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			To my companion in the adventure of life

		

	
		
			Message from the Publisher

			.

			The Boone and Crockett Club was founded by Theodore Roosevelt and George Bird Grinnell in 1887. Two years earlier, Grinnell, then editor of Forest and Stream, wrote a critical review of Roosevelt’s book, Hunting Trips of a Ranchman. Roosevelt paid him a visit to discuss the matter. During that meeting Grinnell presented a strong case about his concerns on the future of hunting and conservation. TR was in agreement, and thus began a lifelong friendship that lead to the founding of the Boone and Crockett Club, the first private hunting and conservation organization in North America. The two also went on to collaborate on numerous books about hunting, conservation, exploration, and adventure. Since its early days, B&C has had a strong tie with publishing and furthering hunting and conservation.

			In 2012, we launched our B&C Classics series of hunting and adventure books, including works from TR and Grinnell, as well as William T. Hornaday, Charles Sheldon, Frederick C. Selous and other adventurers from the late 1800s through the early 1900s. Each title in the B&C Classics series is selected by a committee of vintage hunting literature experts and is authored by a Boone and Crockett Club member. 

			Unlike other reprints of these hunting and adventure books, the B&C Classics series has been meticulously converted resulting in high-quality, digitally remastered eBooks and paperback editions. Many are complete with vintage photos and drawings not found in other editions. This attention to detail helps transport readers back to a time when hunting trips didn’t happen over a weekend, but were adventures that spanned weeks, months, or even years.

			We hope you enjoy the books we’ve selected for this series. They will give you a strong sense of our hunting heritage and provide hours of entertainment for anyone who loves adventure and the outdoors.

			Julie L. Tripp

			B&C Director of Publications

			Missoula, Montana

		

	
		
			Foreword

			.

			Many members of the Boone and Crockett Club are wanderers over the face of the earth. In their goings and comings they are likely to see, to hear, and to remember much that is interesting and that is worth recording for the benefit of those whose travels have led them in other directions. One of the objects of the Club is to further such exchanges of experience among its members. It wishes also to offer to a growing non-member public, anxious to learn of such things, the opportunity to read of the sport and the science of distant lands.

			It is thus the purpose of the Boone and Crockett Club to encourage the publication of volumes dealing with hunting, exploration and scientific inquiry, but it formally approves only those which have passed under the eye of the editorial committee. The volumes so approved differ in character from those made up of contributions from members and published by the Club itself, each of which is designated as “The Book of the Boone and Crockett Club.”

			This volume, written by a member of the Boone and Crockett Club, is approved by the Club’s editorial committee and is recommended by the Club, and will be found to possess a vivid interest for the general public.

			George Bird Grinnell.

			New York City,

			July 5, 1927.

		

	
		
			Preface

			.

			I’m sure many readers will pick up this book and ask why the Boone and Crockett Club would include a book about giant lizards in our B&C Classics Series. It’s a good question with an intriguing answer!  

			I was first made aware of this title over 20 years ago when I was the managing editor of Fair Chase magazine. B&C Member Theodore J. Holsten contributed a great column wherein he highlighted long-time members and the books they had written. Holsten’s  Fall 1998 column was titled “Douglas Burden and His Search for the Wilderness.” He wrote of Burden’s adventures across the globe in the 1920s, including “stories that true dragons still exist on earth...”. This piqued my curiosity, but my own quest for dragons would surface more than a decade later. 

			It wasn't until 2010 that I discovered the tie between Burden's dragon lizards, and two other B&C Members—Merian Cooper and Carl Akeley—and the one and only King Kong. I was doing research for descriptive signs to accompany several artifacts and books that we planned on displaying in our Visitor’s Gallery. I discovered that Cooper was close friends with Burden and it’s rumored that Burden's book was the inspiration for his 1933 movie, King Kong. The similarities are many—from adventurers exploring the Far East to the capture and exhibition of the “beast” in New York City. We also have on display the motion picture camera invented by Akeley, which was used to film the original King Kong.

			Dragon Lizards of Komodo is a prime example of the adventurous spirit of many early B&C Members. They weren't just hunters, but explorers. We owe a lot to their discoveries and tales of far away lands and the animals they researched and collected. 

			Julie L. Tripp.

			Missoula, Montana

			October 13, 2021.
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			Chapter I

			Introduction

			If any man with sporting tastes and a real interest in natural history were told that true dragons were still living on a remote, little known island of the East Indies, what would he do? Allow me to answer the question.

