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CHAPTER XIII (Continued).

So they went down the passage and
at the end of it, through gates of cop-
per and gold, they knew not which,
ithey had evidently been left open for
them, into the garden. It was a large
place, a good many acres in extent in-
deed, and kept with some care, for
there were paths in it and flowers that

irew certain of the mighty cedar trees
that they had seen from far off, beneath
whose spreading bows twilight reigned,
while beyond, not more than half a mlie
away, the splendid river-fall thundered
down the precipice. For the rest they |
could find no exit to that garden, which
on one side was enclosed by a sheer
clift of Hving rock, and on the other
with steep stone walls, beyond which
ran a itorrenti, and the buildings of the
Gold House itself.

For a while they walked up and down
the rough paths, till at last Jeeki,

wearying of this occupation, remarked: ‘a little and added, “White man, you |

“Melancholy hole, Major. Remind me
of Westminster Abbey in London fog,
where your uncle of blesed memory oft-
en take me pray and look at tomb of
king. ®'pose we go back Gold House
and see what happen. Anything better
than stand about under cursed old ce-
dar tree.”

“All right,” said Alan, who through
lthe eyeholes in his mask had been
studying the walls to seek a spot in
them that could be climbed if neces-
sary, and found none.

So they returned to the room, which
had been swept and garnished in their
absence. No sooner had they entered
ii than the door opened, and through it
came long lines of Asiki priests, each of
whom staggered beneath the weight of
a hide bag that he bore upon his shoul-
der, which bags they piled up about the
stone alter. Then, as though at some
:+ignal, each priest opened the mouth of
his bag, and Alan saw that they were
filled with gold, gold in dust, gold in
nuggets, gold in vessels perfect or brok-
en; more gold that Alan had-ever seen
before.

“Why do they bring all this stuff
here?” he asked, and Jeeki translated
his question.

“It is an offering to the lord of Little
Bensa,” answered the head priest,.bow-
ing, “a gift from the Asika. The heav-
en-born white man sent word by his
Ogula. mesengers that he desired gold.
Here is the gold that he desired.”

Alan stared at the treasure which,
sfter all, was what he had come to
‘seek. If only he had it safe in England
he would be a rich man and his trou-
bles ended. But how could he get it
1o Ep#«land? Here il was worthless as
mud

“I tha¥y the Asika,” he said. "1 ask
for porters to bear her gift back to my
own country, since it is too heavy for
me and my sérvant to carry alone”

At these ‘words the priest smiled a
little, then said that the Asika desired
to see the white lord and to receive
from him Little Bonsa in return for the
gold, and that he could proffer his re-
quest to her.

“Good,” replied Alan, “lead me to the
Asika.”

Then they started, Alan bearing the
box containing Little Bonsa, and Jeeki
following after him. They went down
passages and through sundry doors till
at length they came to a long and nar-
row hall that seemed to be lined with
1 'ates of gold. At the end of this hall
was a large chair of black wood ani
ivory placed upon a dais, and sitting
in this chair with the light pouring on
her from some opening above, was tha
woman of Alan’s dream, beautiful to
look on in her crown and glittering
garments. Upon a  stool at the
foot of the dals, sat a man, a hand-
some and melancholy man. His hair
was tied behind his head in a pigtail
and gilded; his face was painted red,
white, and yellow; he wore ropes of
bright-colored ‘stones about his neck,
middle, arms and ankles, and held a
kind of sceptre in his hand.

“Who is that creature?” asked Alan
over his shoulder to Jeeki; “the Court
foel?”

“That husband of Asika, Major. ‘He
nct fool, very big gun, but look a: little
low now because his time,K soom - up.
Come on, Major, Asika beckon us. Get
on stomaeh and crawl; that custom
here,” he added, going down on to his
hands and knees, as did all the priests
who followed them.

“1'll see her hanged first,”” answered
Alan in English.

Then, accompanied by tlie creeping
Jeeki and the train of prostrate priests,
he marched up the long hall to the edg:
of the dais and there stood still and
bowed to the woman in the chairn

“@reeting White Man,' she said in a
low voice when she had studied him
for a little while. “Do you understand
my tongue?”
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“A little,”” he answered in Asiki,
“moreover, my servant here knows it
well and can translate.”

“I am glad,” she said. ‘“Tell me then,
in your country do not people go on
tc their knee before their queen, and 1f
not, how do they greet her?”

“No,” answered Alan, with the help
of Jeeki. “They greet her by raising
their headdress, or kissing her hand.”

“Ah!” ghe said. ‘“Well, you have
no headdress, so kiss my hand,” and
she stretched it out towards him, at
the same time prodding the man whom
Jeeki had said was her husband, in the
back with her foot, apparently to make
him get out of the way.

