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MISSER MARCO POLO

LEE AESSACL CAME 3O ME A1 I'HT SECOND
heck of the hunt that a countryman and ¥
clansman needed me The ground was heavy
ie day raw and s was @ drag too fist for
fun and too tame for sport So I blessed the
countryman ind the dansman and turned
my back on the field

But when they told me his name 1 all but
fell from the saddle

But that man s dead!

But he wasnt dead He was m New York
He was traveling from the crags of Ulster to
s grandson who had an oringe grove on the
Indian Ruver sn Flondt He wasnt dead
And ¥ sud to myself with smpauence  Must
every mman born minery yers ago be dead?

But this 15 2 damned thang 1 thought

to be saddied with a man over minety years
old Tohave toact s garde malade ae my get
Why couldn t he hwve stiyed and died at
home? Sure one of these days he will die as
we 2l die and the ghost of han will never be
content on the sluggish river by the mosyy
trces where the blue herons and the white
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cranes and the great gray pehans fly Iowill
be gong back I dnow to the boommg sur{
and the red borred row an trees and the bark
ing eagles of Antmim To die out of Ulster
when one ¢ die m Ulster there 1s 1 gey
foolish thing

Bur the harsh logic of Ulster left me wd
1he soft mood of Ulster ¢ame on me s {
remembered him and [ gomg mto the toun
on the trun And the late winter grass of
Westchester spare sarofulous the jerry buile
bungilows the hines of uncomely linen 1
blatant advertsing bowds—ll the ut
of it pussed wy and T was agun
Antnim glens  There was the soft purple
the Irish Channel and there the soft d
outhne of Scotlind There was the horrn
school silver in the sun and Teonld sceat fr
the ergs where the surf boomed bhe 1 ¢
And underfont was the heather the
hicwther the belled ind purple hether

And there came to me 1gain the vision
the old man s thatched Fairmbouse when o
moon was up wnd the bats were om and ¥
winds of the County Anttim came bedly
down the glons Ihe wurf fire Lor
on the hearth now red now yellow and th
wis the golden hght of hmps and Maiae
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of the T ong Clen was recsting some poem of
Blind kaftery s or the lament of Prerre Ron
sard for Mary Queen of Scots

Ta ribin 0 mo cheadsf earc ann mo pl oca stos

Agas mnn Lmp m lewgf eufrdaos 110 bliron
farasy

Ta me terdh leat go ndeantar damh comhya cool’

Agis gol Masfarth an feir no {luai th sin thud me
lar ans s

‘There 1s a rdlt nr lrom my only love i my pocket

deep

And the women of Lurope they could not cure my
grief abust

I am dor ¢ with you unut a narron coffin be made
for me

And antdd the grass shall grow ftcr that up threugh
my hoaetd

And | suddenly discovercd on the rum
bling trun thai apart from the hurling md
the Dat ball wd the jumping of horses what
Life ¥ remembered of Ulster was bound up i
Malacht Campbell of the Long Clen

A very stringe old man hardy as a black
thorn immense bowed shoulders the frce of
some old hawk of the mountans hagr white
and plenuful s some old cardmals All hus
hansfoll were dead cxoept for one grand
dughier And he had become a trade
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uon m the glens It was sad he 1‘1‘:
been an ecclesiastical student abrod 18 o
ladolid and that he had forsaken
hfe And in Frunce he had been 1 tor®
the family of Mac\ahon o1 d Irlande
and somewhere he had marred and his Wit
had died and left him money and be
had come back to Antrim He had been
in the Papal Zouaves and fought also 10 the
American Civil War A strange '
figure who knew Greek and Latin s well
most professors and who had never forg
Ins Caelic

Antrim will ever color my own wriin®
My Fifih Avenue will have something n
of the heather glen My people will hav
1lw1ys a phrase a thought a flash of Scot
Insh mystasm and for that T must ¢
thank or blame Malachi Campbell of ?
Long Glen The stories Lheard and I yo ne
were not of Little Rollo and Sir W-
Scotts but the honible tale of the Nakea
Hangman who goes through the Valleys or
Midsummer s Eve of Dermot 1nd Cranye o
the Bright Breawsts of the Canle Raid
Maeve Queen of Connacht of the old -
of Cuchulam 1n the Island of Skye grishy
homely stories such as yon of the |
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foot ballers of Cushendun whose ball 15 1
skull and whosc goal 1s the portals of a ruined
grovevrd strange religious poems ke the
Divlogue of Death and the Suuer

Do thw ainn st do g wch deorandh tresth lag—
1w to grnve DHdging to every paor wanderer
Tood and drmk o um I would sce i want

s projer pryar at to the man requesting reck

omnw
Och! 1s not Jesus hard ¢f he condemns me!

All these stonies of 1ll these people he told
had the unreal shimmerg quality of that
mrige that s seen from Portrush chffs a
pluttering city w a golden desert surrounded
by 1 a0 e sea must. Al these songs all these
words he spoke were mitne had the sune
tang s the turf smoke the Caclic qualsty tha
1510 dark lakes on mountams suminits n
plovers nests vwmd the heather And 1o
remember them now i New York (o see
hum

Fifteen years had changed lum but hude 1
Intle more tremor and slowness wn the v alk
1 bow to the grew shoulderss an eye that
flashed bihe 1 knafe

And whit do you think ol New Yor
AMabhdn
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tion 1n the glens Tt was saud he had
been an ecclestistical student broad m Vil
fadold and that he had forsaken that
life And in Frunce he had been a tutor m
the family of MacMahon ror d Irlande
and somewhere he had marned and s wife
had died and left hym mouey and he
had come back to Antnim He had ben
m the Papal 7ouwes nd fought also m the
Amenican Cival War A sirange old
figure who tnew Creel and [ wtin as well as
most professors and who had never forgotten
his Gaclic

Antrim will ever color my own wnting
My Fifth Avenue will have something in 1t
of the heather glen My people will have
always a phrise a thought a flash of Sc
Insh mysuasm and for that T must eithe
thank or blime Malachi Campbell of
Long Glen The storses Theard and Iy
were not of Luide Rolle mnd Sir Walte
Scotts but the homble tale of the Nak
Hangman who goes through the Valleys
Midsummer s Eve of Dermot and Cranve
the Boght Brewts of the Cautle Rad
Mieve Queen of Connacht of the old
of Cuchulam 1n the Island of Skye gri»
homcly stories such as yon of the gho
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foot batlers of Cushendun whose ball u 2
skutl and whose goal 1s the portals of a runed
gravevard strange religiaus poems like the
Diiloguc of Death and the Sinner

Do thugamn lostn do gach deorawdh trosth fagp—~

1 used £ 1 ¢ Jodin, fo every poor wandever

Tocd and dunk ¢ hum T would sec i want

His jicpur | nrent jo the man requestng rech
ann

Och { not Jusus bard if be condemny met

At these stonies of aff these people he told
had the umen! shummering quality of that
it that s secn trom Portrush chffs 1
ghtierin, ciy 1 2 golden desert surrounded
by v sttinge sen nust All these songs all these
wouds he spoke were nauve had the sae
1y, as the wrf smoke the Gaelic quality that
15 1 dark Jakes on moantuns summus o
plovears nests amud the heather And to
remember them now w New Yorkh to see
fum

Fafteen years bad changed b bue lntle a
httle more tremor and slowness i the walk
a bow to the great shoulders an cye that
flashea ke & knafe

And what do you think of New York
Malheln -
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1 ws here before your honor will remem
ber 1 fought 1t the Wilderness

1 forbore wshang him what chinge he had
found I saw s quivering nostrils

In 1 fcw davs he would proceed south
when be hid ortentated himself after the days
of shapborrd

That mght 1t seemed every one chose to
come 1 wnd cluster around the fir¢ Randall
the poet and the two blond Damsh guls
with their hair like flax Traser the golfer just
over from Prestwack and a young wnter
with his spurs yet to win and this one
and that one

They all kept silence as old Malachi spoke
sportsmen artsts men nd women of the
world 4 hush came on them and their eyes
showed thev were not before the crackling
fire wn the long room but wumazed m the
Antnim glens

Yes old Malwehs said things were changed
over there and a greater change was hiabl

~ People whispered thit in the Valley «
the Black Py, the Boar without Brnistles ha
been seen 2t the close of the dav and
Templemore there was a bleeding
and these were ominous portents Se
folks beheved and some didnt A
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the great Inish hunter that had won the Grand
Nauonal the greatest horse m the world

But our Man of War Malwche
Oh sure all he could do w1s run and 2 hare
or a greyhound could beat hum at that bur
Shawn Spadah a great jumper um as well
as a tunner 1o fine 1 horse And did
1 know that Red Simon McEwer of Cush
undall had gone around Portrush in eighteen
consecutpve fours? A Rathim Islander
had tried to swim across to Scotland but
didn t make 1t and there was great argu W&
as to whether 1t was because of the currents oy,
of lach of strength There were rum
bhogs m the Gunts Causenay very
strange A woman m Oran had the sec
ond sight the most powerful gift of second
sight 1 generations There was 1 new
paper i Islay and 1t was smd he was a second
McCrimmon And 1 new poet had
arisen 1n Uist and all over the Highlands
they were reating tus songs and hus Lament
for the Bruce Was I still as keen for
did T sull remember the poems and the great
stories?

Behald the maght is of great length 1
quoted  Unbearible Tell us therefore of
those wondrous deeds
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I was here before vour honor will remem
ber 1 fought 2t the Wildetness

T forbore asking him what change he had
found 1 s1w his quivering nostrib

In 1 few days he would proceed south
when he had orientned hunself ifter the days
of shipbord

That mght 1t scemed every one chose to
come m and cluster around the fire Randall
the poet and the two blond Damsh girls
with theirhair like flax Fraser the golfer just
over from Prestwick and a young writer
with his spurs yet to win 1nd this one
and that one

They all kept silence as old Malacha spoke
sportsmen artists men and women of the
world a hush came on them and their eyes
showed they were not before the crukling
fire i the long reom but amazed n the
Antnim glens

Yes old Malach: sud thigs were changed
over there and a greater change was hable

- Teople whispered that 1n the Vallev of
the Black Pig the Boar without Bristles had
been seen at the close of the day and m
Templemore there was a blccding ymage
and these were ominous portents Some
folks beheved and some dudnt And
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id you over see a scholar stwding
front of a shy of 1 yul? In all his learning he
cm hnd nathing to say to her And every
penny poct i she country knous

Lot s e be histening, now Brian Oge and
let s the scholus be listerang But whether
the sthe tars do or nat 1 m not canng A pope
once Intened o me with great respect ard 2
mar Il ol France and poets without nurtber
Buc the cholars do be turning up therr roces.

