James Brooke
James strutted when he paced through the cell and his bearing and speech, mannered and refined, signaled the brigands within that the young lieutenant was a man of breeding and privilege, an aristocrat, and they resented him for it.


But other things were also apparent.  As James evaluated each of the men with his unfaltering dark blue eyes, he left each of them with the impression that their very souls, as shallow as they might be, were touched.  As young as the lieutenant appeared to be, and as inexperienced as he obviously was, his sagacious probe left no doubts that the man had confidence; confidence in his judgement of other men and confidence in his ability to control and lead them.
Elizabeth Wethington


“Oh, I don’t intend to live alone,” Elizabeth said.  She shook her head emphatically and as she did so, her curls bounced delightfully around her pretty face.  “Heavens no,” she laughed.  “A castle is much too big for one person.  I intend to have a husband by then.  Children too,  perhaps.”


“Elizabeth!  You are much too young to be talking of such things,” Lady Gray chastened.


“I’ll soon be seventeen.  More than old enough to know my own mind.”  Elizabeth smiled at her aunt but her deep brown eyes had defiance written on them.  “Besides,” she chuckled, “a castle is cold, as Harriet said, and I shall need someone to keep me warm.”


Lady Gray gasped, looked askance and fanned herself furiously with her lace handkerchief.


Harriet Barton chuckled to herself and admitted that she liked this brassy ward of the Grays’--even if it was only because she put a barb in Lady Gray’s overstuffed ego.


Anne Brooke merely smiled pleasantly and asked, “More tea, ladies?”

Batu
As his name implied, Batu remained motionless, a pillar of rock in the thick of the jungle, a solid monument to a vanishing race of the island's original inhabitants.  Only his eyes shifted to follow the movements of the object of his attention some fifty meters beyond the cover of a nipa palm.  Batu's right hand clutched the long, smooth shaft of his blowpipe.  A bamboo sheath fit snugly into the folds of his bark-beaten loin cloth.  The sheath contained stiletto thin darts fashioned from slivers of bamboo and freshly dipped in a mixture of lime and the deadly juice of the ipoh nut.  If threatened, Batu was confident that he could easily hit the target to save his band.
Jau
Jau wore the distinctive fangs of the clouded leopard inserted securely in the cartilage of his ear lobes and like all Kayan, his facial hair, including his eyelashes and brows were plucked clean, giving the youthful Kayan a smooth and placid appearance that belied his naturally fierce nature.


The young warrior's hair was jet black and cut in the distinctive style of his tribe, in a straight line high around his forehead and along the sides of his head.  The hair on the back of his head grew to a long, flowing mane held together by an unadorned knot at the middle of his naked back.


Jau carried a thick bladed knife, a parang, unsheathed and at the ready as if he expected to be set upon at any moment.  His chawat, a length of black cloth enveloping his waist and covering his youthful manhood, flowed gracefully between his legs and didn't hinder his movement through the underbrush beyond the stream.
Si Tundok

Si Tundok’s heavy gray eyes lifted in surprise.  Of all the prisoners, he was the only one who didn’t raise his hand.  “Why do you pick me?” Si Tundok asked.  “My hand was not raised.”  Si Tundok didn’t care one way or another about a King’s Pardon.  He had enough of the world, particularly the white man’s world.  Everywhere he went, misery followed and he was tired of searching to find his place in the order of things.  He had few hopes that this time would be different.

Henry Steele
“Finish him,” Si Tundok said.

Henry muttered, “This is the part I don’t like.”  He swallowed hard, withdrew his dagger from the man’s chest and, holding the man’s mouth with his free hand, slashed the Sikh’s throat.

“That one’s for the lieutenant,” Henry whispered as he wiped his blade on the man’s clothing.

Dayang Udang

A woman of ponderous bulk, dark shiny skin and weasel-sized eyes, small and beady, the Dayang Udang didn’t walk, she shuffled.  And when she did, her elaborately embroidered silk sarong rippled in enormous waves as if it was struggling to contain the corpulence bulging within.


She waddled to a chair next to the bed and squeezed her enormous bulk into it, breathing heavily from the effort.  She made a half-turn with her neck and called toward the entry.  “You can come in now, Hasim.”

Awang Api

Api felt his passion stir and then boil like molten lava within him.  He had felt the rumblings of desire when he first laid eyes upon the girl at the Bidayuh village.  Perhaps this time it will be different, he thought.  Api’s internal fire emblazoned hopes that he might, for the first time in his life, consume a woman and release the power of passion that smoldered and burned like hot embers within him.
Arthur Claygate
Arthur Claygate looked nothing like a doctor.  He had broad hands and thick, stubby fingers—not the physical attributes one expects to find in a man who uses his hands to delicately tend the flesh of the ill and dying.  Arthur’s average frame supported a full-barreled chest and matching stomach.  Long curls of red hair, never properly groomed, hung in a riotous array across his forehead and down the side of his round face drawing attention to his ruddy complexion and a brigade of freckles that covered him since birth.  The doctor had a jovial disposition, talkative and quick of wit—even to the point of being bellicose at times.  Whatever characteristics Arthur Claygate may have lacked as a surgeon, he more than compensated for with his amiable personality.

