– CHAPTER EIGHT –

The Secret Passage
I

would like to congratulate our players and supporters for our proven glorious victory against the Tudor Lions.  After all our persistence to succeed, we all truly deserve this brass trophy,” Megat said.  
     “Have pride in yourself,” Demang said.  “Let the sign of our victory be a reminder to our generations to come, of our honouring courage and spirit of determination.  We hope you have a pleasant lunch.  Thank you for your attention, ladies and gentlemen.”  
     The audience gave their loud applause to the two boys. 
Melor had been wearing her medium blue kebaya and a matching floral batik sarong.  On the other hand, Megat and Demang wore their light blue set of Malay costumes with dark blue waistbands.  
     At the corner of the restaurant, Melor congratulated Megat on his best effort.  “Megat, akupujikerjatekun yang andatelahlakukan.”
     “Terimakasih, Melor,” Megat thanked her. Seeing her hesitation to say something, he was waiting for her response on that.
Demang saw tears rolling down Jane’s cheeks.  

     She came forward to him and they hugged each other.

Upon noticing that some Malay elders watching them coldly, they quickly let go of each other.  Shortly after that the elders looked away from them.
     Whilst wiping the tears that rolled down her cheeks, he asked her, “Why are you crying Jane?  Is everything alright?” 
     “For these past few months, you have been caring tremendously of me.  I could no longer withstand this thought of you, Demang, and it is best that I tell you now.”  
     After approaching closer to Jane, Demang responded in his hushed voice, “What is it that you wish to tell me, Jane?” 
     Demang and Jane stood in front of one another speechlessly.  She had been wearing her straw hat and white gown all day.
The Bank of Dorchester had been taken hostage by masked men who held firearms.  In the bank manager’s office, there was a spectacled dark haired man with olive skin and big nose.  There had a menorah standing in the background.  He was standing behind his deskand soon placed a moneybag on top of his desk while he was at a gun point.
Meanwhile, Daniel and his cronies have entered theKedaiMakan.  
“Where on earth could Ned be?  What game is he playing?” Megat asked himself, noticing Ned’s sudden disappearance.
     “I must protest against this intrusion!” ejaculated Demang.  “What is the meaning of all this?” 
     “Daniel, I really think you should leave them alone now,” said Sir Harold.  “I find it very incompetent to barge in someone else’s premise.  Please, do not call for rush actions to resolve this matter.” 
    “Father, I know what I am doing!” Daniel harshly replied.  “I can handle this matter myself.  Please, leave this all to me!” 
     “Very well then, if you are very convincing of it,” responded Sir Harold, sighing in disappointment.  “As you wish.”
      “Mr. Daniel Harold!” exclaimed MakPuteh.  “What is the nature of thisabsolutely disgraceful intrusion?”
      “We apologise for this impertinence,” Daniel said.  “We are investigating the robbery of the Bank of Dorchester, and we suspect the stolen moneybag with a Pound Sterling symbol imprint is kept within this restaurant.  The moneybag has a value of £500 in it.  Someone had conspired with the bank robbers and hid the stolen moneybag in here.  We are yet to find out the truth behind this.  Guards search this place!”
     “As gentlemen, we could have first negotiated this matter in a civilised manner and not abruptly break into this premise,” said Pak Sulong.  “You have ruined our auspicious occasion.” 
     “That would no longer be necessary, Mr. Erdoğan,” said Daniel.  
     Daniel pushed the cupboard and then to everyone's surprise, it was not locked.  Inside it was a moneybag.  After Daniel took out the currency notes, he counted them efficiently.
        “£500, and this indeed is the moneybag stolen from the Bank of Dorchester,” said Daniel.
     “How could you commit such an outraging scandal to yourself?” asked Sir Harold, feeling astounded and looking disappointed.  “Are you not ashamed this shall ruin your good reputation as respective leaders of your people?” 
     “With due respect, we honestly did not place the stolen moneybag here, Your Excellency and Mr. Harold,” asked Pak Sulong.  “We do not break the law.  It is a grave mistake that I find extremely incompetent.” 
     “It is unwise to blame this omit on us, as you have wrongly accused us,” said MakPuteh.  
     “Our witnesses are now present for the crime scene,” Daniel said.
