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AFRICAN ROMANCE

A Story,

by K lausese Mann

Doris and Marcel didn't know mich about each other, elthough they practi=
cally lived together. Their intimacy was natural, indeed, inevitable,
undar the circumstances., Foreigners made themselves rare in French
Moroecco, nowadays. Most tourists left as soon as the war broke out,

#hile others staved until the dey France collspsed. Amendinmwbontive.
Then 811 sorts of dire rumours began to circulate. According wme to the

head waiter of the Palace Arabe, Morocco was on the point of declaring

war ;:#Germany, making an slliance with Hitler, becoming an American
colony, an Italian sphere of influence, the headquarter of General de
Gaulle and the privete playground of Field Marshal Hermann Goering.
The concierge had informestion to the effect that all British subjects
still residing in this part of Africa, would be shortly interned, if
not court-martisled and executed.

The ‘French district of Fez - once teeming with geudy life - gradually

assumed the bleak sspect of a ghost town. As for the Palace Arabe -

a feney cersvensery situsted in the #rebien town proper - it might as
well have closed, if it had not been for Doris and Marcel. At luncheon
time, they were all by themselves in the vast, empty dining hsll. It
would have been fatuous, indeed, frightening to eat at two separate
tables. So they shared their meals and their apprehension,jp=edinaing=bo
Apeaobhers 11e -oonpie-ei- ewtite ned -frnbes

It was only sbout the coctall hour thet some people dropped in -
natives of high soeial stending, French officers and officlals, and,
time and agein, a party of mysterious German "tourists." The Arabians
looked stately and picturesque in thelr heavy silk burnous', with motion=

less, bearded faces, simdewedvby-bhe~ifutias Compered with them, the French
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officers appeared all the more frail end fidgety, end the bumptious
vulzerity of the Teutonic visitors painfully contrasted with the taciturn
grandeur of the Mussulmen.

" Doris observed, puffing

"Kind of embarressing, your compatriots,
the smoke of her ¢lgsrette in a faintly asggressive feshion.

"hat compatriots do you mean?" = Obviously, Marcel was 1rritated.
"If it's by any chance those ludicrous Prussians you're referring to..."

But she interrupted him with one of her bland and ambiguous smiles.
"Doar mel" she said. "Don't look so eross, darlingl 1 didn't mean to
hurt vour feelings - certeinly not. Whv should I csll these Nazls your
compatriots? I know that you ere French, chéri..."

"When did I ever pretend to be s French citizen?" he muttered. "Wy
eountrv 18 the Grand Duchy of Luxembourg, ss yvou might remember by now."

She giggled and shrugged her shoulders. "Luxembourg, France, Germany,"
she saild, "whet's the difference? It's all the same to me. I don't care,
really, if I'11l ever see any of those dumps egain.”

He glenced at her, with suspicion end admiration. She looked dis=
armingly handsome - a pensive and elegant page in her short, tight-
fitting bolero and zray flanel slacks. There wes something attresctively
bold and bovish about the way the back of her head was shaped. Mercel
was very fond of studying the changeable colours of her hair and eyes.
Sometimes her halr looked strewy, as if dried out and paled by the sun.
In other moments it seemed honey-coloured, with rich, golden tones.

Her eves - set wide apart from each other under s brosd,musing foreheed
- had the iridescent depth of placid but incalculable waters. They
were not blue, her eyes, but of a radiant gray; an extraordinary gray,
indeed, with a tinge of silvery green. At times they eppeared limpid
and bright 1like jewels - lustrous with en elmost inhuman purity. In \
wdldenly
other moments, however, they darkened and turned almost black -%Eﬁ

veiled f‘-h-mm, as it were, by ominous clouds.
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'Punny creature she is,' Marcel thought, while looking &t her. 'How
does she menage to have such sngelic features, and still be such a llar?

In what deceitful reveries indulges her mind when she gives me that trea=
cherous gaze? If I only knew whet sort of a girl she reelly isl!

Whatever she told him sbout her backsround and gctivities, mhe didn't
believe a word, She said that she was born in the Swiss city of Bern: which
probably indicated that she ceme from Finland or iustralia. Allegedly she
was married to a Brazilian diplomet; but Marcel thought 1t more likely thsat
she wes the widow of a Russian general, or the tenth wife of an Indlan
Waharadsha, or that she belonged to en orgzenization of militent imezons ,
who made a point of murdering men, instead of marrying them.

ihat was she doing in Fez, sswmmess® anvhow? What irrational whim or

secret mssignement kept her at the deserted Palace Arabe? She pretended toO

be in NMoroéco &8 a correspondent for some Swedish end Portuguese papers,
but never showed him any samples of her journalistic work. kost of the
time she seemed idle and feintly bored - untifl, asbruptly, she beceme very
busy, scurried to the telephone, received wires, and undertook mysterious
expeditions to the French districet or to one of the neighbouring towns.

In such moments Marcel wes inclined to take Her for & spy - a secret

agent in the services of Nazl Germany or Great Britain or the Sheik of
Tunisia. On other occasions he suspected her to-be a wicked and sstute
adventuress kept by a little army of wealthy lovers in verious rezions of
North Africe. And there were slso hours when he thought her just a helpless
bit of flotsam as he was himself: one of the meny refugees from one of the
many war-ridden countries; ’a*‘ derelict creature HSeemomepEETT PR
of the dreary, familiar pattern., There were hundreds, thousands of them -
in Lisbon, in Zurich, in Casablsnca: all haunted by the same fears and

11lusions; spending their last money in some gZloomy pension de famille

or pompous Grand Hotel; rushing to the Consulates of Ecuedor, Mexico, or

the United States; cabling their monotonous S0S cries to W friends
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in Milwaukee, helbnurq? or Montreal; weiting for affidavits, visas,
clipner- or bost reservations; eslways walting...
lavbe Doris was just one of that wretched lot; or, perhaps, her life
was full of vicious and glamorous secrets. At bottom, larcel didn't care,
really. Spyv or fugitive - she was cherming,and & good sport,too - in

her elusive, absent-minded mode. It was fun to saunter, arm in arm with

her, through the sultry maze of the Ville Arabe. They would tell each

other how g%ssionptglv they were in love.- not with esch other, to be
sure, b!_;;‘;\;his bewitched and bewitching place called Fez, Indeed, the
glaring posters of the ¥rench travel offices did not exaggerate when they
deseribed Fez as the heart end pearl of the Arebian world. the fairy-tsle
gseeneries of these mosques and bazaars lived up to the most rhapsodic

promises. No tourist was likely to regret having followed the appeal ¢

atabbesmemdesesses " Visitez Fez, ls liystérieusel Fez, la Reine de

1t Afrique du Nordl"

There weas indeed something utterly enthralling about the smells and
colours, the spectacular bustle in these narrow, shadowy strests. Doris
and Marcel enjoyed every minute of their "shopping" promenades. It

(O0f Tniogilies .
was by no means the actual nurcha?&ifﬁag'hmused and thrilled them; 1n
fact, they bought next to nothing. But they got never tired of rummaging
the gaudy junk flowing from the cave-like magazinef over the pavement -
all those colourful gsrments, sweetish perfumes, poisoned-looking
candy, fancy products of Moroccen TEn e, e Ay I ST
Doris and Mercel, chuckled llke a couple of kids when the beardea ssales=

fin front of them the traditional roster of obvioggﬁ

men displaved ‘wiles, elong with

e e e g e

the tawdry stuff thev hoped to sell for an inordinate price. The two
(of. those inspired shopkeepers/

————

childlike tourists relished thef® glib persistence 1ike a vaudeville
actjsnd had e good time sipping the aromatic concoetion called café
Turgue-- offered gratis to the customers. Finslly they dlscovered, to

their painful surprise, that they had forgzotten to take any money along.




Most of the merchants took the disappointment nicely - with a good-
netured grin. lMénalgue, the so-called Prince of the Bazasrs, was the
only exception.