And mmnd you Tve got as much scho >
as the next man as you Il see fram =~ w7

Barnmg mvself 15 there no r-z = ox
hoe thnt wakes snufl” Nol Ab w2 (o,
4o be chmging



Now IT s NEARING NIGHT ON THE TIRST DAY
of spring and you could sec how loath day
was ta be gong for even the short ime until
the nising of the sun agun And though there
w1s a chill on the canals yet there was great
Jlor to the sunset the red of 1t on the water
ebbing nto ornge and then to purple and
losing utself m the ohive pools near the
mooring ties And a little wind came up from
the Greek slands ind now surged and fluc
tered the way you d think 2 harper might be
playmng Youd hear no sound but the mel
ody was there It was the rhythm of spring
that the old people recognize
But the young people would know 1t was
spring too by token of the gatety that was in
the air For nothing brings joy to the heart
like the coming of spring The folk who do
be blind all the rest of the year their eyes
do open then and = sunset takes them and
the wee vrgin flowers comimng up between
the stones or the twitter of a bird upon the
bough And young women do be preen
ing themselves nd young men do be singing
10
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even they that have the voces of rooks There
15 something stirrmng i them that 1s sturing
m the ground with the burstng of the
secds

And young Marco Polo threw doun the
qull in the counting housc where he was
learning his tride The might was coming on
He was only a strip of a lad and to lads the
night 1s not rest from work and the quictness
of stecping but gaming and drmmking and
courung young women Now there were
o women he mght have gone to and one
uas a great Veneuan lady with har the red
of a queen s cloak 1nd a great noble shape to
her and greae dignety But with her be would
only be reatmg verses or miking grand
stilied comphiments  the like of those you
would heir mn a play And wlile that seemed
1o frit m with winter and candlehight 1t was
poor sport for spring The other one was a
black plump hale gown maker a pleasant
singing, htde womn very 1ffecionue and
wery proud (o hate one of the grewt Polos
loving her She was eager for kunsing nd
aiways askmg the Iwd to be careful of himself
10 be puttiy, lus clotk on or to be sure wnd
drmk somethmg warm when he got home
that mghe for the air from the canils was
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clull The great lady was too much of the
mind aud the hutle gown maker was t00
much of the body either of them 0 be
pleasing voung Marco on the first mght of
spring

Now 1t 1s 1 queer thing will be plewsiag
1 young man on the first mght of spring The
wandening foot 1tches and the imind and body
are keen to follow There 1s that mnside a
young man that makes the hunung dog nse
from the hearth on a moonhighe might  Be
gor! ats mysedf il take a turn through the
fields on the chance of a bu of wourang A
weasel maybe or ant diter would L out the
mght Or a hare stself Ay therc would be
sport for you! [he hare runmng hell for
leather and me after hun over brake and
dell Ayl Ayl Ayl a good hunt s ¢ jewet' 111
tihe a stretch alang the road

Or there 1s 1n nm what does be troubling
the birds and they on tropic islands  Tweet
tweet they grumble A grand plice this
surely and very comfortable for the winter
The palm trees are green but I d rather have
the green of young grass And the sea you
ken 1t becomes monotonous Do you remem
ber the peaches of Champagne wife and i
cherry trees of Antnimit Do you rumembe
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the farmer who was such 2 bad shot and hts
wife wih the red petticoat! I m feehng fine
and strang n the wings avourncen What do
you say” Let s bundle and go!

He wandered out with the discontent of
the scason on bim The sun had dropped at
last and everywhere youd sce torches and
the 1mage of torches in the water On the
canals of the town great barges moved Every
where were fine noble shadows and the
splashmg of ocars There was a great adwmiral s
galley ready to put to sea aganst Genoa
There a big merchantman back from Africa
And along the canals went all the people 1
the world youd dunk Now it was a French
man all silks and satuns and la-di da mon
seur’  Or a Spanard with a2 pomted beard
and long lean legs and a long lean sword
And now 1t was a Creek courtesan white as
mill suung i her gondola as on a threne
Here was a Muscovite hatry disty with fine
fur and fine jewels and teeth shirp asa dog s
And now an efl Greeh nobl
langurd as a bride And here were Moarssh
captains Dihello s men great grants of black
matble and swarthy hook nosed merchants
of Paestine nd the squures of Crusaders—
pretty rmgleted boys swearing hike demons
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And here and there were Scots and Irssh
mercenaries kited sensive folk one mo
ment smiling at you and the next a hmfe
m your guzeard

And as he went through the courts there
were whispers and laughter and occasionally
a soft voice mvited im to enter but he
smiled and shook us head

Near the Canal de Mestre whach s close
by the Ghetto he stopped by the wine shop
called The Prince of Bulgaria and he could
hiear great disputtoon And some were speak
g of Baldwin II and how he had no gut
to have let Palxologus take Constannp
from him And others were murmuring av
Genoa  Mark s they mean trouble the
dogs Bettcr wipe themn off the face of th
carth now  And 1 group were discussing th
chances of raxding the Jewish hangdom of s
Yemen They ve got temples there rocs.
with gold And an Insh piper
plaving on a little silver set of pipes and
Indiain magician was dong great sleight
hand

111 ¢o m and talk to the strange fu

people  said Marco Polo



i

NOW 10U MICHT BE THINKING THAT THT
picture I'm drawing » out of my own head
Let you not be dunking of 3t 1 s now 2
ity of shadows and ghosts wuth a few scant
visitors mooning m the canals The Prude of
the West she was the Jewel of the Fast
Constanumople was her conrtyard  Greeee
Egypt Abyssima Bulgarma nd Muscovy her
ten acie fields The Crusaders on themr way
to fight the Saracen siopped to plead for fier
help nd geoeroswy There were no soldrers
more chinalrous not even the French There
were no beter figlters not even the Hagh
Jand chins Sudors hou d thnk those fellons
haad svented the sea And as for riches and
treasures oh! the wonder of the world she
was! Trbute she had from everywhere the
four great horses of Sunt Alark they cume
from Constantunople The two grear marbic
columns [rang the Pivzeta sure they came
from \cre ¥ hen foraign powers wanted the
o of money 1t was to Venue they came
Consider the probny of Venetian men They
once held s pludye the Cronn of Thorns
5
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ttself hang Lows IX of Trance redcemed st

The processions of the tridespeople were
like a King s retinne and they mardung m
state on the election of 1+ doge Lach in thewr
separate order theyd come the master
smuths first as 18 nght ¢very one gwlnded
like a conqueror wath thesr baaner and ther
buglers The furriers next in enmine nd
tiffera the tanners with silver cups filled
with wine  the tulors 1 white with ver
mithion stirs  the wool workars with olive
branches the quilt makers 1n dloks trimmed
with fleur de hs  the cloth of gold weavers
with golden crowns set with pearls the shoe
makeis 1 fme sk while the silk workers
were 1 fustan  the cheese dealers and pork
butchers i scarlet and purple the fish
mongers and poulterers armed hike men of
war the gliss makers with elegant specime
of therrart the comb makers with hittle bird
m cages the barber surgeons on horsebac!
very digmified very learned and with o
youd think there d be an end to them b
cast your eye bk on that procession
youd find gmlds as far as your sight we
reach

Tet you be going down the markets »
what would you see for sale’ Boots clotl
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bread No they were ouc of sight but scat
tered on the booths the hike of larls of bread
on 2 {urday youd hnd doves and nutmegs
me and cbony from Molucers thar had
come by wiy of Alexandria and the dyran
ports sandalwood from Famor n Asia cam
phor fiom Bornee Sumawra and Java sent
benzom o her markets Coclun Chuna sent
Lsteer doc wood [rom Clhyna and Japan and
from Stum cune gum sprees sidhs chessmen
and cunosites for the parlor hubies from
Pau fine dohs o Coromanddd and finer
sult bom Tengal  They got spihenard {rom
Neprub and Bhuran Thar diamonds were
from  olcondr T 03 Nannul they purch sed
Damuscu sted for thar swords Nor 1s thu
b you d see and you d be gong down by the
smarhads on vsunny worming and a finc think
wg low vored nomn on your i Yeud
sec ptuly and sapplures topaz and cnnamon
from Covlon lac and agates brocades and
cotl from Cambay hamunered vessels and in
It weapons ind cmbrosdered shanks from
Caslimere  \s for sprees never would your
aostrals meet such wn odor bdelhum from
Sctnde musk from Itbet galbinum from
Ahorasin from Afghamstan asafetuda from
1asia sagipenmm ambergns and civet from
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Zanzibar and from Zanabar came 1vory 100
And from Zeila Berbery and Shehri came
balsam and frankince nse

And that was Vemce and Marco Polo 1
young man And now it s anly a town like any
other town but for uts churches and cinals
There s many a town has ghosts but none the
ghosts that Venice has not Kowe uself or
Fara of the hngs

Ornce did she hold  Raniall quoted the gor
geous Last in fee
And was the safeguard of the West the worth
Of Venice did not fall below her birth
Venice the eldest Cluld of T iberty
She was a maiden aty bnght and free
No guile seduced no force could violate
And when she took unto herself a mate
She must spouse the everlasuing Seal

Tune 1s the greatest rogue of 11l Not all
the arrows of Atula ¢an do the damage of a
trichle of sand i an hour glass' Tyre and St
don Carthage anoent Babylon and Venice
queen of them all

I am descnibing Venice to you for thns re~
son You might now stand where Troy s wal
once were and say to yourself Was
where Helen walked with her little son? Wa
this wherc the lovehest face of ages wepts
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And a chill of doubt would come on you and
you would think  Ive been wastng my sor
ron and wisting my love for it was all noth
1ng but an old tale made up in a minstred s
head

And sometune 1 Venice after your dinner
ma hotel you d go out for 1 while mn a barca
that would have no more romance to 1t nor
the bark 1 gillie wonld row and you sibm
on fishing on a cold blustery dvy and you
would feel distppornted you having come so
far and youd sy It wis a grand story
surcly and bravely did st piss the winter eve
nmg but wnnt old Mahdu of the Long
Glen the bar of the world?