			First of all, he would try to make sure that the reports were founded on fact, and then, having satisfied himself, he would begin, a little secretly, perhaps, to lay his plans.

			A man who has once lived in tropical jungles is a prey all his life, not only to recurring fevers, but to something perhaps more insidious; namely, a desire to return—a desire, I may say, that is difficult to deny. It was three years since I had been in the jungle—time enough to allow the imagination free rein.

			So I came home one fine evening not long ago across Central Park and asked my wife how she would like to go dragon hunting. The idea fired her with enthusiasm; and, when I told her that these beasts were the very ones which had given rise to all the dragons of mythology and of the Chinese flag, she succumbed at once, and accordingly we began to concoct our plans.

			First of all, I took the matter up with the authorities of the American Museum of Natural History, and such was the enthusiasm and backing of President Osborn and the Museum organization that from the start success seemed assured.

			Then I wrote to Defosse, an old friend of mine, who has spent his life in the jungles of Indo­ China, whose skill at handling natives, and whose genius in the bush would make him of inestimable value. When this wonderful old hunter agreed to join us at Singapore, there was no longer any question of our being able to capture the animal alive. It would have been foolish, however, to limit ourself to a collection of dragons. Few scientists have been to the Lesser Sunda Islands, the group to which Komodo belongs, and, as there are many geological and zoogeographic problems in this region, our opportunities were exceptional.

			The birds of the Lesser Sunda Islands are well known. So, also, are the mammals, but, since only a few collectors of reptiles and amphibians have investigated the region, we determined to make it a herpetological expedition. Dr. E. R. Dunn of Smith College, one of the leading herpetologists of this country, had been dreaming of Komodo for years, so that no persuasion was necessary when we suggested that he accompany us.

			The next question concerned motion picture photography. A moving picture record of the largest lizards in the world would make an important and necessary contribution. It soon became evident that a first-class camera man, taken all the way from New York, involved an enormous and quite unnecessary expenditure. Accordingly, with the assistance of Mr. Park of Pathé News, arrangements were made to secure at small expense a Chinese camera man from Pathé Frères, Singapore.

			As for still photography, Mrs. B. had been preparing herself for some time past for just such an opportunity, and, under the instructions of a delightful old photographer, Mr. Heim, was already exhibiting unusual skill.

			So much for the personnel of the expedition.

			The next question was, how were we to reach Komodo? An examination of some charts revealed an excellent harbor on the east coast of the island, but the sailing directions also spoke of sunken reefs and tidal currents which rendered navigation extremely hazardous. After a careful investigation of transportation facilities, it became evident that it would be essential to secure the cooperation of the Dutch Government. This very important phase of the preparation was taken up by the Hon. Richard Tobin, American Minister to The Hague, and the Hon. Joseph Grew, Under-Secretary of State. These two gentlemen took infinite pains and trouble in our behalf, and as a result of their diplomatic negotiations, the Dutch Government was kind enough to present us with a beautiful little four, hundred-ton steam yacht which carried us not only the seven hundred miles from Batavia to Komodo, but away on out to the Island of Wetar, which lies at the extreme eastern end of the Lesser Sunda chain.

			I mentioned above that I had been somewhat secretive with regard to our plans, and yet, while Dr. Noble—curator of herpetology in the American Museum—and I were working over the details of equipment, vague rumors of rival expeditions kept coming to our ears. In spite of all the precaution we took, the reader will be interested to hear that after we left New York no less than three expeditions suddenly announced to the newspapers that they were setting out to capture the huge dragons of Komodo. I pictured all sorts of unpleasant episodes—Komodo is a small island. Three expeditions working there at the same time might have disastrous results. It was beginning to take on the aspects of a rush—not a gold rush, but a dragon rush.

			Before concluding this introductory chapter, I feel that a few words about the dragon lizards themselves are necessary. I have been asked repeatedly if it is really true that these beasts are prehistoric—that favorite epithet of the newspapers, and, for the reason that the term is rather meaningless, I confess to finding the question difficult to answer. In the literal sense, every living organism is prehistoric, for are we not all, man included, the outcome of millions of years of evolution? If, however, the word has come to mean great age with little change, it is correctly applied to these carnivorous lizards of Komodo. For the truth is that they are the oldest of living lizards, dating as a genus back to early Eocene time, the beginning of the age of mammals. In other words, the ponderous reptiles that we watched and caught and killed among the volcanic pinnacles of an East Indian island are, with only a few specific differences, exactly the same as those that were crawling around over the face of this earth over sixty million years ago. It is interesting to note, however, that the species komodoensis is not the largest which the genus has evolved. There was one still greater which we know lived during the Stone Age of man, in northern Australia. This beast was thirty feet long and weighed, it has been estimated, over three thousand pounds. I was glad we did not find them disporting themselves on Komodo.

