HE CHINK AND THE CE

This powerful story’is by tbe authar of ** London Nights,” @ baok
apbich is proving one of the sensations of ¢be literary season.
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wality that will lift an affair of squalor exact position was pondeseript | tothe 4pd things which they felt not at alt
jnto the loftier spheres of passion and casual observer it W.O‘ﬂd seem that she  so he lived alone instead of at one of
jmagination, beanty, and SOIXOW. Yo was Battling's relief p\mch—ball»—an the lodging-houses. Fvery evening he
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consort with Molly and Dotly, and to  Timehouse. Always the white face was served the tyrical Lucy. e noticed her
drink other things than parley-water scarred with red, of black—furrowed’with casually- Another day, he observed her,
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fight on any and every occasion while  gread things. Night after night her Ber
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* creditors tostrip off that « ghirt " which  had taught her in these few years. Y&, cried itself into his very blood. ‘There-
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ing to a flame when Lucy would pass
and return with wondering eyes his
grave regard | and night after night, too,
te would dream of a pale, lity-lovely
wirl,

And now the fates moved swiftly
various pieces on their sinister board,
and all that followed happened with a
aneed and nrecician that shawed direc-

“BEAUFORT STREET"
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to take a dish of noodle and some tea.
Thence he moved to another house
whose stairs led straight to the street,
and above whose doorway a lamp
glowed like an evil eye. At this estab-
lishment Cheng mostly teok his pipe of
opium, and a brief chat with the
keeper of the house, for, although not
ponular and verv silent, he liked some-

By Malcolm Drummond

though here and there

about the walls,
decorated them: Chinese,
T.ascars, with one or
and sleek, noiseless a
from couch to couch.
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a lantern stung
es were ranged
and strange men
Japs, Malays,
white girls ;
ttendants swami
Away in the far
k figure in brown
less fingers curled
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mingled in one grand of-
fence against the nostrils.

As Cheng brooded on
his insect-ridden cushion,
of a sudden the lantern
above the musician was
caught by the ribbon of
his reed. It danced and
flung a hazy radiance on
a divan in the shadow.
Huan saw—started—half
rose. His heart galloped,
and the blood pounded in
his quiet veins. Then he
dropped again, crouched, -
and stared.

_ O lily-flowers and plum
blossoms | O silver streams
and dim-starred skies! O
wine and roses, song and

. Jaughter! For there kneel-
ing on a mass of rugs, ’
mazed and big-eyed, was
Lucy . . . his Tucy . . .
his little maid. Through
the dusk .she must have
felt his intent gaze upon
her; for he crouched
there, fascinated, staring
into the now obscured
corper where she knelt.

But the sickuess which
momentarily gripped him
on finding in this place
his snowy-breasted peatl
passed and gave place to
great joy. She was here;
he would, talk with her.
Little English he had, but
simple words, those with
few gutturals, he had
managed to pick up; so
he rose, the masterful
lover, and, with feline movements,
crossed the nightmare chamber to
claim his own.

If you wonder how Lucy came to be
in this place, the explanation is
simple. Battling was in training. He
had flogged her the day before starting
work ; he had then had a few drops of
brandy—not many : some eighteen or
nineteen—and had locked the door of
his room and taken the key. Lucy was
therefore homeless, and a girl somewhat
older than Lucy, so old and so wise, as
girls are in that region, saw in her a
possible source of revenue. So there
they were, and to them appeared Cheng.

From what nameless horrors..he
saved her that night canndf be. fold.
. _Wiat-te biought_to her was love.and
dexth For he sat down by her. He
{5oked at her—reverently yet passion-

ately. He touched her—wistfully yet
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eagerly. He locked a finger in her won-
drous hair. She did not start away,
she did not tremble. She guessed
what she had to be afraid of in that
place; but she was not afraid of Cheng:
16 years with father had made
fear almost her normal state. She
pierced the mephitic gloom. and scanned
his face. No, she was not afraid. His
yellow hands, his yellow face, his
smooth black hair . . . well, he was
the first thing that had ever spoken
sweet words to her ; the first thing that
had ever laid a hand upon her that was
not brutal; the first thing that had
deferred in manner towards her as
though she, too, had a right to live.
She knew his words were sweet, though
she did not understand them. Nor can
they be set down. Half that he spoke
was in village Chinese; the rest in a
mangling of English which no dis-

By Richard Clarkei

told him; aund “he g
then a beauntiful word
which came easily from

his tongue. He repeated
it again and again:
“Juacia . . .11 Lucia

o1

. Musical phrases
they were, dropping from

" his lips, and, to the girl
who heard her name pro-
nounced so lovingly, they
were the lost heights of
melody., She clung to
him, and he to her. She
held his strong arm in
both of hers as they
crouched on the divan,
and mnestled her cheek
against his coat.

