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This book is in great part a revision with many additions of a series of articles which appeared under the same
title in the weekly Singapore Free Press newspaper, from the time I re-established that paper in 1884, until it
became a daily paper in 1887, when I gave it over into other hands. There had been for several years only one
newspaper in Singapore, and it was desirable to have a second. The papers about the old history of the place were
written with a view to have matter always ready for the paper, to be used in case of need; but in that respect it
turned out unnecessary, because it was intended that each issue should consist of 8 pages, while the first number
filled 24, and it never was reduced to the size originally intended. The history papers thus printed only reached to
the year 1856.
I had the columns of the history cut out of the newspaper, sewn into a book, and interleaved. This was sent to
Mr. W. H. Read, who passed it on to Mr. James Guthrie, who died lately at an old age. Their remarks, additions,
and corrections were added to others which came in from various quarters, owing to the publicity in the
newspaper. The result was that by the kindness and good-nature of many of the old residents of the place, I had
the loan of a great number of papers, books, documents and pamphlets, of all kinds, age, and descriptions; some
coming to pieces with usage, some eaten through by white ants, and all more or less suffering from the misdirected energy of insect life.
All these papers, with much other material that came to light after the papers were first written, have been
worked into this book. It has been carried down to the Transfer\fn{ Of colonial power from the East India Company to the
Crown} in 1867, as the principal mark of an epoch in the story of the place. Occasionally later events have been
added, where they seemed likely to be useful, as showing the result at the present time of what was then done.
This work then had been in gradual growth for over twenty years when the first chapter was put in the hands of
the present printers; and has been over a year in the press, from various causes, which may explain some of the
allusions to the present day, which vary from July, 1901 to September, 1902.
It is unnecessary to say that it is only a compilation, but trouble has not been spared to make it as correct as the
existing means of knowledge would allow. It was intended at one time to note the various sources from which the
statements were derived, but it was soon found that this would cause such a number of side-notes, and such a
mass of inverted commas, as to be impracticable, and was therefore abandoned. The language and even the
spelling of Malay names and places have not been altered, with any attempt at correction, and if some may think
that the sentences could occasionally be better expressed, or names spelt differently, the only answer is that they
are intentionally left as they were found. Square brackets have been used to explain any allusion in quoted
passages by reference to the present time, as for example on page 57, in paragraph 6 of Raffles’s letter of
instructions, words have been put in brackets to explain what part of the present town his words referred to.
It has long been a matter of regret to me that the writings of Crawfurd, Logan, Braddell and others, who gave
so much time to writing about Singapore and the neighbouring countries, should be so soon forgotten, and the
books scarcely to be obtained. When a copy is found on the bookshelves of some old library here, it is generally
tumbling to pieces. I thought time would be well spent in the attempt to collect the information of the old days
that was contained in them, and, as they were not likely to be seen much longer, it would be no literary piracy to
reprint their contents just as they were written, when their length allowed it in a book like this, which soon
showed signs of becoming much larger than was intended.
For the history of the earlier years of the Settlement, the book is largely indebted to a number of notes made by
Mr. Braddell, probably about fifty years ago, when he contemplated writing a book about the Settlements.\fn{ The
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Straits Settlements, a collection of four distinct colonies (Penang, 1786; Malacca, 1795; Singapore, 1819; Labuan (1907), each acquired for
its naval and commercial potential} Other work of a more useful kind to the community afterwards occupied his time so

fully, that his intention was not carried out; and it is pleasant to think that this book is carrying on the project of
one who gave up so much of his time for many years to enrich the local literature, and brought to bear upon it a
knowledge of the Malay language and writings which was at that time very rare.
The book is certainly made up largely of scraps, and it was at one time suggested to collect the various subjects
under distinct heads; but it was thought that the chronological way in which it was begun was better, except in a
very few instances; and the Index goes far to overcome any difficulty. Still I feel that it reminds one of the story of
the boy who, asking for a book to read, was given a dictionary by mistake, and being asked how he liked it,
replied that it might be very interesting to grown-up people, but he thought it changed the subject too frequently.
It is a book that will interest those only who have some association with Singapore; and, even to them, many of
the details may well seem of little interest, as matters of no importance, or as stories of people of whom they have
never heard. But I would suggest to them that such details could never again be found, and, if not kept now, can
never be recorded hereafter; and that they may be of interest or possible use to some others for various reasons.
Also that it is such details which help to keep alive the memory of those who, in the early days of Singapore,
helped to make it what it has become, although at the time they could not have realised what it was to be. Now
that eighty-three years have passed away since the Settlement was established, such details of the present time
should have much less interest.
It may be that there is no other place, probably no other place that has attained in so short a time the wonderful
prosperity of Singapore, that has a record of the details, even to unimportant matters, of its growth from its very
birth, and, through babyhood and boyhood, up to manhood; and for this reason also it seemed to me better to err
on the side of including too much, rather than to omit any information that was still to be found. It may be that it
is only Singapore that has the materials still available for such a record, and, as the place continues to grow, so
may the contents of such a book continue to be of interest.
If this book succeeds in keeping alive the contents of many of the old papers, though necessarily in a briefer
form, it is only due to the time, thought, trouble, and expense, freely given by the old writers about Singapore,
whom I have named. I came to Singapore in 1864, a time when some of the first residents were alive; a few here
and many more in Europe. I have sat at dinner, in Governor Cavenagh’s time, at Government House in Grange
Road, with Mr. Ibbetson, a very old man, who had been Governor of the Straits in 1829, but long resided in
Penang; and I had known of the place, as a boy, from a lady in England (mentioned at pages 155 and 297) from
whom and her husband, Mr. Seymour Clarke (both long since dead), my brothers and sisters and I received much
kindness as children; through whom and Mr. W. H. Read, Mrs. Clarke’s brother, it was that I came to Singapore,
rather than to India, when I had to leave the climate of England; and it was their children who gave the beautiful
peal of bells which hang in St. Andrew’s Cathedral. That lady, as a child, used to play about in the garden of her
father’s house on the slope of old Government Hill, now called Fort Canning, close to where the Freemasons Hall
now stands. So I did not undertake the task without some personal knowledge of older days, and some
appreciation of the meaning and allusions contained in such old papers as were still to be traced; while it has been
to me a work of gratitude to many I have known here, to record what they have done, and a labour of love.
My very warm acknowledgments and those of the readers of the book, are due to Mr. A. W. Bean, an amateur
photographer of unusual experience, who has taken the photographs of many old pictures, to be reproduced as
illustrations to this book. The result has been better than was anticipated, as some of the originals were old and
much defaced, but he took infinite pains to produce the best result possible, which the pictures certainly show.
I wish (solely for my own satisfaction, and on the principle that he who pays the piper has the right to call the
tune) to close this preface with a passage from the translation of the Hikayat Abdillah (see page 28), which always
makes me laugh. It is the end of old Munshi Abdullah’s preface or introduction to his work about Singapore and
matters connected therewith. It is as follows:—
No doubt there will be found many mistakes, lapses, and things forgotten, both in style and narrative, as well as in
junction of the letters or in the entanglement of words. Now may I bow my head before the Europeans and native
gentlemen who take the trouble to read my story, so as properly to have acquaintance therewith; and as thus at the very
beginning of my book I have acknowledged my deficiencies and ignorance, I all the more heartily and willingly ask
pardon and forgiveness; and I further state that it has no claim to the name of being a clever one, but, on the contrary is
full of stupidities and errors in every time and period.

Singapore, December, 1902.
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The very remarkable prosperity and continually increasing progress of Singapore are so entirely to be traced to
the great ability and noble character of Sir Thomas Stamford Raffles, that it seems impossible to commence the
story of the place without speaking of him.
He was born on board-ship off the island of Jamaica on July 5th, 1781. His father was one of the oldest
captains in the West India trade, sailing out of London. The boy was sent to a boarding school at Hammer-smith,
near London, but he had been there hardly two years when he was placed, at the age of fourteen, as a clerk in the
large offices of the Honorable East India Company in Leadenhall Street, in the City of London, where the vast
political and commercial interests of the East India Company were supervised from England. He never ceased to
regret the necessity which took him so early from school, and throughout his life seemed to feel as if he
considered himself in some ways deficient in education, though his published correspondence shews\fn{ Shows}
that there was no need for such a feeling, as it is a model of correct and forcible language.
After leaving school, he gave up his time, before and after office hours, to the study of languages and science,
and taught himself French so thoroughly that it was of great service to him in after years in Java. All he earned
was carried home to his parents, who were at that time in difficulties, which no doubt accounts for his being
started so early in life. A little story that is told of his mother complaining of his extravagance in burning a candle
in his room at night in order to study, after having been in office all day, tells a pathetic tale of the way the daily
wants of the family were supplied. While in his young days he deprived himself of every indulgence for their
sake, he delighted, in the after days of comparative affluence, in surrounding his mother with every comfort he
could give her.
In 1805 the Directors determined to increase their establishment at Penang,\fn{ A British port from 1786 when Francis
Light took formal possession “in the name of His Britannic Majesty, King George II and the Honourable East India Company”; now a part
of Malaysia, some distance up the western coast from Singapore } and Raffles, although he was unusually young for such a

post, was sent out as Assistant Secretary. On the voyage he taught himself the Malay language, and soon after his
arrival, Mr. Dundas, the Governor of Penang, received a letter from Mr. Marsden asking some questions about
Malay literature.
William Marsden was the son of English parents of good family who had settled in Ireland in the reign of
Queen Anne.\fn{1707-1714} He was at school in Dublin, and when he was sixteen, in 1771, went out to Bencoolen,
where he was for eight years. Three years afterwards he wrote his History of Sumatra which made his reputation.
He became Chief Secretary to the Admiralty, where he was for twelve years. He then returned to his favourite
studies, and wrote the Malay Grammar and Dictionary. He was the first literary and scientific Englishman, with
the advantage of local knowledge, who wrote about the Malay countries, with laborious care and scrupulous
fidelity. He died in 1838, eighty-two years old, and left his library to King’s College, London, and his Oriental
manuscripts, medals, &c., to the British Museum.
Mr. Marsden’s letter was at once handed to Raffles, as the person best qualified to answer it, and Mr. Marsden,
after receiving the Governor’s reply enclosing Raffles’ answers to the enquiries in the letter, wrote to Raffles and a
brisk correspondence was kept up between them, until be returned to England in 1816, when they met and became
warm personal friends. The reply to the letter in question, written so soon after his arrival in Penang, shows how
complete his knowledge of the language had become. Three years afterwards, Raffles sent Mr. Marsden a sketch
of a Malay grammar he had drawn out and wrote to say that he was compiling a dictionary which Mr. Marsden
was welcome to, if it was of any service to him; and two years afterwards he wrote “How goes on the dictionary?”
alluding to Marsden’s Malay Dictionary which is still indispensable to students of Malay here.
While Raffles was in Penang, two Governors died, and he himself was so seriously ill, in the new climate, that
little hopes were entertained of saving his life. In 1808 he went for a short trip to Malacca and returned to Penang,
and it was entirely in consequence of a long and very able letter he then wrote to the Bengal Government that the
intention was abandoned to destroy all the public buildings in Malacca, \fn{Under British rule from 1826, roughly
equidistant between Singapore and Penang along the same Malay coast} to take all the inhabitants to Penang, and
to abandon the place, in the hope of improving Penang. This had been absolutely decided on but Raffles’ despatch
prevented what, it can now be seen, would have been a very foolish, unnecessary, and discreditable policy. He
afterwards was sent back to Malacca to collect information and to prepare the way for Lord Minto, and left there
on the 18th June, 1811, with him on the expedition to Java.\fn{One of the islands of Indonesia}
During the first decade of the nineteenth century much damage was done to the English trade in the
Archipelago by French privateers which found refuge in the Dutch possessions. The Dutch had been forced by the
French into the European wars and the Dutch Colonies had passed into the power of the French when Holland
became dependent upon France during the wars of Napoleon; and Lord Minto, the Governor-General of India, had
determined to attack Java. The English fleet which numbered ninety vessels, carrying 6,000 European and 8,000
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native troops, left Malacca on the 11th June, 1811, and the army landed in Java near Batavia on the 4th August. On
the 9th the troops occupied Batavia unopposed, and on the 26 th at the great battle of Cornelis, seven miles from
Batavia, (in which the English loss was 500, and the enemy’s loss was 4,000 and 5,000 were taken prisoners) the
English rescued Java from the French, and it became British territory.
Lord Minto remained six weeks in Java, and left Raffles there as the Lieutenant-Governor. The accounts of his
extraordinary energy and judgment in the government of six millions of people, divided into thirty residencies, all
chafing under former mismanagement, cannot be mentioned here; but when he left Batavia in March, 1816, the
roads\fn{Short for “roadsteads,” sheltered stretches of water near the shore in which ships can ride at anchor } were filled with
boats, crowded with people of all nationalities, who came to see his departure. The deck of the vessel was quite
covered with fruit and flowers and offerings of every description; and it was said that it was impossible to
describe the scene which took place when the vessel weighed anchor; the people declaring that Java had lost the
greatest friend she had ever possessed.
He sailed for England, calling on the way at St. Helena,\fn{ Napoleon’s second place of exile; it is in the South Atlantic,
and has been a British possession since 1658} and having an interview with Napoleon Buonaparte whom he was anxious
to see. The ex-Emperor refused to see any visitors, but on being told it was Raffles, late Governor of Java, he
immediately consented to receive him. Raffles was told to address him as General, not Emperor, and if
Buonaparte received him with his hat on, Raffles was not to continue the conversation uncovered. Buonaparte
asked a number of questions about Java and its trade, with which he seemed to be well acquainted.
Raffles reached England in October, 1816, and was knighted in the following summer. In October, 1817, he
was appointed Lieutenant-Governor of Bencoolen, and embarked on board the Lady Raffles at Portsmouth, and
reached Bencoolen on the 22nd of March, 1818. It was then a most wretched place,\fn{ On the coast of Southern
Sumatra, Indonesia} and the shocks of earthquakes had so damaged the house he had to live in, that no one else
would trust himself in it.
It was while he was there in April, 1818, that we find him writing about the necessity for such a port as
Singapore. He wrote that it was indispensable that the British government should have regular authority in the
Archipelago to declare and maintain British rights; that these at that time extended no further south than Malacca;
and that the Dutch wanted to confine Bencoolen to the almost inaccessible and rocky shores of the west coast of
Sumatra; that it would be desirable to fix a convenient station, which would probably be somewhere in the
neighbourhood of Bintang, or Bentan, (an island opposite Singapore) known to navigators by its hill. He said that
the object was not territory; it could be confined to a simple commercial station, with a military guard; and when
once formed would soon maintain a successful rivalry with the Dutch, who would be obliged either to adopt a
liberal system of free trade, or see the trade, of those seas collected under the British flag. How true this has
proved, the history of Singapore has amply shown.
This seemed to him a matter of such supreme importance, that he determined to go to Bengal,\fn{ Under whose
ultimate British authority in Calcutta all these places at one time lay } and urge it in person; and having no choice, and not
considering his own comfort, he went with Lady Raffles in a very small vessel with only one little cabin, where
centipedes and scorpions roved about at their pleasure. The vessel lost a mast in the Bay of Bengal, and to crown
her misfortunes a drunken pilot put her on shore on a bank at the mouth of the Hooghly, where she literally upset,
and Sir Stamford and Lady Raffles were taken up to Calcutta in a boat.
The result of his interviews with Lord Hastings, then Governor-General, was that Sir Stamford was appointed
Agent to the Governor-General to occupy some central station within the Archipelago, to the southward of
Malacca, so as to secure free trade with the Archipelago and China through the Straits of Malacca, and to concede
to the Dutch their pretensions in Sumatra. The effect of this appointment was to render Raffles quite independent
of the government of Penang, and to place the management of British interests to the South of Malacca under his
government at Bencoolen. Colonel Bannerman was Governor of Penang, and as will be shewn presently, he tried,
from jealousy, to mar the efforts of Raffles, and behaved (to use the words of Mr. Boulger) with extraordinary
baseness.
Colonel Bannerman died on the 8th August, 1819, at Penang. He had been made Governor of Penang on 24th
November, 1817. In January, 1819, Raffles had arrived at Penang from Calcutta, and wrote to Mr. Marsden that he
was yet uncertain how far he might be successful in his mission, and said that Rhio had been lost by the English
neglecting to occupy it, and that there would be difficulty in founding an establishment elsewhere, but that he
should certainly attempt it. He also had a mission to Acheen\fn{ In northwestern Sumatra} (which we do not enter on
here), which gave him much anxiety.
In the Singapore Chronicle of 1831, we have found a letter, reprinted from the Asiatic Journal, written by
Colonel William Farquhar of the East India Company’s service, in which he claims to have had at least a large
share in the merit attributed to Sir Stamford Raffles for founding Singapore. Major Farquhar had been for several
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years Resident and Commandant at Malacca, which he had handed over again to the Dutch in September, 1818.
He was on his way home when he met Raffles on his way from Penang to the south. Raffles had brought a
complimentary letter from Lord Hastings, the Governor-General, saying that he hoped that circumstances would
admit of Major Farquhar accompanying Sir Stamford Raffles, in order to assume the control of the now
establishment, at least during its infancy. So he turned back again, and he and Sir Stamford discussed the position
of the most advantageous site for the projected settlement.
Major Farquhar says that the Carimon Islands appeared to him to be the best, as they were in the direct track of
all ships passing up and down the Straits, but that Sir Stamford thought the old Malay Settlement of Johore, upon
the peninsula, was better. On visiting the Carimons on their way, they were found not to afford the local
advantages he had expected, so he, Major Farquhar, suggested that it might be advis able to stop at Singapore on
the way to Johore. This appears to be very improbable, because we find no trace of this in any of Raffles’
writings, and we do find traces of his attention having been attracted, no doubt in his eager studies of Malay
literature, to the old sea-port of Singapore. Lady Raffles says “before he left England, Sir Stamford contemplated
Singapore, a classical spot, as a place favorably situated to have a British station.” And in a letter Raffles wrote on
board-ship off Calcutta on December 12th, 1818, to Mr. Marsden, he said that his attention was principally turned
to Johore, and that Marsden must not be surprised if his next letter was “dated from the site of the ancient city of
Singapura.”
The Major goes on to say that on the following day he went to Rhio for the purpose of endeavouring to obtain
permission from the native viceroy to form a new Settlement in Singapore in place of the Carimons, and after
some difficulty the viceroy so far acceded as to say that, as far as he was concerned, as governor of the dominions
of Johore, he had no kind of objection, but that he had already been obliged to sign a treaty with the Dutch by
which he was restricted from granting permission to any European power to have a footing within any part of the
territory of Johore; but as he had, before the treaty was signed, granted Major Farquhar permission to form a
settlement upon the Carimon Islands, he left him and Sir Stamford Raffles to the use of their own discretion in
establishing a settlement at Singapore.
So the Major returned there, and in conjunction with Sir Stamford concluded a treaty, which was signed by Sir
Stamford alone with both the Native Chiefs who were then present at Singapore. The treaty was signed on the 6th
February, and the British flag was formally hoisted, and the island taken possession of, and Sir Stamford sailed
the very next day on his return to Penang.
Since the above passages were written in 1884, about Colonel Farquhar’s claim to take the credit of the
selection of Singapore, a Memorial sent by him to the Court of Directors in London, and of Sir Stamford’s reply
have came to light in Mr. Boulger’s book, but they only bear out what was said. The letter in the Singapore
Chronicle (which can no longer be found) was probably a reprint of part of the Memorial. Mr. Boulger’s conclusion is that Farquhar had no pretension even to a minor contributory part in the acquisition of Singapore.
From Penang in the same month of February, Sir Stamford wrote to the Duchess of Somerset in England, with
whom he kept up a continual correspondence, and he explained to her how to find Singapore on the map (which
directions have had to be given to many others since, but are yearly becoming less necessary; the English idea that
the place is somewhere in the centre of India being less frequent than formerly). He says, in the letter, that on the
spot—the site of the ancient maritime capital of the Malays, and within the walls of those fortifications, raised not
less than six centuries ago—he had planted the British flag, where he trusted it would long triumphantly wave.
On the 10th June he was again writing from Singapore. He wrote:
I shall say nothing of the importance which I attach to the permanence of the position I have taken up at Singapore;
it is a child of my own. But for my Malay studies, I should hardly have known that such a place existed; not only the
European, but the Indian world was also ignorant of it. I am sure you will wish me success; and if my plans are
confirmed at home, it is my intention to make this my principal residence, and to devote the remaining years of my stay
in the East to the advancement of a Colony which, in every way in which it can be viewed, bids fair to be one of the
most important, and at the same time one of the least expensive and troublesome, which we possess. Our object is not
territory but trade; a great commercial emporium and a fulcrum, whence we may extend our influence politically as
circumstances may hereafter require. By taking immediate possession, we put a negative to the Dutch claim of
exclusion, and, at the same time, revive the drooping confidence of our allies and friends. One free port in these seas
must eventually destroy the spell of Dutch monopoly.

In these passages about the old Malay capital, Sir Stamford alluded to the Malay history or tradition to be
found now at length in the books of Mr. Marsden and Mr. Orawfurd and in Mr. Braddell’s translations in Mr.
Logan’s Journal.
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Four months afterwards, Sir Stamford had returned to Singapore, having only stayed at Acheen and Penang a
sufficient time to settle the troublesome point he had been deputed in Calcutta to take in hand; and on the 10th
June he wrote from Singapore to another friend:
Our station completely outflanks the Straits of Malacca, and secures a passage for our China ships at all times, and
under all circumstances. It has further been my good fortune to discover one of the most safe and extensive harbours in
these seas, with every facility for protecting shipping in time of war. In short, Singapore is everything we could desire,
and I may consider myself most fortunate in the selection: it will soon rise into importance; and with this single station
alone I would undertake to counteract all the plans of Mynheer;\fn{An English nickname for the Dutch} it breaks the
spell; and they are no longer the exclusive sovereigns of the Eastern Seas.

Five days later he wrote:
Everything is going on well here, it bids fair to be the next port to Calcutta; all we want now is the certainty of
permanent possession, and this, of course, depends upon authorities beyond our control. You may take my word for it,
this is by far the most important station in the East; and as far as naval superiority and commercial interests are
concerned, of much higher value than whole continents of territory.

Certainty of permanent possession! It is difficult to state shortly what difficulties were thrown in his way, and
how (as Mr. Earl wrote in 1838)
Singapore was established, without the concurrence, indeed with the decided disapprobation of the Home Government.