			It may be well to mention briefly how these Komodo lizards happened to be discovered. Komodo, as I have already stated, is a very small island twenty-two miles long by twelve in width. Until recently, it was uninhabited, and as it is very difficult to reach, no naturalists, not even A. R. Wallace, the most famous traveller in this region, had set foot on the island. In 1912, some pearl fishermen anchored in a harbor there. These men substantiated native rumors of the dragons, with the result that P. A. Ouwens, of the Zoological Museum at Buitenzorg, Java, sent collectors to Komodo. When these men brought back a few specimens, Ouwens published the first description of the animal, which he called Varanus komodoensis. Then came the war, and the dragon lizards were temporarily forgotten.

			Not long ago Dr. Noble told me about Varanus komodoensis, and the island of Komodo. Soon afterwards we were making our preparations for departure.

			My wife and I sailed from San Francisco for China, where we expected to join Dr. Roy Chapman Andrews, and with him to go for a few days up into the Gobi Desert to see the wonderful work that the Central Asiatic Expedition was doing there. Dr. Dunn was sailing by way of the Indian Ocean. We parted company in New York and set out in opposite directions to meet on the other side of the world.

			The Expedition was successful in its purpose of securing, dead and alive, a representative series of these antediluvian monsters. We brought home fourteen specimens, two living ones for the Bronx Zoo, and twelve dead animals for an exhibition group in the American Museum of Natural History.

			Yet many interesting questions relative to Varanus komodoensis remain unanswered. In spite of a careful study of these lizards—or dragon lizards, as they are called, for they are the largest lizards in the world—we still have much to learn. We do not know, for example, what age they attain. Whether the two beasts that reached the zoo were ten years old or a hundred, we have not the slightest idea. Moreover, it is a curious fact that Komodo is geologically recent. Thus, we have a very ancient animal living on a young island: that is, an island that has recently risen above the level of the sea. How did he get there? Whence did he come? Why is he restricted to Komodo and a few small neighboring islands? What conditions have enabled him to survive in this isolated district? The journey to a distant land often entails unsought adventures and strange experiences. Travel in the Far East is always thrilling, but when the Far East is at war, the excitement is redoubled. With this brief introduction, let us turn, therefore, to the adventures that even made the outward trip to Java unusually fascinating.

		

	
		
			Chapter II

			In The Dust Of A Chinese War

			After a long, rough passage across the Pacific, we reached Yokohama, took a hasty look at what little remains of that ruined city, and went on down the same night to Kyoto, the delightful pleasure city of Japan.

			The question that interested us most of all was how to reach Peking. B. and I both had a mania to get there. The railroad communications with Shanghai were cut. Chang Tso-lin, with his Fungtien troops, blocked the Mukden route. The Japanese newspapers even stated that no trains were running between Tientsin and the capital, 80 miles away.

			We soon had a cable from Roy Andrews, leader of the Third Asiatic Expedition of the American Museum of Natural History. It said: “Will meet you Tientsin and motor you up.” That solved the problem temporarily, but two days later, the newspaper accounts gave us something to worry about. “Severe fighting between Peking and Tientsin.” “Mukden Forces advancing on Capital; Peking in danger.” “All communications cut, food scarce, bombs dropping every day.” Moreover, a closer perusal revealed the distressing news that the Legations had renounced responsibility for foreigners travelling in China. It did not sound promising.

			Of course I was not overanxious to take my wife into the thick of a fight. A few years ago a Chinese war was subject to ridicule. It wasn’t war at all—just stage play, and foreigners amused themselves by photographing the battles, and joking about them. But almost overnight the character of the fighting changed. The Chinese had suddenly become serious, and that which such a short time ago was a mere game of chess, a complex series of moves and counter-moves, had taken on the aspects of an honest-to-God war.

			I felt like abandoning the Peking project altogether, for we were still far enough from China to see the situation in perspective.

			However, just to make sure that we weren’t really missing a fine show, something that perhaps we would never forget, I cabled Roy again, asking if conditions still warranted our coming. The answer reached us in Kobe—just one word: “Come!”