Well . . . he took her
home to his ~ wretched
room.

“1il1 Lucia, come-a-
home . .. Lucia. ..”

His heart was on fire.
As they slipped out of
the noisomeness into the
night air and crossed the
West India Dock Road
into Pennyfields, they
passed unnoticed. It was
late, for ome thing, and
for another . well,
nobody cared particulasly.
His blood rang with soft
music, and the solemnity
of drums, for surely he
had found now what
for many years he had sought-—his
world’s one flower. Wanderer he
was, from Tuan-Tsen to Shanghai,
Shanghai to Glasgow—Cardifi—Liver-
pool—London. He had dreamed often
of the .women of his native land; per-
chance one of themYshould be his
fower. Women, indeed, there had
been. Swatow . . . he had recollections
of certain rose-winged hours in coast

cities. Atmany places to which chance

had fed him a little bird had perched
itself upon his heart, but so lightly and
for 5o brief 2 while as hardly to be felt.
But now—rnow he had found her in this
alabaster Cockney child. So that he
was glad and had great joy of himself,
and the blue and silver night, and the
harsh flares of the Poplar Hippedrome.

Slowly, softly they mounted the
stairs to his room, and with almost
an obeisance he entered and drew her
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. A bank of cloud raced to the East
and a full moou flung a sharp sword of
light upon them. Silence lay over all
Pennyfields. With a bird-like move-
ment, she looked up at him—her face
alight, her little hands upon his coat—
clinging, wondering, trusting. He took
her hand and kissed it; repeated the
kiss upon her cheek and lips and little
white neck, twining his fingers in her
hair. Docilely, and echoing the smile of
his Temon lips in a way that thrilled
him almost to laughter, she returned
his kisses impetuously.

He clasped the little nestling to him.
Bruised, tearful, with the love of life
almost thrashed .out of her, she had
Quttered to him out of the evil night.

Ol Lucia ! * And he put soft hands
upon her, and smoothed her and
craoned over her many gracious things
in his flowered speech. So they stood

in the moonlight, while she told him the
history of her father, of her beatings,
and starvings, and unhappiness ; arid
then he moved to a cupboard, and
from it he drew strange things . . . form-
less masses of blue and gold, magical

" things of silk, and a vessel that was

surely Aladdin’s lamp, and a box of
spices. He took the robes, and pre-
sented them to his White Blossom, and
fed her then to the heap of stuff that
was his bed, and himself disappeared.

In the morning when Lucy awoke,
wearing the blue and yellow silk in
place of her besmirched rags, she gave
a cry of amazement. Cheng had been
about. Many times had he glided up
and down the two flights of stairs, and
now at Iast his room was prepared for
his princess. It was swept and gar-
nished, and was an apartment worthy
a maid who is loved by a poet-prince.

By Fobn Riddle

There was a bead curtain. There were.
mustins of pink and white. There were
four bowls of flowers, clean, clear flowers -
to gladden the White Blossom and set
off Her sharp beauty. And there was a
bowl of water, and a sweet lotion for
the bruise on ber cheek.

When she had risen, her prince
ministered to her with rice and egg and
tea. Cleansed and robed and calm, she
sat before him, perched on the edge of
many cushions as on a throne, with all
the grace of a child princess in the
story. She was a poemn. The beauty
hidden by neglect and fatigue shone out
now more clearly and vividly. From
the head sunning over with curls to the
small white feet, now bathed and
sandalled, she seemed the living inter-
pretation of a Chinese lyric. And she
was his—her sweet self and hey prattle
and her bird-like ways were all his own.
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Oh, beautifully they
loved. For two days he
held her. Soft caresses
from his yeliow hands
and long devout kisses
were all their demon-
stration. Fach night
he would tend her, as
might mother to child;
and each mnight he
watched over her and
slumbered on the stairs
beyond the door.

" But now there were
those that ran to Bat-
tling at his training
quarters across the
river, with the news
that his child had gone
with a Chink, a yellow
man. And Battling
was angry. He dis-

_coyered parerifal rights. .
"He discovered indig-
pation. A yellow man
after his kid! He'd
learn him. Battling did
not like men who were
not born in the same
great country as him-
self. Particularly he
distiked yellow "“men.
His birth and education
in Shadwell had taught
him that of all creeping
things that creep upon
the earth the most
insidious is the Oriental
in the West. It was—
as you might say-—so—
kind of—well, wasn't
it? He bellowed that
it was ‘ unnacherel.”
The yeller man would go through it
Veller ! it was his supreme condemna-~
tion;-hisfinrat-epithet f61 3 nduct
of which he disappr

—fhere was no doubt that he was
extremely annoyed. He went to the
“ Galloping Horses " in Old Ratcliff
Highway, and thumped the bar, and
made all his world agree with. him.
Aund when they agreed with him, he
got angrier still. So that when, 2 few
hours later, he climbed through the
ropes at the Netherlands to meet Bud
Tuffit for ten rounds, it was Bud's fight
all the time, and to that bright boy's
astonishment he was the victor on
points at the end of the ten. Battling

(Destroyed)

_ slouched out of the ring, still more

determined to let the Chink have it
where the chicken had the axe. He left
the house with two pals and a black

“pMALINES: BAILLES DE FER™
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man, and a number of really inspired
curses from his maunager. .

