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women ; perhaps they always remain 
veiled, as I have heard the worshippers 
of the Prophet do, and therefore you 
thought me immodest. I am very, 
very sorry, Vernoon. I pray you to 
forgive me who am ignorant, and only 
do what I have been taught”

“Yes, they always remain veiled,” 
stammered Alan, though he was not 
referring to their faepe, and as the 
words passed his lips he wondered 
what the Asika would think if she 
could see a ballet at a London music- 
hall.

though pity to pa^t with all that cash, 
because ’spect someone bag it”

Alan reflected a white.
“Don’t you see, Jeeki, that here is a 

chance, if a very small one, of getting 
a message to the coast. Also it is quite 
clear that if we are ever able to escape, 
it will be impossible for us to carry 
this heavy stuff, whereas if we send it 
on ahead, perhaps some of it might 
get through. We will pack it up, Jeeki; 
at any rate, it will be something to do. 
Go now, and send a message to the 
Asika, and ask her to let us have some 
carpenters, and a lot of well-seasoned, 
wood.”

The message was sent, and an hour 
later a dozen of the native craftsmen 
arrived with their rude tools and a 
supply of planks cut from a kind of 
iron-wood or ebony tree. They pros
trated themselves to Alan, then the 
master of them, rising, instantly began 
to measure Jeeki with a marked reed. 
That worthy sprang back and asked 
what in the name of Bonsa, Big and 
Little, they were doing, whereupon the 
man explained with humility that the 
Asika had said that she thought the 
white lord wanted the wood to make a 
box to bury his servant in, as he, the 
said servant, had offended her that 
morning, and doubtless the white lord 
wished to kill him on that occount, or 
perhaps to put him away under ground 
alive.

“Oh, my golly!” said Jeeki, shaking 
till his great knees knocked together, 
“oh, my golly! here pretty go. She 
think you want bury me all alive. That 
mean she want to be rid of Jeeki, be
cause he got sit there and play goose
berry when she wish talk alone with 
you. Oh. yes, I see her little game.”

“Well, Jeeki,” said Alan, bursting 
into such a roar of laughter that he 
neUrly shook off his mask, “you had 
better be careful, for you just told me 
that the Asika' is not like a see-saw 
white woman, and never changes her 
mind. Say to this man that he must 
tell the Asika there is a mistake, that 
howéver much I should like to oblige 
her, I can’t bury you because it has 
been prophesied to me that on the day 
you are buried, I jïhaîLbe buried also, 
and that thereffrfe^yOu must be kept 
alive.”

“Capital notion that, Major,” said. 
Jeeki, much relieved. “She not want 
bury you just at present; next year 
perhaps, but not now. I tell him.” And 
he did with much vigor.

This slight misconception having 
been disposéd of, they explained to the 
carpenters what was wanted. First, all 
the gold was emptied out of the sacks 
in which it remained as the priests 
had brought it, and divided into heaps, 
each of which weighed about forty 
pounds, a weight that with its t»ox 
Aian considered would be a good load 
for a porter. Of these heaps there 
proved to be fifty-three, their total 
value, Alan reckoned, amounting to 
about £100,000 sterling. Then the car
penters were set to work to make a 
model box, which they did quickly 
enough and with great ingenuity, cut
ting the wood with their native saws, 
dove-tailing it as a civilized craftsman 
would (To, and finally securing it every
where with ebony. pegs, driven into 
holes which fbçy bored with a hot 
iron. The result was a box that would 
stand any amount of rough usage, 
and when finally pegged down one that 
could only be dfcened with a hammer 
and a cold chisel.

This box-making went on for two 
whole days. As each of them was filled 
ajxd pegged down, the gold within be
ing packed In sawdust to keep it from 
rattling, Alan amused himself in add
ing an address with a feather brush 
and a supply of red paint such as the 
Asiki * priests used to decorate their 
bodies. At first he was puzzled to know 
what address to put, but finally decid
ed upon the following:

“Major A. Vernon, c.o. Miss Champ
ers, The Court, near Kingswell, Eng
land,” adding in the corner, “From A. 
V., Asiki-land, Africa.”

It was all childish enough, he knew, 
yet when it was done he regarded his 
handiwork with a sort of satisfaction. 
For, reflected Alan, if but one of those 
boxes should chance to get through to 
England, it would tell Barbara a great 
deal, and If it were addressed to him
self, her uncle could scarcely dare to 
take possession of it.