     The so-called ‘witnesses’ said that Pak Sulong and his family stole the moneybag.  They were all young people about Daniel and Abraham’s age but they had rugged faces.  They found the stolen bag of money in a cupboard in the restaurant and they proved their suspicions correctly this way.
     “Bravo!  The testimonies of these witnesses are nothing but talented acting,” said MakPuteh bravely.  “My family and I have not touched the cupboard.  Question my community and they will say that we are innocent and indeed we have been framed.  We have nothing to hide.  Have you any witness to testify against us from the moment the bank robbery? Do you have witnesses to testify from the bank robbery and how this suspect had managed to place it into KedaiMakan’s cupboard?  If you can answer me on this, then you are just and telling me the truth.”
     “All right, you may have found the stolen moneybag here but you have not found the actual offender behind this conspiring illegality,” said Pak Sulong.  “You have accused us of a crime we truly did not commit.  Before you decide to place us in gaol, you must investigate this stolen moneybag case more thoroughly.  Find the bank robbers and those who have assisted them, that may include the bank manager, other people at the bank and those that saw the criminal suspect that placed it into this restaurant.  Yes, Daniel – we are looking for the user in possession of the cupboard’s golden key, and this person should be our first suspect.”
     “Musang, where were you when the Golden Tigers received their football cup trophy at the stadium earlier on today?” asked a Malay man, who had thought of his whereabouts.  “We did not see you there with us by then.”  
     Another man said, “We saw you sneaking out at the end of the football match.”  
     The five witnessing Malay men nodded, and said, “Yes, that’s true!”
     “Well, I was not feeling well at that time.  So, I decided to get some rest at home,” Musang replied with his shifty eyes.  
     “I find it difficult to believe you, Musang,” said Melor.  “The strange matter is we have never discovered the stolen moneybag until now.  Since you were the one who left early, it brings forth a strong suspicion against you as the criminal offender.  It would be not be easy for you to enter with the many eyes on you.   I have a feeling there is an unknown enemy amongst us behind this obsequious matter.”  
     “It could have been anyone who was not at the football game earlier today that have muddled this,” replied Musang defensively.
     “I am extremely amazed how the cupboard door is opened, which is the crime scene spot for this stolen moneybag that is worth £500.  I wish someone could give me the answer to this mystery,” Daniel said. 
     “The cupboard had always been locked,” said Demang.  “Someone must have opened it today when they got into KedaiMakan.  It would be illogical to deduce its automatic opening.”
     Demang and Megat saw a shiny golden object on the ground next to Musang.  When he was about to place it in his waistband, someone interrupted him.   
     “Pray Musang, where did you get that golden key?” Megat asked.  “It looks like the cupboard’s key to me.”
     “Oh, I had just dropped it,” replied Musang.  “It is for my desk at my house.”  
      “I have seen no one using it for their house,” said Demang.  “As far as we know, with the incomes we have, we cannot afford to have such expensive desks with that golden key.  Where can you get the desk with the golden key then?”  
     Musang did not formulate a response for them. 
     “I bought it for him as a gift when he was talking about it,” Sir Harold replied for him.  “He said he had no money for it and thus I bought it for him as a gift.  I have heard complaints about you not paying back.  You better repay your debts that you owed to me, Musang, as soon as possible.  I trust you this time but do not make me distrust you or there will be deep consequences for you.” 
     “Yes, I shall repay all the debts I owe you, sir,” Musang said with a nervous face.
     “Strangely, I have not recalled from anyone saying a gift as big as that had made its way into your house, Musang,” said Pak Sulong.
     Musang was once again silent without a reply.
     “You are a menace to society in causing troubles to others, Mr. Harold,” said Demang.  “I bet it could be you who planned the opium placing into the moneybag just to get us into trouble.” 
     “You are a real spoilt rich brat, and deserve a big iron hammer on your head!” fought Megat courageously.  “There is not much scrutiny on the investigation for this bag of opium matter, is there?  We knew nothing about this opium matter until you arrive.  You are falsely excusing us of such matter to get us into trouble.”