Not knowing what else to do Alan
slepped on to the dais, the man scowl-
ing at him as he passed.
halted and ‘said:

“How can I kiss your hand through
this mask, Asika?”

“True,” she answered, then considered

have brought back Little Bonsa, have
you ngt, Little Bonsa who ran away
with you a great many years ago.”

“I have,” he said, ignoring the rest
of the question.

“Your messengers said that you re-
quired a present of gold in return for
Iittle Bonsa. I have sent you one; s
it sufficlent? If not, you can have
more.”

“I cannot say, O Asika, I have not
examined it. But I thank you for the
present, and desire porters to enable
me to carry it away.” 7

“You desire porters,” she repeated
meditatively. ‘“We will talk of that
when you have rested heré a month o+
two. Meanwhile, give me Little Bonsa
that she may be restored to her own
rlace.”’ 4

Alan opéned the tin box, and lifting
out the fetish gave it to the priestess,
who took it, and with a serpentine
movement  of extraordinary grace
glided from her chair on to her knees,
holding the mask above her head in
both hands, then thrice covered her
face with it. This done, she called to
the priests, bidding them take Little
EBonsa to her own place and give no-
tice throughout the land that she was
back again. She added that the an-
cient Feast of Little Bonsa would be
held on the night of the full moon
within three days, and that all pre-
parations must be made for it as she
had commanded.

Then the head medicine-man, raising
himself upon his knees, crept on to the
dais, took the fetish from her hands,
and breaking into a wild song of
triumph, he and his companions
crawled down the hall and vanished
through the_door, leaving them alone
save for the Asika's husband. .

‘When they had gone the Asiki look-
ed at this man in a reflective way, and
Alan looked at him also through the
eyeholes of his mask, finding him well
worth studying. As has been said, not-
withstanding his paint and grotesque
decorations, he was very:.good-looking
for a native, with well-cut features of
an Arab.type. Also he wasg tall and
muscular, and not more than thirty
years of age. What struck Alan most,
however, was none of these things, nor
his jewelled chains, nor even his gilded
pig-tail, but his eyes, which were full
of terror. Seeing them, Alan remem-
bered Jeeki's story which he had told to
Mr. Haswell's guests at the Court, of
how the husband of the Asika was
driven mad by ghosts.

Just then she spoke to the man, ad-
dressing him by name and saying:

“Leave us alone, Mungana, I wish
to speak with this white lord.”

He did not seem to hear her words,
but continuded to stare at Alan.

. “Hearken!” she exclaimed, in a voice
of ice. “Do my bidding and begone, or
you shall sleep alone to-night in a cer-
tain chamber that you know of.”

Then Mungana rose, looked at her as
a dog sometimes does at a cryel master
who is abouti to beat it, yes, with just
that same expression, put his hands be-
fore his eyes for a little while, and
turning, left the hall by a side door
which closed behind him. The Asika
watched him go, laughed musically and
said:
| “It is a very dull thing to be married;
but how are you named, white man?”*

‘“Vernon,” he answered.

“Vernoon, Vernoon,’ she repeated, for
she could not pronounce the O as we do.
“Are you married, Vernoon?”

He shook his head.

*“Have you been married?”’

“No,” he answered, “never, but I am
going to be.” )

“Yes,” she answered, “you are going
to be. You remember that you were
near to it many years ago, when Little
Bonsa got jealous and ra®’ away with
you.: Well, gshe won't do that again, for
doubtless she is tired of you now, and,
besides,” she added, with a flash of fe-
rocity, “I’d melt her with fire first and
set her spirit free.”

While Jeeki was trying to explain
this mysterious speech to Alan the Asi-
ka broke in, asking:

“Do you always want to wear that
mask?”’

He' answered ‘‘Certainly not,”” where-
on she bade Jeeki take it off, which he
did.

“Understand me,” she said, fixing her
great languid eyes upon hals in a fash-

fortable, ‘““‘understand, Vérnoon, that if

mask, which you ean only put off when
you are alone with me.”

“Why?' he asked.

“Because, Vernoon; I do not choose
that any other woman should see your

not nicely.”

able to find appropriate words in which
to reply to ‘this threat. But the Asika
only leaned back in her c¢hair and
laughed at hig evident confusion and
dismay, till a new thought struck her.
“Your lips are free now,” she said,
“kiss my hand after the fashion of your
{ own country,” and she stretchgd it out
lto Alan, leaving him no choice but to

{ obey her

Then he |

ion that made his éxceedingly uncom- |

you go out anywhere, it must be in your |

face. If a woman looks upon your un- |
covered face, remember that she dies— |

Alan stared at her bluntly. being un- |

i s

s
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“Why," _shé-went on fnisch!evously,l

{ taking his hand and in turn touching it !

| with her red lips, “why, are you a thief, |

Vernoon? That ring was mine, andi
vou have gtolen it. How did you steal |
| that fing?"” / |

“I don't know,” he answered through |
lJeeki, “I found it on my finger. 1 can-
rot understand how it came there. I
| inderstand nothing of al} this talk.”