On the evening of the third day, then,
Cheng slipped sleepily down the stairs
to procure more flowers and. miore rice.
The genial Ho Ling, who keeps the
Canton Stores, held him in talk some
little while, and he was gone from his
room, perhaps, half an hour. Then he
glided back, and climbed with happy
feet the forty stairs to his temple of
wonder.

With a push of a finger he opened
the door, and the blood froze on his
cheek, the flowers fell from him. The
temple was empty and desolate. White
Blossom was gone ! The muslin hang-
ings were torn down and trampled
underfoot. The flowers had been flung
from their bowls about the floor, and
the bowls lay in fifty fragments. The
joss was smashed. The cupboard had
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been opened. Rice was
scattered here and
there. The little strait
bed had been jumped
upon by brute feet.
Everything that could
be smashed or violated
had been so treated,
and—horror of all—tlre
blue and vellow  silk
robe had been rent in
pieces, tied in grotesque
knots, and slung de-
risively about the table
legs. L
I pray devoutly that

what Huan Cheng suf-
fered in that moment.
The pangs of death,
with no dying, the sick-
ness of the soul which
longs to escape and
" canmot, the bursting
heart, the imprisoned
animal within the breast
which struggles madly
for a voice and finds
none—all the agonies
of all the ages, the
agonies of every aban-
doned lover and lost
woman, past and to
come—all these things
were Huau's in that
{eaden moment.

Then he found voice
and gave a great Cry,
and men from below
came up to him; and
they told him how the
man who boxed had
been there with a black
man ; how he had torn the robes from
hischild, and dragged her down thestairs
by her hair ; and how he had shouted
aloud for Huan and had vowed to
return and deal separately with him.

Now a terrible dignity came to Cheng,
and the soul of his great fathers swept
over him. He closed the door against
them, and fell prostrate over what had
feen the resting-placeof White Blossout.
Those without heard strange sounds as
of an animal in its last pains; and it
was even so. Cheng was dying. The
sacrament of his high and holy passion
had been profaned ; the last sanctuary
of the Oriental—his soul-dignity—had
been assaulted. The love-robes had
been torn to ribboms, the vell of his
temple cut down. Life was no longer
possible ; and life without his littie
lady, his White Blossom, was no longer
desirable,

Claes (Bf!gian)

you may never suffer . .
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Prostrate he lay for the space of some
few minutes. Then, in his face all the
pride of accepted destiny, he arose.
He drew together the little bed. With
reverent hands he took the pieces of
blue and vellow silk, kissing them and
fondling them aud placing them about
the pillow.  Silently he gathered up the
flowers, and the broken earthenware,
aud prepared himself for death.

Now it is the custom among those of
the sect of Cheng that the dying shall
prosent love-gifts to their enemies ; and
when he had set all in order, he gathered
his brown canvas coat about him, stole
from the house, and set out to find

Battling Burrows, bearing under the-

coat his love-gift to Battling. White
Blossom he had no hope of finding. He
had heard of Burrows many times, and
he judged that, now that she was taken
from him, he would never again hold
those little hands or touch that laughing
hair. Nor, if he did, could it change
things from what they were. I}Igt\lﬁng

As he came before the house in Pekin
Street, where Battling was domiciled,
he murmured gracious prayers. For-
tunately, it was a night of thick river-
mist, and through the enveloping velvet
none could observe or challenge him.
The main door was open, as are all
doors in this district. He writhed
across the- step, and through to the
back room, where again the door yielded
to a touch.

Darkness. Darkness and silence and
a sense of frightful things. He peered
through it. Then he fumbled under his
jacket—found a match—struck it. An
inch of candle stood on the mantel-
shelf. He lit it. He looked round. No
sign of Burrows, but Almost
hefore he looked he knew what awaited
him. But the semse of finality had
kindly stunned him ; he could suffer
nothing more.

On the table lay a dog-whip. In a
corner a belt had been flung. Half
across the greasy couch lay White

that was not a dog could live ifi #he fate-—Blossom ; her hair hung limp as her

this sHeriles S

of

limhs: her .eves were closed. As
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By A. F. Munnings

Cheng drew nearer and saw the savage
red rails that ran across and across
the beloved face, he could not scream
—he could not. think. He dropped
beside the couch. He laid. gentle
hands upon her, and called soft
names. She was warm to the touch.
The pulse was still.