Then he bethought him of writing a 
letter, but was obliged to abandon the 
idea, as he had neither pen, pencil, ink 
nor paper. Whatever arts remained to 
them, that of any form of writing was 
totally unknown to the Asiki. Even in 
the days when they had wrapped up 
the Egyptian, the Roman, and other 
early Munganas in sheets of gold and 
set them in their treasure-house, they 
had no knowledge of it, for not even 
an hieroglyphic or a rune appeared 
upon the imperishable metal shrouds. 
Since that time they Had evidently de
creased, not advanced in learning, till 
at the present day, except for these 
relics and some dim and meaningless 
survival of rites that had once been 
religious, and were still offered to the 
same ancient idols, there was little to 
distinguish them from other tribes of 
Central African savages. Still, Alan 
did something, for obtaining a piece of 
white wood, which he smoothed as well 
'as he was able with a knife, he paint
ed on it this message:

“Messrs. Aston, Old Calabar. Please 
forward accompanying fifty-three pack
ages, or as many as arrive, and cable 
as follows. All costs will be remit
ted. ‘Champers.' Kingswell. England. 
Prisoner among Asika. I^o present 
prospect of escape, but hope for best. 
Jeeki and I well. Allowed send this 
with gold) but perhaps no further mes
sage possible. Good-bye. Alan.’ ”

As it happened, just as Alan was fin
ishing this scrawl with a sad heart, he 
heard a movement, and glancing up, 
perceived standing at his side the 
Asika, of whom he had seen nothing 
since the interview when she had beat
en Jeeki.

“What are those 
make upon the board, Vernoon?” she

With the assistance of Jeeki, who 
kept at a respectable distance, he in
formed her that they were a message 
in writing to tell ethe white men at the 
coast to forward the gold to his starv
ing family.

^at “ "““**£* ,t0„,hlm Asika herself, wearing her coronet
lift his hand. He stared about him. and and 
quite cool and without pain, but so 
was astonished to see the white head 
of Jeeki rolling uneasily to and fro 
upon the cushions of another bed near

a splendid robe.
Into this litter, which was fitted with 

a second seat, Alan was transferred. 
The Mungana, for whom it was design
ed, being placed in that vacated by 
Alan, which, either by accident or 
otnerwise, was no more seen that day. 
They went up the mountain side to the 
edge of the great fall, and watched 
the waters thunder down, though the 
crest of them they could not reach. 
Next they wandered off into the huge 
forests that clothed the slopes of the 
hills, and there halted and ate. Then, 
as the sun sank, they returned to the 
gloomy Bonsa-Town beneath them.

For Alan, notwithstanding his weak
ness and anxieties, it was a heavenly 
day. The Asika was passive, some 
new mood being on her, and scarcely# 
troubled him at all except to call his 
attention to a tree, a flower, or a pros
pect of the scenery. Here on the moun
tain side, too, the air was sweet, and 
for the rest—well, he who had been so 
near to death was escaped for an hour 
from that gloomy home of bloodshed 
and superstition, and saw Qod's sky 
again.

THE YELLOW GOD
by.“Oh!” she said, “I never heard of 

writing. You shall teach It me. It 
will serve to pass the time till we are 
married, though it will not be of much 
use afterwards, as we shall never be 
separated any more, and words are 
better than marks

“Jeeki,” he said, “are you ill, too, 
Jeeki?”

At the sound of that voice his re
tainer started up violently.

“What, Major, you awake?” he said. 
“Then thanks be to all gods, white and 
black, yes, and yellow, too, for I 
thought your goose cooked. No, no, 
Major, I not ill, only Asika say so. 
You go to bed, so she make me go to 
bed. You get worse, she treat me 
cruel ; you seem better, she stuff me 
with food till I burst. All because you 
tell her that you and I die same day. 
Oh Lord! poor Jeeki think his end very 
near just now, for he know quite well 
that she not let him breathe ten min
utes after you peg out. Jeeki never 
pray so hard for anyone before as he 
pray this week for you, and by Jingo! 
I think he do the trick, he and that 
medicine stuff, which make him feel 
very bad in stomach,” and he groaned 
as under the weight of his many mis
eries.

Weak as he was, Alan began to 
laugh, and that laugh seemed to do 
him more good than anything#that he 
could remember, for after it’ he was 
sure that he would recover.

Just then an agonized whisper reach
ed him from Jeeki.

“Look out!” it said, “here come 
Asika. Go sleep and seem better, Major, 
please, or I catch it hot.”

So Alan almost shut his eyes and lay 
still. In another moment she was 
standing over him, and he noticed that 
her hair was dishevelled and her eyes 
were red as though with weeping. She 
scanned him intently for a little while, 
then passed round to where Jeeki lay 
and appeared to pinch his ear so hard 
that he wriggled and uttered a stifled 
groan. x

“How is your lord, dog?” she whisp
ered.

“Better, O Asika, I think that last 
medicine do us good, though it make 
me very sick inside. Just now he spoke 
to me and said that he hoped 
heart was not sad because of him, and 
that all this time in his dreams he had 
seen and thought of nobody but you, 
O Asika.” *

“Did he?” asked that lady, becoming 
intensely interested. “Then tell 
dog, why is "he ever calling upon 
Bar-bar-a? Surely that is a woman’s 
name?”

