” I cried sotto voce, “come here.” A large single
block, faced to look like two ordifiary ones; slid slowly back
under the pressure of my hand, and with a slight scraping
against the rough-hewn floor, revealed that another tunnel be-
hind it led off toward what I realized at once must be the
back of the house. As the section of wall came open under
my hand, a strong draft of air blew past me Into the tunnel
at my back. I looked over my shoulder and saw Nicholas
shiver involuntarily under its ehlll blast.

“Another one,” he whispered, coming up behind me and
holding his lamp past me into the dark recesses ahead. It had
a lower ceiling than the first tunnel, barely permiiting a per-
son of my height to stand upright. Nicholas, in faet, would
have had to crouch for its entlre length. Unlike the tunnel be-
hind us, it was rough-hewn from the living rock as well,

“Dammit, I suppose that we had better make a detour and
explore it. Maybe the treasure is down this way, after all”
Nicholas growled, annoyed that his eager merentumn had
bieenl checked just when he had begun to think things so
simple.

“I don't think there is any need right new,” I assured him.
“It doesn't actually confuse things as much as you might
think. In faet, it explains why we didn't find Haanibal Ling
covllierll?’g from us in the dead-end tuanel when we explored it
eatller.

"“True, and since I asstifme this must lead baek inkaad.. .

“The bell tower,” I suggested, ) ]

“Exactly! The day that Miss Paget fainted at the sight of
him in the garden, the boy fled into the tower and disap-
peared. I didn't choese to go after him, but if 1 had dene so,
I'd have found him inexplicably vanished, I expect.”

A
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“Yes, gone in a pufi of smoke, like the genie of which he
always reminds me. It must have been Hanmibal who rang
the bell in the tower when Owen was killed, Remember? The
bell stopped knelling, we paused in surprise, and then ran in
at once. Only Owen was there. Hannibal Ling had escaped
again, through this very tunnel.”

“Damn him to Hades. I'll kill him when I find him, Mrs,
Ling or no Mrs. Ling.”

“I won't say you nay, Nicholas. If he's killed Owen, I shall
wafit revenge every bit as much as you.”

*If he’s killed Owen!” he snorted. “Come on, Deirdre, let's
go back and see where that supposed dead end leads and
leave this till another day.” Nicholas turned and began retract-
ing his steps, leaving me with a wide-open entrance to a sup-
?asedly secret tunnel, There was f6 handhold, no ring of

atch, and 1 eould fet make the bleck budge. The oaly way 1
could see {6 cl6se it Was simply 1o push fom the ether sids,
thus lecking myselt 1A the other tuanel.

“Come on,” Nicholas whispered impatiently down the
silent, dark little corridor.

“How do I close the bleody thing?” I cried out to him in
sheer frustration,

“Not so clever as you think, are you, miss?” Nicholas
chided as he came back toward me and with one hand
pushed the atone back inio place, where it was ofice more vit=
tually undetectable.

“How did you do that?” I asked in admii:tian

“Magic.”

“No, really?

*The stone wotks on a pivot,” he explained. *You appiled
pressure to the left-hand side, and “it“opened. I applied
pressure to the right side, and it closed.”

“A mere bagateile," I sald with a snap of my fingera.

“Yes, we're clever, we Chinese. Now, do let's get on with
it, shall we?" .

In another mifute ef two we were baek in the leng, nat-
row cul-de-sac that ran uhder the frent of the heuse, Niche-
las paced off the lengih of the passglgﬂeeaﬂd fhade a Feu
estimate of the lecaiien of the 1ions, Then we each teok the
section of wall cerrespending 1o ene of them, ke the left-hand
side with the tunael entranes e his | aad I the righi-hand
one o the blind end of the aamggé cing the edges of
each individual bleek i the preseriBed area wiih Hngers and
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lantern beam, we each managed to hit upon what we sought
at virtually the same time.

“Eureka,” I cried out as a seeming pair of blocks gave way
as one under my hand.

“Me too,” he whispered conspiratorfally, looking down the
length of the wall at me with a grin of delight. There was
barely enough illumination in the tunnel to see the twenty or
8o feet to his face, but even in the scaat light I could make
out the bright glitter of his dark eyes and his broad smile as
he bared his white teeth.

Bach of us discovered our own set of steep, rough-hewn
steps carved out of living rock. Each set of steps led directly
upward into the very bodies of the great bronze lions them-
selves. In the interior of each was a tiiy wooden benach ot
platform that was wedged securely into place in the chest
cavity of the beast, affording the lookout—necessarily a small
man, by virtue of the exeeedingly cramped space inside—a

teh that enabled him te raise his head into the head of the
lon iiself and, as I had surimised, look out through the crystal
eyes to the expanse of the bay before him. Even now,
through those very e{es, which had evidently net been
eleaned sifiee Hannibal Cheng's day, I could make eut the
flickerig Hightod thellantems ctdhuredcHie capteaatiing tto
the eeurtyard of the heuse, In the daytime, thefe would be al-
gegt eneugh light within the liens By which te read, ) imeg-

ed.

“Fine, they really are lookout posts,” Nicholas whispered
up the steps to me as I backed out and joined him again in
the cul-de-sac, “Now, how do they guard the treasure? Where
is the next clue?”

“We already have it. “I'he lion have paw,’ " I quoted.

“Then I expect I already have the answer, too, When I was
investigating the inside of my iiof, I noticed that the paw that
rests on -the crystal moon has a large rivet in if. I assumed
that it was just the pin that holds the ball in Its place outside,
but if it also turns or moves I some fashion, then it may op-
erate some mechanism in the wall along here, another pivot
perhaps.” Nicholas was back at the steps leading up to the in-
tetlor of his Gwn pet lion in & frice.

I crept back up the tiny, natrow stairway and aimed the
beam of my lantern under the wooden platform and down-
ward Into the hollow bronze left-hand paw of the beast Sure
enough, Frotrudlng from the base of the paw was a large
rlvet of pin with a kaoblike top.
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I tried turning it, but since it was merely a knob and not a
true handle, I could not seem to get sufficiiantt purchase on it
to budge the thing.

From behind me in the blackness I heard a cry of ti-
umphant glee. Nicholas, damn him, had met with success al-
ready, It was stuffy in the oppressive, eonfined space, and I
began to petspire as I endeavored more and more impatiently
to turh the unyielding bronge pif.

“Having trouble?” Nicholas gloated from the foot of the
steps.

“You know I am! What happened back there? Did you get
anything to move?”

*You know I did!” he answered smugly. “There Is another
passageway.” -

“T thought there must be. What are we walting for, then?
Let's go.”

“We can't.”

“Why not?”

“Because, Deirdre, only Colonel Tom Thumb or little Han-
nibal Ling could get through the opening as it is now. You
1l:iua.ve the mechanism that opens it the rest of the way in your

on.”

“The pin won’t budge, I tell you.” I was struggling with all
my might and gettihg angtier by the minute.

“What an impatient creature you are, and so temperamen-
tal, too,” he mused calmly. Now that we were on the very
threshold of discovery, he was patient and ia command of
himself, savoring every delayed minute like a gourmet sniffing
the aroma before tasting the sauce, If he could behave so,
then I too would collect my wiis and calm my jangled nerwes,
I gave up altogether on the recalcitrant rivet, and turning
around to face Nichelas, sat coolly dowm the top step.
Looking down the steep staits at him, I smiled at his chagrin,

“Are you giving up?” he asked in surprise,

“No, just resting, After all, the treasure, if it Is still here,
has been here for some hundreds of years. It can wait a bit
longer, don’t you think?”

“If it is still here? Of course it is. You are wearing part of
it now, in fact, are you not?” he added, gesturing to the gold
bracelet I still wore on my right wrist.

“Indeed I am. I had forget,” and so I took a moment to
examine the jewelry in the light of my lantern, “It matches
the ring,” I said,.looking at the green jade dragon’s head
bearing a pearl in its jaws, It was set in the wide gold-mesh
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bracelet, even as the small jade dragon’s head was set in the
bezel of the ring in my pocket,

“Your Lady of the Dragon, Delrdre; did she wear such
jewelry in your visions of her? Does it maich the necklace
she wears?”

“No, it doesn’t, Nichelas. it's nothing like, Far inferior in
design, and even in quality, though if I hadn't seen the
Dragon of the Moon, I would say that this was the finest,
loveliest jewel that I had ever seen. The necklace that she
wears is sublime—like nothing that I could ever have imag-
ined. But then, she herself is stublihe. You know, you
promised to tell me who she was—or is—this afternoon, and
you haven't yet. Don't you ihink that you had better do so
now?” I coaxed softly.

And like one telling a fairy tale, Nicholas told me the story
of my Lady of the Dragon at last.

“The necklace was a gifi from her emperor upon their
marriage,” he began. "At least, that is the tradition that Is
handed down in the family history. It was called the Dragon
of the Moon and was famed throughout China for its unsur-
passed beauty. It was probably for this reason that the Moon-
dragon became the emblem of her descendants. She herself
was called by the name Ywe Liang Jenju~~Moon Pearl. She
was the daughter of a mifnor noble of the coutt of Shen
Tsung, and was only fifieen when the emperor saw her and
fell 1n love with her. He was an old maf, and theugh he had
fany wives and ehildren, it was she whe was his preatest
love. She bere him iwe sens, But never lived o see ihem
feach maheed, She was dead within 3 few years and was
Bured with great esremany and lamentation,

“Two generations later, when the Ming dynasty fell and
Ming resisiors were beifg executed by the Manehus, my an-
cestors, Cheng Chih-lung, and his s6n, Cheng Ch'engkung I,
went t8 Pekm% agd stete the bedy ef ihe Lady Meen Pearl
trom ihg aﬁa gl%i hgﬁﬁbe lest it Be deépeued and
destreved alohg with the Baales 6t the Bihier Ming dead.

“Cheng Chih-lung was captured and executed. His son es-
caped and s%eﬂt the rest of his life revenging his father’s
death at the hands of the Manehus by harassing their trade,
terrovizing the ceast, and cemmitiing aets of pifacy agaifst
themn and the Eurepean pewers that iraded with them. It was
he whe began i aceumylaie he foriune ihat Ras made us
wealthy 18 this 8ay; his Is 1he tFeaskre that we seek fonight”
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“It was him the Portuguese called Koxinga, wasn’t it? But
what became of the body of the Lady Moon Peari?” I asked.