His collection of bric-a-brac was sllecedly the finest end most costly
one in this part of the country. bBut, for one reason or asnother, Doris
and Marcel did not feel like inspecting Ménalque's femous treasures.
t1inally they overcame their whimsical animosity and dropped by to have
s look at his much-vaunted antiques. What they saw was indeed impressive.
Yot thev somehow felt 111 st ease 1n the spacious, dimly lightened
marazine cremmed with mirrors, plpes, and lamps, zrotesque idols and
distorted masks, carved work snd ivory statues, gll sorts of baroqgue
toys and uncanny relics.

‘hev didn't like the place, nor were they favourably impressed by the
man who owned it. There was something unpleasant gbout Ménalque's leen,
intelligent face - greenishly sallow under = acarlet fmme fez, His eyves
were hidden behind enormous blue glasses. He talked beautifully, 1in a
deep, unctuous voice.

The round little box of black metal he tried teeshetdmebedy to sell

fees waluable
them, waes evidently one of nisW-t}bjects. He could hardly
be interested in the 250 Frencs he claimed , Sem-bheswodostiveny 1N
fact, his repested assertion that it wes not the money he cared for,
sounded fairly convincing. But why, then, did he go out of his way, for
the sake of such a trifling affeir? All he wented, ostensibly, was that

"our meginificent lady" &nd "divine young woman" - as he addressed

Doris - possess the metal box, which, sccording to Ménalque, carried =&
magic charm end was altogether indispenseble to discover the real
secrets of the Orient.

Doris seemed half-amused, half-nauseated by his flowery compliments.
She listened, blushed, laughed, then frowned; listened, &nd smiled

agazin. At one point, she appeared willing to buy the box: there was
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s strange greed and tenderness in the way her hends clasped the casket.
But suddenly she changed her mind end declared, with a2 certaln nervous
neste, that she'd love to have the thing but, alss, couldn't afford it
just now, Ménalque's festures were frozen when he accompanled his ol
vigsitors to the door - g1l glacisl politeness and unsmiling dignity.
"1 feel sorry for you, Mademe," was all he had to say, while Marcel
and Doris mumbled tewd® apologies. Already in the street which recelved
and soothed them with its femiliasr noises, they heard the merchant's
sonorous voice repeat behind them, with somber emphasis: "... very very
sorry for vou, voung woman,"

It sounded ominous and rether frightening - slmost like a curse.

They didn't talk mich on their waey home from this unpleassnt visit,
Or rather, it was the first part of this walk during which they re=
mained gloomy and taciturn. About halfwey between Ménalque's bazasr

and the Pelece Erabe they met Salem end made friends with him, Marcel

noticed him first§ - a little Arab¥m shadowing them g noiseless &and
nimhle like a cat or a baby panther, Marcel asked him, somewhat gruffly,
whet the hell he wanted? The little one - he couldn't be more than ten
or eleven wvears old - shrugged his shoulders - repestedly, in & dramatie
mode: writhing, as it were, in a fit of coguettish embarrsasment,
a;['.hfnaﬂs‘j‘
"Rien," he whispered - still eonvulsed with or with inwerd
lanvghter. "Nothin', Salem# went nothin' st all of Monsieur. Just look
at Medeme = that's all Seslem is after," His wemiseed timid smile was
disarming - with strong, immasculate teeth fleshing in his thick-1lipped,
innocent mouth.

He wes s cute and clever as could be, The golden-brown complexicn
of his pretty facircontrested with the slmost bleck colouring of his
body, whose\)iziiigbgakedness became visible between the pitiful
rags he wore, Doris wes presently taken with his roguish and sava:e

cherm. She kissed him end elmost cried when he told her that he was an

orphen - penniless, forlorn, with nobody to look efter him,

S




[ Her maternal instincts responde to his inarticulste but expressive epreal,

After 8 few davs she cslled Salem "my 1little son." Mercel laughed, but
she meant it seriously. "We heve edféted him as our child, haven't we®
she said, with solemn determination,

Their child kept tegzing behind them all dey long. Dorls pampered
and petted him. He was her toy sand her fetish. She sllowed him to sleep
in her sntechamber. Every morning he would tiptoe to her bed and awaken
her with his kiss., She adored him. He was the only one able to cheer her
when she was sad or moody. One of his shiny looks sufficed to make her
feel better. When Salem found her despondent, he would woo her with his

childish jokes and compliments. "Mademe - plus jolle gue jemeis," he

.J-'
announced, in thet raucous little voice of his: whereupon L‘:?ris Brweom
promptly looked st her best - refreshed, bewltched, as it were, by the
touch of his dirty and dexterous hand.
h

"I want vou to look pretty, too," she said to him, one day. "Why shou
my son walk sbout in rags? I'1ll meke a little gentleman of voul"

She bousht him s gaudy outfit - yellow knickerbockers, & crimson
jacket, and a fez with e handsome tassel. Salem beamed and capered,

e m T eman
"Mool - melplEgpe® - 8lussi beau que Mademel" he ranted sna jubilated.

and, again, while prancing through the room: "Salem - now the most
finest man in whole city! Le beau Salem, the Prince of the Bazaars!"
poris, surprisingly, seemed irriteted, indeed, hurt by his last
words, "Ca suffit," she saild curtly. "You'd better run now, and ask the
chef for vour supper.”
mﬁh Sslem's news clothes and familier cevrioles suddenly
aWers dor
palled on Doris, on asccount of hisM Ménalque's pompous
title. For one reasson or another, the incident with the magic box was
considered unmentionable: neither Marcel nor Doris ever referred to it.
Salem's unwitting offence against thégm taboo evidently meant
quite & shoek to Dorils,

During the mesl she was talkative, but in & forced, almost hysterical




Eaa
wav, Her eyes more iridescent snd mendacious than ever, she dwelled on

all sorts of minor nulsances that ostensibly spoiled her 1life - the

s

increasing heat, the poor food, the annoying mosguitos. But Marcel sus=

pected 811 these casual complaints to be just as meny contrivances
designed to concesl her actual worries from him, It wes with snxiety thet
he watched her as she lied end suffered. What mysterious anguish clouded
ier lovely brow? No doubt, the state of her nerves and heaslth had deterio=
rated di?ing the last few weeks. Also, she had lost welght, which she
could herdly afford, considering her utter slenderness. How deplorably
meager she looked in her white evening gown, which seemed 2 trifle too
deinty snd effeminste for her boylsh type. Marcel thought that she re=
gsmmbled an aristocratic vouth disiunised in his sister's clothes as he
escapes by night from the family castle, for some romantiec but dire
reason, There was something touchingly awkward about her appearance,
this night., Mercel liked her more than he hed ever before.

After supper, they walked erm in srm through the dark, sultry garden.
As she clinged closely to him, Mercel begesn te wonder if she expected,

\comfort

perhaps, & more pElDﬂbl%X?;;m him than just his chivalrous words end
attentions. He caressed her hand, but she withdrew it - terrified, s&s
it were. Obviously, it was not that sort of solace she wanted.

Doris asserted to be half-dead with fatigue and headsche, lie accom=
penied her to her sulte, Before they separested, she looked at him askence
and said - hestily, with a faint,transient smile - the seddesat smile
Marcel had ever seen: "Don't be mad at me, dear, for being such a bore!
It's not my fault, really. Things are so messed up, nowadays - my per=
sonal things, I mean, and the big, public things, too. It's kind of diffi=
cult not to go astray, when everything cracks and trembles end tumbles."
She made a wide, swinging motion indiecating the chsotic conditions of her
privete 1life and the world et large. rThen the expression of her fece

altered and became strangely cold, almost hostile, &s she added, in
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a dead, tinny voice: "Never mind. Sorry 1 talked so much,"

The nervous strein from which she suffered proved contagious. Msarcel,
left alone, felt slmost unbeerably restless end apprehensive. He tried
to calm down in the garden; but the sultry sirocco = laden with dust and
perfumes - only exacerbated his state.