“Yes, O Asika, that is the name of 
his mother, also of one of his sisters, 
whom, after you, he loves best of any
one in the whole world. When you are 
here he talks of no one but you. Al
though he is so sick, and remembers 
white man’s custom which tells him 
that it is very wrong to say sweet 
things to lady’s face till he is quite 
married to her. After that they say 
them always.”

She looked at him suspiciously, and 
muttering:

“Here it is otherwise. For your own 
sake, man, I trust that you do not lie,” 
She left him, and drawing a stool up be
side Alan’s bed, sat herself down and 
examined hint carefully, touching his 
face and hands with tier long, thin 
fingers. Then noting how white and 
wasted he was, of a sudden she began 
to weep, saying between her sobs:

“Oh! if you should die, Vernoon, I 
will die also, and be born again, not as 
Asika. as I have been for 
generations, but as a white 
that I may be with you.” “Only first,” 
she added, setting her teeth, “I will 
sacrifice every wizard in this land, for 
they have brought the sickness on you 
by their magic, and I will burn Bonsa- 
Town and cast its gods to melt in the 
flames, and the Mugana with them. 
And then amid their ashes I will let 
out my life,” and again she began to 
weep very piteously and to call him by 
endearing names and pray him that he 
would not die.

Now Alan thought it time to wake 
up. He opened his eyes, stared at her 
vacantly, and asked if it were raining, 
which indeed it might have been, for 
her big tears were falling on her face. 
She uttered a gasp of joy.

“No, no,” she answered, “the wea
ther is very fine. It is I—J who have 
rained, because I thought you die.” 
She wiped his forehead with the soft 
linen of her robe, then went on. “But 
you will not die; say that you will live, 
say that you will live for mf, Vernoon.”

He looked at her, and, feeble though 
he was, the awfulness of the situation 
sank into his soul.

“I hope that I shall live,” he answer
ed. “I am hungry, please give me some 
food.”

By H. RIDER HAGGARD
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“But,” she added cheerfully, “I can 
send away this black dog of yours,” 
as she looked at Jeeki, “and he can 
write to us. No, I cannot, for an acci
dent might happen to him# and they 
tell me you say that if he dies, you 
die also, so he must stop here always. 
What have you in those little boxes?”

“The gold you gave me, Asika, pack
ed In loads.”

“Is there anything else wrong?” she 
went on gently, yif so, tell me that I 
may set it right.”

“I do not like cruelty or sacrifices, 
O Asika. I have told you that blood
shed is orunda to me, and'at the feast 
those men were poisoned and ^ you 
mocked them in their pain; also many 
others were taken away to be killed for 
no crime.”

She opened her beautiful eyes and 
stared at him, answering.

“But, Vernoon, all this is not my 
fault; they were sacrifices to the gods, 
and if I did not sacrifice I should be 
sacrificed by the priests and wizards 
who live to sacrifice. Yes, myself, I 
should be made to drink the poison, 
and be mocked at while I died, like a 
snake with a broken back. Or even if 
T escaped the vengeance of the people, 
the gods themselves would kill me and 
raise up another in my place. Do they 
not sacrifice in your country, Ver
noon?”

‘^No, Asika; they fight if necessary 
and kill those who commit murder. But 
they have no fetish that asks for blood, 
and the law they have from heaven is 
a law of mercy.”

She stared at him again.
“All this is strange to me,” she said. 

“I was taught otherwise. Gods 
devils, and must-be appeased lest they 
bring misfortune on us; men must be 
ruled by terror, or they would rebel 
and pull down the Great House; doc
tors must learn magic, or how would 
they avert spells? wizards must be 
killed, or the people would perish in 
their net. May not we who live in a 
hell strive to beat back its flames with 
the wisdom our forefathers have hand
ed on to us? Tell me, Vernoon, for I 
would know?”
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Vernoon,” and without waiting for his 
permission, she sat up and 
“Ah!” she went on, “we shall be happy 
when we are married, shall we not? Do 
not be afraid, Vernoon, I will not eat 
out your heart as I have those of the 
men that went before you. We will live 
together until we are old, and die to
gether at last, and together be born 
again, and so on and on till the end, 
which even I cannot foresee. Why do 
you not smile, Vernoon, and say that 
you are pleased, and that you will be 
happy with me, who loved you from 
the moment that my eyes fell upon you 
in sleep? Speak, Vernoon, lest I should 
grow angry with you.”