“Well, well, keep 'it, Vernoon, oniy
| zive me that other ring iw exchange.”

“I canneot,” he replied, coloring. “I
rromised to wear it always.”
| “Whom did you promise?” she asked
| with a flash of rage. “Was it a wo-
{ man? Nay, I see, it is a man's ring
and that is well, for otherwise I wouitd
bring a curse on her, however far oI
she may be dwelling. Say no more ana
forgive my anger. A vow is a vow—
keep your ring. But there is that one
which you used to wear in bygone
days? 1 recall that it had a cross upon
it, not thig star and figure of an eagle.”

Now Alan remembered that his uncle
owned such a ring with a cross upon it, '
and was frightened, for how did this
woman know these things?

“Jeeki,” he said, “ask the Asika if I
am mad, or if she is. How can she
know what I used to wear, seeing that
I was never ‘in this place till yesterday,
and certainly I have not met her any-
where alse.”

‘““She mean when you your reverend
uncle,” said Jeeki, wagging his great
head, “she think you identical man.”

“What troubles you, Vernoon?” the
Asgika asked softly, then added any-
thing but softly to Jeeki, ‘“‘Translate,
you dog, and be swift.,”

8o Jeeki translated in a great hurry,
telling her what Alan had said, and
adding on his own account that he,
silly white man that he was, could not
understand how, as she was quite a
yvoung woman, she could have seen him
before she was born, If that were so,
she would be old and ugly now, and
not beautiful as she was.

“I never saw you before, and you
never saw me, lady, yet you talk “as
though we had been friends,” broke in
Alan in hig halting Asiki.

“So we were in the spirit, Vernoon.
It was she who went before me who
loved that white man whose face was
as your face is, but her ghost lives on
in me and tells me the tale. There have
been many, Asikas; for thousands of
years they have ruled in this land, yet
but one spirit belongs to them all; it
is the string upon which the beads of
their lives are threaded. White man, I,
whom you .think young, know every-
thing. back to the beginning of the
world, back to the time when I was a
monkey woman sitting in those cedar
trees, and if you wish, I can tell it
you.”

“I should like te hear it very much
indeed,” answered Alan, when he had
mastered her méaning, ‘‘though it is
strange that none of the rest of us re-
member such things. Meanwhile, O
Asika, I tell you that I desire to return
to my own land, taking with me that
gift of gold that you have given me.
‘When will it please you to allow me to
return?”’

“Not yet awhile, I think,” she said,
smiling at him weirdly, for no other
word “will deseribe’ that smile. = “My
spirit remembers that it was ever
thus. Those wanderers who camé
hither alwdys wished to return again
‘to their own coquntry, like the birds in
'spring. 'OhcE there ‘was a white man
among them, that ,was more than
twenty hundred years ago; he was. a
native of a) country called Roma, and
wore -a helmet. He wished to return,
but my mother of that day, she kept
him, and by and by I will show him to
you if you like. Before that there was
a brown man who came from a land
where a great river overflows its banks
every year. He was a prince of his
own country, who had fled from its
king, and the desert folk madé a slave
of him, and so he drifted thither, He
wished to return also, for my mother
of that day, or my spirit that dwelt in
her, showed to him that if he could
but be there they would make him
king in nhis own land. But my mother
of that day, she would not let him go,
and by and by I will show him to you,
if you will,”

Bewildered, amazed, Alan listened to
her. Evidently the woman was mad, or
else she played some mystical part for
reasong of her own.

“When will you let me go, O Asika?”
he repeated.

“Not yet awhile, I think,” she said
again. “You are too comely, and I like
you, and she smiled at him ‘once
more. There was nothing coarse in the
smile, indeed it had a certain spiritual
quality which thrilled him. “I like you,”
she went on in her -dreamy voice, “I
would ‘keep you ‘with ‘mée until your
spirit is drawn up ‘into my spirit, mak-
ing it s{rong and rich as all the spirits
that went - before have .done, -those
spirits that my motherg loved from- the
beginning, which dwell in mé to-day.”

Now Alan grew alarmed, desperate
even. 3

“Queen,” ‘he said, “hut just now your
husband sat here; is it right then that
you should talk to-me thus?”