} raucous whisper startled him from his abowmei reverles. 1t was

3
4

[

aplem - suddenly emerged from the fragrant niiht. Grinning at Marcells
arhast expression, he revealed vigorous, flaeshing teeth and, slimultaneous=
lv rolled his big, lustrous eyes, which made him look droll but also
ravenous end even a little mad. His voice, too, gounded somehow dis=
quieting as he addressed Marcel with these rugged remariks:

"Happvy to meet Monszieur, MNonsieur - wogriled gbout Medume, Salem -
worried himself. Poor Medame - sick and sad; no sleep, mo fun, nothing.
Salem feels sorry for Madame. Very very sorry. Something must be done,"

"But what?" Mercel asked - with desperate seriousness j; as if
telking to & grown-up, responsible person.
There was a twinkle in the child's lovely and cunning eyes.
"oglem Mnows!" he bossted. "Salem's uncle - great doctor. Has magic
herb to make Madame laugh and sing. Uncle says magic herd is only
nedicine that can do the trick. Wishes to see Monsieur.'

yhet uncanny spell made Marcel follow this implsh guide into the
irebian city? Dezed end bedeviled, half unwittingly, he allowed Salem
to lead him through the labyrinth of dingy and fetid gtreets., The aglile
pece stopped in front of e dark, delspidated house. With fumbling,

ol (ons
fidgety peabwiad - suddenly mate, &s 1t were - he invited Marcel to

enter. While the 1little one still gesticulated, the heavy door flung

open s Salem withdrew - silent, with & wry, anxious grin. Marcel

entered the house.
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There wes no lobby nor staircase; just a vast, empty room. First the
murlky light prevenced Marcel from recognizing the man who received him
squetting on the floor - strengely isolated and motionless in the center
of the bleak, spacious scene. But the deep and unctuous voice was un=
mistakable.

"yelecome, my friend," that Ménalque, the Prince of the Bazsars. "I am
Salem's uncle."

out of an irrstional vegary, he pretended to be unawere of thelr former
acquaintence., The purple hood which now replaced hls fez was faietany
supposed, perhaps, to disguise his identity. As for his huge, coloured
Zlasses, they could hardly serve such a purpose; for they belonged to
his traditional outfit, Why did he wear them - by night and in his home?
"Mavybe his eyes sre disfigured by some ugly disease," larcel thought,
with a transient shudder. "Or else, his geze is so hldeous and sc power=
ful thet he cannot risk to look at any man, except at those he intends
to kill.,"

"Be seated, stranger!" said Ménalgque, with a grendiose gesture offer=

ing the bare floor. He added, in & discreetly lowered volce: "My little

nephew has told me all about wvou."

"Now, what sort of crazy, stuff has Sslem made up sbout us?" Marcel
Qr/
asked, with e brief, uncomfirtable laughter,

b - A 0 et st
Ménalgue f‘ajﬂilea to HHHWEI') nodded and smirked, .‘Af'ter‘

¢
a/\li*tlﬁ 'rhile,Annmqued eryptically: "I know, I know..." iPenfiaen
Aol

)b_ﬁ enother stillness,

It was Marcel who began to speak egain? "Salem - your nephew =

n, our little friend,..;" hewsaddsineamfelieningiodasmbiron

(Hhe R E57) teor

A

clearﬁ his throat, F continued: "He mentioned some medicine - & tonic

herb, if I em not mistaken, wakepecereocamtnaemsmmsie 0 cure nervous
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disturbances - that is to sey, depresslions, fits of melenchollia, and the
like."

Nphet is what Salem told you?" Ménalque produced & softj B sonorous
chuekle. "Smart little fellow, all rightl" he exclaimed wammw cheerfully,
ag if drorﬁi}ng st last his cumbersome mask of weirdness and dignity.

contimied, in s matter-of-fact way - almost evnically: "1 am dealing

ot

D
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"

Hashish, smong other things."

vapecel felt relieved end 4t the same time disappointed. 'Thet's what

it bolls down to,' he @k thought. ' 4in ordinsry merchent of narcotics...'

loud he said, rather gruffly: "I am not interested 1n arugs.
Ménslogue - solemn and demonisc, once again - raised his oily, melodlous

bass: "But the voung woman might ve," he sald, with ominous emphasis.

"Q;} Your magnificent lady wslmé need{it. Oblivion - thet's what we are
seeking, a1l of us, my friend. Oblivion...oblivion...," he repeated in

a ringing, hypnotizing volce. "Hashish grents it to you, the celestiel

balm of oblivion. One little spoonful of the magic drug, my friend, and

vou will forget the lies and sorrows of this wicked world - lifted up

to paradisiac heights, thanks to the miraculous herb."

iven while telking, he produced the MM Dleck 1ittle box, out of
one of his sleeves or his hood, with a swift and inconspicuous motion,
like a magician who pulls a pigeon or & bunch of roses out of his shoes
or nostrils.

"Hepre it is!"™ he announced, triumphantly. "Only two hundred e&nd fifty
Frencs, including the pretty box. It's = bargeain, my friemd! And what
quality! » quality for princes!"

is Mercel still hesitated, the Prince of the Bezaars stripped up his
huge, coloured glasses, and revealed his eyes.,
Marcel bought the Hashish for 250 Francs - the same price ilénelgue had
claimed for the wet empty box.

+++
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"yénelaque is & dirty liar," Doris complained. "I don't feel the
Paintest effect.® His quality for princes consists of chocolete powder
mixed with swiimwesm# cinnamon."

"Tan't it too bed," saild Marcel. "{et's heve enother speoonful, enywey.
it couldn't do any harm,"

The megic herb did not look apptizing - a sort of ureenish-black

dust. FeRocumnedeiremmesadmetamt
swmang-Ltthbspodtnty -’Ele_v had elready consumed three times the quantity
suggested by Ménalque. Now they awallowed snother substsntlsl dose, re=
erdless of his warnings.

After & little while they grew exceedingly gay. Everything mace them
gigegle - the shape of the carafe or the tessels of Doris's alippers,
the neme of the hotel hhose furniture was so funny, or the name of the
Arabpisn town in whose lsughsble center this comicel cearsvensery was
situated. "Fez!" they chuckled, with nonsensical merriment. "What a

neme! Visitez Fez, 1a liystérieuse! Why don't you visit Fez, la Heine

"

de 1'ifrigue du Nord, where every men weers a fez@ and every fez has

o tpssel? Why don't you pay your homages to the tasselled Queen of
Northern Africa and her princely Dazaars? Visit the heart and the pearl
of Ménalque's fez with the tassel! Why don't you pay 250 Francs for

the oblivious box of the princely Bazear? Mes princes, my reines, et

mes bezares! Visitez done - your magnificent lady mes need§ it - le

- —

mratare de 1la qualité Ménalgulenne; la Reine aux principes Hashishsux;

le Hashish royale sux guslités mysterieux,.."

They shrieked with laughter about the most preposterous puns.
yhatever they touched or mentloned turned out to be irresistibly
humorous. They hed an excellent time, for an hour or so. Then they
fell abruptly asleep.

Doris lay on the bed; Msrcel sprawled on & armchair, in the midst

of the messy room. Her outcry penetrated his trance-like gleep. "COh!
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ny Lord! Ohi" she groened - flinging through the apartment, her eyes
i

fixed and widened in a white, horrified face. "I must die! I am through.

nwhat is wrong?" he esked - starting from his nercotized slumber.

"phat devilish stuff!" she moaned. "That hashish! We're poisoned -
both of us...O0h! my Lord..."

" am all right, so fer," he seld, end begen to tremble. His mind -
st once reeling and unceannily awske - tried frantically to grasp the
Lottt/ : .

P“hotenti.ﬂ 1ities inherent in the situation. Maybe Ménalque ettempled
to kill Doris who wes, perhaps, in the service of a Government hostile to
Ménalque's. Or else, Doris might Dbe involved in the grisly plot herself

- in fact, might heve staged it in order to do awey with him, Marcel,
whom she took for ‘a British or Free-French egent. Belng a Nazi spy e
@@Bfy she had order to liguidete him. Salem and Ménelgue were her tools,
as she was the tool of those dlre powers in Berlin. This most unplesssnt
possibility was s2lgso the most probsble one. Every deteil fitted. Her
odd behsvior in Ménalque's bazear; her immoderate affection for Salem;
her surprigsing willingness to pertake in the Hashish adventure...