Softly, oh, so softly, he bent over the
little frame that had enclosed his friend-
spirit, and his light kisses fell all about
her. ‘Then, with the swift, but un-
directed movements of a sleep-walker,
he bestowed the rags decently about
her, clasped her in strong arms, and
crept silently into the night.

From Pekin Street to Pennyfields it
is but a turn or two, and again he passed
unobserved as he bore his tired bird
back to her nest. He laid her upon the
bed, and covered the lily limbs with the
blue and yellow silks and strewed upon
her a few of the trampled flowers, and
with mmore kisses and prayers he
crouched beside her,

So, in the ghastly Limehouse morn-
ing they were found—the dead girh



‘the Chink, kﬁeéliﬁg beside her, with

harp knife gripped in a vicelike
4, its blade far between his ribs,
feantime, having vented his wrath
1is prodigal daughter, Battling, still
s, had visited the ' Formosa Lily"’;
there he stayed with a brandy
ibler in his brute fist, forgetful of an
ointment at Premierfand whereby
ihould have been in the ring at ten
ock sharp. For the space of an
r Chuck Lightfoot was geing blas-
mously to and fro in Poplar, seeking

COLOUR

Battling and not finding him, ‘and
murmuring, in tearful tones : “Battling
—youdamnan’blasted Battling—where
are veh ? .

His opponent was in his comner sure
enough, but there was no fight. For
Battling lurched from the * Formosa
Lily " to Pekin Street. He lurched into
his happy home, and he cursed Lucy,
and called for her. And finding no
matches, he lurched to where he knew
the couch should be, and flopped
heavily down.

Octaber, 1915

Now it is a peculiarity of the repfile
tribe that its menibers are impat
heing flopped on without Warnir
when Battling fopped, eighteen inches
of writhing gristle upreared itself on
the couch, and got home on him as Bud
Tuffit had done the night before—one
to the ear, one to the throat, and
another to the forearm. .

Battling went down and out. And he,
too, was found in the moring, with
Huan Cheng's love-gift coiled about his
neck.

HE END:

To W. W.

t seemed that an assembly had
hered together on a lofty hill; Men,
men and Children robed in gray
nent were ranged in absolute silence
nd a rostrum in their midst. Below
the cities of the World and far in
distance towered like priestly sen-
s the snow clad mountains. And
I waited in eager expectancy I
rvelled at the strange beauty of
se about me, for each face bore the
nity and grand nobility of grief, and
the eyes of all, even of the children,
. awakened soul seemed to gaze in
nder at the wozld. ) .

‘n the-west the Autumn sun blazed,
gnificent in death,

fhen, as I watched, I saw the mul-
ide divide to make way for one of
ole stature to pass. Nigh to me he
ne and I saw a wondrous light shin-
;in his fearless gray eyes and marked
: abundant beauty of his white
ird.  And those who made way for
n gave no sign of recognition or of
rerence but closed in silently as he
ssed them by. ’

He entered the rostrum and gazed
th upon the people as though he
e taking note of their number. At
gth he spoke: :

“My children, we have left the cities
d fled to the hills, We are all that
nain of the millions that once teemed
those deserted towns. Our wise men
ve told us that here where the air is
arer and where we can see the stars,
e pestilence may yet be stayed.

A Fancy in Prose.

They have even told us that had our
forefathers not sojourned in cities this
thing might not have been. This may
well be the last Parliament of the
World, after which Humanity must
bow before the ultimafe decree of
Destiny.

“We have survived many horrors.
We have created wonders and learned
strange secrets. We have seen our
visions, we have dreamed our dreams.
We have known and conguered much
that is evil. We have made the ele-
ments our servants, and after countless
centuries of war and crime we have
discovered our souls. If we are to be
judged let it be our dreams, since every
reality was once a dream and higher
than all is the dream of beauty.

“To our finite minds it is inexplic-
able that when men have survived the
horrors of the past this new pestilence
—not of their conceiving—should have
attacked them. Vet so it is. It has
swept all but ourselves into the
Shadowy Abyss of Death.”

He ceased and silence reigned. Every
eye was fixed on the speaker.

“ T have consulted with the few men
of science who have been spared, and
this is our final plan. Those who bear
any of the fatal signs must return to
the towns, in order that the remainder
may make here in the hills a new world
that shall atone for all the hideous
errors and infamous cruelties of the
past.”

Then certain men passed through

By CLAUDE HOUGHTON

the assembly dividing the host into
twain, till at length those who were
tainted were ranged on one side of the
rostrum and those who seemed pure
upon the other.

