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CHAPTER I.
i o
East Is East.

It began somewhere In the middle
of the world, at a forlorm landing on
the west bank of the muddy, turbu-
lent Irrawaddy, remembered by man
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the tang of the smoke on his tongue
was not to ba denled.

Under his arm he carried a small
iron cage, patterned something Ilke
a rat trap. It contained a Rajputana
parrakeet, not much larger than a
robin, but possessor of & soul as fierce

only 80 often as it was necessary for (28 that of Palladin, minus, however,

the flotilla boat to call for paddy, o
visiting commissioner anxious to get
away, or a family homeward bound.
On the east glde of the river, over‘
there, was a semblance of civilization |
That is to say, men wore white linen, |
avolded murder, and frequently pald
their gambling debts. But on this
weat side stood wilderness, not the
kind one reads about as being eventu-
ally conquered by white men; no, the
real, grim desolation, where the ax
euts but leaves no blaze, whera the
pioneer disappears and few or none
follow. It was not the wildernesa of
the desert, of the jungle; rather the
tragie, hopeless state of a settlement
that pelther progressed, retarded nor
stood still.

Between the landing and the settle-
ment itself there stretched a winding
road, arid and treeless, perhaps two
miles In length. It announced defi-
nitely that its end was futllity. The
dust hung like a fog above it, not only
for this day, but for all days between
the big rnins. When the gods, or the
elements, or Providence, arranged the
world as a fit habitation for man, In-
dian and Burma were made the dust-
bins. And as water finds Its levels,
so will dust, earthly and human, the
guick and the dead.

Along the road walked two -men,
phantomlike, One saw thelr heads
dimly and still more dimly their bodies |
to the knees; of legs there was noth-
ing visible. Occasionally they stepped |
aside to permit some bullock cart to|
pass. One of them swore, not with
any evidence of temper, not viclously,
but in a kind of mechanical protest,
which, from long usage, had become a
habit. He directed these eplthets
never at anything he could by mental
er physical contest overcome. He
swore at the dust, at the heat, at the
wind, at the sun.

The other wayfarer, with the (nher-
ent patience of his blood, said nothing
and walited, setting down the heavy |
kit bag and the canvas valise (his
ewn). When the way was free again
he would sling the kit bag and thel
valise over his shoulder and step back
foto the road. His turban, once white,
was brown with dust and sweat. His
khakl uniform was rent and the ra5v|
ged canvas shoes spurted little spirals !
of dust as he walked. James Hooghly |
was Eurasian; half European, half In- |
dian, having his place twixt heaven
and bell, which is to say, nowhere. He
was faithful, willing and strong; and
as & carrier of burdens took unmur
muringly his place beside the tireless
pullock and the elephant, He was &
Meothodist; why, no one could find lu-
¢ld answer. By dint of Inguiry his
master had learned that James looked
wpon his baptism and conversion In
Methodism as a corporal would have
Sooked upon the acquisition of a V. C.
Twice, during fever and plague, he
had saved his master's life. With the
gullelessness of the Orlental he con-
gidered himself responsible for his
master in all future times, Instead of
paying off & debt he had acquired one.
Treated as he was, kindly but always
firmly, he would bave surrendered his
life cheerfully at the beck of the white
man.

Warrington was an American. He
was also one of those men who never
Beld misfortune in contempt, whose
eutlook wherever it roamed was tol-
+ erant. He had patience for the weak,
resolution for the strong and a fear-
less amiability toward all He was
iike the St Bernard dog, very dif-
calt to arouse. It is rather the way
with all men who are strong mentally
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the smoothing influence of chivalry.
He had been born under the eaves of
the scarlet palace in Jalpur (so his
history ran); but the proximity of In-
dian princes had left him untouched;
he had nelther chivalry, politeness,
nor diplomacy. He was, in fact, thor
oughly and consistently bad. Round

'and round he went, over and over,

top side, down side, restlessly, For
at this moment he was hearing those
familiar evening sounds which no bu-
man ear can discern—the mutterings
of the day birds about to seek cover
for the night. In the fleld at the right
of the road stood a lonely tree. It
was covered with brilliant scarlet
leaves and blossoms, and justly the
patives call it the Flame of the
Jungle. A flock of small birds were
gyrating above It

“Jah, jah, jah! Jah—jah—ja-a-a-h!"
cried the parrot, imitating the Bur-
mese bell gong that calls to prayer.
Instantly he followed the call with a
shriek so plercing as to sting the ear
of the man who was carrying him.