But her tormented groans refuted Wee Marcel's suspicion. Neo doubt,

her dreasd and anguish were genuine. No mester mime could ever feign b

[
L8
M horror that numbed snd distorted her face.

Constently ?Pcing the room, she tried to explain what had happened to
her in her sleep - the wedmsssmme: overpowering shock she hed passed
through. "I've been too deep," she wamb mumbl‘&d - impelled by some
(K Cep) \

sinister force toéoMrom ewe the bed to the window and beck, incessantj
lv, like an insene animal in its cage. "Mueh too deep beloW..., ' 8she
continued her rugged esccount. "It wes almost deesth... Oh! my poor
¥ercel! We must dile..."

e wanted to call the doctor, but Doris decided: "Let's gol"

In her dressing-gown and Arabian slippers? He hesitated; but sne
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pulled him towards the door = out into the perfumed blackness of the
Africsn night.

Thev had to cross the whole width of the gerden to reach the central
part of the extensive hotel. rhere were no 1lights, except the dim shimmer
from Doris's room and the distant shine from the maein lobby, where the
night clerk slumbered behind the switch board. The many odours of the
plents and flowers were alsrmingly sweet in the humid, velvety &ir.
fven more intoxicating than the scent of roses and jessemine was the
monotonous concert produced by the frogs and crickets, Thelr unending
liteny slmost drowned the femilisr nolses wafted into the park from
behind the stone wall - from the Arabian city. ‘hese sounds were elways
the same: the guttural eries with which the half-grown lads communicate
from one hiding plece to another; the saturnine bells ennouncipg the

Kﬁ'_!___g‘?"*’“ 3BT S ot st ¢ "P‘%E.)
approach of a leprosy-stricken outbustilthe bleak song of a drunkard.

The bewitched city, Fez la lMystérieuse,sent every night its imuutable

invocetions up to a starless and motionless sky.

"Say something!" Doris begged, in a strangled volce, while they
stumbled side by side through the maze of flower-beds and bushes.
"Tf vou don't talk," she whimpered, "I'1ll fall egein... oh! into the
bottomless.... Why don't you say something?"

But Marcel did not know whet to say. He was hesunted byx:&%Qdden
fear that they might miss their way to the centrel bullding. His reeling
mind repeated - desperately, sutomatically - the words he had heard
from Doris: "It's kind of difficult not to go asstray when everything
eracks and trembles and tumbles..."

There wes a long stillness before he whispered - helplessly, tone=
lessly, like s frightened child: "Something extraordinary has just
heppened to me, I don't feel my right arm eny more. It mast heve dis=

appeared. And now the left one is off..."

"What is the matter with your arms, karcel?" She shook his shoulders
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while she shouted at him: "Qh! that devilish stuffl"

What Marcel experienced during the following moments was ghastly
bevond words. It was insanity. It was hell.

First his srms flew away; the the lewgs; then his neck, his head,
his body. He burst literally asunder. He exploded, dissolved, broke into
thousaend pleces., His 1dentity cracked: the fragments of his orgsnism
fluttered throughout the perk. The unspeskable sensation he underwent
was that of complete physical disintegrstion., His hair ached anu%ﬁi:;;:§

- entangled in thorny thicket. His estranged, terrible mouth stammered
pravers end blasphemies from the top of a evpress tree., His feet -
aimless and derelict - ran through the flower-beds: while his heart -

a lump of throbbing, disconneeted nerves - fell into the abyss of
purple, fathomless night.

During ell this time, however, Marcel's innermost consclousness
never cesgsed to realize send observe the sppalling spook. This wss,
perhaps, the moat horrid thing sbout the infernal sdventure: that he
remained aware of what he was pesssing through - watehing, with inflnite
dismay and disgust, the process of his own disruption. His brein -
ispolated but by no means darkened or parelvzed - hovered somewhere
in the midst of the schizophrenic mess.

He heard Doris's wvolce: it came, surprisingly, from the roof of
the centrel building., "Why do you jump #11 the time?" she ssked, rather
anzrily. "Why do you dance? Stop dancing!"

Marcel's lonely brain noticed, not without irritetion, that Marcel's
voice - defying all rules of logic and decency - came from the tip of
the fountain. "I don't dance, if you please," asserted the fuzitive
volce, on behalf of the being thst had once been Narcel, "You must be
seeing things. If I did dence, however, 1t would not be I who did it.

How cen I stop dancing, since it is not I who would dance, if I danced?"
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The night clerk thought they were drunk,and suggested they should go
to bed. They kept velling and jumpling sbout in the lobby, until the
manecer interfered. More subtle and experienced than nis employé, he
coniectured thet his respected clients hed unfortunately lost their minds.
He ordered the nisht clerk to call the dsesmeewedw chouffeur who, 1in his
ﬂi; L e di
turn, wes to drive the inssne gentleman and NEE crazy lady to the @ Nilits
Hospital - the only institute competent in emergency ceases. 3
ke
~ 1 T - o e 3 ro n - < | PN , ¢ el had to
It took 2bout thirty minutes before the driver showed up. ,M he Ec
be rescued in en 4Lrabien brothel. Naturally, he was in a srim mood, on
account of the interruption. So he kept seoldling hls queer passengers,

throucshout the whole ride from the center of the Arsbien city up to the

hills, where the HOpltal Militsire wass situasted.

The car swam through clouds. Doris seng; Marcel attempted to dance,

d wesmimmal® thev oucht to be ashamed of themselves, larcel

e

The driver sa
velled with fesr as his heed daringly hopped about, et the roof of & big
mosque. "Shut up, crazy foreigneri" the driver shouted &t him, "I'1ll

beat your head off if you do that agsin."

Doris, meanwhile, wrung her
hands so violently that one could hear the joints crack. During the
entire trip she ssngz and wrung her hands - meybe in order to stay wmes
aweke, or out of dfspeir, or simply because she wes mad.

It was almost three o'clock in the morning when the cheuffeur delivered
them at the entrance of the Militery Hospital, The alr had ebruptly chilled
or, perheps, wes always cooler up here than in the meze of the drabian
city., It was still fairly dark, but the darkness wes not bleck and velvety
anvy more. £ «ray, creepling glimmer sround the tops of the palm trees
already ennounced the coming of the dawn.

The soldiers heckled and tessed the two hopping dervishs, while the

driver reported to an older men in a white linen cost. "An overdose of
hashish," Marcel heard the old men sav, from immessursble distance.

"3i1ly kids they ere. Well, we'll give them something to make them sleep.
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+hey were alone - very close to each other, and not efreid sny more.
They had gone through hell together, snd had survived 1t, together:
from now on they could depend on each other; they were comrades, for
cood, Ménalgue had lost his sinister grip of them: the metel box -
hitherto cherged with the sweetish herb of undoing - wes deprived of
its evil cherm. Doris did not feer the maelstrom of darkness and desath
any more: sie knew that there was sswe a friend to protect her from
falling. Mercel, in his turn, felt that hils identlty reorgenized itself
once agein - by degrees snd slowly; yet the worst of the worst was
over, Doris had picked up, mercifully, & throbbing lump of disconnected
nerves hanging somewhere in the bushes - Marcel's lonely heart,
"Doris," Marcel whispered. "Are you asleep?”
"Fest esleep.”
150 am I,"
Bondage and burden, the entanglements end lies of their homeless
lives seemed graciously transfigured as they relaxed in their common
suimsmipow -~ the flrst secret they shared with eacn other.
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LFRICAN ROMANCE

A Story,

by Elaus Eann

Doris and Marcel didn't lmow much about each other, although they practi=
eally lived together. Their intimacy was naturel, Indeed, inevitable,
under the circumstances, Forelgners made themselves rare in French
Morocco, nowadays. Most tourists left as soon as the war broke out,

vhile others stayed until the day France collepsed. e BN R e et
Then #11 sorts of dire rumours begen to circulate, sccording e to the
head waiter of the Palace Arabe, Morocco was on the polnt of declaring

0%
war A Cermany, meking an alliance with Hitler, becoming an smerican

colony, an Italian sphere of influence, the headquarter of General de
gaulle and the private playground of Fleld Marshal Hermann Goering.
The concierze had informetion to the effect that all British sub jects
st111 residing in thls part of Africa, would be shortly interned, if
not courte-martieled and executed.