“My hsband,” she answered laughing.
“Why that man is but a slave who
| plays the part of husband to satisfy an
ancienl law. Never has he so much as
kissed my finger tips; my women, those
who waited on you last night, are his
wives, not I—or may be, if he will.'Soon
he will die of love for ‘me, and then,
when he is dead, though not before, 1
may take another ‘nusband, any hus-
band that I choose, and I think that
no black man shall be my lord, who
have other, purer blood in me. Vernoon,
five centuries have gone by since an
Asika was really wed to a forefgn man,
who wore a green turban and called
| himself a ‘son of the Prophet,” a man
i with a hooked nose and flashing eyes,
| who reviled our gods until they slew
him, even though he was the beloved
| of their priestess. She who went before ,

me would have married that white man |
whose face was like your face, but he |
fled with Little Bonsa, or rather Little |
Bonsa fled with him. So she passed
away unwed, and in ‘her place I came.”

“How did you come, if she whom
you call” your mother wasg not your
| mother?” asked Alan.

“What is that to you, white man?”
she replied. haughtily, “I am here, as
my spirit has been here from ‘'the first,
Oh! I gee you think I lfe to you, come
then, come, and I will show you those
who from the beginning have been the
husbands of the Asika,” and rising
from her chair she took him by the
hand.

i
|
i
{
|
|

CHAPTER XIV.
The Hall of the Dead.
They went through doors, and by

| long half-lit passages till they came to

great gates guarded by old. priests
armed with spears, As they drew near
to these priests the Asika loosed a
scarf that she wore over her breast-
plate of golden fish-scales, and threw
the star-spangled thing over Algp's
head, that even the priests might not
see his face. Then she spoke a word to
them and they opened the gates. Here
Jeeki evinced a disposition to remain,
remarking to his master that he
thought that place into which he had
never entered “much too holy for poor
nigger like him.”

The Asika asked him what he had
said, and he explained his sense of un-
worthiness in her own tongue.

“Come, fellow,” she exclaimed, “to
interpret my words and to bear witness
chat no trick is played upon your lord.”

Still Jeeki lingered bashfully. where-
on at a sign from her one of the priests
pricked him behind with his great spear
and uttering a howl he sprang for-
ward. 3

The Asika led the way down a pas-
sage which they saw endeded in a big
hal] lit with lamps. Now they were in
it, and- Alan hecame aware that they
had entered the treasure house of the
Asiki, since here were piled up great
heaps of gold, gold in ingots, gold in
nuggets, in stone jars fillled with dust,
in vessels plain or embossed, with mon-
strous shapes, in fetishes, and in little
squares and - disks that looked as
though they had served as coins. Never
had he seen so much gold befere.

“You are rich here, lady,’”” he said,
gazing at the piles, astonished.

She shrugged her shoulders. ‘“Yes, as
I have heard that some people count
wealth. These are the offerings brought
to our gods from the beginning; also
al] the gold found in the mountains be-
longs to the gods, and there is much of
it there. The gift.I sent to you was
taken from this heap, but in truth it is
a poor gift, seeing that, although this
stuff is bright and serves for cups. and
other things, it has no use at all, and
is only offered to the gods because it
is harder to come by than other metals.
Look, these are prettier than the gold,”
and from a stone table she picked up at
hazard a long necklace of large, uncut
stones, red and white in color and set
alternately, that Alan judged to be
crystals and spinels.

“Take it,”" she said, “and examine it
at your leisure., It is very old. For
hundreds of years no more of ‘these
necklaces have' been made,” and with
a careless movement she threw the
chain over hig head so that it hung
upon his shoulders.

Alan thanked her, then remembered
that the man called Mungana, who was
the husband, real or official, of this
priéstess, had been somewhat similarly
adorned, and shivered a little as though
at a presage of advanced fate. Stilk
he did not return the thing, fearing lest
he should give offence.

At this moment his attention was
taken from the treasure by the :sound
of a groan behind him. Turning round
he perceived Jeeki, hig great eyes roll-
ing as though in an extremity of fear.

“Oh, my golly! Major.2-he ejaculated,
pointing to the wall, “look ‘there!"

Alan Jooked, but at first in that dim
light could only discover long rows of
gleaming objects which!!#eached  from
the floor to the roof. £

“Come and see,;” said!the Asika, and
taking a lamp from that table on which
lay the gems she led him past the piles
of gold.to one side of-the:vault or hall.
Then he saw, and although he did not
show it, like Jeeki was afraid.

For there, each in his own niche and
standing one above the other,. were
what looked like hundreds of golden
inen with gleaming eyes. At first, un-
til the utter stillness undeceived him,
he thought that they must be men.
Then he understood that this was
what they had been; now they were

corpses wrapped in sheetg of thin gold |

and wearing golden masks with eves of
erystal, each mask being beaten out to
a hideous representation of the man in
life.