     “Oh did I?  Have you any proof of that?” Daniel asked.
     Megat replied, “Explain to me how you know that the opium moneybag had been here before we knew it?  I am also suspicious as to how Musang obtained the golden key, which use is only meant for the cupboard as it fits the keyhole well.  Yet, he denied saying it was for his desk at home.  I can sense a lie from that.”
     “Hand me the golden key now, Musang!” said Demang.  “Fear nothing if the key is really yours.  If you resist, it means you fear lies.” 
      He grabbed the key from Musang and inserted it into the cupboard’s keyhole, shut it, locked it and opened it again with the key. 
     “Here, how do you view this?  Is this sufficiently convincing?” asked Demang.
     “Very well, have it your way, but the evidence is still against any of you here who had planned on hiding the stolen moneybag, and indeed you are the suspect that have assisted the bank robbers,” said Daniel.  “Since no one is willing to admit their fault in this matter of security, I have no choice but to arrest the Sulongs, as the community's leaders.  Arrest them guards!”
    Demang, Megat and their parents fought against the blue uniformed men who were about to arrest them.  They blocked the weapons that were about to hit them, avoided the sharp blades.  They showed their tremendous acrobatic skills, punches and kicks to defend themselves against the attacking police officers. 
     Daniel took a girl in a white gown as a hostage, gun pointing at her head.  
     “So shall it be that history will record a hero seeing the death of his good friend.  Mr. Demang Sulong – look at who I have here with me?”  
     “Jane!” Demang cried out.  
     “Demang, do not listen to them – it’s a trick!” said Jane.  “They planted the bag of opium in here.  Think of your people and your reputation!”
     “It is no trick.  You do not know what you are blabbering about,” said Daniel.
     “Yes, I most certainly do!” snapped Jane.
     Daniel grabbed her and pointed the gun closer to Jane’s head.  “Silence, Jane!  One more word and you shall never see the daylight again!  Is that clear?” 
     “Your words are perfectly clear to me,” said Jane.  “Be my guest and shoot me!  Let the world acknowledge how inhumane you are!”
     “Mr. Harold, you are not gentlemanly to use a lady as a hostage!” Demang pleaded.  “Please spare her now!” 
     While pistol pointing at Jane’s head, he said, “Please do tell me, Jane, my darling sister.  Do you still wish to see all your good friends, Jane?” 
     Jane replied, “Yes, I do.”  
     “Then, you must let them listen to me and do not impugn me,” said Daniel.  “They shall be upset to see if they ever lose a friend.” 
     “I am very disappointed with you for befriending these savages, Jane,” said Sir Harold.  “Furthermore, I disapprove your mingling with those who are not in high society.”
     “They are no savages, and you cannot judge people of such standard from a certain society, Father,” said Jane.  “It is Daniel and Musang’s doing to frame the Sulongs.  I cannot believe that you, as a highly educated gentleman, can be easily brainwashed.” 
     “You may take our lives but you will never take away our dignity!” Melor spoke up daringly, not caring if she was gun pointed.  “How many lives of innocent people are you going take?  If you do all this, everyone will see how ruthless and wrong you are to do all this cruel intentions!”
     Demang replied, “Mr. Harold, Sir Harold, please just let Jane and our people go!  Do not take them as hostage!  They have nothing to do with us.”
     “I shall not let this lady go, and I shall not leave this vicinity until someone confesses to the stolen moneybag here,” said Daniel.
     The police have arrested the Sulongs.  
     “If you ever intend to escape, your friends and their families shall be executed, and then, there will no longer be good hope for the Malays,” blackmailed Daniel.  
     “Hold your tongue!” replied MakPuteh.  “As a leader you are in doubt one of most thdistasteful quality.  At what cost would you prefer to concur? Do you wish to envision that more citizens will suffer under your tyrannical rule?”