T wouldn t hyve you saying that md T dend
In all £ m telimg you 1d have you o know
there s not 1 hi porth of he
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AND SO MATCO 10LO0 WENT INTO THL WINE
shop 10 sec and hear the strange foreign peo
ple

1t was a dark long room very lngh full of
shadows between the flaming torches on the
wall At ane side af wwas a great fire burning
for all 1t was the first night of spring At one
end of at were the grett barrels of liquor for
the tharsty customers black beer for the Lng
tish and the Irsh grand hairy stuff wath great
foam to 1t and brown beer for the Cermans
and there was white wine there for the French
people nd red wine for the ftalians asque
bugh for the Scots and rum from the s ot
cane for such as had cold 1n their bones Ther
was all hind of drink there 1n the brass bn
barrels—drnk would make you mad a
drnk wounld make you merry drink woul
put heart 1n a tmid man and drik woul
make fightung men peaceful as pgeons
drink that would make you forget trouble—
w the brass bound barrels at the end of
toom And pleasant fat ntle men were 1o
tng wround serving the varied hiquor in

20
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stlver cups and fine Venetian ghisses for the
wine and m broad bellicd drmbang pots tha
would hold more thn 1 quart

Ant there was such a babel of language s
was rever heard but 1 one place belore

Some of the dinkers were dacmg and shout
ing as they won and grumbling and cursing
when they lost And <omc were singing And
some were danang o the Irnh mpes And
there was a knot areund the Indrn eonjurer

But thete wisone man by himself a1 table
And hun bang so sifent you d think he nas
shouting for auenuen He was so restful
agawrst the great commoton you d know he
w1s 1 grewt man You maht turn your back
onlm and vou d know he was there though
he nuver cven whispered nor put out a fmger
A fat plaasine dose coupled mn he wis
loose green clothes vith gold brocade on
them And there were two big gold ear rings
1 hus lobes He smoked a wee pipe with the
bowl half ways up . The prpe was siheer nd
All stem and the bow! no bigger than a ten
cent preee His shoulders were very ponerful
so you d know he wis a man you should be
polite to and out of thag chest of lus a great
shout could come He mught have been a
workmgman onfy when he fingered his pipe
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Everybody m the room was wiite and
shilen—il but the sevcaptun He yusttanps
fus pipe 15 1f nothing hid hippened  wd
smokes on He doesn t ¢fen take 1 drink fram
his g lass

And a linle while luer an Insh chieftan
wilks i He s poor nd mgged and very thin
you nught know he d been fighting the hea
then for the Holy Scpulchre and so enutled
to respect no matter what lus condition And
beband hum are five clansmen s rgged sl
But a big € ceman trooper rolls up

And what are vou?  says the big burly fcl
low

A gentleman 1 hope  says the ragyed
chief

s yourself that says it laughs the Ger

man trooper The chicftun snicks the hmfg
from his armpit wd stichs um in the mgulay
-5 neat as be damned

Yot ob tike that out hevin Beg, -
the I¥" f peents Lo the killed man~ ang
throv meone mught stambyl
6. 18

" A concLve toused ¢

room Thoy wipe
MATNLES el
' g and 4y
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guing the nights and wrongs of the matter Al
but the sea captan who saw 1t all and he
never blinked an eyelid never even missed 1
drau of the pipe

And then darco Iolo knew hum to be a
Clunwman because as all the world knows
Chinamen are never surprised wanything
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SO MARCO 10LO GOES OVER AND SALUTES HIM
politely
1 wonder 1f you mnd my sitting down by
you for a while he says 1 perceive youre
from China
The sea captasn waves him politely to s
place
I mfrom Cluna Hesmles Youguessed
Tight
Is 1t Jong since you ve been in Chimna?
Well chat depends upon what you call
long saysthe captain  If you mein ime 1at's
one thing If you mean voyage 1ts wother'
For you ve got to take mto account  says he
adverse winds roundabout turms to avoid
currents possiblc delays to have the ship
scraped free from the parasite hfe that does
be attaching iself to the strakes time spent tn
barter and t1nde Other matters too the at
tacks of pirates <ross grained princes who
don t want you to be lenang their ports with
a good cirgn 1n your hold sichness loss of
satls and masts repurs to the ship It wasn ¢
a short journey nd 1t wasn t a long onc
6
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It will be a long, ways to Chma I m think
wg

I can tell you how long 1t 1s from Chuna to
here and you can reverse that 1d you will
get 1 fur 1dea of how long 1t 1s from here to
China [ left Zextoon with 1 cargo of porcclam
for Japan and traded nt for gold dust nd
from Jipan I went to Chimba to lay i a store
of chessmen and pen cases And from Chamba
Tsailed to Java which is the greatest ssland 1n
the norld Jaa ts fifteen hundrod miles from
Chamba south and southeast and 1t took. me
four months smling but 1 se2 captun cannot
pass Java by for 1t s the chuet phice for black
pepper nuimegs spihenard  galingale cu
bebs doves and 2l the spices that graw

And 1 stopped 1t varous small islinds
{rom there untd I came 1o Basma winch s
the ssland of the unicorns And there we trade
n pygmues which ignorant people think we
human folk Theyare yust twee monkey with
all the hur plucked ont except the hur of the
beard Thete 1s great money n them

I stopped at Sumatra for cocornuts and
toddy and just for water at Dragoan Drgo
1an 13 not 1 goad aity T 1s filled wath sorcerers
who huve tattooed faces At Lambre I put
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for the sago you buy from the hairy men with
tuls

Son never stop at the 1d¢ of Andaman
The men there have faces ke dogs They are
a cruel generation and ¢t every one they can
catch T eould tell you 1 story but 1 wounld not
spoil this fine spring mght Co rather to the
usland of Ceslon and see the Kings Ruby
which 15 the greatest jesel in the world 1
stopped there and at Coromandel for the
pearls the divers go down m the sea for and
there are no clothes on that 1stand so that
cvery ouc goes naked asa fish And there s the
shrme of Sunt Thoms T was there

Gujarat Thna [ stopped there The Male:
and Temale Ishinds T put mto for ambergrs
Svestrt which s full of magicans—I was
there 100 Madhgaserr and 7 wmnbar where
they Ine on camel flesh ¥ was there And from
Zanzibar 1 came north to Abyssinia because
1 hd to get an ostrich there for the King of
Siam And there was a letter and a pared) fe
the Sultan of Fgypt So I went to Cairo 1 hac
a month on my hands so I thought 1d
over and see Venice because 1ts a hobby o
mine you might say to sec the world

Now let me reckon Four and three ™
seven and four more are eleven and six
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seventeen nd let us say mne with that and
you have twenty six And the month I m for
getting on the rocks of Aden 1s twenty seven
and a week here and a weck there for bad
winds and such Iike It would be safe to put
that at three months S0 1ts two years wnd 4
half since 1 left China

You neser  says young Marco  mer 1ny
body m Chana by the name of Polo

Pohlo Pohlo Chinasa bigger place nor
you would mmagme laddic Theres half 1
hundred nullion people there

‘Thesc were foreigners  Marco explamed

traders They were 1t the court of the Great

hhan

Polo Polo? Well now Ithink Ive heard
of them Was one of them 1 big red bearded
man with a great ¢ye for a horse wnd a great
eye for a woman?

That would be my Uncle Matthew

For Cod s saket And was the other a cold
darkh man 1 good judge of jewel and a grand
udge of 1 sword?

My father Nicholas Polo

Tor Cod s sake! you re the son of onc and
the nephew of the other!

Did you know them?

Al hddie how would I be knowing peo-
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for the sago you buy from the hatry men with
tals

Son mnever stop at the 1sle of Andwmar
The men there hve faces ike dogs They are
a crud generation and et every one they aan
catch Teould tell you 4 story but T would not
sport ths fine spring mght Go rather to the
wland of Ceylon and see the hing s Ruby
which 15 the greatest jewel 1 the world 1
stopped there and at Coromandel for the
pearls the divers go down m the sea for and
there 1re no clothes on that 1slind so that
crery one goes naked Asa fish And theres the
shrine of Saint Thomas 1 was there

Gujarat Tana I stopped chere The Male
and Temale Tstands 1 put 1nto for ambergns
Syestra which 1s full of mngicians—1 was
there too Madagnscar and Zanzbar where
they ive on camel flesh Twasthere And from
Znzibar 1 came north to Abyssima because
1 had to ger an ostrich there for the hang of
St And there was a letter and a parcel foc
the Sultan of Egypt So X went to Cawro 1 hnd
a month on my hands so I thought 1d run
aver 1nd see Venice because 1t's a hobby of
mine you might say 1o see the world

Now let me rechon Four and three makes
seven and four more are cleven and six are
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A cold and bewunful princess  says Mar
co Polo

She 15 not a cold and bewuful princess
says the sea captun  She 1s warm as the sun
i early June and she mty be berunful and
1 princess but we all think of her as Golden
Bells the hetle girl n the Chinese garden

Dhd youever sec here says Marco eagerly

Tell me

I saw her before I left  says the sea cap
tam I way at the Khan s palace of Chagan
nor siyshe seemn, of the chief of the sten
ards was there wnything I could get for ham
and I n forein parts And as I was being
rowed bick along the river by my ten brawny
satlormen what did 1 pass but the garden of
Golden Bells

And there she was by the river side a lirtle
brown ship of a garl 1n green cott tnd trousers
with a flower in her dark hur

And I lower my bead 1n reverence 1s we
pass by But I hear her low merry voice by
reason of which they erll her Golden Bells

Bo master of the vessell she calls

Where do you go?

And the sailors bick water with a swish
and 1 stand up respectfully for ll she 1s only
2 shp of a girl
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I go to foreign parts Golden Bells 1
tell her to far and dangerous places tnto the
Indian Ocean To the Island of Untcorns and
to the land where men eat men

I hope you come bach safe master of the
vessel she says T hope you have a good voy
age and come back safe It must be a dreadful
stramn on your people to think of you so far
away

In all this wide land T tell her there1s
none to worry about me I have nether click
nor child

Golden Bells will worry about you
then shesaid and you in the hazards of the
sea And take this flower for luck And she
gave me the flower from her hair And let 1t
bring you luch agawnst the anger of the ocean
and the enemies all men have And let me
Lknow when you are back because I 11 be wor
ried about 2 man of China and him 1n danger
on the open sea

And wasn t that a wonderful thing from a
daughter of hubla to me a poor sailor man?

The son ol the hing of Stam came 1o woo
her with 1 hundred princes on a hundred ele
phants but she wouldn t have hum 1 dont
wish to be a queen  she told her father How
could I be a quecn® I am only Golden Bells
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Nor would she hive anything to say to the
Prince of the Land of Darkness who came to
her with sea vory and pale Arcuc gold The
sun of China 1s m my heart and you wouldn t
have me go up into the great coldness to shiver
and die?

So she rematns n her garden by the lakc
of Cranes with L1 Po the great poet um they
call the Drinker of Wine to make songs for
her and the Sanang Tung Chih the great
magician to perform wonders for her when
she 1s wearied and Bulagain her nurse to
take her to her heart when she is sad

And sad she 15 1 lot of the ume they tell
me She sits in her girden n the dusk play
g her lute and singing the Song of the Wil
Jow Branches wluch 1s the saddest love song
in the world

And why she should be singing a sad love
song 1s a mystery for lier soft brown bewuty
1s the flower of the world Yor there would be
no lack of surtors for her nor 1s she the one
to refuse love The only thing I make of 1t s
that the nght hour hisnt come

The beauty of Venice jumps to your cyes
but the beauty of this pulls 2t your heart
Little brown Golden Bells 1n her Chinese
garden singing, the song of the Willow
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Branches at the close of day Is that not
better nor Vemee?