“No one knows, though it is unlikely that they were actu-
ally able to get the body out of Peking to begin with. Tradi-
tion has always maintained, however, that she became the
guardien and protectiess of ouf fortunes, just as she had been
the foundress of ouf line.”

“Kmowing all that, why did you not realize that it was she
who must be appearing to people here in the house—the old
colc(ské my mothef, even poof Hannibal Ling himself?” 1
asked.

“T knew, of course, that a few people had seen the ghost of
a Chinese lady here at Moondrfagon over the years, but since
I have never believed in ghosts, I gave the storles no credence
whatsoever. After all, with the profusion of paintings and
statues of oriental ladies il this house, was it any wonder that
active imaginations would eenjure up similar visions in the
foim of ‘ghosts'? There was nothing in thatl

“T didn’t even pay any attention to your own claims until
you mentioned the necklace, calling it the Dragon of the
Moon, and her *yoypr Lady of the Dragon.’ Then I knew that
the ‘ghost’ was real—or at least that the one you were seeing
was real. You see! yow 46 2 guisider would have had no way
of knowing aboit Ywe Liafg Jenju and the Dragon of the
Moon necklace, As far as I kiow, even my mother and Owen
had no real knoewledge of her. Owen was sick to death of
Cheng family history and had never read Sir Hannibal's
book, and fmy mother read it &6 16fig ago—probably even be-
fore I was bern—ithat she had forgetien the old tales of the
guardian aneestress, Evidently you were guite right that she
was ti'yiﬂ% te reveal herselF to someene.ifi the house after my
father and_ %ﬁﬂdfﬁiﬁ&f died, taking ihe sectet of the Cheng
ireasure with them. By seme miraele she was finaily able te
fake eeniast and ghﬁ' i8 fgil sermesne—yet—abeut the for-
tuRe that Rer spiFt §

“The treasute that her spirit guards,” I mused. “Does it not
occur to you that she must be very, very tired, Nicholas?
Why must she be compelled to guard it? Perhaps she longs
for a release, an end to duty. I feel sorry for her, you know,
And she for me, 1 sense, and it puzzles me sometimes, almost
frightens me, There is, upon occasion, such a look of sorrow
and gity and eompassion in her eyes—as If she saw beyond
e, beyend us all, inte the uhcertain darkness of the future.
If that is what she is doing—seeing beyond now—into what
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lies ahead, what a terrible burden she bears, T ik fiuatt iff II
could wish something for anyone in this world, I would wish
a happy release for"—and here, stumbling slightly over the
unfamiliar words, I sald her name for the first time in her
own tongue—"for Ywe Llang Jenju.”

“Mel Ywe Liang Jenju,” Nicholas whispered almost as an
invocation, *‘Mef’ means ‘beautiful” She must have been
truly Mei, I imagine,”

“She is,” I answered.

“How fortunate you are to be able to see her. She is our
ancestress and our guardian spirit, yet we Chengs have never
seen her. Only you have. I envy you. I ought almost to resent
you, but somehow I don’t at all. There is some reason for all
this, some bond between you and the Lady Moon Pearl, and
I cannot question it, I must simply accept it.”

“We are going to find the treasure, Nicholas, You know
that, don’t you?”

‘' "“Yes,” he said quietly.

“We shall find more than the treasure,” I whispered, wish-
ing to prepare him.

“We damned well better find Owen’s murderer. I'm going
to skin that boy—not for my sake, or even for poor
Owen’s—but for my mother’s sake alone, She really loved
him, you know, weak as he was.”

*I know that she loved him,” I said impatiently. *You still
don't see, do you? The nightmares . . . But of course! You
refused to hear a description of my recurring nightmare,
Owen realized its meaning even before I did. You dos’t know
anything abetit it at all, 56 you 6annot see what I see, know
what it 15 that T new kaow.”

“Woman, you talk in riddles.”

“Man, man, we are living a tiddle.” I sighed and shook my
head. A wave of great sortow washed over me, and though 1
struggled.against it as a swimmer struggles against the tide, it
eafﬁed the mefneﬁt and t feuﬂd ae iaﬁt. Teats walled i

eyes and eﬁ 8A the eeld stene
tﬂe f@&é E \Hew ot Em aﬁ V8! Bg above ms
T L
BQH%% §aﬂ ﬁaf g«m

Nicholas clambered up the steps and brushed the hair from

my face, stroking me with surprising tenderness as he did. He
teaned forward and rested fy face against his shoulder,
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pressing me to him genily. “Poor Delrdre, this has all beea
very hard on yeu, hasn't it? Dreams, nightmates, ghosts and
family secreiQ, Owen's murder—so much. It's no wonder you
are b‘?’wing under the strain, Shall I take you back to your
room?”

“Take me back?" I pulled away and rubbed my teat-
streaked, tired eyes. “Not for all the tea {a . . . Nor for any-
thing,” I amended, and rose from my seat so hastily that I
banged my head on the wooden seat above me and very
nearly precipitated Nicholas backward down the steps. I
turned into the eonfined space of the lien's haunches and
leaned down inte the ?aw despite the fact that my lantern
was still on the step below me and afforded little help at all,
Groping angrily, my tefper areused by the very idea that he
thought I was “Bawmg“ uader any strain whatsoeever, I teok
hold of the kngb and gave it a vicieus yank in sheef pique.
Semewhere below fie and within the wall to my left there
was a grinding of peats and seraping of stone of stene. Nieh-
olas gave a ory and called up the steps to e, “Goeod girl,
you've defe if, Comie on” He sioed at the foet of the steps,
with beth lanteras held befere him o light my way back
dewn inte the tunnel. WHhen I was beside Rim again, he gave
e baek my lamp, aRd gesturing with Ris ewn, peinted out
ihe opeRing thai Hew appeared 1 the esnier of the leng wall
between the sieps leading to the guardian liens.

It was about four feet high by two wide and was the size
of two small blocks of the wall. “My lion opems the bottom
bleck to the left. Youis epens the tep block to the right,”
Nicholas explaifed. i didf't even shifne my light inside.
Theught we sught i8 da it together”

“That was thoughtful, Nicholas.” 7 "

“God knows "wiiat's in there,” he whispered, leaning back
agalnst the wall, with his eyes riveted to the passageway.
“What kind of treasure would pirates have aceumulated in
itggsue days and in these wateis? I cannot even begin te imag-

“ Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl./ Inesti-
mable stones, unvalued jewelks’™* I quoted,

Nichalks' eyes were alight at the romantic images that the
Bard's words conjured. Still he made no move toward the
tunnel that I knew led to the treasure. “The Moondragon
may be In there. Her body can't have survived a trip from
Peking to Taiwan, but they’d have brought the Dragon of the
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Moon with them, surely. If it 1s. Deirdre, my bride shall wear
it on her wedding night, I swear.”

1 swore too, under my breath, at the very idea of that stu-
pid, simgerlng English bitch wearlng the Dragon of the Moon
around her Sassenach throat “unless it strangles her,” I mut-
tered, not realizing that I spoke my thoughts aloud.

“What's that?” Nicholas asked, coming out of his reverie,

“Nothing. Hadn't we better get on with it?”

“Yes, at once.” He leaped to attention, and crouching low,
swung bis lantern into the opening. Looking over his shoul-
der, I could see that we were faced, like a pair of poor,
weary Arab tomb robbers, with yet another passageway. 1
sighed in resignation.

. “Where do you suppose this one leads?” he asked. "Into
the bay?”

“No,” I answered in all seriousness, “No drafts, you see. It
seems far too stufify to lkead anywihare ontsite™

“Pmn beginning to think that it leads to China; myself.
11\¢Ia:sfl.llfaedthe treasure really is on Talwan, after all.” Nicholas

aughed.

“In that case, we will need an extra hall of crochet cotton,”
Iretorted. “China is a very long way from here.”

“A very long, stout rope, rather. China is a long way from
here, Deirdre, but more or less straight down.” He grinned
back over his shoulder at me and crawled into the opening. I
follov:red at onee, before he could try agaln to send me back
upstairs.

We could barely stand up in the fpassage that lay ahead of
us, but since it went on for only a feet—1i0 more than a
dozen, in fact—before it ended in another blank wall, we
were In no great discomfort.

“What do we do now? Push?” 1 asked.

“No, pull, rathet,” Nicholas answered, and shone his lan-
tern up over ouf heads. *Look.”

In the tipper corner on either side of the passage was a
large iron ring recessed into the granite, and because of its
dark color, aimost invisible te the careless eys. Wve set down
our lanterns and each took hold of ane of the tngs; after a
nod from Nicholas, wa beth pulled as hatd as we éould u sa
them. Of a sudden, the eatite eﬁd of the Aariew §
storie spmme five feet Righ by twe fest w1 e E@ﬁﬁ 56“\9%& f
steadily, with a scraping aﬁd Furbli ;ngﬂg that Strul & Iaf

at Very seuf

familiar A6te iR MY 6BASCIOUIARSS. ag eam
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to me in my dreams oA fore than one ocecasion. Had 1
merely dreamed of i, of had I actually heard it in the Aight?
There was no time to 5peeulate.

It truly was a treasiire ehamber that lay before us—a room
some fifteen feet square, with a ceiling fio mere than seven
feet high—packed with chests and boxes and woven bamboo
baskets. Heaps of bronze and iron weapons lay against tied
walls or stood in corpers. Against one wall were piled Inggis$
of solid gold stamped with the marks of long-age Dutch
stadtholders, Portuguese kings, and private trading companies.,
Bars and bars of sliver bullion, black with age, were stacked
like bricks in another corner. Against one wall a chest had
rotted away to nothing, leaving in its place a disordered mass
of coins and jewels and plate, crucifixes and scattered pearls
whose strings had dried and decayed away with the long
years in the cavelike room,

Beside me, just near the entrance, was an open chest filled
with antique weapons, bright green bronze swords like the
one whose blade had sent poor Owen on his way west. But
all that stood piled around the Wislls of that chamber was as
nothing to the splendor of what rested within the center of
the tomb—for tomb it actually was, as much as treasure
chamber, g

She lay upon her bier, a slab of cold granite upon which
she was stretched, even as I myself had been stretched in my
dreadful nightmares. Above her was that oppressive, rough-
hewn stone roof that pressed down in the blackness like an
implacable deem. Her onee raven black hair was dutl and
dey as dust, her feshless skull cevered with dark brown

afehmeﬂt WH&f& eﬁee ivery velvet alin had BeeR. Her tiny
ands a u BB her Bie ﬁ Bu% Baw iBe banes ef her fin-

\fﬁ&ﬂ %saﬁaff 2 EEE%@HP&F irﬁ;i%%% E&gﬁ g
Haes T

é tm!allmdhﬁﬁlmrw%r h
hm weexs, bosest and; ﬂ)rlﬁ /) tH508
and (sl deilsk m§lnada@dcam,amn giraingy Wohant
gxtd dtae thisoenepse fthiake hbit ostecbieen talhmsdll@fme Bomn
At each corner of the bier stood a tall candlestick of solid
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gold and cloisonné in the form of a twisting dragon. They
stood balanced on their hind claws and tails; each bore in ong
foreclaw a golden ball set with garnets and peridots and
pearls, while the other, upraised to form a socket, held a mas-
sive dusty white taper. The blackened wicks and sooty ceiling
above them testified to the fact that long ago they had beed
wont to he burned.