A letter had been sent after him by the Supreme Government from Calcutta, after he had started for Penang,
which fortunately he did not receive till too late, and Singapore had been founded. The letter ordered him to desist
from the attempt to found a station. The Government in Calcutta were afraid of the action of the Dutch. Colonel
Bannerman heard in Penang that the Dutch were preparing to seize Singapore by a coup-de-main, and (in his
efforts to prevent Raffles carrying out the project) wrote an abject letter to the Dutch Governor of Malacca en treating him to do nothing till he could refer Raffles’ action to Calcutta; and a nice letter he wrote to Calcutta! To
Major Farquhar in Singapore he wrote advising him to abandon the place at once as it was impossible to resist the
overpowering armament at the disposal of Batavia, and saying that defeat would tarnish British power more than
the retreat of the small party at Singapore.
He refused to send any assistance.
The Dutch did not come, the few Englishman did not go, and here we are still. All that was required was time
for Singapore to show what it was worth. The expense of a whole year, Mr. Egerton says, was less than that of one
month in Bencoolen, and no one talked any more about “running away.”
It was not until Singapore had been established for three years, and the trade had reached a value of several
millions of dollars in the last year, that it was recognised by Great Britain; and it was not until April, 1826, and
only three months before his death, that the Court of Directors acknowledged that Sir Stamford had been a match
for the Dutch and that the Company were greatly indebted to him for establishing the Settlement of Singapore.
His view of responsibility was expressed in his own words, in reference to another matter altogether, when he said
that it was true that, by incurring responsibility, a man might lose both his fortune and his fame, but that no man
was fit for high station anywhere who was not prepared to risk even more than fame and fortune at the call of
judgment and his conscience.
Sir Stamford returned to Bencoolen in a vessel with Lady Raffles and one of their children of four months old,
after staying two or three months in Singapore. The ship struck on a bank in the Straits of Rhio, it was feared she
could not be got off, and a small boat was got ready to endeavour to take them back to Singapore. Just as they
were leaving the vessel, hopes were entertained that by throwing all the water overboard to lighten the vessel still
more, she might be got off, and before morning the attempt succeeded. They thought it fortunate it had happened
so near Rhio, and stopping there, sent a boat on shore stating what had happened and requesting a supply of water.
The Dutch Resident refused all intercourse, asserted that Sir Stamford came as a spy, and would not give the
assistance that was urgently needed by Lady Raffles and the baby. The voyage was continued with considerable
anxiety, when, in the Straits of Banca, the Captain of an American vessel stopped, at some risk, and, with great
difficulty, by means of ropes, conveyed to them some casks of water. Lady Raffles adds that his name was
forgotten, but his kindness was always remembered.
For years afterwards, the Dutch refused to allow any person of his name or his family to enter Java
unmolested, and when Sir Stamford was going to Bencoolen in June, 1823, the vessel had to put into Batavia to
land some cargo from Bengal. Lady Raffles was very unwell, and Sir Stamford asked permission for her to land
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for two or three days, and received a reply allowing it in very grudging terms and expressing the greatest possible
surprise at their coming into the port. Sir Stamford never left the ship but the people were not to be restrained, and
the vessel was the scene of a crowd of visitors of all ranks flocking to see him.
That Sir Stamford was far above any such ill-natured feelings, on his side, is shown by one anecdote. Some
time after this, the Java Government were in distress for money (as Lady Raffles and her child had been in
distress for want of water to drink), and it was sought to raise a loan of thirty lacs of rupees\fn{Thirty million rupees}
in Bengal. But there was a feverish anxiety in Calcutta as to the security of the Dutch, and the loan was closed,
when the only subscription to it, actually realized, was that of Thomas Stamford Raffles.
Another anecdote will show the influence Sir Stamford Raffles was possessed of in other parts of the world
than in this Archipelago, where he was principally known. In 1880, two boys, born in Singa pore, and sent to
school in England, were taken to see the Zoological Gardens in London. The party were in the large new lion
house that had been lately built, and were passing along the front of the cages, where the boys were interested in
noticing that some of the tigers had been sent from Singapore by the Maharaja of Johore. When they reached the
middle of the hall one of the boys suddenly stopped and pointed to a bust placed in the most conspicuous part of
the room on the wall over the front of the cages, and said to his brother that it was like that in Singapore. And so it
was, for it is a duplicate of the bust made by Chantrey which is in the Raffles Institution, where the boys had been
at school. Under the bust is an inscription to the effect that Sir Thomas Stamford Raffles was the Founder and first
President of the Society, which has now a worldwide name and reputation.
In an article in the London Daily Telegraph of 12th July, 1886, it speaks of this bust, and says that Sir Francis
Chantrey took extreme interest in the Zoological Gardens and contributed not a little towards it. It also says that
the Gardens were instituted by Sir Stamford Raffles, Sir Humphrey Davy, Lord Darnley, Sir Everard Home, and
other distinguished naturalists; placing Raffles first. It seems more than likely that the meeting of Raffles and
Chantrey about the affairs of the Society led to the making of the bust. The article concludes by saying,
when the managers of the Zoological Gardens set up the bust of Sir Stamford Raffles in their new “Lion House,” they
paid a just and graceful compliment to one of the first and most distinguished founders of their Society.

Sir Stamford returned to Bencoolen in August or September, and in November, 1820, he considered it
indispensable to proceed again to Calcutta, where he arrived in the same month. He was received with great
enthusiasm by the mercantile community, which, like the mercantile community of Singapore, recognised, many
years before the Government, the great benefit he had bestowed upon trade. They gave him a public dinner, and
made every possible demonstration to please him; and, after he left, sent a representation to Government
supporting what he had done. The old saying, that it is astonishing with how little wisdom the world is governed,
would never have been better exemplified than if the Government had given orders to break up the establishment
at Singapore; which would have been given if it had not been for time steady persistence of Sir Stamford; and the
courage, he so strongly possessed, of his own opinions.
In a letter written in 1820 to his cousin, he said:
Singapore continues to thrive most wonderfully, it is all and everything I could wish, and if no untimely fate awaits
it, promises to become the emporium and pride of the east. I learn with much regret the prejudice and malignity by
which I am attacked at home, for the desperate struggle I have maintained against the Dutch. Instead of being sup ported
by my own Government, I find them deserting me, and giving way in every instance to the unscrupulous Dutch. All,
however, is safe so far, and if matters are only allowed to remain as they are, all will go well. The great blow has been
struck, and though I may personally suffer in the scuffle, the nation must be benefited; and I should not be surprised
were the Ministers to recall me, though I should, on many accounts, regret it at the present moment. Were the value of
Singapore properly appreciated, I am confident that all England would be in its favour; it positively takes nothing from
the Dutch, and is to us everything.

Then a series of domestic calamities fell upon them in Bencoolen, of the most distressing kind. In 1850, Dr.
Robert Little, of Singapore, wrote in Logan’s Journal some lengthy papers on the subject of fever, and in Volume
4, at pages 711 and 715, are remarks upon the reasons for the unhealthiness of Bencoolen at that time. In October,
Lady Raffles’ brother died there from the effects of an illness occasioned by the fatigue and exposure of a
campaign. In 1821 their eldest boy Leopold, named after the Prince, died after a very short illness; in the January
following two more of their children were buried in Bencoolen. No one reading Sir Stamford’s letters written at
that time, interspersed with long letters on affairs of State and frequent reference to Singapore, can fail to see how
much his life was affected by these trials; and no wonder that, in their consternation, the parents lost all
confidence in the climate, and after a struggle sent away to England, in the very first vessel, with their old nurse,
their only remaining child at that time, an infant named Ella. One of the boys that died was named Marsden, after
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Mr. Marsden his godfather. Lady Raffles’ health was in a very precarious state. In January, 1822, Sir Stamford
wrote:
We have, thank God, recovered very much of late, and Sophia (Lady Raffles) is quite herself again. I am but a crazy
mortal at best, but, on the whole, am quite as well in health as I have any right to expect in a climate which is any thing
but congenial to my constitution. We still hold our determination of quitting India for Europe about the end of next
year; neither of us can hold out longer. We now pass our time in great retirement.

On the 15th September, the day they left Bencoolen for Singapore, they buried another dear and invaluable
friend, Dr. Jack, who died on board a vessel in the harbour, to which he had been taken to sail for the Cape after a
serious illness.
On the 10th October, 1822, Sir Stamford again landed, for the third time, in Singapore. He wrote:
It is impossible for any one to see it, after Bencoolen, without surprise and emotion. And after the loss of almost
everything that was dear to me on that ill-fated coast, and after all the risks and trials to which Singapore has been
exposed, what must be my feelings to find it grown and advanced beyond measure, and even beyond my warmest
anticipations and expectations—in importance, wealth and interest, in everything that can give it value and
permanence. I felt, when I left Bencoolen, that the time had passed when I could take much active interest in Indian
affairs, and I wished myself safe home; but I already feel differently. I feel a new life and vigour about me; and if it
please God to grant me health, the next six months will, I hope, make some amends for the gloom of last sixteen.

Sir Stamford remained in Singapore until the 9th June, 1823, having been there for eight months, and never
returned. He went to Bencoolen, and waited for the arrival of a vessel called the Fame, which was to take him to
England. She did not arrive when expected, and at last, wearied out by disappointment, and beginning to think (as
he wrote) that they seemed doomed to end their days in Bencoolen, for Lady Raffles had had another severe
illness, and another infant, the last one remaining with them in Bencoolen, had been lost, they decided to leave in
the Borneo, the same small vessel in which they had sent away their little child Ella, and the nurse, two years
before. The vessel was ready for sea when the Fame arrived, fortunately as they supposed. The Borneo made a
safe passage, the fate of the Fame we shall give in some of Sir Stamford’s own words. It may be added that the
Fame was insured, so the owner suffered no loss; that the East India Company had only a few tons of saltpetre on
board for ballast, so they suffered no loss: and all the loss fell, as a last reminiscence of unhappy Bencoolen, on
the man who met with an almost overwhelming calamity.
Throughout Sir Stamford’s life in the East, he had taken a great interest in science, and had made collections of
many different kinds, which could never be made again; he carried on a large correspondence with Mr. Marsden
and others on scientific subjects, and on this his last voyage to England, after so many years, he took all his
treasures with him.
The vessel sailed at daylight, and in the evening she was on fire, which was caused by the steward going with a
naked light to draw some brandy from a cask, which took fire. They had just time to get clear of her in the boats,
without time even to put any clothes over their sleeping dresses, when the vessel blew up. The first alarm was
given at twenty minutes past eight; at half past eight there was not a soul on board, and soon after the magazine
exploded, leaving them in open boats at sea, fifty miles from land, at night. There were two children with them,
whose names are not mentioned. Their last child in Bencoolen had died shortly before. One of the two children
was snatched out of bed when it was already on fire. This, it is thought, was William Charles Raffles Flint,
afterwards Vicar of Sunningdale in England, and the subsequent heir to Sir Stamford’s property, part of which is
known as Flint Street here now. Ella Raffles, the child who was sent home in the Borneo died in 1841 at St.
Leonards-on-Sea of consumption under twenty years of age, and Mr. Flint came into the property. The other was
probably a child of Dr. Jack, who had died shortly before. The two children were wrapped up in the sailors’
neckcloths, and everything else was swallowed up in one big ruin, as Sir Stamford expressed it.
After this chapter appeared in the Free Press newspaper in 1884, a letter was received from old Mr. Thomas
Dunman in England, who is often referred to further on. He wrote:
Will you allow me to tell you a story, told me by my dear late friend Captain William Scott of Singapore. It may
interest those who read your papers about old Singapore. In the Free Press of October 4th, I read this—“The other was
probably a child of Dr. Jack,” &c. Not so I think, for William Scott told me that on board the Fame, which was burnt to
the water’s edge, his son David was rescued from death by Sir Stamford Raffles. It was thought all hands were safe and
in the boats, when it was discovered the child David was still on board. Raffles rushed back, found him and took him to
the boat; David Scott was afterwards an officer in the Indian Army, and came to Singapore to see his father, and I was
at his father’s house on the last day, and we had a very pleasant evening together. The next morning he left in a sailing
vessel for Calcutta to join his regiment and she was never heard of.
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And old Mr. James Guthrie, since dead, added under Mr. Dunman’s note (which had been sent to him to look
at):
Guthrie & Co. had a small shipment on board, insured with the Commercial Insurance Company, you might find the
name of the ship, which Tom Dunman forgets, in their books. Besides Lieut. Scott, Mr. Lewis of the Bengal Civil Service was on board. She must have gone down in a hurricane in the Bay of Bengal.

They reached Bencoolen in safety after much anxiety and discomfort. The description written by Sir Stamford,
two days afterwards, of the fire and of his loss, is too long to be printed here, but it should be read by everyone
who can admire a steady mind and quiet courage in the face of a great calamity. When he reached shore, he says
that he went to bed at three o’clock in the afternoon and never woke until six the next morning. The only portion
of the account which we reprint is Sir Stamford’s remarks upon his loss; he wrote on the day after he reached the
shore:
The loss I have to regret, beyond all, is my papers and drawings; all my notes and observations, with memoirs and
collections, sufficient for a full and ample history, not only of Sumatra, but of Borneo, and almost every other island of
note in these seas; my intended account of the establishment of Singapore; the history of my own administration;
eastern grammars, dictionaries, and vocabularies; and last, but not least, a grand map of Sumatra, on which I had been
employed since my arrival here, and on which, for the last six months, I had bestowed almost my whole undivided
attention. This, however, was not all; all my collections in natural history; all my splendid collection of drawings,
upwards of two thousand in number; with all the valuable papers and notes of my friends, Dr. Arnold and Dr. Jack; and,
to conclude, I will merely notice that there was scarcely an unknown animal, bird, beast, or fish, or an interesting plant,
which we had not on board—a living tapir, a new species of tiger, splendid pheasants, &c., domesticated for the
voyage; we were in this respect a perfect Noah’s ark. All—all has perished; but, thank God, our lives have been spared,
and we do not repine; our plan is to get another ship as soon as possible. Make your minds easy about us, even if we
should be later than you expected. No news will be good news.

In the Hakayit Abdulla, of which we shall often have occasion to speak further on, is a passage in which
Abdulla, who was the Malay writer for Raffles and was much attached to him, wrote of the loss of the Fame. His
words were spoken of, many years ago, as giving “a literary photograph of the collection of treasures that were
lost.” The following translation was made by Mr. J. T. Thomson:—Abdulla says,
I learnt from Colonel Farquhar that the ship in which Mr. Raffles was a passenger, having sailed from Bencoolen,
had on the same evening been burnt with all his baggage and collections. When I heard the news I was breathless,
remembering all the Malay books of ancient date collected from various sources; all these lost with the wonderful
collection. As to his other property I did not care, for, if his life were spared, he could reinstate this. But the books could
not be recovered, for none of them were printed, but in manuscript; they were so rare that one country might have only
two of them. That is what distressed me. I further remembered his intention of composing a work on these countries,
and his promise to put my name in it. All this was gone! When I thought of him I was the more grieved, because it not
only was a great personal loss to him, but to Europe, as he had materials for several histories; one on Celebes, one on
Borneo, one on Singapore, besides many other subjects. But the material of all these was now gone! My thoughts then
turned to the origin of his taking them, but I consoled myself that he himself was saved. In this there was praise due to
God, who orders to be and not to be, and acknowledgments are due to his power over his slaves.

It was very characteristic of the wonderful character and indomitable energy of Raffles that the next day after
the loss of all that he had been collecting for so many years, he recommenced sketching the map of Sumatra, set
all his draftsmen to work on new drawings of some of the most interesting specimens of natural history, sent
numbers of people into the jungle to collect more animals, and, instead of any complaints or lamentations, he
returned thanks, on the ensuing Sunday, for having preserved the lives of all on board, who had at one time
scarcely contemplated escaping death in the open boats so far from shore.
This was not the end of their troubles, for another vessel was engaged, and when they were prepared to
embark, her commander went quite suddenly and unexpectedly raving mad. At last, two months after the Fame
had started on her short voyage, they left by the fourth vessel they had engaged, and reached England safely in
August.
He reached England on Sunday the 22nd August, 1824, and only lived for two years, dying suddenly on the
stairs from an apoplectic attack, with no one near him, having risen before five o’clock in the morning. His two
years in England were clouded over with troubles with the Court of Directors regarding his pecuniary claims on
the East India Company and his administration of Java and the establishment of Singapore, all of which will be
found fully explained in Mr. Boulger’s book. He died at his house, Highwood, Middlesex, on the 5th July, 1826,
on his forty-fifth birthday, a young age for one who had done so much for the good of all around him, and for his
fellow countrymen after him.
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Soon after these papers appeared in the Free Press, Mr. Bicknell, who is now the Government Auditor at
Penang, was going on leaver and he offered to try to find the grave of Sir Stamford and to copy the inscription. He
afterwards wrote the following, which was put in the Free Press on the 28th November, 1885:
I found the walls of the small Parish Church of Hendon covered with tablets, and memorials, but neither in the
Church nor in the Churchyard could I find any record of Sir Stamford Raffles. The curate, who was a new arrival, and
the old sexton, could give no definite information, but the latter said he was probably buried at Mill Hill, a village not
far from Hendon. I accordingly made my way to Mill Hill, which is near Highwood, where the Raffles’ family seat was
situated. Here also I was unsuccessful in finding the grave of Raffles, but on a stone which was much worn, I found the
following hardly legible inscription:
“Here resteth the body of Sophia, widow of Sir T. Stamford Raffles, of Highwood, Kt.,\fn{Kent} who departed this
life December 12th, 1858, aged 72 years.”
The sexton of Mill Hill Church, who had been on the place for over 40 years, maintained that Raffles was not buried
there, but, as Sir Stamford died even before his time, he may be wrong, especially as the condition of Lady Raffles’
grave would justify one in thinking that all traces of her husband’s resting place, who died many years before her, might
have passed away. Hearing that there was no Church at all at the hamlet of Highwood, I was reluctantly compelled to
give up my quest.

In Mr. Boulger’s book, written twelve years later, he says, on page 387, that the exact position of the grave at
Hendon Church is unknown; and that in 1887 the Rev. R. B. Raffles and his brother erected out of their slender
means a brass tablet on the wall of the Church with the following inscription:—
In Memory of

SIR THOMAS STAMFORD RAFFLES, F.R.S., LL.D.,

STATESMAN, ADMINISTRATOR, AND NATURALIST, FOUNDER OF THE COLONY AND
CITY OF SINGAPORE, 29TH JANUARY, 1819;
TH
BORN 5 JULY, 1781, DIED AT HIGHWOOD, MIDDLESEX, 5TH JULY, 1826, AND
BURIED NEAR THIS TABLET.
ERECTED IN 1887 BY MEMBERS OF THE FAMILY.

Sir Stamford was twice married. First on 13th March, 1805, at St. George’s, Bloomsbury. His wife died
quite suddenly in Java in November, 1814, and was buried in the cemetery at Batavia, and a handsome
monument was erected in the Government Gardens at Buitenzorg. Lord Minto described her as an
accomplished and clever lady. Abdulla in the Hakayit Abdulla spoke very highly of her, saying she was always
busy and a great help to her husband.
He married his second wife, Sophia, before leaving England the second time in 1817, and had five
children, four of whom died in his lifetime. Lady Raffles died in 1858. Four years after his death the widow
published the Memoir of his Life and Public Service. The book has been useful as preserving materials that
would otherwise have been lost, but it was written with an unfortunate determination to entirely omit any
reference to any papers or letters which contained any allusion whatever to the first wife, who is only
mentioned in a very short foot-note at page 234, which as Mr. Boulger shows is itself incorrect and
misleading. The omissions detract from the value of the book.
Two editions of this Memoir were published. The first by John Murray in 1830, dedicated to Gilbert, Earl
of Minto, the son of the Governor-General of India at the time Raffles went to Java. It is in one large volume,
and has a picture of Chantrey’s Bust, a sketch map of Singapore island, a view taken from Government Hill
(now Fort Canning) a picture of the Rafflesia Arnoldi flower, some pictures of Java and Sumatra, and a map of
the Eastern Archipelago.
The second edition was published by James Duncan, 37 Paternoster Row, in June, 1835. It was dedicated to
Chevalier Bunsen, and is in two smaller volumes with the same portrait, and a facsimile of a letter of Raffles
written in Java in 1814.
Since 1884, when these papers were first written, two more lives of Raffles have been published. One by
Mr. Boulger in one large volume by Horace Marshall & Son in 1897, which has eighteen illustrations and
maps. The views of Singapore town are taken from modern photographs, a picture of The Raffles Library and
Museum being wrongly called The Raffles Institution, a very different building. It has also a facsimile of
Raffles’ hand-writing, and a portrait, sitting in a room, which is in the National Portrait Gallery at Trafalgar
Square.
There are some inaccuracies in the book which should be corrected if it is reprinted. On page 34 it is said
that Penang is seven miles distant from the mainland. On page 339 it speaks of Singapore being not quite one
degree north of the equator.
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This book is very complete and interesting and must have been the result of much labour and research. The
author tells us that Sir Stamford had always been one of his heroes, and the work was cer tainly taken up with
enthusiasm. When it was intended to republish those papers it became a question whether it was worth while
to reprint this first chapter, now that Mr. Boalger’s book tells the whole story of Raffles’ life so much more
fully; but it was decided to leave it in, as it is part of the object of this book to show who and what the founder
of Singapore really was, and those who read it may well be led to read Mr. Boulger’s book which contains the
account of all Sir Stamford’s life, and not merely that part of it connected with Singapore as this book does.
Another life of Raffles was published in May, 1900, by T. Fisher Unwin, in one small volume, in the
edition called The Builders of Greater Britain. It is written by Hugh E. Egerton, and has a picture of
Chantrey’s bust and two maps. It has an appendix which reprints part of the instructions given by Raffles on
November 4th, 1822, which it says were obtained from the Acting Governor in Singapore as they had not been
published before.
This was not so. They had been printed in Volume 8 of Logan’s Journal at page 102 in 1854; they were
printed in these papers in the Free Press in 1884; and were afterwards printed in a pamphlet about the
Verandah Question in 1896, and in the Municipal Report for that year; and have been frequently referred to for
the last fifty years. The paper is again given in this book at fall length in its proper place.
On the south side of the North Aisle of Westminster Abbey near the Transept is the large statue of Raffles.
Over his head is the tablet to the Musician Purcell, with the well-known quaint inscription about his having
“gone to that blessed place where only his harmony can be exceeded.” Under the statue of Raffles is this
inscription:—
T O THE M EMORY OF
SIR THOMAS STAMFORD RAFFLES, LL.D., F.R.S.,
LIEUT.-GOVERNOR OF JAVA
AND FIRST PRESIDENT OF THE ZOOLOGICAL SOCIETY OF LONDON,
BORN 1781. DIED 1826.
SELECTED AT AN EARLY AGE TO CONDUCT THE GOVERNMENT
OF THE BRITISH CONQUESTS IN THE INDIAN OCEAN
BY WISDOM, VIGOUR AND PHILANTHROPY
HE RAISED JAVA TO HAPPINESS AND PROSPERITY
UNKNOWN UNDER FORMER RULERS.
AFTER THE SURRENDER OF THAT ISLAND TO THE DUTCH
AND DURING HIS GOVERNMENT IN SUMATRA,
HE FOUNDED AN EMPORIUM AT SINGAPORE
WHERE IN ESTABLISHING FREEDOM OF PERSON AS THE RIGHT
OF THE SOIL
AND FREEDOM OF TRADE AS THE RIGHT OF THE POET
HE SECURED TO THE BRITISH FLAG
THE MARITIME SUPERIORITY OF THE EASTERN SEAS.
ARDENTLY ATTACHED TO SCIENCE
HE LABOURED SUCCESSFULLY TO ADD TO THE KNOWLEDGE
AND ENRICH THE MUSEUMS OF HIS NATIVE LAND.
PROMOTING THE WELFARE OF THE PEOPLE COMMITTED
TO HIS CHARGE

