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HUCKLEBERRY FINN insisted that Indiana is pink

because it is so on the map. We have much the
same view of Eastern lands, We think that Arabia is pink,
that Egypt is green, that Persia is blue, that India is yel-
low. And we imagine them as ruled off from each other
by sharply marked lines, which, whosoever crosses, promptly
has his head cut off. :

In reality, there are no such lines. The East is the East,
and it is much the same in many things from Morocco to
far Timor and the Spice Islands; the same gleam and glow,
the same rainbow colors, the same stir and surge of bronzed
men and veiled women. And that has been so for ages.
Long before the days of Solomon, proud ships plowed the
Eastern main, trading hetween the Red Sea coasts and dis-
tant India, bringing thence the gold and ivory, the apes
and peacocks, and the algum trees which, even in the story
of Solomon, hear Indian names. And wherever they went,
the sailors of those sapphire seas carried with them the
sailor’s open-eyed curiosity, his love of adventure, his ro-
mance that blossomed in every port. And some dusk sweet-
heart in the Camphor Isles, or by the pearl banks of Sulu,
or in that miraculous land where dwell the paradise birds,
told him old tales of love and death and witcheraft; and
in the long night watches on the homeward way, he told
them over again to his shipmates. So the tales went to and
fro, weaving the many-colored garment of fantasy.

It was so in Solomon’s time. It was so before they
built the Pyramids. It was so through all the long cen-
turies that have since slipped by and fallen into Time’s
treasury. It is so to-day. There is but one vast treasure-
house of Eastern lore, and from its miraculous riches every
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bard and rhymer, every recounter of things marvelous and
glad and sad, has drawn to his heart’s content since the
days of Babylon—Babylon long ago. No one can say how
old these stories are, They are primeval.  Some of them
are as old as man. Some of them go back to those days
when kindly spirits walked the earth among mortals, won-
dering gently at the new creature, with his fancies and his
whims, and now and then touching man’s work to unravel
some knot of fate or to bring an unexpected blessing to
some simple, good person. Of these tales of fairyland and
its ministering visitants there is a web all round the world,
and every wise child should believe them until he grows old
and hard and incredulous,

So with tales of mysteries and wonders, of crafty rob-
bers, and quick-witted women who out-tricked them, No
interest is more universal than that which listens wide-eyed
to a tale of dark deeds and their subtle unraveling, Sir
Arthur Conan Doyle, that skilled knight who in quite recent
years has enthralled the world with his tales of thrice-
hidden mysteries, of invisible clews, of preternatural acu-

men, is but delving in a mine that was worked before they
quarried for the Pyramids; he is but appealing once again
to the world-old interest in the mystery tale that has held

spellbound auditors through long centuries in every land

Iapped by the Seven Seas. The very word clew goes back
to Ariadne, and that thread of hers that led Theseus safe
through the Cretan labyrinth,

Take the story in this collection, “The Clever Thief”
(page 169). As it stands here it comes from the T ibetan,
from an ancient Buddhist book that goes back nearly a
thousand years. But even then it was not new. Mission-
aries carried it thither from India in an odd corner of their
bags, or in some chamber of the memory not filled with the
riddles of being. Where did they get it? Who can say?
It was old when Herodotus wandered through sunlit Egypt
twenty-four centuries ago, gleaning tales from the priests
of Amen and of Ptah. He tells it, point for point, as did
those Buddhist missionaries, but lays it in the days of
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i . Everything is
nigh four thousand years ago _
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/ i dia, over
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: Mediterranean isles, up the
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i d already been m
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{ the tale. What is this ¥
suspense, the artft_ﬂness of 4 M
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i . Its craft, mayhap;
vastly older than them all i e
rimal serpent who, more s_ubtle t an L
faof :ﬁitﬁg,ld has evI::r inspired darkling femtsd anld strat:g;e(;:,é
Y ive i i ar
i hose motive is a subtly discerned clew
ic:sosrﬁjin?ordial. Take that tale of the treasure stole_n ffrom
the foot of the medicinal nagabala tree,fwl?eie thui ﬂ:;fre“iﬁz
(9]
ized because he used the roots of the tree
;1?;(1%1!::11'&25. The tale is here (page 178) taken fl;(l:'n; 'Ecl&ee
Sanskrit, from that wonderful book of .bonks ca _et e
“ Ocean of the Rivers of Stories.” And it was writ e;r]: i
that book some eight centuries ago. Are we to sag;, §t1;
that the tale is Indian? But there is a Persian tale wi
exactly the same motive ; but there the tree 1s 2 jujube trile,
and its root is used as a cure for asthmg. And almgst t 2
same story is told in Italian by Sacchetti, who was born
few years after Dante died. i :