But he got no word out of Marco Polo sit
ung with s chin cupped n tus hands And
that was the finest answer at 11t at all
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THE TIMES WENT BY AND MAPCO 1010 BUSNED
hunselt with his daily affairs Leeping track of
the galleasses with merchandise to strange far
away ports buying presents for refraetory gov
ernors who dudn t care for foreign trade m
their domuns getung wisdom from the old
clerts and knowledge from the marmers
the mamn acung s the son of a great house
while the heads of 1t were away

You would think that he would have for
gotten what the sea captun of China told him
about Galden Bells what with work and sport
and other women near him You would think
that would drop out of lus memory hile an old
nime But 1t stuck there 1s an old nime some
umes stucks and by dint of thinking he hd
her fast now 1 his mind—so fast so clear so
full of Iife that she might be some one he had
secn W hour ago or was going, to sec an hour
from now He would tunk of the now merry
now sad eyes of her and the soft sweet vouce
of her by reason of which they called her
Colden Bells and the dusky hittle face and
the hair hie blrck stk and the splotch of the

37
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red flower 1 1t She was 1s distinct to him as
the five fingers on hus hand It wasn t only she
was «lear 1n hus mind s eye but she was mside
of him dloser than his hewrt She was thee
when the sunrose so he would be saying  Its
2 grand diy 15 1n 1t surely Golden Bells  She
ws there in the dim counsing house and he
going over 1 the great intricite ledgers the
derks do be posting carefully with qulls of
the giay goose so that he would be siyng
I wonder where this 15 and that 15 Sure 1
had my finger on it only 1 moment 1go
Colden Bells  And when the dusk was fall
mg and the bats came out and the quiet of
Christ was over everything and the swallows
flew low on the great ¢<amils she would be be
side hun and never a word would he say to
her so near to him would she be
And she wrought stiangeness between im
and the women he knew the great grave lady
with the large pale mouth her that was of
s mind and the hitde blek cloak maker
with the eager red mouth her that was closer
than mund or hert to him So that the first
found fanlt with his poetry
I don t know what s come over you Marco
Polo ~and there was a touch of temper in
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her voiwce — but these poems of yours show
me you haven t your mind on your subject
Would sou mimnd telling me when I hd
bound black hur?  shesays  And you say my
bosom 1s like two lutle russet apples Now a
regular poet once compared 1t to two great
silver cups and that wns a good comparison
though 1n truth  she says  he knew as Iittle
about 1t as you And my hands are not Iike
soft Eastern flowers They re hike lihes I
don t know where you do be getung these
Eastern compansons she says  But I dont
Iike them Tell me pretty boy —she looks
suspicious — you haven t been taking any of
the strange Egypuian drugs the dark people
do be selling 1n the dun shops on the quiet
canals® Look out pretty boy! Look out!

And the hitle cloak maker grumbled when
he wisgone I don tknow what s wrong with
him  savs she  Or maybe 1ts somethng
that s wrong with myself but thus delicate
love 1sn tall it scracked up to be Itsallrght
mbooks shesays anditsagrand sight and
the pliyers doing 1t but I hike a hug  she
says  would put the breath out of you nd 2
kiss she says  you could feel 1 the soles
of yowm fect  And she hy awake and grum
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bled Let him be t1king his 1 di dx courting
to those as favor 1t says she Its not my
kind  aud she grumbled through the lonely
mght I wonder where my husband 1s now
she sud  And wasn t I the foolish girl to be
sending ham off! Sure he drnk like a fish and
beat me something crucl but he wrs a rare
lover nd the mood on him Sure 1 woman
never knows when she s well off  s1ys she

And Marco Polo didn t muss them any more
uor you d muss 1n old overcoat and the winter
past All his mind was on w s the Golden Bells
of Chim And he thought long until hus uncle
and father came 50 that he could be off with
them to the strange Chinese land

But theres no use to me gomng there

says he 1 couldnt marry her She would
langh at me hesays She vho refused the
son of the hing of Siam with his hundred
princes on a hundred elephants what use
would she have for me who s no better nor a
peddler with his pack? But 1t would be worth
walking the world buirefoot for to sce thut
lhittle golden face to hear the low sweet voice
they call Golden Bells

They came bick mn due tme his uncle
Matthew the red hairy man and Ins father
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the thin dark man who knew precious stones
And he told them he wanted to go with them
when they made their next expedition to
Chinz

We could be using you after your tram
ingn trade  says the father But Marco Polo
would take no interest in barter  Sure youd
better come along  says lus uncle Matthen

There s great sport to be had on the road
kissing and courting the foreign women and
not a word of language between jou barning
a smile and 1 laugh

I have no interest m the foreign women
Uncle Matthew

Then 1t s the horses you ve been hearmg
about the fine Arab horses faster nor the
wind and the little I ersian ponies they do be
playing polo on nd the grand Tatar hunters
that can yump the height of 1 man and they
sure footed as a goat Ah the horses the
bonny horses!

Ah sure Uncle Matthew tislitleI know
of horses Sure I know all about boats racing
and trade and war boats but 1 horse 15 not kin
to me

‘Then what the hell s the use of your going
to China®
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Ah sure thats the question Im sking
mysclt Uncle Matthew But I have to go I
do so [here 15 somcthing calling e Uncle
Matthen—a bell in my ear fathers brother
and there s a ringing bell in my heart
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1 SHALL NOW TFIT YOU HOW IT CAME \BOUT
thit Marca Polo went to China with his uncle
and [ither though lie had no eye for a bar
gamn or mterest 1n courtmg foreign women
or sense of horses

Now as you may know this was 1 gre
rehigious time The Crusaders feching shame
that the Scpulchre of the Lord Jesus should
be 1 Sarwen hands had come with horse
foot and artillery to Palesune to yive tribute
of arms to Him who had died for them on
the Bitter I'ree And great fews were per
formed md grand battles won And hings b
came samts hke Lows of France and sunts
becune hngs Iike Baldwin of Constanu
nople Mighty wonders were seen and mir
acles performed so that people sud  Now
will be the second commg of Christ and the
end of the world

And 1 great desire came on the Chnistrm
people to tell the truth of Christ to the strange
and foreign peoples of the world Sothatesery
day out of Jerusalem you would sce frirs hat
ting the road some of them to confront the

13
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wizards of the Land of Darkness and some to
argue theology with the old lamns of I'ibet
and some to convert the sunny Southern 1
lands where the youn, women do be letung
down their hur and the men do be forgetung
Cod for them And all over the world there
was spreading a great rumor that the truth
of all things was at }st known

Lsen hubla Khan had heard of 1t far off i
Cluna and he had charged the uncle and
father of Marco with a message to the Pope
of home Let the pope be sending some the
ologians to his court and they d argue the
mater out and 1if he was satisfied thav this
new rehigion was the True Rehgion then
he d turn Christian and tell hus people to turn
Christian too And let them be bringing back
same of the O1l of th¢ Lamp which burns in
the Holy Sepulchre 2t Jerusalem and 15 a cure
for all the 1lls 1n the world

And when they came to the Gy of Acre
sure the pope wis dead And they waned 2
long time but no ncw pope was chosen sc
they dearded to go back because they had a
good business there and they didn ¢ want
lose 1t And yet they know there d be tro
with the Crand khan 1f they didnt br
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brck the news of the True Religion and peo
ple to argue 1t

1ve been a long ume trading  says N1
colo  and 1ts a queer thing but the more
trading youdo the less religion you have The
arguing of rchgion would not come easy te
me And 1d be up against experts 1 m not the
man for it says he How abour you Mat
thew?

Oh sure they d never listen to me  Mat
thew Jaughs— me that s drank wuh them and
deludhered therr women and gambled unul
I lelt them nothing but the sweat of their
brows 1d be a great one to preach 1ehigion to
them Why man they d laugh at me But I
tell you what Nicolas Theres a bishop i
Negropont nd I know where he hves and
I know his house and everything What do
you s1y Nicolws® We ll just throw a bag over
bishead and tie im ona horse Oh sure he d
give grand discourses to the Great hhan!

Have sense Mauthew have sense Youre
aluays too rough always ready to end anargu
ment with a knife or just Lt what you want
Have sense man you cant hidnap a bishop
Iike you d Mdnap 1 womnn

Well Idon tsec whynot s1ys Matthew

It would be easicr too because 2 woman will
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scratch Iike a wildeat But 1f you re set agunst
it Iwontdo hesy Well then hov
about young Mnarco?

My sound man Matthew! my bully fef
low! Sure you were never 1t a loss yet} Yourt
Marcoit1s sure tisthe clegantidea There
not 4 man born of woman better for the Job

Now all the Christian world had gone rel
grous md young Marco was no exception
t1s not only the old that are rehigious
young are too but theres a dufference T
religton of old men 15 reason and translation
the rebigion of the young 1s just a burni
cloud [he tragedy of the Bitter Trec 1s 0t
usymbol to them but » reahty and their tea
are not of the spirtt but of the body 100

And there are no half way houses 1o cc
promises 1n a young man s creed It sswallo
Al or be damned to you It s belteve or be

And thunking over the httle girl in the Gl
ncse garden there hnd come mto Marco
heart a thought past endunmg If her
Golden Bells did not beheie then 1
Colden Bells was lost She might have eve
thing m this world 1n this Iife a0 empe
for a father kings for suttors 1 great poct
a mnstrel 1 wizard for an cntertamner b
once the litle blue shadow left her hody st
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was lost forever And the sight came to him
of hittle Golden Bells gong down the dun and
lonely alleys of death and weeping weeping
weeping Her eyes would be shot with
panic nd the httle mouth twisted and the
little flonery hands twitchung at each other
And 1t would be cold there for her who was
so wirm and 1t would be dark there for her
- who loved hight and the C olden Bells of her
vouce nould be lost in the whisthing and clang
mg of the stars as they swung by 1 ther or
-~ bits He to be m the great delight of paradise
- and she to be 1n the blue grey maze between
* the worlds—what tragedy!
Kngs onght bring her presents a husband
! might bring her happiness but 1f he could
ouly bring her salvation! If he could only tell
her of the Batter Tree!
The body when you came to think of 1t
mattered little All the beauty in the world
~ lcould not endure more than 1ts appomted
span Helen was dust now and Deirdre noth
¢ g What had become of the beauty af Sem
rimis Alexander s darhng  ind Cleopatm
who loved the great proconsul and Bath
shebn for whom David of the Psalins fell from
gace? And Ballis queen of Sheb with her
¢ apes nory and peacocks Dust and ashes

-
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dust and 1shes! And Scheherizade was but
strange sad sound  Beauty increased and
waned hke the moon A little shidow around
the eves 1 little crinkle n the neck the bucks
ot the hands sutienmg hike parchment Dust
md ashes dust and ashest

But the httle blue shndow would glow Iike
an Easter morning

Or 1t would be 1 poor lonely unhit shidow
m the cold gloom of the clnging worlds

Poor Colden Bells! Poor httle weeping
Colden Balls! If he could only tell her 1bout
the Btter [ree!

And then what happens but hus uncle Mat
thew claps him on the brck

How would you ke to go to China Marce
Markeen  says he  and prewch rehigion
the bemghted people!

How did vou know Undle Matthew?

flow did I know whw?

That I wanted 1o go to Ghina md pret
rchgion to the—the people!

Wdl iof that doesn t beat Banagher st
Matthew Polo  and Banaghcr beats the dest
Tell me did you ever hear an old tune it
Bundle and Gol ?

;  And so the three of them lewve npon t
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journey but at Layas where the hing of Ar
mema had his castle they heard of the elec
tion of a new pope so they came back to Acre
to get his instructions and blessing
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dust and 4shes! And Scheherzade was buta
stange sad sound Beauty merensed and
waned like the moon A hittle shadow around
the ¢yes a httle cninkle in the neck the bicks
of the hands suffening like parchment Dust
and ashes dust and ashes!