Her power and strength were fading ¥ eould tell, for onee
my Lady of the Dragon had been to me as selid and real as a
living human being. Now, as she beckened to me from the
far side of her own dry, dead form stretched out upen the
bier, her vision was as thin and unsubstantial as & Pirage oF
the quivering heat waves of a bufning summer's day. She
made a poignant, mute apgeal and disselved befere my eyes.
Knowing now what I must de, I set down my lastern and ap:
gr the tall golden dragons with thelr dusty tapers he

igh: Slewly, with as rueh selemnity as sueh a eeren;gg%’
must warrant, I it the four massive candles that surroy
her pathetie little remalns, Nicholas toek his eyes awggy #fsm
her to wateh me for a mement, and then e ealled seHiy
agross the eandlelit tomb, "Thank yeu, Deirdre. That is mest
kind; mest preper." He set dewn his ewn lantern and ap-
Foached her bem& great respeet, Whispering her Rame as
eame near, "Reverend aneestress, Lady Meen Pearl, Ywe
Liang Jenju, Mei Ve L )

Jenju?

He steed befere her dried; é@g eeated body With tears in
his leng, dark eyes. “Oh, Deirdre, if only I might see her as

u.have geen her—as she really was, as her emperor saw

er."

I wanted so badly to give him that one thing that he asked,
for I knew that there was not much more time. The end was
approaching rapidly. Stepping around the far side of the bier,
I came up beside A, *I don’t know If it will work, Nicho-
1as, but perhaps the links will be strong enough.” I siipped the
ring out of my pocket and onto his little finger. It was so tiny
thatgji;l werit barely halfway to-tha joiat, but there at least it fit
Shgly,

“The ring was hers, See how the bones of her fingers were
scattered when the boy stole it? The bracelet I wear was hers.
Hold my hand, and watch hef, Nicholas,” I whispered, pray-
12? that Between us, beiwsen the Lady Moefi Pearl and my-
self, the link might still be sirong enough o epable me 6
share my vision of her—perhaps, | sersed almest instine-
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tively, my very last vision of her—with this man, son of her
sons, the last of her blood, ihe hope of her line.

With his broad hand held in mine, the finger bearing her
ring just touching the gold bracelet on my wrist—a bracelet
that she had worn in life and 1n death—I drew a aecp breath,
steeling myself to touch the pitiful heap of dried skin and
bones that had been my Lady of the Dragon,

Extending my trembling left hand to her poor blackened
cheek, 1 whispered her name In her own tongue. "Ywe Liang
Jenju, Mei Ywe Lilang Jenju, my dear Lady of the Dragon,
for so you will always be te me,” I supplicated, tears stream-
ing from my eyes. Then, through those tears I saw her lying
upon the slab, No longer was her gown a shapeless blanket of
gold and blackened silver threads studded with dull, round
pebbles. Rather it was a glittering robe, vibrant with freshness
and beauty, richly brocaded and embroidered, set lavishly
with crude-cut gems of all colors. Her tiny feet were encased
in embroidered golden slippers; her hands of palest ivory
were laden with many rings, the tips of each slender finger
encased in a long, bejeweled golden claw, Her hair was as
glossy and black as a horse’s mane, her face as pale and
lovely as the full moon, with arched black brows and softly
gleaming, depthless onyx eyes that looked up at me from her
peaceful, "reatitant face with suth wammth and pity amd oem-
passion in them that my own eyes could hardly bear the
sight. She smiled a small and tender smile with those perfect
coral lips and nodded to me with the air of one bestowing a
blessifig.

No part of her had moved, save her exquisite face, but
now, as If with one last great efifwtt of both her will and
mine, she lifted her dellcate right hand,"which lay crossed
over her left upen her heart, and extended it toward our own
two right hands, Nichelas' ard mire, where they held fast to
gach Bther at the edge of her eold stons bisr. Her touch,
hgmef &Haﬁ %ﬂe BE@QE tBat wam 4 feathier, seermed to pass

§ Hf 1geke §éf§ tor ﬁ § ﬁafy Hi@ﬂi@ﬂh and then her
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“1 saw her, Deirdre. Yes, thank you. I did see her,” Nicho-
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las whispered, tears streaming down his dark, honey-toned
cheeks. Releasing my hand, he moved another step forward
and knelt at the side of her bier, speaking softly and tenderly
to her pltiful corpse, in her own tongue. I turned away and
left him alone with her, for I knew that he was praylng.



13
The Vast Act: the Final Stene

The play is done; the curtain drops,
Slow fafling eo the prompter’s bell,
—William Makepeace Thackeray

I sensed it coming before it came, perhaps as a wild crea-
ture senses the rain on the wind or the scent of man in the
air. Or maybe even then I was beginnlng to take up the task
that was destined tobe mine. To this very day I do not really
know, although there will come a time when I do—whether I
will or no;

“Nicholas,” I .whispered urgently, loath to rouse him from
his reverie at the bler of his ancestress, yet knowing that 1
must, if we were to be prepared. He looked up at me inquir-
ingly, but there was no need for me to speak; we both saw
and felt it at the same moment, A great rush of chilled air
blew through the Barrow opening into'the chamber and
whirled around-the room like a cold blast from-the arctic.

Just before the four tall tapers arramged around the bier
flickered and guttered out in the blowing draft, we had a last
glimpse of the Lady Moon Pearl. Then, like the light that
had illumined her these last few minutes, she was no more. It
may have been that sudden draft, the accompanying drop in
temperature, or just the fresh dampness of the air that wafted
so forcefully through the tomb after so many years of
stillness, but whatever the cause, the effect was the same. Her
drled flesh, the halr tir@ﬂ her head, the very bomes of her
skull, became one swirling, eddylng column of dust that was
borne fof a second on the moving air and then scattered like
the spores of a pufibali tiironghont the diakening «Hantear.

We had no leisure to reflect upon this final dissolution of

250
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her poor clay, but rather had to scramble for the lanterns
where they rested on the floor near the bier, and pull back
out of sight against the wall to the left of the opening: The
draft had subsided, and whoever it was that had opened the
secret entrance that led from the bell tower must now be ap-
proaching the treasure chamber itself. We closed the panels
on our dark lanterns and walted in the pitch blackness as the
intruder came neat. Only the falntest sound of scufflling cams
to our ears, and that from far off. It seemed that we waited
forever, Nicholas tense and at the alert, one hand holding his
lamp, the other gripping the gun that still rested in his
trousers pocket. I stood en his left, my eyes fascinated by the
tiny pinpoints of light that glowed at the coiner jolnings of
the lantern in my hand.

Then suddenly the sounds of shufffimg feet were closer, and
accompanied by an angry whispering in a tongue I knew to
be Chinese. I leaned past Nicholas® form, a blacker shape in
the blackness of the chamber, and fixed my eyes upon the
spot where I knew the opening to be. At first all I saw was a
tiny constellation of red stars, the retained vision of the pin-
points of lantern light upon which my sights had been fixed.
Gradually, however, my eyes reaccustomed themselves to the
dark, and I could make out a faint moving light coming from
somewhere in the passage that led to the room where we
walted so tensely. My companion shifted, drawing in his
breath. The light grew closer and stronger, became a steady
breath that penetrated the room itself. There was a flash of
scatlet taffeta, and I knew all. Everything fell into place—all
that I had dreafred, all that 1 had suspected, all was eleatr.

Nicholas waited, still not knowing who she was, until the
figmure it resti—witvase fiacewussmuat il Humiiratet] Hyy tHee Hoeam aff
her lantera—had come all the Wéy into the room before he
threw open the shutter on hls own lamp and cast the rays
across her startled form. The boy whom she dragged by the
wrist behind her whimpered and cowered in the lamplight,
and finally, after steuggling from her grasp, ran back through
the portal and disappeared down the dark passageway.

Mrs, Ling cried out in anger and tumed as if to follow
him. Nicholas spoke sharply in Chinese, and she checked her-
self at once, turned, stood erect, and faced him with all the
imperious dignity she was wont fo have.