“My children in the west the autumn
sun has.passed to his death in crimson
glory and in the east the slender moon
has risen, pale and pure, to preside
over the destinies of the sky. Asitis
in heaven so it may be on earth. But
before any return to the cities I would
ask whether there be any who would
fain go with them to tend them in
their sickness. Ve that are pure know
well what that means. Ve know that
of all those millions who sought to save
their fellows not one has returned. Ye
know that your fate will be to die
miserably and alone. To die slowly
and untended, tortured by hunger and
racked by thirst. Vet because ye
know I ask who will volunteer to save
those who must return ? "

And silently every hand was raised.
FEven the smallest child lifted her little
hand. And so they stood iun silence
absolute.

Then the voice of the speaker burst
forth over the heads of the listening
people, and in that clarion voice
triumph and ecstacy were blended.

“Mingle together, O my children,
mingle together freely, for now 1 know
that this is indeed the end.  When not
one remains who is not eager to sacrifice
his life for that of another, then verily
the end of the world is come.”
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: .ﬁ.ﬁr qummmm cameras £o ‘get ' mmmﬁsm H.ooou.mm OW
‘that- glorious,. smiling ‘head. ' The smile
+ ~those pictures, é?ow %os may find if you wzﬁ
.. up the files, is-as strangé and inscrutable. as gm
... smile of. Eowm Lisa, - ggmﬁ there is/that:in its
.- posewhich. seems ‘to say: :mgmm off,” I'll . . . by . _
S Hmmg msu:uem% to.meéss: B% EEH. about.’ LI L Hq... as’
e S R o, s TS e el ot o i, g
T .QEEm Doomgmg.. is ..&rm..aobm% @oamou.._ in the . - the omumbmmw: @ séason of song-and mEowgﬁm
- world ,éwc.HSoSm...@p?gomn..mxﬁzmﬁmbmw_wo&mm.. . Soom wmu\owm Howmowu mﬁ:m +the . Spray: &
tiad-been: emptied “of gmﬁ.‘agwmbﬂm msm Hmmz& o .
_«Sg_ W@H.Ommbm. B T R

8. m SBo o_»,

wom meao Bm . Huouw@m.w.@ mu%m -Who Howm ﬁo

mma.@um A,.?oB

Lin wmwmwmm o», mmmmb mgmmw wﬁ gm%

are w&.&% tobe met ‘with.” For; the -Tnost,

ﬁ:ﬁmwozmm s m&mowﬂsﬁ H&mmm E&W&. ?Ew
. green fields'and: songs of birds angd. bud-sparigled -~

. tree§ are all . very-well;. if you- ~have’ ‘the' limited.

85& Uﬁ&oﬂ Esow mﬁmmﬁmu dre hy &Esmm of




64 m.
the memmv {He  darling _.mwwoﬁﬁwnwm.m‘ of the
streets! : B oy
It was this-season of flower and awakening
that was the. setting for the most &Emmmﬁwm
tale: gm& the Chinese @mmwaoa can tell, - :
Ttis of - Greaser Flansgan,. gateman at a docks:
station, and his- woman:. how she ._.“émm, stolen
from . him- by vassmémﬁv the ,OWEF “and -of
.Emsmmmﬁw revenge. - L -
‘Now GCieaser Flanagan was: a .éomw .Bms.
physically. and morally flabby. Your strong
man fears nothing but himself. . The ‘Greaser
feared everything but ‘himself, He feared @om,.
‘he feared the devily-amd other men’s opinions

-and their ‘hands, and -he. feared life ,msm Qm@g

He did" notfear .,Egmmﬁ .~ for .ﬁm :
- wretched  posttion Om kriowing himself mo_
thing he was. oo A 4
He was not a bad Bm?. He had soﬁw@..gm
courage. for evil nor the tenderness for good
He was a Nothing. He did not: ‘smoke.. He
Seldom swore. He did not’ drink. But-he
‘was-a bit of & boﬁ w_@mm -and did -sometimes

- hire-an. upper room in-the Causeway, and sprawl
_.,?m restless nerves onthe solitary bed, with a
. pipe of li-un or.a handful of snow, and from:it
.mwmdow some of @5 rich mwrmwwm that life mma.m

to: ‘others. :
. Now-narcotised mgmm@a&mm are mz____a.‘.m‘a%“émz

= o ....S.E. mamu?wodﬂcn ‘of En.. “~They help’ you“to

‘gaps.: THey ,,owﬁw, .%os”. ﬁwuosmr_.. %&

‘her: for all; She.:
. ﬂmbﬁ B
) Bmﬁ..S. wmwbﬁw&%“ Lo him 1o«

uo:m mu& umwm.‘ Bt Swg.
1 i aogmmv .the grief.of & lifetime., ...
at. youifeel Emﬁ ten -times mm&uma and -
fian the hormal ‘Person. -God! - How: :u.
nd ,mSumm nd- Hmcmwmﬁmm“ and; bites ‘again,
: oot eut:6f- %os,. and’ ‘creeps Bﬁw_.
v W%m @Smmzm of you, and sucks at
oW it scalds. and- itches’ :
and
sm vﬁﬂm gw vo@% &. u\.ozv and, oowoﬁm

such. Ewb ao ﬁ&& _msm% rise to

nly lived -when: Aﬁ?&mﬁ Opiim
of o1y EWD ‘what “even " the’ m.ms% &
th her could give hira,. 0