But the httle blue shadow would glow hike
n Ta%ler mnrnmg

Or 1t would be 1 paor lonely unlit shadow
n the cold gloom of the clanging worlds

Poor Colden Bells' Poor little weeping
Colden Bells! If he could only tell her about
the Bitter Tree!

And then what happens but his uncle Mt
thew ddaps him on the back

How would you like to go to China Marco
Markecn  says he  and preich rdhgion o
the bemghted people!

How did you know Uncle Matthew?

How did I know what?

That I wanted to go to China mnd prerch
rehigion to the—the people!

Well af that docsn ¢ beat Banagher  says
Matthew Polo  and Banaghcr beats the devil!
Tell me did yon ever hear 1 old tune called
Bundle and Go! ?

And so the three of them leave npon ther
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ourney but at Layis where the Ving, of Ar
nerua had his castic they he wd ol (he el
1on of 2 new pope so they cume ek 10 Acpt
0 get his wstructzons asud blesag
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THF 10TE 5AID A CRAND MAS> FOR THTM AN
at the gospel he enters the pulpit a butly fig
ure of 2 man with sad cyes

The blessing of the Tather and the Son
and the Holy Chost be with you and about
you Amen

it 1s not 0 you Nicolo Polo that I w 1sh
to spcih nor o you Matthew lolo for na
ther of you are my 1mbrssadors to the Crext
Rhan Merchant ind sportsman I honor you
and you have my blessing but you have no
hopes of mung The dirty divasions of the
world are between your eyes wnd jlory  sud
he Its only mysclf an old and sorrowful
mn and this dald 1 yeung nd hopelul one
«w understand  old men having sight of v
sions nd young men dreaming dreams

Now 1n the matter of converting the Gieat
Khan and his numerous milhions first let wis
dom speak Ihave ittle hopes He wants to be
wyued 1nto 1t you see Religton 1s not a mat
ter of argument It 1s a wisdom that surpisses
wisdom It drifts i men s souls 1s the fogg
dew comes unbidden to the trees It 1s born

50
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before our soul as the horned moon 1< born
belore our eyes

And now my child you mght say What
15 the use of sending me to China af he knows
I cannot bring these millions 1nto the fold?
My dear son there 15 the wisdom surpassing
wisdom A gicat and noble thought must not
die Things of the spint we cannot rechon
1 husbandman reckons his crops There 1s 1
folk on the muches of Europe and they wie
cver going mnto battde and they always fall
Thesr results are nothing But then name and
their glory will endurc forever

My dar son God has put wisdom mn my
head wnd beauty mto yours Wisdom 1s needed
for the governance of this world but beaury
s needed for its cxstence In and deserts
there 15 no Iife Bnds do not sing in the dirk
of mght Show me a waste country and Il
show you a Lrutal people No futh can hive
that 1s not beautiful

The beauty God has put 1n your heart
¢hild you must alway keep How much
1 thmk of 3t 1 1l tell you 1 m an old man now
an old and broken wan and 1 a few years
111 stand before my Master

W hat hve you seen on my earth  Hell

ask me vou who followed St Peter!
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Lord' Lordl Tl tell lum Ire stu’;
mighty things 1 ve scen the bridegroo® m“k
s bride and the hing has langdow the hud
ster leave hus booth and the reaper droP s
hool that they might rescuc Your Holy §¢
pulchre from pagan hands

Aund anything else> He il ash

And Ive scen 1 young man go out wt
the desert and over hys heid was 1 star

You my think you have faled cinld but
remember that i the coming times yout
name and fame will awaken beauty and
many s the traveler on the hard road will fin!
s courage again and he thinking ot Marco
Polo And many s the young man will dream
drcams and many s the old man will sece v
sions ind they reading the book by the gol
candle hght and many s the young girl will
grve you love and you dead for centuries Bue
for this you must heep your dreum

Now you Il think 1t s the quecr pope Im
to be telling you things like this mstead of
demanding convcrts But the wisdom that sur
passes wisdom comes to you with the Anomt
ing of the Ot I knew 1 man i Christ
above f({nnwn years ago  writes Sunt Paul

(whether 1n the body 1 cannot tell or
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whether out of the body I cannot tell God
knoweth )

How that he was caught up into paradise
and heard unspeakable words which 1s not
lawful for a man to utter

Nou jou see there 1s a wisdom surpassing
wisdom 2nd 1t 15 out of this fount of wisdom
Fam drawing when I speak to you these words

Child T wall not keep you any longer
Inly to say thus and this 1s the chiefest thing
1ever let your dream be taken from you ]\ccp
it umpoued from the world In darkneds and
n tribulation 1t will go with you as 1 friend
but m wealth and power hold fast to 1t for
then 1s danger Let not the mrsts of the world
the gay diversions the hutle tnfles draw you
from glory

Remember!

St oblitus fuero tus Jerusalem — {1 for
get thee O Jerusalem —

Obliviont detur dexiera mea-ley my
night hand forget her cuning—

Adhaereat lingua mea fancibus mey %
non memmncro tur — 1f 1 do not Temengy,
thee ler my tongue clenie to the T00f ¢f .
mouth—

St non proposuero Jeru . 1 prn
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Ceorgin whose kangs are born with the mark
of an eagle on their nght shoulder They
passed through Persin where the mngianos
worshup fire And they passed through the
aty of Saba where sleep the three mag who
came to worshup At Bethlehem and their
nimes were haspar Balthasar and Melchior

And they passed through Camadi where
greac rams are md rabbers roan through the
magical darkness And they passed northward
of the Perilous Valley where the Devil s Head
15 11 black stone and that 1s one of the mne
entrinces to hell and passed the Valley of the
Couhadnils where there are serpents tive fath
oms an length 1nd passed the Valley of Cruel
Women who b preaious stones m place of
s

And they went through the Dismal Desert
where no streany sang

And in the desert they passed the Trees of
the Sun and Moon which speak wuth the
votces of men And it was from the Speaking
Tree that Alexander heard of his death And
1t was near there that he and Dnus fought
And they passed the Arbre Sec the Dry Tree
which has a green barl. on one side ind wiite
on the other and there are no trees withn 2
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ired miles of that tree and 1t 1s sprung
1 the staff of Adam
d they passed through Balkh the Mother

E:ucs And they passed through Tathan
e the great salt mountans are And they
ked through Badashan where the moun
hs of the rubtes are And they passed
[ough Kashmir whose women are very
wnful and whose magicians weave the
ongest spells 1n the world

‘And moons were born wnd died

And they came to Alamoot the fortress of
nex de Monte the Old Man of the Moun
in the hing of the Assassins the greatest
1zard of all ume

Now this 15 the tale of the Old Man of the
{ountain

Whenever within his dominions there was
fine young horseman the Old Man would
ut a spell on hum ind draw nm to the Castle
f Alamoot 1nd outside of the castle sleep
ould come on him And when he woke up
¢ would be mnside the custle 1n the wonder
1l gardens And they d tell him he was dead
nd m paradise And paradise 1t would be for
1m what with the lovely women and the
great playing on the flutes the birds singing,
and the sun sluning the crystal nivers and ¢
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hundred miles of that tree and 1t 1s sprung
rom the staff of Adam

And they passed through Balkh the Mother
of Ciies And they passed through Taihin
where the great salt mountams are And they
passed through Badashan where the moun
tamns of the rubies are And they passed
through hashmir whose women are very
beauuful and whose magicians weave the
strongest spells 1n the world

And moons were born and died

And they came to Alamoot the fortress of
Senex de Monte the Old Man of the Moun
tain the hing of the Assassuing the greatest
wizard of ll nme

Now thus 15 the tale of the Old Man of the
Mountain

Whenever within his domintong there was
a fine young horseman the Old Vap would
put a spell on hum and draw bym 1 e Castle
of Alamoot wnd outside of the 1o stecp
would come on him And when he y ot e up
he would be wside the castle 5 the wonder
ful gardens And they & tell hyyy he was des?
and mn parrdise And panadise would bef*

; hum what with the lovely Women and -

great playing on the ftes thep g 5p e o

and the sun shining the erygyy ers an
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AND SO THEY WENT ON £ ASTWARD LVER EAST
ward and the moons were born grew waned
and died

They pssed through Khotin where the
divers bring up jude from the rivers whie
jide and black jade and green jade vemed
with gold They passed through Camnl the
shameful caty whose women are far and wan
ton whose men are cuckolds And they prssed
through the province of Chiungolos wherc
are the mountuns of the Salamanders 1hey
passed through the aty of Campicha where
there are more adols than men  And they
pssed through the great ety of Samarkand
where the € reen Stone 15 on which Tunurs
throne was set And moons were born
and died

1hey passed through Tangut where the
men will not carry the dead out thiough the
daor of a house but must break a hole m the
wall  And they passed through haalcha
where there 1re snow white camdls And they
passed through the Iinds of Prester John

And now they were m the Tatar linds

Go
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There passed them lowing musk oxen There
pissed them the wild asses of Mongoha Therc
passed them the barbarians with their great
tents on wheels There passed them the black
Jowled sivage 1dolaters There passed tham
the pretty white faced women There passed
them huge 1bominable dogs

And they came to the town of Lob and a
new moon arose and they entered the Desert
of the Singing Sands



X

WIHIRIVIR 11H1Y WENT NOW WAS SAND AND A
dull haze that mde the sun look like 2 copper
comn And a great silence fell on the caravan
and nothing was heard but the crunch of the
camels puls and the unkle of the cunels
bells And no green thing was seen
And a great terror fesl on the earvvan 50
that one night 1 thurd o the carivan deserted
‘The rest went an 1n silence under the dull
un And now they cane across a village of
white skcletons grinnipg an the silent sand
And 2t night there w <knmlung heard not

P O N S e I N LT
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terror saying  Were we ever any place where
green was where birds sing or there was
sweet water? Or maybe we are dead Or maybe
this was all our hfe and the pleasant towns
and the lamphght in the villages and the apr1
cots n the garden and our wives and chil
dren maybe they were all 2 dream that ne
woke 1 the muddle of Let us he down and
sleep that we may dream agamn

But Marco Polo would not let them hie
down for to lie down was death Buchedrove
them onward ind agam they complaned
Surely Cod never saw this place that He left
it so terrtble Surely He w1s never here He
was never here

And now that their minds were pitched to
the height of madness the warlochs of the
desert took shape and jeered at them and the
white sheeted ghosts fiitted alongside of them
and the goblins of the Gobi harried them
from belund  And the sun was hke dull cop
per through the haze and the moon ke 1 gut
tering candle nd stars there were none

And when the moon was at 1ts full they
c1me to the Hill of the Bell And through the
n1ht the Bell went gongh gongh gon i un
ul they could feel it an every fiber of their
bodies amd therr shin atched with 1t Th}