			I had expected as much, for I knew Andrews pretty well. I could easily understand how a man of his sporting instinct would consider it a crime to turn down such a glorious opportunity for adventure. Then, too, I knew the attitude of the foreigners in Peking; they are so accustomed to sitting on the edge of a smouldering volcano, as it were, that they rather like it. It acts as a tonic, and when the eruption takes place, as in the case of the Boxer rebellion, it catches them unawares.

			However, I said to my wife, “There is plenty of time to be careful and to play safe when we’re a doddering old couple, tottering on the edge of the grave. Let’s go!”

			So, with that, we jumped on a dirty Japanese freighter, the Chosa Maru, and sailed down the inland sea on our way to war-torn China. For the present, at least, Komodo and the dragon lizards were forgotten. Anticipation of excitement to come made us rather casual in our appreciation of the beauties of the inland sea, where multicolored sails are seen like birds banking against the blue. The south shore of Korea, (a remarkable coastline of submergence, with its islands and capes and drowned valleys) came up over the horizon, was enjoyed, and fell astern.

			In five and a half days—the time it takes to cross the Atlantic Ocean—we found ourselves twisting and turning up a shallow, muddy river, towards Tientsin. And when the Chosa Maru docked at nine o’clock in the evening, there was no Roy Andrews to meet us.

			On arriving at the hotel, we discovered the reason. The situation had become much more serious. The gates of Peking were closed and sand-bagged. All communications were cut. Severe fighting was going on near Tungchow, about twenty miles outside of the capital. Residents of Tientsin told us that no foreigners had gotten in or out of Peking for a week, and that there was no prospect of getting through for another ten days. Apparently, General Chang Tso-lin had chosen this particular time to stage his last drive on the capital, and in the face of the Mukden hordes, the Christian general, Feng Yu-hsiang, who had been holding Peking for many months, would be forced to evacuate. It was simply a question of time, but things move so slowly in China that this bit of information was far from encouraging. We were horribly depressed—so near our goal, and yet so far—marooned in a dull place like Tientsin!

			Meantime, we could only wait and hope for the best. Of course, no tourists were travelling at the time, but there were many business men who were anxious to get through, and, what with everybody waiting at the hotel to hear the latest rumors and reports, the excitement ran high. Several men had made the attempt on horseback, but reappeared days later, having narrowly escaped with their lives. Anti-foreign feeling has increased tremendously in the last three years. Those who reside in China hardly seemed to be aware of a change that struck me very forcibly. It is noticeable everywhere that the foreigner is no longer a mere distrusted foreigner. He is a “foreign devil,” with the emphasis on the word devil.

			We had been in Tientsin only two days when, on our way to luncheon, B. and I were introduced to an American, McCann by name.

			“I understand,” he said, “that you want to get up to Peking. My wife is sick in the hospital there, and I am going to try to get through to her this afternoon. I have room for you, if you want to risk it, but you will have to be ready to leave in exactly half an hour.”

			We jumped at the opportunity, for we knew that this was our only chance to reach the gates before 6 p.m. McCann was a remarkable fellow who had been brought up in China. He spoke the Chinese dialects like a native, and he had such a complete knowledge of Chinese character that he could handle the people with the most amazing dexterity. In half an hour we were ready with one handbag apiece, and at 2 o’clock we leapt into the car, and were off at top speed, racing through the streets of Tientsin, with the horn tooting the entire time. The most nerve-racking automobile ride I ever hope to experience had begun. Aside from everything else, it was a race against time, with time a 10 to I favorite.

			The early part of the trip has already been recorded by my wife.

			“You see,” she writes, “we were the first foreigners to start, so, as I discovered later on, no one expected to see us again. However, little realizing the danger, I rode blithely on, enjoying the scenery, and watching the lines of refugees that streamed by us on their way to Tientsin. When they cursed at us, I smiled sweetly, taking it as a greeting, and I thought it strange the sea of yellow faces looked back so sullenly through narrowed eyes. The country on either side of the wind-swept road was barren. China has frequently been described as a great grave-yard, and I remember noticing countless graves, or rather, mounds of earth, piled up pyramid fashion, and varying according to the dignity of the interred.