The French diatriet of Fez =- once teeming with gaudy life - gradually

essumed the bleak nspect of a ghost town. As for the Palace Arabe =

a fanevy cersvansery situsted in the Arsbian town proper = 1t might as
well have closed, if it had not been for Doris snd Mercel. At luncheon
time, they were all by themselves in the vast, empty dining hell. It
would have been futuous, indeed, frightening to eat at two separate
tebles. S0 they shared thelr meals and thelr appr ehension  eddsrmbngebo-.
APOROUROriditemg, oon pleofmbewitohed- nfentay

1t was only sbout the coctail hour that some people dropped in -
natives of high social stending, Prench officers and officials, and,
time and sgein, a party of mysterious German "tourists.," The Arablans
looked stately and pilcturesque in their heavy silk burnous'!, with motion=
less, bearded faces,susdGueddbwebise-nooduy: Compered with them, the French
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officers appeared sll the more frail and fidgety, end the bumptious
vulgerity of the Teutonic visitors psinfully contrasted with the taciturn
grandeur of the Mussulmen,

"kind of emberressing, your compatriots,” Doris observed, puffing
the smoke of her cilgerette in a faintly aggressive fashion.

"What computriots do you meant" - Obviously, Mercel wus irritated.
"If it'e by any chance those ludicrous Prussians you're referring 05 04"

But she interrupted him with one of her bland and ambiguous smiles.
"near mel" she said. "Don't look so cross, darlingl I didn't mean to
hurt vour feelings - certeinly not. Why should I cell these Nazls your
compatriots? I know thet you ere French, chéri..."

"when did I ever pretend to be s French citizen?" he muttered. "My
country 1s the Grand Duchy of Luxembourg, ss you might remember by now,"

She glgzsled end shrugged her shoulders. "Iuxembourg, France, Germany,"
ghe saild, "whet's the difference? It's all the same to me. I don't care,
really, if I'll ever see any of those dumps agzain,"

He glenced at her, with suspicion end admiration, She looked dis=
armingly handsome - a pensive and elegant page in her short, tight-
fitting bolero and gray flanel slacks., There was something sttractively
bold end boyish about the way the back of her head was shaped. Marcel
wes very fond of studying the changesble colours of her hair and eyes,
Sometimes her hair looked strawy, es if dried out and paled by the sun,
In other moments 1t seemed honey=-coloured, with rich, golden tones,

Her eoyes - set wide epart from each other under e broad,musing forehead

- had the iridescent depth of placid but incalculable waters, They
were not blue, her eyes, but of a radiant gray; an extraordinary gray,
indeed, with a tinge of sllvery green. At times they appesred limpid
and brizht like jewels - lustrous with en almost inhuman purity. In‘um{ J
other moments, however, they darkened snd turned almost black -H
velled W as it were, by ominous clouds.
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'Punny creature she 1s,' Marcel thought, while looking et her. 'How
does she menage to have such engelic features, and still be such a liar?

In what deceitful reveries indulges her mind when she glves me that trea=
cherous gaze? If I only knew whet sort of a girl she reelly is}'

Whatever she told him about her background and activities, she didm't
believe a word. She said that she was born in the Swiss city of Bern: which
probably indicated that she came from Finland or sastrallia. Allegedly she
was married to & Brazilian diplomet; but Marcel thought it more likely that
eshe was the widow of e Russian general, or the tenth wife of an Indlen
Maheradshs, or that she belonged to an orgenization of militant .mezons
who made a point of murdering men, instead of marrying them,

#het was she doing in Fez, ampmest anyvhow? What irrational whim or

secret assignement kept her at the deserted Paslace Arabe? She pretended to

be in Morocco as a correspondent for some Swedish end Portuguese papers,
but never showed him any samples of her journalistic work. Most of the
time she seemed idle and faintly bored - untiﬁi abruptly, she became very
busy, scurried to the telephone, received wires, and undertook mysterious
expeditions to the French district or to one of the neighbouring towns,

In such moments Marcel was inclined to take her for a spy - & secret

agent in the services of Nazl Germany or Great Britain or the 8heik of
Tunisia, On other occaslons he suspected her to be a wicked end astute
adventuress kept by a little army of wealthy lovers in verious regions of
North Africe, And there were also hours when he thought her just a helpless
bit of flotsam as he was himself: one of the many refugees from one of the
meny war-ridden countries; ‘,Obr derelict creature IMisewwawbhuseraEseRnes
of the dreery, fsmilisr pattern, There were hundreds, thousands of them -
in Lisbon, in Zurich, in Casablanca:s all haunted by the same fears and

11lusione; spending their last money in some gloomy pension de femille

or pompous Grand Hotel; rushing to the Consulates of Hcusdor, Mexico, or

the United Ststes; cabling their monotonous S08 cries to wmedsr friends
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in Milwaukee, Halbourq; or Montreal; waiting for affidavits, visas,
clipper~- or boat reservations; always waiting...
¥aybe Doris wes just one of that wretched lot; or, perhaps, her life
wes full of vicious and glsmorous secrets, At bottom, Marcel dldn't care,
really, Spy or fugitive - she was cherming,and a good sport,too = in

her elusive, absent-minded mode, It was fun to saunter, arm in arm with

her, through the sultry maze of the Ville Arabe. They would tell each

other hptweﬂzsionately they were in love - not with eech other, to be
sure, buﬁktnis bewitched and bewitching place called Fez. Indeed, the
glaring posters of the French travel offices did not exaggerate when they
desepibed Pez as the heart and pearl of the Arablen world. The falry-tele
sceneries of these mosques and bezaars lived up to the most rhapsodic

promises, No tourist was likely to regret having followed the appeel:
edmtihesesplecendsr "Visltez Fez, la Mystérieusel Fez, la Reine de

1' Afrigue du Nordl"

There was indeed something utterly enthralling sbout the smells and
colours, the spectacular bustle in these narrow, shadowy streeta, Doris

and Marcel enjoyed every minute of their "shopping® promensdes. It
0 KA a0 S.tles

was by no means the sctual pﬁfdﬁhaélﬁhuf amused and thrilled them: in

9
fact, they bought next to nothing. But they got never tired of rumma’lng

the gaudy junk flowing from the cave-like magazinefover the pavement -
all those colourful germents, sweetish perfumes, poisoned-looking
candy, fancy products of Moroccan leather. W AN <t LT LAY S By
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Doris and Marcel,
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the tawdry stuff they hoped to sell f r}gf inoFdinate price, The two
o oS (Mypiwed Shop KPE[fovs

childlike tourists relished the®# zlib persistance,;like a vaudeville
aot,and had a good time sipping the aromatic concoction called café
Turque - offered gratis to the customers, Finally they dlscovered, to
their painful surprise, that they had forgotten to take any money along.
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Most of the merchants took the diseppointment nicely = with s good~-
natured grin. Nénslque, the so-called Prince of the Bazamers, was the
only exception,

uis collection of bric-i-brac was allegedly the finest end most costly
one in this part of the country. But, for one re&ason or another, Doris
and ¥ercel did not feel like inspecting ¥énalque's famous treasures.
#inally they overcame theilr whimeical animosity and dropped by to have
¢ look at nis much-veunted antiques. Whet thev saw was indeed impressive,
Yet thevy somehow felt 11l at ssse in the spaclous, dimly li:htened
me gazine crammed with mirrors, pipes, end lamps, grotesqgue idols and
distorted masks, carved work end ivory statues, all sorts of beroqgue
toys end uncanny relics.

fhey didn't like the place, nor were they fuvourably impreased by the
man who owned it. There wes somethlng unpleasent about Ménalque's leen,
intalligent face - greenishly sallow under & scarlet feee fez, His eyes
were hidden behind enormous blue glasses, He talked beautifully, in a
deep, nnctuous volce.

