How did An Lushan die

“Oh, it worries him, of course, poor dear,” Mrs. Phillips
answered. “You see, I've always been such a go-ahead, as a
rule. But I think he’s getting more hopeful. As I tell him, I'll be
all right by the autumn. It was that spell of hot weather that
knocked me over.” “The milk is spilt; is it not?” We rode through
endless thickets of yellow-pollened cassi—if riding it could be
called; for those fragrant thickets were inhabited by wasps. And
such wasps! Great yellow fellows the size of small canary birds,
darting through the air with behind them drifting a bunch of legs
a couple of inches long. A stallion abruptly stands on his
forelegs and thrusts his hind legs skyward. He withdraws them
from the sky long enough to make one wild jump ahead, and then
returns them to their index position. Itis nothing. His thick hide
has merely been punctured by a flaming lance of wasp virility.
Then a second and a third stallion, and all the stallions, begin to
cavort on their forelegs over the precipitous landscape. Swat! A
white-hot poniard penetrates my cheek. Swat again!! | am
stabbed in the neck. | am bringing up the rear and getting more
than my share. There is no retreat, and the plunging horses
ahead, on a precarious trail, promise little safety. My horse
overruns Charmian’s horse, and that sensitive creature, fresh-
stung at the psychological moment, planks one of his hoofs into
my horse and the other hoof into me. | thank my stars that he is
not steel-shod, and half-arise from the saddle at the impact of



another flaming dagger. | am certainly getting more than my
share, and so is my poor horse, whose pain and panic are only
exceeded by mine. After that Lord Chiltern had a discussion with
Violet, which lasted nearly half the night; and during the
discussion she told him more than once that he was wrong.
“Such as | am you must take me, or leave me,” he said, in anger.
“Nay; there is no choice now,” she answered. “| have taken you,
and | will stick by you — whether you are right or wrong. But when
| think you wrong, | shall say so.” He swore to her as he pressed
her to his heart that she was the finest, grandest, sweetest
woman that ever the world had produced. But still there was
present on his palate, when he left her, the bitter taste of her
reprimand.“What! Fitzgibbon?”
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