“I don’t know what to say,” answered 
Alan despairingly through Jeeki, “the 
honor is too great for me who am but 
a wandering trader who came here to 
barter Little Bonsa against the gold I 
need”—to support my wife and family, 
he Wàs about to add, then remember
ing that this statement might not be 
well received, substituted, “to support 
my old parents and eight brothers and 
sisters who are dependent upon me, 
and remain hungry until I return to 
them.”

“Then I think they will remain hun
gry a long time, Vernoon, for while I 
live you shall never return. Much as 
I love you I would kill you first,” and 
her eyes glittered as she said the 
words. “Still,” she added, noting the 
fall in his face, “if if is gold that tney 
need, you shall send it them. Yes, my 
people shall take all that I gave you 
down to the coast, and there it can be 
put in a big canoe and carried across 
the water. See to the packing of the 
stuff, you black dog,” she said to Jeeki 
over^her shoulder, “and when it is 
ready I will send it hence.”

Alan began to thank her, though he 
thought it more than probable that 
even If she kept her word, this bullion 
would never get to Old Calabar, and 
much less to England. But she waived 
the matter aside as one in which she 
was not interested.

CHAPTER XVII (Continued).
did so.“N'j, no, Major. I make her swear 

not split on ghosts of all her husbands, 
and by Big Bonsa himself. She sit 
tight as wax, because she think they 
haunt her if she don’t, and I too, by 
when I dead. P’r’aps she get to Ogula 
country and p’r’aps not. If she don’t, 
can’t help it, and no harm done. Break 
my heart, but only one old woman less. 
Anyhow, she hold tongue, that main 
point, and I really very glad to find 
my ma, who never hoped to see again. 
Heaven very kind to Jeeki, give him 
back to family bosom,” he added unct
uously.

That day there were no excitements, 
and to Alan’s intense relief he saw

“A small gift' enough,” she answered 
contemptou'sly, “would you not like 
more, since you value that stuff? Well, 
another time you shall send all you 
want.
waiting, fifty men and three, as you 
sent me word, and ten spare ones to 
take the,» place of any who die. But 
how they will find their way, I know 
not, since none of them have ever been 
to the coast.”

An idea occurred to Alan, who had 
.small faith in Jeeki’s “Ma” as a mes
senger.

“The Ogula prisoners could show 
them,” he said “at any rate as far as 
the forest, and after that they could 
find out. May they not go, Asika?”

“If you will,” she answered careless
ly. “Let them be ready to start to
morrow, at the dawn, all except their 
chief, Fahni, who must stop here as a 
hostage. I do not trust those Ogula, 
who more than once have threatened 
to make war upon us,” she added, 
then turned and bade the priests bring 
in the bearers and receive their in
structions.

Meanwhile the porters are

This journey was the first of many. 
Every day the litters were waiting, 
and they visited some new place, al
though into the town itself they never 
went. Moreover, if they passed 
through outlying villages, although 
Alan was forced to wear his mask, 
their inhabitants had been warned to

nothing of the Asika. After its orgy 
of witchcraft and bloodshed on the 
previous night, weariness and silence 
seemed to have fallen upon the town. 
At any rate no sound came from it 
that could be heard above the low, con
stant thunder of the great waterfall 
rushing down its precipice, and in the 
cedar-shadowed

absent themselves, so that they saw no 
one. The crops were left untended, 
and the cattle and sheep lowed hun
grily in their kraals. On certain days, 
at Alan’s request, they were taken to 
the spots where the gold was found, 
in the gravel bed of an almost dry 
stream that during the rain was a tor
rent.

He descended from the litter and with 
the help of the Asika and Jeeki, dug a 
little in this gravel, not without re
ward, for in it they found several nug
gets. Above, too, where they went af
terwards, was a huge quartz reef de
nuded by water, which evidently had 
been worked in past ages, and was 
still so rich that in it they saw plenty 
of visible gold. Looking at it, Alan be
thought him of his City days and of 
the hundreds of thousands of pounds 
capital with which this unique proposi
tion might have been floated. After
wards they were carried to the places 
where the gems were found, stuck 
about in the clay, like plums in a pud
ding, though none ever sought them 
now. But all these things interested 
the Asika not at all.

i graden where Alan 
walked till he was weary, attended by 
Jeeki and the Ogula savages, not a soul 
was to be seen.

On the following morning, when he 
was sitting moodily in his room, two 
priests came to conduct him to the 
Asika. Having no choice, followed by 
Jeeki, he accompanied them to her 
house, masked as usual, for without 
this hateful disguise he was not allowed 
to stir. He found her lying upon a 
pile of cushions in a small room that 
he had never seen before, which was 
better lighted than most In that melan
choly abode, and seemed to serve as 
her private chamber. In front of her 
lay the skin of the lion that he had 
sent as a present, and about her throat, 
heavily set in gold, hung a necklace 
made of its claws, with which she was 
playing idly.