HE SOUGHT THE GOOD OF HIS COUNTRY
AND THE GLORY OF GOD.
In 1889 the compiler of this book had a photograph taken by the Photographer to the Queen, with the consent
of the Dean, of the monument, and gave it to the Raffles Library where it is placed. It was said to be an absolutely
permanent photograph, and was of the largest size, 4 feet by 2 feet, that could then be made, but it is already
beginning to discolour. Might not a replica of the Monument be placed in the centre of the large domed hall of the
Museum, how few people here know that the name of Singapore is to be found in Westminster Abbey?
On Jubilee Day, Monday the 27th June, 1887, the day on which was celebrated the 50 th anniversary of Queen
Victoria’s reign, the statue of Sir Stamford Raffles on the Esplanade was unveiled. It is of bronze, eight feet high,
with head a little bent and folded arms as if in thought, with a map of the Settlement at his feet. On comparing it
with Chantrey’s bust the features seem harder, but it was said that they represent his expression more truly than
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the bust, which seems very unlikely, as Sir Francis Chantrey, R. A., saw Raffles, and Mr. T. Woolner, R. A., the
sculptor of the statue never did.
No inscription has been placed on the pedestal. The sculptor executed the Statue of Lord Lawrence at Calcutta
and several statues at Sydney and Christchurch. The statue was then close to the chains on the Esplanade
enclosure; the reclamation from the sea made three years afterwards had not then been made; it now stands in the
centre of the plain. The total cost of the statue was $20,446.10.
The following particulars of the various portraits of Sir Stamford Raffles were obtained by Mr. W. H. Read
from Mr. S. Raffles Flint in June, 1901. He says that the large portrait was painted by Mr. George Francis Joseph,
A. R. A., in 1817 (when Sir Stamford was in England before his first visit to Singapore), and was hung in the
dining room at Highwood. At Lady Raffles’ death, in 1858, the Rev. W. C. Raffles Flint, finding that it was a
larger picture than he could manage to house, presented it to the National Portrait Gallery. The reason, Mr. Flint
supposes, why Lady Raffles had the bust engraved for the frontispiece for her book was that Chantrey’s work was
a better portrait and gave more of the character of the man. Mr. Hugh Egerton consulted Mr. Flint as to the portrait
he should reproduce for his book in 1900, and Mr. Flint suggested the engraving of the bust for the above reasons.
There is another three-quarter portrait, also by Joseph, which belonged to Captain Travers, who was A.D.C.\fn
{Aide-de-Camp) to Sir Stamford in Java, which was left to Mr. Flint some years ago by Mrs. Travers, his daughterin-law. Mr. Flint has also, a miniature by Chalon taken, he believes, in 1817. All these portraits Mr. Woolner had
when he was at work, on his statue.
Singapore, as is well known, was fondly looked to by Raffles as a fit spot in which to plant a torch that would
send its rays into the depths of native ignorance, idolatry and superstition; and his expectations, although slowly
realized, have not been altogether frustrated or disappointed; for the career of improvement has set in with assured
and steady steps from Singapore, as far as Borneo on the one side, to the Native States in the Malay Peninsula on
the other. It is often the act of one generation merely to strike out principles which it is the fortune of the next to
put in play, and Singapore of the present day is carrying out her part in what Sir Stamford projected. Sir William
Norris, the Recorder, in his charge to the Grand Jury in 1897, said that he could not better conclude his address
than with some of the words of Sir Stamford Raffles when he founded the Singapore Institution in 1823, when he
said:
If commerce brings wealth to our shores, it is the spirit of literature and philanthrophy (and his Lordship added, of
religion and justice) which teaches us how to employ it for the noblest purposes. It is this that has made Britain go forth
among the natives, strong in her native might to dispense blessings to all around her. Let it still be the boast of Britain
to write her name in characters of light; let her not be remembered as the tempest whose course was desolation, but as
the gale of spring reviving the slumbering seeds of mind, and calling them to life from the winter of ignor ance and
oppression. If the time shall come when her empire shall have passed away, these monuments will endure when her
triumphs shall have become an empty name.

257.63 Excerpt from Tragedies Of Eastern Life: An Introduction To The Problems Of Social
Psychology\fn{by Lim Boon Keng (1869-1957)} Singapore (M) 13
1
Silently British settlements have been growing up like mushrooms in the swampy and seemingly
uninhabitable river-banks and sea-shores of the Malay Peninsula. Nature has, with unusual liberality, favored
the inhabitants of this wonderful region, so abundant in native wealth, and so free from terrestrial
disturbances, which, from time to time, destroy the laborious achievements of human toil.
Here, under the mild and benign influence of the British, a happy evolution of a new society has been
taking place. The terrible piracy that once infested the waterways of this tropical paradise has long since
disappeared. The arbitrary rule of ignorant despots has given way to the impartial justice of an incorruptible
administration. The miserable aborigines, who could not adapt themselves to the rules of civilization, had
voluntarily followed in the footsteps of his fellow denizens of the jungle to the utmost recesses of the virgin
forests.
The picturesque and happy Malays whose pristine energy had placed them as builders of empire, have long
succumbed to the effects of ease and plenty which have surrounded them so many ages. They have been
content for a couple of centuries to enjoy life in such peaceful surroundings. A new philosophy has grown up
among the people. The real object of life seems to seek the fullest satisfaction of those needs and impulses
with which nature has endowed man. Shorn of all stimulus to work, the unsophisticated Malay cannot realize
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the necessity of work or economy, for be literally follows the example of the swallows and sparrows that flit
about him, and expects only to collect for his wants the superabundant gifts of the most merciful Allah.
With the British came those great workers, the Chinese and the Indians, whom centuries of history have
inured to persevering toil as the greatest achievement of man. The Chinese, in particular, have been taught by
bitter experience to exercise economy in living and to teach the duty of work to their young folks. Sir
Stamford Raffles knew that if he could make the Chinese settle down in his infant colony, its success would be
assured. So it had been throughout Malaya. The Chinese carried on trade between the islands, founded trading
centers and established settlements in the latter. When successive waves of European incursions disturbed the
peace of Malaya, the Chinese continued the same role of middlemen with ever-increasing success, as the more
civilized Europeans managed to replace the despotic régime of the natives with systematized law and an
honest administration.
Thus, by means of an intelligent and just administration, the British have paved the way for a better
civilization in the future, and, in the meantime, have made it possible in a practical way for nations to live
together in peace and prosperity. In these centers of British influence, a multitude of races of diverse tongues
and conflicting creeds jostle one another cheek by jowl in the race for work and wealth.
The Chinese have been successful as traders wherever there has been a decent government. It is only
natural that in these new British dominions, they should rapidly achieve success and amass large fortunes.
They richly deserve the fruits of their enterprise, for without their efforts, and without the sacrifices in life of
their workmen, these rich regions could hardly have been so rapidly exploited and brought within reach of
civilization.
The Malays and the Chinese have always been on friendly terms, and have shown considerable toleration
of the ways and habits of one another. The head of a family is known in Chinese as Towkay —which in
modern English is equivalent to “Master” or “Mister”. Therefore the Malays in polite conversation address
Chinese gentlemen as Towkays. Of course, in fact, the word Towkay is only used by employees to designate
their master, or by others to show that so and so is master or head of a certain business. There is therefore
nothing but downright snobbery on the part of some Europeans to refuse to use the designation “Mr.” before a
Chinese name and to believe that to expect to be addressed as “Mister” is a bold presumption. Unfortunately,
the British advisors of the Malay rulers have betrayed a kindred ignorance or weakness when they consider it
a proper form to quibble about the use of the English “Mister” and to dub every “Chinaman” either a Towkay
or nothing at all in official documents.
Be this as it may, our story concerns a Chinese trader who was in his day known widely among a large
circle of Europeans, Chinese, and Malays as Towkay Pong Ah Pat. He came to the tropics in the early
Victorian days soon after the cession of Hong Kong to Great Britain. In this narrative, we shall assume that
our readers know that Towkay Pong Ah Pat is equivalent to Mr. Ah Pat Pong, as in Chinese the surname is
always placed first and followed by the personal name, just as in a directory.
*
In a short time, Ah Pat learned enough of the Malay language to do business on his own account. He had
also learned the new English patois of the China coast. He was a man of many parts and in particular was
richly endowed with perseverance and patience. Nothing was too difficult and no gain was too small. To the
great and the powerful he was meekness itself, and to all and sundry Ah Pat was ever a friend and wise
counselor. Owing to his gentle manners, his deliberate courtesy to all, and his well-tested integrity, he found
himself the centre of much business and influence—very early in his career he became the confidant of the
local chief, and was always consulted by the Malay notables of the community. His shop became the
rendezvous of the wits, the ne’er-do-wells as well as of all the big people.
Largely through the energy and enterprise of Towkay Pong Ah Pat, the village of Tratai in which he first
settled as a common woodcutter, had become the center of a considerable trade. He built a new town out of the
proceeds of tin mining and his numerous assistants settled down to carry on businesses of their own.
It was well known, however, that Ah Pat’s fortune came to him in some mysterious way, for his friends
could never discover how he came to the millions, as his income from known sources was known to everyone
down to the figure of one almighty dollar. Fortunately, it is quite immaterial to our story how the indigent
immigrant came to his snug little fortune. The fact was that, in less than ten years, Ah Pat was the creator of a
thriving town, which had replaced the erstwhile sleepy village.
*
Tratai was for many generations a quiet fishing village. Situated at the mouth of the great river Jehanam, it
was much disliked by the old-fashioned people, on account of the garbage and refuse carried down to the sea
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by the stream. But commerce had its own way, and the town, with better access to the sea, gained the victory
in the keen competition for trade—Towkay Pong Ah Pat had built up a great reputation.
As his wealth increased and his genius for organization became known, he was honored by the Malay
rulers with decorations of all sorts to show their appreciation of his many merits. The Chinese government
also vied with the other powers in recognizing his numerous services rendered in many directions in the
course of his business as purveyors to the navies of all the great nations. In this particular part of the world,
Towkay Ah Pat was, for a time, really an indispensable man.
It is regrettable to record that, though fortune had smiled upon Ah Pat, and though he was ever ready to
spend freely in entertaining big folks—especially if they happened to be princes or European officials—he
was a perfect miser. The gods, it is said, have made nothing perfect on earth, so that, in heaven, even the best
may find solace in something yet better. So it was with Towkay Ah Pat, who had a craze to amass a monster
fortune.
Vaguely he figures a limit to his accumulations, beyond which he was to spend them on himself and on
charity. However, he grew richer and richer, and the figure denoting his limit swelled out like a rubber balloon
and never kept pace with his early aspirations to help a foolish world when he should be favored with a
fortune. The wealth came to him beyond the dreams of avarice, but he was no longer master of himself, and
had succumbed to the rapids and currents of that social life which condition our being and transform us into
those town types—so notorious all over the world.
One of the weaknesses of Towkay Pang Ah Pat was to indulge in building palatial houses. He had made the
acquaintance of many Germans, who used to flock around him like bees over a pot of honey. One of them,
Herr Hans Schlimm, offered to secure the services of a German architect, as well as to contract for all the
furniture and every imaginable requirement.
The mansion was an utter fiasco when completed. There were pillars, arches, minarets, and pagodas galore,
and there were also numerous figures of men and beasts, fountains and terraces. It was huge and vulgar without any relief, being a perfect monument of German mentality and vulgarity. Within, the furniture was
equally German, and, if it were possible, was even more outrageously vulgar. But in those days the Germans
were worshipped by every one as the greatest of the white races. Ah Pat, being a practical man, concluded that
as Schlimm was so influential and was so much trusted by the government, he must be a first-rate man.
Schlimm on his part waited for the game to develop, and as he was not a fool, he made the utmost profit
which the situation permitted him to do. Schlimm knew that his client was always thinking of and talking
about his departed ancestors. The best way to please his employer was to provide a huge hall for the ancestral
temple so that Towkay Pong Ah Pat could exercise to his heart’s content the calls of duty at the shrine of the
departed relatives.
Here again the bad taste of the architect was shown everywhere by the over-decoration and the lavish use
of crude human figures to represent spiritual beings. The impression was something bizarre and grotesque. But
with the great number of colored lights the hall looked no doubt barbarously magnificent. It probably
delighted the heart of Towkay Pong Ah Pat, though his friends who had tasted of the sweet fruits of the
Ancient Art, as transmitted by the masters of the Sung, could not help regretting that such an intelligent man
should have been so perfectly blind in such simple matters.
*
When our story began, this great palace had just been completed, and the economical mind of Mr. Pong
adopted the sage advice of the man who wanted to kill two birds with one stone by an attempt to improve
upon this adage by combining three functions in one so that by one invitation he would accomplish three
necessary social ends. The three social functions, which Towkay Ah Pat’s position in the community made it
quite obligatory for him to observe in as decent a manner as his friend the Malay chief liked to dictate to him,
were: firstly, the long-expected house-warming; next, Mrs. Pong’s birthday; and third, the twenty-fifth
anniversary of the wedlock of the popular merchant prince with his charming lady. Thus to practice economy
in all things—to save paper and ink, and to prevent waste of food—Towkay Pong Ah Pat sent out his invita tion cards as follows:
Towkay Pong Ah Pat and Madame
Request the pleasure of Mr. _________ Company
To dinner on the occasion of their
Silver Wedding at 8 p.m.
They also desire to regard the occasion as a
House-warming Ceremony
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On the formal occupation of the Mansion.
Towkay Pong Ah Pat further announces
That the same day is also
The birthday of his wife,
And hopes that they will be able to have dinner
In honor of his wife’s birthday
At the Mansion at 8 p.m.

This was an extraordinary kind of invitation, which would startle even the hall-asleep people of Tratai. To
be sure, Mr. Pong was preparing only one big feast, but his card, variously set forth in diverse tongues, was
more often mistranslated than read aright. At any rate, the majority of Ah Pat’s friends sent him three presents
for the different events that Mr. and Mrs. Pong were celebrating.
In a few days the whole little town was quite in a rage of discussion and criticism. Some could not understand the unspeakable meanness of such a millionaire. Others thought they could see evidence of madness,
others again professed to detect a low trick to capture presents, and so forth.
While these nobodies criticized and grumbled, the good and gentle folks of Tratai came forward nobly and
sent forth in goodly array presents to decorate the mansion—jewelry for Madame, and wines, food, and other
things for the birthday celebration. Whatever the nobodies could have said or did say, could not alter the fact
that the celebration was a huge success—a result which Towkay Pong Ah Pat could not by any manner of
means have at all anticipated, as his economical soul could not allow him to feel the same impulse which the
triple function of a single dinner had tremendously excited among his guests.
*
The Malay chief had accepted the invitation, and had promised to come in state to do honor to his old
friend and his honored wife. For this purpose, a public holiday was declared. The whole town was quite full of
excitement and uproar as if on the eve of some terrible visitation. In fact, the whole place was turned into a
regular country fair with innumerable booths, theatres, fortune-tellers, and hawkers, together with a motley
crowd of those invariable spectators of local festivities.
Immense crowds of simple and happy country families were trekking down with their bullock carts, which
duly covered with palm leaves served as their temporary residences during the whole course of their journey.
Long trains of these traveling Malay peasantries blocked all the roads, filling the air all around with the
eternal jingling of the bells tied round the bullocks’ necks and with the chatterings and laughter of innumer able folks in that joyous and hilarious throng.
Amidst all this uproar and bustle, the dawn of that auspicious day was marked by very unusual atmospheric
phenomena. For some days the weather had been hot and dry. Clouds had gathered in white clusters with
heavy columns of ominous-looking harbingers of storms looming away toward the horizon. All night long,
many had prophesied that the great festival would be ruined by a heavy downpour of rain. But, soon after
midnight, strong southerly winds came and blew the clouds away and left behind an almost cloudless sky, save
for minute scale-like patches on the eastern horizon.
Then the wind died down again. As the dawn approached, dull masses of gray clouds were gathering
everywhere. The east was one mass of glittering gold. In an instant, a subtle change came upon the scene—a
tinge of pink outlined all the gray masses of clouds—an emerald green shone forth between the shreds of
burning gold—beyond, toward the zenith, were radiating forth giant bands in the faintest blue imaginable.
But in another instant the whole brilliant scene was changed. A glorious streak of orange with flaming rays
indicated the rising sun. All the colors were transformed. As the sun rose majestically, a brilliant yellow
shimmer burst forth from the myriad clouds whose reflections on the sea with its countless iridescent ripples
completed a glorious picture such as a Chinese poet would describe as the union of heaven and earth with
bands of gold. So the astrologer, who was invited to the feast, took note of what was striking the attention of
every early riser that morning, because immediately after, the golden orb was hidden by a dark cloud, and the
enchanting brilliance, which made our hearts palpitate, gave place to a wretched scene of somber colors
rapidly lost in a thick haze of gloomy and depressing nothingness.
“The phenomena of the sky which I observed just now,” said the astrologer to his wife, with a characteristic twist of his mouth and nod of his head, “foretell calamity, disaster, and tragedy for Pong Ah Pat and his
people.”
“Oh, don’t be an alarmist! What nonsense! Don’t be a fool anyhow and speak like that!” replied his wife,
who, though quite illiterate, was a thoughtful woman, who at least knew whereby her mouthfuls of rice were
obtained.
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“What! That’s why the sages say to discuss no world affairs or state business with women. You expect me
to please the Pongs by falsifying my science, which has been handed down to me for generations—no,
Madame,” said the astrologer angrily to his spouse. “I would tell the mil lionaire to his face what fate had
decreed for him as truthfully as I would speak to the leprous beggar seeking alms at our door. I would not
speak falsely to please any man for the sake of gold. Please do not meddle with affairs beyond our domestic
hearth!”
“Very well,” retorted his wife, “I can see without your science that calamity will come to you first!”
“Hush!” shouted the astrologer; “don’t drive away our luck in the early morning. You are quite right, my
darling. I shall give Pong Ah Pat’s party the slip and we shall go out to watch the rejoicings from without.”
Thus the couple were reconciled, and the astrologer decided to keep to himself the fruits of his inherited
learning and of his prodigious researches into the occult and mysterious.
Pong Ah Pat, however, was altogether unaware of anything unauspicious in the hot atmosphere of his yard
that early dawn, when he stood, or rather bustled about, watching his servants weighing and taking in the
meat, vegetables, and poultry required for the preparation of the day’s feasts. These petty dealers, butchers,
and assistants had brought torches, or lanterns, or candles. The odors arising from these, as well as from the
meat and fish, were stifling.
Ah Pat moved about, busily attending to this and watching that and was sweating as profusely as any of his
coolies. A great crowd was attracted to watch this grand testing of weights by a millionaire. Ahmat, an old
Malay who had known Ah Pat since his earliest days, came out of the crowd and addressed his friend:
“Good morning, Towkay; why are you working as if you have no money to employ some one else to do
this coolie business for you?”
Ali Pat recognized his acquaintance and offered him a cigarette, paying no attention to his ques tion, which,
to Towkay Pong Ah Pat, appeared the height of stupidity. Ahmat laughed, as he thankfully accepted the
cigarette and dropped back into the crowd, haranguing his Malay compatriots:
“Here you have a perfect proof of what I have always said. Money is given by Allah, to whom be all praise
and glory, to such of his servants as he pleases. But money can be both master and servant. If you bravely use
it, money will serve you faithfully as your servant. On the other hand, if you treasure it and store it up, money
will be your lord and you will be its slave!” Eusope, who had been educated for some years at a government
school and had had this philosophy of the icampong (village) rubbed off his mental slate, asked in a loud
voice:
“Would you really prefer to be a lord of money like myself? Would you tell me, then, how to com mandeer
these servants who would always go away and never return?” Ahmat knew the voice of the enquirer and
retorted at once and directly.
“Young man,” said he, “your questions are foolish. Read your Alcoran and you will know that what Allah
bestows is not given to man to commandeer. If you confess your dollars never return, then you have been an
unworthy servant of Allah, and have abused the money placed in your charge.” Towkay Pong Ah Pat
overheard this and, being interested in the subject of this extempore homily, called out to Ahmat to ask
whether he had been preaching the same sort of stuff to his son Pong Ting, for, he said,
“My son seems to be a disciple of yours. He is indeed worthy to be a master of money, for he delights in
spending!”
“Why not?” shouted the Malay spokesman, evidently delighted. The crowd yelled with laughter—shouted
endless Hurrahs and clapped their hands till fatigue and soreness called a halt.
That son and heir of Towkay Pong Ah Pat enjoyed the name of Ting and, as he had learned the philosophy
of money spending from the Malays of Tratai, he preferred to be the lord of money rather than its slave. He
had remained comfortably in bed all the time that his whole household had been up and busy preparing for the
great day. He had come home late from the Club. But these Malay yells woke him up from his slumbers.
He looked out of his window into the great yard below, and saw his father sweating amidst the crowd, and
felt feelings of shame and disgust arising like nausea in his throat. He slammed the windows and retired again
to bed. The momentary appearance of the millionaire’s heir at the window did not escape the lynx-eyed
Ahmat, who immediately shouted out,
“Baba, baba, come and tell your good father to follow your splendid example.”
The noise of the slamming of the windows attracted the attention of one and all, and every head was turned
toward Ting’s window. Towkay Pong Ah Pat, however, began to resent the Malays’ growing impudence, and
somewhat angrily spoke to the crowd.
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“My friends, all of you, both young and old, do nothing but eat, sleep, and play! That is bad enough. You
wish now to follow the missionary’s example and to prove that your good-for-nothing philosophy is Allah’s
very own—” Before he could finish his lecture, Eusope, who had spoken before, shouted in a loud voice,
“Yes, we are God’s flowers, but you are his buffalo!”
These words tickled the crowd, which spontaneously yielded to a fit of uncontrollable laughter, with smart
yells and loud imprecations of those suffering from the latah.\fn{From southeast Asia, a condition much like tourettes
syndrome where, the exaggerated startle response results in abnormal behaviors:W } Fortunately for all concerned, the sound
of clattering hoofs diverted the attention of the now great concourse of men, women, and children from this
not very edifying badinage to the group of horsemen fast approaching the main entrance of the mansion.
Immediately a rush for the gate was begun, and Towkay Pong Ah Pat was glad to hurry inside to prepare
himself to receive the avant-couriers of the court.
*
The messengers had brought news that the rajah would come in state after sunset. The news gave great
satisfaction to the crowd, who had mostly come up from the country to witness the gay royal procession. The
grounds of the mansion had been besieged by these sightseers for a day or two; and, as the sun rose higher and
higher, the loiterers greatly increased in numbers, since a royal decree had been published ordering the people
to observe the day as a festival in honor of the auspicious occasion. The Malays and the Chinese never
required much inducement to make a holiday. It was, as usual, an event for the display of fine clothes,
magnifycent jewelry, and brilliantly colored umbrellas. Besides, there were numerous side-shows—theatres,
marionettes, Punch and Judy shows, Indian and Chinese jugglers, Javanese wayangs,\fn{Puppet-theater presentations} and an almost endless array of vociferous entertainers, so that the visitors felt themselves transported as
if to fairyland.
In the course of the day, a ceaseless stream of visitors had been coming to the mansion. A regular babble of
tongues was making the whole enormous mansion hum with the subdued uproar of good-natured conviviality
and mirth. Food of all varieties was being served continually. Wine in all the colors of the rainbow literally
flowed Eke water. The fumes dedicated to the lordly Morpheus and to the deadly Lady Nicotine competed for
honors with the stately columns issuing from the numbers of incense-burners and the numerous pastilles of
odoriferous balsams. The sallow and reeking flames of the red candles appeared strangely obsolescent in the
dazzling illumination of numberless electric lamps in all the shades of the rainbow.
At length, the herald arrived punctually at seven in the evening to acquaint the host that His Highness was
on his way. Everyone tried to get out and see the arrival of the royal procession. Truly this was a magnificent
pageant worthy of the great traditions of the prince. It was met at the main gate by the host and his friends.
The rajah’s band was playing stirring British marches, and the soldiers of the bodyguard, the cavalry and the
bearers of the royal treasures and regalia marched with stately steps. The rajah himself was carried in an oldfashioned palanquin. He nodded gracefully to the host as he passed.
The members of his suite crowded around him and cried a halt. The prince alighted and was conducted by
the host to the place of honor reserved for him. Tunku Ali, cousin of the rajah, was among those who attended
on His Highness.
The entertainment provided was lavish and excellent, but, as it has no bearing upon our story, need not be
detailed.
Two persons in that great concourse of more or less excited people were evidently taking no interest whatever
in all these happenings. They could be seen in the glare walking away from the noise and the crowd. Hand in
hand, they strolled away to a sequestered part of the garden -so far away from the house that they could no longer
be disturbed by the noise and the crowd.
Then the two friends suddenly faced each other and talked solemnly like two conspirators working at some
terrible plot. One of those young persons was Chow Ten, a great friend of the millionaire’s son and heir, and the
other man was no other than the very “Lord of Money,” as Ahmat had called him, or, in other words, Mr. Pong
Ting himself, the sleeper awakened by the shouts of the joke making by Malays at the expense of his father.
*
“‘Honi soit qui mal y pense’ is a splendid motto,” said Chow Ten; “any humble man can also claim it: if
not as a legend of a feudal crest, he can have it engraved as a humble text without license from the herald’s
office.”
“True, my friend,” replied Pong, “but you know that my wife dislikes you, and my father thinks that you
may have ulterior motives in being so good and kind to me. They think you take me away too much from their
company. They blame you because you have given me the thirst for knowledge, which has driven me to books
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for the wherewithal to quench the insatiable thirst, and thus you have taken me from their company. There you
have the real truth.”
“I am d——,” shouted his friend somewhat annoyed. “Is this the thanks which your father has thought fit to
requite me with for trying to teach you something?”
“Dear Chow Ten,” said Pong Ting, “please don’t make any mistake about this. Neither my father nor my wife
thinks much of what you call wisdom. What you have been trying to preach to me, I have repeatedly preached to
my people, and they simply laugh at you for your pains. They wish to have nothing to do with you, because, in
their view, which is surely wrong, you are trying to get hold of the old man’s dollars through poor me!”
“Lord! I could never have thought this possible,” cried Chow Ten.
“It is true, though,” said his friend, “and, what is more, my father asked me to let you know that, if after this
warning to you through me, you again come to this house, he will have you turned out as a trespasser or sent off
with a guard to the police.”
“Please stop,” said the other; “you have said enough. Your wife and your father need not trouble themselves,
for I shall not disgrace myself so far as to come here again; but I know we are true friends, so I do not blame you
for the foolishness of your wife nor for the ignorant prejudice of your misguided father.”
The two men walked back in silence, and at some distance apart. When they reached the gate, they shook
hands somewhat coldly and never said a word. Chow Ten strode off at a quickened pace and disappeared. Pong
Ting stood still, watching till the figure of his friend disappeared from view.
As he turned round to proceed to the scene of revelry and rejoicings, he found Tunku Ali and a young Chinese
approaching him. Tungku Ali formally introduced Mr. S. Jang to the heir of Pong Ah Pat.
Mr. S. Jang was a remarkably handsome young fellow, evidently as careful and neat about his dress as he
was conscious and proud of his elegant person. There was, however, nothing vain or effeminate in his ways or
in his dress. His large and brilliant eyes sparkled with intelligence, and seemed to throw off hypnotic
emanations, which would draw towards him as humble admirers all who came under the spell of those
wonderful windows of the soul. Mr. S. Jang described himself on his card as
Mr. S. Jang, citizen of Tratai
and a resident of Bukit Kreta Ayer.