Kameja

James stepped around the table and spoke directly to Kameja in Malay.  “What is your name, girl?” he asked.
“Kameja, Rajah James,” she replied softly.  Slowly she raised her head and allowed her eyes to access her new master.  James was the first white man she had seen since the man, the one they called Geoff, had come to visit with Loi Pek.  She expected all white men to look the same and it surprised her that they were not.  The rajah was tall, the tallest human being she had ever seen.  And although he looked gaunt and fatigued, there was a kindness in his swollen blue eyes.  Having had so many masters in the past, Kameja had learned to appraise them quickly and, from experience, knew that her first impressions were generally correct.  Her instincts now told her that this was a good man, a kind man.  She silently thanked the spirits for being given to him.

Rentab

All eyes fixed upon Rentab when he raised his arms for silence and announced, “Yesterday, I, Rentab, was chosen above all others as Tua Kampong.  Today I will lead you to glory.  Soon, each of you will wear the marks of courage that I, Rentab, have earned through my own bravery and daring!”  Rentab thrust his envied fists into the air and raised his chin so that all could see the finely etched tattoo that covered his throat and marked him
 as a killer.

Margaret Claygate


Margaret gazed proudly upon her husband.  She knew Arthur was not a devoutly religious man, but she was convinced that he was a good man.  And for a good man, there was hope that he would be given the gift of understanding God’s joy one day.  “As you are most probably aware, Lieutenant, Arthur is not a formally trained clergyman,” she said, “but I know that it is God’s will that once we begin our work with the poor and deprived, God will work His miracle upon my husband.  I expect he will become as good a missionary as you have indicated he is a surgeon and chess player.”

Timothy Irons
Timothy could control himself no longer.  He laughed and slapped his knee.  “Damn, if you aren’t a bold one, Mister Brooke!  I wouldn’t have believed it if I hadn’t witnessed it all myself.  You come sailing into this land of savages with the crazy notion of getting a concession for trading rights and walk away three days later with the whole bloody country in your hip pocket.  Who would ever believe it?”

“Does that mean you will do it?”

“Do a favor for a Rajah?  A white Rajah?  Of course I will,” Timothy said just as Hasim finished amending the documents giving James control of Sarawak.

Geoff

Geoff raised his bushy brows.  His yellow-fanged smirk dropped into a spurious frown.  He extended a single finger in front of Margaret’s face and wiggled it.  “Naughty lady,” he mocked, “not to accept a gentleman’s kind offering.”  Geoff clicked his tongue and shook his head mischievously from side to side.  “Could be you’re not a lady at all.  Could be I done made me a mistake about that?  Could be old Geoff’s found himself a real naughty lady, could be, huh?”

Chin

Chin smiled smugly.  “These Malay women can be very cooperative when they want to save their necks.”  Chin belched out a wicked laugh and added, “They were so cooperative I almost didn’t want to cut their begging throats when I finished with them.”

Chin, holding the crimson blade of his knife to his neck, drew it across his throat in mock execution and laughed.  “Here, I brought a souvenir for you.”  Chin tossed something and Geoff plucked it out of the air.  It was soft and wet.  Chin turned, bellowed out a throaty laugh and boarded the trireme.

Geoff peered at the object in his hand.  “Christ Almighty!” he exclaimed in disgust and then tossed the severed breast into the water.

Loi Pek

Within moments, the opium completed its intended task and Loi Pek returned the silver spoon to the ginger jar, covered it, pushed it to its normal resting place on his desk and turned his attention to the leather pouch.

His fingers, more nimble now, easily untied the leather strap securing the pouch.  Loi Pek scribed his finger through the glistening flakes of gold contained in the pouch as if he were tenderly touching the face of a small child.  Mentally he calculated its worth, sighed heavily and then re-tied the precious bundle and stuffed it within the voluminous sleeve of his jacket.

The price of Lord Api’s favor remains high, he thought as he exited the front of his shop and shuffled along the granite encrusted street towards the dock to meet with the Malay Lord.  He shook his head at the thought of parting with his precious bundle of gold dust thinking, I can only hope that it continues to be worth it.

Chopak

Unlike the other Iban warriors clutching parangs, spears and brightly painted war shields, Chopak held no weapons.  He was a saperti perempuan, an effeminate.  As such, he wore a woman’s black sarong which extended from his armpits to below his knees and his long black hair was tied in a compact bun at the base of his neck in the manner of all Iban women.  Chopak’s only other adornment was a beaded necklace that suspended a feathered leather pouch containing pig’s knuckles.  To the Iban, Chopak was an anomaly, a female spirit harbored in the body of a man.  No one understood why the spirits did such things, but the superstitious Iban considered Chopak blessed, one who could make the whims of the spirit world known to man by casting the small bones of a pig and divining their meaning.