"Say, Vernoon,” she asked In her Ian- 
gorous voice, “can you not stir a yard 
without that ugly black dog at your 
heels? Do you bring him to protect 
you? If so, what is the need? Have I 
not sworn that you are safe in my 
land?*’

are

Present!#- they came, picked men all 
of them, under the command of an 
Asika captain, and with them me 
Ogula, whom she summoned also.

"Go where the white lord sends you," 
she said In an indifferent voice, ”carry 
ing with you these packages. I do not 
know where it is, but these man-eaters 
will show you some of the way, and it 
you fail in the business and liVe to 
come back again, you shall be sacrificed 
to Bonsa at the next feast; if you run 
away, then__your wives and children 
shall be sacrificed.

your

“You make your own hell,” answered 
Alan when, with thp help of Jeeki, he 
understood her talk.

She pondered over his words for a 
while, then said,

"I,must think. The thing is big. I 
wander in blackness; I will speak with 

Say now, what else is

me,
one

Food shall be given 
you for your journey, and gold to buy 
more when it is done. Now, Vernoon, 
tell them what they have to do."

So Alan, or rather Jeeki, told them, 
end these directions were so long and 
minute that before they were finished 
Asika grew tired of listening and went 
away, saying as she passed the captain 
of the company :

“Remember my words, man, succeed 
or die, but of your land and its secrets 
say nothing."

you again, 
wrong with me?”

Now Alan thought that he saw an 
opportunity for a word in season, and 
made a great mistake.

“I think that you treat your hus
band, that man whom you call Mun
gana, very badly. Why should 
drive him to his death?”

At these words the Asika leapt up 
in a rage, and seeking something to 
vefit her temper on, violently boxed 
Jeeki’s ears and kicked him with her 
sandalled fooL

“The
“that beast! What have I to do with 
him? I hate him as I hated the others. 
The priests thrust him dti me. He has 
had his day—let him 
country do they make women live with 

I love you. 
Perhaps 
- and

white thoughts. But I hate that man 
What is the use of being Asika If I 
cannot take what I love and reject 
what I hate? Go away, Vernoon, go 
away, you have angered me, and if it 
were not for what you have said about 
that new law of mercy, I think that I 
would cut your throat,” and again she 
boxed Jeeki’s ears and kicked him 
the shins.

What was the good of gold, she ask
ed Alan, except to make things of, or 
the bright stones except to play with? 
What was the good of anything except 
food to eat and power and wisdom that 
that can open the secret doors of 
knowledge, of things seen and things 
unseen, and love that brings the lover 
joy, and forgetfulness of self and takes 
away the awful loneliness of the soul, 
if only for a little' while?

Not wishing to drift into discussion 
on the matter of love, Alan asked the 
priestess to define “her soul,” whence 
it came and whither she believed it to 
be going.

“My soul is I, Vembon,” she answer
ed, “and already very, very old. Thus 
it has ruled amongst this people for 
thousands of years.”

“How is that, he asked, “seeing that 
the Asika dies?”

“Oh! no, Vernoon, she does not die, 
she only changes. The old body dies, 
the spirit enters into another body 
which is waiting. Thus, until I was 
fourteen, I was but a common girl, 
the daughter of a headman of that vil
lage yonder, at least so they tell me, 
for of this time I have no memory. 
Then the Asika died, and as I had the 
secret marks and the beauty that is 
hers, the priests burnt her body before 
Big Bonsa, and suffocated me, the 
child, in the smoke of the burning. But 
I awoke again, and when I awoke the 
past was gone and the soul of the 
Asika filled me, bringing with it its 
awful memories, its gathered wisdom, 
its passion of love and hate, and its 
power to look backward and before.”

“Do you ever do these things?” asked 
Alan.

“Backward, yes; before, very little; 
since you come, not at all, because my 
heart is a cpward and I fear what I 
might see. Oh! Vernoon, Vernoon, I 
know you and your thoughts. You 
think me the beautiful beast who loves 
like a beast, who loves you because you 
are white and different from our men. 
Well, what there is of the beast in me 
the gods of my people gave, for they 
are devils and I am their servant. But 
there is more than that, there is good 
also which I have won for myself. I 
knew you would come, I knew you 
would come,” she went on passionate
ly. “and that is why I was yours al
ready, even before I had seen your 
face. But what would befall after you 
came, that I neither knew, or know, 
because I will not seek, who could 
learn it all.”

“Tell me,” she asked, "would you 
have me other than I am? First, do 
you think me beautiful?”

Alan“Yes.” answeredAlan made Jeeki interpret this speech 
then answered that the reason was 
that he knew but little of her tongue.