66 AIFSSER MARCO 1010

would stop their ears But they would hea?
1t the patms of therr hands ind the soles of
thewr feet Gongh gongh gongh
And when they left the Hill of the Bell
there were only six of the crravan left and
multatude of white shected ghosts And the
crrwan plodded onnard dully And now the
warlocks of the descrt played another cruclf
Afrr off they would put 7 scamng of 1 1ake
and the erivelers would press on gladly o
g There 15 nater! water! Cod Iivest Cod
Iises! But there was only sand  And now 1t
would be 1 green vision and they would cry
Wehave com o the edge ol e desert. Aluer
the long mght dawn God hves' Cod lives!
But there would be only snd sand And now
1t would be a eity of shuning domes o the dis
rafitcAnd they would nudge one nother
and cronh There are men there  brother
secure streets and merchants n therr booths
people to tall with and water for our peor
throats \Bm there would be only sind sand
and 4 And they would cry like children
God s dend! Hwen t you heard Don ¢ you
fnow Cod 15 derd i His hewen and the
warlocks are Jooscd on the land?
Andonlhc Iast dry of the maoon they were
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all but m sight of the deserts edge though
they didn t know And the gobhns and the
warlocks took counsel for they were now
afrard Marco and his few people would es
cipe They gathered together and they read
the runes of the Flowing Sand
And suddenly the camels rushed sgreaming
into the desert with sudden panic and hurn
mng wind exme and the sands rose and g
desert heeled like a ship and the day became
mght
And young Marco Polo could sing -
more That was the end the end of hyy, the
cnd of the world the end of everything There
was red darkness everywhere ang he woulg
sec nobody O my Lord Jesus! he med g
little Golden Bells! The wind boopeq Lke
an organ The sind screvmed g o Lor |
Jesus! O lietle Golden Bells! Ang the vrme
of tus father and undle were i LA
ing of birds  Wheres the Ly, 1
Where s our lad®  Mark Mag, e o
you got e’ Lad ol our heart w]q oo n
But they couldn t find each othy. - ;;r
buffeted them like shuttlecocks . Ye -
The sands snarled ltke 2 doge they ,,:“"'\
mered hke drums  Oh GOIJQ;

Phrem
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Goldey, Belis o my Lorq Jesus must
1t end hc Tep
I the 1ght Yent o of hum and a p,,
sobb ohke 1 him o, Ihehy doy WD to die



I SHALL NOW TLLL YOU OF GOLDEN BELLS
ANI HER IN THE CHINESE GARDIN



Xy

1 WOULD }11VE Y OU NOW SET HER As 1 5LF HER
standing betore Lt Po the great poet 1 her
green costumne And 11 Po big fu with sad
cyes md a twisted mouth uncomfortible 15
be damnced The sun shone m the garden the
butterities the red and biwk 1nad golden but
terfies htted from blossom to blossom And
the bees droned  And on the bnks of tht
green hike the hinghshar tunncled bis wee
house nd the wind shook the blowsoms of
the pple trees And 11 Tosat on the marble
shb and was very uncomfortible And n AR
dark bower was Sanang e migiain brood
mg Ithe 10 onl And Colden Bedls stond be
fore Ls Po and thare ware hurt tows m her
Lyes

Dud oy father or 1 oever do anything to
you L1 Po thu you should mike 1 song sud
s thes ang w the mahet plice

What sony,

Fhe Song of the Codhitoo

U don ¢ ramanber

Hirenmundyou Inlo  Sheseahghted ot
the bakony of the hing of Anpun the song

b1l
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And ¥ go doun to the dninking booths™
and the passion of drinking comes on me-2
fury 1gunst mysell and a fury aganst the
world And the folk do be following e to se¢
sull I 1ot drop one gem of verse that they can
tell there grandchiddren they heard from the
lips of La Po Apd when my heart 1s high with
the drinking 1 take 1 lute from a travelng
poct and pot knowwng what [m saying I
compose the song Ont of fallow sorron bloom
the httfe songs You mustn t be hard on an old
man wee Colden Bddls and be thialung lovg
for lus dead friends

Ah poor I3 Po  she sud and she hd
grown i soft aigun Iy u so terrible 1o be
old¢

Now you ask me 1 question € olden Bells
and T8 give you an wmnswer Besides u s part
of my duues to texch vou wisdom Now 118
not ternible dung e ol wall o be old 1
see the young folk start out an hife and belore
them theres the showers of Aprl theres
wind and hea ind thunder and hghtnng
But Fmow wam brewn October and a0l of
stsgone by mo And o hde while Il sleep
and tistncdu Codhep e Theold don¢
sleep much wee Colden Bedls so t1s a com
fort to look forward to onc s rest after the
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AND NOW WIIEN MARGO POLO W AS RESTED AND
had recovered they brought hum from the
Consent of the Red Monks to whiere the hian
wasan the aty of Chandu Now there were
%o palaces in Chandu there was the winter
palace which was of marble and the swnmer
palace which was of gilt cane Around these
palaces there was built a wall sixteen mules in
compass and nside of 1t was a park of foun

@mns and rivers and brooks with the speckled
frout i them and meadows with the Ik ot
her ease in the grass and trees of all varteties
where the Lttle birds do be building and
none to grudge them a home And all the wild
ammals were abundant the unud hare and
the wild deer and the wee croaking frogs

long legged colts by therr white mothers and
hittle dogs tumbling over themselues with the
sport of spring Brown bees among the clover

strawberries 1n profusion trees would delight
your eyes and brown cows and black cows

ar.. JBpled moiles under the great leaves of
them and lambs would be snowy of fleece All
the flowers of the world were there the para

77
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dise of wild things 1t was the park of kubla
Khan

In \anadu did Kubla khan quoted young
Randnll
A stately pleasure dome decree
Where Alpht the sicred river ran
Through caverns measureless to man
Do «n to a sunless sea
So twice five nules of fertle ground
With walls and towers were girdled round
And there were gardens bri,ht with smuous nlls
Where blossomed many an incense bearing tree
And here were forests ancient as the hills
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery

Whose poem 1s thit poem Brian Oge?

It 15 a poem of Coleridge s Malachy

I thought 1t was maybe a poem of Col
quitto Dall McCracken of Skye that one of
you lads had put English on It 1s a poem of
the head you ken and Colquitto bemg a
dark man could only see with the eye s ghost
But 1t hasn t the warmth the hie of the work
ofBlnd Colquitto Brian Oge do you mnd
the poem Angus VMore Campbell of Rathln
wrote to Colquitto Dall?

Is aotblunn dutd Colqutto Dall  11¢
membered It 15 happy for thee blind Col
quitto who dost not see much of women If
thou wert to sce what we see thou wouldst
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be tormented even as I am My sorrow O
God that I was not stricken blind before I
saw her amber twisted hair!

Thats 1t thats 1t Brian Oge But this 1s
not the place to be talhing of poetry There
Is no poetry n this story

Ewill now tell you of Marco Polo and hun
entering the presence of the Great Khan



XV

Anp Marco POLO WAS BROUCHT INTO THF
presence And 1mong all wssembled chee you
could hear a pm drop

At the north end of the grext hall s
the hhan humself and Mareo Polo nearly
dropped with surprise for where he c‘tpccm§
a2 great magmbicent figure of 1 man with
ety shumng from his eyes he saw only 2
plewsare bearded man not quarter so well
dressed as the memest servant on the roow
and 1 fine welcommg smile in hus free
thione was clevated so that Ins fect were on
the level of the heads of the hnsmen of the
Blood Reyal bencath hum and they mn silk
and ermne and e broeades and jeuels And
beweath these were the barons and dukes wd
hiughts And boncath these were the captams
of the hghting men three thousand and three
And benenth these were the musicans wnd the
sorcerers And behmd hubla hhan very big
very erect swod hus three great servants 1he
heeper of the Hunuug 1 copards the heeper
of the Speakmng, Drums and the keeper of the
hhan s Swords

8o
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And beside hubla khan on a hittle throne
sat Golden Bells And 1t was the sipht
of her more than the sight of the great assem
bly that dumbed the words 1 his mouth And
Kubla was smuling at hum and she was sl
g oo

And hubla saw there ¢as omethin, wrong
with him  that there was embarrassment on
lim and he rose from his throne

There 1s welcome for you here Marco
Polo and no enmity There is iterest mn and
eagerness for your message There 1s none
here will criticize you or make it hard for you
Let there be no shame on you mn speaking be
fore so many people Say whatyouha ¢ 1,y
as 1f there were nobody here if that v 1 ety
you barmng myself and the hul :‘4:1,¢|141
beside me

O Ewmperor the words «2r.e fueg 1
Marco Polo and ye gi€at pries  (quyer
and marquises counts b,y aned bt
gesses and people of all degery &by ™
the light of the world grace te ¢, Jou
peace from Cod our Fathe o s p
Lord Jesus Chrst!

The message 1 have to -, yow 270
give m the words of Fim § -, prefe -
sage it 15
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Beat: paupercs spnritn —Blessed are the
poor 1n spirit
Quomam 1psorum est regnuni caclorum
~for thetrs 1s the kigdom of heaven
Beats mites —Blessed 1re the meek
And Marco Pole went on and quoted for
them the words that were spoken on the
Mount m Galilee And they hsiened to hun
with great owvility and atiention And lude
Golden Bells leaned forward wah her chin
on her hands and hubla lewned back m s
throne wath his eyes hall closed
Put I say unto you thai ve resist not evi
but whoever shall smue thee on the right
check turn to hum the other also And
ths the € rew hhan loaked up puzzled wd 2
mavenment went through the fighung men m
the hall Bt wee Colden Belbs nover budged
4 minute 1nd Marco Polo nent on
& factwm est cum consummassel Jesus
verha haee ~And 1t came to pass when Jesus
had cnded these sayings the people were as
tomshed at fus doctrine
I shall now el you of the hife and death
of the Lord Jewus
He wold thom of the birth in Bethichan
wnd of the teaching on the hills and the pocts
nodded their heads and he told them of the
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cleansing of the lepers and of the casting out
of devils and the raising of Lazarus from the
dead and the magicians wondered and he
told them of the betrayal by Judas with a hiss
and the captainsatarms shuffled 1 therr
seats and he told them of the scourging and
of the crowning with thorns and the Creat
khan sniched his dagger 1n and out of the
sheath And a must of tears came nto the eyes
of Golden Bells
And he told them of the cruafixion be

tween two thieves and a great oath nipped
from the beard of hubla khan and the sitver
tears ran from the eyes of Golden Bells

And on the third day He arose from the
dead

And a great shout came from the throat of

Kubla khan and he stood up

He arose from among, the dead men 111
warrant He showed himself to the Roman
Pilate 1n all His power and majesty—

No  said Marco Polo

Then He showed humself to the thou
sands who had seen him die upon the gallows
treet

No  said Marco Polo

Who saw Him then?
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Hig wehe Apostles and they o, a h],
Toom!

nd Kup, Khap 31t doyypy suddenly nd

Sud ng more There hasg Momene ¢ murmyr

of “onder Mmong (fe ssembly and they g

nce Apg larco 4 leart fe And pe was

3 s ¢ greqe Politenesg of

the Chmcse beople and of Cohlcn By pity
yes
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WHEN KUBLA KIIAN DISMISSED THE ASSEMBLY
and he took Marco Polo 1nto a sitting room
and Golden Bells came with them

And what did you think sir of what I
sid? And can you not see sir the truth thats
n me?