“All these are the husbands of ‘my
spirit,” said the priestess, waving the
lamp in front of the lowest row of them
“who were married to the Asikas In
the past. Look here is he who said
that he ought to be king of that rich
1and where year by year the river over-
flows its banks,” and going to one of
the fitst of the figures in the bottom
row, she draw, out a fastening and
suffered the gold mask to fall forward
on a hinge, exposing the face with-
in.

Although it had-evidently been treat-
ed with some preservative, thig head
now was little more than a skull still
covered with dark hair, but set upon
ils brow appeared an object that Alan
recognized at once, a simple band of
plain gold, and rising from it the head
¢f an-asp. Without doubt it was the
ureaus, that symbol ‘which only the
royalties of old Egypt dared to wear.
Without doubt, also either this man
had' brought it with him from the Nile,
or in memory of his rank and home he
had fashioned it out of the goid that
was so plentiful in the place ‘of his cap~
tivity. So this woman’s story was true,
an ancient Egyptian had once been
husband to the Asika of his day. )

Meanwhile his guide had passed a
long way down the line, and halting in
front of another gold wrapped figure,
opened its mask. ‘“This is that man,”
she said, “who told us that he came
from .a-land called Rom®. Look, the
nelmet still rests upon his head, though
time has eaten into'it, and that ring
upon your hand was taken from his
finger. I have a head-dress made upon
the model of that helmet, which I wear
sometimes in memory of this man,
who, my soul remembers, was brave
and pleasant and a gallant lover.”

“Indeed,” answered Alan, looking at
the sunken face above which a rim of
curls appeared beneath the rusting hel-
met, ‘“Well, he doesn’t 100k very gal-

| 1ant now. does he?”’ Then he peered
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down between the ‘body and its gold
casing and saw that in his bony hand
the man still held a short Roman
sword, lifted as though in salute. So
rhe had not lied in this matter either.
Meanwhile the Asika had glided on

to the end of the hall behind the!

heaps of treasure.

“There is one more white man,” she
said, “though we know liitle of him,
for he wag flerce and barbarous and
died without learning our tongue, af-

ter killing a great number of the priests ,

of that day, because they would not let
him go; yes, died cutting them down
with a battle-axe and singing: some
wild song of his country. Come hither,
slave, and bend yourself, so,  resting
your hands upon the ground.”

Jeeki obeved, and actively as a cat
the priestess leaped on to his back,
and reaching up opened the mask of a
corpse in the second row, and held her
lamp before its face.

It was better preserved than the oth-
crs, so that its features remained com-
paratively perfect, and about them
hung a tangle of golden hair. More-
over, a broad battle-axe appeared rest-
ing.on the shoulder.

“A viking,” thought Alan. “I won-
der how he-came here.”

When he had looked, the Asika leap-
ed from Jeeki's back to the ground,
and waving her arm around her, began
to talk so rapidly that Alan could un-
derstand nothing of hér words, and
asked Jeeki to translate them.

“‘She say,” explained Jeeki, between
his chattering teeth, ‘“‘that all rest these
johnnies very poor crowd, natives, and
that lot, except one who worship false
Prophet and cut throat of Asika of
-that time, because she infldel and he
teach her better; also eat his dinner out
Little Bonsa, and chuck her into water.
Very wild man, that Arab, but priests
catch him at last and fill him with hot
gold before Little Bonsa because he
no care damn for ghosts. So he died
saying ‘Hip, hip, hip hurrah! for hourli,
and green field of Prophet, ané to hell
with Asika and Bonsa, Big and Little.
Now he sit up there and at night time
worst ghost of all the crowd, always
come to finish off Mungana. That all
she say, and quite enough too. Come
on quick, she want you and no like
wait.”

By now the Asika had passed al- |

most round the hall, and was standing
opposite to an empty niche beyond and
above which there were perhaps a
score of bodies gold-plated in the usual
fashion.

“That is your place, Vernoon,” she
said gently, rcontemplating -him with
her. goft and heavy eyes, ‘“for it was
prepared for the white man with whom
Little Bonsa fled away, and since then,
as you see, there have been many Mun-
gans, some of whom belong to me; in-
deed, that one,’’ and she touched a

corpse on which the gold looked very |

fresh, ‘“only left ‘'me last year. But
‘we always knew that Little Bonsa
would bring yvou back again, and so,
vou see, we have kept your place
empty.”