“Can I not teach it to you alone, then, 
without this low fellow hearing all my 
words? Well, it will not be for long,” 
and she looked at Jeeki in a way that 
made him feel very uncomfortable. 
“Get behind us, dog, and you, Ver
noon, come sit on these cushions at my 
side. Nay, not there, I said upon the 
cushions—so. Now I will take off that 
ugly mask of yours, for I would look 
into your eyes. I find them pleasant.

honestly,
“very beautiful, when you are quiet as 
now; not when you are dancing as you 
did the other night without your 
robes.”

When she understood what he meant 
the Asika actually blushed a little.

“I am sorry,” she answered in a 
voice that for her was quite humble. 
"I forgot that it might seem strange 
in your eyes. It has always been the 
custom for the Asika to do as I did 
at feasts and sacrifices, but perhaps 
that, is not the fashion among your

you

“I hear, answered the captain, pros
trating himself.

That night Alan summoned the Ogu
la and spoke to them through Jeeki in 
their own language. At first they de
clared that they would not leave their 
chief, preferring to stay and die with 
him.

Mungana?” she exclaimed.

go. In your
"Not so,” said Fahni, "go, my child

ren, that I may live. Go and gather 
the tribe, all the thousands of them 
who are men and can fight, and bring 
them up to attack Asiki-land, to rescue 
me if I am still alive, or to avenge me 
if I am dead. As for those bearers, do 
them no harm, but send them on to the 
coast with the white man’s goods.”

So In the end the Ogula said that 
they would go, and when Alan woke up 
on the following morning, he was in
formed that they and the Asiki porters 
had already departed upon their jour
ney. Then he dismissed the, matter 
from his mind, for to tell the truth he 
r ever expected to hear of them any 
more.

men whom they loathe?
Bonsa himself knows why? 
because you have a white skinOPEN SECRETS.HR
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To overcome the well-grounded and reasonable objections of the 
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v Alan rose and bowed himself towards 
the door, while she stood with her back 
towards him, sobbing. As he was about 
to pass it, she wheeled round, wiping 
the tears from her eyes with her hand, 
and said:

“I forgot. I sent for you to thank you 
for your presents, that,” and she point
ed to the lion skin, “which they tell 
me you killed with some kind of thun
der to save the life, of that old canni
bal, and this,” and she pulled off the 
necklace of claws, then added, “As I 
am too bad to wear it, you had better 
take it back again.” And she threw it 
with all her strength straight into 
Jeeki’s face.

Fearing worse things, the much mal
treated Jeeki uttered a howl and bolt
ed through the door, while Alan, pick
ing up the necklace, returned it to her 
with a bow. She took it.

’Stop,” she said. “You are leaving 
the room without your mask and my 
women are outside. Come here,” and 
she tied the thing upon his head, set
ting it all awry, then pushed him from 
the room.

“Very poor joke, Major, very poor 
indeed,” said Jeeki, when, theÿ had 
reached their own apartment. “Lady 
make love to you; you play prig and 
lecture lady about holy customs of 
her country, and she box my ear till 
head sing, also kick me all over and 
throw sharp claws in face. Please you 
do it no more. The next time, wjio 
knows? she stick knife in my gizzard, 
then kiss you afterward and say she 
so sorry, and hope she no hurt yom 
But how that help your departed JeelH 
who get all kicks, while you have half
pence?”

“Oh, be quiet,” said Alan, "you are 
welcome to the halfpence if you would 
only leave me the kicks. The question 
is, how am I to get out of this mess? 
While she was a beautiful savage devil 
one could deal with the thing, but if 
she is going to become human it is 
another matter.”

Jeeki looked at him with pity in his 
eyes.

"Always thought white man mad at 
bottom,” he said, shaking his big head. 
“To benighted black nigger thing so 
very simple. All you got do, make love 
and cut when you get chance. Then 
she pleased as Punch, everything go 
smooth and Jeeki get no more kicks. 
Christian religion business very good, 
but wyn’t wash in Asiki-land. 
reverend uncle find out that.”

Not wishing to pursue the argument, 
Alan changed the subject by asking 
his indignant retainer if he thought 
that the Asika had meant what she 
said when she offered to send the gold 
down to the coast.

"Why not, Major? That good lady al-* 
ways mean what she say, and what 
she do, too," and he dabbed wrathfully 
at the scratches made by the lion’s 
claws on his face, then added, “she 
know her own mind, not like shilly
shally, see-saw white woman, who get 
up one thing and go to bed another. 
If she say she send gold, she send it,

■

CHAPTER XVIII.
Alan Falls Ill.

After the departure of the messen
gers a deep melancholy fell upon Alan, 
who was sure that he had now no fur
ther hope of communicating with the 
outside world. Bitterly did he reproach 
himself for his folly in having ever 
journeyed to this hateful place in or
der to secure—what? About £100,000 
worth of gold which, of course, he 
never would secure, as it would cer
tainly vanish or be stolen on its way 
to the coast. For this gold he had be
come involved in a dreadful complica
tion which would cost him much 
misery and, sooner or later, life itself, 
since he could not marry that beauti
ful savage, Asika, and it he refused 
her she would certainly kill him in her 
outraged pride and fury.