			“The fields were practically deserted. The young, able-bodied men had been conscripted. A few decrepit starving old farmers were out plowing their fields. Men with ropes over their shoulders took the place of the oxen and horses stolen by the victorious army in their advance. There one had a picture of poor old battle-scarred China, and there was an example of the unflagging energy that makes China great. However crippled the Chinese dragon may be, his pulse always beats strong.

			“Meantime, we sped on our way. All went well until some officers of Chang’s rear guard stopped us. Later on, McCann told us that they had asked ‘what the devil we thought we were doing,’ and had cursed us roundly. It was nice of them to do this instead of the more customary proceeding in war territory of opening fire on us with no questions asked.

			“However, after much talky-talk, in which it was evident that McCann displayed consummate skill, he suddenly turned to me and said, ‘We haven’t a chance without a pass. Have you any calling cards?’ By the grace of God, I had, and they worked like magic. Without, of course, understanding a word of what was written on these insignificant looking documents, the soldiers pocketed them with a great show of ‘face’ and said, ‘Pass!’ How typical of the Chinese! The maneuver worked so famously that we used it four more times when we were held up, with rifles thrust into our faces and bayonets bristling around us. To think of my innocent little cards serving such a purpose 1 It was too funny. At any rate, we miraculously kept going, over gun emplacements, and through partly filled trenches, which we would hit at our usual thirty-five miles per hour. Thirty­ five miles does not sound like much, but on that road, so badly cut to pieces, it was more punishment than I dreamed any car would stand. I was in front, where it wasn’t so bad, but Douglas, who was in the back seat, had some bad cracks, and was nearly thrown through the roof.

			“On we dashed through groveling villages of mud huts, and gangs of conscripted farmers, who, fortunately for us, were working on the road to make it possible for Chang to retreat, should he find the maneuver necessary. Suddenly, we saw a broken down car ahead of us. A general and a couple of subordinate officers were working over it. We offered the general a lift, which he accepted. We discovered, incidentally, that he was the head of Chang Tso-lin’s air force, and might well have been the very man who had been dropping bombs on Peking, some of which, no doubt, had nearly killed Roy Andrews. However, this encounter later proved a life-saver for us, though it might have meant just the reverse. If we had met any of his enemies, we should all have been shot down like nine-pins. McCann, having whispered to me that the general was our best bet, was driving like a fiend.

			“We had not gone far, however, when clouds of smoke began coming up under my feet. We continued to try to push on through a particularly bad piece of road before stopping, when McCann suddenly threw on the brakes and yelled, ‘Jump!’ He tore up the floor-boards and tongues of flame shot up. He swept up armfuls of mud and dirt from the road to throw on the flames, so we all followed suit, and soon had the fire out. I remember noting at this point that when our Chinese worthy offered me a cigarette, his expression had not changed one whit.

			“The fire was out, but it looked as though our wonderful ride had come to an end, and if we had not had the most expert mechanic and driver, we never would have succeeded in getting started again. Somehow he fixed it, and so we went on, driving more recklessly than ever, as the sun sank low in the heavens.

			“Late in the evening, Tungchow, gray, old, and weary-looking, loomed out of the plain. That ancient sea-port of Peking has suffered countless wars and sieges and famines in her history, and as we jostled and bumped through the tottering gates, we ran suddenly into the tail-end of another devastating army. Tungchow, tired and breathless, seemed to be deserted. Fighting, looting and head-chopping had been her portion of the day’s fare. Dirt from the heels of the advancing army sifted up over the shell-torn walls. It hung over the whole city like an ominous cloud. All day long the Mukden troops had been looting. In the morning they had entered a prosperous city: in the evening they vacated a barren wilderness of bricks. The American Mission school stood alone, a sanctuary untouched. We swept into the compound, and inside of a minute, a crowd of missionaries had gathered around us.

			“They told us that no one had gotten in or out of Peking for days, and that, although it was only a matter of fifteen miles to the capital, the entire road was swarming with troops and that the situation at Peking was doubtless very serious. The general we had picked up could not possibly be of any use to us in getting into the city. We had all better jump right out and spend the next week or ten days with them. To tell the truth, they painted such a desperate picture that D. considered it foolhardy for me to proceed further.”

			When my wife had, at my special request, jumped out of the car, I was much relieved, for the troops had by this time left Tungchow, and I knew that she was perfectly safe in the mission compound. As for myself, I could not bear to give up our dash on Peking, and determined to start on again immediately with McCann and the general—a decision hastily made, which later on I regretted, as it was my duty to remain with her.