“Indeed,” remarked Alan, “that" is |

very kind of you,” and feeling that he
would faint if he stayed longer in thig
horrible and haunted vault, he pushed
nast her with little ceremony and walk-

ed out through the gates into the pas- |

sage beyond.

CHAPTER XV,
The: Gold House.

“How you like Osiki-land, Major?”
asked Jeeki, who had followed him and

was now leaning against a wall fan-

ning himself féebly with his great
hand. “Funny place, isn't it, Major?
1 tell you so before you come, but you
no believe me.”

“Very. funny,” answered Alan, *'so
tunny that I want to get out.”

“Ah! Major, that what eel say in trap
.where he go after lobworm, but he only
get into the frying-pan after cook skin
him alve-O. Ah! here -comes cook—I
mean Asika. She only stop shut up
those stiff 'uns, who all love lobworm
one day. Very pretty woman, Asika,
but. thank God she no set her cap at
me, who like to be buried in open like
Christian man.”

“If you don’'t stop it, Jeeki,” replied
slan in a voice of concentrated rage,
“I'll see that you are buried just where
you are.”

“No offence, Major, no offence, my
heart full and bubble up. I wonder
what Miss Barbara say If she see you
niooing and cooing with dark-eyed girl
in gold snake-skin?”

Just then the Asika arrived, and by
way of excuse for his flight Alan re-
marked to her that the treasure-hall
was hot.

“I did not notice it,”" she answered,
“but he who ig called my husband Mun-
gana, says the same. The Mungana is
guardian of the treasure,” she explain-
ed, “and when he is required so to do,
he sleeps in the place of the treasure
and gathers wisdom from the spirits of
those Munganas who were before him.”

“Indeed. And does he like the bed-
chamber?”’

“The Mungana likes what I like, not
what he likes,” she replied haughtily.
“Where I send him to sleep, there he
sleeps. But come, Vernoon, and I will
show you the Holy Water where Big
Bonsa dwells; also the house in which
I have my home, where you shall visit
me when you please.”

“Who built this place?” asked Alan,
as she led him through more dark and
tortuous passages. “It is very great.”

“My spirit does not remember when
it was built, Vernoon, so old is it; but
I think that the Asiki were once a big
and famous people who traded to the
water upon the west, and even to the
water upon the east, and that was how
those white men became their slaves
and the Munganas of their Queens.
Now they are small, and live only by
the might and fame of Big and Little
Bonsa, not half filling the rich land

| which is theirs. But,” she added re-
| lectively, and looking at him, “I think

also that this is because in the past
fools have been thrust upon my spirit

as Munganas. What it needs is the |

wisdom of the white man, such wis-
dom as yours, Vernoon. If that were
added to my magic, then the - Asiki

would grow great again, seeing Lh;uf
they have gold in such plenty, which |

you have shown me the white man
loves. Yes, they would grow great,

and from coast to coast the ppnplu}

should bow at the name of Bonsa, and
send him their sons for sacrifice. Per-
haps you will live to see that day,
Vernoon. - Slave,” she added, address
ing Jeeki, ““set the  mask upon your
lord’s head, for we come where women
are.”

Alan objected, but she stamped her
foot and sald it must be so; having

!once worn Little Bonsa, as her people
told her he had done, his naked face
i might not be seen. So Alan submitted
|to the hideous head-dress, and they
entered the Asika's house by some
hack entrance.

It was a place with many rooms in
{ it, but they were all remarkable for
extreme simplicity. With a single ex-
| ception no gilding or gold was to be
| seen, although the food vessels were
made of this material here as every-

in which the Asika lived and slept,

were panelled, or rather boarded, with

cedar wood that was almost black with
| age, and the little furniture which they
had was mostly made of ebony. They
| were very insufficiently lighted, like
his own room, by means of barred
openings set high in the wall. Indeed,
| gloom and mystery were the keynotes
of this place, amongst the shadows .of
which handsome, half-naked servants
| or priestesses flitted to and fro at their
| tasks, or peered at them out of dark
ccrners. The atmosphere seemed heavy
with secret sin; Alan felt that in these
| rooms unnameable crimes and’ cruelties
{had been committed for hundreds, or
perhaps thousands, of years, and that
| the place was yet haunted by the
| ghosts of them. At any rate it struck
{ & chill to his healthy blood, more even
| than had that Hall of the Dead and of
{ heaped-up golden treasure.

| “Does my house please you?’ the
| Asika asked of *him.

“Not altogether,” he answered, “I
think it is dark.”

“From the beginning my spirit has
ever loved the dark, Vernoon. I think
that it was shaped in some black mid-
night.”