Day by day she sent for him, and 
when he came, assumed a new char
acter, that of a woman humbled by a 
sense of her own ignorance, which she 
was anxious to amend. So he must 
play the role of tutor to'her, telling her 
of civilized peoples, their laws, cus
toms and religions, and instructing her 
how to write and read. She listened 
and learned submissively enough, but 
all the while Alan felt as one might 
who is called upon to teach tricks to a 
drugged panther. The drug in this case 
was her passion for him, which ap
peared to be very genuine. But when 
it passed off, or when he was obliged 
to refuse her, what, he wondered, 
would happen then?

Anxiety and confinement told on him 
far more than all the hardships of his 
journey. His health ran down, he be
gan to fall ill. Then, as bad luck would 
have it, walking in that damp, un
healthy cedar garden out of which he 
might not stray, he contracted the 
germ of some kind of fever whifh in 
autumn was very common in this 
poisonous climate. Three days later he 
became delirious, and for a week after 
that hiing between life and death. Well 
was it for him that his medicine chest 
still remained intact, and that, recog
nizing his own symptoms before his 
head gave way, he was able to Instruct 
Jeeki what drugs to give him at the 
different stages of the disease.

For the rest his njemories 
dreadful illness always remained very 
vague. He had visions of Jeeki and 
of a robed woman whom he knew to 
be the Asika, bending over him con
tinually. Also it seemed to him that 
from time to time he was talking with 
Barbara, which even then he knew 
must be absurd, for how could they 
talk across thousands of miles of land 
and sea.

At length his mind cleared suddenly, 
and he awoke as from a nightmare to 
find himself lying i” the hall or room 
where he had always been, feeling ’
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By this bold step Dr. Pierce has shown that his formulas are of such 
excellence that he is not afraid to subject them to the fullest scrutiny.

Not only does the wrapper of every 
bottle of Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical 
Discdvery, the famous medicine for 

- , weak stomach, torpid liver or bilious
ness and all catarrhal diseases wherever 
located, have

imitators and those who may be pirati- 
cally inclined.

Dr. John Fyfe, of Saugatuck, Conn., 
Editor of the Department of Therapeu
tics in The Eclectic Review says of 
Unicorn root (Helonias Dioica) one of 
the chief ingredients of Dr. Pierce’s Fa>- 
vorite Prescription: "A remedy which 
invariably acts as a uterine invigorator 
and always favors a condition which 
makes for normal activity of the entire 
reproductive system, cannot fail to be 
of great usefulness and of the utmost 
importance to the general practitioner 
of medicine.”

"Helonias more fully answers the 
above purposes than any other drug 
icith which I am acquainted. In the 
treatment of diseases peculiar jfo women 
it is seldom that a case is seen which 
does not present some indication for 
this remedial agent.”

"The following are among the lead
ing indications for Helonias : Pain or 
aching in the back, with leucorrhea; 
atonic (weak) conditions of the repro
ductive organs of women, mental de
pression and irritability, associated with 
chronic diseases of the reproductive 
organs of women, constant sensation of 
heat in the region of the kidneys : 
menorrhagia, ("flooding”) due to a 
weakened condition of the reproductive 
svstem; amenorrhea, arising from or 
accompanying an abnormal condition 
of the digestive organs and an anemic 
(thin blood) habit; dragging sensation 
in the extreme lower part of the ab
domen.”

If more or less of the above symptoms 
are present, no invalid woman can do 
better than take Dr. Pierce’s Favorite 
Prescri 
medica 
Helonias:

Next instant there was a tumult 
near by, and when Alan looked up 
again it was to see Jeeki, very lightly 
clad, flying through the door.

“It will be here presently.” she said.
“Oh* it you knew what I have suffer
ed, It you only knew. Now you will 
recover whom I thought dead, for this 
fever passes quickly, and there shall 
be a sacrifice—no, I forgot, you hate 
sacrifices—there shall be no sacrifice.
There shall be a thanksgiving, and ev
ery woman in the land shall break her Very weH> t*1*9 night you shall see, you 
bonds to husShnd or to lover, and take and that black dog of yours, that yo-i 
him whom she desires without reproach may know I do not trick you, and he

shall tell me what you see, for he, be
ing but a low-born beast, will speak 
the truth, not minding If it hurts me, 
myself I have sworn not to search the 
future, and by an oath that I may not 
break.”