Tungku All listened patiently to the long and lively conversation between the millionaire’s heir and this
smart young man who was in search of a patron—“a sitter on the hills” ( chosan), as the Chinese jocularly
style the financiers of trade. There was something interesting in those muttered sayings. Already Pong Ting
was behaving and talking as if Mr. Jang of Bukit Kreta Ayer had been his lifelong friend. Oblivious of the
noise, and the bustle and the presence of so many friends, the three moved to a corner and continued
discussing among themselves evidently a topic of deep mutual interest, since they remained to the last till all
the guests had departed.
The astrologer passed the group, and said to his wife, who was out sightseeing with him:
“Look! The devil is hatching a plot here. That heir is bound to be the instrument of an inexorable fate.”
2
The village of Tratai (or Lotus) was so called from its fancied resemblance to a lotus, not so much on
account of its charm or beauty as from the fact that in its history and growth, it resembled that noble plant in
springing up from the filth and mud of a tidal swamp to blossom forth into a thing of beauty and elegance in
spite of its lowly origin.
The Malay chief had visited modern towns, and was determined that he should create a new centre of trade
and agriculture that should grow in importance with the progress of the world. As his best friends and advisors
were the Chinese traders and planters, he set them to work by liberal grants of land on condition that buildings
should be erected forthwith. In the meantime, he offered a prize for the best plan of laying out the new town
with the necessary drawing models and descriptions. This wise measure ensured the entrance of European
experts in the competition. The sultan also invited the British authorities to lend him the services of an
engineer to superintend the extensive public works necessitated by this sudden and intensive development.
But there were so numerous competitors for the prize, and the sultan found nearly all the plans so
fascinating, that he was quite incapable of making a choice. Moreover, he found that he was surrounded by a
host of advisors who suggested all sorts of schemes but who could not agree among themselves.
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Big European firms and small European agencies began to worry the Malay chief with catalogues of
furniture, construction materials, etc., and sent their representatives to wait on His Highness. To please these
European visitors, although he had been brought up as a strict Moslem, the sultan ordered that alcohol in the
shape of brandy should be freely supplied, for in those days whisky had not yet become the popular drink in
the tropics. Someone had told him that “drinks” were necessary to please Europeans, but these men soon took
advantage of oriental courtesy and abused the hospitality of the prince. They made the reception room a sort
of “bar” to quench their thirst; and, in a short time, induced a good number even of the strict Moslems to taste
the forbidden drink, and, what was worse, to like the white man’s poison.
At first, the Malays were almost ashamed, but, in the course of time, they began to believe that it was a
sign of civilization and progress to drink alcohol like these Europeans. Unfortunately for their coun try, they
soon became more fond of the alcohol, because they were less able to control themselves, on account, no
doubt, of their ancestors not having been used to the effects of the poisoning by alcohol. The sultan, who was
exceedingly courteous, could not blame his officials, since he had commanded them to entertain the
Europeans.
One day at a meeting of European merchants and dealers, drinks were served all round, and the sultan’s
cousin, who had become a devotee of the “grape juice,” or, as he poetically styled it, madu anggor (i.e., grapehoney), advised the sultan “to be brave” and to take the white man’s drink and show the world that Tratai’s
chief knew the ways of the civilized world. The Malay chief had hesitated long, but the insistent persuasion of
his friends and relatives had at last its fatal effect, and, to please his guests, His Highness joined in the modern
bacchanalian rite and imbibed, to his ultimate ruin, the liquid which the prophet of Islam had so wisely
forbidden to his disciples. In this manner the sultan was initiating himself in the ways of the world, and was
preparing to fit himself for the role of a ruler of a modern city!
The sultan, however, was shrewd enough to see that if the prestige of the Malay ruling class was to be
upheld, the heads of his departments should remain Malays even though many of them might not have the
proper qualifications. He therefore informed his Council that it should elaborate a scheme for the better
education of the sons of the officials and gentry, so that, in course of time, they should be able to discharge
their duties as efficiently as imported experts—for, as he emphasized,
“Unless our young men are properly educated and trained, how will they discharge their duties as officials
in all the departments of a modern government?”
This, however, was for the future. The need of the moment was to have an engineers’ department
established, and the sultan, knowing there were many aspirants to the post of chief engineer, decided that a
Malay friend of his should be appointed state engineer, although his scientific qualifications were of the most
meager kind.
To this gentleman was committed the task of the erection of the new government office buildings and the
grand palaces and the great mosque. He was given plenary powers to act, and fortunately he was a keen
observer of human nature, a born artist, and a tactful administrator, so that he managed to keep his department
working efficiently with the help of many European experts and Chinese contractors and builders.
The general scheme provided for a central lagoon of many leagues in diameter. This was the most
economical way to dispose of the swamps. A fine promenade, crossed by numerous canals, ran round the lake.
The crossings over the canals afforded abundant opportunities to the Chinese artists to display their skill and
ingenuity in building bridges of high artistic design. To complete the laying out of the grounds on the model of
a garden city, innumerable kiosks, pagodas, and arches were built at convenient points of vantage. The
grounds were prettily divided up into fantastic patterns, which were covered with flowering shrubs and
graceful foliage plants, so as to present the appearance of a magnificent Turkish carpet, with vivid and lively
colors, which glowed with all the greater brilliance under the tropical sun.
The streets were broad and systematically arranged with fine avenues of superb trees. The buildings were
designed to exhibit fully the elegance of oriental architecture with all the con veniences and luxuries which the
most fastidious of modern Europeans could possibly desire. The whole place reminded one more of an
enchanted city called into being by a magician’s sorcery than a creation of the genius of a Malay ruler.
The Bukit Kreta Ayer, which had gained an infamous notoriety, was a plateau on the out-skirt of the town,
overlooking the little bay (or Teluk) of the inland sea—really a great widening of the river on which was
situated the rising town of Tratai. Along the banks of the Jehanam River at this point were many fishing
villages, of which not long before the commencement of our narrative, Tratai was only a humble unit, but it
was the enterprise of Towkay Pong Ah Pat that made the difference, and once Tratai had the start, the other
villages had no chance whatever, and had perforce to remain in their pristine condition until the development
of Tratai should extend to the suburbs.
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At night the scenery was almost something weird. The countless twinkling lights of the huts and the manycolored lamps and brilliant illumination of Tratai contrasted with the darkness beyond and with the somber
shadows of the mountains. The flitting of boats to and fro with their tiny lamps suggested to the distant
observer the will-o’-the-wisp.
Taken all together on a dark night, Tratai and its environs looked more like a fairyland of one’s childhood’s
imagination than anything connected with an obscure tropical native state. On a moonlight night, with a fine clear
sky, the landscape presented a sight that defied description, for the silvery moonbeams falling upon the river
seemed to invest it with a living radiance, giving life to the otherwise pallid outlines of high hills and human habitations in solemn stillness.
*
Truth to tell, the good sultan was a very human creature, and took the greatest interest in all things that
could provoke mirth or give pleasure. He once remarked to one of his officers that life was given to man in
order that happiness could be enjoyed.
“I believe this to be the holy truth,” emphasized he, “because otherwise why should the All-wise torture us
with the senses and the passions if their gratification were mortal sins?”
“Yes, my sire!” responded the attending officer, Che Yahya.
“Mr. Smith, who has lived many years in that wonderful country of the shogun, told me that there one part
of the city recognizes no night and is consecrated as the dwelling-place of the female singers and entertainers
who cater for those men who are either unmarried or unprovided with a harem. He advised me to set apart one
district of Tratai for this purpose and I intend to lay out the Bukit Kreta Ayer along the lines suggested.”
“Yes, very good, Your Highness!” ejaculated the surprised Che Yahya.
Now all this conversation resulted from an advice tendered to His Highness by Charles Smith, merchant,
who had in the course of his business lived for some years in Dai Nippon. Hearing that the sultan was inviting
all and sundry to offer him suggestions with regard to the new city, Smith thought it a good opportunity to
impress upon the unsophisticated Malay ruler the advantages and the propriety of secluding in its own
quarters that vampire-like incubus of civilization—the ancient and almost ineradicable commerce in lewdness
which had persisted throughout the ages in the wake of human prog ress, ever since its degradation as an
adjunct of religion into a horrible trade in our own mercenary days. The sultan was deeply impressed and
considered that the Japanese showed a good deal of common sense in not allowing sentiment to interfere with
the regulation of plain physiological necessities.
“The Japanese,” said the sultan, “are experts in this business, and you are right, Mr. Smith, to advise me to
learn from them, just as you recently told me to engage my engineers from Scotland.”
“Your Highness,” replied Mr. Smith, “the Japanese regulate these quarters, usually con sidered as the haunts
of vice, with the same impartiality as they do the public baths.”
“Yes,” said the sultan, “I have decided to make Bukit Kreta Ayer a nightless city, so that the public may
have a harem, and the youths of the country may be kept away from such a place, for your European opinions
differ widely, and the Reverend John Antall only called yesterday to say we must not countenance anything of
the kind under pain of suffering hell-fire!”
“Your Highness, the reverend gentleman is a missionary,” said Smith, “and it is his business to speak
against this thing, because it is the present custom of his religion. But I hope Your Highness will believe me
that, in London, Paris, Berlin, and New York, in spite of these good people, women fare worse if unprotected,
and the vice becomes a veritable plague until what the French call the “police of morals” afford protection and
medical succor to these poor people.”
The sultan accepted Smith’s advice, as he was determined that in the haus[s]mannization of Tratai\fn{ After
the Baron Georges-Eugène Haussmann, an urban planner who, between 1853 and 1870, began the complete modernization of Paris
with a design which (in W’s words) encompassed all aspects of urban planning, both in the centre of Paris and in the surrounding
districts: streets and boulevards, regulations imposed on facades of buildings, public parks, sewers and water works, city facilities,
and public monuments. } no provision for all the needs of man should be omitted if possible.