Well now laddie said the Great khan

when we come to examine this sermon you

quoted to us what 1s there 1 1t but the rule
of the nghteous man? Weve had a great
thinker and pious man of our own Con
fucius I'm not a reading man  says he  but
Ive got an 1dea says he that theresnta
thing you said but 1s embraced n the Am
lects Andif 1t 1sn t 1t 1l be n the teachings of
the Lord Buddha

Ah but sir Marco Polo sud  youll
have to admit that He of whom I speak was
the true God made man

Now laddic remember Im an old man
set a1 my head and my ways and Ive been
used to one belef so long 1t would be 1
changmng So don t press me now dont
me I ash you
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going further Sure youd be up agamnst the
sorcerers of the world Theyd ask you for a
sign and you d have no sign and they d have
signs 1 abundance I wouldn t think of let
ting you go aganst them Fair play s a jewel
and you wouldn t have a chance Theze s the
Red Pope from Tibet and there s the Black
Magician from Korea and a hundred mmor
ones and the Warlock of the North from the
Islands of Ice who governs the hail and the
snow Chuld I wouldn t let you get mnto the
same ring with them They d rum you

But sir wasn t 1t a great nuracle of the
Lords my rescue in the Gobi Desert?

A muracle of the Lords! A muracle of
Golden Bells here It was her magictan st
you and she had the message put on the
drums and the desert patrols went to scch
you It was herself here wee Colden Bells
And Golden Bells mouth gave a smlc of
shame that his thought should be bioken 1n
hus mund

Along way I m after comung sy Marco
Polo and when I set out my hearg was high

Now don t be taktng 1t too hard says the
Kkhan Lmdly Sure theresa pawcr of g
you can be doing here \Inybc you can do
something with Lt Po sayshe | g ke b0
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for you to try The man 15 worrying the hic
out of me with s drimbing I never Anow
when he goes out whether he 1l come back all
right or feet foremost on 1 door For hes got
the bitter tongue when the drnks w um
and Chun could 1} afford to lose hum And
there are some of my ciptams and the wne
they re always piping 15 Warl Wart Warl
And let s show up this Alesander who sud e
conquercd the world  And Tm past the age
when you make war for devilment So feg you
be helping me out with them Marco Polo
But Marco Polo knew this was only meant
m kinduess and his heart was brohen
Ah wee hdy —he turned to Golden
Belis — wee lady wee Idy why didnr you
let me die snt the desert? Why didn ¢ I die?
And why should you die Marco Polo?
Herlow swedt voice rang m the heart of hun
Duda ¢ you came here o gne your message?
And to mike converts® And didn t 1 hear your

messige’ And am not | your convert Marco
Polo?
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AND Now THE PLACE OF L1 1 0 Was USURPED
and gone Sanang with lus magic glass and n

the jasimime garden by the Lake of Cranes

Marco Polo sat and instructed Golden
Bells



Xvi

i
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AND ik TOID OF THE FLsHT wro Eover
when savage Herod reigned and of the Jew
1sh mud and her chiid sleeping beneath the
shadow of the great Sphins whsle the shades
of the old Afnc gods looked on m reverence,
Amenalk nd Thath and the moon horned
To Isss and Osrs And the pamied hangs
knelt sn therr pyrsuds and out of the slug
gish Nile came the strange aquutic popula
uon the torpid crocodies and monstrous
water hzards and the greas huppoporisns hum
bered to bow belore the htle Lord of alt
things

And he told her how Satan had tempted
Ham on the loncly black crags

But you are nor hstenmg hitle Golden
Bells—

Indeed T am listemng Marco Polo Yes §
sndeed Lam [ ove to hear sour voree \fucoy
Polo You are so carnest Marco Polo there!
15 such a bight in your ¢yes Listen Marco,,
Palo Li Poonce wrotea poem  White Gleam
the Culls and st 35 the poem by which he sse
best known and every tune § heax 1t there 384

g0
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an echo in my heart But Marco Polo I never
listened to L1 Pos song so cagerly as I am
Listening to your voice

But you are not taking 1t 1n lhittle Colden
Bells

It 15 very hard to take in Marco Polo It
happened so long ago Itis hard to think of 2
tragedy 1n a strange country and we 1n this
garden on the second moon of spring And 1t
was 50 very long ago Do you hear the bees
Marco Polo~the bees among the almond blos
soms> And sec the blue heron by the lotus
flowers® And do you sce the lide tortose
Marco Polo and he sunning himself on 1 leaf?
If 1 throwa pebble Marco Polo he will dive
and he 1s such a clumsy diver Marco Polot

But you must histen Colden Bells and be
heve me

I do believe Marco Polo 1 honestly do
Don ¢ you know 1 believe you? Anything you
51y Marco Polo I beliese lou wouldnt be
coming all the way over the woild to be tell
ing me a lie Of course 1 believe

And doesn ¢ 1t make you happy Golden
Bells?

Once I was unhappy Marco Polo I used
to st here and on my lute I used to play the
Song of the Willow Branches which 1s the



In Must be sup-
n ¢ W wha Wis by 1y very
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AND HE TOLD HER OF PAUL WHO HAD SEEN A
vision and gone preaching through the world
who was persecuted who was shipwrecked
who was bitten by a viper and who survived
cverythng that he might preach the Lord
Jesus He was a fierce ragged man with burn
ng eyes And he told her of Pauls mn
structions to woinen

You do not look at me when you speak
Marco Polo Only your voice comes to me not
your eyes Is it because of Paulr

And Marco Polo felt great trouble on hun

because he could not explamn But Golden
Bells went on

There 15 Iittle in your faith about women
Marco 1olo Is it a faith only for men then?
Is 1t agamst womene Must the young men not
look at the young women?

No Golden Bells the young men must
not look too much on the young women

But that 1s very foolish Marco Polo st
wrong, to see the beauty of the almond blos
soms wrong to taste the scented wind? Is 1t
wrong to watch the kingfisher seehing s

98
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nest Is 1t wrong to warch the moon the stars
All these are very beautful Marco Polo s
bewmnful as to mrhe me cry Isat wiong 10
watch them?

it 15 not wrong € clden Bells The glery
of Cad 15 n the betuy of fus handcralt

Li Po 15 old and wise and 1 grent poct
Marco Polo and Li Po says there 1s beauty
a ranmng horse and heauty m a runmng
stream but there 15 no beauty ike the beanty
of 2 young woman and she letting down her
bair Cod made the beaaty of women o0
Marca Pola as well as the beausy of the stas
Won t you please explain to we Marco lolo
Why <haudd 11 Yo s1y one thing wmd Sum
{aul another’

Bat Colden Bells Samnt Paul s mspsred
of Cod

But L1 o 1 msprred of Cod 100 Matco
folo You snustn t be thanking htdde of Lt Po
He s fat tad old and drunhen buae when be
sings Marco Pola 1t s the song of the wander
myg stars But why must not the young men
louk at the young women Maico Polo® Why
must thuy not ook wuth thar cyes?

It will be Dard for e to tell you Colden
Bells~—

Look at me now Marco Polo 1sfi wp
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your eyes and look 1nto my eyes Is there evil
m me Marco Polo that your eyes should
avoud me as the fox avoids the dog? Or maybe
I am not beautiful Maybe they told me
wrong because T was a lng's daughter and
they would not have me think little of myself
Maybe I am not beautiful Marco Polo may
be I hurt your eyes—

Ah Golden Bells the Little horned moon
1s not more beautiful

Then why must not the young men look
at the young women Marco Polo? You are
here to mstruct me Won ¢ you tell me whyr

Maybe—maybe—maybe 1t 15 for fear of sin
Golden Bells

Sin? Stnt Why should there be sin? I know
stn Marco Polo They have warned me
Against 1t since I crept upon the floor There
are two sins There 1s meanness Marco Iolo
and there 1s cruelty and those are the only
sims I know your heart Marco Polo there 1s
no meanness there You would not have come
here were you mean The mean do not travel
afar for other people And cruelty! Surely you
would not be cruel to me Marco Polo You
would not be cruel o anybody dear Maico
Polo You would not be cruct to me?
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AND ONE DUSL THE MOON ROSE OVER THE
Chinese garden and Marco Polo finished tell
g her of what John saw on Patmos and he
an old man
Ven: Domine Jesu
Gratia Domunt nostrs Jesu Christs cum
ommbus vobis Amen!
It 15 very difficult Marco Polo I dont
quite understand
I don t quite understand myself Golden
Bells But that 1s all I can tell you But you
will understand more he smid My mussion
1 finished now nd I will go back I will stop
at the court of Prester John and he will send
a blSth surely or some great cardinal to bap
tize you and to teach you the test
You will go back? A great pamn stabbed
her I never thought somehow of you as
soing back
I have come on a mussion Golden Bells
and 1 must go back
There 1s a2 woman maybe 1 Venice—
And she turned her head away from him and
from the moon
97
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1 would not have you thinking ‘1
Colden Bells There 15 none sn Vemee:
duty fram me And 1f the queen of the wo
were there and she pledged to me I+
never look ay her and 1 after hnowwg,
Calden Bellst

Is st money Marco Polo? she whispe
1 the dusk It 1s maybe your uncle 1nd
father are pressing you to return Let you
worry then for my father the Crear khan
seitle with therm too There 15 not a hor
all Tartary that your uncle cannot have
awoman ather And your fathercan b

the jewels of the treasnry nd all the sw
too even the swand with which my father
quered China My father will give him ¢}
Tk Ontly let you not be lenang thisn
In garden

Dear (olden Bells 1 snte that bt
came hore far converts—

Oh Marco Palo histen! There 15 a fo
hai fung fu and they are an eval Jolk a8
cowardly foll and my {ather abhors thu
shall sk my father to send capnamns of !
aod fighting men to comvert thom 6§
farth Marco Polo or lop off thesr heads *
we can send a few hundreds o the Pop
Rome and he will never know how they?
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omerted and he will be satisfied Only let
you not be gong away from me 1n my moon
It garden You will only be turmng to trade
Marco Polo and marrying a woman Let you
stay here 1n the moonlit garden!