.0
g8imethe world he' 84&. oE% ‘her. ?M
od oE% ran -warm ipmw U&m was

b& as’ often as a sho

= uld’ w

wwm ] M rshe ook her mm%maﬁ.% when mﬁQmM,M
e chose.. mesaagmm she would be out for.

. a day, and réturn in th
P ’ e dark: mior.
| -out explanation, or excuse.” Em@ with-

And mﬁ&mmiuo ‘on ‘a wﬁmw.ﬁ m:smm%“ ro Ho&

%mboé
leaving. & -derisive-mote of -

H?m &Ewm&%_om wrm.,,Eoé,.maw :




BN moﬁ&ﬁwposmu .

Eomm_ “m..m ﬁmﬁmm to .

. < absuid Emm passion than “.&mmon.m. “'He' .‘.émﬁ.mm ;
" “her back, but mnot -to harm “her. - Tt - was
... the "Chinky on whom -all his thin rage was

" Round and round.k “brain it rolled.
. XKill the Chink. Hé realised ‘dimly - that his
life had néw ‘but one_ purpose, thé ‘outing ‘.om

L www,:.o?bw - In his slow, ﬁwwpcmg TN

ozZen .,mbmwmq : moggmm sboom& ﬁw@Bmm?mm“
, ) m,ou mﬁ

w:smm . Hmmmm

- oom,pmm by steps - .o». : I

- "He sat - edge. of ___”.%&ﬁ. .m_a
-’hang m“_osw?m H,Emmmv ?m..ﬁ@nm _,.ﬁo‘ gw;mooaw_._.‘

by ,..,,W.w.._ gm&. .mg ;u\ .m<m55m»

.098;9 mﬁ aw.wo fod.- was

m,owwp%m Hmﬁpow. oum w.ooE in iﬁo

: » ao&m vw ._mow

.




L.._.,,L.mwmm@

,W.% < mad. - "The: ﬁrozmg o .
- . ‘ s loodless *in. & -day:or, two
“burned mﬁ:ogﬁ. ‘emotion -

: N ) “was 50 mémm& gmﬁq

HHE HHO

{ipon it in such & 3@% ﬁwm& boﬂddm ooﬁrm «um,

traced. to- him. .. Oh, it ‘was® too ‘damned’ £857,
- with | 9@& HbmmemT..me&%u ﬁa @.E

Te lay- mﬁm ‘piriched:- “his white face. mb@. the, limp~

hair mﬁoﬁ ‘his mouth,’ mﬁ& owouﬁmm He would
In- the. corner of the réom wmﬁwomﬁ

, start now. -

muosp. the window. was.-young - Eﬁém s. ‘mat-.

tress. - He - owméHm& out - of " bed,

floor. to, where mrm Mm% Hmw msm Hoﬁm% in

‘stretched .
.. himself . WOH.EE%, and moved * over the, bare

~Had the @ammmma wmma@ of what: Wo was. &uoﬁ :

to do-as the conduct Om mﬁogmﬁ he would have

“turned sick. . But the man was. ‘mad; soberly .

. out-of him. Gswd—to “think of' Hi
kwoﬁ when Limehouse Church’ was

" oné o’clock, perhaps the Chinky’s.

ﬂmum upon. the skin' of’ his Da:

* long, wet:lips,. ‘all the Ummﬁ% of :white arms and
. - breast, and" Wﬁoéspm by i o? ‘as well as .the
Greaser;: everybit:of th m&,mWEEm body that had
..vmg his for &ma\msm%mmum“_ and - still was his—
his—his!"- Gawd! .
- gbout! If he was a strong mian—if hé could
" get the ﬂﬁ.omﬁ ‘of-the lousy- QWEW%.S ‘his-hands,
_ mﬁ@u..m_@smgo_ ‘the” QEQ.. omw ‘of itl But she-- g@

hig ring-the: Horrid Chinky.

“Even

It was -suffocating to think -

~ “tactics.
_‘.....m<mm against. ﬁsm ﬁmé moﬁmgm. _

&. .