Thus the Bukit Kreta Ayer was isolated from the town by a belt of wooded park pierced by a single road
which led to the town. In this way was erected a sure bulwark of the virtues and innocence of youth, for it was
laid down that no person of immature age of either sex would ever be permitted toward the cul-de-sac or
nightless quarter of Bukit Kreta Ayer. This fact would thus explain why the millionaire’s son, Pong Ting, until
he was, as we shall see, introduced formally by his new ac quaintance, was blissfully ignorant of this fools’
paradise in the midst of a healthy and beautiful city.
Though ignorance is not always bliss, as this tragedy will abundantly illustrate, yet it is an undoubted truth
that in many sexual matters, the vacant mind is the best for the individual and the public, and the surest
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receptacle of the holy precepts of the sages, and for this psychological reason, if the state is unable to
eradicate man’s failings or follies, it ought at any rate to invest the causes which provoke them with the
proverbial fig leaves rather than expose them to vulgar curiosity. Or, what is infinitely worse, the public
should pretend to imagine that prohibition by law and threat of dire punishment suffice to abolish the most
powerful of all the instinctive impulses of animal nature.
*
After meeting Pong Ting, the neat and tidy S. Jang returned home full of schemes and highly elated. He
had not felt so happy and contented for many months. His home was in the flight less city, in the upper story of
a shop in which were sold a miscellaneous jumble of articles, edible and otherwise. One of his Eurasian
friends had, in the course of some heated talk, called him the “dandy of the sink,” for that superior person,
despite his own furtive dives into the latter when his scanty pay was forthcoming, would always speak of
Bukit Kreta Ayer as having an “atmosphere of immorality and impurity.” Jang would always smile whenever
his friends criticized him for living in that infamous quarter, but the dandy was a bit of a philosopher and
never allowed himself to be swayed by mere scoffing and ridicule.
“My dear sir,” said he, not at all upset by the scathing remarks of the Eurasian, “everything has a very good
reason for its existence. If you could trace your own history and mine back for a hundred years, you would be
astonished to find that every event in our lives was linked to a pre-existing cause, and that nothing did come to
pass without a very excellent cause. That is why I am there in that awful ‘Temple of the Harpies,’ as you might
call it, but in reality it is the same inexorable destiny which has condemned these women to a life of sham and
shame.”
Louis de Coeur had to admit that “necessity” was an unanswerable excuse, but he was not prepared to go
so far as Jang. However, these two friends were agreed that the female inmates of Bukit Kreta Ayer were not
all so depraved as to be beyond rescue, nor were most of them wanting in those womanly virtues which
demanded the respect of the most fastidious.
At any rate, few know, much less understand, the terrible misery that overwhelms the poor, and often very
unselfish women, who, in the Far East are compelled by force of circumstances to live a life of thankless selfsacrifice as the victims of a slavery compared with which the old African slave trade is almost respectable.
The world at large cannot realize the pathos of the sacrifices that womanhood is ready to pay to custom and
convention, in obedience to the call of duty.
Again, such is the irony of human destiny that the very highest ideals of religion are, in the hands of the
wicked, made use of as the very tools to entrap and enslave these unhappy daughters of Eve.
*
To return to the story, we find that there lived in a house opposite to that occupied by Jang a young and
beautiful girl who was known popularly as the “pretty Rose.”
Where she came from and who her real parents were, nobody asked and nobody cared. The whole of her
past history was perhaps known to the harridan, who posed as her adopted mother. The old dame knew better
than to be communicative. She professed to be a repentant sinner, seeking salvation from the indulgent and
compassionate Buddha. She caused Rose to be taught the doctrine of filial piety, and the ancient traditions of
self-immolation, if need be, for the happiness or safety of parents.
Thus, while she was making good preparations for a safe journey to paradise, she also took the precaution
to make certain of a timely provision—an insurance in fact, for her old age by inculcating such noble ideals to
Rose, that she became the willing instrument of her own shame and misery and suffered all vicariously for the
happiness of others, even as the great Master had done!
Rose’s “mother” had good luck; at least as far as one could judge of this from outside appear ances. She
was quite rich at the time when the events recorded at this stage of our narrative were happening. In these
schools of sexual indulgence, the horrors of an inferno were painted in glowing colors with such details of
tortures that put Dante’s awful pen-pictures quite in the shade.
On the other hand, the joys of paradise seemed more readily obtainable through the filial love which
moved also the gods. Rose’s mother took the utmost precaution to have her adopted daughter properly taught
these salutary lessons in high morals, for she knew, from bitter experience, that success in her nefarious
calling could only be ensured by the early “planting” of sufficient religion into the mind of these ignorant girls
in order to make them the willing slaves of an atrocious system.
*
It so happened that Rose had been an excellent pupil and that she loved the god Buddha, and she loved her
“mother,” learning from experience, also, that destiny was an insoluble riddle. This cultivated religiosity on
the part of Rose was nothing affected, since it had become part and parcel of herself. Jang, who had fallen
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desperately in love with Rose, found this an insuperable obstacle, which, being of a spiritual character, could
not be overcome by means of mere knowledge either of law or of history.
Rose was, in fact, also infatuated, and would have eloped with her lover, but whenever the faintest thought
of leaving her “mother” arose in her mind, there loomed large at once the spirit of duty pointing out the
tortures of hell to such a miserable ingrate as could even imagine such a contemptible conduct. Then, even as
the rising sun would pale all human lights and even the moon and stars into nothingness, so this spirit of duty
would grow in intensity in the mind of the devotee till all other thoughts or inspirations would fade away and
leave this sense of duty, all supreme as the motive force that would drive humanity to per form the deeds of the
gods.
Jang, therefore, found that all his knowledge of the law and of the ways of the new police was quite
unavailing. Though Rose loved him tenderly and would sacrifice much for his sake, yet she could not, with
her knowledge of duty and self-sacrifice, listen with patience to any counsel of expediency or prudence at the
risk of breaking her vow of duty. In vain did Jang impress upon her that the sultan had adopted the British
laws under which she could claim her freedom.
“Why,” pleaded the impatient lover, “would you remain in this unnecessary and self-imposed bondage, if
you loved me at all?”
“You, my dear, seem unable to perceive that jumping from the frying-pan into the fire is no freedom for the
unfortunate fish,” said Rose quietly, while her feelings were showing them selves by the surging tears that
dropped down her cheeks.
Rose was determined not to take advantage of the law, and to disregard what seemed to her the chief duties
of a child to its parent. The fact that she was only an adopted daughter made no difference. In fact, the wily
woman had told her with regard to other people that a foster-child was under a heavier obligation, because
there was no blood tie whatever. Every act was to be requited.
To Rose, nothing was more detestable than base ingratitude. The liberty afforded by law was no sort of
temptation to a woman who had found a soul and who could prefer the chains of slavery to the rebuke of
conscience. She was fully resigned to the fate ordained by inscrutable providence.
She was wise enough to realize the awful situation in which circumstances had placed her. Shame and ruin
stared her in the face, but, like a brave woman, she would suffer worries and worse things for the wretch who
had tended her in her childhood days and who had contracted heavy debts to keep up her establish ment as well
as to supply her invalid husband with alcohol and opium.
Jang endeavored to persuade Rose that the old hag deserved no sympathy and should be left to suffer for
her sins.
“Why, then, did the good God allow me to be put under her care?” asked Rose of her astonished lover.
“Where did you learn that?” queried Jang.
“I learned this from the voice within me,” said Rose, “and I wish you would not always tempt me to think
more of myself than of my obvious duty.”
“It is all very well, Rose, but you are abetting the work of a criminal and, at the same time, you are
destroying yourself,” said Jang quite without reserve.
“I have been told by some Europeans,” said Rose, “that I could defy my mother and she would probably
have to be detained in prison, but I would never consent to seek freedom at mother’s expense.”
As she spoke, the tears flowed down her face in torrents. This was more than the young and sentimental
Jang could bear to see, and, as usual, he caressed her tenderly and soothed her by his kindly words of
encouragement, especially by vowing that he would marry her and would ransom her by enabling the
“mother” to pay off her debts.
But the old woman detested Jang because she could divine his motives, especially as Rose occasionally
mentioned what Jang thought of the hag’s nefarious business. The beldame\fn{Ugly old woman} knew that Jang
was as rich as a church mouse, so that she pretended to encourage him that she would gladly accept only such
an amount as would pay off her debts. In reality, however, she was contracting more debts, in order to make
that release as far remote as possible. But it was well known to the friends of Rose that Jang had vowed to
redeem her by hook or by crook from her prison-house.
*
During many months, Jang and Rose had thought over many schemes and sketched out countless plans, but
blank failure was ever the result, as the “mother” was ever increasing her demands, and Jang could not find
any rich friend to lend him the requisite amount of money. Thus the chance acquaintance with Pong Ting was
a stroke of fortune, of which he was resolved to make the utmost use, in the interests of Rose and himself.
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At their first interview, Jang discovered that the millionaire’s heir had never even heard of “The Nightless
City.” Jang suggested that Pong Ting should gain experience of the practical ways of the world, and should be
initiated in the mysteries of the “nether world,” as he called the Bukit Kreta Ayer, and should find out from
personal adventure whether such a contact with actual “martyrs of civilization” could not convince him of the
“infinite possibilities of human nature.”
Pong Ting was in fact suffering from ennui and was glad to escape from the severe formalities of domestic
despotism, imposed by his parents. Curiosity also prompted him “to see things with his own eyes.”
A few days after the birthday party, Pong Ting drove up in a carriage and pair, to the door of Jang’s house.
While the footman ran upstairs to ascertain if Jang was at home, Pong Ting chanced to look at the first floor
verandah of the house opposite. He saw a young woman sitting there at her needlework, and seemingly wrapt
up in deep thought, for she did not allow the noise of the arriving horses and the carriage to disturb her from
her reverie. However, the profile seen was of such exquisite proportion that the beauty of the face at once
attracted Pong’s attention so that his eyes remained transfixed upon the features of the pretty woman.
Was it a case of love at first sight, or was it an example of telepathy? The pretty creature suddenly put
aside her needlework and took a good look at the infatuated young man, who was gazing at her like one
spellbound. Just then Mr. Jang rushed down and found his new friend staring at Rose, for the fairy-like woman
was she after all.
The hilarious shout of Jang suddenly brought Pong Ting back to his senses. With profuse apologies, he
came down from his carriage, and without ceremony, though he blushed like a country girl, he said to Jang,
“I am afraid I am already smitten by the witch yonder.”
“Oh! Mr. Pong,” replied Jang, “don’t be shy! It is only inexperience, as I told you when we last talked, that
seems to drive you like a Don Quixote to regard yourself as the knight-errant of every female acquaintance.”
“Excuse my rudeness, sir, but my surprise was so great that I quite forgot myself in my admiration of that
most charming lady!” said Pong Ting bravely, but evidently it required a considerable effort on his part to
speak out so plainly.
Pong Ting had noticed that Jang had nodded to Rose, and that the pair had instantaneously signaled to each
other mutual recognition. When they had entered the room, Pong Ting, smiling happily, asked his new
acquaintance how long he had known Rose, and whether he had any knowledge of her past history.
“She is no doubt a friend of yours,” said Pong Ting; “are you quite intimate with her and will you introduce
me at once?”
“I have lived in this place so long,” said Jang, “that I practically know every one and I shall be most happy
to introduce you to our local society, of which, as I told you previously, the basis is the cult of mammon and
the priest thereof are those with the longest purses. Thus you can soon find yourself recognized as the highpriest. Money talks, money tells, and money pickles youthful fancies, making them obedient and tractable!”
“Please deal to me no more philosophy,” said Pong Ting. “Whatever might be the truth, I have exercised
my right to speak as freely as I like, though differences of views have often prevented me hurting others’
feelings and I have remained silent. Here we need not stand on ceremony and I don’t mind telling you that I
am fascinated by that beauty.”
Jang was never more astonished in all his life. He began to curse his luck, when he heard this, for it never
occurred to him for a moment that the very means he intended to use for realizing the ambition of his life, was
going to make its very attainment an impossibility. He had no desire to have such a rival between himself and
his sweetheart.
Yet he was quite certain that by stooping he would win his game, and he remem bered the old saying that all
is fair in love. So he only hesitated for one moment before replying:
“Yes, sir, if you like Rose, I shall introduce you to her. She is a very genteel and charming young lady
whom I greatly admire.”
These words were sincere, except that they did not express all that he thought at the time. He had observed
so frequently how rich men’s sons squandered their fortunes, that he was confident his chance had come, and
that he could induce Pong Ting to part with some of his surplus wealth through some device or other.
Pong Ting only thought of the marvelous beauty that had so suddenly captivated his soul. All at once he
was like one mad in love. So he did not hesitate to press Jang to usher him at once into Rose’s presence. To
cool his friends ardor, Jang said:
“Yes, Pong, it is quite a simple affair to make Rose’s acquaintance, but let us decide what we intend doing
tonight besides.”
“I don’t mind, my dear friend,” said Ting bluntly, “so long as I can meet your friend Rose!”
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These words seemed to hurt Jang. There was a momentary change in his countenance, but immediately he
had it suppressed, and pretended to be much amused at the innocence of the millionaire.
“You see,” continued Pong Ting (who was inclined to be a bit superstitious, though he himself believed he
had cast overboard all the old ideas much thought of by his parents), “I have the good luck now to see the very
kind of woman who had been long envisaged in my dreams. What is her real name?”
“We all call her Rose, but her real name is ‘Bright Pearl’! Do you wish me to invite her to tea this afternoon, or will you go across with me to pay her a visit?”
“Very well, we shall go over now!” shouted Pong Tong peremptorily in a tone that the other man somewhat
resented, but in truth, Jang was beginning to rue this unarranged-for meeting of Rose with his intended victim.
“Oh,” said Jang, “you are in a desperate hurry! What’s the matter?”
“It’s love at first sight and I can’t explain. I feel like a madman!” blurted out Pong in his excitement.
“All right. Just wait here till I go to prepare her for this interview.”
“Thanks, do hurry up! will you?” said Pong as he smiled happily and pushed Jang out of the room with
both his hands.
*
Pong went over to look out of the window to see if he could again catch a glimpse of Rose, but she had
retired. He looked out over the great city that lay buried within its rampart of wood and jungle, and wondered
how he had never been there before. Though he regretted that he had not had previous experience, he was
relieved somewhat when he remembered that the women living in Bukit Kreta Ayer could be bought and sold
like mere cattle. He, for the first time in his life, felt the love of power, which his wealth inspired.
His friend was equally busy in mind, wondering what was to be the outcome of his rashness in introducing
a millionaire to his sweetheart, since at the very start he was putting such a great temptation before her.
Though he felt that Rose had every regard for him, he would rather that she had never been put to such trials
through his own foolishness. He scarcely dared to imagine the possibility of the girl changing her views on
account of the wealth of his new rival, but the knowledge that his own poverty and humble position had
hitherto not been regarded as objectionable by the girl, encouraged him to make a bold attempt to banish ugly
fancies and tormenting thoughts from his mind.
He felt that Rose really loved him, and that his own passion was already aflame at white heat. There was to
be a trial of the fidelity of both of them, and the poor struggling lover had no dubiety about his own strength
and sincerity. Nevertheless, the thoughts of the possibilities of the future weighed heavily with him, and made
him regret bitterly at the step he had taken. The only way out of the danger was to acquaint his sweetheart
with the whole plan, and to secure her as an accomplice.
Thus, when he reached the room occupied by Rose, he looked like one elated with some happy news. He
was, however, full of excitement, and was scarcely able to speak. They embraced each other as usual and then
Jang sank down in the big armchair through sheer exhaustion. He had nearly fainted, but as he sat down the fit
passed off and his wonted color returned. Rose sat beside him, smoothing down his disheveled hair with her
hands. The young man looked at Rose with a fixed stare, which frightened her, as she had learned through
painful experience to detect the facial expressions of man with the utmost precision.
“Why, dearest, do you stare at me like that?” asked Rose with a petulant smile.
“I want to see your soul, darling!” said he seriously. “Have you one?”
The poor girl could scarcely reply. Instantly her eyes as usual reddened, and the tears in voluntarily surged
up, and overflowed down her beautiful cheeks.
“This body, as you know,” she cried, “is not my own. God has my soul in keeping. Is that enough?”
Jang was deeply moved. He pulled the woman toward himself and gave her a passionate kiss and rested his
face on hers so that their tears hot from their sources were commingled, and the couple felt at least that their
hearts were beating in unison, and whatever might be the fate of the universe, they could be true to each other.
After their emotions had somewhat abated, Jang explained, in a very low voice, what his schemes were,
and ascertained whether she would act as a sponge to rid the millionaire’s heir of his surplus wealth. This, he
suggested, was the easiest way to secure the funds for her own redemption.
“Yes,” said she, sadly, “it is a good way to free my body from this hell, only to cast my soul into the
spiritual Gehenna that burns forever. I heard of this from the old missionary who often preaches outside our
doors. But as, according to him, such an one as I will be lost, I will gladly sacrifice all for your sake if by so
doing I contribute to your salvation and happiness!”
When everything was ready, Jang went back to fetch his new friend. Rose appeared in a charming new
dress, and looked more like an angel than the despised victim of civilization. She looked like one full of life
and joy. Her inmost sorrows and cares, she had dexterously hidden away, together with her tears. A sordid and
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barbarous calling had imposed upon a heroic nature the necessity of self-repression, and Rose had mastered
herself as only a mistressful woman could, and played her part in the new and difficult role as a consummate
artist.
Though she appeared to young Pong as a woman without any cares and seemingly full of fun and mirth, yet
it was evident that the great effort made by her was a great strain upon her nerves. Jang could plainly divine
the nature of inward struggle, and felt more than ever his unworthiness in comparison with her exalted merits.
*
The little party arranged to pass their evening together in a boat. They had engaged a comfortable houseboat, which was rowed to the lagoon before sunset. The afternoon had been fine but hot. The atmosphere was
charged with moisture. When the sun disappeared behind the hills, the sky was a sheet of burning gold, upon
which were set giant masses of emerald and ruby.
Amidst all this angelic splendor, there shone forth the rays of the sun, like an enlarged Japanese imperial
banner in blue. The reflections of these colors and of the crimson-topped mountains upon the rippling waters
of the lagoon, made a picture of such exquisite animation and play of colors that it might be said nature had
exhausted her resources to produce such marvelous manifestations. These helped to heighten the enjoyment of
the holiday-makers, and the latter, entranced by the vivid and brilliant colors, forgot themselves while
watching the rapid kaleidoscopic transformations in nature.
Rapidly a somber tinge absorbed all coloration, and, as the shades of night fell upon the scene, innumerable lights burst forth from every nook and corner. The house-boat was lighted from stern to bow. It had been
decorated with bouquets of fresh roses, lilies, and ixoras,\fn{A genus of flowering plants native to the tropical and
subtropical areas throughout the world:W } which in the evening exhaled a faint but pleasant aroma.
The hall was well furnished in the usual Cantonese fashion. The carpet was a cheap imitation of a Turkish
carpet, imported from Germany. There were more lamps and lanterns than necessary. The carved chairs and
tables, divans, and long chairs were all of black wood. Though not very comfortable, they were at least
imposing. The atmosphere was such as to arouse the æsthetic feelings, and the lovers could feel themselves in
an environment where Venus herself might choose to hold a levy of her votaries.
As the boat was rowed away from the neighborhood of other boats, Jang left Rose and his friend in the
hall, and came onto the roof of the cabin, to watch the movement of the boats and ships in the lagoon. These
thoughts, however, were all about the destiny that was staring him in the face. A vision of bliss to come was
momentarily vouchsafed to him; and, in an ecstasy of delight in the prospects of realizing a longed-for wish,
he was able to forget the worries of the moment, and was grateful for the solitude and the charming scene.
In the meantime, Pong was endeavoring to impress his personality upon the beautiful and charming
woman, whom a cruel destiny had placed evidently under his influence. The rich man was getting his first
experience of the world.
He found to his chagrin that Rose cared little for all his costly diamonds, and nothing at all for his wealth.
She was sweet and kind and courteous, but she clearly made it known that she could not love him, although
she would be a friend! She bluntly told him she wanted money, and it would greatly help to cement their
friendship, if he would supply her with funds. So far she had avoided all reference to her intentions, and she
had tried to satisfy her conscience.
Pong, however, thought it was all “bluff.” So he was full of hopes. In any case, he was told that “money
could do everything.”
The hours flew past quickly. The “confirmed prostitute” was no longer a mere hireling. The truth was that,
for a long time, she had been helped by Jang to pay her mother, and had not been obliged to sacrifice herself.
She would sing and entertain her friends, but beyond “carrying on” to amuse her visitors, she had practically
redeemed herself from the life of shame.
Of course, the crowds of men who admired her could not understand what was at the bottom of her sudden
conversion. Nearly all of them considered her behavior as an attempt to “squeeze,” and they vied with one
another to increase the attentions paid to her, and to shower upon her gifts and presents. She quite frankly told
Pong what had been going on.
“Lend me enough money to get out of this place, if you love me, and I shall love you like a sister!” said she
bravely.
“No, I don’t want you to be my sister!” shouted Pong in great excitement. “You must come and live with
me as my wife!”
“But you are married!”
“Yes, but I think my wife will not object to your being my mistress!”
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“Then Mrs. Pong is an angel,” said Rose, smiling and rising from her seat to go out and call for Jang, as it
was midnight and she had to return home.
So, after all, that evening’s outing resulted in nothing except in increasing Pong’s infatuation for the
bewitching but inscrutable woman! …
1920
90.222 The Well-Meaning Mayor\fn{by Leslie Charles Charteris (1907-1993)} Singapore (M) 8
Sam Purdell never quite knew how he became mayor. He was a small and portly man with a round blank face
and a round blank mind who had built up a moderately profitable furniture business over the last thirty-five years
and acquired in the process a round pudding-faced wife and a couple of suet dumplings of daughters; but the
inexhaustible zeal for improving the circumstances and morals of the community, that fierce drive of ambition and
twitching of the ears for the ecstatic screams of “Heil” whenever he went abroad, the indomitable urge to be a
leader of his people from which Hitlers and Mussolini’s are born, was not naturally in him.
It is true that at the local reform club, of which he was a prominent member, he had often been stimulated by
an appreciative audience and a large highball to lay down his views on the way in which he thought everything on
earth ought to be run, from Japanese immigration to the permissible percentage of sulphur dioxide in dried
apricots; but there was nothing outstandingly indicative of a political future in that. This is a disease which is
liable to attack even the most honest and respectable citizens in such circumstances. But the idea that he himself
should ever occupy the position in which he might be called upon to put all those beautiful ideas into practice had
never entered Sam Purdell’s head in those simple early days; and if it had not been for the drive supplied by Al
Eisenfeld, it might never have materialized.
“You ought to be in politics, Sam,” Al had insisted at the close of one of these perorations several years before.
Sam Purdell considered the suggestion.
“No, I wouldn’t be clever enough,” he said modestly. To tell the truth, he had heard the suggestion before, had
repudiated it before and had always wanted to hear it contradicted. Al Eisenfeld obliged him. It was the first time
anybody had been so obliging.
This was three years before the columnist of the Elmford News was moved to inquire:
How long does our mayor think he can kid reporters and deputations with his celebrated pose of injured innocence?
We always thought it was a good act while it lasted; but isn’t it time we had a new show?

It was not the first time that it had been suggested in print that the naïve and childlike simplicity which was
Sam Purdell’s greatest charm was one of the shrewdest fronts for ingenious corruption which any politician had
ever tried to put over on a batch of sane electors, but this was the nearest that any commentator had ever dared to
come to saying that Sam Purdell was a crook. It was a suggestion which left Sam a pained and puzzled man. He
couldn’t understand it. These adopted children of his, these citizens whose weal occupied his mind for twentyfour hours a day, were turning round to bite the hand that fed them. And the unkindest cut of all, the blow which
struck at the roots of his faith in human gratitude, was that he had only tried to do his best for the city which had
been delivered into his care.
For instance, there was a time when, dragged forth by the energy of one of his rotund daughters, he had
climbed laboriously one Sunday afternoon to the top of the range of hills which shelter Elmford on the north.
When he had got his wind and started round, he realized that from that vantage point there was a view which
might have rejoiced the heart of any artist. Sam Purdell was no artist, but he blinked with simple pleasure at the
panorama of rolling hills and wooded groves with the river winding between them like the track of a great silver
snail; and when he came home again he had a beautiful idea.
“You know, we got one of the finest view in the state up there on those hills! I never saw it before, and I bet
you didn’t either. And why? Because there ain’t no road goes up there; and when you get to my age it ain’t so easy
to go scrambling up through those trees and brush.”
“So what?” asked Al Eisenfeld, who was even less artistic and certainly more practical.
“So I tell you what we do,” said Sam, glowing with the ardor of his enthusiasm almost as much as with the
aftereffects of his unaccustomed exercise. “We build a highway up there so they can drive out in their automobiles
week ends and look around comfortably. It makes work for a lot of men, and it don’t cost too much; and
everybody in Elmford can get a lot of free pleasure out of it. Why, we might even get folks coming from all over
the country to look at our view.”
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He elaborated this inspiration with spluttering eagerness, and before he had been talking for more than a
quarter of an hour he had a convert.
“Sure, this is a great idea, Sam,” agreed Mr. Eisenfeld warmly. “You leave it to me. “Why, I know—we’ll call
it the Purdell Highway …”
The Purdell Highway duly came into being at a cost of four million dollars. Al Eisenfeld saw to it. In the
process of pushing Sam Purdell up the political tree he had engineered himself into the strategic post of chairman
of the board of aldermen, a position which gave him an interfering interest in practically all the activities of the
city. The fact that the cost was about twice as much as the original estimate was due to the unforeseen obstinacy
of the owner of the land involved, who held out for about four times the price which it was worth. There were
rumors that someone in the administration had acquired the territory under another name shortly before the deal
was proposed, and had sold it to the city at his own price—rumors which shocked Sam Purdell to the core of his
sensitive soul.
“Do you hear what they say, Al?” he complained, as soon as these slanderous stories reached his ears. “They
say I made one hundred thousand dollars graft out of the Purdell Highway! Now, why the hell should they say
that?”
“You don’t have to worry about what a few rats are saying, Sam,” replied Mr. Eisenfeld soothingly. “They’re
only jealous because you’re so popular with the city. Hell, there are political wranglers who’d tell stories about
the Archangel Gabriel himself if he was mayor, just to try and discredit the administration so they could shove
their own crooked party in. I’ll look into it.”
Mr. Eisenfeld’s looking into it did not stop the same rumors circulating about the Purdell Bridge, which
spanned the river from the southern end of the town and linked it up with the State Highway, eliminating a detour
of about twenty miles. What project, Sam Purdell asked, could he possibly have put forward that was more
obviously designed for the convenience and prosperity of Elmford? But there were whispers that the Bennsville
Steel company, which had obtained the contract for the bridge, had paid somebody fifty thousand dollars to see
that their bid was accepted. A bid which was exactly fifty percent higher than the one put in by their rivals.
“Do you know anything about somebody taking fifty thousand dollars to put this bid through?” demanded Sam
Purdell wrathfully, when he heard about it; and Mr. Eisenfeld was shocked.
“That’s a wicked idea, Sam,” he protested. “Everyone knows this is the straightest administration Elmford ever
had. Why, if I thought anybody was taking graft, I’d throw him out of the City Hall with my own hands.”
There were similar cases, each of which brought Sam a little nearer to the brink of bitter disillusion.
Sometimes he said that it was only the unshaken loyalty of his family which stopped him from resigning his
thankless labors and leaving Elmford to wallow in its own ungrateful slime. But most of all it was the loyalty and
encouragement of Mr. Eisenfeld.
Mr. Eisenfeld was a suave sleek man with none of Sam Purdell’s rubicund and open-faced geniality, but he had
a cheerful courage in such trying moments which was always ready to renew Sam Purdell’s faith in human nature.
His cheerful courage shone with its old unfailing luminosity when Sam Purdell thrust the offending copy of the
Elmford News which we have already referred to under Mr. Eisenfeld’s aggrieved and incredulous eyes.
“I’ll show you what you do about that sort of writing, Sam,” said Mr. Eisenfeld magnificently. “You just take it
like this—” He was going to say that you tore it up, scattering the libelous fragments disdainfully to the four
winds; but as he started to perform this heroic gesture his eye was arrested by the next paragraph in the same
column, and he hesitated.
“Well, how do you take it?” asked the mayor peevishly.
Mr. Eisenfeld said nothing for a second and the mayor looked over his shoulder to see what he was reading.
“Oh, that!” he said irritably. “I don’t know what that means. Do you know what it means, Al?”
“That” was a postscript about which Mr. Purdell had some excuse to be puzzled.
We hear that the Saint is back in this country. People who remember what he did in New York a couple of years ago
might feel like inviting him to take a trip out here. We can promise he would find plenty of material on which to
exercise his talents.