“You little son of & gun!"™ he
laughed; “where do you pack away all
that noise?”

There was a strange bond between
the blg yellow man and thia little
green bird. The bird did not suspect
it, but the man knew. The pluck, the
pugnacity and the Individuality of the
feathered comrade had been an object
lesson to the man, at a time when he
had been on the point of throwing up
the fight.

“Jah, jah, jah! Jah—jah—ja-a-a-h!™
The bird began its interminable som-
ersaults, pausing only to reach for the
tantalizing finger of the man, who
laughed angain as he withdrew the
digit In time.

For six years he had carried the
bird with him, through Indla and Bur-
me and Malacca, and not yet had he
won a sign of surrender. There were
many scars on his forefingers. It was
amazing With one pressure of his
hand he could have crushed out the
life of the bird, but over its brave, un-
conquerdable spirit he bad no power.
And that i& why he loved it.

Far away In the past they had met.
He remembered the day distinetly
and bitterly. He had been on the
brink of self-destruction, Fever and
poverty and terrible lomellness had
battered and beaten him flat into the
dust, from which this time he had no
wish to rise. He had walked out to
the railway station at Jalpur to wit-
ness the arrival of the tourist train
from Ahmadabad, The natives surged
about the train, with brassware, an-
tique articles of warfare, tiger hunt-
ing knives (accompanied by perennial
fairy tales), skins and silks. There
were beggars, holy men, guldes and
fakirs,

Squatted in the dust before the door
of a firstclass carriage was a solemn,
brown man, In turban and clout, exhib-
iting performing parrots. It was Ra-
jah’s turn. He fired g cannon, turned
somersaults through a little stesl
hoop, opened a tiny chest, took out &

rington haggled for two aln!;h-t hours.
When he returned to his sordid, evil

| = |
HAROLD MACGRATH

“THE CARPET FROM .
BAGDAD,” “FTHE PLACE OF
HONEYMOONS,” ETC,

AUTHOR OF :

L

1
’,

fidences to exchange; nor.did he offer
to become the repository of other
men’s pasts, But he would share his
bread and his rupees, when he had
them, with any who asked. Many
tried to dig into his past, but'he was
as unresponsive as granite. It takes
a woman to find out what & man Is
and bas been, and Warrington went
about women In a wide cirele. In a
way he was the most bafling kind
of & mystery to those who knew him;
he frequented the haunts of men, took
a friendly drink, played carde for
small sums, laughed and jested lke
any other anchorless man. In the
East men are given curlous names,
They become known by phrases, such
as, The Man Who Talks, Mr. Once
Upon & Time, The One-Rupee Man,
and the llke. As Warrington never
recelved any mall, as be never entered
a hotel, nor spoke of the past, he be-
cameé The Man Who Never Talked of
Home.

“l1 say, James, old sport, no more
golng up and down this bally old river.
We'll go on to Rangoon tomight, If
we can find a berth."

“Yes, sahib; this business very
pifie.,” replied the Eurasian without
turning his head. Two things be
dearly loved to acquire—a bit of
American slang and a bit of English
gllver. He was Invariably changing
rupees Into shillings, and Warrington
could not convince him that he was
always losing in the transaction.

They tramped on through the dust.
The sun dropped. A sudden chill be-
gan to penetrate the haze. The white
man puffed his cheroot, its. wrapper
dangling; the gservant bhummed an
Urde lullaby; the parrot compiained
unceasingly.

Warrington laughed and shdok the
dust from his beard. “It's a great
world, James, & great, wonderful
world. I've just two rupees myself. In
other words we are busted."

“Two rupees!” James paused and
turned. “Why, sahib, you have three
hundred thousand rupees im your
pocket.”

“But not worth an anna until I get
to Rangoon, Didn't those duffers give
you anything for handling their lug-
gage the other day?

“Not a pice, sahib.”