They passed through the chief en-
trance of the house, which had pillars
of woodwork grotesquely carved, down
some steps into a waited and roofed-in
yvard, where the shadows were even
| more dense than in the house they had
| left. Only at one point was there light

flowing down through a hole in the

roof, as it did, apparently, in that hall
| where Alan had found the Asika sit-
[ting in state. The light fell on to a
pedestal or column made of gold, which
i was placed behind an object like a large
1Saxon font, also made of gold. The
| skape of this column reminded Alan of
| something, namely, of a very similar
column, although fashioned of a differ-
ent material, which stood in the gran-
ite-built office of Messrs, Aylward and

Haswell, in the city of London. Nor
did this seem wonderful to him, sinc2
on the top of it, squatting on its dwarf
legs, stood a horrid but familiar thing,
namely, Little Bonsa herself, come
home at last. There she sat, smiling
cruelly, as she had smiled from /the
beginning, forgetful doubtless of her
| wanderings in strange lands, while
round her stood a band of priests armed
with spears.

Followed by the Asika and Jeeki,
| Alan walked up and looked her in the
{ face, and to his excited imagination
{ she appeared to grin at him in ans-
| wer. Then, while the priests pros-
| trated themselves, he examined the
golden basin or laver, and saw that at
| the further side of it was a little plat-
form approached by steps. On the top
{of these golden steps were two de-
pressions, such as might have been

worn out in the course of ages by per-
scns kneeling there. Also the flat edge
lof the basin, which stood -about thirty
inchés ahove the leyel of 'the topmost
|'step, was scored 'as’ though by hun-
|'dreds of sword cuts, which had made
deep lines in the pure metal. The
! basin. itself was empty.

Seeing that these things ir‘erested
| him, the Asika volunteered the infor-

mation through Jeeki, that this was a
| divining-bowl, and that if those who
| went before her had wished to learn
the future, they caused Little Bonsa to
float in it and found out all they want-
ecd to know by her movements.

‘“Where does the water come from?”
asked Alan, thoughtlessly.

“Out of the hearts of men,” she
answered with a low and dreadful
laugh.. “These marks are those of
swords, and every one of them means
a life.”” Then, seeing that he looked
incredulous, she added, “Stay, I will
show = you, Little Bonsa must be
thirsty, who has fasted so long, also
there are things that I desire to know.
Come hither—you, and you,” and she
pointed at hazard to the two priests
who knelt nearest to her, “and do you
| bid the executioner bring his axe,” she
| vent on to a third.

The dark faces of the men turned
{ ashen, but they made no effort to es-
cape their doom. One of them crept up
the steps and laid his neck upon the
edge of gold, while the other, uttering
no word, threw himself on his face at
the foot of them, waiting his turn.
Then a door opened, and there ap-
peared a great and brutal-looking fel-
lew, naked except for a loin cloth, who
bore in his hand a huge weapon, half
knife and half axe.

First he looked at Asika, who nooded
almost imperceptibly, then sprang on
to a prolongation of the golden steps,
bowed to Little Bonsa on her column
behind, and heaved up his knife.

Now, for the first time, Alan really
understood what was about to happen,
and that what he had imagined a
stage rehearsal was to become a hid-
ecus murder.

“Stop!” he shouted in English, being
unable to remember the native word.

The executioner paused with his axe
roised in the-air; the victim turned
his head and looked as though sur-
prised; the second victim and the
priests, their companions, looked also.
Jeeki fell on to his knees and burst
irito fervent prayer addressed appar-
| ently to Little Bonsa. The Asika
{smiled and did nothing.

Again the weapon was lifted, and as
he felt that words were no longer of
any use, even if he could find them,

| the executioner on the point of~ the
{ chin, he knocked him straight back-

i there either dead or stunned, Alan
never learned which, since the matter
was not thought of sufficient import-
| ance to be mentioned.

At this sight the Asika burst into 2 !

low laugh, then asked Alan why he had
]‘fellrd the executioner. He answered,
| because he would not stand by and see
{ two innocent men butchered.

i “Why not?” she said in a surprised
y voice, *If Little Bonsa, whose priests
| thex are, needs them, and I, who am
| the Mouth of the gods, declare that
| they should die? Still, she has been
in your keeping for a long while and

wltere. The chambers, including those j

{ Alan took refuge in action. Springing |
cn to the other side of the little plat-
.form, he hit out with all his strength |
across the kneeling man. Catching |

wards in such fashion that his head |
struck upon the floor before any other |
i portion of his body, so that he lay |

1

| you may know her will, so if you wish
| it, let them live. Or perhaps you re<
| quire other victims,” and she fixed her
eyes upon Jeeki, with a glance of sug-
gestive hope.