     “Your injustice will be held responsible against you should my family and I be unfairly executed, Mr. Daniel Harold!” Pak Sulong said.  “I would rather bow to Her Majesty, Queen Victoria, rather than having to submit to your authority.”
     “I shall see to that judgment myself,” Daniel replied in his coldest tone.
     “Father, please halt this abhorring act of his!” said Jane.
     “My apologies, I’m afraid I cannot be of help to you and it is beyond my discretion,” said Sir Hastings.
     “You are the mayor, Father.  You have the discretion to halt his scandalous remarks.  I consider you a weak father to be easily influenced by his son, whose authority is puny as compared to your social status.  You should be ashamed of yourself!” said Jane, who was then taken in bysome police officers.
     “Jane, for the sake of Dorchester’s safety, I must arrest these Malays for their imperilling commitment,” said Daniel defensively.  “By acknowledging their potentials, they could further lead a rebellion and established anarchy in Dorchester.”
    “Nonsense, that is a mere speculation,” replied Jane.  “They were clearly defending themselves and strived for the right of a fair trial.  You have planned on sending them behind bars without manifesting the link that directs them to the conspiracy with the bank robbers.  Would you deny such an integral part of human rights for trial?  Are you ambitious to wrestle Father’s post as mayor?”
     “I am unlikely keen to supersede Father as Mayor of Dorchester,” said Daniel.  “I am merely serving in the name of justice.”
     “Clearly, by challenging those who seek protection of the law,” replied Jane.  “You may not realise this but the words you spoke forth insinuated a mockery to the prides and justices thatDorchester and Britain offer.  I demand for their release at once!”
     Sir Harold just looked at the wall silently with a grim face.  Some police officers pointed their firearms at the Sulongs, while some handcuffed them.  
     “You have done well, Mr. Maling,” said Daniel, looking at Musang.   
     “I disagree to this fraudulent judicial decision!  I beg you to release them!” Melor said whilst trying to pass her way through the police force in blue uniform.  
     The Malays rushed forwards, demanding the Sulongs’ release, and then there was a gunshot.  They were ladies shrilling but then no one had been harmed.  
    “Stay back!” said the same British police officer.  “If any of you intend to take another step forward, you will all be shot instantly!” 
     “I suppose you gentlemen want be remembered for your barbaric misconduct,” said daring Melor, and she was sarcastic.  
     Ned and Wallace grabbed by her arms and calmed her down.  
     “Testing their patience now will not favour our interest, Melor dear,” said Ned.  “We shall take our chances when time permits it.”
     Some British police officers were still pointing their firearms at the Malays until all four members of the Sulong family were led out of KedaiMakan.
     The moment the Sulongs left the building, Musang approached Sir Harold and stood right next to him.  “You have also done well, Master.  You have made a wise commitment listening to your dearest son,” instigated Musang.  
     Sir Harold froze like a wax statue of Madam Tussaud and did not provide any response.   
     Poor Megat, Demang, Pak Sulong and MakPuteh faced public humiliation.  Fruits and vegetables were thrown at them and there were crowds of people mocking them.  Yet, the Sulongs did nothing that breached the law.  A little boy and a little girl were just watching them, not knowing what was going on.  There were hanging loop ropes on the gallows.  The Sulongs were heading that way and Jane was terrified at what she saw. 
     “Get in, you scums!” said one of them in a rather coarse voice.  
    The warden pushed all the four family members disrespectfully behind bars and locked the doors abrasively.  
Tok Guru was rather gravened to see his students and their family in such state.   