“What Saint are they talkin’ about?” asked the mayor. “I thought all the Saints was dead.”
“This one isn’t,” said Mr. Eisenfeld; but for the moment the significance of the name continued to elude him.
He had an idea that he had heard it before and that it should have meant something definite to him.
“I think he was a crook who had a great run in New York a while back. No, I remember it now. Wasn’t he a
sort of free-lance reformed who had some crazy idea he could clean up the city and put everything to rights …?”
He began to recall further details; and then as his memory improved he soon closed the subject abruptly. There
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were incidents among the stories that came filtering back into his recollection which gave him a vague discomfort
in the pit of his stomach. It was ridiculous, of course—a cheap journalistic glorification of a common gangster;
and yet, for some reason, certain stories which he remembered having read in the newspapers at the time made
him feel that he would be happier if the Saint’s visit to Elmford remained a theoretical proposition.
“We got lots of other more important things to think about, Sam,” he said abruptly, pushing the newspaper into
the wastebasket. “Look here—about this monument of yours on the Elmford Riviera …”
The Elmford Riviera was the latest and most ambitious public work which the administration had undertaken
up to that date. It was to be the crowning achievement in Sam Purdell’s long list of benevolences towards his
beloved citizens. A whole two miles of the riverbank had been acquired by the city and converted into a pleasure
park which the sponsors of the scheme claimed would rival anything of its kind ever attempted in the state. At one
end was to be provided a children’s playground, staffed with trained attendants, where the infants of Elmford
might be left to bawl their heads off under the most expert and scientific supervision while their elders stopped to
enjoy the adult amenities of the place. Behind the riverside drive, a concession had been arranged for an
amusement park in which the populace could be shaken to pieces on roller coasters, whirled off revolving discs,
thrown about in barrels, skittered over the falls and generally enjoy all the other elaborate forms of discomfort
which help to make the modern seeker after relaxation so contemptuous of the unimaginative makeshift tortures
which less enlightened souls had to get along with in medieval days. On the bank of the river itself, thousands of
tons of sand had been imported to create an artificial beach where droves of holiday-makers could be herded
together to blister and steam themselves into blissful imitations of the well-boiled prawn. It was, in fact, to be a
place where Elmford might suffer all the horrors of Coney Island without the added torture of getting there. And
in the center of this Elysian esplanade there was to be a monument to the man whose unquenchable devotion to
the community had presented it with this last and most delightful blessing.
Sam Purdell had been modestly diffident about the monument, but Mr. Eisenfeld had insisted on it.
“You gotta have a monument, Sam,” he had said. “The town owes it to you. Why, here you’ve been working
for them all these years; and if you passed on tomorrow,” said Mr. Eisenfeld, with his voice quivering at the mere
thought of such a calamity, “what would there be to show for all you’ve done?”
“There’s the Purdell Highway,” said Sam deprecatingly, “the Purdell Suspension Bridge, the Purdell—”
“That’s nothing,” said Mr. Eisenfeld largely. “Those are just names. Why, in ten years after you die they won’t
mean any more than Grant or—or Pocahontas. What you oughta have is a monument of your own. Something
with an inscription on it. I’ll get the architect to design one.”
The monument had duly been designed—a sort of square, tapering tower eighty feet high, crowned by an eagle
with outspread wings, on the base of which was to be a great marble plaque on which the beneficence and publicspiritedness of Samuel Purdell would be recorded for all time. It was about the details of the construction of this
monument that Mr. Eisenfeld had come to confer with the mayor.
“The thing is, Sam,” he explained, “if this monument is gonna last, we gotta make it solid. They got the outside
all built up now; but they say if we’re gonna do the job properly, we got to fill it up with cement.”
“That’ll take an awful lot of cement, Al,” Sam objected dubiously, casting an eye over the plans; but Mr.
Eisenfeld’s generosity was not to be balked.
“Well, what if it does? If the job’s worth doin’ at all, it’s worth doin’ properly. If you won’t think of yourself,
think of the city. Why, if we let this thing stay hollow and after a year or two it began to fall down, think what
people from out of town would say?”
“What would they say?” asked Mr. Purdell obtusely.
His adviser shuddered.
“They’d say this was such a cheap place we couldn’t even afford to put up a decent monument for our mayor.
You wouldn’t like people to say a think like that about us, would you, Sam?”
The mayor thought it over.
“Okay, Al,” he said at length. “Okay. But I don’t deserve it, really I don’t.”
*
Simon Templar would have agreed that the mayor had done nothing to deserve any more elaborate monument
than a neat tombstone in some quiet worm cafeteria. But at that moment his knowledge of Elmford’s politics was
not so complete as it was very shortly to become.
When he saw Molly Provost slip the little automatic out of her bag he thought that the bullet was destined for
the mayor; and in theory he approved. He had an engaging callousness about the value of political lives which, if
universally shared, would make democracy an enchantingly simple business. But there were two policemen on
motorcycles waiting to escort the mayoral car into the city, and the life of a good-looking girl struck him as being
a matter for more serious consideration. He felt that if she were really determined to solve all of Elmford’s
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political problems by shooting the mayor in the duodenum, she should at least be persuaded to do it on some other
occasion when she would have a better chance of getting away with it. Wherefore the Saint moved very quickly,
so that his lean brown hand closed over hers just at the moment when she touched the trigger and turned the bullet
down into the ground.
Neither Sam Purdell nor Al Eisenfeld, who were climbing into the car at that moment, even so much as looked
around; and the motorcycle escort mercifully joined with them in instinctively attributing the detonation to the
backfire of a passing truck.
It was such a small gun that the Saint’s hand easily covered it; and he held the gun and her hand together in a
viselike grip, smiling as if he were just greeting an old acquaintance, until the wail of the sirens died away. “Have
you got a license to shoot mayors?” he inquired severely.
She had a small pale face which under a skillfully applied layer of cosmetics might have taken on a bright dolllike prettiness; but it was not like that yet. But he had a sudden illuminating vision of her face as it might have
been, painted and powdered, with shaved eyebrows and blackened eyelashes, subtly hardened. It was a type
which he had seen often enough before, which he could recognize at once. Some of them he had seen happily
married, bringing up adoring families; others … For some reason the Saint thought that this girl ought not to be
one of those others. Then he felt her arm go limp, and took the gun out of her unresisting hand. He put it away in
his pocket. “Come for a walk,” he said.
She shrugged dully. “All right.”
He took her arm and led her down the block. Around the corner, out of sight of the mayor’s house, he opened
the door of the first of a line of parked cars. She got in resignedly. As he let in the clutch and the car slipped away
under the pull of a smoothly whispering engine, she buried her face in her hands and sobbed silently.
The Saint let her have it out. He drove on thoughtfully, with a cigarette clipped between his lips, until the taller
buildings of the business section rose up around them. In a quiet turning off one of the main streets of the town, he
stopped the car outside a small restaurant and opened the door on her side to let her out. She dabbed her eyes and
straightened her hat mechanically. As she looked around and realized where they were, she stopped with one foot
on the running board. “What have you brought me here for?” she asked stupidly.
“For lunch,” said the Saint calmly. “If you feel like eating. For a drink, if you don’t. For a chat, anyhow.”
She looked at him with fear and puzzlement still in her eyes.
“You needn’t do that,” she said steadily. “You can take me straight to the police station. We might as well get it
over with.”
He shook his head.
“Do you really want to go to a police station?” he drawled. “I’m not so fond of them myself, and usually they
aren’t very fond of me. Wouldn’t you rather have a drink?”
Suddenly she realized that the smile with which he was looking down at her wasn’t a bit like the grimly
triumphant smile which a detective should have worn. Nor, when she looked more closely, was there anything
else about him that quite matched her idea of what a detective would be like. It grieves the chronicler to record
that here first impression was that he was too good-looking. But that was how she saw him. His tanned face was
cut in a mold of rather reckless humor which didn’t seem to fit in at all with the stodgy and prosaic backgrounds
of the law. He was tall, and he looked strong—her right hand still ached from the steel grip of his fingers—but it
was a supple kind of strength that had no connection with mere bulk. Also he wore his clothes with a gay and
careless kind of elegance which no sober police chief could have approved. The twinkle in his eyes was wholly
friendly.
“Do you mean you didn’t arrest me just now?” she asked uncertainly.
“I never arrested anybody in my life,” said the Saint cheerfully. “In fact, when they shoot politicians I usually
give them medals. Come on in and let’s talk.”
Over a couple of martinis he explained himself further.
“My dear, I think it was an excellent scheme, on general principles. But the execution wasn’t so good. When
you’ve had as much experience in bumping people off as I have, you’ll realize that it’s no time to do it when a
couple of cops are parked at the curb a few yards away. I suppose you realize that they would have got you just
about ten seconds after you created a vacancy for a new mayor?”
She was still staring at him rather blankly.
“I wasn’t trying to do anything to the mayor,” she said. “It was Al Eisenfeld I was going to shoot, and I
wouldn’t have cared if they did get me afterwards.”
The Saint frowned.
“You mean the seedy gigolo sort of bird who was with the mayor?” She nodded.
“He’s the real boss of the town. The mayor is just a figurehead.”
30

“Other people don’t seem to think he’s as dumb as he looks,” Simon remarked.
“They don’t know. There’s nothing wrong with Purdell, but Eisenfeld—”
“Maybe you have inside information,” said the Saint. She looked at him over her clenched fists, dry-eyed and
defiant.
“If there were any justice in the world Al Eisenfeld would be executed.” The Saint raised his eyebrows and she
read the thought in his mind and met it with cynical denial.
“Oh no—not in that way. There’s no murder charge that anyone could bring against him. You couldn’t bring
any legal evidence in any court of law that he’d ever done any physical harm to anyone that I ever heard of. But I
know that he is a murderer. He murdered my father.”
And the Saint waited without interruption. The story came tumbling out in a tangle of words that bit into his
brain with a burden of meaning that was one of the most profound and illuminating surprises that he had known
for some considerable time. It was so easy to talk to him that before long he knew nearly as much as she did
herself. He was such an easy and understanding listener that somehow it never seemed strange to her until
afterwards that she had been pouring out so much to a man she had known for less than an hour. Perhaps it was
not such an extraordinary story as such stories go—perhaps many people would have shrugged it away as one of
the commonplace tragedies of a hard-boiled world.
“This fellow Schmidt was a pal of Eisenfeld’s. So they tried to make Dad lay off him. Dad wouldn’t listen to
them. He was police commissioner before this administration came in and he’d never listened to any politicians in
his life. He always said that he went into the force as an honest man, and he was going to stay that way. So when
they found they couldn’t keep him quiet, they framed him. They made out that he was behind practically every
racket in the town. They did it cleverly enough. Dad knew they’d got him. He knew the game too well to be able
to kid himself. He was booked to be thrown out of the force in disgrace—probably sent to jail as well. How could
he hope to clear himself? The evidence which he had collected against Schmidt was in the district attorney’s
office, but when Dad tried to bring that up they said the safe had been burgled and it was gone. They even turned
it around to make it look as if Dad had got rid of the evidence himself—the very thing he had told them he would
never agree to do, so—I suppose he took the only way out that he could see. I suppose you’d say he was a coward
to do it, but how could you ever know what he must have been suffering?”
“When was this?” asked the Saint quietly.
“Last night. He—shot himself. With his police gun. The shot woke me up. I—found him. I suppose I must
have gone mad too. I haven’t slept since then—how could I? This morning I made up my mind. I came out to do
the only thing that was left. I didn’t care what happened to myself after that.” She broke off helplessly. “Oh, I
must have been crazy! But I couldn’t think of anything else. Why should he be able to get away with it? Why
should he?” she sobbed.
“Don’t worry,” said the Saint quietly. “He won’t.”
He spoke with a quiet and matter-of-fact certainty which was more than a mere conventional encouragement. It
made her look at him with a perplexity which she had been able to forget while he made her talk to him
reawakening in her gaze. For the first time since they had sat down, it seemed, she was able to remember that she
still knew nothing about him; that he was no more than a sympathetic stranger who had loomed up unheralded
and unintroduced out of the fog which had still not completely cleared from her mind.
“Of course you aren’t a detective,” she said childishly. “I’d have recognized you if you were; but if you aren’t,
what are you?”
He smiled. “I’m the guy who gives all the detectives something to work for,” he said. “I’m the source of more
aches in the heads of the ungodly than I should like to boast about. I am Trouble, Incorporated—President Simon
Templar, at your service. They call me the Saint.”
“What does that mean?” she asked helplessly.
In the ordinary way Simon Templar, who had no spontaneous modesty bred into this composition, would have
felt a slight twinge of disappointment that his reputation had not preceded him even to that out-of-the-way corner
of the American continent; but he realized that there was no legitimate reason why she should have reacted more
dramatically to the revelation of his identity, and for once he was not excessively discontented to remain
unrecognized. There were practical disadvantages to the indulgence of this human weakness for publicity which,
at that particular moment and in that particular town, he was prepared to do without. He shook his head with the
same lazy grin that was so extraordinarily comforting and clear-sighted. “Nothing that you need worry about,” he
said. “Just write me down as a bloke who never could mind his own business, and give me some more of the
inside dope about Al.”
“There isn’t a lot more to tell you,” she said. “I think I’ve already given you almost everything I know.”
“Doesn’t anyone else in the town know it?”
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“Hardly anybody. There are one or two people who guess how things really are, but if they tried to argue about
it they’d only get laughed at. He’s clever enough to have everybody believing that he’s just Sam Purdell’s mouthpiece; but it’s the other way around. Sam Purdell really is dumb. He doesn’t know what it’s all about. He thinks of
nothing but his highways and parks and bridges, and he honestly believes that he’s only doing the best he can for
the city. He doesn’t get any graft out of it. Al gets all that; and he’s clever enough to work it so that everybody
thinks he’s innocent and Sam Purdell is the really smart guy who’s getting all the money out of it—even the board
of aldermen think so. Dad used to talk to me about all his cases and he found out a lot about Eisenfeld while he
was investigating this man Schmidt. He’d have gone after Eisenfeld himself next—if he’d been able to keep
going. Perhaps Eisenfeld knew it and that made him more vicious.”
“He didn’t have any evidence against Eisenfeld?”
“Only a little. Hardly anything if you’re talking about legal evidence, but he knew plenty of things he might
have proven if he had been given time. That’s how it is, anyway.” The Saint lighted a cigarette and gazed at her
thoughtfully through a stream of smoke.
“You understood a lot more than I did, Molly,” he murmured. “But it’s a great idea … And the more I think of
it, the more I think you must be right.”
He let his mind play around with the situation for a moment. Maybe he was too subtle himself, but there was
something about that fundamental master stroke of Mr. Eisenfeld’s cunning that appealed to his incorruptible
sense of the artistry of corruption. To be the power behind the scenes while some lifelike figurehead stood up to
receive the rotten eggs was just ordinary astuteness. But to choose for that figurehead a man who was so honest
and stupid that it would take an earthquake to make him realize what was going on, and whose honest stupidity
might appear to less simple-minded inquirers as an impudent disguise for double-dyed villainy—that indicated a
quality of guile to which Simon Templar raised an appreciative hat.
But his admiration of Mr. Eisenfeld’s ingenuity was purely theoretical. He made a note of the girl’s address.
“I’ll keep the gun,” he said before they parted. “You won’t be needing it, and I shouldn’t like you to lose your
head again when I wasn’t around to interfere.” His blue eyes held her for a moment with quiet confidence.
“Al Eisenfeld is going to be dealt with—I promise you that.”
It was one of his many mysteries that the fantastic promise failed to rouse her to utter incredulity. Afterwards
she would be incredulous, after he had fulfilled the promise even more so; but while she listened at that moment
there was a spell about him which made all miracles seem possible.
“What can you do?” she asked, in the blind but indescribably inspiring belief that there must be some magic
which he could achieve.
“I have my methods,” said the Saint. “I stopped off here anyhow because I was interested in the stories I’d
heard about this town, and we’ll just call it lucky that I happened to be out trying to take a look at the mayor when
you had your brainstorm.\fn{An old-fashioned name for temporary insanity.} Just do one thing for me. Whatever happens,
don’t tell a living soul about this lunch. Forget that you ever met me or heard of me. Let me do the remembering.”
*
Mr. Eisenfeld’s memory was less retentive. When he came home a few nights later, he had completely
forgotten the fleeting squirm of uneasiness which the reference to the Saint in the Elmford News had given him.
He had almost as completely forgotten his late police commissioner; although when he did remember him, it was
with a feeling of pleasant satisfaction that he had been so easily got rid of. Already he had selected another
occupant for that conveniently vacated office, who he was assured would prove more amenable to reason. And
that night he was expecting another visitor whose mission would give him an almost equal satisfaction.
The visitor arrived punctually, and was hospitably received with a highball and a cigar. After a brief exchange
of cordial commonplaces, the visitor produced a bulging wallet and slid it casually across the table. In the same
casual manner Mr. Eisenfeld picked it up, inspected the contents and slipped it into his pocket. After which the
two men refilled their glasses and smoked for a while in companionable silence. “We got the last of that cement
delivered yesterday,” remarked the visitor, in the same way that he might have bridge a conversational haitus with
some bromidic comment on the weather.
Mr. Eisenfeld nodded. “Yeah, I saw it. They got the monument about one quarter full already—I was by there
this afternoon.”
Mr. Schmidt gazed vacantly at the ceiling. “Any time you’ve got any other job like that, we’ll still be making
good cement,” he said, with the same studied casualness. “You know we always like to look after anyone who can
put a bit of business our way.”
“Sure, I’ll remember it,” said Mr. Eisenfeld amiably. Mr. Schmidt fingered his chin.
“Too bad about Provost, wasn’t it?” he remarked.
“Yeah,” agreed Mr. Eisenfeld, “too bad.”
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Half an hour later he escorted his guest out to his car. The light over the porch had gone out when he returned
to the house, and without giving it any serious thought he attributed the failure to a blow fuse or a faulty bulb. He
was in too good a humor to be annoyed by it; and he was actually humming complacently to himself as he groped
his way up the dark steps. The light in the hall had gone out as well, and he frowned faintly over the idle
deduction that it must have been a fuse. He pushed through the door and turned to close it; and then a hand
clamped over his mouth, and something hard and uncongenial pressed into the small of his back. A gentle voice
spoke chillingly in his ear.
“Just one word”—it whispered invitingly—“just one word out of you, Al, and your life is going to be even
shorter than I expected.”
Mr. Eisenfeld stood still, with his muscles rigid. He was not a physical coward but the grip which held his head
pressed back against the chest of the unknown man behind him had a firm competence which announced that
there were adequate sinews behind it to back up its persuasion in any hand-to-hand struggle. Also, the object
which prodded into the middle of his spine constituted an argument in itself which he was wise enough to
understand. The clasp on his mouth relaxed tentatively and slid down to rest lightly on his throat. The same gentle
voice breathed again on his right eardrum.
“Let us go out into the great open spaces and look at the night,” said the Saint.
Mr. Eisenfeld allowed himself to be conducted back down the walk over which he had just returned. He had
very little choice in the matter. The gun of the uninvited guest remained glued to his backbone as if it intended to
take root there, and he knew that the fingers which rested so caressingly on his windpipe would have detected the
first shout he tried to utter before it could reach his vocal cords. A few yards down the road a car waited with its
lights burning. They stopped beside it.
“Open the door and get in.”
Mr. Eisenfeld obeyed. The gun slipped round from his back to his left side as his escort followed him into the
seat behind the wheel. Simon started the engine and reached over to slip the gear lever into first. The headlights
were switched on as they moved away from the curb; and Mr. Eisenfeld found his first opportunity of giving vent
to the emotions that were chasing themselves through his system.
“What the hell’s the idea of this?” he demanded violently.
“We’re going for a little drive, dear old bird,” answered the Saint. “But I promise you won’t have to walk
home. My intentions are more honorable than anyone like you could easily imagine.
“If you’re trying to kidnap me,” Eisenfeld blustered, “I’m tell you you can’t get away with it. I’ll see that you
get what’s coming t you! Why, you …”
Simon let him make his speech without interruption. The lights of the residential section twinkled steadily past
them, and presently even Eisenfeld’s flood of outraged eloquence dwindled away before that impenetrable calm.
They drove on over the practically deserted roads—it was after midnight, and there were very few attractions in
that area to induce the pious citizens of Elmford to lose their beauty sleep—and presently Mr. Eisenfeld realized
that their route would take them past the site of the almost completed Elmford Riviera on the bank of the river
above the town.
He was right in his deduction, except for the word “past.” As a matter of fact, the car jolted off the main
highway onto the unfinished road which led down to Elmford’s playground; and exactly in the middle of the twomile esplanade, under the very shadow of the central monument which Sam Purdell had been so modestly
unwilling to accept, it stopped.
“This is as far as we go,” said the Saint, and motioned politely to the door.
Mr. Eisenfeld got out. He was sweating a little with perfectly natural fear, and above that there was a growing
cloud of mystification through which he was trying to discover some coherent design in the extraordinary series
of events which had enveloped in those last few minutes. He seemed to be caught up in the machinery of some
hideous nightmare, in which the horror was intensified by the fact that he could find no reason in the way it
moved. If he was indeed the victim of an attempt at kidnapping, he couldn’t understand why he should have been
brought to a place like that; but just then there was no other explanation that he could see.
The spidery lines of scaffolding on the monument rose up in a futuristic filigree over his head, and at the top of
it the shadowy outlines of the chute where the cement was mixed and poured into the hollows mold of stone
roosted like a grotesque and angular prehistoric bird. “Now we’ll climb up and look at the view,” said the Saint.
Still wondering, Mr. Eisenfeld felt himself steered towards a ladder which ran up one side of the scaffolding.
He climbed mechanically, as he was ordered, while a stream of unanswerable questions drummed bewilderingly
through his brain. Once the wild idea came to him to kick downwards at the head of the man who followed him;
but when he looked down he saw that the head was several rungs below his feet, keeping a safely measured
distance, and when he stopped climbing, the man behind him stopped also. Eisenfeld went on, up through the
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dark. He could have shouted then, but he knew that he was a mile or more from the nearest person who might
have heard him.
They came out on the plank staging which ran around the top of the monument. A moment later, as he looked
back, he saw the silhouette of his unaccountable kidnapper rising up against the dimly luminous background of
stars and reaching the platform to lean lazily against one of the ragged ends of scaffold pole which rose above the
narrow catwalk. Behind him, the hollow shaft of the monument was a square void of deeper blackness in the
surrounding dark. “This is the end of your journey, Al,” said the stranger softly. “But before you go, there are just
one or two things I’d like to remind you about. Also, we haven’t been properly introduced, which is probably
making things rather difficult for you. You had better know me … I am the Saint.”
Eisenfeld started and almost overbalanced. Where he heard that name before? Suddenly he remembered, and
an uncanny chill crawled over his flesh.
“There are various reasons why it doesn’t seem necessary for you to go on living,” went on that very gentle
and dispassionate voice, “and your ugly face is only one of them. This is a pretty cockeyed world when you take it
all round, but people like you don’t improve it. Also, I have heard a story from a girl called Molly Provost—her
father was police commissioner until Tuesday night, I believe.”
“She’s a liar,” gasped Eisenfeld hoarsely. “You’re crazy! Listen—”
He would have sworn that the stranger had never touched him except with his gun since they got into he car,
but suddenly an electric flashlight spilled a tiny strip of luminance over the boards between them, and in the
bright center of the beam he saw the other’s hand running through the contents of a wallet which looked somehow
familiar. All at once Eisenfeld recognized it and clutched unbelievingly at his pocket. The wallet which his guest
had given him an hour ago was gone; and Eisenfeld’s heart almost stopped beating. “What are you doing with
that?” he croaked.
“Just seeing how much this installment of graft is worth,” answered the Saint calmly. “And it looks exactly like
thirty thousand dollars to me. Well, it might have been more, but I suppose it will have to do. I promised Molly
that I’d see she was looked after, but I don’t see why it shouldn’t be at your expense. Part of this is your
commission for getting this cenotaph filled with cement, isn’t it? … It seems very appropriate.
Eisenfeld’s throat constricted, and the blood began to pound in his temples.
“I’ll get you for this,” he snarled. “You lousy crook.”
“Maybe I am a crook,” said the Saint, in a voice that was no more than a breath of sound in the still night. “But
in between times I’m something more. In my simple way I am a kind of justice … do you know any good reason
why you should wait any longer for what you deserve?”
There is a time in every man’s life when he knows beyond doubt or common fear that the threads of destiny
are running out. It had happened to Al Eisenfeld too suddenly for him to understand—he had no time to look back
and count the incredible minutes in which his world had been turned upside down. Perhaps he himself had no
clear idea what he was doing, but he knew that he was hearing death in the quiet voice that spoke out of the
darkness in front of him. His muscles carried him away without any conscious command from his brain, and he
was unaware of the queer growling cry that rattled in his throat. There was a crash of sound in front of him as he
sprang blindly forward, and a tongue of reddish-orange flame spat out of the darkness almost in his face …
Simon Templar steadied himself on one of the scaffold poles and stared down into the square black mold of the
monument; but there was nothing that he could see, and the silence was unbroken. After a while his fingers let go
the gun, and a couple of seconds later the thud of its burying itself in the wet cement at the bottom of the shaft
echoed hollowly back to him. Presently he climbed up to the chute from which the monument was being filled.
He found a great mound of sacks of cement stacked beside it ready for use, and, after a little more search, a hose
conveniently arranged to provide water. He was busy for three hours before he decided that he had done enough.
*
“And knowing that these thoughts are beating in all our hearts,” boomed the voice of the Distinguished
Personage through eight loudspeakers, “it will always be my proudest memory that I was deemed worthy of the
honor of unveiling this eternal testimonial to the man who has devoted his life to the task of making the people of
Elmford proud and happy in their great city—the mayor whom you all know and love so well, Sam Purdell!”
The flag which covered the carved inscription on the base of the Purdell memorial fluttered down. A burst of
well-organized cheering volleyed from five thousand throats. The cameramen dashed forward with clicking
shutters. The bandmaster raised his baton. The brass and woodwinds inflated their lungs. A small urchin close to
the platform swallowed a piece of chewing gum, choked, and began to cry … the strains of “The Star-Spangled
Banner” blasted throbbingly through the afternoon air.
Then, to the accompaniment of a fresh howl of cheering, Sam Purdell stepped to the microphone. He wiped his
eyes and swallowed once or twice before he spoke.
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“My friends,” he said, “this is not a time when I would ask you to listen to a speech. There ain’t—isn’t
anything I can think of worthy of this honor you have done me. I can only repeat the promise which you have all
heard me make before—that while I am mayor of this city there will be only one principle in everything over
which I have control: Honesty and a square deal for every man, woman and child in Elmford.”
The cheers followed his car as he drove away accompanied by his round perspiring wife and his round
perspiring daughters. Mrs. Purdell clutched his hand in a warm moist grip.
“That was such a beautiful speech you made, Sam,” she said a little tearfully.
Sam Purdell shook his head. He had one secret sorrow.
“I wish Al could have been there,” he said.
60.119 & 257.129 1. Mid-Autumn 2. Excerpt from Foreign Bodies: A Novel\fn{by Tan Hwee Hwee (1974Singapore (F) 11