The round little box of black metal he tried to obstinately to sell
them, was evidently one of his most worthless objecta. He could herdly
be interested in the 250 Franes he claimed for the modest item. In
fact, his repented assertion that it was not the money he cared for,
sounded feirly convincing., But why, then, 4id he go out of his wey, for
the sake of such a trifling affalr? 411 he wented, ostensibly, was that
"our meginificent ledy" and "divine young woman" - as he addressed
Doris - possess the metal box, which, according to Ménalque, carried e
megic charm end was altogether indispenssble to discover the real
secrates of the Orilent,

Doris seemed half-amused, ha 1f-naunseated by his flowery compliments,
She 1istened, blushed, laughed, then frowned; listened, =nd smiled

again., At one point, she appeared willing to buy the box: there was
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a etrange greed end tenderness in the way her hands clasped the casket,
But suddenly she changed her mind end declared, with & certaln nervous
heste, that she'd love to have the thing but, alas, couldn't afford it
just now,. liénalque's features were frogzen when he accompenled hls Ossedss:
visitors to the door = all glacial politeness &nd unsmiling diunity.
"I feel sorry for you, Madame," was all he had to say, while karcel
and Doris mumbled their apologies, Already in the street which recelved
and soothed them with its femiliar noises, they heard the merchant's
sonorous voice repeat benind them, with somber emphasis: "... very very
sorry for you, young woman,"

It sounded ominous and rather frightening - elmost like a curse.

They dldn't telk mach on their way home from this unpleasent visit,
Or rether, it wes the first part of this walk during which they re=
mained gloomy and taciturn. About halfway between Ménalque's bazaar

and the Pelece irabe they met Salem end made friends with him, karcel

noticed him first| - a little Arabdsm shedowing them § nolseless and
nimble like a cat or a baby panther. Marcel asked him, somewhat gruffly,
whet the hell he wanted? The little one = he couldn't be more than ten
or eleven years old - shrugged his shoulders - repeatedly, in & daramatic
modes writhing, as it were, in a fit of cogquettish embarrassment.
"Rien," he whispered = still convulsed with playful fear or with inward
laughter, "Nothin', Selems want nothin' at all of Nonsieur. Just look
et Madeome - that's all Selem is after," lils bDeafwd timid smile was
dissrming - with strong, immaculate teeth flashing in hils thick=-1lipped,
innocent mouth.

He wes as cute and clever as could be, The golden-brown complexion
of his pretty face contrasted with the almost bleck eolouring of his
body, whose fraglle nakedness became visible between the pitiful
regs he wore, Doris wss presently taken with his rogulsh and savegze
charm. She kissed him and almost cried when he told her that he was an

orphen - penniless, forlorn, with nobody to look after hiuw. S




Her maternal instincts reapondéﬁuﬁo his inarticulste but expressive esppeal,
ifter & few davs she celled Selem "my little son." Marcel laughed, but

she meant it seriously, "We have adggted him es our child, haven't we't"
she seid, with solemn determination,

Their child kept tegzing behind them all dey long. Doris pampered
end petted him, He was® her toy and her fetish. She ellowed him to sleep
in heyr sntechamber. Every morning he would tiptoe to her bed and awaken
her with his kilas, She adored him, He was the only one able to cheer her
when she was gsad or moody. One of his shiny looks sufficed to make her

feel better., When Salem found her despondent, he would woo her with his

ehildish jokes and compliments. "Mademe - plus jolie que jemais," he
announced, in that raucous little voice of his: whereupcn Dg;is o
promptly looked at her best - refreshed, bewitched, as 1t were, by the
touch of his dirty end dexterous hand,

"I want you to look pretty, too," she saild to him, one day. "Why shnﬂ
my son walk sbout in regs? I'1ll meke a little gentleman of youl"

She bought him s gaudy outfit - yellow imickerbockers, a crimson
jacket, and a fez with a handsome tassel, Salem beamed and capered.

L =
"Moi - mﬂiﬁiﬂi‘f - aussi bean que Mademel" he rented end jubllated.

#nd, again, while prencing through the room: "Salem - now the most
finest men in whole city! Le besu Salem, the Prince of the Bazaarsl”
Doris, surprisingly, seemed irriteted, indeed, hurt Dy his last

words, "Ca suffit," she said curtly. "You'd better run now, and ask the

chef for your supper.,”

ﬂ:::;::ih» Salem's news clothes apnd famillar eaprioles suddenly
pelled on Doris, on account of hiaM o Ménalque's pompous
title, For one reason or another, the incident with the magic box was
considered unmentionables neither Marcel nor Doris ever referred to 1it,
Selem's unwitting offence egeinst thesesadwmesy teboo evidently meant
quite a shoeck to Doris,

puring the meal she was talkative, but in a forced, almost hysterical
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wey, Her oyes more iridescent end mendacious than ever, she dwelled on
all sorts of minor nuisances that ostensibly spoiled her life - the
inereasing heat, the poor food, the annoying mosquitos, But Marcel sus=
pected all these casual complaints to be just as meny contrivances
designed to conceal her asctual worries from him, It was with anxlety that
he watched her as she lied snd suffered, What mysterlous sngulsh clouded
ner lovely brow? lo doubt, the state of her nerves and heelth had deterio=
rated d:'i'ing, the last few weeks, Also, she had lost weight, which she
could herdly efford, considering her utter slenderness. liow deplorably
meager she looked in her white evening gown, which seemed s trifle too
deinty end effeminate for her boylsh type, Mercel thought that she re=
smmbled an aristoeratic youth disjulsed in his sister's clothes as he
escapes by night from the femily castle, for some romantic but dire
reason, There was something touchingly ewkward sbout her appesrence,
this night., Mercel liked her more than he had ever before.

After supper, they walked erm in arm through the dark, sultry garden.
As she clinged cloaelyftuthim, liercel begen to wonder 1f she expected,
perhaps, & more pnlpgglzrfrom him than just his chivalrous words snd
attentions, He caressed her hand, but she withdrew it - terrified, as
it were, Obviocusly, it was not that sort of solace she wanted.

Doris asserted to be half-dead with fatigue and headsche, le accom=
panied her to her sulte, Before they separated, she looked et him askance
and seld - hesstily, with a feint,transient smile « the saddest smile
Marcel hed ever seen: "Don't be mad et me, dear, for being such a borel
It's not my fault, really, Things are so messed up, nowadays = my per=s
sonal things, I mean, and the big, public things, too. It's kind of diffi=
cult not to go mstray, when everything cracks and trembles end tumbles,”
She mede a wide, swinging motion indicating the cheotic conditions of her

private 1ife and the world at laurge. Then the expression of her face

altered and became strangely cold, almost hostile, sa she added, in
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a dead, tinny voice: "Never mind. Sorry I talked so much.,"

The nervous strain from which she suffered proved contaglous. Marcel,
left alone, felt slmost unbeerably restless and apprehensive, He trled
to calm down in the garden; but the sultry sirocco - laden with dust and
perfumes - only exacerbated his state.

¢/ reucous whisper startled him from his dismal reveries, It was
Selem - suddenly emerged from the fragrant night. Grinning at larcel's
aghast expression, he revealed vigorous, flashing teeth and, simultaneous=
ly rolled his big, lustrous eyes, which made him look droll but also
ravenous and even a little mad, His volce, too, sounded somehow dls=
quieting es he addressed Marcel with these rugged remarks:

"Happy to meet Monsieur, Monsieur - wog;ied about Medame. Salem =
worried himself., Poor Madame - sick and sad; no sleep, no fun, nothing.
Salem feels sorry for Madame, Very very sorry. Something must be done."

"But what?" Mercel asked - with desperate serlousness j as 1f
tslking to & grown-up, responsible person.

There was a twinkle in the child's lovely and cunning eyes.

"Salem knowsl" he boasted. "Salem's uncle - great doctor. Has magile
herb to meke Madame laugh and sing. Uncle says magic herb 1s only
medicine that can do the trick. Wishes to see Monsieur."