By this time my own lantern was unshuttered, and con-
tributed also to the light in the tomb, Slipping from my place
beside Nicholas, I once more circled the bier, now bereft of
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its human remains, and lit again with the matches in my
pocket the tall wax tapers around it. Setting my lamp upon a
chest against the far wall, I stood regarding the scene before
me with the detachment of an actor who, having played his
own small patt, stands in the wings and watches the scene
contifue upon the stage that he has just lefkl

Each of them. held his lantern upon the face of the other,
as if each knew the other to be the intruder. I surveyed Mrs,
Ling with fascination as the two of them sought to outface
each other, She was dressed in a fashionable if gaudy Paris
gown of scarlei taffeis, form-fitting and cut low in the bodice,
revealing that for all her neatly sixty years, she was a worman
of remarkable physical attractions, Her halt, though still in
the severe, knotted style that she always affected, was dressed
with diamoend clips, her neck and wrists swathed in similar
glittering stones that sent tiny flecks of white light dancing
abetit the walls and eellin ef the feugh -Hewn gtofie chamber.
The effest reminded me that had reflested
off the brass-and-gitt tﬂiﬂfmﬂgs 6R Ower's scaflet whiferm
that ai E%ht in the Aufsery. I Rad Rad a timent of avil
then, shiveriig inveluntakily at the sight of the blosdred
tunic, and even Rew I knew what lay ahead: “whe else must
Be let blesd, whe else is a “ M Reart hardened ia my

Beeast as 1 eeﬂiiﬂﬁ gﬂaﬁa hef Her Bﬁii& 88, 1eng as
dagaers, wers §£ﬁiﬁ u§ me Bizarte oF all, her
BliAG ye Was eae ﬁed afound’ hef
hiead with a ie 2 e vSfy diarmend @Fep-:

iﬂ
16t that Gusty a&e{ §EF?9 iR Bis 1gteF t8 me:

Nicholas sald not a word, but I could see the spots of color
on his broad cheeks, the pulslng of his temples, the convul-
sive twitch of his hand upon the gun concealed in his pocket.
They eyed each other as adversaries andTediuals, but I sensed
that he was too taken aback by the very presence of her in
the chamber, let alofie the strange pieture she presented .n
her flamboyant scatlet and dazzling jewels, to have full
ecefifand of himself. gﬂeﬂee, under ihe eirouristanees, was
his best recourse, and wisely, he ehese it

It was Mrs. Ling, not entirely ia eammand herself ¢ither,
who broke the unbearable tension mounti reasive,
stone-bound little foer. “We stand, Sit las
the treasure ehamber of our angesters.” Her words were eeal
and matter-of-fact, But her veice trembled ever so slightly.
Whatever she had expected to find this night in this place, she
had net expacted te eonfrant this Man.
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“Qur ancestors,” Mrs. Ling? What blood of yours makes
you dare to speak so? You were bought with a few coins, and
your birthright is a piece of paper in a lawyer’s legal jargon.”
He spoke with an icy, forbidding formality that would have
withered the very soul of a lesser woman than Mrs. Ling.

“So the story goes, nephew. What a fine, magnanimous man
was old Sir Hannibal Cheng”—she smiled ironically—"to
have teken pity on a nameless, half-blind girl child, to have .
bought her and brought her all the way back from China to
raise her as his own. What fools you all have been. Did it
never occur to anyone to wonder why he should have be-
haved so6? He knew China well, knew how many valueless in-
fants were sold as slaves or even lefi to dle. Why should he .
have pitied any of them? Why one? And if one, why only
one?

“No, Nicholas Cheng, I am of his own blood, and yours
. . . and this"—here she waved her hand across the room, in-
dicating with a gesture the treasure, which she had barely
glanced at In all the minutes she had been in the room—"this
is mine by right ot birth.”

He laughed contemptuously, in full command of himself
now, and I could tell that he was beginning to dismiss her as
a madwoman. Whatever else she was, I sensed that she was
not to be dismissed so lightly.

“He was my father, and he loved me,” she went on some-
what defensively, “as he loved my mother, who died giving
me life. There is a box In my room which contains the papers
that prove the story is true: the record of my birth in
Shanghai, Klangsu province, in 1825, together with the
record of the marriage of Sir Hannibal Cheng, Bart., t6 a lady
named Seo Mei Ling, daughter of a merchant of that city.”

“Why did he not acknowledge you? Or his mardage? Why
go through the charade of an adoption? He was a widower
by 1819, and therefore free to matry, free to acknowledge a
wife and children.” Nicholas' guestions cartied a note of gen-
uine curlosity as well as ehallenge if thee, I eould tell he
was beginnlng fo think hat she might well be speaking the
truth. I, for one, never doubted her. Whatever else she was,
she was fo liar.

“I do not know,” she answered sifiply, her tore betraying
that she had often asked heelf the safrie questions. Then she
Wient on more defiantly. "Perhaps because I was merely a girl
child. Perhaps becatise I was §0 ugly in his sight that he was
ashamed to own me as his bloed. I do Aot know.” Her veice
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was soft now. The pride she felt in herself as the blood
daughter of Sir Hannibal Cheng was mitigated by the p-in of
never having- been acknowledged by him. That she had
loved—even worshiped—the old man was obvious by her
tone when she spoke of him; that he had chosen to hide from
the world their true relationship was clearly an agony to her.
It had turned whatever softness there might have been in her
to stone, the heart within her to flirit

“He thought he had done enough for me—educated me,
loved me, left me an inheritance and a place here in this
house, But it wasn’t enough—not for me, He Toathed
William, my weak, soff gentle half-brother, ‘He wants spirit,'
the old man used to say, ‘not like ye are, Mei Ling, me little
0 ed tigress. If ye'd been born a man, girl, he used to
say, T'd truly have had a son ta be proud of. Ye fought yer
way out o' a dead woman’s belly and lived when they said

¢'d die: Ye saw when they said ye'd be blind, and even as a
abe, ye hung on. Ye endured storms and rough seas and sur-
vived a velyage halfway around the earth, like the pirates that
gired ye. If ye were me son, girl, ye'd be master o' Moon-
dragon in me wake, and I'd drown William for the useless,
weak-willed whelp that he be."

As she sdpc;ke. er; voice taking on the tone and aceent of a
mar long dead, I could see in her something that I had never
noticed before. She was like—very like—the portrait of old
Hannibal Cheng, but in a strange, elusive way: less in the
cast of her features than in the expressions that flitted across
them when she spoke in passion, Her mask of passiveness hid
a great mobility of feature that betrayed more than anything
else her resemblance to the Chengs. The imperious fire in her
was the fire of Sir Hannibal, and evensthat-of Nicholas him-
self. And now, as she spoke so hotly, her emotions greatly
stirred, her cheeks colored, even as did Nicholas’ own; her
teraples, too, thiobbed, While her build was tall and slender
and graceful, her features finer, moere cempletely ofiental, yet
in her whele aspeet 1 eould new see what nefie had seef in
all these years: ihiS weman was truly a Cheng—bleed of
ineir blasd and tiber of their fiker. Niehelas saw it tee, 1
eould isll; and grudgingly Bawed t8 her elaim.

“But you were not his sen. My father was, and therefore I
am master here.”

“For as long as you live.” Her voice was flat and cold and
deadly.
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“T'll live longer than you, Cheng Mel Ling,” he challenged,
the hand in his trousers pocket twitching ominously,

“Perhaps,” she remarked coolly.

There was a gauntlet down between them now, and as I
‘évatcl?ed. I knew they each intended the duel to be to the

eath.

“Should you die, Nicholas Cheng, the papers in my pos-
session prove that I am your heir, and my son the next
baronet of the line.”

“Your son.” He laughed mockingly. “He's an idiot and a
bastard to boot.”

“Yes,” she answered coldly, “He is both, but I have a . . «
a friend who is prepared to clalm that the boy is our lawfully
begotten son, born in wedlock of a secret marriage that an-
tedates the attack that I .., endured. Papers can be had for
a price—will be had for a price—to substantiate our claim.
Wealth such as this"—and here she let her one beady, bird-
ke eye range greedily about the room for ah instant—"can
grease many a venal palm. With wealth such as this, I can
buy some poor man's child for my daughter-in-law, and even
the likes of young Hannibal, fourth Baronet Cheng, whose
name will be changed by deed-poll to that of his grandfather,
should be able produce the eventual fifth of the line, don’t
you think? He does have an interest in the ladies, doesn't he,
Miss Fennora? Miss Paget would testify to that too, don’t you
think?" Her tone was mocking, and made me shudder, for T
remembered a more humane sentiment expressed by this
woman when she vowed that her son would aever commit the
?ame crime done by his “fathers,” as she had so feelingly put
t.

Hearing myself addressed thus, and so coldly, gave me a
start. She roused my ire now, as she once had my sympathy.
“An admirable plan of a dutiful mother, Cheng Mei Ling.” I
nodded sarcastically with a sardonie smirk. It was time that I
became more than an onleoker. I came out of the wings, so
to speak, and took the stage myself. The tone of my voice
was not lost upon her, but whatever I had expected of her,
the reply I recelved eame as a surprise. She did not attaclk,
haughty and imperious toward e as she was toward the maf
who was her fiephew, but' rather speke io me softly, ap-
geagng to My womaf's nature with a mother's voice and

eatt,

"My son is all that I have, Miss Fennora. Dees it surprise
you that I should wish to plan for his future? Is my duty to
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him. less because he is the way he s, the product of a rape
perpetrated upon his mother by a herd of animals?” She
looked at me with an unwonted sofiness in that one black eye
of hers, and my mind went back once more to that moraing,
weeks earlier, when I had seen that same eye shed upon the
bosom of my riding habit ene érystal tear of shame and seis
fow, The bend forged by that Siﬁ‘ﬂlé tear still held firm for
her, it seemed, At any rate, I eeuld tell she still assufied s
and meant to trade upen it yet, if “trade upen” was the #i

Ealrm. Seme trace of wemanly bend seered still t6 held Be-

86R U8,

“Is there any harm Iin him? His childish mind makes him
prankish and mischievous as 4 monkey, 1 know, but is there
any harm in him? Tonight he told me about this place , . .”
Here she broke off abf_ugtl and addeessed herself to Nicho-
tas. “Isn't it ironie, Nicholas, that all these years we have
searched for clues together, you and I: you salling the coasts
of China and Taiwan, and I researghing every old Ming and
Masehu manuseript that we eeuld find—and all the while tes
bey had Been finding his way dewn here for years. He only
discovered the entranee to the treasure, chamber a few days
ago, he swears, but if we had ever suspected that these tui-
Rels existed, we weuld have feund this feefi 1eng ago. ‘And a
little ehild shall lead them™ she said, 1augghm . U have
GV Sét ek Si0F BY {6 Chrisiian Hible, ut 1 find that
Eé‘aneg gf,ﬁds{ﬁ drell under ihe eircumsianees, den't yeu,

Nicholas made no reply, and the atmosphere in the op-
pressive tomb became as icy as it had formerly been between
the two. I broke in with a.milder challenge of my own in an
efffortt to distract them from their suddenly expressed but visi-
bly deepening mutual hatred.

“You say, Cheng Mel Ling, that there is no harm in the
boy. Do you know that he has at least twice been in my
rooms at night when I slepi?’ I dared not even mention
Owen, despite my suspicions,

“T know,” she answered simply, “and still I say so, Can
you not see that though he did come in upon you, that it was
not to hurt you?-He told me, confessed tonight in fact, what
he had done. He only wanted to give you the jewels, to give
gifts to the beautiful young woman he admires, and who, un-~
like most others, has been kind to him. He says yon have
fiever laughed at him of tutfied away or tebuffed him in dis-
gust, He was only trying to repay you in his own way. He
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would never have hurt you, but he was far too shy and afraid
of you to try to give you his gifs face to face.