)}

1
I wonder if she remembers the Mid-Autumn Festival? It is the fifteenth day of the eighth lunar month, when
the moon shines the brightest. I eat the mooncake I baked for my daughter. Inside the soft golden biscuit shell is
red bean paste, sunflower seeds, and two salted duck egg yolks—high in cholesterol, but I know she likes them.
I hoped she would appear on the doorstep—surprise! But no. Instead she grinned from the photo she sent,
spreading her bloodied hands beside the brick kiln in another continent.
The mooncake, if don’t eat, must throw away. But like that waste money, very gek sim. Whenever I lose
money, it makes me gek sim—it hurts my heart. So I eat the mooncake for her.
Most Singaporeans are happy during the Mid-Autumn Festival—the children beat time to the crickets’ chirps
with the red paper lanterns swinging from their wooden sticks, and the candles flicker inside the lanterns, spreading the ground with pins of lights—but the festival makes me gek sim.
*
Fourteen years ago I bought my daughter a lantern. It was not like mine. I make my lanterns. Candle lanterns
weren’t good enough for my daughter. She ran around our housing estate, pigtails flying, her pink flip-flops slapping against the concrete—then the wind puffed out her candle.
“Candle so inconvenient,” she said. “Mummy, Mummy, buy me that plastic Mickey Mouse lantern. It got
battery light-bulb. Wind no problem.”
“Ai-ya, when the Chinese beat the Mongolian government, they where got use battery Mickey Mouse
lanterns?” I said.
I shook my head. You send a child to an English mission school in Singapore, they only want Mickey Mouse
and McDonalds. I reminded my daughter what the lantern meant. During the mid-17 th century, the Manchu troops
ravaged Yangzhou. The soldiers hacked through doors, spraying splinters across the room.
“Drop your sword, and we will spare you,” the sergeant would tell the man of the house. The cleaver clanged
against the floor. The sergeant snatched the cleaver, sliced it through the air repeatedly, each slash glinting in the
light of the flaming torches. When the screams of the man, wife and child had faded, the hut was quiet but for the
rumble of the torches and the heavy breath of the soldiers.
The Manchurians took all our weapons—spears, swords, axes and clubs. So our Chinese ancestors secretly
made their own weapons. The only problem was, how to get the villagers to attack at the same time?
During the Mid-Autumn Festival, we hid messages in the mooncakes passed on from neighbor to neighbor.
“When you see the lantern,” the message said, “rise and fight!”
That night, all over China, matches were lit, filling the villages with glowing dots of red lanterns.
“The lantern reminds you,” I told my daughter, “to snatch back your weapons, fight for your freedom.” My
husband said
“Don’t be so giam siep, lah.” He always accuses me of being stingy.
“Buy her the lantern. She got one hundred for her Primary Five science exam, reward her a bit.”
We bought the lantern. She ran to the playground with her flashing Mickey Mouse lantern. I waited at Ah
Kow’s coffee-shop.
“Give me the usual,” I told Ah Kow.
Ah Kow poured the coffee-powder into the sieve above the coffeepot. Steaming water poured through the
sieve. Ah Kow separated the coffee into two large copper mugs. Raising one mug above his head, he poured the
coffee into the lower mug. He repeated this four times to cool the coffee. The golden-brown liquid flowed like silk
from one mug to the other. An English lesson played on Rediffusion:\fn{ Rediffusion Singapore, a company which
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“Ta yau chou.” (Beep) “She wants to go.”
“Ta chou.” (Beep) “She goes.”
“Ta chou le.” (Beep) “She has gone.” My daughter returned.
“I’m thirsty.”
I ordered Ovaltine. Ah Kow didn’t cool the Ovaltine because he only did that trick for coffee. Ovaltine is a
kid’s drink. I poured the steaming Ovaltine into the saucer. I rippled the drink with my breath. My tongue dipped
in the saucer.
“Cool enough,” I said.
She lifted the saucer to her lips.
“Where’s your Mickey Mouse?” I asked.
“Sandpit.”
“Idiot! Tell you to always keep it with you but you never listen.”
I ran to the playground. My arms plunged into the sandpit. The grains bit my skin as I swept the sand in search
of the lantern.
“Someone stole your lantern! Your new lantern!”
“Mummy, don’t be sad, can always buy new one.”
“Ai-ya, so gek sim.” I put my hand against my heart. “New lantern—just bought today. So gek sim.”
*
“Do you know what this means?” I said.
It was a few months after my daughter lost her lantern, and a few months before my daughter took her PSLE
exams.\fn{A note reads: Primary School Leaving Examinations.} She was eleven. I pointed to the letterhead. It was a
picture of a shield and five stars cradled by a crescent, with a lion and a tiger by its sides.
“When you see this picture on the letter, it means if the government tell you to do something, you cannot say
no. Never mind if you taught secondary school physics for ten years. Government just anyhow change the rules,
say you’re demoted because you only got A levels, got to go teach primary school.”
I folded the letter.
“I could have gone to university, my A level results very good—I could have been a doctor. But no money, so
no go. Go teach primary school instead.”
I tapped my daughter’s pile of revision assessment books and mock PSLE exam papers.
“Mummy will pay for your education. You study hard, you can go to any university. Then you won’t get this
type of letter.”
*
I used to be a very good secondary school physics teacher. A year after they demoted me to Yat Sen Primary
School, I visited my ex-students at Chong Hwa Secondary School. My physics ex-students told me,
“Wah, teacher, we miss you much. The new physics teacher Mr. Liew not as good as you. He very cheem.
When you teach us, we not so blur.”\fn{Dumb.}
I couldn’t do the job I love. Instead, I teach those monolingual monkeys at Yat Sen Primary. Last week we did
a cloze passage.\fn{An exercise consisting of a portion of text with certain words removed, where the participant is asked to replace
the missing words—it measures the ability to understand context and vocabulary in order to identify the correct words or type of words that
belong in the deleted passages, and is commonly administered for the assessment of native and second language learning and instruction } I

wrote the words on the board, and even told them which words go into which blanks. They got the answers
wrong. These children so blur, copy also don’t know how to do.
Take Haslinda, she’s in Primary Two, but she still can’t read—how to teach children like that? I told Haslinda’s
parents to send her to a special school, but Haslinda’s father is a galang gooney man. He walks down the corridors
of government HDB flats,\fn{A note reads: Housing and Development Board flats.} shouting, “Galang gooney!” and
people sell him their old newspapers. He earns money from selling newspapers to recyclers.
“Alamak,” he told me. “I where got money to send Haslinda to a special school?”
I stayed in my teaching job so I could afford the best education for my daughter. I sent her to Methodist Girls’
School, one of the best schools in Singapore. I sent her to art, piano and ballet classes at the Community Center,
and paid for her Chinese tuition. Her Chinese is lousy, it pulled her other marks down. My husband says:
“When I was young, I never needed Chinese tuition, never went to ballet.”
So I paid for my daughter’s classes by myself.
*
Once, I wanted to run away. My daughter was ten. We had moved into the new HDB government flat in Bedok
that I bought—my husband didn’t pay a cent. I had finished teaching, but when I came home, I had to mark
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exercise books, ring the parents of children who played truant, cook, mop the floor, and wash the clothes.
I hung the washing on the pole. I stuck the pole in the holder outside the window. Overhead, my neighbors had
their washing poles out. The water from their clothes dripped on mine. My husband told me what he did with our
new flat.
I fled. I would take my money, get a new job and a new life. As I left the building, I passed beneath the
washing poles. The clothes flapped in the wind, spraying droplets onto the ground. My daughter was at the
window. She screamed. The droplets hit my neck. They were her tears. I looked at the round brown water marks
on the ground. I shook my head—no, it was water from the dripping clothes. But it felt like her tears rained on
me.
I returned.
*
The day my daughter graduated from medical school, I thought—now she can be a doctor, make big money,
find a good husband.
We went to Ah Kow’s coffee-shop to celebrate. We sat down on the wobbly stools at our usual table. Ah Kow
so stingy. He made big money ever since he went from selling coffee to food—he has a Rolex and a Mercedes—
but he still used the shaky stools from ten years ago. Ah Kow wore his cockroach-bitten singlet. He slammed the
dirty plastic plates and glasses against each other, and lifted them to his body with a sweep of his right arm. His
left hand, wielding a dirty gray tablecloth, slid around the wooden table, wiping the coffee stains and brushing
stray bones and strands of noodles onto the pile of dirty dishes.
“What you want?” Ah Kow said.
“Shark’s fin soup. Sweet and sour pork. Fried noodles. Braised beef in claypot—no chilli. Five bowls of rice.
Almond jelly dessert,” I said. “My daughter got her degree today. She’s going to be a G.P.”\fn{ General Practitioner.}
“Wah, so smart,” Ah Kow slapped my daughter’s back. “When I sick, I come see you, you give me discount? I
go cook for you now.”
He walked to the kitchen. My daughter bit her thumb.
“I’m not going to be a G.P. I’m going to be a missionary. In Uganda.”
I blinked.
“When I was at Methodist Girls’ School,” she said, “during assembly, a Ugandan Christian worker told us she
was dying of AIDS. Her husband had died, and the week before she heard her niece—”
My husband stood up.
“I work all those night shifts, drive taxi until I get night blindness, so you can study to be a doctor. You so
ungrateful, don’t want to stay in Singapore and take care of me, want to go take care of niggers.”
“How can I be like the other G.P.s, with their mobile phones, golf weekends and club membership in
Langkawi, while people are dying in Uganda?”
“You go to Uganda,” my husband said, “and this will be the last meal you have with us.”
Ah Kow was in his cooking cubicle. He splashed water onto the noodles, shook the three dark bottles—sesame
oil, black sauce, and soy sauce—at the wok. The air crackled as steam spurted from the wok and enveloped the
room.
“The smoke is getting to me,” my daughter said.
I followed her outside. It was the Mid-Autumn Festival. Tiny red lights blinked in the dark. I shook my head.
“Ai-ya, so gek sim.”
“He can’t stop me.”
“No, I mean your lantern make me gek sim.”
“What lantern?”
“Your Mickey Mouse lantern. See those flashing red lights? That’s the children at the playground, where you
lost your lantern.”
My daughter took my hand.
“I know you’re upset—”
“Your new lantern,” I said. “So expensive—five dollars. You lost it the same day we bought it. So gek sim.” I
put my hand to my heart.
“Forget the lantern. I’ll write to you every week—no, twice a week. I’ll tell you everything.”
“That’s your problem. We buy everything for you. Whenever you lose something, you say, ‘Forget it, can
always buy new one.’ You go to Uganda—what if they have war there? Soldiers blow up your house, you cannot
come to Mummy and ask me to buy you a new house.”
“I’m not a child, I can take care of myself.”
“I know you can take care of yourself. Your problem is that you don’t value what you have. You have some37

thing valuable, but when you lose it, you say, ‘Forget it, never mind.’ When I lose something, it make me gek sim,
for always.”
*
“Where you going to get money to work in Uganda?” I said.
My daughter tells me—if God’s eye is on the sparrow, He will provide for her. I say:
“Ai-ya, looking after sparrows no big deal. You know what sparrows eat? Worms. You going live on Ugandan
worms?”
My daughter thinks she can take poverty. What does she know about poverty, when I always give her nice
food? Remember what I ordered for her graduation celebration dinner at Ah Kow’s—shark’s fin, braised beef,
almond jelly. When I won a book prize for being best in progress in Primary Six, my father brought me to Ah
Kow’s coffee-shop and ordered a slice of bread and butter. When I was young, we only eat kaya with bread for
breakfast, so butter was special. That Speech Day morning, Ah Kow brought out cold storage butter fresh from
the freezer. My father sliced an inch of butter, slapped it on white bread and sprinkled sugar on top. He poured my
Ovaltine into the saucer, and cooled the coffee with his breath.
I crunched my teeth on the frozen butter and sugar. I washed it down with Ovaltine. That was my biggest treat.
My daughter eats butter whenever she likes. She even eats, don’t know what—Gourmet Swiss Alpen muesli
with milk. Dairy Farm’s Fresh Virtually Fat-Free milk. In my time, Nestle powdered milk was unaffordable.
My daughter tells me that she can stand poverty.
“Christian Aid will pay my salary. My home church also takes offerings for missionaries every month.”
“But like that, where got financial independence?”
She shrugged.
*
I told her something I never told anyone before. It was the only way to stop her from making my mistakes.
Before this day, whenever I told her anything important, like ten years ago when I showed her the government
letter, I would wear a jacket with big shoulder pads, a white blouse and a dark gray skirt—teacher clothes. She
would sit and I would stand with my hands on my hips.
Now I lay on my bed in pyjamas. My daughter stood, her arms folded.
“That night I fought with your father—you were ten. He took twenty thousand dollars from my bank account.
He said it was an ‘investment.’ Telecom shares.”
“How come he can just take your money?”
“I have a joint account with your father.”
My daughter frowned. I lowered my head.
“I remember one time in the staff room, my colleague said—‘My money is my money. What woman is stupid
enough to open a joint account with her husband?’”
I looked at my daughter.
“I’m that woman.’
She shook her head.
I pulled the blanket over my chest.
“I paid for our fiat in Bedok. Two months later, your father sold the flat, took the money and deposited it in his
own account. He made me buy a new flat in Clementi. You see the house prices so high now. If I kept the money
from the flat in Bedok, I could retire by now. No more teaching those monkeys.”
She put her hands on her hips.
“Tomorrow we’ll go to the bank and open a separate bank account for you.”
I shook my head.
“When you have no financial independence, you have no weapon, no shield. You get stuck with a bad husband,
a bad job. I slave away so you can study to be a doctor, make big money. Now you’re going to throw it all away.
You want to be poor, dependent, trapped.”
“You have to open your own bank account.”
My daughter doesn’t know my husband. He had to give his money to his father. He kept his money only after
he married me. Now it’s his turn to take all his wife and children’s money. If my daughter goes to Uganda, he
can’t take her money. He thinks this is unfair—he had to give all his money to his father, but he can’t take money
from his own daughter now she can be a rich doctor. But I am in Singapore, and he will never let go of my money.
What else could I say to stop her from leaving me? When my parents told me to do something, I obeyed. They
said, “Go university for what? Waste money. Get a job.” I became a teacher. I know my daughter is not like me—
she has her degree, she’s not married. But what else could I say?
I gripped the chair.
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“I forbid you.”
“I need to do this,” she said. “It’s a calling from God. It’s a fire in my bones. If I don’t go, I’ll just burn and
die.”
I turned my head. A blouse swayed on the pole outside the window. The splinters pierced my palm as I
tightened my grip on the chair.
“I forbid you.” My jaw was numb.
My daughter left me, went to her room and shut the door behind her. The ceiling fan whirred overhead. I
rubbed the clench out of my hands.
*
The next day, when she returned from church, I asked her what she did. She said:
“Nothing.” She received letters from Christian Aid and World Vision. She stayed out late at night. I asked her
where she went.
“Some meeting,” she said. “Nothing much.” When a man with a strange accent telephoned her, she told me:
“Oh, it was nobody. No one you know.”
She used to tell me everything. Now she shrugs her shoulders and says, “Oh nothing.” She used to “oh
nothing” her father; now she “oh nothing’s” me as well.
*
Two months later, I woke up and she was gone. I went to school to teach the monkeys. The money I earned
went into the joint account, and my husband spent it on Guinness, mahjong and the lottery. When I was home, I
fried noodles for two and brewed bird’s nest soup for him. I did the laundry. I stuck out the washing pole. The
flapping shirts rumbled, spraying droplets in the wind. Many nights ago, when she was ten, my daughter begged
me to stay. Now I could not ask her to return; God called, and she obeyed.
*
Today is the Mid-Autumn Festival. It is a year since my daughter’s departure. I eat the mooncake I baked for
her. Below my balcony, children dart across the pavement, bathed in the moonlight’s chalky glow. Their lanterns
swirl—dragons, stars, unicorns, roses—red flickers gliding across the concrete.
My parents never bought lanterns. I made my own lantern, like I do now. My fingers wrench, twist, yank the
copper wire, forcing it into a lantern’s frame. I wrap the red paper around the frame, and place a candle in the
middle. Children’s laughter floats to my balcony. Do they know what the lanterns mean?
I taught those monkeys every day so my daughter could be free. But now she is poorer than me. So gek sim.
She spreads her scarred hands in the photo she sent me. The scrawl behind the postcard said,
Built brick kiln for hospital. Hands cut. Performed operation. Poured antiseptic on hands. Ask God why? Talibe
(native nurse) said normally, I’m in white coat, so clean, so far from her. When build kiln, hands cut like hers, she feels
close to me. God works good through all our pain. Hectic. Will write again.