What uncanny spell mede Mercel follow this implsh gulde into the
Argblan city? Dazed end bedeviled, half unwittingly, he allowed Salem
to lead him through the labyrinth of dingy end fetld streets., The aglle
pege atoppedjin front of e dark, delapldated house. Wlth fumbling,
fidgﬁty'i:zzi:ggaﬁ suddenly mute, as it were - he 1lnvited Marcel to
enter. While the little one still gesticulated, the heavy door flung
open v Salem withdrew - silent, with a wry, anxlous grin, Marcel

entered the house,
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There wes no lobby nor steircase; just e vast, empty room. First the
murky light prevented Marcel from recognizing the man who recelived him
squaetting on the floor - strengely 1solsted end motionless in the center
of the bleak, spacious scene, But the deep snd unctuous volce was un=
misteakable,

"Helcome, my friend," that Ménalque, the Prince of the Bazears. "I am
Salem's uncle,"

out of &sn irrstional vagary, he pretended to be unaware of their former
acquaintence, The purple hood which now replaced his fez was fuscnisewey-
supposed, perhaeps, to disguise his identlty. As for his huge, coloured
glasses, they could hardly serve such a purpose; for they belonged to
his trsditional outfit., Why did he wear them - by night eand in his home?
"Maybe his eyes are disfigured by some ugly disease,” Marcel thought,
with & transient shudder, "Or else, his gaze is so hideous and so pbtar=
ful thet he cennot risk to look et any man, except at those he intends
to kill,"

"Be seated, strangerl"” saild Ménalgue, with a grendlose gesture offers

ing the bare floor, He added, in s discreetly lowered voilce: "My little

nephew has told me all sbout you,".d
. 5 wodnga-

"Now, what sort of crazy stuff hes Selem made up sbout us?" Marcel
asked, with e brief,uncam%rtable ;:ughtef.
Ménalque falled to answerﬂbrrwdded and smirked, ‘y/ﬂfter
g little while;i;hmbled, crypticelly: "I know, I know.,.." sisensupen
iﬁ:ﬂ:;:&i enother stillness,
It was Marcel who began to speak egain,; "Salem - your nephew -

I meanﬂ, our little friend...," raomata. 4n-—eefedtorime voleoy stmen

F{e Lacd Q.

¢ leared his throst, ﬂ-i continued: "He mentioned some medicine = a tonic

herb, if I am not mistaken, wivhelhr-pou-pocomrend-dmamgedn Lo cure nervous
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disturbances - that is to sey, depressions, fits of melencholia, and the
like."

"yhat is what Salem told you?" Ménalque produced e soft @ sonorous
chuckle., "Smart 1lttle fellow, all right!" he excleimed wemy cheerfully,
as if dropﬁzing gt last his cumbersome mask of weirdness and dignity.

He contimued, in a matter=-of-fact way - almost cynicelly: "]l em dealing
in Hashish, smong other things,"

yarcel felt relieved and at the same time disappointed, 'That's what
1t bolls down to,' he @Bkt thought. 'in ordinsry merchant of narcotics...’
Aloud he said, rather gruffly: "I am not interested in drugs ."

Ménelque - solemn and demoniac, once again - ralsed his oily, melodlous
bass: "But the young woman might be," he seid, with ominous emphasis,
“;;= Your magnificent lady wigt need(it. Oblivion - thet's what we are
seeking, 11 of us, my friend. Oblivion,..oblivion,..," he repeated in
a ringing, hypnotizing voice. "Hashish grents it to you, the celestial
bulm of oblivion., One little spoonful of the magie drug, my friend, and
you will forget the lles end sorrows of this wicked world - 1lifted up
to paradisiac helghts, thanks to the miracvlous herb."

Zven while telking, he produced the Mk bleck little box, out of
one of his sleeves or his hood, with a swift and inconsplcuous motion,
like a magielan who pulls a pigeon or a bunch of rosea out of his shoes
or nostrils,

"Here it isl" he announced, triumphantly. "Only two hundred and fifty
Frencs, including the pretiy box, It's a bargain, my friendl And what
quality! # quelity for princesl’

4is Mercel still hesitated, the Prince of the Bazaars stripped up his
huge, coloured glasges, and revealed his eyes.

Marcel bought the Hashish for 250 Francs - the same price Ménalque had
cleimed for the yet empty box.

+++




«]2-

"Ménalque 18 a dirty lier," Doris complained., "I don't feel the
feintest effect.® His gquelity for princes consists of chocolate powder
mixed with sessessssmd cinnamon,"”

"Isn't it too bed," sald Marcel, "Let'® heve snother spoonful, snywey.
1t couldn't do any harm."

The maegic herb did not look app;;izing - & sort of greenish-black
dust, Mereel-hed-beemrreluctant-evemr-to-trrte—the-estalil;—but -Doris in=
W*mm‘ﬁm‘y had elready consumed three times the quuntity
suggested by Ménalgue, Now they swallowed another substentisl dose, re=
gerdless of hils warnings,

After a little while they grew exceedingly gay. Everything made them
glgale - the shape of the carafe or the tessels of Dorls's slippers,
the neme of the hotel hhose furniture wes so funny, or the name of the
Arseblen town in whose laugheble center this comicel carsvensery was
situated, "Fezl" they chuckled, with nonsensicsl merriment, "What a

nemel Visitez Fez, la Mystérieusel Why don't you visit Fez, la Reine

de 1l'#frique du Nord, where every man weers a fez) and every fez has

e tessel? Why don't you pay your homeges to the tasselled Queen of
Northern Africa and her princely bazagrs? Visit the heart and the pearl
of Ménalque's fez with the tassell Why don't you pay 280 Francs for

the oblivious box of the princely Bazsar? Mes princes, my reines, et

mes bezares] Visitez done = your megnificent ledy may need itl - le

mystére de la qualité Ménalgulenne; la Reine aux principes Tashisheux;

le Hushish royale sux qualités mysterleux..."

They shrieked with laughter about the most preposterous puns,
Whatever they touched or mentioned turned out to be irresistibly

humorous, They hed &n excellent time, for an hour or so, Then they

fell abruptly asleep.
Doris lay on the bed; Maercel sprawled on = armchair,lln the midst

of the measy room., Her outcry penetrated his trance-like sleep. "Oh!
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my Lord! Ohi" she grosned - flinging through the apartment, her eyes
fixed and widened in a white, horrified face, "I must die! I am throughl"
ol A e S G peodnp-desnerntely. Detwoen-bed- ana- wWindowe
"What is wrong?" he ssked - starting from his nercotized slumber,
"Phat devilish stuffi" she moaned. "That hashishl We're poisoned -
both of us...0h} my Lord..."
"I am all right, so fer," he sald, end began to tremble, His mind -
et once reeling and uncannily awake - tried frantically to grssp the
AN oas
>Qh-ilir“ﬁotentie11ties inherent in the situstion., Kaybe Ménalque sttempted
to k11l Doris who was, perheps, in the service of a Government hostlle to
Ménalque's, Or else, Doris might be involved in the grisly plot herself
- in fact, might have staged it in order to dc awey with him, Marcel,
whom she took for a British or Pree-French egent, Belng a NHazl spy, lsems
smlly she hed order to liguidete him. Salem end Kénelque were her tools,
as she was the tool of those dire powers in Berlin, This most unplessent
possibility was elso the most probeble one. Every deteil fitted. Her
odd behavior in Ménalque's bageer; her immoderate affection for Salem;
her surprising willingness to pertake in the Hashish adventure...
But her tormented groans refuted Wwe kercel's susplcion, No doubt,
her dreed and anguish were gemine. No mester mime could ever feign biwe
inﬂ'-urihnhio-ongr-oaiang;éehorror that numbed snd distorted her face.
Constently ?acing the room, she tried to explain what had happened to
her in her sleep -~ the walmdwems overpowering shock she had passed
through, "I've been tcto deep,” she uemb mmblﬁ - impelled by some
sinister forcgﬁggﬁgsengrom omne the bed to the window and beck, incessants
ly, like an insene animel in its cage, "Much too deep belowe.ss," she
continued her rugged eccount, "It was elmost death... Ohl my poor
Marcell We mst die...”
He wanted to call the doctor, but Doris decided: "lLet's gol"

In her dressing-gown and Arsbian slippers? He hesitated; but she
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pulled him towards the door - out into the perfumed blackness of the
Africen night,

They hsd to cross the whole width of the gerden to reach the central
part of the extensive hotel, There were no 1lights, except the dim shimmer
from Doris's room and the distant shine from the mein lobuy, where the
night clerk slumbered behind the switch board. The many odours of the
plents end flowers were alarmingly sweet in the humid, velvety eir,

Even more intoxicating than the scent of roses and jessemine was the
monotonous concert produced by the frogs and erickets, Their unending
11teny elmost drowned the femiliar nolises wafted into the perk from
behind the stone wall - from the Arablan city,., These sounds were always

the same: the guttural cries with which the helf-yrown lads communicate

from one hiding plece to snother; the saturnine bells snnounging the
Fle fowx of an Gugy dog,
approach of & leprosy-stricken outcast;/the bleak song of a drunkerd.