“O! my golly!” gasped Jeeki in Eng-
lish, ‘“tell her not for Joe, Major, tell
her most improper. Say Yellow God
my dearest friend, and go mad as hat-
ter if my throat cut——"

Alan stopped his protestations with a
| secret kick.

“I choose no victims,” he broke in,
“nor will T see a man’s blood shed—to
| me it is orunda—unholy; I may not look
on human blood, and if you cause me
to do so, Asika, I shall hate you be-
cause you make me break my oath.”

The Asika reflected for a moinent,
while Jeeki behind muttered between
his c¢hattering teeth,

“Good' missionary talk that, Major.
Keep up word in season, Major. 1f she
make Christian martyr of Jeeki, who
get you out of this confounded hale?”

Then the Asika spoke.

“Be it as you will, for I desire neither
that you should hate me, nor that you
should@ look on that which'is unlawful
for your eyes to see. The feasts and
ceremonies you must attend, but if I
can help it no victim shall be slain in
your presence, not even that whimper-
ing hound, your servant,” she added
with a contemptuous glance at Jeeki,
““‘who, it seems fears to give his life
for the glory of the god, but who, be-
cause he is yours, is safe now and
always.”

“That very satisfactory,” said Jeeki,

rising from his knees, hig face wreath-
ed in smiles, for he knew well that a
decree of the Asika could not be brok-
en. Then he began to explain to the
priestess that it was not fear of losing
his own life that had moved him, but
the certainty that this occurrence would
disagree mortally with Little Bonsa,
whose entire confidence he possessed.
- Taking no notice of his words, with
a slight reverence to the fetish, she
passed on, beckoning to Alan. As he
went the two prostrate priests, whose
lives he had saved, lifted their heads
a little and looked at him with heart~
felt gratitude in their eyes; indeed, one
of them kissed the place where his foot
had trodden. Jeeki, following, gave him
a kick to intimate that he was taking
a liberty, but at the same time stooped
down and asked the man his name. It
occurred to him that these rescued
priests might some day be useful,

Alan foilowed her through a kind of
swing door, which opened into another
of the the endless halls, but when he
looked for her there she was nowhere
to be seen. A priest who was waiting
beyond the door, bowed and informed
him that Asika had gone to her own
place, and would see him that evening.
Then bowing again, he led them back
by/ various passages to the room where
they had slept.

“Jeeki,” satd Alan, after their food
had been brought to them, for it was
now past midday, this time, he ob-
served, by men, “you were born in
Asiki-land; tel] me the truth of this
business. What does that woman mean
when she talks about her spirit having
been here from the beginning?”

“She mean, Major, that every time
she die ‘her soul go into someone else,
whom priests find out by marks. Also
Asika always die young, they never let
her become old woman, but how she
die and where they bury her, no one
know except ‘priests, Sometime she
have girl child who become Asika after
her, but if she have boy child they kill
him. I think this Asika daughter of
her who made love to your. reverend
uncle. All that story ’bout her mother
not being married lies, and ‘all her
story lies too, she often marry.”

‘“But how about the spirit coming
back, Jeeki?”

“Expect that lie too, Major, though
she think it solemn fact. Priests teach
her all those old things. Still, he added
doubtfully, Asika great medicine wo-
man and know lot . we don't ‘- know,
can't say how. Very awkward cus-
tomer, Major.”

“Quite so, Jeeki, I agree with you.
But to come to the point, what is her
game with me?”

*“Oh! Major,” he answered with &
grin, “that simple enough. » She tired
of black man, want change, mean to
marry you according to law, that is,
when Mungana dies, and he die jolly
quick now. She musn’t kill him, but
polish hjm off just the same, stick him
to sleep with those dead ’une, till he go
like drunk man and see things and
drown himself. Then she marry you.
But till he dead, you all right, she
only talk and make eye, 'cause Asika
law, not 'cause she want stop there.”

“Indeed,, Jeeki, and how long do you
think that the Mungana will last?”

“Perhaps three months, Major, and
perhaps two. Think not more than
two. Strong.man, but he look devlish
dicky this morning. Think he begin
see snakes.”

“Very weil, Jeeki. Now listen to
me—you've got to get us out of Asika-
land by this day iwo months. If you
don’t, that lady will do anything to

executioners left.”

“Oh! Major, don’t talk like silly fool.
You know very well this no place for
ultra Christian man like Jeeki, who
only come here to please you. Both in
same bag, Major; if I die, you die; and
leave Miss Barbara up gum tree. I get
you out if I can. But this stuff the
trouble, and he pointed to the bags of
gold. No want to leave thig behind
after such arduous walk. No, no, I
try get you out, meanwhile you play
game.”

“The game! What game, Jeeki?”

“What game? Why Asika game, of
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