She lives in Uganda, has so little money, how to survive? My friends say I’m stupid, they would never let their
children work abroad.
“Once you let them go, they never come back. They say they will visit you, or phone you, but they bluff.
You’ll never see her again.”
My daughter hugged me when I bought the Mickey Mouse lantern.
“This is my dream—my best gift.”
She switched the lantern on and off so often I was scared the bulb would blow. On Mother’s Day, a few
months before we bought her the lantern, she told me that I was her best gift. She sang me a Chinese song she
learnt at school:
“In the world, only Mother is good; she who has a mother is like a jewel.”
I don’t want her to treat me like her lantern. The lantern made her shout, clap, dance. But when she lost the
lantern, she said, “Forget it, never mind.” She once said I was her best gift. But now that she has left me, what
will she say?
I shake my head. My lantern whirls, as the breeze spins the string on the stick. The wind cannot extinguish the
red glow that flickers in the darkness.
I raise the red lantern, and pray for her deliverance.
2
“Are you a Singaporean citizen, over twenty-one, and a lawyer?” he said.
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I recognized that voice at once, the English accent, the voice roughened by too much tar and endless lager
sagas. It could only be Andy.
Now the above question might seem fairly innocuous to the casual eavesdropper, but in this instance it caused
me a great deal of aggravation. Believe me, if Mother Teresa was in my place, if she was asked the same question
under the same controlled circumstances, it would be enough to make her chuck her role as the saint of the
century and send her screaming down the streets, going apeshit, looking for babies to kick.
Why was Andy’s question so provocative? I’ll tell you why.
Firstly, not only because it was one in the morning (and looking at my glow-in-the-dark Casio clock, I saw that
it was 1:16 a.m. to be exact), but secondly, and more importantly, Andy knew, that I knew, that he knew, the
answer to all three questions, because five hours earlier he was supposed to meet me outside Tung Lok Shark’s
Fin Restaurant to celebrate my getting the licence to practise law.
Of course, Andy didn’t turn up. I hate eating alone, so I went home early, and woe to me —I returned to the
flat only to find my mother having a karaoke night with her mahjong playmates. So instead of feasting on
Abalone Delight and Peking Duck, I spent my evening trying to block out the sound of fifty-something housewives
wailing songs from the Karaoke Hit List From Hell, songs like Sealed With A Kiss, Singapura, Oh Singapura (Sunny
Island Set In The Sea), Tie A Yellow Ribbon Round the Old Oak Tree, Que Será Seri, and Ne Xin Li Ken Ben Mei Yao
Wo (or Your Heart Never Had Me). Trust me, you haven’t seen something truly Satanic until you’ve seen your mother
belting out Chain Reaction complete with Diana Ross hand actions and bum wiggles.
So, as you can imagine, when Andy phoned, I was in less than a good mood. What would you do—after the pain in
your ears has subsided, when you’ve finally managed to fall asleep—what would you do, if you were woken at one in
the morning by someone who had stood you up five hours earlier, and asked three completely inane questions?
I pondered my options, rolled over the choices that came to mind, and finally decided upon the calmest, the
most apposite, indeed, the most mature response. I slammed down the phone. It rang again, and I picked it up and
said,
“I’m very pissed off now, and you have about five seconds to make me un-pissed-off, preferably using a
technique which involves three words or less, or else this phone is going down again.”
Silence on the other end as Andy paused to think of those all-important three words.
As our Andrew ponders upon those crucial phrases, perhaps now would be a good time to introduce him. This is a tricky
process because of the Eugene Connection. Andy wasn’t really a friend, he was more like a friend-in-law—I knew him
through Eugene. Eugene was my neighbour-cum-childhood playmate. When we were kids, we had great adventures
together, like investigating “The Case of Mrs. Lam’s (Possibly) Murdered Maid”, but that’s another story.
Now pay attention, here’s where it gets complicated, because Eugene is one of those people with those intricate, exotic
backgrounds that most normal people like me would kill for. During his teens, Eugene and his parents emigrated to
Holland to open a Chinese restaurant. He returned to Singapore for a few years to complete his National Service, then
he went to university in England, where he met Andy. They became best friends, and spent their undergraduate years
cultivating their passion for soccer, kebabs, and Cocoa Bombs. Anyway, post-graduation, when Andy (unsurprisingly)
couldn’t get a job in England, he decided to go East to seek his fortune.
*
Andy finally thought of those three magic words—“I’m in jail.” Now it was my turn to be speechless. So Andy
said,
“Have I used up my words quota yet or can I say more?” I graciously granted him permission to speak.
“They think I’m the head of a soccer gambling syndicate. I’m supposed to be like some octopus, with tentacles
all over the place, in Asia, Europe, everywhere. Imagine that—little ol’ me. Head of a multi-million betting
empire. I don’t know whether to be flattered or outraged.”
“Have you been charged?”
“I’ve been arrested under—what was that phrase again?—the Common Betting Act. They said it was a
‘bookable offence’. What’s that in normal English?”
“It’s legalese for ‘You’re in big trouble.’”
“So, as you see, I need someone to bail me out. And the police said that that someone had to be Singaporean, and
over twenty-one. And I thought, hey, I’ve got a friend—not just an acquaintance, but a good friend, who fits that
description perfectly. Plus she’s just got her law licence.”
“I’m impervious to flattery at one in the morning.” But once again, I knew I had to do it. I had to rescue Andy
again.
Andy was always stumbling into trouble. I don’t think he ever had a plan in life, but if he did, it was probably to live a
life of complete cluelessness. He would do something outrageous, after which he would flash his trademark stricken40

yet-ingenuous look: he would widen his doe-like eyes, scrunch his mouth and flap his hands as if trying to fend off any
accusations of misconduct.
“It’s not my fault,” he would invariably say, “I don’t know how that broke*/I don’t know how the snot got sprayed
all over your CDs*/ I didn’t know you weren’t supposed to smoke that in this country* (*delete as applicable)—it just
happened.”
I was used to getting him out of trouble. In the past few months, he had depended on me to bail him out, in the
metaphorical sense. I didn’t mind that. It’s just that I never expected to have to bail him out literally.
Ah well. Some were born to guardian angelhoods; others have guardian angelhoods thrust upon them. I fall into the
latter category. Eugene came to Singapore for a few months, to help Andy settle in, but last week I had to take over from
Eugene after he got a phone call from his parents, demanding that he return to Holland to help them run their Chinese
restaurants.
“My father wants to open two new branches in Leiden and Utrecht,” Eugene said, “called Triple Pagoda, or Moon
Dragon Flying Round Lotus Umbrella, or something stupid like that. I better go to Holland and stop him before he does
any more pei-say things like that. Can you imagine, he even wants to put bami balls on the menu?” Eugene stuck a
finger down his throat, and pretended to gag. So Eugene entrusted Andy to my care.
“You got to take care of him for me. We’re like brothers. Like Frank and Joe Hardy. Like Butch Cassidy and
the Sundance Kid.”
“Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid weren’t brothers,” I said.
“Aiya, you lawyer types are so pedantic,” Eugene said. “But hey, seriously, Andy needs help. You know what
he’s like. I need someone to look after him for me.”
That someone had to be me. I didn’t really have a choice. I remember when I first saw Andy. He stood out
from all the other passengers at the arrival lounge, surveying his surroundings with innocent awe. His face looked
so fragile—skin white as fine china, as if one touch would shatter it into a powder of dust. Pale like marble, with
wisps of red hair, and fine, fragile features, he would have looked terribly pre-Raphaelite, but for the freckles and
glasses. With those plump cheeks, curly red hair and brilliant blue eyes, he looked like a baby angel, empty of
guile, filled with pure, naïve joy. One look at him and I knew that I had to dedicate my life to protect that
innocence, preserve that purity, shelter him from an evil and cunning world. Even though his red head towered a
foot above me, I felt a deep need to go up and pat him on the head.
Andy had this helpless boy charm, the kind that brought out all the maternal instincts that I never knew I had.
When I first saw him I suddenly had all these unnatural urges—I wanted to bring him home, sit him down on the
sofa, place the remote control in his hand, and say,
“You just stay here watching the highlights from the Premier League while I go into the kitchen and happily
spend three hours brewing a bowl of red date soup for you.”
Once, while watching Four Weddings and A Funeral, I had a vision of myself smiling up at him, barefoot and
pregnant, like some model out of a Ministry of Community Development poster. And I was like—Holy Jesus,
what’s happening to me? Why am I thinking these evil thoughts? Why have ten years of feminist education
suddenly evaporated?
That’s why I have spent the past few months cleaning up after Andy. Recently, there have been many of Andy’s
“It Just Happened” incidents. Like the time we were at Newton Circus, when Andy ordered a cup of Ovaltine. He
poured the Ovaltine into a saucer, blew on it to cool it, then added some vodka.
“It’s called Cocoa Bomb,” he said.
Afterwards, we made our way to my new car. Now I know that Andy loves my car, because when he first saw it, he
knew a lot more about it than I did—
“Unbelievable! You’ve got the best model in the range. As Jeremy Clarkson says—not only does this car combine the
smooth ride and responsiveness of a gasoline engine with the fuel economy of a diesel, it also has three-channel anti-skid
brakes, and a computer-controlled traction control system. Cool.”
However, I didn’t buy the car for any of those reasons. I bought the car because I fell in love with its one genuinely
distinctive feature—its green-tinted glass roof, which Andy proceeded to make even more distinctive by being sick all
over it. That night at Newton Circus, I learnt another dubiously useful lesson, which I shall pass on for your instruction
and edification: if someone pukes on your car roof, it will set off the alarm.
“Sorry, I didn’t mean to do that. It just happened. It must have been the curry.”
Footnote: even if he’s drunk three gallons of beer, it’s never the alcohol that causes Andy’s awesome feats of
regurgitation—it’s always something else—like the kebab, or the crisps, or the Wagon Wheels. When I point that out,
he says,
“Don’t you tell me what to eat Miss Slim-Fast, Miss Ryvita-With-Jam. You’re just jealous because I don’t have to
worry about my thighs.”
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That’s another thing that drives me nuts, the way Andy mainlines Mars bars and liquorice without gaining a
pound. I think he’s signed a pact with the Devil—how else can you explain how Andy manages to maintain the
body of an Adonis while subsisting on the fantasy diet of a nine-year-old?
Another time when there was a lot of cleaning up to do was during Andy’s first MRT trip. There were these big
signs plastered all over the train station, these drawings of a cup and a plate of steaming food, with a huge red
cross stamped across them. For those lacking the ability to interpret visual symbols, a caption underneath that
warned us that the possessors of food and drink in an MRT station would be subjected to a five-hundred dollar
fine. I told Andy to hide his bottle of Cocoa Bomb in his bag, but he said,
“I’m not going to let any foreign government dictate my eating habits.”
So we were standing on the platform, waiting for the train, and Andy starts recounting Fallensham United’s
latest victory, jiggling his hands as he tried to reconstruct Varney’s last-minute winning piledriver. Of course he
spilled his drink all over the floor. He took off his T-shirt, got down on his knees, and went, “Shit shit shit shit
shit” as he tried to mop up the brown mess. Then this huge mother of a voice booms out from some hidden PA
system. The cameras had been watching us all this time, that panoptic system that governs the public transport
system. The voice said,
“Will the topless man please make his way to the Central Control Station.”
As usual, it was down to me to deal with the grim gray-uniformed MRT wardens, groveling on Andy’s behalf;
soothing things over in the Singlish lingo that only the natives could do—
“Ai-ja, sorry about my friend lah. He’s ang mo, you know what they’re like. He just got off the plane, he came
from this small ulu ulu town in England, very sau-ku, he doesn’t know anything. You give him chance, okay or
not?”
“Okay, this time we give him chance,” the station manager said, “but next time he do this again, we ou kong
him a lot of money.” It was Andy’s first encounter with Singlish, so after we left the control station, he asked me,
“What were you talking about?”
“I told them you were this stupid white foreign country bumpkin,” I said, “and they said they would let you off
this time, but if you litter again, they’ll fine you five hundred dollars.”
I explained to Andy that though people like me and Eugene could speak perfect English, we reserved our
“proper” English for foreigners, job interviews and English oral exams. With friends or family, we always used
Singlish, that is, Singapore slang. Singlish is a type of pidgin English, where English words are arranged according to the
rules of Chinese grammar, and sentences are sprinkled with the occasional Chinese, Malay and Indian words. Singlish
sounds like “broken” English—to foreign ears it can sound unintelligible, uneducated, even crude. However, we didn’t
speak “broken” English because we lacked the ability to speak the Queen’s English; we spoke Singlish, because with all its
contortions of grammar and pronunciation, its new and localized vocabulary, Singlish expressed our thoughts in a way that
the formal, perfectly enunciated, anal BBC World Service English never could. Besides, who wants to talk like some Olevel textbook, instead of using our own language, our home language, the language of our souls?
I don’t speak either standard English or Singlish consistently. When I’m with friends like Eugene, I enjoy switching
between the Queen’s English and the Ah Ma’s English, randomly, arbitrarily and often in mid-sentence. It’s just the
Singaporean way, this totally jumbled, multi-lingual lingo—just part of our melting pot, rojak way of speech, thought and
life.
*
I didn’t know how Andy managed to get arrested, but based upon previous experiences, I could probably guess
correctly. Every Saturday over the past few months, Andy would get together with Eugene and their other punter
friends to bet on soccer results. I told Andy he would get arrested if the police caught him, but he wouldn’t listen.
He’s obsessed with soccer. A month ago, I was yabbering away for about five minutes before I realized that I was
talking at Andy, rather than to him. I hit the back of his head, and he jerked to attention.
“Sorry—just thinking about class tomorrow. I’m thinking of giving the kids Defoe. He can be, really, uh,
deep.” Andy shook his head and blinked a couple of times to clear his head.
“Right, I’m with you now. ‘Justice is always violent to the party offending, for every man is innocent in his own eyes.’
Marvellous quote from The Shortest Way With The Dissenters.”
“'You weren’t thinking about Defoe or justice,” I said. “Don’t think you can smokescreen me with all that literary
crap.”
“I was thinking about Defoe!”
“No you weren’t. It’s the same every Saturday night. You sit there, practically catatonic. When I jerk you to attention you
always insist that you were thinking about Updlike’s latest novel, or the Bosnian peace process, or the Tory party conference at
Blackpool, but I know you’re lying. I’ve seen that glazed look before. You’re replaying the winning volley by Mikhailichenko
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against Man United. You can disappear into your own little fantasy world for hours. Your mind’s like a VCR on perpetual
rewind.” Andy raised his palms in surrender.
“You know me too well. I started off thinking about Defoe, about justice, then I thought about how unfair it is that Man U
win all the time, and before I knew it I saw the ball dropping over Mik’s left shoulder, his right foot pivoting, smashing the
ball in mid-air.”
“Mentally, you’ve never developed beyond puberty. You’re twenty-two going on twelve.”
Andy stuck an imaginary knife in his back, twisted and turned his body, his face contorting in mock agony. '
“That was a completely unprovoked attack, but I know you love me anyway.”
“I never could resist little boys,” I said. “I know I keep nagging you about this, but one day your obsession with soccer is
going to get you into trouble.”
“I’m not obsessed.”
“Yes you are. What’s the name of the wife of the coach of the goalkeeper of the England team?”
“Meg.”
“And you say you’re not obsessed. Which brings me back to what I was scolding you about before you went into
your dream world. You know who Meg is but you can’t remember the name of my niece.”
“Zhen Chou, Zhen Cai—it’s not that big a difference. It was an easy enough mistake to make.”
“There is a big difference. Zhen Cai means ‘genuine fortune’. Zhen Chou means ‘really smelly’. I don’t think
my niece appreciated being called ‘stinko’ at her birthday party.”
“Oops.”
“Oops indeed.”
“I can’t help it if you’ve got such a big family,” Andy said. “Fourteen aunts, twenty uncles and millions more
nephews and nieces. It’s difficult to keep track of names.”
“I can remember the names of all your relatives.”
“Considering that just includes my mother and father, that’s hardly a serious mnemonic challenge.”
Only last week, Andy promised me that he would stop gambling, but tonight I knew that he must have lied. I
guessed that despite his claims to be a reformed man, tonight, he must have backslid and run the betting house
again, only to be raided by the police. I decided that it was probably good for him to rot in jail for at least a night.
“Where are you?”I asked.
“I’m in the lock-up at the Central Police Station. Come and bail me out now. Please.”
“Forget it,” I said, “I’ll bail you out tomorrow.”
“Why can’t you come now?”
“It seems to have slipped your notice that it’s half-past one in the morning. You might be surprised to learn
this, but the courts aren’t open at this ungodly hour, so I can’t apply for bail now anyway. I’ll see you in the
morning.”
“I’m sorry I couldn’t choose a more convenient time to be arrested. So you’re just going to let me rot in jail
then?”
“Don’t worry, you won’t rot. This is Singapore. Parliament outlawed bacteria in nineteen seventy-eight.”
“Oh go ahead, make fun of me. It’s fine by me. Never mind, you can come tomorrow. I just have to sleep in this
dark, small, stinking cell for an entire night, with only a chamber pot for companionship. I hope you enjoy your airconditioned room. I don’t mind. I hope you’re not feeling guilty. I hope you’ll be able to sleep in peace.”
“Don’t worry, I will.” I put down the phone.
*
“Ai-yoh, so late already who call?” My mother came into the living room.
“Andy,” I said. “He got arrested for running a soccer gambling syndicate.” My mother slumped into the sofa.
“I knew this was going to happen. I keep telling you, it’s the tree.”
“Oh Mummy, not the tree again.”
“It is!” Andy lived in a flat above us, and my mother blamed everything bad that happened on the big Flame of the
Forest outside our apartment block.
“Bad feng shui. It’s true what Master Chou said. When he looked at our block, he said if got big tree planted outside
your main door, very bad luck. If money wants to flow into your house, it cannot come in, because the tree is blocking
the money. Also, this type of tree, so big, no good—demons like to come and live in it,” my mother said. “I was talking
to Mrs. Lam tonight, and we both agreed that it’s all the government’s fault. You know the last few months we keep
writing, write to everyone—the HDB board, the MP, keep asking them to cut down the tree but they don’t want. You
see, now this sort of thing happen. So bad luck. Your friend get arrested in our block, it’ll be all over the newspapers.
Like that, everyone will think our block got curse. Our property price sure to drop, next time we want to sell the flat,
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it’s going to be very difficult. I tell you, next time election come, I won’t vote for this government. Ask them to do
a simple thing—cut down tree—they also don’t want.”
“So you’re saying that the demons in the tree made the police arrest Andy. I knew there was a logical explanation for
all this.”
“Hah, you always think so funny to make fun of me. I never go university like you, but I’m not stupid. Feng shui is
true. What did Master Chou tell us at the community centre?” She shut her eyes and frowned.
“Fortune … is not a random occurrence of chance, but has a vitality of its own, a … energy that moves, that can be
attracted … enhanced … manipulated.” She smiled proudly at being able to remember Master Chou verbatim.
“You wait here, I show you something.” She ran to her room and returned with a leaflet.
WIND & WATER CENTRE
Master Chou
Geomancer & Metaphysician
A.C.S. (American Chirological Society, National School of
Palmistry, University of France)
Advised the USA Embassy (Singapore) on their
ground-breaking ceremony (1994)
Consulted by the Government for the work site
at Marina Bay MRT Station (1988)
Interviewed by S C in the 'Tuesday Report'
Prediction of China Tiananmen Event & Gulf War
(Features in Asia Magazine)
Specially been invited to provide Chinese Name
for one ASEAN regional Airline
In life who can help you out of dark corners?
Call 234-7888 or Mobile-Phone 267-8897
or pager 889-7771 or Fax 678-9098
“You see, even the big businessmen in Singapore and Hong Kong, even the US embassy believes in feng shui.
University people,” my mother said. “This Master Chou, he’s very famous. He can do feng shi for our flat, only one
thousand and seven hundred dollars. Offer ends next Wednesday.”
“Forget it.”
I didn’t want anything to do with these so-called feng shui experts. I knew how they operated. Master Chou
would come into the flat with his ingram, which looked suspiciously like a spider’s web and walk around the room
shaking his head. Then he would stroke his long white beard, jiggle his fingers as he calculated our fortune, tell us to
move our hibiscus plant from the living room to the kitchen, and then charge us two thousand dollars for his advice.
“And I don’t want you to do any frng shui arrangements yourself either,”
I told my mother. Last month she bought a DIY feng shui book. I returned one night to find my room filled with
purple cushions, and a lamp radiating red light. My mother insisted that the red light gave my bed a prosperous aura. I
told her that it made my room look like a Turkish brothel.
“Are you going to be Andy’s lawyer?” my mother said.
“Yes. Why do you ask?”
“Don’t think about the case while you’re in bed. If you want to think about your work, think about it at your
desk. Master Chou say if you mix home and office, your energy will clash. I keep telling you not to read your files
in bed, but you never listen to me, that’s why you can’t get married. I don’t want to say things like what I’m going
to say now—very bad luck—but I think you should know.” My mother took a deep breath.
“If you don’t get married soon, afterwards you become an old maid, you’ll be all alone. You’re nearly thirty.
Your expiry date coming up. You wait too long, you’ll get left on the shelf.”
“Mother, getting married isn’t like going to NTUC.”\fn{ National Trades Union Congress Singapore, a chain of
Singapore groceries featuring online shopping }
“Getting married is exactly like going to NTUC. Shopping for a husband is the same as shopping in the
supermarket. I warn you, once you’re over thirty, very difficult to get fresh men. You wait too long, you can only get
divorcees. Recycled material. Second-hand goods. So if you see got good bargain remember—grab first, worry later.”
“Was Daddy a good bargain then?”
That shut her up. For five seconds. Then she said,
“All I’m saying is that you’re at the right age to get married. I got married when I was your age.”
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“And we both know what a mistake that was.” In her desperation to get off the shelf; my mother married a
businessman fifteen years her senior. My father died from a heart attack few years ago. I do not miss him.
“Your generation different now,” my mother said. “Last time divorce very difficult. But now, after you’re
married, you don’t like it, can always refund or exchange. That’s what divorce is for.”
“The reason why I’m not married,” I said, “is because I don’t want to get married.”
“How can you say that? I tell you, Mummy’s not going to live for ever. After I die, you all alone, how?”
“Life without you might actually be pretty pleasant,” and as soon as I said that, I regretted it immediately. I
knew what her next words would be.
“Why do you hate me so much?” my mother said.
I could have told her why, but I figured that she probably knew the reasons already. So I just said, “I don’t hate
you,” and went to my room.
*
The reasons had nothing to do with anything that was happening now. The seeds of trouble and deceit were
sown ten, twenty years ago, and now, we reaped the results.
Nearly twenty years ago, my grandfather accidentally swallowed a fish bone. He was rushed to General
Hospital, where they x-rayed and EGG-ed him, but they couldn’t find anything wrong. The surgeon announced,
“We’ve examined his esophagus, but when we introduced the scope into the gullet, he suffered an intense
reflex spasm. We were unable to examine the esophagus as far down as we would have liked.”
I nodded.
“We’re going to give him some barium. Hopefully that will reveal any obstructions in the body when we take
an x-ray.”
I nodded again. I didn’t understand anything he said, but it sounded like a good idea.
They fed him the white liquid, but my grandfather caught a fever. Panadol relieved this, but two days later, a
stroke struck him down. All I remember about my grandfather in his final days, is his fingers gripping the rails of
the bed. At that age, I wasn’t tall enough to see any further.
“What’s wrong with gong gong’s fingers?” I asked.
“Gangrene,” my mother said. The doctor came in and said,
“We’ve carried out some tests and detected an abscess behind his pharynx. We’ll have to drain it to prevent
infection.”
My grandfather was in a terrible condition, so the doctors performed the operation quickly, and didn’t look for
a foreign body. He died from septic poisoning a few days later. He suffered for an entire month, and nobody knew
what caused it. We only discovered what killed him after the autopsy.
“There was a fish bone stuck in his esophagus,” the coroner told us. “Four cm long. It pierced his esophagus,
cut into his heart, the upper left chamber.” The coroner tapped his chest.
“The bone caused all the infection, formed small blood clots. The clots traveled in the blood to his fingers and
toes, that was what caused the gangrene. The clots killed him.”
All the problems that came up on this present Sunday, they all arose because of the foreign bodies within us—
things that happened in our childhood, some big, some small, but all significant; things that happened ten years
ago, but still control our lives today; things from our yesterdays that will decide what we drink, dream and doubt,
till the day we die. But you can’t see those things, because they’re not on the outside.
The press got it all wrong, of course, surprise, surprise. You wouldn’t believe the articles they printed about us.
For them, it was all so simple: Andy was the foreigner, the evil outside influence, the ang mo; Eugene was the
Singaporean kid led astray by corrupt Western expatriates; and me, I was the local, naïve, sauku mountain tortoise
of a girl who should have listened to her mother and not fallen for a criminal like Andy. All the experts in the
world could never figure out what was wrong with us, because our wounds were lodged deep, hidden from the
sharpest eyes, the most advanced machinery.
But now, we’re all going to have to have our turn—first me, then Andy and then finally, Eugene. We’re each
going to tell you tales from our youth, tales of how we got our wounds. So forget first impressions, ignore what
you see on the outside: these are our real stories, the stories only we know, the stories of our foreign bodies. …
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The Sultan Mosque, Singapore

The Sri Mariamman Hindu Temple, Singapore
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The Kong Meng San Phor Kark See Monastery, Singapore

The Thian Hock Keng Taoist Temple of Heavenly Happiness, Singapore
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A Confucian temple, Jurong Gardens, Singapore

The Chesed-El Synagogue, Singapore
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The Armenian Apostolic Church of St Gregory the Illuminator, Singapore

The Anglican Church of St. Peter, Serangoon Gardens, Singapore
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The interior of The Cathedral of the Holy Resurrection, Singapore, 1 at the celebration of the feast of the
Most Holy Theotokos and Ever Virgin Mary on August, 2015. Below, the Syrian Orthodox Cathedral of St.
Thomas, Singapore. 1Under the spiritual direction of the Ecumenical Patriarch of Constantinople
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