The bewitched city, Fez la Mystérleuse,sent every night its immuteble

invocetions up to a starless and motlionless sky.

"Sey somethingl" Doris begged, in a strengled voice, while they
stumbled side by side through the mesze of flower-beds and bushes,

"If you don't talk," she whimpered, "I'1ll fall ageéin... onl into the
bottomless.... Why don't you say somethingt"

But Marcel did not know whet to saey., He was haunted by‘:F;udden
fear that they might miss their way to the central bullding. His reeling
mind repeated - desperstely, sutomatically - the words he had heard
from Doris; "It's kind of 4ifficult not to gzo astray when everything
eracks and trembles and tumbles,.."

There was s long stlllness before he whispered - helplessly, tone=
lessly, like s frightened child: "Something extraordinary has just
happened to me, I don't feel my right arm eny more,. It oust heve dis=
appeared. And now the left one is off..."

"what is the matter with your arms, karcel?” She shook his shoulders
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while she shouted et him: "Ohl thet devilish stuffl"

Whet Mercel experienced during the following moments was ghastly
beyond worde., It waes insanity, It was hell,

First his arms flew away; the the legs; then his neck, hls head,
his body, He burst literally asunder, He exploded, dissolved, broke into
thonsand pieces. His identity cracked: the fragments of his organlsm
fluttered throughout the perk, The unspeskeble sensation he underwent -
was that of complete physical disintegretion. His halr ached ané{iﬁé;:;”

- entengled in thorny thicket. His estranged, terrible mouth stamzered
pravers end blesphemies from the top of a cypress tree, lis feet ~
aimless and derelict - ran through the flower-beds: while his heart =
a lump of throbbing, dlsconnected nerves - fell into the abyss of
purple, fathomless night,

puring a2l1l this time, however, Msrcel's innermcst consclousness
never cessed to realize end cbserve the eppalling spook, This wee,
perhaps, the most horrid thing sbout the infernal edventure: that he
remuined ewere of what he was pessing through - watching, with infinite
dismay and disgust, the process of his own disruption. His brailn -
isolated but by no means derkened or paralyzed = hovered somewhere
in the midst of the schizophrenic mess,

He heerd Doris's volces it came, surprisingly, from the recof of
the centrel bullding. "Why do you jump ell the time?" she esked, rather
angrily, "Why do you dance? Stop dancingl"

Marcel's lonely bresin noticed, not without irritation, that Mercel's
volce - defying all rules of lozlec and decency - cam? from the tip of
the fountain. "I don't dance, 1f you please," asserted the fugitive
volce, on behalf of the being that had once been Marcel., "You must be
seeing things. If I did dance, however, it would not be I who did 1it.

How cen I stop dancing, since it is not I who would dence, if I danced?"
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The night clerk thought they were drunkjand suggested they should go
to bed. They kept yelling and jumping ebout in the lobby, until the
maneger interfered. More subtle snd experienced than his euployé, he
conjectured thet his respected cllents hed unfortunstely lost thelr minds,
He ordered the nlght clerk to call the dabmmeissbed chouffeur who, in his
turn, was to drive the insane gentleman end ji;;brazy lady tc the & Milite
Hoepital - the only institute competent iIn emergency ceses. 1

It took sbout thirty mimites before the driver showed up. - had to
be reacued in an isreblen brothel, Naturally, he was in & grim mood, on
account of the interruption., So he kept scolding hls queer passengers,

throughout the whole ride from the center of the .rablan city up to the

hille, where the H8pitsl Militaeire was altuated.

The car swam through clouds, Dorls seng; Marcel attempted to dance.

The driver said wgpessmmel they ought to be ashamed of themselves., Marcel
yelled with fear as his head daringly hopped about, et the roof of & big
mosque. "Shut up, crazy foreignerl" the driver shouted &t hlm, "I'11
beat your hesd off if you do that agsin," Doris, meanwhlle, wrung her
hends so violently that one could heer the joints crack, During the
entire trip she seng and wrung her hands - maybe in order to stay weles
aweke, or cut of d@speir, or simply becuuse she wes mad,

It was elmost three o'clock in the morning when the cheuffeur delivered
them et the entrance of the Militery Hospital, The air hed ebruptly chill
or, perhsps, wes always cooler up here then in the meze of The irablan
city. It was still fairly cark, but the derkness wes not black and velvety
any more., & gray, creeping glimmer sround the tops of the palm trees
elready snnounced the coming of the dawn,

The soldiers heckled and tessed the two hopping dervishs, while the
driver reported to an older man in a white linen coat. "An overdose of
nashish," Marcel heard the old man say, from immessursble distance.

"S§11lly kids they ere. Well, we'll give them something to make them sleep.
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They ere young: they'll overcome the shock. Good thing you brought them
here.,"
His voice sounded jovial and soothing. Mercel liked the men,

" Doris assured the soldiers, who were greatly

"No, we ere not gipsles,
amused by the colourful regs she wore. "And we are not nuts, either,"
gehe added, rather annoyed and hsughty.

At this moment Mercel noticed that Salem had followed them, There he
wes - squatting in front of the ircn g_;atei‘ a l neaome, pethetle floure,
He had exchenged his fine new clothes fo& bby mantle - wearing,
as 1t were, mourning for his demented friends, Doris and Marcel., He
looked extremely wrstched and despondent, with bluish lips in & wan,
trembling face - a freezing 1little monkey in the chill of this pallia
hour, ~8 the two Mpriaopers Qsa?d g - @scorted and propped by

the guffawing soldiers - he raisea hi¥)hands, with & helpless,beeutiful
moticn, as 1f begging them to forglve him,
b
They brought them to s bemgwiibpble-poeoms=ap bleak cell furnished
with nothing safe a large twin-bed, The administretion of the hospltel
apperently took the newcomers for a married couple,or else they thought

Doris » boy - & frall, dishevelled youth with greenish-blesck, eyes full

of fear, f’”‘ ol 0’1/

The lolwddgy ¢ lderly man in white W sleeping medicine -~
strong enough to knock out & glant, Doris protested at first - reminding
the doctor of her experiences as to the welird attrasction of the bottom=
less, The doctor smirked understandingly. He kept smirking when Marcel
insisted that, ales, it wes impossible to meke any injections inte his
arm: for the cogent reason that there was no arm. He received the injec=
tion, 211 right, The & men pegind witndrew.’ with a lest paternal
smirk et the two dezed young people,
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They were alone - very close to each other, and not efreid eny more.
They had gone through hell together, end had survived it, together:
from now on they ecould depend on each other; they were comrades, for
good, Ménalgue had lost his sinister grip of them: the metsl box =
hitherto cherged with the sweetish herb of undoing - was deprived of
1ts evil cherm, Doris did not feer the maelstrom of darkness and death
any mores aie knew that there was seme a friend to protect her from
falling., Mercel, in his turn, felt that his identity reorgenized itself
once again - by degrees and slowly; yet the worst of the worat was
over, Dorls had picked up, mercifully, e throbbing lump of disconnected
nerves hanging somewhere in the bushes - Marcel's lonely heart.

"Doris," Marcel whispered. "Are you asleep?”

"Fest msleep.”

"so em I,"

Bondage and burden, the entanglements end lles of their homeless
lives seemed graclously transfigured as they relexed in their common
slumber - the first secret they shared with each other.

++t