@Q&%m“ he was- wﬁﬁwmﬁm rmﬁ WHmmSM Sn& hise ¢ ol

&’
Q\\

: .rmuﬁv .

mmmU mﬁbp mm&w Wm WSmﬁ\d“mo mwunﬁmﬁwu\ om mﬁm
H it déx ~11.0.

6 he gral Hin .. Ewwm& gmw oodowmm

. gwﬂ&m, mﬁsm it om gm before she was mﬁmﬁ?
S “half-a-dozen ;. mgk? light blows had mpﬁg ofi
- "the &%8& little. form from- & switch. . Three -

gasps of surprise, and then-a scream of- wmmo :
tore - through the night:. ,\wm&b and again ‘he’

’ _.ﬁ&%@mm her, against her screams and mﬁ.zmmwom. .
o EH m&o& ﬁww 3§Esm Eﬁvm gw um.wsm mwm SHE

Know ﬁ&m& &Hﬁ,m moi‘x mw@ wmm uow

" thie strength to force a word, JUE“ at a mgp.w cut’
. 'shie pleaded &B.oﬁm& sittomatic sobs,
L :Hﬁmwwt cos .%2. ma’s. gone with the %m:mw

Em? ﬁ?ﬁ. Hm. mo bos,%ma wsOs.., Hﬁo %mmmu

..%&p g Hum. ave %S,w&mlsmmmw moBmobm otght .
to’stick ‘a knife into that bloody Chink—that’s
.éwm@ they. ommg “Zoﬁ hold yer Hoé and mo
to sleep,else %oﬁﬁ have some more ’

“As mEoE%..m.m he had deséended. on WS« he
left her and returned to bed, and there he lay

\,.BSBS.Em to * himiself. And “whén Myrtle,
_:with stifled cries. and sobs and chokings, fell at.’

last into 'a late sléep; it was with. terror in her-

mwmd. m_. 498 ‘._S. _WS.._\. ears. ,@mﬁ,.ﬂmm:

5,




T s G
e

M..,BsEEEm i “Soméone Amoﬁod _hmhsow, 8 WE%

: ,,Em&m gm& Eoom% QHEWM x ,

. mn@m &% he e zmm rmu to" EH? .mdm,..mﬂoom.
9.. wmiqmw wum wbmmm. mﬁm 80 WoE wmw 5 m.,_ Som..

mnm.,. twisted ik, and ‘mﬁ\ new., mvoow of i pain
wwoﬁmmm ‘heér to.the &swm.om “Stick aknife- stic
‘knifé—inside that” ‘bloody- Chink1” - She was.
. ; GoT . iy sh . “t60 weak . wo make any. moﬁbme or to H&mmm I
..m@ﬁﬁm@. at ‘her cheek, " She réeled, “but .,_Bmam £ el ot s
.- no-movement to.break-away, and ‘as .she -fell’ ]
PR m&mému\m_.. moH.Omm” EHP ..mz. Hmmn mom.-s&% Aoﬁé&.

4 ms.mmgm... mﬁ@..gomﬁmvawﬂw ;_vmommum @ém..._.o ‘gm‘n he
L was mEmEmr The -tune’ was a BsmHo, -hall- 1ilt,.
. and the song was:. - -

L .am.oBmowo czmgma mgow a wb%m.lnmﬁ&n )

o sticl ] m”m gm uummzw Em,.,,ﬂoaw ,ﬂmm.... _Huoa.@mm._ m?w._,
L @..WEW. ..mouoﬁ,_&rm& v bods o?bﬁ: SR L. 7 lay there, sick with pain; bleeding and lacerated:

it

-On ‘went, “the eIy gm ﬁgm _Eﬁm sup- = jv.  and @Edmﬁumw wnogbmnwogﬁm__.._om the. reason

R

Eamﬂoww ,...pnm Bommm ising to screams, and for Sﬁm owmsmw in the. wmﬁﬁw om_ ﬁﬁﬂm@ ,vg

P&& Y So&m. hpoﬁ ymma& w&.. . Hﬁ Q%@ m.‘
ogmg £ er: Burnin se .




= someone- ozmg, ao : msmw
o WEm mow.oww meﬁ Eoom%,,.ogbﬁ o

: mwm,mﬁ_,wou |

:. _.mbm,. ,gms.. she ‘would

. beiawakened v%,w. Voide: singing ‘& familiar’ song
. ‘of “Stick-a -WE%P. and lean rmsmm ‘that! éoww& .
. hoirors upon her rosy linbs.

-+The lémon-coloured curls: and the mmwamﬁo,

e _.rmEu, w@uﬁw%;om &mﬁ ..mo. ,ES wﬂ. B.owrmﬁ ‘miust’

xwlq:b@ that the Wmmmw ihat lies i in-all of us Wmm_

burst - its - .chain, and. 4 lust of- torture: Huowmmmmmm

o him. ~He mmmgmm ‘toose: Egmo

is' love-made “bmwﬁ
moa Fm uoﬂu bmmomn

vras loosed: mmmEv it ..,éo:Eug. in, EE dﬁw_, a
owaEsm pace; until ‘hebegan. to. mmma gmw.dwm .