Ah little Golden Bells there 15 no place
Jn the world like your moonhit garden There
is no place Id be liefer than in the moonlit
garden But Intle Golden Bells I set out
Aife to preach the Lord Jesus crucified It was
Jor that I came to Chima
4 Let you not be fooling yourself young
lM:lrcn Polo Let you not always be ascribing
0 God the things that are mine You did not
‘Eome to preach to China you came to see me
¢ nd your mind surred up with the story the
r(en aptamn told of me playmg Willow
Branches by the Lake of Cranes O Marco
Polo beloie you came there were the moon
and the sun and the stars and I was lonely
O Marco Polo  she cried you wouldn t go
You couldn t ga! What would you be doing
‘In cold Venice far from the warm mooulit
garden
¢ Sure Il be lonely too little Colden
Bells a white monk in a monastery praying
for you
" But I don t want to be prayed for Marco
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Polo  She stamped her foot 1wt te be
Toved And there you bave it out of me wda
great shame to you that you mde me 51y 3t
me that was desired of many nd wounld have
no man unul you came  And swely 1t s the
harsh Cod you have made out of The handly
Person you spoke of And f1s not He would
htve my heut broken and you tunmg yous
self snto a crabbad monk  And how do you
know your preaching will comvert any? st
few you comvarted hae \h T sorry dear
Mareo Polo | shoukin thave satd it but there

ssdespair on e and T afr ud of losing you
Tistrue though ¥ have nothing nobody

1o show

Youhmeme Ampotlconveried® \mpot
I Christrin Mano Polo It s tell you
somcthing 1 osud to my fuher Towanted 1o
marry you and 1 asked ham of he woukd gne
you 1 province to gorern and he sud Sure
and nedeome And Eashad ham for Yangehan
the plesantest cary w2l Chim And hie sud
Sure wd wekome C olden Bedls And ¥ rold
him we would be married and go there amd
govern has people hindly  And you woukdnt
shame me before my oun frther wd Alf the
people of Cluna You couldn t do that Mared
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Polo Marco Polo —she came toward um
her eyes shimng — let you stay!

Christ protect me! Christ guide me! Christ
before mel

Marco Polo!

Christ behind me!

The moon Marco Polo and me Colden
Bells and the mghtmgale 1n the apple treet

Christ on my nght hand! Christ on my
left! Christ below met

Her arms were around lus neck ber cheek
tame close to his

Mareo Polo! Marco Polo!

Christ 1bove mel

My Marco Polo!

O God! Golden Bells!

And he put his arms around her and his
cheeks to hers and all the battle and the dis
dppointment and the fear and the stiangeness
went out of hin And down by the like l:\c
wee frogs charruped and i the apple "cc':“‘;
mghtingale never ceased from smg"‘lg and
Uy stayed there shoulder to shoulder e
<heek (o check And the moon rose hig
And it scemcd only 2 moment they were (l‘cl:lcc
until they heard the voice of Li 1o n
garden i

Are you t -
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finest of women but 1 plensant thing lhe d
long putt sunk or the hirst sibmon of the e
caught hke 1 wrout or the ball chrough the
goal bufore the wlustle blows® And 1heres
many a wdli fitled belly over 1 hungry soul

But a story 15 how destiny 5s internoven
the fine 1 gallant wd the tragwe poims of
ife And you musin t Jonk 2t them with the
eyes of the body but you must feel with the
antennx of your bung Now if you werc 10
look at the Lord Jesus with pbysical eyes what
would 1 be but 2 hindly ¢raey man and He
conung o 3 hard and bitter ende Look 1t 1t
ssmply and what was the story of Troy but 1
dirty row over 1 womIn?

But often umes he stones with the end
ings that grocer s daughters do not be hikang
are the stories that are worth winle And the
worth while stories do be lasting Never chip
1 story half ways because the Widow Robin
son doesit ¢ hihe 1o hnve her mund disturbed
14 she warmung her breadth a1 the fire The
Widow Robmson may have 2 white com to
buy a book with and think you rc the grand
author entirely wwd you plassing her Bue the
Lord God who gave you the storses will
know you for a louse

1 call 10 your mund the stories of the great
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Enghsh writer—the plays of the Prince of Den
mark and the poor blind hing on the chiff
and the Scottish chieftan and his terrible
wife The Widow Robmson will not like
those stories and she will be Leepmg her
white com But those stories will endure
forever

I will now tell you of Marco Polo and
him leaving China



YOU MUST SFF FIN NOW AS IIF WAS SLVENTFEN
yeurs after he bad come 1o China and {out
teen years after hus wife lutle Goldeu Betls
had dsed alean figure of a man wuth his hatv
streaked with gray 1 lean hard face on hu
and savage eyes and alf the bady of hun steel
and whalebonc from niding on the Great
b s busmess and rching fast and fursous
sa that be waght sleep and forget bue forget
ung never cuue o hun You mught
thinh he was a barsh o from tus Tue wd
eyes but he wis che stright man i dmnits
tering juste nd he had dhe soft hean for
the poar—the haart of Golden Bells He was
sty mosved to inger but the fme Chinese
people never minded bt knowing he was b
suffcring man I hough never a word of (ol

din Bully cume from hiss smouth barring may

be that line of Date s the saddest line m (i€
world and (hat he vsed to repert to humsel

and no one there

la Lella prersma
Clemufut ha che ms fu tolts V> WS
©hen from me Fakeu? Taken from mdd
beshy
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And sometimes a look would come over his
ficeas 1f he were listening for a voice to speak
~hstemng Distening and then a wee harsh
laugh would come from him very heartbreak
g to hear and whatever was his hand
papers or a niding whip he would pitch down
and walk away

He had yust come 1n from the borders of
the Arctic lands from gwving the khans or
ders to the squat hairy tribes who live by the
1y shores and had come to the garden by the
Lake of Cranes the garden where the Golden
Bells of singing and laughter were dumb this
amiful of years and he was alone and the his
tening look was on his face when there came
Rublaand L1 Po and the old magician

Now hubla was very old so old he could
hardly walk and very fra1l and L1 Powasvery
old too and gray m the face and sadder 1n
the eyes than ever and the magician s whate
beard had grown to his knees but there was
10 more humor 1n his eyes And Marco
lole helped the old Khan to sit down

Oh sir why did you come to me? Sure I
Was going to you the moment I had changed
my riling clothes Sir you should have
stayed 1n your bed

There was something on my mind Marco
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and the old do be thinhing long to gett
off therr mind

What can I do sir?

Marco my child you mustn t tahe 1
I say anuss But T want you to be gong back
to be going back to Venice

Sir what have I done to dissatisfy you? ¥
all my embassies have 1 been weak to th
strong or bullying towud the weak? Docs «
oppressed man complun of mjustice does
merchint complam of bemg, cheated or
woman say she was \\TollgLLp

Now Marco of my heart didn t I say no
to be trhang 1t umisse Is there iy one ol
to me nor you or 1s it likely Td be histen
to stories brought 1gunst you? Its just this
I'm an old and urcd man Marco Beag and
m a week or 1 moon 1t most I m due 1o die so
the Sanang wclls me Don't be sorry son Be
gld for mc Lilc has been a wee bit oo long

And now son dear 1 want to tchl you
You ve been dloser to me than my own sous
and you ve been the dear [ad And there s not
onic mn m all Chint can say you did a harsh
or an unjust thing but my dear son s Just
the way of people there sa power of hud feel
g agunst you m this land you bung 3
stranger and having stood so lugh



MESSER MARCO IOLO 109

So when I m dead dear son there s many
would do you an mjury and treat you badly
3¢ mour fanuly iself though they sile.on
you now Let you be gomng now Marco 111
s you to close my eyes for me but my heart
will be lighter It wiltso Tcouldn t sleep e1sy
and you 1l treated 1n tlus land of e You
ask lim 100 LiPo

Ah sir Marco faughed — and L1 Po
what1s1ll treatment to me Sorrow s my blood
brother What I ve suffered! Do you thmnk I
could suffer morer

Ihnow Marco 1 know

Dont you think I suffer now sir’ Four
teen years she s dead now the wee one who
lay by my side m sleep And never a word and
Beverasign In the house where we were mar
ried I can see the pool and the willows and
the hibiscus but there 15 never a token of
her hebroke out T he leaves of trees coser
the pavibon the hair of the musicans 1s sit
ver and dust 1s on the blue and white tles
And she never comes to comfoit me I cant
sleep with waiting The stars never seem to
wane and the hoar frost comes on the gﬁli;
and I'm always warting Chnst! why 5houc“
I go back? Ive forgotten Venice lve ev
forgotten my God for herl
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agu from Golden Bells will you leave
Chma?
If there 1s 1s1gn from her I 1l leave Chima”
sard Marco Polo
And 1t was dusk m the Garden by the Lake
of Cranes
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THE SANANG CAME OVER TO Marco Poro

Give me the black tress thats over your
heart

And Marco Polo undid his coat and hus un
dercoatand his fine sark and took out the per
futned hair and gave it to the Sanang

Let you sing a lictle song LiPo them
8ician sud  the way shell be hearing and
come I have part of her here and let vou put
n the garden the atmosphere she loved  And
L1 Po took Ins lute and plucked gently at the
smngs

The swish of your silken shurt 1s di ¢ nunued
he sang

And the grass grov s through the broken hearth
stone

And your room that was so s arms and s ept 13
cold and mouldy

But he the belo ed of your heart clings on

A fallen leaf n the ik of a door

In the clunk of a closed doorl

And 1t was dusk 1n the garden and the
\oice of L1 Po broke and hus lute sulled and
119
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fic old Emperor breathed hus 1ged gentle
breathing and the Sanang sud his secret ter
nble formult and Marco Polo was tense as
2 hunung dog
And suddenly at the end of the garden 1

the perfumed Asian dusk there was a beun
like moonhght and mto the soft r1y of 1t tod
hitde Colden Bells wath her wee warm face
and her wee warm hands and her hair darkoas
acloud and her eyes pleading pleading

Gonow Marco Polo please go! Her hips
made the words but no sound came to him

Oh  Colden Bells Golden Belis! he
tushed forward but the moonhght of no
moon faded and there was nothing and he
dropped on his knees sobbing n the dusk by
the Lake of Cranes
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AND AFTIR A WhiLE ng GOT UP FROM HIS
Anees and set his teeth on his sobbing and
threw hus head back, and squared his shoulders
and notched Ius belt and faced the three an
clent men

Well hesaid that s that

He went over and Lnelt wnd hnsed the

Khan's hand

Youll be seeing her soon sir youll be
telling her everything

Yes son I1ltell her

Then he patted the Sanang on the shoulder

and Thanks! said he simply and he took
L1 Pos hand 1n both s and they lcoked 1t
cach other for a moment and no words came
to either

Well  he says at length T be lnumgf
the road then 111 not say good by to any o
You 111 be seemng you all pretty soon aguln
Theres a war on between Venice and t n:
Genoese and where that s hottest you 1111?111::
e and the quicher my end the better )1

would be like my luck  hesaid

pleased Butit b ken e
bitterly nottobekilled butio
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Aer and 10 end my hfe 1n some lousy jait on
well well hope for the best He laughed
So~so long!
And the four of them looked 1t onc ab
other tryingtosnule and great grief on them
China will muss you my son said old
Wubla
It s nothing to how 1 11 be mussing Cluna
sud Marco Polo  Venicel Its anly a sound
tome 11 bean evile m the aty of my birth
But what s the usc of complamng? If 1t s g0
ttsgo Buticll be funny sud he My body
will be there but my heart and mind wiff be
m Chint There Il be a gray eye always turn
mg to China and 1t will never see Chima
Quecr! All the voices and all the mnstru
ments in Saint Marks and 1n my ears the
Iittle drums of China All the sunhght
will be ghnung on the Graind Canal but the
little ram of Chima—the hittle run of China
will be falling 1 my heart
Ah well if s go 1ts go 1d better b€
hiteng the road So 11l sy goad by for
the present and
Oh my God Alsmghuyl

THF IND
OF
MESSIR MARCO } OLO
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