1 felt myself, colloring wiith shame = the digpust 1 adl =l
ways felt for the ugly, pathetic creature who was Hannlbat
Ling. What sympathy and kindness I-had shown him was
more the product of my breeding and the dutiful Christian
charity that I had been taught than out of any genuine, heatt-
felt concern for him as a human being. The revelation of the
boy's pitiful gratitude and generosity towatd me, wiiless
though he was, was a reproach to my unfeeling disdain of
him, and 1 felt no 1ltie remorse.

“T do not mean to blame you or embarrass you, Miss Fen-
nora. I see what he Is in the eyes of others and do not blame
you for your natural feelings of revulsion toward him. I only
ask that you understand him and pity the boy. Is he to be
blamed for what he 1s?” Mrs. Ling was speaking softly again,
and seemingly from the heart, appealing to me woman to
woinan.

“No, he is not to be blamed. Nos"—and here my volce
hardened, even as 1 fought against the spell of her appeal and
endeavored to steel my heart agalnst her—"ner is he to be
used, Cheng Mei Ling. Nt evxéen By Hits greestly mustter santl
her ambitious, grudge-beating paramoui.”

“Her paramour,” Nicholas broke in. It had cleatly never
occurted to him that Mts. Ling might have a lover, Some-
how, even the bizarre and gaudy finery that she wore had not
brought the possibility home to him,

She laughed derdsively at him. “Does it surptise you, Nich-
olas? Do you think that I dress like this to sit alone in my
rooms at night with my idiot son? Of that I wear scarlet and
diamonds to explore the depths of Moondragon in the dead
of night? Yes, I have a lover,” she hissed, turning on us both
with a strange defensive pride,

“Twenty years ago, I was stlll a young woman, but spotless
and untouched; an innocent. No man of my own blood
wanted me, ugly and ‘evill* of eye as I was 10 such supersti-
tious fools. More than that—my father had educated me
above any man of my own blood, had glven me wealth and
taste beyond the reach of any man on this estate. T was fit
only for a white man, but what white man would ever desire
ofie such as 1?

“Then there came that nlght of nights, the night of terror
when my son was conceived by his many fathers” Her
words, spat out on the still, candlelit air, sent a shiver
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through me, and once more I saw the scene, heard the
sounds, even as I had on that meraing in the ceach heuse
when I had chaneed to touch the litile mildewed peny ifap.
“Whatever else that night accemplished for- e, did (o me, X
awakened me te the ene thing in me that 1 had never ss-
pected—iiy wemanheod. it shamed me at first; 1Anecent that
I was, t0 knew that i really wanied this sesret, wgwi
pleasure—the toueh of man. I had i8 qpfet_eﬁ.d shame when
the ey came, bt sesretly T was proud within me i8 Have
berie hif, t6 give him stek and kAow the pleastires it gives a
weman 6 Aurse Rer BwA 86R:

“It wasn’t enough, though. I had been violated, and for
that I still had te have my revenge. It was my honor and the
honor of my bleed that drove me te it. I had Autsed the
desire for it within me for all these menths while I carfied
my sofi, I Aursed it within me even as I held Him at my
breast, But when it beeatne elear that the bey weuld never be
tight, that he had been hern a half-wit, my fury keew e
bounds. Whatever Plﬁﬁﬁ I had had in the past fof punishing
ihese seven devils, I knew then that there weuld be abseluiely
fe fherey fremm e. I wanted i6 pluek the very hearts frem
their bedies—every ene of them.”

“That's very nearly what you did, isn’t it, Cheng Mei
Ling?” Nicholas Enromented qufetly, with understanding and
even a sort of admiration i his voice.

She ignored his remark and went on. “One by one they
died, slowly and in agony, properly mutilated for their partic-
ular act of violence. Yoit were only a boy then, Nicholas, but
I am sure that you have sifice heard the stories.”

“I have read the transcripts of the coroner's inquests, in
fact. I dont suppose there was a man in these parts who
didn’t know where the ‘petsan ot persons unknown’ could be
found. The name of Cheng and the foul nature of the origi-
nal erime are all that saved you.” He spoke very matter-of-
faetly, as if the_takmg of the law Into her own bloody hands
had been her right. “1 sheuld have known that you were a
Cheng, if aﬂg By the very natufe of élﬁlif fevenge, You are
fight, lady. Yeu are a fifting descendant of pirates, a true
daughter of if Hannibal Cheng.”

She nodded proucly to him in acknowledgment of his com-
pliment, which was no idle one, but meant with great sincer-
ity. She could not resist temptation, however, and had to
challenge him now, once she had won from him his praise.

“It was not only the name of Cheng that saved me, Sir
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Nicholas. There was another name—powerful as. your
own—that was used to ald me in my escape from punishment
for my most justifiable revenge.” She paused, holdlag back
the revelation of the hated name for dramatic effect.

"Adrigole, wasn't it?” I drawled casually, bent on denying
her and her small trlumph,

She snarled at me in surprise and anger, while Nicholas
hissed audibly at the name.

“How came you each to discover in the other the perfect
consort for your lusts and ambitions? Was it murder that
united you, or merely the mutual desire to bring down your
half-brother’s son? Both perhaps?” My guesses hit home. She
was angry now to have had her secret so easily prized by me.

“You claim to be a Cheng, and yet you ally yourself with
the Whites of Adrigole? You let that man use you to bring
down this house—our house? Te loot the treasure of our
common ancestors?”’ There was nothing of admiration in
Nicholas' voice now; only cold disdain. *You fool.”

“Am I? It may be that I am! Who knows?” She was cool
again. She turmmed back to me and spoke levelly, endeavoring
to explain and justify herself perhaps, but also to shock me,
as if now that she had revealed them, she must boast of her
shameful, worldly ways in order to reassure-herself before an-
other of her own sex.

*He came upon me one night along the shores of the inlet
near Adrigole. I, was reveliog in tormenting the <ssexonil aff
those who had been my tormentors, and he watched me, It
excited him, he confessed to me later, even as it was exciting
me to be doing what it was that I did. He came to me as 1
was finishing my work, and we finished it together, united
from that moment on in a bond of blood and passion.” Her
voice was cold and insinuating and full of pride. She was re-
living the grotesque scene even as she spoke, quiet madness
lurking in that one bright, birdlike eye of hers,

"God, Deirdre, she’s Insane,” Nicholas whispered. She
seetned not to hear him.

I ignored his indiscreet remark and spoke to. her instead,
trying to confirm something that I suspected. “Whenever you
had to go to England for Nicholas to research Chinese
manuscripts in the British Museum library—"

“That has only been for the last five or six years, but it has
been wonderful for us,” she Interrupted, answering my ques-
tion before I had even had a chance to.ask it. “He would ar-
range to get away, and we would live together in London.
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We lived lneoghite, but navertheless we lived as we esuld
never live here—passionately and lavishly. But never lavishly
enough for our tastes, and se we devised the plan te find ths
treasure for Gwselves and i6 elaim Meendragen fer me and
my son. Why, Nichelas, do yeu think I was s8 helpful 8
you? Out 6f generosity? Ouf ot my leyally 18 yeu? She
srieered at hif contemptuomsly, and then went eh. “We 8x-
peeted, even as yau did, 8 Have 18 sall 8 EhiRa eveniually in
order to find all this"—and }?Efs she enes again §H§é@¥é aLl
L B e

} — 1 7]
thanks ie iha? BoaF 166l éW%ﬂ:t ?éali fﬁE‘HEE l&L@& %{H, y8H
gaﬂgwéaﬂd fy dear $6f; tAal JeurAey 13 e 18Ager ABees:

“And so you've allled yourself against your own bleod with
the likes of Arthur White, Eatrl of Adrigole? Are you fool
enough, woman, to think that he'll actually marey you?”
There was niothing but cold centempt now in Nicholas' velee.

“Do you think that he will not marey me, Nicholas
Cheng?” Her question had an |asinuating tone In it again.

“He's using you to get back at me, His people have hated
us for generations. He'd do anything to fuln us, save risk his
own life, coward fihat he is.”

“You think he wifl not marey me, Nicholas?” she reiter-
ated, evidently fascinated by the question. “You think that he
is using me?" There was something in her tone that warned
me to bewate of het. There was something she was about to
teveal. "I tell you this, nephew: he has every right to use me,
and he uses me well?”’ She smirked triumphantly, "“And you
are right, hie will Aet marry e, Thete is ne need he should,
for vou ses, we are already man and-wife!” She speke these
last werds. its a whisper that was sharp and distinet upen the
still air of the stene shamber.

“1 am the Countess of Adtigole and have been for four
years now. It will not take much more than a little gold in
the right quarter to make this secret marriage appear to be
one of mafy yeats' duration. My son will bave a name and
a birthtight, and Arthur and 1 shall reign in your place at
Moondragon. A pretty piciufe to have in your mind's eye as
you g6 dewn to youf death, Mitahss CHreng?”' sie stivereet
at him sentempiuously.

“Have a care, Countess,” he spat back at her, fingering the
gun in his right-hand pocket menacingly.

Sensing danger in the very stillness of that dreadful atmo-
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sphere, I slid the poker out of my belt and held it firmly in
my hand, conceallng it in the folds of my dressing gown,
even though it was still protected from Mrs. Ling's sight by
the massive stone bier between us.

“Don’t worry about a thing, Mei Ling, me pet. Oi've got
the haughty Baronet Cheng quite well covered.” The lilting
Trish brogue of the Earl of Adrigole came echoing out of the
dark passage that led back.to the cul-de-sac. A beam of
lantern light appeared, followed by the carl himself, drag-
ging the whimpering form of Hannibal Ling along with him,
even as Mrs. Ling had done herself only a short while before.
The little rotund man was dressed in blue, just as he had
been at the ball. T confirmed what I had known all along.
The man I had seea in the shadows of the garden on that
night, the man Owen had seen from time to time lurking
about the house, was not, as he had suspected, Captaln Isaac
Vreeland, but actually the Earl of Adrigole.

“Get on In there, me boyo,” he ordered, thrusting the poor
creature ahead of him through the opening. Hannibal slunk
behind his mother and cowered down beside the open box of
antlque weapons that rested by the entrance to the passage-
way. “Ol found the young scamp playin’ about in the garden.
When he saw me, he took afi leike a rabbit, and into the bell
tower. There were flags up out o' the floor, and steps leadin’
down. Of caught up with him there and dragged him along
till Ol found you.”