.- ehild .éo&m be too - o<maaobm..mou Em mmmm.m..

At Jast, on-the fourth day,: w@ neared, the, mﬂ@
She had . been laid’ across gm.owmn. and . beat
almost " to “physical - insensibility, and &wm,.

Sﬂm‘owmuummeaob on .;%o 85@ had left: her

s they'te all afraid, that m,ér%‘ » .
.,,:;Ezum _O.ESF. oosE._._

Mmmw .mbu\. m?mumoo?.m.

14 ,_mmw..w H,ooB... bb%obm could

- Al “easy! - T'd-like +someorie oo

A ._san. _..H&anm _%2._8@ Amsww
~Bm\...\_,@m88.w9~ e .
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mmﬁ %mw mmmﬁs on mmmﬁm @wm @ummmmam mmwmc&..,
grin. ~ Her, face was whipped to6 a - flame, and.
her vammﬁzbm was~hard.. Her hands &E&wmm .

the breast’ om ‘her frock. -

“Oh!” - was the cry .she gave,: mbm Haou a

moment -she stood transfixed, expectant of an
assault. - And when it did not come, she ran on:

“Oh, dad, don’t beat me, don’t whip me.
me&w I only run -out -

“just to—to do sdme-

. think. I doneit, dad.. I .done what they was .

frightened to . do: ‘Dad; aincher glad? ‘I bin

and killed him, . I bin and killed the Chinky,
. I done him. in, dad. EN in the mmuw He's:

dead. all right. ‘I put:it right in".. . hoth
~ hands. Don’t. -whip me no more. . H wrozmww
~ig'd. Ugm ma -back, - plr’aps, H wwocmg
Oooh! :Don’t ‘look :like that .. . .:dad! .

“His rheart -leapt. . He.could wmya woimm _

L with Hmsm&ﬁmﬁ He wanted to .kick™ his legs.

L. on the bed, -and roll about. But: he veiled. the
. truth, and mwmamm at the child S&u 4 face that |

assumed a grey terror. |

“You dome ... what?” he mmw& in ‘slow .

‘tones “of wonder.- *“You done . . . you killed
someone. . . z%wmm s e WE&, gpﬁ .QE,%.
,owisu\f@%&? R ,

“Yes,” ‘she -said, .with mwmuw mgﬁwo&&a
mﬁﬁ?&% fingering a Hmam,w knife which. she-had
drawn - from undér her-frock. :M\m@ 1 done

*im ‘proper.- *Cos’ he took ma away from" s,

A ﬁoow.dwmwmwm the Wbﬂm@. ‘I ‘went- right in, all’

¢ B
LS S

Sum mmaw aﬁbm]:wm, ém? Hﬁ n«qm&?%»ﬂ?w .

.,.5. Tt didn’t helf spurt out.”

““Qh;. Gawd,” he’ scréamed, moﬁbm wmﬁma )
zpmw he knew: -“Blood.- Oh, Gawd!? He *
sank’ limply to'the bed, -his mmﬁm a question:

,.,.Emww Then he leapt up, dashed to the door
-and rushed, in a &osm om ﬁoam» to the mﬁummﬁ

,Q.%Em hoarsely

“Oh, Gawdl . Poticel. Policel. Someone el
gm police. My kid’s done. a murder. . Our’

" Myrtle’s bin and killed a Chink. O, Gawd.
... Oh, Gawd.. Come’ in; someone.-. Someone 2o

in to her.-* She’s stuek & knife:in- o Chink,. ‘and.
she’s playing with, it ‘and it’s"got blood ‘on’ it
Ow Gawd; can’t someone tell the police!” -

In gm space. of a minute, Formosa Hmﬁ.mo?

* at- that hour torpid and ‘deserted, awoke to’

mnﬁozm life. A small,. vivid erowd. m:au.ocnmm@

: .&EP mnm w mwoom ma am owﬁum mmmgswm ﬁ&&vu

o ﬁpo house™ ow ﬁwm Qzﬁw mbm wsogmw ﬁcow
the -child, .and -the mmwmmg& took the. kammma.

" and -questioried- him,  He 'had it all- so’ pat;

and ‘was- 0. wEme% mwﬁ.&oﬁm and : mmﬁm\n&.
‘that he aoﬁmm with mwmm roé mzm?oHow fell from

- him,

Mwmwv‘ the knife ‘was his; it gm vmmb m:&s.

, FB mﬂ,wﬁo_mo&mm by a S&.SN. . K.mm, he did- w@ww_., .
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