printed upon it, in plain 
English, a full and complete list of all 
the ingredients composing it, but a 
email book has been compiled from 

medical works, of 
all the different schools of practice, 
containing very numerous extrade from 
the writings of leading practitioners 
of medicine, endorsing in the strongest 
possible terms, each and every ingredi
ent contained in Dr. Pierce’s medi
cines. One of these little books will be 
mailed free to any one sending address 
on postal card or by letter, to Dr. R.V, 
Pierce, Buffalo, N. Y., and requesting 
the same. From this booklet it will be 
learned that Dr. Pierce’s medicines con
tain no alcohol, narcotics, mineral 
agents or other poisonous or injurious 
agents and that they are made from 
native, medicinal roots of great value; 
also that some of the most valuable in
gredients contained in Dr. Pierce’s Fa
vorite Prescription for weak, nervous, 
over-worked, "run-down,” nervous and 
debilitated women, were employed, long 
years ago by the Indians for similar 
ailments affecting their squaws. In 
fact, one of the most valuable medic
inal plants entering into the composi
tion of Dr. Pierce’» Favorite Prescrip
tion was known to the Indians as 
"Squaw-Weed.” Our knowledge of the 
uses of not a few of our most valuable 
native, medicinal plants was gained 
from the Indians.

As made up by improved 
i processes, and with the use of specially 

designed chemical apparatus, the "Fa
vorite Prescription ” is a most efficient 
remedy for regulating all the womanly 
functions, correcting displacements, as 
prolapsus, anteversion and retroversion 
overcoming painful periods, toning np 
the nerves and bringing about a 
feet state of health.

The exact proportion of the several in
gredients used in these medicines, as 
well as the working formula and pecul
iar processes, apparatus and appliances 
employed in their manufacture, are 
withheld from publicity that Dr. Pierce’s 
proprietary rights may not be infringed 
and trespassed upon by unprincipled

numerous standard

He looked at her, and she saw the 
doubt in his eyes.

•'You do not believe me, Vernoon.

qr loss. I will do as I would be done 
by, that is the law you taught me, is 
it not?”i

This novel interpretation of a sacred 
doctrine, worthy of Jeeki himself, so 
paralysed Alan’s enfeebled brain that 
he could make ho answer, nôr do any
thing except wonder what would hap
pen in Asiki-land when the decree of 
his priestess took effet. Then Jeeki ar
rived with something to drink, which 
he swallowed with the eagerness of the 
convalescent, and almost immediately 
went to sleep in good earnest.

“We will not waste time on it, for 
I know it all Vernoon, have you no 
memories of Asika-land? Do you 
think you never visited it before?”

“Never,” said Alan, “it was my uncle 
who came and ran away with Little 
Bonsa on his head.’’s

“That is news indeed,” she replied 
mockingly. “Did you then think that 
I believed it to be you, though It is 
true that she who went before, or my 
spirit that was in her, fell into error 
for an hour and thought that fool- 
uncle of yours was the Man. When 
she found her mistake she let him go, 
and bade the god go with him that it 
might bring back the appointed man, 
as it has done. Yes, that Little Bonsa, 
who knew him of old, might search him 
out from among all the millions of men, 
born or unborn, and bring him back to 
be. Therefore, also, she chose a young 
black dog, who would live for many 

and bade the god to take him

ÿ
CHAPTER XIX.

The Treasure House.
Alan’s recovery was rapid, since, as 

the Asika told him, if a patient lived 
through it, the kind of fever that he 
had taken did not last long enough to 
exhaust his vital forces, 
asked him if he needed anything to 
make him well, he answered:

“Yes, air and exercise.”
She replied thàt she should have 

both, and next morning his hated mask 
put upon his face and- he was sup

ported by priests to a door where a lit
ter, or rather litters, were waiting one 
for himself and another for Jeeki, who, 
although in robust health, was still 
supposed to be officially ill and not al
lowed to walk over his own legs. They 
entered these litters and were borne 
off, till presently they met a third lit
ter, of particular gorgeous design, car
ried by masked bearers, wherein was

marks that you

\ and exact
Your When sheption, which is rich in all the 

1 properties of Unicom root, or Black
Watch

of that
MEN AND WOMEN

should have a good medical book 
handy. They should have a book that 
treats of the sexological relations of the 
sexes as well as how and when to ad 
vise

wasper-
years,
with her, and told him of the wealth 
of our people, that it might be a bait 
upon the hook. Do you see, Vernoon, 
that yellow dirt was the bait, and I— 
I am the hook? Weil, you have felt 
it before, so it should not gall you over 
much.”

son and daughter. A standard 
work is the People’s Common Sense 
Medical Adviser, by R.V. Pierce, M. D. 
Send 60 one-cent stamps for the latest 
thoroughly revised, cloth-bound book, 
or 31 stamps for the paper-covered 
volume. Address Dr. B. V. Pierce, 
ÿoffalo, N. Y-
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