Tge most vivid of these tales of deduction are, perhaps,
those which come to us through the Ar.abs, 1’r’1 their trezsu;z
store, * The Thousand and One Nights. I The ; fl:)m
gleaned them from every land in southern Asw,,1 an S
most ancient Egypt, in those days when Mos en;dpthem
overshadowed half the world. And then they rf:tc()l fii
with a charm, a vivid freshness, a roguishness, and a
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of golden light through it all that make them the finest
story tellers in the world. So in this volume we have taken
many stories from the Arabs, to get'that fine touch of
genius in the telling which gives them their perfection. '

Can we fix the dates of these Arabian stories? Only in
a very general way. Some of them came from Cairo, some
from Syria, some from the Euphrates and Tigris valleys,
some from Persia and India and China; and they were
gathered together, it would appear, in the century before
Shakespeare was born, by some big-hearted, humorous fel-
low, among the great anonymous benefactors of mankind.
But he made no claim of inventing them. If he had he
would have been laughed at for his pains. For old men
had heard them from their grandfathers, generation after
generation, and the gray grandsires always began to tell
them, saying: “ So 'twas told to me when I was such a tiny
child as thou art.”

Many of these Arabic tales take us back to the golden
time of good Harun al Raschid, who used to disguise him-
self of an evening and go forth in Bagdad’s streets with
his Wazir Ja'afar, descendant of the Barmecide fire wor-
shipers, and Ishak the cupbearer and Masrur the Eunuch,
the Sworder of his vengeance, going out by the postern
gate and taking boat on the river Tigris. That was eleven
hundred years ago and more, before the eventful Christ-
mas day when Charlemagne was crowned emperor. A man
of vigor and valor, of an alert and subtle spirit, worker of
justice and protector of the weak was that same caliph; he
has won the hearts of all story tellers and story hearers
through a thousand years.

So these tales have surged to and fro, under many moons,
in ceaseless tide since the world was young. Flying on the
wings of night from one to another of those Eastern lands
where the sun bronzes all faces that are not veiled, they have
rested now in some Himalayan fastness, now in some pil-
lared temple by the Ganges, now in a lane in Bagdad, now
under the shadow of Turkish minarets. They are of no one
land, but are part of the common riches of mankind,
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The Power of Eloquence
From the Japanese of Kikuchi Jun

MI SEZAEMON, a rich inhabtt?tnt of the
Wgﬁgnce of Etchigo, had a daughter 2f sixteen suml:
mers, by name Yuki-no, “ the ﬁeld of_ snow.” Her mii_'ﬁ;zm
ous beauty equaled her sparkling wit. She was a s L -
musician, sang most charmingly, and excelled in l:na 1avgv
verses. The hearts of her parents equted whendt ey ii .
her perfections, and many were the suitors who emag -
her hand in marriage. But Sezaemon, who deeme o
youth a match for his fair girl, would not come to athat
cision, and ever put off the moment of separation, slud :
folks began to liken her to beautiful Komatchi, pledge
idenhood. ]
toill:;c!lehow fickle is fortune! A grave §1ckness overtool:{
the maiden; for many moons she lay pining on her couc ,
till at last she faded and sank to sleep, at the very_nlllo_
ment when she should have burst forth in all the b{ig t
ness of her beauty, like a sweet flower whose petals arz
strewn by the tempest. Her parents were in despair, an
e comforted. s
WO‘EL(i !rll(:aigs must that they busy themselve:s about thv:r
daughter’s burial. They brought her body in state to t ti
monastery of Gokuraku, where the tombs of her ances
re.
togomi, three months after the sad ceremony there was a
knocking, long after midnight, at the monastery door.
The porter peered through the wicket, and beheld! a y(?u;lg
man in rich vestments, whose twin swords with ric }3!
carved hilts of ivory declared him to be of noble ]31;:(i
The porter hastened to open the door to him, and as le
what he desired. The young man, announcing his titles
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