Mrs. Ling looked at him gratefully. By the relieved ex-
pression on her face, I knew that she had been expecting him
momentarily and had been biding her time till his arrival.
“The boy led me to this place just a while ago,” she ex-
plained to him hastily. “I left the entranee open if hopes that
you'd find it and follow. These two were here ahead of me.”

“Oh, and were they now? Maybe lt's them, then, that did
for the so-called ‘Captaifi® Sarsfield-Yones.” The ruddy-faced,
cheruble little man bent his head and came the rest of the
way into the chamber as he spoke. Nicholas, standing on the
earl's left as he entered, fade, a sudden move; but was
cheeked by a wave of the large gun in his enemy's hand,

“Wisdom's the better part o' valor, me bucko,” the older
man warned mildly. *De behave, for Oi'm a dandy shot with
this piece, and at such close range, Oi'd make quite a mess
out & ya before yer lady friend's oiyes. Ya wouldna't want
that, now, would ye, 1ad?” He turned his eyes on his wife,
“Do ya think it was them, pet?” he asked again.
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“No,” she confessed, turninig t6 Hannibal, who slink far-
:Eerbmq’ the shadows Behind her, “1I thifik it must have’been

e boy.

I looked beyond her at the ereature eowering in the fieek
beside the old chest. He was tindless and pathetio. All
thoughts of revenge left e, Owen had been killed for neth-
ing, and by someone from whem nature heiself had already
extracted the most tertible revenge of all. The little eafi
grunted apd waved his gun teward Nicholas with vague mens
ace. Nicholas hiraself said nething, but his eeler rose. He was
containing his tefmper, But only Besause he had net get the
upper hand, His %ﬁﬁ, ledged as it was iA Ri§ pecket, was a8
good as useless. Thee had te be seme distraciion A order
that he might free it for use. I pressed eleser to the Bier, bent
on keeping my peker sut of sight. The Earl of Adrigale Iet
his eyes roam around the litle roem. They glittered in appre-
elatien of what he saw.

“Well, mirt this foine, now? It’'s been hers at Moondragon
all the while. That's quite a joke, ain’t it, girl?' He laughed
merrily, but stopped abruptly and with unctuous menace in
bis voice shot a warning at Nicholas, who had moved slightly.
“Have a cate, boyo. Oi'm not much coneerned with killia* ye,
but a gun goln” aff ,in this stone room would make an awful
racket, and Of've siich sensative ears, sa do spare me,”

“Arthur, it was Hannibal that found the treasure for us.”
Mus. Ling spoke up qulckly, as if she herself wished to avoid
the trouble that his voice threatened.

“Was it, now? That's a good boy, young master Hannibal.
We shall have to see he has an extra good tea tomorrow,
shan’t we, pet?” He spoke glibly, with a patronizing tone that
made me loathe him even mere than Lhap when I had first
heard him speaking to Gusty Pe?et on~the night of the
Moondragon ball. Something passed across the Impassive face
of Mrs. Ling that made me think he affected her in a similar
way. She needed him, however. I suspecied that she did not
count on needing Mm fer leng. Distracted by the sights of
Sgléﬂd@f and wealth around hifa if the chamber, he elreled
the reef with bright, greedy blue eyes that toek in evg%/-
thing there was t6 see, The stacks of bullien particularly
pleased him,

"Well, Mel Ling, it looks as if we’re going to be very, very
rich.” He sirolled areund the bier with seeming casualness,
his eyes taking in the golden candlesticks, the hoard of
golden artifacts ranged areund the base ef the stene. “OR,
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we're going ta be very rich, my pet,” he reiterated with a
chortle of pleasure, “How much do they know of our plans?”
he asked his wife, his eyes still greedily surveying the room,

“They know that I am your countess, that the boy will be
the fourth baronet—"

He laughed jovially, “Aln't that afiittin™end ta the plagucy
Chengs o* Moondragon, Sir Nicholas? Now, Oi ask ye, boyo,
can ye think of a greater pleasure for me than ta see ya dead
and Mei Ling’s half-wit bastard ensconced here as the fourth
baronet o the loine? Why, it's even worth claimin’ the poor
creature’s me own blood ta accomplish that bit o’ knavery.”
There was a twinkle of pure malevolence in his elear, lcy
blue eyes.

“You can hear him speak this way of our name, Cheng
Mei Ling, and still join him in his foul scheming?” Nicholas
asked his aunt contemptuously, “Can't you see that he Is the
most sardonic, devilish troublemaker that's ever breathed?
He'd lie and cheat and debase even himself to settle some ri-
diculous score with us and ours.”

“Say on, boyo. Oi'm lovin’ it all,” the cherubic, rotund
little man cried out heartily.

“You haven't said anything I do not.know already,
nephew,” the woman in scarlet and diamonds answered, her
voice as hard and metallic as the long green bronze poniard
that she had picked out of the chest of weapons at her side.
She held it before her and stroked it absently as she spoke,
“And why shetild I have any greai concern for the eveniual
fate of our heuse, eur line? My father denied fhe fay tm@
pame and J birtheight, elaiming £e the werld that I
fﬁefely an adepted feupdling %& o gavs kept aae ffeﬁa

Hi
6ing Feee a5 A £hen bu {ﬁ
oo % 9§9Hf Biged, iﬁae

Swljg oF { ‘éfH
Hy, l when stﬁ Wﬂg& e E@ﬁﬁ%& &h {HEE-
& ,§g§ ﬁ{ﬂti Rt Hahk: &&H[% éﬂ?ﬂ@?

"Quite right, Countess,” he agreed, smillng sardonieally.
Like him, I too detected that.in reveling so proudly in her
own heritage, she forget that what held teue for her was alse
true of the man she agdressed,

“This' man, my husband, and I are partnets. Bach of us in
our own way desires the samie thing, the desiruction of
William Cheng’s line, your life, Sir Nichelas.” I detected at
once how carefully chesen were her words. “Willlam Cheng's

B

CID

E:Dm



264 MOONIBE2A GON

line” she had said. Her own line, in the person of her son,
she intended to go on.

“Aye, boyo, it's the way o* the world. She wants your end
ta make way for her son and herself, and she’ll have it, too.
01 want an end ta the Cheng family, and Of'll have'that—the
last o’ an igneble loifis a half-wit—and so end the haughty
Chengs o' Baniry Bay.” Hete he laughed, his cheruble red
tace transformed into that of a debauched devil by the dim,
flickering light of the erowded and oppressive litlle ehatmber,
And suddenly I knew why Mrs, Lifg's werds had been so
carefully chosen. She, ualike the earl, had fe intention that
the Cheng line end with her son. The subtle disparity, 1 de-
tected, was fot lost ipen Nicholas, either,

“Why, Cheng Mei Ling,” Nicholas chided in a smooth, ofly
tone so unlike his usual manner of speaking that it took me
aback, "you-Hpnaittt eariiiell o Hepes foor i Wi to Hiim.
Doesn't he kaow that you Pl&ﬂ that young Hannibal make
him a grandfather semeday?”

She’s pullin* yer leg, son.” The ear] smiled benignly, mov-
ing past me slowly as he surveyed the closed boxes and chests
along fire wall behind me. Of ail of us, he was the most dis-
tracted by the contents of the room and the untold wealth
that it held.

"“Just whose led is it you are pulling, Cheng Mei Ling?”
Nicholas asked. His volce was erafty.

She stood, silent and enigmatic, her face Impassive, her fig-
ure exotic and almost gorgeously grotesque in its scarlet taf-
feta and masses of reflecting idamonds. I all went according
to their plans and she was able to establish her son as the
fourth Baronet Cheng, I had no need to wonder which of
these two corrupt, greedy souls would pain the mest and
which would die first. I sensed that tfiere-was little honor be-
tween these thieves, but that ihe Earl of Adrigole, for all his
conniving ways, was n6 mateh for the likes of his countess.
He was the more naive of the two, I suspected, more a slave
to his passions and henee mera at the meroy of this bizarre
and lustful woman who had been capable of masking her
trie chatacter and inelinatiens frem her ewn household for
years and seerned herself to be at the metey of nothing and
e efe,

T had kept silent for some time now, watching for an op-
portunity to help Nicholas gain the upper hand. Fortunately,
the two of them, eart and countess together, were bent on
their welling hatred of Nicholas and thought little of me. Nei-
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ther of them seemed to realize that he had a gun in his
pocket, though the earl was cautious enough to keep his own

on at the ready and pointed mofe of less steadily at
Nieholas as he circled the reom.

Now he came around % ast me on my right, holding the
gun in his left hand—for he was sinisier in more ways than
one—and stopped near the end of the bier. The gn was
trained on his enemy now, and I eould see that the iingef
moved restleasly on the tf-llgéf 1t weuld pet be long new, 1
knew. 1 shet a glance of warning at Nichelas and dared te
mave my Hght arm shghtly ﬁg&iﬂﬁi the Blef, {UFRIAG Y eyes
%ﬁg thgf £l 6f Adﬁge ] {s&g& d. 1 heoped he understeed
ke m m b §a§¢f9u §§\¥ iy 8 Bﬁ! aﬁdi ieeks seslf@

and stlent

%@%—?g@ §€H§ g Undersieed Mg, ﬁﬁ 0t Hi%ié Hy

Nicholas had, but an hour or so earlier, wished on my be-
half that 1 mlght never have to strike a blow in anger, "Or if
1 must, may I sirike well,” I had retoried wiih a smile. Now 1
lashed out, striking that very blow, though fiot 0 much in an-
ger as out of fiegessity and in eefd implacable hatred of the
unctuous, leathseme little man whe wetild destrey Sir Nicho-
las Chieng and end his line in ipReminy,

I struck well and truly, smashing down with all my might
apainst his arm. He dropped the gun with a cry of anguish as’
1 raised the poker again and sent it down once more for good
neasure, The second blow landed on his lefé shoulder and
across his neck, for he had deubled up in pain fronn the first.
He went orashing te the floeF iR a olatter of overturaing arti-
faets nestled aretind the Base of the stene biet.