Melor covered her face and soon she shed her tears.
     “He is a kind-hearted boy and everyone respects him,” Melor said.  “I have long known him, ayah.  I bring my utmost respect to his family and himself, for their generous leadership over us.  Why is it that God wish us misery?”
Tok Guru came to his daughter, wiped her tears off and hugged her.    “Shhh…Please do not be so upset, Melor.  Rice has turned to porridge.  The injustice caused is not God’s work.  It is the outcome of human cruelty.  God does not change the condition of a people unless they change themselves.  Kita harusmelakukansesuatutentangketidakadilanini (we must do something about this injustice).”  
     “Baiklah, ayah (Alright, daddy),” said Melor.
     Jane tried to push back and she was still protesting angrily against the injustice but the guards that hold on to her were too strong for her to fight back.  They placed a white cloth on her mouth and around her eyes.  They then took the cloth away from her mouth as they forced her into a room.  She went to her long gold door handle to open the door but it was too late.  She was locked up in her bedroom from outside.
     “I should not allow such an inhuman act to occur!” Jane said whilst deliberately banging on the varnished wooden door with her two hands a few times.  
     Her bedroom had damask wallpaper, ornately decorated sash windows and polished floorboards.  Sash windows were commonly seen in all bedrooms of the mansion.  She leant her back against the door and slowly slid herself down.  Tears of sadness ran down both her cheeks.  She glanced at the mantle clock in her room.  It was three o’clock in the afternoon. 
     Soon, Jane placed her face on her bed and cried on it.  She couldn’t do anything to change everything for the better.  
     “They have breached the Church of England and the Crown, and, as such, they shall be hung by their necks today for committing their hideous crimes,” announced a redhead man whose sideburns were thick.  
   The redheaded man was wearing a blue police uniform and a tall hat and a front brim to cover his face from the sunlight.  
Ned and Wallace were witnessing the scene from a building with their bush hats overshadowing their faces.  From a distance, four people were seen standing on the gallows, and their heads covered in black cloth bags.  
     Nooses encircled the necks of four people with unseen faces on the gallows in public.  The drumsticks rapped incessantly on the drums.  Soon, a big thumping sound was made.  The floor traps fell down and all four hung in midair.    
     Jane burst into tears the moment she sat leaning her back against the door, and Daniel could hear it from outside in the corridor.
     Jane remembered the times when they rescued her and Demang’s gentlemanly behaviour towards her.  He served her a cup of tea, had a light-hearted conversation with her whilst sitting next to her and they always took a walk together.  She enjoyed his company and saw him fit to be her friend even if they were of different social classes. 
     On the opposite end of the mahogany bookshelf, stood a varnished dark wood writing desk leaning itself against the wall.  Jane’s bedroom wall was filled with yellowish gold-coloured wallpaper and a finely decorated fireplace.  
     What would happen to the boys she greatly admired?  Was she ever going to see them again?  What would happen to the Malays without their strong leader?
     Pak Sulong was their only great chieftain and his family was his greatest supporter, other than his people.  His community had adequate food and proper shelters under his responsible and strong leadership.  The couple, upon acknowledging her intellect, tolerated her to guide the Malays with Western education so that they are seen ‘civilised’ according to European standards, and not be subjected to oppression by the Occidental colonialists.  
     Meanwhile, just outside her manor, Musang bid farewell to his master, Sir Hastings.  Sir Hastings returned it and he went inside his manor with his straight face.  He looked dreamy.  He did not say much to Musang and his cronies, walked into the house and not turning back.  
     After being certain of this, Musang said to his colleagues, “Well done, gentlemen.  We did very well and have fulfilled our mission.  Be sure that no one else knows about this.”
    “We shall be very certain of that, Master’s Advisor,” said one of them.  “You are a man of intelligence, Mr. Maling.” 
     “I certainly seem very shrewd and others will not deny it, including our master,” said Musang, with his feeling of superiority.
     Jane heard a knock at the door.  “Whose presence is at my door?” she asked.
     “It is I, Margaret, who is at your service,” said a woman’s voice.
     “I am coming to you, Margaret!” Jane called out.  
     Jane approached the door, and then both of them leant their ears against the door in order to listen to one another’s conversation.  
     “What news have you brought here, Margaret?” asked Jane.  
     “Miss Harold, there is a message for you from Mr. Abraham O’Bannon,” replied Margaret the brunette maid.  “I shall send it through under the door.” 
      “Thank you, Margaret,” said Jane, as she picked it up from the floor.
      “My pleasure, Miss Harold,” said Margaret. 
Jane questioned herself in her mind.  “Abraham has never written me a message before.  What is it that he desires from me?”
     She then unfolded the letter and read the cursive handwriting on it:

 

Dear Jane,

 

I understand that I may still anger you for what I have recently committed, and please do forgive me, as I have committed it to be avoidably suspicious.  As your brother, I do not wish to afflict you with further misery.  I acknowledge you value your friendship with Melor, Demang, Megat, Ned and Wallace.  They are pleasant for you to befriend with, although they are not of the high society. I do not forbid it.  The Sulongs are still alive, only that they have been imprisoned. Please kindly read the book I bought for your birthday this year.  Turn to page one hundred, and skim through to paragraph three.  I cannot explain beyond this point, just in case this letter has been intercepted into the wrong hands.  There are times when you need to discover mysterious matters alone.  Remember the twist and turn.  Use it well and store it safely.  You must also use the portable oil lamp standing on your study desk.   I wish you the best in fulfilling your mission. 

 

With love,

Daniel

     Daniel wrote down his signature on the big spacing above his name.  Abraham was Daniel’s most-trusted friend.  He entrusted his own life for Abraham to send the note to his sister.  Jane was curious why Daniel would send such a letter to her.
     She remembered what Daniel gave her as a birthday gift.  It was a novel with brown cover called Sebastian Holmes’s Unresolved Mysteries.  It is a dark red detective book full of unresolved mysteries written by an author named Sir Adam Connor Doyles, and he was a former English detective himself.  She took the book from the bookshelf, and then turned to page 100 of the book.  Then, she browsed down to paragraph three, as Daniel had instructed:

…I stepped into a study room and discovered a study desk. I opened one of the drawers and flicked through piles of papers.  I was amazed to what I had found.  I found a key that existed in the Star of David form. I had come to examine its functionality.  It was a unique key that fitted no other doors in the mansion.  It must have been used for one purpose – I thought to myself.  I then turned to the fireplace and pressed a floral button on the right of the fireplace.  I then noticed that a door that I opened with the key, and it seemed to be leading me out of the building. This may be made by an enemy who is willing to trap me with his hidden motives.  He seems to know me.  I believe he is an influential man in town, and he perceives himself more superior than others.  I have learnt never to judge the book by its cover…

     A small note piece of dropped from the book and holding onto it.

Then press in the big floral carving of the fireplace on the right and the fireplace shall soon twirl itself. Finally, please kindly close the door behind you.  

“Perhaps he has eventually taken the liberty to be of help to me after that scolding I gave him,” she said in her mind.  “On the other hand, could this be one of Daniel’s tricks?  After all, he has a sense of superiority to others before him, including Father.  Furthermore, it is possibly that it within his intention to make me to turn against the Sulongs.  I shall give a worthy attempt but I shall also be wary of this risk.”
     She approached her study desk.  She searched the three drawers thoroughly.  She went through piles of papers in the left drawer.  After a thorough search, she found a small pocket size bag with something solid in it.  She decided to untie the small bag’s twine at the top and hoping it was what she expected to be.  She took the object out of the bag.  She found a small hexagonal shaped box, enough to put your necklaces in it.  She pressed a button at one side of the hexagonal box. Then, something popped up from all six sides of the box, forming the shape of two interlaced equilateral triangles.  She was right.  It was a key.
     Coincidentally, it perfectly fitted the description on the thick book about the Star of David key.  She took the portable oil lamp from the desk and carried it with her.  She pressed the floral button on right of the fireplace, and then it moved in a circular motion on an axis by a hundred and eighty degrees, of which it allowed her to be transported to the area behind her bedroom’s fireplace. 
     “Is this the right key?” she asked herself, wondering whether it was the one she was looking for.  
     She took out the key and approached an unusual keyhole door. 
     “I shall give this a persistent try,” she said to herself.  
     She placed the key into the keyhole, turned it to the right, then to the left in an anti-clockwise direction, and finally pushed it forwards.  To her surprise, a door opened and she noticed a secret passage attached to her bedroom.  
     She took the key out of the keyhole with her right hand.  She opened up the middle part of the book.  She placed the key on a hole on page 201 and it fitted the key.  She kept the book with her.
     After placing the key in the hole of the book and shutting it, she noticed a leather string knot from the back cover and slipped onto a leather buckle strap on the front cover.