“Rotters! It takes an Engishman
to turn a small trick like that. Well,
well; there were extenuating clreum-
stances. They had sore heads. 'No
man likes to pay three hundred thou
sand for something he could have
bought for ten thousand. And | made
them come to me, James, to ma I
made them come to this lod-l‘wwn
hole, just because it pleased my cy.
I belleve I'm heaven born, after all
The Lord hates a quitter, and so do
L 1 nearly guit myself, once; eh,
Rajah, old top?! But I made them
come to me, That's the milk in the
cocoanut, the curry om the rice. They
slmost had me. Two rupees! It
truly Is a great world.” :

“Jah, jah, jah! Jah—jah—jah—
ja-a-a-h!"” screamed the parrot. “Cha-
loo!"™ ¥

“Go on! That's the ticket. If I
were a praying man this wopld be the
 time for it. Three hundred thoussnd
rupees!” The man looked at the'far
horizon, as If he would force his gase
beyond, into the delectable land, the
Bden out of which he had been driven.
“James, | owe you three hundred ru-
pees, and I am ?u to add 8¢
hundred more. We've been fighl
thia old top for six years together, and
you've been a good servant and a good
friend; and I'll take you with me &8
wulhlamuu-wuimurﬂp
the word.” £ i g

_“Ah, sdhib, 1 am much sorry. Bt
Delhi calls, and I go. A thousand ru
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what wac on the other side.
this insistent doubt?* W

not .ake the leap gladly, as a w
should who had given the aflirmative
to a man? With him she was certaln
that she loved him, away from him she
did not know what sentiment really
ablded in her heart. She was wise
enough to realize that something was
wrong; and there were but three
months between her and the Inevitable
decislon. Never before had she known
other than momentary indecision; and
it irked her to find that her clarity of
viglon was fallible and human like the
rest of her. The truth was, she didn't
know her mind. She shrugged, and
the movement stirred the dust that
had gathered apon her shoulders.

“A rare old lot of dust; eh, Miss
Chetwood? [ wish we could travel by
night, but you can't trust this bloom-
ing old Irrawaddy after sundown.
Charts are so much waste-paper.”

“I never cease wondering how those
poor coolies can carry those heavy
rice bags” she replied to the purse:.

“0Oh, they are used to It,” carelessly.

The great gray stack of paddy-bags
seemed, In the eyes of the girl, fairly
to melt away.

“By Jove!" exclalmed the purser.
“There's Parrot & Co.!" He laughed
and pointed toward one of the torchex

“Parrot & Co.? 1 do not under
stand.”

“That big blond chap behind the
fourth torch. Yes, there. Sometime
I'll tell you about him. Plcturesque
duffer.”

She could have shrieked aloud, but
all she did was to draw In her breath
with a gasp that went so deep it gave

“Two Rupees!” James Paused and
Turned,

her heart a twinge, Her fingera tighw
ened upon the teak rail. Suddenly she
knew, and was ashamed of her weak-
ness. It was simply a rvemarkable
llkeness, nothing more than that; i
could not possibly be anything more.
8till, a ghost could not have startled
her as this living man had done.

“Who is he?”

“A chsp named Warrington. Bat
over here that signifies nothing;
might just as well be Jones or Bmith
or Brown. We eall him Parrot & Co.
He's always carrying that Rajputana
parrot. You've seen the kind around

wings, long tail-feathers, green and |,

blue and scarlet, and the ugliest Httle
rascals golng. This one Is trained to
do tricks.”
“But the man!"” impatiently.
(TO BE CONTINUERD,)

FOUR PERIODS OF TRANSITION
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"Thumb-Print Fantasia, 3
“You seem very much Interested in

those thumb-print records,” comment: 1

ed the man at pollce headquartsrs

“Yes." answered the visitor. “%

graph and played IL"

Defined.
“Harold says he worships me."

“A mere ldol remark.’—Baltimore
American.
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His 'I'OI-II"

“That man never seems to stay
long at any one place. What is he do-
ing, anyway?"

“Hea is helping to take a census of

birds.”

Crooked Dipper Baves ‘Life,
Charles Gise, & bullding contractor
of York, Pa., resorted to a
method to save Bimself from
to death when a plece of meat lodged