			However, McCann knew that rumor in China is worthless, for what is true one hour is not true the next, and, as the fortunes of war cannot be prophesied, we decided to risk it. Moreover, it seemed obvious that if we could get through the gates of Peking that night, it would be possible to come back for B. the next day.

			The general himself had no idea whether we could get through. The missionaries had described fighting and looting outside the gates of Peking. If this was true, he might run into his enemies at any minute.

			All this has taken a long time to explain, but actually, we flew into the compound and flew out again almost in the same breath. We had not a minute to lose. It was now twenty minutes past five, and the most romantic city in the world lay ahead of us, somewhere in the fling. McCann looked like Barney Oldfield himself. He seemed to be devouring the dusty road. The general sat beside me, twitching nervously. For a couple of miles we had a fairly clear road, and then we caught up with the main body of the advancing army, and immediately were in the thick of it. No one who has not travelled in a motor car through densely populated sections of China can picture the turmoil created by this detestable contrivance of the Western world. Horses, mules and donkeys, all unaccustomed to the sight of a motor car, are frightened out of their senses. They rear and plunge and break loose from their harness, while their unfortunate drivers risk their very lives in attempts to hold them in. They gallop off like wild things, jumping over embankments, and across ditches, leaving a twisted wreckage of smashed carts, broken wheels and supplies in their wake. Not infrequently, Chinese coolies are caught in the traces and run down by the clumsy, overloaded studded wheel carts. Small wonder that the foreigner is hated in China.

			And, yet, we had to get through. And the only way a path could be cleared ahead of us was by tooting the horn. Then, always, pandemonium broke loose, and the Chinese officers and soldiers cursed us as long as we remained in sight. The troops were itching to take a crack at us. If they had done so, the Legation would not have been responsible, for we were travelling at our own risk. When we were forced to stop every now and then, a swarm of cruel yellow faces crowded around, leering at us. They spat, they cursed, they were fairly bursting with hatred. And, whenever they became too vehement, General Chow would put his head out and give a few sharp orders. If the slightest thing had gone wrong the last chapter of our story would have been told right there in the dust and dirt of the Peking-Tientsin road.

			An automobile ride of this sort is pure torture, and yet, somehow, adventure is its own reward. Now that our headlights had been ruined by the fire, I began to wonder how we could hope to find our way back in the dark along the crowded road to Tungchow, if we should fail, as it was practically certain we would, to get through the gates. If we had to spend the night outside the walls of the city, amidst the swarms of looting soldiery—well I didn’t like to think of it.

			Just after sunset, the great walls, battlements and watch towers of the Chinese capital showed up black against the sky—a grim spectacle. Away beyond, I could see the lights and shadows of the western hills mellowed and softened in the purple distance. There was our objective, the massive eastern gate, itself a great fortress towering from the plain into a golden sky.

			How many times had these formidable walls withstood the advance of mighty armies, how many times had they silenced the “rhythmic tread of thousands!” Once more the gates were closed to an invader, and we, foolish children, proposed to pass through the walls that held an entire army at bay. What could we do against anything so impregnable?

			Finally, as we dashed madly along the settlements that have grown up outside the walls, dusk fell upon the plain. Here were gun carriages and thousands of carts carrying provisions for the army all jumbled up together. Here were a fierce-looking group of mounted Cossacks, who had joined the Chinese troops for want of a mouthful to eat. Here was an execution ground, with crowds of soldiers milling around. Mean-looking they were, with bestial expressions. All day long they had been lopping off heads wherever they met with resistance—a custom as old as China herself. One of these heads, quite fresh, hung by the roadside. The executioners were on the job, night and day. We tried to find out why, but nobody knew, except that the Fungtien troops wanted some heads to adorn the gates of the city, as a grewsome witness to their victorious advance.

			At last, with a final burst of reckless driving, we drew up under the very shadow of the great eastern gate. Swarms of soldiers blocked our way. Our general ordered them aside and stepped briskly up to where two gigantic studded doors stood closed, bolted and sandbagged. McCann and I held our breath. Now that our car had stopped, we could hear the shouts and cries of the rabble, the curses of the soldiery, and the sound of gongs and drums that rose all together in one great hum into the night. The general was talking now. Someone had moved a sliding panel from within. Presently he fumbled with some papers and shoved them through. Then, after another minute, he quietly resumed his seat in the car. “It is all right,” he murmured in Chinese.  “They are opening the gates. I was expected. I am to be in charge of Peking.”
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