1 turped my attention then to Nicholas, whose own gun
was fniowhere to be seen. Rather he was ﬁrappling hand to
hand with Mrs. Ling, who fought him like a tigress, en-
deavoring by sheer will alone—for her physical strength
could ot begin to equal that of her nephew—to plunge the
long preen bronze poniard inte his breast, The two were snafl-
ing like beasts and leeked like a pair of Chinese derens in
the dim, filtekemmokiohi of the small, litiered Foom.

Finglly he overpowered her, thrustlng her against the bier,
where she crumpled, spent afd out of breath. It was then that
1 savr wited had 251 stiacked the ean.

Nieholas had tutned toward us, pulling his own gun from
his pocket as hie did, but not in time to prevent his aunt from
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lunging at bim with the dagger. He had faised his right arm
instinctively to ward off the blow, and it had received the
point she had intended for his heart. The gun had dropped,
and they had grappled wildly with each othef.

Nicholas looked first at Adrigole, who was now barely con-
scious, and then at me, with admiration in his eyes, gasping
out a few words of praise. “Matwelous woman! You've put
him quite out of the picture.” I handed him my poker with
trembling hands, for I was beginning to feel the effects upon
my nerves of that dreadful night, and stood back so he would
have a clear view of both the earl and his countess.

“Are you all right, Nicholas?” I asked in alarm, for his
white shirt, his right arm, and his hand were running red with
blood. His gun, lyifng at his feet, was now in the eenter of an
ever-widening poe] of gore. “I've got to get you out of here
and send for a dector, What shall we de with these two?"

“Bind 'em up in your erochet cotton and hold 'em for the
police.” He grimaced, gasping with exhaustion and the in-
creasing loss of blood,

“For God's sake, this is no laughing matter, Nicholas.”

“T know, girl. Quiet. I'ra thinking. Maybe you had better
run and get Shi Fu and some of the servants. No, on second
thought, I'm not sure I can hold these two at bay that long.
Adrigole may conle around.”

“Can we back out and leave them locked in here while
we_ L

“That's it! Clever girl.” He said no more, for at that mo-
ment his eyes began to lose their focus, and I could see that
he was about to black out.

*“Nicholas,” I cried out, and losing my head completely,
ran toward him, trying.to catch him in my arms as his knees
buckled and he fell to the floor. Of the-gun, I thought noth-
ing, fool that I was.

MrsALing let out a cry of triumph and leaped forward
toward us. In her hand, which she held poised above me, she
brandished the long green dagger, its point already red with
the blood of Sir Nicholas Cheng. In a moment it would all be
over, I thought in panic as I sought to ward off the blow I
knew was coming.

We were sealed up in the small oppressive chamber, now
with the stone in place behind us, but by the light of a dozen
lanterns and the four great tapers ramged around the empty
bier, it held few terrors for us now.
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Nicholas® arm was bound up In a sling, and on the stone
floor the dpools of blood that had flowed rom his wound had
dried and were brown and innoecuous to the sight. Only one
thing in all the chamber still truly evoked the violence that
had occurred within its walls, and that was, like the dried
brown marks oA thefles;.a bleodstain,

The two of us stood before it for a minute, each thinking
his own thoughts, but then Nicholas summed it up with a few
qulet words! “Thank God, Deirdre, for poor Hannibal Ling™

“Yes.” 1 nodded simply, and looked again at the single,
bloody handprint that marred the pristine side of the stone
bler on which Moon Pearl—my Lady of the Dmigon—m
rested. It was not the boy's blood that had made that clear,
petfect print on the stone, but rather his mother’s, as, in her
death agony, she had fallen and seught to turn herself to face
and aseuse the uARatral SQH whe weld strike down his ewn

mether. It was to save me %E ¢ had struck out at her, for
as she heﬁett had §aid twas e "Be tiful yeuﬁg woman he
Fg af a8 beeﬁ d 9 Blﬁ.‘l,"
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drooling. When Be saw that she was dead, he seemed te feal-
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and ran from the room like the devil himself was after him.
All the way through the long passages of the secrei tunnels of
Moondragon, I eould hear the evet-receding echoes of his ag-
onized and mournful ery of hortor at what he had done.
Both Nicholas and the Earl of Adrigole came to at about the
same time, but while Nicholas l1ooked upon the corpse of her
Wino had been Cheng Mei Ling, his aust, and Mss, Ling, his
housekeeper, with unconcealed delight, Arthur White, Earl of
Adrigole, looked at the bedy of his wife, the Countess Mei
Ling, in shock, afid evefi, I 6ould see, some genuine sorrow.
He staggered u%_ eblivieus that I new held his ewn gun en
him, and with his smashed shoulder and afm hanging gro-
tesquely, stood over his wife’s bedy for a minute.

“It's all up with us new, isn’t it, pet?” he whispered, and
went past us toward the passage, as one in a daze.

“Stop where you are,” I eatled afier him, but he seemed
not to hear me,

“Let him go, Deirdre,” Nicholas sald softly. "Can’t you see
he doesn’t know what he's about? He's good for nothing as
he is, and can't get far. I'll cateh up with him later.”

~Nicholas was right, of course. And in the end, there had
been no need to pursue him at all. The next morning some
farmers found his body In a ditch a few miles from his seat.
His horse grazed'wuiiztly nearby. It was thought that while
out riding in the night, as was his habit, the Earl of Adrigole
had had a heart attack and fallen from his mount, breaking
his arm and shoulder in the process. He had died of exposure
and as a result of his injurles. It was a convenient if not a
wholly just end to one who had contemplated a far worse
fate than that for Sir Nichelas Cheng.

I bound his arm and helped Nicholas back up into the li-
brary and summened Shi Fu. Together We-got him the rest of
the way upstairs to his own rooms. A doctor was sent for,
and while Nicholas waited his arrival under the care of some
hastily roused servants, Shl Fu and I went back down into
the secret recesses of Moondragon and carried Mrs. Ling out
of the treasure chamber and into the cul-de-sac. I had the
presence of mind to bring along with her body a numben of
antique weapons from the chest withia the chamber and heap
them in one corner of the tuanel near her body. Then, send-
ing Shi Fu back upstairs so thai he would not see the
mechanisms that controlled the entrance to the treasure, I re-
closed the room ftself, the shert passage leading to it,
openings of the two guardian lions, and the tunnel leading to



No'il Yreeland Cattiar 269

the bell tower. It was a frightening task, alone in the grim
confines of those oppressive tunnels, but the necessity made
me work with a will,

The next day, Sir Nicholas was sufficiently recovered to
speak to the authorities from -Bamtry and explain how his
housekeeper’s imbecile son had found a cache of old weapons
in a subterranean passage and had gone berserk, killing first
his master's uncle, Captain Owen Sarsfield-Jpnes, and then his
own mother, Cheng Mel Ling, known commonly as Mirs,
Ling, Sir Nicholas himself had been wounded in a vain at-
tempt to subdue the boy.

Hannibal Ling, whatever he had been before, was now to-
tally mad. He lived for several days in and around the envi-
rons of the great house, eluding all efffurts to capture him, On
the day of his mother’s funeral, however, the huge “death
bell” in the tower rang again, not the constant, implacable
knelling that had been rung for Owen, but rather two great
peals followed by a crazily disordered jangle. By the time we
reached the tower, the bell was stlil and Hanmibal Ling's
death struggles were over. He had hung himself by the rope
of the huge bronze bell and now swung over the very spot
where he had killed Owen. We deduced the sequence of
events that had led to that tfagedy by plecing together what
little we knew and by the use of ouf reasoning powets, for
none remained -allve to tetl the story, Owen must have found
the treasure chamber that last night of his life and have
emerged from the secret tunnel inte the bell tower earrying
the ancient Chinese swerd as ﬂaf@@t of his discovery. He had
probably laid it down en the Hagsiene flesr as he bent te re-
place the stones that eencealed the steps, It must have been
then that Hannibal Ling struck, killing Owen with the safe
kind of forcefull two-handed blew that he had later used to
slay his moiher,

Thus it was that we eame to stand side by side in the
treasure chamber that had been the temb of the Lady Moon
Pearl, looking down at the bioody haﬂd?fiﬂt that sullled and
dishonored what had been that neble fady's last resting place.

“T ought to wash away that blood,” I said.

“Why? She was as much a Cheng as any of her forebears,
Her blood is here by right, as is mine,” he said, scuffing his
fgotﬂthoughtfully on the dried stain of his own bloed tpen
the floor.

“Nicholas, she wotild have killed you,” I protested.
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“As I would have kitled her if I had had the chance,” he
answered. “Hannibal beat me to it,” he added simply.

We spent many an hour over the next several days in that
silent stone chamber going through the many chests, boxes,
and baskets that were plled abotit the walls, and thaugh nei-
ther of us sald anything about it, we were deeply disap-
pointed when at the end of our searches we still had not
found the Dragon of the Moon, which represented to each of
us the greatest treasure of all. Of pearls there were countless
thousands, but nene like the Moon Pearl of my visions; of
golden necklaces and jewels, there were scores, but fione to
match the matehless Moondragon. No single ornameat, how-
ever priceless—and there were hundreds in the room-—cotild
satisfy the unspoken longing we both shared to see the
Dragon of the Mesen, which had been given to the Lady Ywe
Liang Jenju by her emperer, Shen Tsung, to conmmemeorate
his 1eve afd o ateh hef ewh unsuEpassed beauty.

“It isn’t here,” Nicholas sald at last, and had no need to
elaborate; we both knew exactly what he meant.

“I was so sure it would be,” I lamented.

“Dammit, it must be here. It has to be,” he shouted in an
excess of emotion. *1 want it, I tell you.”

“Yes,” T agreed dryly, “your bride is going to wear it on
her wedding night”* A vision of the Honorable Victoria Paget
wearing the Dragon of the Moon flashed before my eyes.
Damn her, I thought, my gaze sweeping over the bier upon
which my beautiful Lady of the Dragon had once rested.
Only the long blanketlike and shapeless remnants of her dete-
rioraied robe and alippets remmaifed on the stone slab. The
fings, claws, and ene bracelet that had been on her fingers
and wiist, we Bad found where they lay scattered upon it.
Neither of m wished o disturb the clothing any fiarther.
After all, it was all that refained of the eafthly being that
had been the Lady Meen Pearl.

Looking sadly down upon those poor relics, T was moved
to think back to that first time I had seen her—how she had
come slowly and mafestieally across the square, gazed up at
me and, opening the high neck of her golden robe, bared her
throat and breast te show e, .. .

“Nicholas,” I cried. “It is here after all, in the one place
that we have not disturbed. Tt lies within the neck of the robe
she wore. It is right here before our very eyes.”

Without a word, gently, and with reverence, Nicholas
moved to the bier and parted the layers of cloth, to reveal,
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untouched by time and corruption, the Moondragon liself.
Neither of us could utter a word, but rather stared at it for a
long moment, completely tramsfixed by its beauity,

It was of solid gold, each glittering scale a moving link,
enameled in shades of palest to deepest blue. The head was
minutely detailed and set with wickedly glittering ruby eyes;
each of its four claws held in large, crudely cut but highly
polished jewel. As Nicholas picked it up in his hands, the
body of the cunningly wrought and wicked liitle beast
writhed and twisted. So perfectly was it made that it moved
as a llving creature in his grasp. He carefully lifted it out of
the dusty, crumbling folds of the robe, revealing, as he did,
the Moon Pearl itself, a huge, rather elongated baroque peatl
nearly three inches in diameter and of the most perfect, ir-
idescent silvery whiteness imaglnable, 1t seemed to me as 1
gazed upon it that no blending of the arts of man and naiure
could be more magnificent than the combination of that per-
fectly fashioned golden dragon and the glowing pearl that
hung from its jaws.

“Can you think of a more wonderful wedding gift?” Nich-
olas asked. ,

“No,” I answered through gritted teeth. It galled me to
think of that venal, empty-headed fortune-hunter wearing the
Moondragon, living in the great English country houses that
the treasure would buy for her, ruining with her selfishness
and greed a man who deserved so much more. I could not
bold my tengue any longer.

“Well, Sir Nicholas, you have all you could desire now—
the treasure, the necklace, and your bride, If all this-can’t
buy her for you, then nothing can,” I snapped peevishly.

“And what in God’s name do you mean by that, girl?”

"Why, nothing, sir, nothing at all. Only, it must make you
very happy to know that you have enough money now to buy
the love of the Honorable Miss Paget, Why, there must be
enough here to make her quite forget the Chinese in you, for
& while at any rate. The more houses you can build for her,
the more carriages she can have, the more Irish you'll seem
to her, I'm sure. The trouble is, soon you'll have to pay her
to forget you're Irish, too. In time, even that won't be good
enough, you know.”

“You bitch,” he murmured,

“Do 1 offend you, Sir Nicholas? Pray forgive me. You
know, it occurs to me that the Marlborough House set in-
cludes the Rothschilds, and the queen has bestowed a peerage
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on Disraeli. Why, with any lugk and a large enough donation
of Chinese jades and manuseripts to the British Museum, the
En?(llsh raay even everleok your bleedlines leng enough to
make you a peer. I'm sure the Honotable Victoria weuld
adore o be the first Lady Meondragon, milerd.”

“What a nasty, evil-minded wench you are,” He smiled. I
was too angry by fniow not to continue, and he gave me my
head with a funny gleam in his long, dark eyes.

“How can you care so for such a silly, selfish, vain, empty-
headed, Ffejudieed little fortune-hunter as she? She doesn't
care a Eﬂ for yeu, you know. But go ahead if you must;
marry that venal English biteh and see what it gets you, 1
don't need the ‘sight' to predict the future of that union.” He
said fiot a word,

“You'll get a sickly, pale English son off her, and maybe a
daughter if she's generous, but then you'll find her more and
more In Londen with her own 'set,’ while you spend all your
time here pining for her or else following her from eountry
house to country house iR England like a pet dog, and a
damned quaint one, at that; half Pekingese and half Irish
wolfheund, My Ged, mas, yeu'll ceme te hate yeurself.”

“You bad-tempered, mean little vixen,” he said mildly, still
with that gleam, in his eye, “I'm nobody's pet dog, and you
know it."

“No, you're not—not now—but how long do you think it
will take? God, you're too fine a man, have too great a mind
and spirit for such a mateh as that, Find someone who values
you for what you are—for the Chinese fn you as well as the
Irish, for your bloed and your brains and your manhood, not
for this!" 1 shouted, waving my hand over the great fortune
that lay heaped about the reem,

“Why, even If zgsu were as pemnilhsss@S: a pauper, you'd be
worth all the dukes and earls and nobles of Bngland to a
woman who truly leved you. Dammit, men are such fools,” I
exclaimed, stamping mﬁet in sheer pique. But was it
pigue? Maybe it was selfishness 6 my patt. I would miss this
very davil of a man so mueh new that my reasens for being
here at MesRdragen were ending.

“Are you quite finished now, Deirdre?” he asked quietly,
fingering the necklace in his hand thoughtfully.

“Quite, Sir Nichelas. There Is really nothing more to say,”
I answered. My ire was spent, and I actually felt rather foolish
for having spoken out s vehemently, but the very thought of
the Honofrable Miss Paget made me see red and lose all sense
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of proportion and reason. She dida't deserve him! She didn't
Iove Him. She wouldn't care for him and understand Hhis
nature and his needs. Oh, damn her eyes!

“Well, you had better take this, you hot-tempered Irish
witch, or there'll be no peace. It's yours, after all.” And with
those affectiomate remarks, Sir Nicholas tossed the priceless
Moondragon across the bler at me.

1 caught it just in time to keep it from smashing onto the
floer, and lingered it lovingly for a moment, seeing it through
a blur of tears. “I can't fake this,” 1 demurred. “You've
vowed to give it to your wife on her wedding night.”

“Aye, so I have,” he concutred gently, “Take it, I say, but
don't wear it till we've been marrled.”

“Till we’ve been married?” 1 stammered as my heart flut-
tered in my breast like a caged bird. 1 could have eried in
sheer joy. Wasn't it just what I had wanted all along, and
what 1 had fought and buried in the depths of my proud
heart, out of fear that it would never come to pass, that it
was but an impossible dream?

“Of course!” he was answerlng me, “You don’t really think
I'd cross the water again for a wife, when all along, like the
treasute itself, she’s been right hete at Moondragon?”

“Nicholas!”

"Besides,” he went on, *do you think my mother would
gver let me hear the end of it If I gave her English grandchil-

ren?”’

“Is that why you're matrying me? Because of - your
mother?” 1 was damned if 1'd make things too easy for him!

“No, my dear. I'm marrylng you for your fine Irish tem-
per. You don't think I could ever stand a dull moment again,
do you, after all the adventures I've had with you? Flying
inkpots, smashed doors, overtutned decanters, sectet passages,
and ghosts! What betier way to ensure myself the proper
amount of torment than e marry a hellion like you? What
fine rows we'l have of 4 Ilong wWiikar's evening, gl

“Tust be a good wench and promise not to throw the Ming
porcelaln at me, will you?’

As he spoke, I theught about marriage to Sir Nicholas
Cheng. I thought, and as T thought, I could not help but smile
to myself, for what he was saylng was true. We'd fight and
we'd argue, 1t was inevitable, but we'd love too, he and 1, and
we'd love well. Oh, yes, we'd love well. T smiled to myself as
T watched his handsome, passionate face and that lithe, mus-
cular body whose every line I desired so hungtily.
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How funny it was. What a green goose of a girl I had
been, despite my haughty, high opinion of myself. Lady Eliz-
abeth had seen that I was right for him long ago,

“Nicholas loathes me,” I had stated to her so definitely,
“Do you think so, my dear?” she had replied, and gone on to
say that T was the only woman who could say no to him. As
if there was any attraction in that, I had thought at the time.

“Well, do you promise, Deirdre, my love?” he repeated
with a smile. As if he didn’t know!

I promised, just as 1 promised to wear the Dragon of the
Moon on my wedding night. As a matter of fact, it was the
only thing I did weatr on my wedding night.



Epilogue

Sir Nicholas Cheng had sald once that he would give his
right arm and half the treastire to see his ancestress, the Lady
Moon Pearl. As it turned out, fate decreed that he do-just
that, for the wound inflicted by Mrs. Ling with the ancient
Chinese dagger grew motbid and led uttimately to the ampu-
tation of his arm. Not being one to feel sorry for himself or
to lle down under life’s blows—for didn't the Chengs lose
well, and valiantly?—Nicholas never let the loss affect his
mode of living or his great spirit. Rather, he laughed resign-
edly and purposefully fulfitied the rest of the bargain by
bestowing many of the finest, mest priceless, and hist@ﬂeal_ler
important pieces of the Cheng treasuire hoard upon the bewil-
dered but .prateful trustees of the Asiatic collection of the
British Museum as the Cheng c%iﬁ io the British nation. What
future generations of Irish Chengs will have te say about
that, a6 relations grow stormier between us and our English
66using ever the water, T shudder te think upen, but Aevarthe-
less, Nicholas weuld have it se.

Pethaps he secretly still hopes for a peetage out of it,
though the old queen has not seen fit to bestow one on him
as yet, Hope springs eternal, etc.

Lady Elizabeth marsied her Dutch sea captain on the high
seas, just as she had planned, mourned her brother Owen
with suitable but philosophieal lamentation, and then te-
turned from China aboard the Baniry to settle down to belng
her happy captain’s contented lady. The finding of the Cheng
treasure permitted Nicholas the luxury of sentiment, and so
he elected to keep the old elipper in serviee, although his two
new steamers, The Deirdre and The Dddy Moon Peard, tade
her virtually obsolete. 1t matters net at all, however, for the
Chang fleet Is still growing and will soon make a second foe-
tune for the family, one of Nicholas’ own devising.

_ Captain Vreeland, as I suspected, makes a %sed husband, a
fine stepfather, and Is a dear, goed, levable fellew all areund.
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Even Nicholas cannot grudge his mother’s choice or deny
that she is as well suited to her present life in her husbhand’s
snug house in Bantry town as she once was to her former one
as mistress of Moondragon.

For her patt, Lady Elizabeth—or plaln Mrs. Vreeland, as
she delights to be now—is a loving wife to her husband and a
doting grandmother to the lively black-haired, dark-eyed little
Chengs that Nieholas and I are dutifully supplying her with,
She is, as well, an indulgent great-aunt to a brood of robust,
towheaded, blue-eyed children belonging to taln
Vieeland's racently widowed nephew. A certaln wistful gleam
in her lively Welsh eyes tells fe she sees an infusion of new
bleed in the offing for the Chengs of the rsing generation.
Whe ean say? Perhaps she 15 right. Only time will tell,

And if T have read the message of my Lady of the Dragon
aright, I will have long ages of time in which to know.
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